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perform nightly in bed. It is still expected of a wife to lead a
chaste life. It is still important for a bride to prove her virginity.
And it is still accepted that men will be men and stray now and
then. So what are the real attitudinal changes we are talking
about? The Indian male’s attitude to women can perhaps be
summed up in the words of a movie gangster who exclaims
exasperatedly: ‘Women! Forget them. Problem is, if you don’t
want to live with a woman you can’t even kill her.’

Sex remains a subject that is taboo. Sex is equated with
prurience. Sex is dirty. Sex is forbidden. Sex is an evil activity
indulged in by nasty people. It’s difficult to get anybody to talk
on the subject or discuss it honestly and openly. It’s next to
impossible to peel away the layers and years of hypocrisy and
conditioning surrounding sex. Occasionally, one strikes pay
dirt. Like the time a prominent editor of a regional magazine,
when asked to identify the one aspect of his life he’d like to
see changed, replied disarmingly, ‘My only regret is that [ have
not had sexual relations with any woman other than my wife.’

A successful actor once told me, ‘I am not a lech, really.
I’s just that when I meet an attractive woman my sexual
curiosity is instantly aroused. | desperately want to go to bed
with her just to find out what the experience is like. Any man
who denies similar feelings is a liar.’

It was from such an ethos—of mixed signals and
undisguised confusion—that the need for putting this book
together arose. Had urban Indian attitudes towards sex really
undergone a sea change? Or did sex remain largely in the head?
Did men enjoy it—need it—more than women? Or wastoday’s
woman demanding and getting it on her own exacting terms?
Was the ‘O’ word (orgasm) linked with the ‘D’ word
(disappointment in this instance, not divorce)? Did divorce still
spell death for the Indian woman? How different was a
contemporary teenager’s attitude to sex from that of his
parents? Were our films actively encouraging promiscuity and
perverting youth? [t was time to find out.
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We decided to invite opinions in the form of essays from
people acknowledged as experts and leaders in their chosen
fields. Our eclectic list of contributors was easily arrived at:
we tapped the best. Each essayist is considered an expert in his
or her field of activity. Our brief was simple—make it a
personal statement, not an academic, soulless discourse. And
ensure that it’s reader-friendly.

The first piece submitted was written by our youngest
writer, Puru Das, who at eighteen approached his topic with
the freshness it warranted. Adolescent sex found a sensitive
voice, and Das, a distinct identity of his own. Being the son of
a published author and management guru, Gurcharan Das, it
was important for Puru to establish his individuality—he has
succeeded in doing so admirably.

Indira Jaising has long been considered the champion of
women’s causes in legal circles. For over two decades she has
fought for the marital rights of her female clients, and helped
countless victims of abuse live a more dignified life. She writes
ondivorce and the Indian woman in our troubled contemporary
times with the same fire and commitment she brings into the
courtroom.

M. F. Husain is the country’s premier painter—a man who
is known for his lifelong, passionate affair with art. Through
his ‘statement’ he has graphically conveyed just how sensuous
the physical act of putting brush to canvas really is.

Indrani Aikath-Gyaltsen is one of the brightest literary
stars of the subcontinent with two successful novels to her
credit. She has put the average Indian marriage under a
microscope and examined its subtext with a rare sensitivity.

Frank Simoes is a legendary adman whose contributions
to finely-textured, beautifully conceptualized campaigns have
made him a cult figure in his profession. He writes about the
coming of age of sex in the nascent world of Indian advertising
‘with wit, panache and remarkable insight.



xii [ Shobha Dé

Dr Prakash Kothari is India’s foremost sexologist who has
innumerable firsts to his credit. A widely travelled
internationalist, he has done much to liberate the suppressed
Indian libido through widely-read columns and articles. He
discusses the most commonly experienced sexual problems in
his extremely informative essay.

Film maker Mahesh Bhatt was seen as a brilliant brat
director till he grew up and established his own genre with a
string of stylish, off-beat bold films that were as much about
his own life as life around him. His essay deals with the
depiction of sex in Indian cinema, a subject as cloaked in
ambiguity today as it was fifty years ago.

There is nothing ambiguous about Ashok Row Kavi’s
searingly honest piece about what it means to be a single gay
male in India today. As an activist who came out fearlessly
more than ten years ago, Ashok is in a unique position to
monitor attitudinal changes towards this particular minority
group. He does so with brutal candour.

Rinki Bhattacharya grew up in a traditional extended
family, married the man she fell in love with . . . only to
confront a painful divorce several years later. She writes
feelingly about the situation of women trapped in similar
swamps of marital disillusionment. As a writer and docu-
mentary film maker of repute, plus as someone deeply involved
in women’s issues, her views on the subject are specially
relevant.

DrMulk Raj Anand is adoyen among littérateurs—a man
well ahead of his times. As an author of several accomplished
novels, the much-translated, much-quoted Coolie amongst
them. “Uncle Mulk’, as he’s affectionately called, has chosen
to present his views via a short story that celebrates love and
sex in one classical context. Admirers will definitely discern
contemporary echoes in this, his lyrical, deceptively simple
fable that mourns the passing of innocence.
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Uncertain Liaisons really wrote itself and turned out to
be as much of a revelation to its editors, namely, Khushwant
Singh and myself, as we hope it will be to you, the reader.

18 May 1993 Shobha Dé
Bombay
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self-conscious. They got evasive. Sex is, after all, such an
intensely personal matter. [ began to see myself as Anais Nin’s
‘Spy in the House of Love’. But I was sure I’d be labelled an
‘Interloper in the Bedroom of Stress’. I needed a breakthrough,
just one, to get my teeth into the essay. And I was fortunate
enough to find it (rather, her) fairly early in the game.

She walked into my parlour with full preparedness. I’d
told her over the phone that I needed intimate information. Was
she willing to share it? She was. The first few minutes were
tense, not for her, but me. I discussed fashion, kids, my other
writings, her work, travels, family problems—ijust about
everything else. [t was getting increasingly impossible to bring
up the subject we’d agreed to meet for. | was ready to abandon
it altogether till she looked pointedly at her watch and asked,
‘Isn’t it time we discussed sex?’ Hurrah! I’d done it.

After that first interview, things got a lot easier, but it still
wasn’t a cakewalk. The problem had very little to do with the
women | interviewed as they were more than forthcoming after
the initial hesitant moments. The stumbling block was me. In
fact, [ was surprised by my own almost prudish reactions to the
unstoppable flood of emotions and memories that even the
simplest question seemed to unleash. Each voice became a
revelation in more ways than one. Most of the stories were sad,
cynical but entirely valid. A lot had nothing to do with the
article. It was as if the essay had become a catalyst releasing a
torrent of repressed recollections . . . hurt, real or imagined . . .
and rage. So much rage.

I was finding it difficult to cope. Maybe, I was afraid to
confront my own sexuality. Maybe I was struggling to keep a
gender-bias out of the picce. Stay ‘objective’. | soon gave up.
The ‘voices’ of these women taught me many things—about
myself and them. But my task still remained incomplete . . . .
I had to include the views of men as well. That was a lot
tougher. It had to do with years and layers of conditioning. |
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couldn’t get myself to assume a soignée facade and pretend it
was no big deal discussing boudoir secrets and strategies with
someone from the opposite sex (the enemy!). When it actually
came down to it, I shrank from the situation. And for perfectly
predictable, disgustingly conventional and positively old-
fashioned reasons: what would the men think of me? What
would I have thought of some strange woman asking my
husband such questions? I admit I flunked on this one. Most
of the male opinions you’ll read in this piece belong to obliging
spouses or boyfriends of accommodating girlfriends, who were
kind enough to grill their mates on my behalf.

Forat least afew of the female interviewees these sessions
were cathartic once they got started. What surprised me
initially was the vehemence of their feelings. Fairly bland
questions opened up floodgates of pain—physical and
emotional. And the overwhelming reaction was of bitterness
and hurt. Often, women broke down and wept as they
recounted being subjected to years of humiliating, self-
defeating sex. As one of them put it so graphically, ‘Once a
week, [ hitch up my sari, close my eyes, open my legs and wait
for my husband to use my body. My only consolation at that
moment is that at least after those awful twenty minutes, he’ll
leave me alone for the next six days.’

Is sex for urban Indian women really so bad? So
depressing? So demeaning? Alas, the answer is an unequivocal
‘yes’.

And for the men?

Let me reproduce a representative quote: ‘It’s very easy
for women to bitch about us. But what about them? Do they
make even the slightest effort to make sex more enjoyable?
NO. They just lie there like corpses and expect us to do all the
work. Well . . . forget it. If that’s the attitude, I’d rather remain '
celibate. Or resort to what they call “functional, programmed

»
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sex. ‘She has taken the lead in this matter,” he commented. ‘She
is definitely more confident, more assertive and more
demanding. Besides—she can afford to be all that. No man can
take her for granted. She expects and gets sex on her terms
now.” To which, a mid-thirties careerist responded, ‘Sex is
about pleasure, not power. But yes, I’m through with men who
say things like. “I’m givingitto you. .. aren’t you lucky?” I’m
also through with men who label independent-minded women
“nymphos” just because they (the women) are unwilling to
play the old subjugated roles. To me, sex is something special,
something beautiful, something shared. If a man doesn’t feel
the same way about it, I don’t have the time for him.’

Are men uncomfortable with women who have broken
through the stereotype? Largely. They are confused too. ‘We
get all these crazy, mixed signals,” said a yuppie lawyer in his
late twenties. “‘Women these days want too much. Pre-sex
tenderness, post-sex tenderness, during-sex tenderness—the
works. Heck! We don’t have the time or energy for it. Besides,
all these macho females are now into role reversal. And they
expect us to crawl to them begging for sex. No way. I don’t
believe in cheap trade-offs. It’s strictly take it or leave it for
me.’

A bright and beautiful painter laughed, ‘Why are these
guys so defensive? So threatened? Why are they making out
like the modern woman is some wild voracious creature with
raging hormones on a wild sexual rampage? Really! Men are
so insecure these days it isn’t funny. It’s not as if we’re going
to chew their balls off or something.’

,No, it isn’t funny at all. Women in the workplace have
changed all the old equations and rewritten most of the rules.
Women executives have more mobility, more money and,
apparently, more fun. As one of them remarked, ‘We are
standing the old standards on their heads. Casual sex is no
longer a male prerogative. If [ want it, [ get it. It’s that simple.
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‘He uses me like he has a right of passage,’” confesses
Soha, a tired housewife. ‘Marriage is nothing more than
legitimate whoring,” announces Piya, a newly-married girl
checking the glittering diamonds in her ring. ‘It’s either a stiff
shot of whisky . . . or me. He needs one or the other for a good
night’s sleep,” complains Hasina, a secretary in a garment
factory.

‘What is it about Indian men that seems to alienate their
women so much?’ [ asked a twice-divorced designer friend,
proud of her considerable experience with lovers from all
backgrounds and nationalities. ‘They lack bed etiquette,” she
elaborated. ‘Most of them indulge in crude coupling without
any finesse.” When pressed further, she went into explicit and
intimate details from her many encounters. ‘I always get the
feeling Indian men are basically terrified of a woman’s
sexuality. If a woman expresses her needs, she is promptly
labelled a nymphomaniac. They expect her to be a passive,
obliging receptacle for their semen as and when they feel the
urge to discharge in her body.” That ugly word ‘use’ cropped
up over and over again in my several conversations. And
invariably the first reaction expressed by the women I talked
to was one of anger. Followed by disgust. ‘I’m amazed at how
ignorant my husband is even about basics,” said Laila, a
boutique owner, ‘he still doesn’t know my body well enough
to realize what pleases me and frankly, I don’t think he cares
either. It is what pleases HIM that matters.’

Another woman, single and in her mid-thirties, stated,
“The whole thing boils down to the male ego. Indian men make
the world’s lousiest lovers because they are unable to see
beyond themsclves. And for that I have to blame their mothers.
That’s where it all starts. What we get when they finally come
crawling into our beds are pampered, spoilt brats who expect
us to indulge them while they give nothing in return.” The
Indian mother put in frequent appearances during my candid
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Did his wife go along with this attitude?

Amazingly enough, she did. ‘Let the mothers of those
girls look out for them. My boys are normal. They like having
fun.’

What about husbands who stray?

Leena, a banker, shrugged, ‘Look . . . I was brought up in
a very conservative atmosphere. Sex has never been a priority
for me. I had my children early and called it a day. What my
husband does for recreation is his business so long as he stays
off my back and doesn’t make any demands on me.’

Demands. It was a word that came up frequently- Where the
older generation was concerned, it was the women who spat it
out bitterly, but with today’s crowd, many men expressed their
anxiety over the changed power equation. For, the new Indian
woman is a strange character. But the new Indian man is even
stranger. The poor fellow doesn’t quite know what’s hit
him—a ballistic missile or a (sex) bomb. So he stands there
bewildered and zapped. No wiser than his father or grandfather
before him. Like the twenty-four-year-old US educated
engineer who said, ‘I was totally zapped by the new breed of
Indian girl. Her expectations were pretty high and there was
such an emphasis on performance. It was hard to keep up with
her demands....’ His words were echoed by a thirty-
something Delhi engineer who claimed he was so ‘disoriented’
by the women he met at the workplace that he’d withdrawn
socially. ‘I find it impossible to relax . . . to cope . . . these
women can eat up a man. Nothing seems to satisfy them. I think
they watch too many American films and expect us to compete
with those super-stud heroes.” Another one added, ‘I feel like
a sacrificial lamb at the altar of sex.’

The girls I spoke to laughed at this charge, ‘Most Indian
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men are high on ego and low on performance,’ they insisted.
‘Why do they behave like they’re doing women a favour by
bedding them? If that’s their attitude, why can’t we demand
our sexual rights too?’

A telephone operator called Shalan offered an
explanation: ‘Men are obsessed with their performance
because they are obsessed with their genitals—size, shape and
colour. Women, on the other hand, can’t see their own genitals
which are hidden from view. That’s why breasts become their
priority in much the same way—size, shape and colour. Since
the vagina is like a dark, hidden cave that doesn’t give the game
or its secrets away—a woman can fake pleasure whereas a man
can’t. She can simulate orgasm while feeling nothing at all. For
married women especially, pretence pays—it’s the key to
happiness on the marital bed.’

A soft-spoken bank executive wondered aloud, ‘Sex is
supposed to be a mutually shared experience. But our men are
so full of themselves they rarely consider our feelings. What
takes place in most marriages is functional sex devoid of any
real enjoyment—at least for the woman.’

This feeling of being short-changed was echoed over and
over again by the women I spoke to. While some stuck to
generalities (‘He’s insensitive . . . selfish.”) others got into
specifics. Asked to specify poor bed manners, most women
mentioned indifferent personal hygiene as the biggest turn-off.
‘Men don’t wash before making love . . . and rarely after,” said
an airline stewardess. ‘I’m fastidious about clean habits, but
most of the men I’ve known don’t attach as much importance
to them. For instance, they come to bed without brushing their
teeth or showering.” An over-worked wife complained, ‘After
I get back from work, I have a quick bath. But not my husband.
It’s awful making love to a sweaty, smelly man reeking of his
office—trapped cigarette smoke and stale perspiration.” Others
mentioned the rather odious habit Indian men have of breaking






Sex in the Time of Stress | 9

has changed our attitude to each other.” Expanding on that
Mrs Gupte mentioned, ‘Previously, my husband never used to
undress me. In fact, neither of us removed cur clothes. These
days undressing each other has become an important part of
our love-making.’

Similarly, Sanjay and Niharika, employees in a nationa-
lized bank mentioned, ‘We watch these films with our friends.
It’s relaxing and stimulating. Earlier we used to feel guilty and
ashamed performing what are considered “unconventional”
acts. Now we know it’s perfectly normal and very enjoyable
to have oral sex.’

‘Guilt’ is the operative word. ‘It’s our upbringing and
conditioning,” admits Vikas, a freelance commercial artist. ‘I
was brought up to believe sex was filthy and dirty. I used to
think masturbation would eventually kill me . . . that I’d get
some disease.’ Tehzeeb, a housewife, agreed, ‘Sex was such a
taboo subject during my growing years. We never discussed it
at home. My mother would’ve been shocked if I’d asked her
even the most basic questions. | found out about the facts of
life on my wedding night—Oh! and it was horribly
embarrassing. | thought my husband was some kind of a
pervert for standing naked in front of me.” Had she made an
effort to ensure her teenage daughters do not go into marriage
suffering her fate? Tehzeeb hesitated. ‘I can’t get myself to
bring up the topic with them. But [ get the feeling they are very
aware. Most schools today conduct counselling classes where
sex is discussed openly. No...my girls won’t go into
marriage not knowing about the birds and bees.’

Perhaps not, but urban teenagers continue to battle with
problems of coming to terms with their sexuality in much the
same way as their parents did. The communication gap remains
unbridged, as adolescents struggle to find acceptable outlets .
for their burgeoning urges while parents frown disapprovingly
in the background. Says seventeen-year-old Abhay, ‘My
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parents would freak out if they knew I was no longer a virgin.
But that reaction wouldn’t be half as bad as if they found out
my twenty-year-old sister was pretty experienced to0o.’
Sangita, his sister, concurs, ‘It’s too bad we can’t be more open
with our folks. They are scared nobody will marry me if ’'m
de-flowered. To an extent they are right. My chances in an
arranged marriage would definitely be affected. But I’m not
planning to go in for an arranged marriage—I’ve already found
my future husband. I’ll marry for love.’

Surprisingly, young men displayed distinct double stan-
dards when it came to marriage. As twenty-eight-year-old
Mohit put it, ‘I’m still old-fashioned enough to want to marry
a virgin. But that doesn’t mean I won’t have my fun before
settling down. Take my word for it—the girls I bed will not be
the girls I think of marrying.’

On the other hand, educated working girls seem more
open and willing to experiment. Sapna, an attractive marketing
executive in her mid-twenties, spoke for her group when she
stated, ‘It’s pretty cool to be experienced. And it’s pretty cool
to take the initiative. If I fancy someone, I make it clear. I'm
willing to go to bed with absolutely no strings attached. If it
works out on a regular basis—fine. If it stays as a one night
stand—that’s fine too.’

When | mentioned this to women of my mother’s
generation, they were shocked beyond belief and blamed it on
television—spccifically, the onslaught of foreign (read:
Westernized) programmes beamed via satellite TV. An elderly
lady with five young granddaughters lamented the new
permissiveness and condemned it strongly, ‘When | got
married, the only men | had spoken to were blood relatives.
My husband was a complete stranger 1'd glimpsed through
lowered eyes. And yet . . . our marriage succeeded.” But did
she enjoy sex? It was a tough qucstion to ask and | was sure
she’d throw me out of her neat, well-appointed suburban home
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I discussed the subject with her mother, a woman in her
early forties, separately. ‘My husband and I had a “love
marriage”,” she said, ‘but both of us were sexually
inexperienced. I started enjoying sex only after ten years of
marriage. By then we’d both lost our inhibitions and were
relaxed enough with each other to talk frankly about
things—for instance, | hate having sex when I’m menstruating.
My husband enjoys it. Earlier, I used to tolerate it, now I put
my foot down.’

Her husband, an athletic looking executive in a multi-
national company who plays tennis thrice a week, was more
reserved on the subject, ‘We come from traditional
backgrounds. We are conventional upper-middle class people.
You can call us boring . . . conformist . . . but we cannot shake
off our values . . . discard them like old clothes. But not all our
friends agree ....” He mentioned ‘swinging parties’ where
couples swapped partners and watched hard core films
together. He discussed casual affairs at the office with
secretaries and female colleagues. But the disapproval in his
voice was evident enough. Had he ever strayed? He shook his
head emphatically. But a few days later, he called to say he’d
lied in his wife’s presence. ‘Look ... I’m travelling twenty
days of the month . . . there are opportunities galore, you
know? Besides, women today have changed so much, I don’t
even have to do the chasing. Whether it’s Bangalore, Delhi,
Calcutta or Madras, [ always score a hit, often getting picked
up in the coffee shop while breakfasting.’

Picked up? ‘Yes, picked up,’ confirmed another frequent
traveller, Patrick, a Bombay bachelor working in media.
‘Frankly, it puts me off. But these girls aren’t hookers. Most
of them are hard-working careerists. They come on a bit too
strong sometimes, but their argument is “Why ever not? Does
the monopoly rest with men alone?”” Do these casual
encounters signify anything more? ‘Of course,’ insists Patrick.
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family and prepare herself for motherhood.” His wife, Lalita,
shrugs philosophically, ‘It’s difficult. But we do manage to get
away for weekends on our own.” Her husband perked up
immediately, “Two or three couples get together and go to a
resort out of Bombay. That’s when we really let our hairdown.’
What exactly does that entail? ‘Our wives wear minis,
swimsuits . . . smoke, drink and dance at the .discos.’
Obviously, it’s something they cannot do under the dis-
approving eyes of their parents back home.

Resort sex seems to be catching on, going by the
popularity of various getaways an hour or two from the city.
‘Yes,” confirmed a manager, ‘we get quite a crowd over
weekends. Several couples . . . not ali of them married, at least
not to each other.” Dirty weekends? He laughs noncommittally.
‘Nothing dirty, madam. We don’t ask too many questions.’

“Illicit sex” has too many nasty connotations,” says a
marriage counsellor. ‘My clients are more liberal. Adultery is
still a big issue, of course. But it doesn’t destroy marriages as
it once used to. People are more tolerant about casual affairs.’
Even husbands of straying wives? ‘Definitely,” he says.
Sheetal, an attractive fortyish socialite echoes his words. ‘My
friends and I love our husbands. Our affairs have nothing to do
with marriage. We believe our relationships are strong enough.
In any case—if he can stray, so can we. That much is clearly
understood. There are more important aspects to marriage.
Children, financial security . . . it’s unrealistic to expect two
people to remain faithful in today’s context. [t’s almost absurd.
All of us like younger men. They are better lovers and much
more attentive.” According to her the first ten years of her
marriage were sexually unexciting. ‘ We call them “duty fucks”
in our circle,” she giggled. ‘Our husbands had their “fuck and
chuck” girlfriends but we had nothing . . . no satisfaction, no
stimulation. We lay back on the pillows while they pumped us.
That was it. Things are different now. Our boyfriends have
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made us aware of our bodies—taught us a trick or two. We
make better love to our husbands. They’re happy, we’re
happy.’

The husbands, on the other hand, don’t seem to have read
too many books on the ‘new man’. They continue to function
as their fathers and grandfathers did—in a daze, treating sex as
a marital right to be exerted on an ‘as is, where is’ basis. Meera
complains, ‘My biggest competitor today is Star TV. My
husband would rather watch The Bold and The Beautiful than
pay attention to me.” But shouldn’t at least some of the steamy
passion projected on the small screen rub off on him? ‘No,’ she
says emphatically, ‘that is a “Western” concept according to
him. He says menin Indiadon’t behave like that and [ shouldn’t
expect him to either. If I ever point out a romantic situation on
TV he mocks me by saying, “Why don’t you divorce me and
find an American?” We try and squeeze in time for love
between his favourite programmes. Tell me . . . how can I feel
turned on? He thinks it’s as simple as pressing the buttons on
his remote control.’

However, as we have seen earlier, watching freely
available X-rated films on video seems to have influenced a
small section of the hitherto puritanical middle class. As
Sushma, a housewife, puts it, ‘I never knew people did such
things. The first time | watched a blue film was at a party. All
the men were crowding in the bedroom after drinks. The
women joined them one by one. At first, I felt most awkward.
But when | saw how relaxed the others were, | too watched
with interest. Now my husband and [ get such films regularly.
Formerly we used to think of anal sex as something filthy and
perverted. Not any more. In fact, we both enjoy it.” Did they
have sufficient privacy in their cramped suburban apartment
to watch such films? ‘We wait till the children go to sleep,” she
said. Which is a departure from more affluent families where
it is considered ‘liberal’ for teenagers to sit in and comment on
the action.
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sex generation.” | also found a packet of condoms in her
handbag. She wasn’t at all embarrassed by the disclosure.’

Other parents aren’t so open with their children. Most
mothers shy away from bringing up the topic of sex. ‘It’s
taboo,” said Sashi who works in an architect’s office. ‘My
husband says that there is no need to place such emphasis on
the subject. His argument is that our generation grew up
without any parental counselling. “If it was OK for us, it’s OK
for them,” he tells me.’

Does she echo his views?

‘Not entirely. But frankly speaking, I do feel awkward
discussing such a personal subject. Our background is
conservative. | never leave my bedroom unless I’m properly
dressed in a sari. My children don’t go in and out of our room
either. Nor do we go into theirs. Our friends talk about bathing
with their kids and all that. [ find it most shocking. The last
time I saw my daughter naked was when she was eight or nine

years old.’
Was she there when her child started to menstruate?
‘Well . . . I was in the office. Kritika was twelve. She

phoned me and she was crying. | could guess immediately. |
rushed home. She was puzzled and scared. | explained
everything to her then. But my own mother’s reaction was very
different. When | got my first period, she was furious with
me . . . as if it was all my fault. I was made to fcel guilty and
dirty. And all these years later, I still fcel a sense of shame each
month.’

Is that how it is in her community?

‘Mainly. But these days it has become a fashion to
celebrate a girl reaching puberty. One grandmother [ know sent
sweets to her daughter-in-law when the grandchild started
menstruating. [t was treated as a festival with everybody saying
“congratulations”. The poor girl was so embarrassed.’

What about her equation with her husband.
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The film industry lives by its own set of rules, though a veteran
movie-star watcher, says things have changed there as well.
‘Divorce . . . re-marriage used to be unthinkable in the past.
Not any more. Affairs too are far more upfront. Women are
taking the initiative much more. Young actresses no longer
pretend to be vestal virgins. Open any film magazine and you
canread their outspoken views on everything from virginity to
homosexuality. All the old fears of discovery have
disappeared.” A young woman (not a part of the film industry)
narrated her experiences with a leading hero who picked her
up along with an attractive girlfriend. ‘He called us over to his
house after a party. We knew the score. In the car, my friend
asked me, “Shall we toss? Will you take him first or shall 17”
He was too drunk to care. We all got into bed together after
undressing. He caressed both of us equally. My friend climbed
~ over him and they made love as | watched. It was exciting. |
waited formy turn—butit never came. He fell asleep! Anyway,
there were no hard feelings. We are still friends though we no
longer sleep together. He is married now and I’m sure his wife
knows.’

Another minor league actress talked about the efficient
grapevine operating in the business. ‘We girls have really
grown up these days. If a guy gives great sex, we like to spread
the word and share him. Last night I received a call from Delhi.
My friend mentioned a newly-discovered stud. She told me,
“You can have him, he’s terrific in bed.”” This same woman
runs an informal service which organizes pretty, obliging
starlets to decorate parties with. But she insists she isn’t a
madam. ‘I don’t do it for money. This is just a friendly
arrangement. The girls have a good time. Nobody forces them
todo anything. If it clicks with a guy, that’s great. No pressure.’
Those on the fringes of the glamour business also get sucked -
into the promiscuous party scene. ‘Models are in great
demand,’ said a hostess known for extravagant parties. ‘[ keep
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of one of those many inadequately equipped hotels which keep
mushrooming in holiday resorts.

He must have been just rich enough and just handsome
enough to play the playboy-at-last-in-love role with impunity.
She must have seen in him an Omar Sharif, Robert Redford
and God judiciously mixed. Heaven, earth and marriage were
promised and she blithely estranged herself from her family to
live with him. A week before the marriage, he was very sorry
but one of his retinue of girlfriends was pregnant, what else
could he do? ‘I promise this happened before | met you.” She
believed him and returned to the US and to Oberlin, Ohio, to
finish her MA.

Between then and now she has made eleven trips to India,
bringing dollars, Mothercare products, vitamins, cosmetics:
you name it. She is a guidance counsellor for several schools
in the country in which she lives. It has never occurred to her
that she needs counselling herself. He is into his fourth
marriage. Each time she has come to India it has been because
he needs help, someone to talk to. Financial help, of course,
and to make him see ‘rcason’. Reascn he has seen long ago in
the form of greenbacks; what she means by reason, | hope for
her sake, he will never see. This trip, which | am sure is not the
last she will be making, was made because, once again, he had
randomly and wantonly written to her that his third marriage
had broken up and the divorce decree was to be finalized any
day. Had she fallen in love or contemplated marriage in her
own country? She was aghast at my question. He was the only
man in the world for her! This time it was ‘. . . could we forget
the past and start afresh, get married and never, never, be parted
again?’ And she came. Instead of the groom there was the
messenger and the afore-mentioned note. He had got married
a few days ago . . . sorry, family pressures, you know . . . yes,
at least he could have come to the airport but it was expensive
to drive down just to tell her this . . . and could she send him
the things she had brought?
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Apart from pity and contempt, [ also marvel at an emotion
that endures despite the lack of nourishment and worse,
downright cruelty. I think I begin to understand Samuel
Birendra Lall’s poem ‘Cactus Love’. But such thoughts are
dangerous. The need to constantly control one’s emotions for
fathers, husbands, sons and lovers is the price that a woman
pays for personal liberty.

I ask her what she will do now. She will return to Delhi
and then to her own country. At least there I can help. My face
is familiar enough at the IA counter and she is first on the
waiting list—unless there is a stretcher case. ‘She is a stretcher
case,’ I tell the bewildered clerk.

But I know she will return whenever he calls her at whim,
for ‘he is so gullible, so vulnerable, so innocent you know’ she
has told me. All the things that she is, | think. What he is, is
unprintable. [ don’t say it, for something in her stance tells me
she will stand up for him despite everything, even the deadly
blow he has just dealt her. ‘Shayad unka akhri ho yeh sitam
har sitam hum soch kar yeh sah gaye.’ She would understand
this. But the word sitam is untranslatable. ‘Perhaps this is the
last time he will ask me to wear this “crown of thorns” (shall
we call it) and so I wore it once again’. It is a situation beyond
my inferior understanding, so I give her some oblique advice.
See Erica Jong at Columbia University. She lives just off
Bakersfield stadium. See Marilyn French at Boston. Maybe
even Germaine Greer. The last names ring a bell. But she
smiles and shakes her head, ‘They wouldn’t understand,’ she
says and she may well be right. Itisimpossible to help a world s
sorority member so bent on self-destruction.

It is the last call for the security check-in for Flight 222
to Calcutta. A forlorn grey figure waves goodbye. There are a
lotof bitter thoughts in my head but the uppermost and the most
bitter of them is, why do I lack her depths? She reminds me of
apearwood sculpture I had once seen, “The Worshipper” it was
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Fortunately, most women feel satisfied with this state of
affairs. They were nurtured and groomed for this. Sure, there
were some hide and seek affairs at college in the full knowledge
that these would come to nothing; for, even if there was true
love, those boys would not be capable of earning anything for
years, and what would these girls do in the meantime? So
marriage it is, which gives the parents peace, a sense of
achievement, of having done the best they could by their
daughters. Says a young woman in her thirties, ‘After I broke
off that affair which [ knew would end in zero, all | wanted was
to get married to anyone of our own social standing. And I’ve
done it. We are happy enough, we have two children whom we
both love, we are fairly compatible and I feel secure. [ also
teach in a school.’ R

‘So all’s well that ends well?’ [ ask sarcastically.

‘No. There are bad days. He shouts a bit, [ shout a bit. We
have flung plates, but who hasn’t?’

I haven’t but [ have never, on the other hand, felt her
smugness or security. ‘And what about your sex life? Is it as
mundane as everything else?’

‘Look, I do my duty and if he isn’t satisfied let him go
elsewhere. Provided I know nothing about it, does it matter?’

This girl might have been in Georgian England instead of
in India, 1992. As practical as Jane Austen. No, not a Jane
Bennet and certainly not an Elizabeth Bennet but a Charlotte
Lucas easily. ‘A marriage proposal came for me,” she
continues, ‘I was tolerably composed. My reflections were in
general satisfactory. My fiancé, to be sure, was neither very
sensible nor agreeable: his society was irksome and any
attachment he felt towards me was the result of his family’s
choice of me and therefore imaginary. Still, he would be my
husband. Without thinking highly of men or matrimony,
marriage had always been my object. Being a housewife was
the only honourable profession for a well-educated young
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woman or little fortune; and however uncertain of giving
happiness, it had to be my pleasantest preservative from want.
That preservation I have now obtained and at the age of thirty
plus, without ever being pretty or rich, I feel all the good luck
of it.’

It is a deadly piece of logic and leaves me dumbfounded.
‘Look,’ she continues, ‘1 admire women like you, I wish you
happiness with all my heart, but the likes of you ought to know
that if you met a man today and married him tomorrow you’d
have as much of a good chance of being happy with him as if
you had known him a lifetime. Happiness in marriage is
entirely a matter of chance. If the disposition of the parties are
ever so well-known to each other, or ever so similar
beforehand, it does not advance their felicity in the least. They
always continue to grow sufficiently dissimilar after marriage
to have their share of vexation afterwards or, in most cases,
more than mere vexation and it is better to know as little as
possible of the person with whom you are to spend your life.’

What she says is eminently sound but not everyone can
act her way. One expects too much and therefore ends up
getting too little.

For roughly two decades, women have set down their
impressions of the conflicts of the liberated woman and many
more women have declared the falsity of those impressions.
The year 1984 broke out with a delightful, playful article by
the film gossip columnist, Devyani Chaubal, who wondered
what might have been the plight of three politicians, Mrs Indira
Gandhi, Mrs Shalinitai Patil, Mrs Maneka Gandhi and actress _
Mrs Dimple Khanna had they not walked out while the going
was good. Mrs Indira Gandhi was imagined cutting and serving
wafer-thin sandwiches and pale tea at some opulent Parsee
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home; Mrs Shalinitai Patil as swallowing and digesting
frustration after frustration; Maneka Gandhi as the meek
daughter-in-law following in firmly marked footsteps; and
Dimple Khanna as being generally bullied and making trips to
and from maternity homes, having facials and whatever it is
that the wives of big-time stars do. It was a light, fanciful
article, but one of adulation of these four women and the move
that they had made. Then followed a harsh, pompous article by
another female journalist, according to whom these women
were opportunists. She said Indira Gandhi had walked out to
play hostess in the prime minister’s house under the mantle of
daughterhood and motherhood; Shalinitai Patil in order to
marry a chief minister; Maneka Gandhi was ‘thrown out’
according to this journalist and Dimple Khanna abandoned a
man whose career was plunging downwards in order to follow
a career of her own.

The habit of marriage is a hard one to break and before
we pass judgement, it is important to remember that there is a
middle path between total defiance and orthodoxy. These
women did not walk out in order to better themselves;
circumstances compelled them to. Ironically we hear of them
only because they did in fact better themselves. Anyone writing
about them must take into account the fact that the pendulum
of time and events swings back and forth and the sensations
generated by one-time events, will with the passage of years
be no more recoverable than the scent of last year’s flowers.
And in all fairness we cannot overlook the spirit that made
these women act as they did any more than we can forget the
deeds themselves.

Indira Gandhi, more than any single person, was the
product of her environment. At the age of seven, one sees her
sitting in Lord Sinha’s apartment in Queen Anne’s mansion,
listening avidly to her freedom-fighting, flamboyant father.
More is known of her association with the leaders of the
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Congress than of her romance and marriage with Feroze
Gandhi. One sees her, next, as her father’s official hostess, the
mother of her sons, a minister and then the prime minister. The
call of politics is like the gipsy’s call—one must answer it or
die. Or both. When two politically-minded people have lived
together and found their ideals and associations an incomplete
one, it is only merciful to settle for a break. Their only fault is
alack of harmony. What the rift was between Indira and Feroze
Gandhi is a matter of speculation.

But it is a fact that a crime was committed long ago by the
temple and the state in unison when ecclesiastical blessing and
civil sanction was granted to a union for which the contracting
parties were unprepared and unfit. Whatever her shortcomings
as a politician or a wife may have been, Mrs Gandhi did not
take with her the mantle of motherhood; she carried a yoke of
responsibility. Two educationists who have taught both Rajiv
and Sanjay testify to the impeccable behaviour of both
Jawaharlal Nehru and Indira Gandhi with regard to the school
authorities. ‘When Sanjay was expelled, did Feroze Gandhi
turn up?’ ‘No,’ they both replied. Is such an irresponsible
attitude on the part of a father less potentially reprehensible
than that of a mother who leaves home? The brilliant Feroze
Gandhi gave the world his journalistic masterpieces but what
emotional security did he give hissons? It is little wonder then,
that when asked if she would like the road adjacent to the
Parsee cemetery in Allahabad, which is Feroze Gandhi’s last
resting place, named after him, Mrs Gandhi merely shrugged.
The love of ten thousand prime minister fathers cannot make
up for a husband’s lack of it.

Instincts are older than the written word. It is a biological
fact that the physically weaker tend to lean on the stronger.
This need not necessarily be so in a man-woman relationship
but in fact nine times out of ten it is so. For the man is both
physically stronger and occupationally more secure. Shalinitai
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Patil is censored for deserting a nonentity in order to latch on
to Vasantdada. Ms Patil was a person in her own right. The
reasons for a marital break-up are as nebulous as flowing water.
Involvement in the same world as Vasantdada might well have
brought the Patils together; so need one look for such villainous
causes as opportunism or climbing the social ladder? If
acrophobia is not one of your drawbacks, go ahead and climb,
be you man or woman.

To shift to another plane—the actress Dimple Kapadia.
When she married the then superstar Rajesh Khanna, the world
was her oyster. Bobby had hit the box-offices like nothing ever
had and she was just ‘fourteen summers old’. Without giving
her own career a thought she gave in to the big star’s
expectations. In the mid-Seventies, I saw a drunken Rajesh
Khanna, already a flop, at a party in Oberoi Mt. Everest,
pickled to his eyeballs. A beautiful, nervous Dimple Khanna
fluttered around him much as a blind moth around a flame.
Such beauty! Trumpets should have blown and cymbals rung
out when she entered a room. Nine times she filled a plate and
took it to him; nine times he shoved both plate and wife away.
Patience and submissiveness have their limits and if that was
an example of his behaviour towards her, the limelight need
not have called Dimple away. It takes a lot of courage to tell
the media that one’s husband is taking out the frustrations of a
plunging career on his young wife. Call it the washing of dirty
linen in public if you like; I call it the survival instinct.

The greatest good of those nearest and dearest to herself
and her children is most important to her.and very rightly so.
Also, it was a difficult process to disappear from the celluloid
screen for a decade and then to make it so big. No mean
achievement. More cheer to those who can make their face
their fortune, pick up the shreds of a career carelessly thrown
away and then move ahead with dignity. But I must say this:
when all’s said and done, Dimple may today be the greater star
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but Rajesh Khanna is a great artist: remember Red Rose? Just
the last scene is enough—a pathological killer in a cell, a vacant
expression on his face.

[f the media is to be believed, what Maneka Gandhi was
reported to have done was a publicity stunt. By these accounts,
the mother-in-law was too shrewd a politician to drive a young
widow with a child out of her house. Butthe deed itself required
guts, for in this case it was no ordinary mother-in-law but the
Prime Minister, and no matter how it all turned out, there can
be no taking that away from Maneka!

But for every Indira Gandhi, Shalinitai Patil, Dimple and
Maneka there are a hundred women who have not made it. But
one does not hear of them.

Human beings, irrespective of their sex, are essentially
gregarious and therefore interdependent. At every step
compromises are called for, otherwise one must be prepared to
snap into a million shards. The compromises of a married
couple are too many and too varied to go into, ranging from
finances and children to trivialities like putting off one’s
bedside lamp. Unmarried persons have less to compromise
withthemselves, and loneliness, but on the whole their chances
of peace are greater.

Take the case of Anita. ‘Look,” she hoots, ‘at what this
advertisement says.” It is in the matrimonial column:
Mukherjee Babu, upper division clerk, is trying to marry his
daughter off. ‘A good-looking Bengali girl,” he says and, ‘very
well-educated.” Anita is indeed very good-looking and very
well-educated, always on scholarships. So? ‘Don’t worry,
Mukherjee Babu,’ says Anita to me, ‘I'm too busy fighting the
battle for survival. That obscure college I mentioned and where
you think I teach does not exist on the face of this teeming city.
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But there are other ways to procure the Becosules, the fruit and
meat you so badly need. I'm fighting a battle, using my body
as the weapon of war, the Kamasutra is my Bible. And now
Mukherjee Babu wants to scrape the till, wants to get me
married. Doesn’t he understand that once I’m married off to
someone, probably to an upper division clerk, I cannot help
him any longer?’

[ understand very well. ‘But do you enjoy your work,
Anita?’ She confesses she does, it is much more interesting
than teaching a classful of dolts, she studies her subjects; of
course there is the chance of the odd pervert now and then but
largely these men are lonely men—salesmen, out-of-towners
on business. Contact persons? Many, many in the big hotels.
Anita’s problem is that she can only work in the mornings and
afternoons. Is there much competition? Yes, there is. Not from
professionals—soon they’ll be an anachronism what with the
changing attitudes towards sexual mores, just as important and
just as negligible as food. Anita’s competition comes from
well-to-do housewives, coming along in chauffeur-driven
cars—to coftee meets, they tell their husbands or drivers. Some
of them can even stay the night; they have their husbands’
permission to do so. But why? Well, Anita saves up what she
earns and she donates it to the household. The others buy
jewellery, saris, perfume and such things with their earnings.
“Those are the whores,” says Anita conversationally,‘not .’

This was an example of survival, sex and the single girl.
Let us take success and the single woman. The pedantic 1984
article mentioned before calls Mother Teresa, Yamini
Krishnamurti and Lata Mangeshkar, the three most liberated
women in the country today. Talent of the order the latter two
possess places them in safer cocoons than marriage. As for
Mother Teresa, her life is dedicated to an order. That she is
protected by it naturally follows.
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the other end of your table. You demanded that my behaviour
was your property. Loathsome as such a claim was, more
loathsome still was my agreement.’

But was this discontent always there and are we simply
voicing it today? Yes and no. I spoke to an old lady,
ninety-seven years old, dignified, beautiful and reticent. ‘My
husband was a very important man, a Rai Bahadur,
Government Pleader and what not. Educated in England,
naturally. We had everything that money could buy and our
household was full of relatives, hangers-on, people in need.
About sixteen women, the same number of men, children,
servants. It was like that in those days for people who were
rich. I looked after them all but rarely ever saw my husband
alone. Once | asked him, “If your dhotis come from
Manchester, why can’t my saris come from somewhere abroad
too?” He said, did I want to wear French chiffons when the rest
of the women wore saris from the Imperial Mills in Kanpur? 1
did not raise the subject again but since | was the Princess of
Darbhanga I got my French chiffons anyway. Only [’d seen
my husband’s point of view and would have felt foolish
wearing chiffons. I realized I was the mistress of the household
de facto and de jure but I as a person did not really matter.’

Was it a happy marriage?

‘I'suppose so, if you don’t think about such things one day
does pass smoothly into the next.’

‘But,’ says an old crone, this time from the slums, ‘I saw
to it that it was a happy marriage. I came to this household
bringing no dowry and after a while the pestering started. My
husband felt something for me no doubt but that little
something was not enough for him to stand up for me against
his entire family. But at nights, alone in our kothi on the roof,
it was different, he was simply lustful. In the beginning, after
a whole day’s misery, I could barely respond but suddenly I
realized that this was the only way out, so I (here she whispers
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into my ear) kept at it for years making a reality of each one of
his fantasies. That’s the way to hold a man. Wantonness,
brazenness and every bit pre-meditated. And I got to like it too.
So infatuated did he become that I was figuratively able to tie
him to my payals and lead him a dance not only through his
family but through the whole mohalla.’

But take another kind of case, very close to home. My
uncle-in-law, in fact, who married a European woman of great
accomplishment; a great beauty, too, if you looked at the
portrait that Elizabeth Brunell painted. She married him for his
title, he married her because he wanted just that kind of hostess
and together they rose to great political heights. But they were
an incompatible couple whose marriage was based neither on
love or even respect. Let me describe to you, as best as I could
fathom, his feelings when she died. These, of course, are
impressions: he went into the room where the coffin lay, moved
a hairbrush an inch to the left with some surprise, as if his
movements were divorced from his hands. As if they were
related to the objects touching them only in the way that two
flies blowing and blundering in space are related to a china and
mahogany world. ‘I am free now,’ I almost heard him think.
He must have thought it many times since the moment he
suspected his wife’s silence. Realized that the bitch had died
in her sleep. He had left the prospect of freedom unexplored.
It was less from a feeling of remorse than from knowing what
to do with the gift of freedom. Anything more concrete, he
would have wrapped in tissue and laid in a drawer, knowing at
the back of his mind that it was there, it was his, something to
possess for life. But now—freedom?

He would not mourn like the others who would cry for
the dead until they had appeased the world and exhausted what
they understood to be sorrow. The white of his love was
smudged with hate, the black of his habits knotted tight. This
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It’s more than thirty-four years since Subirkaka left
Kakima, and their children, for an aspiring young starlet.
Kakima is undivorced. She did not protest. Every time
Subirkaka visits Bombay, she receives him with that same
serenity, hiding the destroyed woman in her ageing body.

‘Did you never think of leaving Subirkaka? Divorcing
him?’ I’ve asked, teasing her a little.

‘You are like a daughter tome . . . what can I say ? Your
kaka'is so clever, he planned everything. Every year a child,
every day those lies . . . the shame of it . . . . | am angry with
myself for not protesting. Tell me, what good is it protesting?
He doesn’t own me, nor the children. In public, only his new
family is known; what he has done is beyond contempt. I
cannot forgive him . . . . I stay silent because my silence
conveys great love and great hatred . . . .’ )

Kakima’s gentle soliloquy fades out, she is not entirely
convinced about her oppression.

‘Next time he comes, I’ll shut the door on your kaka, shut
it forever,” she says to herself, making a supreme effort to
sound angry.

Pain stirs Kakima to momentary rebellion—but that
mood does not last long. Soon she is her compassionate, warm
self. Kakima’s humanism never fails to overwhelm or disturb
me. I know she is unable to carry out her threats to boycott
Subirkaka. He knows it too. If Subirkaka uses this knowledge
as power against a woman who continues to love
him . .. Kakima’s love is her only defence against divorce, its
fall-out and social conflicts. Women like Kakima are married
to the alluring myth of marriage—they know of no other option
outside this reality.

Even so, I consider Kakima an early warrior for female
autonomy. It’s another matter where her destination led her in
the final analysis . . . that she could not change her destiny from
Subirkaka’s legal wife to any other. She remains an inspiring






54 / Rinki Bhattacharya

rejoicing, ‘our daughter has been settled well’. There was not
a gap of too many years between Didi and her husband. As in
most Indian marriages, any other differences, of taste, habit,
were to be bridged by the wife. Whatever the price, however
irrational the demand.

Didi soon became an expert in being the good wife. The
obvious cultural disparity which existed between Didi and her
in-laws was treated as a joke with comic anecdotes; or at times
by indifference and apathy. A woman of independent will, Didi
surprised us with her resilience, her passivity. She told us how,
one day, summoned to make her father-in-law’s tea at four
a.m., she was barely awake. To her horror she realized she had
been buttering her arm instead of the two pieces of toast in her
hand. We laughed aloud that day, but there was something very
discreet, something unsaid, that haunted my mind for me to
remember this anecdote not with any sense of ease.

True, Didi was learning to survive. Be the geod
daughter-in-law, the ideal wife, but her bouts of asthma lasted
longer, became more vicious. Didi’s husband complained
about his ‘sick wife’. Didi laughed less, she became a poignant
shadow of her radiant, luminous self. None of us realized Didi
was killing herself silently. That she bore the burden of every
daughter—could she let the family down? Reveal her dead
soul? She had overplayed the part of a dutiful daughter too long
for anyone to believe she was dying and in need of help. Didi’s
pretence to happiness, her patience, sustained their marriage
for a quarter of a century. Then their son grew up. He was a
modern young man, with different dreams. When her husband
insisted that the son join their family business, as all sons of
that wealthy house had for numerous generations—he
rebelled.

Before Didi knew or understood, the verdict was passed:
‘You can stay with ONLY one of us—choose,” said her
husband. In a small voice, afraid of losing either, Didi pleaded
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first with son, then husband. But the son was a mere excuse.
The decision had already been made. Her divorce came
through, uncontested. Didi was handed a few rupees as
compensation for being her husband’s legal wife; he remarried
within a year . . . and the son married next.

Didi still cannot accept the finality of her divorce from
the husband she worshipped and loved. In many powerless
ways she continues to seek ‘forgiveness’, begs him for a ‘little
place beneath his roof’. She is mocked, and called ‘stupid,
shameless, crazy’—society acts as judge and jury condemning
this husbandless, homeless woman for expressing ancient
emotions beyond their dry comprehension.

I understand why Parvati did not take off her mangalsutra after
her husband died last year. It’s the sole symbol of the male
protection, she thinks, that saves her from dishonour. I
understand too, why Sitabai prefers to live with Bikhu who
beats her every night. The certainty of one man’s abuse is
better, she says, than abuse from many. I know why
Taru—separated from Suresh—does not file for divorce. She
has to pretend everything is as it was. These are conveniences
society imposes. Few of us can cope with the altered position
outside a marriage. Or be the universal ‘outsider’. Moreover,
in.India we can never be rid of caste. One takes the place of
another. Divorcees are the new outcastes in postmodern India.
Compelled to struggle, survive one crisis after another,
our behaviour is monitored vigorously, more than before. By
neighbours, family, watchmen, maids. Not many can cope with
the process of alienation, survive as single women, the
‘nathbati, anathbat’. Many wives return after a period of
protest, and doubly endorse the institution of marriage, making
those who did not return socially more vulnerable, suspect.
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fact assessing the impact of the introduction of a revolutionary
concept into the social fabric of our society, less than forty
years of age.

Marriage for Christians still remains a pretty indissoluble
union inasmuch as the Indian Divorce Act, 1869, makes it
virtually impossible for a Christian woman to seek freedom
from an oppressive marriage. She can do so only if she proves
that her husband has been guilty of incestuous adultery or
bigamy with adultery or marriage with another woman with
adultery, or of rape, sodomy or bestiality or of adultery coupled
with cruelty, or of adultery coupled with desertion for a period
of two years and upwards. Predictably very few Christian
women have succeeded in proving any of these combinations
and have either remained in a bad marriage or got on with their
lives and entered into informal and extra legal liaisons or have
simply abandoned their spouses.

Divorce among Parsees was introduced by the Parsee
Marriage and Divorce Act, 1936, on grounds of cruelty or
adultery or non-consummation of marriage or unsoundness of
mind.

Divorce for Muslim women was introduced by the
Muslim Woman’s Dissolution of Marriages Act, 1929. At first
sight, the measure may seem to be progressive. However, it
was introduced to prevent Muslim women from converting to
religions other than Islam as a way of getting out of a bad
marriage. To this day, it remains a largely unused law. In
contrast, divorce for a Muslim man Is easy. He can pronounce
a divorce by unilaterally uttering the words ‘Talaq, talagq,
talaq’. Muslim women remain more divorced than divorcing.

Under the Hindu Law, divorce can be obtained by a
woman on fairly liberal grounds. Voluntary sexual intercourse
with another person, cruelty—mental or physical—desertion
for a continuous period of not less than two years, being of
unsound mind, suffering from a venereal disease or leprosy in
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a communicable form are all grounds for divorce. In 1976 the
expression ‘mental disorder’ was defined in an extremely
liberal manner to include schizophrenia or-a disorder resulting
in abnormally aggressive or irresponsible conduct. In 1976
also, for the first time, the concept of divorce by mutual consent
was introduced in Hindu Law. Of all the religious
communities, therefore, the largest number of cases of divorce
that go to court are from among the Hindus. The upsetting of
established political equations with religious minorities (and
their attendant vote banks), has led all politicians to leave the
minorities’ personal laws alone. It is against this backdrop that
changing attitudes to divorce must be assessed. The typical
urban middle class woman suing for divorce in India is likely
to be a Hindu.

The first observation to be made is that Indian women
have adapted to divorce with amazing speed, either when they
have been sued for divorce or they are suing for divorce. From
my experience, I can say that a larger number of women are
suing their husbands for divorce than the other way round.
There is no typical age group within which they fall. Women
have sued for divorce when they attain the age of fifty and
above right down to the age of marriage, i.e., between eighteen
and twenty. There is a new confidence about these women,
born out of the expanding economic opportunities available to
them in the job market. With that has come the knowledge that
marriage is not the only option for a lifestyle. Their aspiration
foranequal relati'onship within marriage and a life with dignity
are so firmly established that they are willing to break the
marriage if they don’t find it. These aspirations are often the
cause of a woman opting out of a bad marriage.

Contrary to popular belief, it is no longer demands for
dowry or physical violence that are the cause of women opting
out but the urge for self-determination and self-experience.
Certain repetitive patterns can be observed within the
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framework of a joint Hindu family. Sometimes parents-in-law
live with the sons and daughters-in-law and sometimes two
brothers, both married, and the two sisters-in-law live together.
Daughters-in-law have complained of unwanted sexual
advances from the fathers-in-law. The husband is often aware
of the sexual harassment by the father-in-law, but chooses to
overlook it as life within the joint family is the only workable
alternative from his point of view. Many women, finding their
husbands too weak to deal with the situation, have sought
divorce. Another variation to this problem is that of the elder
sister-in-law striking up a liaison with her husband’s younger
brother and bringing him under her control to the exclusion of
the younger sister-in-law. Often this is done to gain control
over the family empire and to ensure that the control of the
elder brother over the estate is total. Such situations too have
led to the younger sister-in-law opting for divorce. I have also
had to deal with cases where the woman has complained very
bitterly of the husband sexually harassing his own minor
daughters. In all these situations the woman’s natal family has
helped her and has also supported her decision to divorce.

In its legal form, the institution of marriage is intimately tied
up with sexuality. It is almost as if marriage laws exist to
legalize sexuality, punish any deviation from legally
sanctioned rules and, of course, to legitimize the children of
the marriage. Hence non-consummation of the marriage,
refusal to have sexual intercourse, adultery, unnatural sex,
impotence are all grounds for divorce. Lack of sexual
compatibility and unfulfilled sexual needs have been major
grounds on which women have sought divorce. This again
reflects their changing attitudes, a willingness to recognize and
articulate their sexual needs rather than be content with being
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attitude to marriage. In fact, changes in attitudes to marriage
precede changes in attitudes to divorce. Today’s younger
generation do not see marriage as inevitable and consequently
divorce is not a traumatic experience. The other important
observation is that women who decide to opt out of marriage
are supported very strongly by their families, materially and
emotionally. Women who opt for divorce have brought to the
forefront the most amazing sources of energy in a situation of
breakdown. Even in the role of victims, they have nurtured
their reserves of energy and have been able to make the
transition to a new life which is revolutionary in the true sense
of the word. Every woman who has come out of a broken
marriage has been conscious of the fact that she is creating an
alternative lifestyle, one which society did not have a place for
because the concept of divorce itself was not known before.
While it is true that a Hindu male also could not divorce prior
to 1955, it is almost as if he did not need a divorce because
there were no restrictions on his marrying more than once. The
converse was not true for the Hindu woman. She could neither
seek a divorce nor could she marry more than once. And so,
today, when one sees a Hindu woman on the threshold of
divorce either as a victim or as an initiator, one is witness to
the birth of a new social order.

Take the case of Asha. Married withtwo children between
the ages of six and four to a man whose nefarious business
deals she was aware of, and may also have been a party to, she
was the victim of physical and verbal abuse. Yet you never saw
a trace of self-pity on her face. The need for divorce, the need
to get on with her life, was a desperately felt need. She stopped
at nothing to achieve her aim, hiring detectives to prove his
adulterous relationship, collecting documentary evidence of
his income and assets and tape-recording evidence of his verbal
abuse. He too in turn stopped at nothing, denied the marriage,
accused her and her mother of running a brothel, alleged that
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right and was financially independent. She had married into a
wealthy family. Her husband preferred to spend his life doing
nothing, living on his inherited wealth, and sometimes on her
earnings. Shanti had obviously decided that such a life was not
for her. There was of course the usual drunkenness and
sometimes violence, but the motivating force for getting a
divorce was not that. It was quite clearly the need to assert her
identity and the search for self-respect. She quickly re-arranged
the pattern of her life before she filed a suit for divorce. She
moved out of the matrimonial home. She had a close
relationship with another man who was married but whose
marriage had broken down. Breaking social barriers, Shanti
decided to live with the other man. Taking full responsibility
for her three minor daughters, she sued her husband for
divorce. He did not contest for the custody of the three
daughters, in fact, [ suspect he was delighted that she took
them. All he demanded was a financial settlement. Shanti
agreed and paid him a hefty sum of money and got her divorce.
She continued to live with the other man along with her three
daughters. All of them have now gone on to become highly
educated women with promising careers.

This is not to suggest that the whole business of divorce
was not traumatic for Shanti. But the trauma came not from her
decision, but from the agencies she had to deal with, the fact
that she had to justify her decision in a court of law, the fact of
having to relive the trauma in the court. It is true that Shanti
was able to do all this because of her economic independence.
What is interesting is that she did not see herself as a victim
nor did she act like one. What is also interesting is that she took
responsibility for three minor daughters knowing full well that
attitudes towards female children in society are different from
attitudes towards the male child. She realized that she could be
taking on the responsibility of ‘getting them married’ but that
did not deter her. Fortunately, Shanti’s success story, success
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being defined by her ability to reorient herself successfully in
society in a post-divorce situation, is not unique.

Young and attractive by any standards, Anita was married
into a wealthy family. At the time she decided to file a suit for
divorce she had two minor children. It was a joint Hindu family
consisting of several brothers, their wives and children. They
lived in a huge family house, each family as a separate unit. It
was obvious that Anita’s husband was the ‘drop out’ son of
this wealthy family about whom they did not care. While the
other brothers went on to become industry leaders, he was the
outcast. The marriage between him and Anita was over. He
was involved with another woman, she with another man.
Anita’s relationship with her mother-in-law was very cordial.
She decided to opt out of the marriage. She filed a petition for
divorce. Immediately the contest was no longer between her

~and her husband but between her and his family which took
every decision for him. Their basic instinct was to protect the
family empire from the ‘outsider’. The family was united in
opposing any financial settlement for her. She was equally firm
that she would not walk out of the marriage without claiming
what was rightfully due to her. She was quite willing to take
custody of her two daughters. He was willing to give them up.
One day when she was out on a holiday, the entire family in
conspiracy with their lawyer, threw all her belongings into a
godown and locked her out. When she returned from her
holiday she found the door to her house locked. It was then that
she decided to seek legal advice.

We filed a suit to recover possession of the house. Anita
never forgave her husband and his family for the way she and
her children were thrown out of the house. What hurt most of
all was the fact that the children were made the victims of what
was obviously a fight to protect the family empire. Under court
orders, we had to make an inventory of the articles found in the
warehouse in an attempt to prove that she was actually living
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husbands would start abandoning their wives with great ease.
The Indian woman, they argued, did not wish to carry the
stigma of being a divorcee. It was a stillborn law. I think this
was a typical case of the spokespersons of women being more
backward than the women themselves. Statistics relating to
divorce are not systematically maintained and very difficult to
get hold of, but I suspect far more women are suing for divorce
rather than the other way round. There is a great need for radical
reforms in our divorce laws. The introduction of ‘irretrievable
breakdown of marriage’ combined with community property
laws would go a long way in bringing them in tune with the
aspirations of women.

Women who say ‘no’ to a bad marriage are not victims.
They are actually saying ‘no’ to the unjust norms of a society
in which the balance of power is in favour of men. In that sense,
they are the creators of a new social order. They have not
waited for the law to create a new social framework for them,
but have made a new law. As a lawyer, | have always found it
a challenge to represent women as I believe each new case
gives me an opportunity to create a new law. Because the law
is so loaded against women, representing them means testing
the frontiers and the far corners of the legal universe. What,
after all, is ‘cruelty’ and how does one prove it? Must it be
confined to battering, alcoholism and womanizing? Or is it the
denial of her womanhood, the refusal to accept her female
energy and presence. It is almost as if to be awoman and a wife
are a contradiction in terms. To be a lawyer representing
women in a court of law, is to fight for the recognition of the
female sex, for the acceptance of her sexuality, her gender and
not her marital status. And to be a woman lawyer representing
women is doubly a challenge, to fight for your own acceptance
and for the acceptance of your client as a human being. | have
succeeded. One test of this is that despite the dominant
prejudice in favour of men, women are prepared to be
represented by women lawyers.
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Liaisons—Basic Considerations

Before commencing an examination of the various kinds of
liaisons, at this preliminary juncture, it would not be
inappropriate to indulge in theoretical foreplay by broadly
considering the basic mechanics that are sequentially
responsible for these liaisons. Essentially a liaison or encounter
is initiated by desire followed by erection in males and
lubrication in females, leading to intromission, and finally
culminating in the orgasmic event. Thus desire,
erection/lubrication, intromission and orgasm are the spectra
of interaction which constitute a whole and wholesome liaison
or interplay. -

Desire, which is the result of various psychological and
environmental stimuli, is the initial sensual inclination
marking the commencement of the sensual response cycle
which may or may not culminate in an orgasm. Thus, in
essence, desire remains a psychological phenomenon. Erection
and lubrication are the physiological reactions to desire after
sexual grounding has occurred. Sexual grounding is a cognitive
phenomenon occurring at the cerebral level, involving a
departure from the usual state to the sexual state; only after this
psychobiological change, are sensual inputs perceived as
sexual.  Thus, sexual grounding accompanied by
erection/lubrication marks the onset of the sexual response
cycle. The term intromission describes the coital interplay
encompassing the act of penetration by the male and the
corresponding reciprocation cf acceptance by the female.
Orgasm, occurring at the peak of sexual arousal, usually
accompanied by the events of ejaculation in males and vaginal
contractions in females, is the ultimate event of the sexual
response cycle.

Desire, erection/lubrication, intromission, orgasm and
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€jaculation/vaginal contraction are the cardinal parameters that
essentially need to be considered in the evaluation of a sexual
dysfunction. A detailed inquiry into these parameters enables
one to rapidly and precisely zero in on a specific diagnosis or
elucidate the direction for further investigation. Such an
inquiry would comprise specific questions into each parameter
such as—the increase or decrease of desire; the quality, angle
and sustenance of erection; the occurrence, increase or
decrease in lubrication; the adequacy, duration and nature of
foreplay; situational factors; coital-history-position; the
duration and mechanics of coitus; the occurrence, quality and
early or delayed reaching of orgasm and finally, the occurrence
and nature of ejaculation/vaginal contractions. A complete
medical history and examination including past history, family
history, personal history, history of drug ingestion and a
- general, systemic and local examination should follow, as and
when indicated.

This system of evaluation has proved to be invaluable
clinically, in the rapid, precise and effective management of
patients even in the busy set-up of an outpatient department,
as is evident at the K. E. M. Hospital, Bombay.

Orgasmic Liaisons

An orgasm is the ultimate, overwhelming event in the realm of
subjective human experience of pleasure. It can be scien-
tifically defined as ‘a cerebrally encoded neuromuscular
response at the peak of sexual arousal, by psychobiological
stimuli, the pleasurable sensations of which are experienced in
association with dispensable pelvic physiological con-
comitants’. Orgasm or the pleasure principle, is the inherently
sensual pleasure-oriented side of our personality which drives
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one towards sexual gratification. Therefore, nature with this
masterstroke has ingeniously accomplished the dual objective
of ensuring pleasure for the species as well as the procreation
of the species. However, subjectively, the pleasure principle
has, is and always will be principal. It is interesting to note that
different people in the diversity of their ethnic, geographic,
socio-cultural and linguistic backgrounds are united in the
expression and description of the orgasmic experience, which,
they unanimously agree, is a sense of supreme bliss and
ecstasy, a feeling of enough and nothing more. In Gujarati it is
called sukh (happiness), santosh (satisfaction) in Hindi,
samadhan (satisfaction) in Marathi, sukun (perfect
satisfaction) in Urdu, shanti (peace) in Sindhi, trupti
(satisfaction) in Tamil, and santrupti (perfect satisfaction) in
Telugu. In Kashmiri it is called khushi (ecstasy). The Bohras
call it paramsukh (eternal happiness) and slum-dwellers refer
to it as nasha (intoxication). The English-speaking world calls
it climax or orgasm. In German it is called orgasmue
(pleasurable convulsions with lust), the Japanese refer to it as
zettuchokan (ecstasy) and in Chinese it is shin gao chau
(supreme pleasure).

Orgasmic dysfunctions may be broadly classified on the
basis of a single central parameter, the subjectively reported
orgasmic experience, as follows:

* Early Orgasmic Response (EOR)

* Delayed Orgasmic Response (DOR)
* Impaired Orgasmic Response (IOR)
* Absent Orgasmic Response (AOR)

These essentially represent the discrepancy between one’s
idealized expectation and one’s actual experience.

In our country EOR is the most commonly reported
disorder in males. Hence, correspondingly, DOR and AOR are
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this, in the bedroom, it would principally involve mechanical,
tactile foreplay. The inadequacy of foreplay may well be
attributed to inadequate knowledge, or to situational factors
such as the lack of privacy, joint families, working couples,
socio-economic factors or other considerations.

The interplay following the foreplay can be made equally
imaginative in a multitude of ways and should not be restricted
to the usual, thus inducing ennui. A variety of places,
atmospheres and positions, may be tried to introduce an
element of novelty. Different variants, such as oral congress,
may also prove satisfying. Another important fact to remember
is that this entire interaction is through active interplay. It is
unfortunate that couples, after the act of penetration, often
cease all activity and patiently wait for the orgasm to come
failing to realize that ‘nothing comes from nothing’.

Inadequate knowledge of the mechanics of this crucial
interplay is a common cause of sexual dysfunctions, including
impotence, failure to penetrate in males and dyspareunia in
females. Failure to penetrate may often be the result of an
inadequate knowledge of the genital anatomy or the
assumption of an inappropriate position. For example, it is
difficult for a man to penetrate if he positions his legs outside
the woman’s. A simple thing like this may have serious
consequences such as the non-consummation of a marriage.

After considering the mechanics of interplay, it is
important to realize that one has further to go. Sensual afterplay
is equally important as it increases satisfaction, promotes
sexual compatibility and may rekindle desire, reviving the
passion satiated by recent gratification. Another fact which one
must recognize and accept is that female sexuality is given less
importance though it is as important as male sexuality. This
‘de-stress’ on female sexuality and female sexual disorders is
distressing. An inherently greater sex drive is not the
prerogative of either gender. Sexual urges are equal in males
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and in females. Studies carried out reveal the female’s
preference to being the active partner, a liking for the superior
position and also the existence of female masturbation.
Therefore, the female is an equally responsible partner in the
interplay and the onus should not rest only with the male. It is
encouraging to note that females are emerging from their
traditionally passive role and learning to be more assertive and
independent.

Alternative Liaisons

Any liaison apart from the popular heterosexual liaison may
be termed as an alternative liaison. Though it is difficult to
explain individual preference for an alternative liaison it is not
necessarily an aberrant, deviant or unnatural liaison.

Sexual attraction towards and/or indulgence in sexual
activity with partners of the same biological sex as oneself is
called homosexuality. Lesbianism is a specific term for female
homosexuality. It is reported that homosexuality is more
common amongst males than females. Bisexuality involves
attraction towards and/or indulgence in sexual activity with
partners of both biological sexes.

Apparently alternative liaisons are more popular amongst
individuals who are promiscuous. They are therefore prone to
health hazards such as Sexually Transmitted Diseases (STDs),
Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndrome (AIDS), rectal
prolapse, sphincter incontinence, etc. Research reveals that the
majority of people have had one or more alternative liaisons at
one time or another in their lives. This suggests that an isolated
casual alternative liaison does not necessarily indicate a
persistently alternative preference. Both male and female
homosexuality as well as bisexuality are far more common
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An extramarital liaison is a dangerous liaison which can
compromise the stability of a marriage. When confronted with
an extramarital liaison, one must remember the seriousness and
sanctity of one’s marital relationship. The harmony of this
contract should not be disturbed by trivial ‘affairs’. A time like
this is a time for introspection wherein one must try to identify
the cause for the extramarital affair. As far as possible, one
should try and make amends and remain friends. Adultery is a
serious business, but if it is merely a casual encounter and not
emotional adultery then it is wiser to ‘re-pair’.

Conceptional Liaisons

Strictly speaking the concept of conceptional liaisons involves
only liaisons resulting in conception (and liaisons after
conception). However, the scope of this can be broadened to
include contraceptional liaisons also.

Though conception is often the direct consequence of a
liaison, in instances where this fails to occur when one wants
it to occur, professional help may be sought. After ruling out
organic causes, couples are usually encouraged to have
planned sexual relations on specific days of the menstrual
cycle, which may be determined by parameters like the basal
body temperature. Thus, couples have to schedule their
relations according to a time-table and report these to their
physician. (It must be said here that it is difficult for one to
synchronize passion with a calendar or a thermometer!) This
certainly introduces a mechanical element resulting in
performance and situational anxiety which impairs one’s
sexual response. These cases can usually be helped by
supportive psychotherapy and behaviour modification.
Further, contrary to popular belief, simultaneous orgasms or
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masturbation in one’s youth results in the lifelong impairment
of one’s sexual function. Of course, nothing could be further
from the truth. Another prevalent misconception is that the loss
of semen through masturbation or sleep emissions is physically
detrimental and that the conservation of semen results in
longevity, robust health and spiritual excellence. Semen is
constantly being secreted by the genital apparatus to be
excreted and it is impossible to hoard one’s semen even if one
wants to. Also the mere attempt to preserve one’s semen,
without any additional health measures or precautions, cannot
possibly result in longevity or robust health. Further, it is the
control of one’s desires and passions that is advocated for the
attainment of spiritual excellence and not merely the
conservation of one’s semen. Here, one must clarify that
masturbation is common amongst females also, and is not
exclusively a male practice as is popularly believed.

Another common condition is the ‘Dhat Syndrome’
which is nothing but a condition acquired due to the repeatedly
enforced miscon- ception propagated by quacks in popular
newspapers and magazines, exploiting the fear of those who
pass the ‘vital fluid’ in their urine. Here, a twofold miscon-
ception is involved: one, that it is semen that one is passing and
two, that the loss of semen is harmful; both of these are
scientifically incorrect. At times, just after an erection, a drop
or two of a sticky transparent fluid which is a secretion of the
Cowper’s glands or the Bulbourethral glands oozes out from
the tip of the penis. On seeing this some couples assume that
ejaculation has occurred and cease from further interplay and
hence fail to reach orgasm.

There is absolutely no substance to the widespread belief
that the length or width of a penis affects interplay or orgasm
inany way. Most of the nerve-endings in the vagina are situated
in the outer one-thirds, the inner two-thirds is almost
insensitive. Thus, an erect penis that is just two inches long is
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adequate to satisfy a woman. The elasticity of the vagina makes
the girth of the penis a relatively less important factor for
adequate peno-vaginal contact. Unfortunately this myth
regarding penile size for sexual gratification is prevalent
among females also.

As with penis size so also with breast size. One finds a
plethora of advertisements for increasing breast size. The fact
remains that no creams or medicines help to enlarge the breasts.
Certain exercises do help develop the pectoralis major muscles
which adds a little bulk to the chest but not the breasts them-
selves and this may help to apparently increase breast size.
However, expensive plastic surgery may prove useful. Before
going in for this kind of surgery a woman needs to be aware of
the fact that larger breasts are not more sensitive to stimulation
than smaller ones.

The ‘G-spot’ which is much talked of today, is situated
on the anterior vaginal wall about two inches from the introitus.
This is a very sensitive area and has the maximum potential for
arousal. When stimulated by the sliding of fingers with for-
ward, backward or side to side movements, the G-spot swells
like a nodule and becomes firm. Simultaneous clitoral stimula-
tion can enhance sexual pleasure. However, all women may
not enjoy stimulation of the G-spot; hence, it is best to ask the
partner about whether ‘to do or not to do’.

Sex during menstruation is prohibited by certain religions
and most couples don’t indulge in it thinking it to be dirty. The
fact remains that, if partners desire it, sex during menstruation
is not only safe but may be more enjoyable. Satisfying sexual
intercourse during menses reduces cramps and alleviates the
feeling of heavy discomfort resulting from pelvic congestion.
In addition, there is the relative freedom from the possibility -
of a pregnancy and an enhanced sensation promoted by the
moist vagina.
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decreased testosterone levels in males or arthritic changes.
These may be corrected by systemic or local estrogens in
females, testosterone supplementation in males and advising
comfortable positions for individuals with arthritic problems.
As depression is also commonly encountered in these
individuals, psychological support often proves far more
valuable than medication.

Uncertain Liaisons

As a general rule what is good for the whole body is good for
sex. In keeping with this, what is bad for the body is bad for
sex. Hence, medical conditions affecting one’s overall health
would certainly render one’s liaisons uncertain. These would
include conditions such as hepatitis, heart disease, diabetes
mellitus, hypertension and the ingestion of drugs like
antihypertensives, antiandrogens, alcohol, sedatives, drugs of
abuse, etc. Also detrimental to proper sexual relations are
ailments like phimosis and Sexually Transmitted Diseases,
including AIDS.

Sexual dysfunctions are common among diabetics due to
vascular or neurological causes. With existing heart diseases
one may continue to indulge in sexual activity if permitted to
do so by one’s physician. Some general precautions are to
avoid elaborate meals or alcohol immediately prior to
intercourse, to preferably indulge in the morning when one is
fresh, to take regular physical exercise so that sexual activity
is not an unaccustomed exertion and to use nitroglycerine
ointment or to keep such a capsule handy, just in case.
Moreover it is dangerous to believe that the partner-superior
position ensures safe sex for a cardiac patient. Controlled
hypertension per se has no direct effect on one’s sexual
functioning. Some antihypertensive medication, however, may
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have sexual side effects. If and when this happens, it is usually
possible to revise a prescription and provide relief.

Phimosis, a common condition, giving rise to painful
intercourse is easily relieved by a minor surgical procedure.
With the increasing incidence of sexually transmitted diseases
including syphilis, gonorrhoea, hepatitis, AIDS, etc., one
should take adequate precautions, such as avoiding encounters
with strangers or individuals in high-risk groups, and using
barrier contraception, such as condoms.

Provocative Liaisons

Under this we shall briefly liaise with elements which are
popularly believed to enhance one’s sexuality (aphrodisiacs).
Such provocative elements could be psychological or
pharmacological, both of which have been extremely popular
since the beginning of time. Psychological elements help
evolve mental imagery involving one’s ideal partner or one’s
ideal love situation, either from memory or by employing
literary erotica such as paintings, pictures, poetry or even a
passage from erotic literature. The efficacy of most of these
psychological liaisons is indisputably established.

Some of the popular pharmacological elements are
alcohol, ginseng, testosterone, papaverine, hashish, marijuana,
rhino’s horn, vitamin E and Spanish fly amongst innumerable
others. The usual mechanism of action is either the alteration
of the mental state or alteration of blood flow to the genital
apparatus either by local or systemic effects. In my opinion the
most effective mode of action is the all-important mechanism
of suggestion. One’s devoted belief in the product often helps
more than the product itself. It is interesting to note that some
of these aphrodisiacs remotely resemble the genitals, which
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probably accounts for their ‘efficacy’—a belief known as the
‘Doctrine of Signatures’.

Though ayurvedic herbal sex tonics are popularly and
empirically prescribed today, their efficacy is questionable.
Ayurvedicprinciples regarding the growth, collection, storage,
duration of efficacy, administration and most importantly, the
individual rationalization of these medications is not adhered
to in most of the preparations.

Ayurvedically speaking, the incongruity between
‘prescribed’ ayurvedic principles and the use of ayurvedic sex
tonics, prescribed today, is too vast for them to be of any
therapeutic value.

Alcohol is essentially a central depressant. When taken in
small doses it removes social inhibitions which probably
accounts for its popularity as an aphrodisiac. However, the
description given to it by the literary genius, William
Shakespeare, is unfortunately, but indisputably true. Moreover
an isolated failure due to alcohol can give rise to performance
anxiety during subsequent encounters resulting in repeated
failures and psychological impotence. Though extremely
popular, the beneficial effect of ginseng on sexual desire or
potency is probably as remote as the supposed resemblance of
its root to the male phallus. Testosterone too, though often
(ab)used for its supposed aphrodisiacal effect, is seldom
effective, its usefulness being limited to those exceptional
cases wherein there is a genuine lack of the hormone in the
body. Its irrational or empirical use may have serious side
effects. Judicious supervised use of papaverine when indicated
may prove extremely beneficial. However, unsupervised use
may lead to priapism, scarring, bruising, fibrosis and curvature
of the penis resulting in organic erectile dysfunction.

Needless to say, no guaranteed pharmacological aphro-
disiac is in existence today. Another interesting observation is
that pharmacological sexual aids are more socially acceptable
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observation, maturity of thought and honesty of outlook are
indeed commendable. Their ingenuity has deservedly survived
their mortal existence, as immortal masterpieces, and
continues to inform, educate and stimulate us.

The genius of the celibate poet-sage, Vatsyayana,
textualized as the Kamasutra, over 1,600 yeafs ago, has
captured the attention of the world for centuries, and remains
to date the greatest and most popular masterpiece ever written
on this subject. At the beginning of his monumental
orchestration (magnum opus), Vatsyayana, with characteristic
humility, acknowledges previous literary efforts by saying that
he has merely compiled the essays of earlier stalwarts, along
with a few of his own observations, into a lucid condensed
volume for perusal by the common man, thus providing an
insight into the ageless history of this ageless tradition. There
have been innumerable other voluminous masterpieces by
various literary giants during different eras in Indian history,
each with its own individuality and flavour. The more famous
amongst these include—the Babhravya Kamasutra by
Babhravya, the Kokashastra by Kokapandit, the Ananga
Ranga by Kallyana Malla, the Shringar Shatak by Bhartrihari,
Rati Rahasya by Kokapandit,Jayamangal Tika, a commentary
on the Kamasutra, by Yashodhara and others.

One comes across references towards a healthy sexuality
even in Indian yogic philosophy. The carvings at the famous
temples of Khajuraho, Belur and Halebid, the sun temples of
Konarak and Modhera amongst many others, are an artistic
treasure-house highlighting the splendour of mortal and
celestial liaisons to the keen and appreciative observer. They
bear mute testimony to our rich cultural past. Truly, the wealth
of material on this subject, in ancient India, was colossal.

Almost all the scholars who put together these -
masterpieces were respected sages of their times. As a result,
their observations were exceedingly well thought through and
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could even give modern sexual medicine a tip or two. They
emphasized a preventive art to be practised by all, whereas
modern sexual medicine is largely a curative science practised
only by professionals. Further, it is outside holy temples of
worship that the frankest of carvings have been observed,
indicating the traditional sanctity associated with basic human
relations. Somewhere in time we seem to have lost this social
honesty and mutual mortal associations are now often
considered immoral, discussions on them are taboo, and
writing about them is a social sacrilege. Sadly, somehow,
somewhere the immortal has come to be considered
immoral . . ..

As a direct consequence of these social iphibitions,
information on the subject is meagre amongst the masses, with
its attendant social problems. Dissemination of information on
mortal liaisons will go a long way in cultivating an improved
social environment.

Changing Liaisons

‘Styles may come and styles may go but liaisons go on forever.’
The homo sapiens’ instinct for liaisons is probably the oldest
one in the world. Human nature is essentially dynamic and the
only constant characteristic is that change is the essence of our
attitudes. Though the inherent instinct to liaise has always
existed because of our subconscious desire for change, we have
seen different attitudes towards liaisons during different times
in history depending on the period, socio-economic
development, prevalent traditional customs and effects of the
media. Regional variations have been innumerable, the East
predominantly differing from the West and one culture from
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another. Even amongst individual cultures values have
continually varied over time. However, despite changing
trends, the more things change the more they remain the same.

Today with better health standards the average human life
span has increased; this, coupled with the fact that puberty
arrives much earlier, has meant that the duration of the sexual
career of an individual has proportionately increased. Further,
the importance attached to economic independence, an
increasingly career-oriented approach to living and the global
population explosion coupled with the rapid expansion of the
mass media has resulted in a delay in the average age of
marriage. There is more independence among the youth, more
of a preference for remaining single in the urban population
(living together being the ‘in thing’), more liberal attitudes,
promiscuity at all levels of the socio-economic strata and a
corresponding increase in sex disorders and sex crimes. The
latter is also probably due to the lack of adequate and proper
sex education.

There is also an increase in women’s sexual awareness.
The emancipation of women has led to an increased recogni-
tion and acceptance of women’s sexual disorders. In the out-
patient department of sexual medicine at K. E. M. Hospital (the
only department of its kind in the country) the number of male
and female patients has increased but the increase in the
proportion of females as compared to males is much more . . ..

Earlier, people would usually come to be treated for
Sexually Transmitted Diseases (venereal diseases), whereas
now more and more patients come with problems of erectile
failure, failure to experience pleasure, etc. Further, men and
women initially used to come for curative problems but today
many sexually healthy males and females come to learn how
to increase their pleasure.
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It might be said that today we are aping the West. Despite
the awesomely advanced knowledge of sexuality in ancient
India, in our time we are no longer the trend-setters but have
opted to be followers . . . The cycle has been completed . . . Or
has it? Only time will tell.
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The twentieth century has seen the introduction of the
birth control pill. Test-tube babies, artificial insemination,
surrogate mothers and now Acquired Immune Deficiency
Syndrome (AIDS). Western cinema that twenty-five years ago
was shouting ‘free love’ is now whispering ‘abstinence is the
safest sex’. The circle is more or less complete in that region
of the world. But in India, a country which prides itself as the
land of the free, things have more or less remained unchanged.
Even now freedom of expression in cinema comes with the
guaranteed remote control of the State.

The story of sex in Indian cinema is a difficult tale to tell.
The root sense of the word ‘essay’ connotes exploration, an
expedition into the unknown. A light feeling of apprehension
begins to engulf me at the inception of this journey into the
unknown. While one cannot go back to the dawn of the human
race and ask the first caveman and cavewoman what their “first
time’ felt like, it seems possible to peep into the cave of one’s
own mind and examine the evolution of sex and eroticism in
Indian cinema in relation to one’s own life.

There is a kinky world of images, recollections of a
lifetime spent in cinema halls, soaked with emotions locked in
the dark womb of thg brain. This is ‘memory-land’, a kingdom
of sight and sound, smell and tastes. So much of one’s
childhood lies buried here. The only way to navigate through
this terrain is by using one’s heart as some kind of a radar and
letting go. Stepping into this domain makes the stomach churn
and the hormones surge. An erotic tune resonates within me.
Memories sail back through the sea of time. Ancient buried
chords replay. ‘Ha ha ho ho , la la la la la—jo tummmmm
muskura dooooo . . . .” I’m thrown back—back in time.

I am sitting in a hushed cinema hall. There is a mingled
smell of popcorn and me. A black and white film is being
beamed on the rectangle of the screen. At this moment nothing
exists. There is no other world but this. My throat feels parched.
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Thursday, they have load-shedding every week in Pune. These
power breakdowns are bad for our film vaults. They make the
temperature fluctuate and that’s disastrous for our old films.
Why don’t you go to the library and wait for me. [ will join you
soon. Meanwhile you can browse through some old books and
magazines. You might stumble on something interesting. [ will
arrange the screening of some old films. They should give you
a clearer picture of the attitude of our film makers towards sex
in those bygone days,” said Nair, as we spiralled down a
squeaky wooden staircase.

Along the cold dim hallway of the Archives, faded
portraits of our forebears from the film world are framed on
wooden boards. They seem to whisper something to the living.
Nothing lasts. The world will silence you soon enough. At the
end of it all you are just a picture on the wall. What a life! A
giant blow-up of Madhubala, the glamour queen of the Fifties
who was called the Greta Garbo of the Indian Film Industry,
smiles at me at the entrance of a massive film library.
Childhood memories of this screen goddess reeling under an
inexplicable spasm of laughter on a film set just before the
takes, flicker in my mind. ‘Pyar kiya to darna kaya . . .’ that
famous love song of rebellion sung by Anarkali in the court of
Emperor Akbar under the intoxicating influence of increased
levels of estrogen in her body, echoes in my memory. The film
was Mughal-e-Azam, directed by K. Asif in the late Sixties.
I’m also reminded of that memorable scene from the same film
which was shot in extreme close-ups of just faces in which
Dilip Kumar tickles the impassioned face of Madhubala with
a white feather. That was perhaps the most sensitively
portrayed erotic scene on the Indian screen. That was thirty
years ago. This scene still continues to titillate thousands of
cinegoers all over the world. I guess that when it comes to the
basic instincts of life, we feel much the same way our
forefathers did and our children will.

Sitting down here in a hushed corner of this library, amidst
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The story of sex in Indian cinema is incomplete without
the mention of this ‘caveman’. Raj Kapoor was an audacious,
courageous film maker, who displayed the feverish carnality
of a schoolboy in most of his films. This extraordinary film
maker blazed through the dim skies of our world of
- entertainment from the late Forties upto the Eighties. His films
set the hearts of cinegoers in the Indian subcontinent aflame.
Every release of his was a national event. Raj Kapoor was a
trail-blazer, a pathfinder who opened up new possibilities, new
~ territories, new continents for other film makers to follow.

Unlike the Indian film puritan who usually plants every
hedonistic activity imaginable on to his villains and vamps and
superimposes pious designs on all vices of mankind, Raj
Kapoor explored the passionate side of the hero-heroine
relationship unashamedly. He infused a burning brand into the
forced romantic cliché of the Indian screen. Raj Kapoor’s love
scenes with Nargis had a blend of romantic fantasy and real
passion. ‘Pyar hua ikrar hua’, from Shree 420 (1955) ‘Barsaat
mein humse mile tum’, from Barsaat (1949), ‘Ghar aaya mera
pardesi’, from Awara (1951), ‘Jago Mohan pyare’, from Jagte
Raho (1956) are the few familiar sounds which drift back from
the synapses bringing along with it the bathed radiance of
childhood.

I turn the kaleidoscope of time to my adolescence. Un-
remembered images of love and passion from various
R. K. Films, emerge. They are enmeshed with forgotten
melodies. | am reminded of ‘Main kya karoon Ram mujko
budha mil gaya’, a naughty number from Raj Kapoor’s mag-
num opus, Sangam, in which the Indian bride on her
honeymoon, play-acts like a whore taunting and questioning
her husband’s virility in a Parisian suite. ‘Bol Radha bol
sangam hoga ke nahin’, a smash hit song from the same film,
triggers off memories of a beautiful woman in a picturesque
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setting dressed in a red swimsuit. The woman was
Vyajantimala. During the course of this number Raj Kapoor,
clad in shorts, hangs from a tree with a bagpipe under one arm
and begs his beloved ‘Radha’ for an orgasmic release.

Over the centuries for an Indian, or to be more precise a
Hindu, the liaison between Radha and Krishna and other Hindu
gods and goddesses—Shiva and Parvati, Rama and Sita have
been portrayed in paintings and expressed in vocal Indian
classical music. With the advent of cinema the trend shifted to
mythological films. The sensations and feelings evoked by
images of gods and goddesses in amorous embrace have been
titillating the nation on a subliminal level for decades. In this
country, where most of the people still choose to see movies
that deal with wish-fulfilment and fantasies, these mytho-
logical films have a therapeutic effect on the minds of those
cinegoing audiences whose greatest moments of passion and
happiness in the cinema halls are usually undercut with a
profound sense of guilt while watching sex scenes between
ordinary mortals.

‘I show romance on the screen, not naked sex. You make
more money that way. The Indian is very traditional. He
doesn’t want to own up to himself that he has an insatiable
appetite for sex on the screen. The Indian male wants his
woman to be a virgin who behaves like a whore,’ said one of
the most underrated directors of our times, Raj Khosla. ‘Hum
bekhudi mein tum’ a song from Kala Pani, in which a veiled
prostitute unleashes her charm on the drunken hero, is a typical
example of a Raj Khosla song and his unique attitude towards
sex on the Indian screen.

‘Zamana ye samjha ki hum peeke aye’ from Anarkali, a
song picturized on the ravishing Beena Rai, flagged off the
trend of showing drunken women letting their hair down under
the evil influence of alcohol. Years later in the early Seventies,
R. K. Nayyar shot a hot number, ‘Kaise rahun chup’, for
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Intequam, in which Sadhana, a superstar of the Sixties, goes
berserk in a party after getting drunk.

Because of Eve, a sex-educational film released in the
Fifties, created havoc at the box office. The success of this film
prompted the Indian film maker to come up with his own
indigenous sex-educational films. The Gupt Gyan series made
by B. K. Adarsh, became big box-office hits in our sex-starved
country. Some film makers imported 16mm medical films on
sex education and intercut the shots of the white nude bodies
and genitals with native Indian faces. Today, in this era of
VCRs we are much better off than our predecessors. To satiate
our appetite for nude bodies, all we have to do is to walk down
to the closest video library and get our choice of hard or soft
core porn films for just ten or twenty rupees.

The evolution of sex in Indian cinema has been gradual but
constant. All over the world sex sells. It moves products. It
always has and always will. We as consumers have evolved to
a point where we need more and as the world gets darker our
fantasies also get darker. A film like Basic Instinct with its
ice-pick wielding nympho brings in over 100 million dollars
at the box office. Here in India my own film Sadak, which dealt
with the seamier side of life and portrayed a eunuch who rules
a red-light area went on to shatter major box-office records
after a headlong battle with the Central Board of Film
Certification in the year 1991.

In the year 1990, my film Aashiqui, which had a
silhouetted shot of the hero and heroine kissing, was deleted
by fifty per cent by the examining committee of the Central
Board of Film Censors. All my attempts to make the chairman
of the Censor Board see the absurdity of such a deletion failed.
In the year 1978, I remember another famous Raj Kapoor film,
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Satyam Shivam Sundaram, which sparked off a scandal all over
India and created a national debate over censorship. The reason
was that the film depicted several kisses between a man and
his wife.

Camille Paglia, the controversial author of The Sexual
Personae, a 718-page treatise on the history of art and sexuality
says, ‘The greatest periods of pornography are often those
when there is overt sexual repression in society.’ The Victorian
era is one of pornography’s richest period. Here in India our
film makers have been resorting to various veiled methods to
pack a good dose of sex in their films.

Talking about basic instincts, one wonders if the kiss is
an instinct or a socio-cultural habit? They say that the kiss does
not exist in China or among primitive people. Here in India,
kissing in the Western sense is found on the temple sculpture
of the Chitragupta temple, Khajuraho.

‘If you scan these pages of the history of Indian cinema
you will discover that the kiss was accepted by our audiences
for twenty years, in silent and early talkies films,’ said P.K.
Nair, as he joined me in a dark corner of the film library. Putting
away the book | was reading I quietly switched on my voice-
activated tape recorder. ‘Go on,’ I said. He smiled and settled
down, ready for a long conversation.

‘In the early Forties, the nation’s fight for freedom had
reached its peak. The Indian film maker, to promote a feeling
of solidarity amongst the Indian masses exercised self-restraint
and did away with the kiss on the screen. The reason was
simple. The kiss was viewed by the Indian native as a Western
import. Showing an Indian character kiss on the Indian screen
implied that he had succumbed to the evil cultural influences
of the West. It was way back in those days that the Indian film
maker began to use non-Hindu and non-Muslim names for the
villains and vamps he portrayed in his films. The West was
evil. Our film makers superimposed all the evil traits like.
smoking, drinking and having sex on characters he called
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The memories of sex in the Indian cinema when replayed
have the reverberations of the works of film directors like
P. C. Barua, V. Shantaram, Debaki Bose, Nandlal Jaswant Lal,
Kidar Sharma, Jayant Desai, Vijay Bhatt, Sohrab Modi and
actors and actresses like Master Vinayak, Nazeem, Khurshid,
Suraiya, Sulochana (Ruby Myers), Ramola, Mehtab, Devika
Rani, Gohar, Ashok Kumar, Kanan Bala and a few others.

Kidar Sharma had the audacity to shoot a bathing
sequence in his film Chitralekha in the early Forties. The
leading lady of this film was Mehtab.

The swimming costume soon made its way on to the
Indian screen but not with Nargis in Raj Kapoor’s Awara in
1950 as is popularly believed. It was in Master Vinayak’s
Brahmachari in which Meenakshi first wore a swimsuit.

Sohrab Modi dared to tackle the theme of incest in the
early Thirties in a film titled Bharosa.

The theme of sexual impotence was handled with great
finesse by V. Shantaram in a film called Duniya na mane.

P. C. Barua’s Mukti, a film made in the late Thirties, dealt
with the theme of adultery. There is an erotic scene in this film
in which a housewife during the course of a song, blatantly tries
to seduce her husband’s best friend while the husband is away.
Watching this scene shattered all my claims of being
permissive.

The tape in my tape recorder was running out on me.
Suddenly there were lights. *Why don’t you go and watch some
films now? I will meet you after lunch,’ said P.K. Nair as we
rode down the elevator heading towards the moviola. | spent
the entire afternoon watching film after film. The end of my
journey was close. In the evening, as I flew back home, I felt
that some important questions had suddenly been resolved
within me. I had no idea, though, what those questions were.
But the answers were already being formed in my head.

As the last trace of sunlight vanished from the sky, and
the aircraft began its descent into the city of Bombay, I was
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to a pirated tape of the musical Hair during office hours
(sacrilege!) in enthralled silence, as we would, over the years,
to Bob Dylan and the Beatles. The literature was, if anything,
even more soul-stirring than the music: Jack Kerouac led the
pack with The Dharma Bums. Ginsberg’s apocalyptic elegies
limned the new American Dream; tattered copies of Corso and
William Burroughs became part of the compulsory,
underground curricula at Xavier’s and Stephen’s, indeed,
wherever young Westernized Indians sought the new freedom.

Yet, for the main part, it was an age of touching sexual
innocence. I remember vividly the trauma in our very Catholic
family when my youngest sister, all of fifteen, went to church
one Sunday in a sleeveless, breezy summer dress. It took six
severe novenas, and as many weeks of ostracized penitence, to
remove the stigma of the Scarlet Women. She ‘carries the
psychic scar to this day. One morning, Kabir (who had begun
a highly visible relationship with Protima Gupta, who had yet
to streak starkers across the nation’s tabloids and into its
psyche) asked my secretary for an appointment, a strangely
formal request between good friends. He came into my office,
hugely embarrassed; it sat awkwardly on a personality which
was, even then, larger than life. ‘If Protima and 1,” he said,
carefully measuring his words, ‘live together, will the
management object?’

Not as paranoid a notion as it might appear today. We
were employed by the oldest and largest British advertising
agency in the world: top management was white and pukka: a
tie and jacket to the office were compulsory (we were allowed
to sling the latter over the shoulder or the arm when getting to
work; but the jacket was de rigueur at client meetings). I did
not say, bless you, my lad, proceed as you will, knowing they
would regardless, but made light of it. For that day and age, it
was an act of courage. Normal, heterosexual sex was fettered
with medieval chastity belts and locked away in dark, musty
closets. As for the love which dare not speak its name, nobody
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did. Dost thou art, and dost thou will remain, was an idea thirty
years short of its time.

But Wadhwani was unfazed. He believed that breasts
were big business, and after my debut with the Liberty shirt
campaign, he chuckled whenever we met. Now he waved bra
- after bra before my nose, while providing a running
commentary, ‘This is an illusion. It makes a thirty-two look
like a thirty-six, and no one notices the padding. Look at this
~ plunging V-shape. You would never believe she had one on.
Now, here’s my favourite. Sheer, almost transparent,” and he
stretched and held it up to the light—‘the nipple comes into its
own.” Not a hint of the prurient; he could have been extolling
the merits of haulage trucks. He went into a thoughtful silence,
then his eyebrows shot up. (‘Dis is one offer, pal, you don’t
refuse!’)

He said, ‘Gina!’

I hadn’t a clue. I smiled with complete understanding and
warm, unqualified approval.

Wadhwani scowled. (‘You know from nothin’, kid!’),
then sighed, produced an American film magazine, and tossed
it to me. ‘Lollobrigida,” he said, ‘that’s what I call perfect
bosoms.’

Where, I wondered, did she keep the other pair? But he
had a point (or two). I had seen pictures of La Lolla before, in
careless déshabillé, and had become an instant convert to her
cause. No question about it, Bhagwan Wadhwani knew his
bosoms. Now all I had to do was find the perfect pair. Word
spread like wildfire in the modelling agencies and while we
were not permitted to view the goods, au naturel, hundreds of
pictures of all manner of bosoms (female optimism at its
sunniest, more often than not in the face of dire evidence to the
contrary) clad inthe sheerest of bikini tops, deluged the agency.
Never in the annals of the company’s history, observed our
Welsh managing director, had so many senior executives
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dropped all to serve one client’s (chuckle) pressing needs.

When we found her, the search was well worth the effort:
Lise Jones, a lovely Anglo-Indian model, with the face of a
renaissance angel and a body made for sin. Wadhwani grinned.
Lit a cigar. (‘I gotta hand it to you, kid.”) The eyebrows
wiggled. ‘Wonderful bosoms!’

It would be nice to record an advertising triumph as grand
as the Liberty shirt campaign, but while the advertisements
looked gorgeous, this was still India mid-Sixties, and I
shouldn’t have been surprised by the letter which arrived from
a leading newspaper group, rejecting the campaign,‘ . . . the
lighting, the camera angles, the poses, indeed the very purpose
of the pictures, seem to be to excite the prurient reader. They
draw attention to the bosoms [not again!] of the-female model
and underplay the garment being advertised. In fact, in one of
the pictures, she appears to have nothing on at all.” So much
for Maidenform’s tribute to the nipple. We offered a
compromise. The air-brush was ruthlessly employed. Curves,
voluptuous in their sweep and promises, shrank visibly
overnight; cleavages assumed a chagrined modesty; you could
now count the stitches to the inch in a bra which could have
been put together from plaster of Paris. The campaign was
resubmitted for release, and returned yet again, for the
unkindest cut of all. This was performed with due solemnity
and India’s nippleless pair of bosoms in a Maidenform bra
made a somewhat diminished debut in the Indian press.

Lise Jones was not amused.

But the times they were a-changing. Breasts grew nipples
again in the Seventies and became a cause celebre in hearths
and homes across the land. A young east Indian, Ross Deas (of
subsequent Ross-Morarka conglomerate fame) must take
responsibility for the renaissance of the Indian bosom.
Chaffing at the bit in a large transnational, his entrepreneurial
instincts in danger of atrophy by neglect, Ross resigned,
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more fertile pastures of the money markets, where he proved,
yet again, that money does grow on trees if you know where
to look.

Ifanyone in Indian advertising can lay claim to taking sex
by the horn (in a manner of speaking) one need look no further
than Kersey Katrak—currently, in the early autumn of a con-
troversial and explosive career—executive creative director of
the mega-agency, Lintas. He came to the industry’s nervous
attention in the early Sixties, a disquieting presence, an itch
that refused to go away. He wore the lean, hungry, bearded
look long before it became a fashionable cliché. Copywriting
and theatrical star, embryonic playwright, mean and gifted
poet, pretender to the higher metaphysical truths, he blazed a
trail through three agencies, a rite of passage littered with the
debris of executives who dared challenge his talent, and crea-
tives of lesser breeds without his law. He would come to no
good, they said, but when he set up his own agency, Marketing
and Mass Communications (MCM), the doomsayers were
scattered like so much chaff. It was brilliantly original,
pathologically aggressive and unflinchingly successful. We all
knew that Katrak would seize the world and make it his own,
younger by far than Alexander the Great.

To Katrak and a handful of young, anarchic, iconoclastic
copywriters (in MCM and a few other agencies), whose motto
could well have been ‘Who dares, wins!’, must go the credit
for the coming of age of sex in Indian advertising. They created
a seminal shift in the existing paradigm. Ivan Arthur, creative
director of Hindustan Thomson Associates (HTA), India’s
oldest and largest advertising agency, calls the movement, ‘the
first wave’:

The wave was an exhilarating one. Every day we
opened the newspapers to look for breakthroughs,
and we found them—in the advertising produced by
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Da Cunha, MCM and Frank Simoes, campaigns
which pointed the way to the future.

This First Wave was like an explosion; it shattered
old ideas and attitudes....It introduced style,
surprise, aesthetics, stimulation, sophistication and
guts into the advertising itself and it revolutionised
attitudes, interactions and styles of operation.

Who would have thought that one of the earliest har-
bingers of sexual upheaval in advertising would emerge,
priapic and triumphant, from a bottle of orange pop? (Katrak
and his art director, Panna Jain, natch!) Today, the Gold Spot
campaign, conceived by MCM in the Seventies;ynay seem
about as sexually explicit as the Yellow Pages but, for the time,
it was revolutionary. Up to that watershed, a soft drink was an
ice-cold, flavoured thirst-quencher for a hot day, and promoted
exclusively as such. Why then, reasoned Katrak and Jain, in an
inspired flight of intuition, was the bottle shaped like a phallus
in coital frenzy? And why were young couples sipping from
two straws out of a single bottle? Soon, under their wily and
subversive ministration, Gold Spot was the only encourage-
ment a couple needed to hop into bed. The slogan did not
quibble: ‘Live a little hot . . . sip a Gold Spot.” But, variety, as
we all know, is the spice of sexual life and two years later, Gold
Spot urged the young to ‘Get a taste of something fresh’,
leaving no room for confusion: there they are, a young and
handsome couple, but all is not well. She is sad and wistful; he
isbored and nearly out of it, until he notices—at propositioning
distance—the Other Woman: they exchange a glance of shim-
mering incandescence, reminding us that earlier flames, extin-
guished, may always be rekindled. ‘Livva little hot . . . > RIP.

Ten years on, Trikaya Grey, a new hot shop, would have
none of this waftling. An Amazonian bondage queen is
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men folded up in six months for lack of advertising support.
Debonair marked a threshold in the sexual emancipation of the
Indian advertiser. The future had arrived. The condom
manufacturers were ecstatic; here, at last, was the perfectly
‘cost-effective’ medium. No wastage. Every reader was a
potential customer. They leaped—at times with disastrous
results—on the Debonair bandwagon. One such abortive
attempt offered a condom of a different colour—from fire-
engine red to pulse-racing purple—for every day of the week.
There were five advertisements, each in living colour, as the
blurbs say, and they were (quite unwittingly) hilarious. The
visual of the first advertisement had a young couple on a swing,
at its apogee, awkwardly balanced, and in imminent danger of
grave injury. A contributor to the Indian Post (a new daily in
Bombay—brash, irreverent and lively—edited by Vinod
Mehta who had moved from Debonair) took the campaign
apart in a satire titled, “The Last of the Red Hot Condoms’. |
quote, italicizing the advertising copy.

It was Monday. A good beginning. Quiet. Accurate.
You just can’t go wrong with Monday, it comes
around like clockwork every seven days of the week.
I found her far away and aloof. Stop goofing off, you
twit. Pictures never lie. There they are, both on one
swing. She’s sitting on it. He’s standing behind her.
The lower six digits of her spine are pressed against
his right shin bone. Her left hand rests menacingly
on the big blood vessel of his right thigh (a karate
killing spot and from her expression, she knows it).
He is bent at the knees, clutching for dear life at the
ropes. Quivering. Who wouldn’t be? His anguished
smile tells us at once that he expects a hernia. Her
face, a black study in unholy joy, tells us it will
happen in a minute or two. It was time to turn on the
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cold hauteur. Clearly the work of a printer’s devil.
Cold water is what the copywriter meant, surely.
Boys in boarding schools encourage this sort of
thing; itkeeps hot young blood decently refrigerated.
[am right. Look what comes next. Blue it was. Right
on the nail, old boy, blue it gets. Deep-frosted,
sub-zero blue. Well now, that shouldn’t have
happened. You’re in trouble, lad. The ice melted and
she was herself. 1 bet she was, falling about with
merry laughter. Deep-frosted, sub-zero blue and
making puddles on the floor! The idiot deserves it.
Coloured condoms, indeed!

But condoms were no laughing matter, as we were soon
to discover: they had the power to move and shake. In October
1991, critical mass reached fusion in the condom business with
a plutonium trigger by the inspired brand name, ‘Kama Sutra’.
This was no quickie piece of plebian latex for brief encounters
of the furtive kind. This was the ultimate ‘pleasure enhancer’.
If no romantic evening was complete without the Jag, the
champagne and roses, candlelight and violins, the perfumed
suite with velvet drapes, making love would never be the same
again once you slipped on a Kama Sutra, or, noblesse oblige,
‘let her put it on for you’.

It seems fitting that Katrak—arch instigator of the nascent
sex-in-advertising movement of the Sixties—should preside
over its apotheosis thirty years into the future. In Gautam
Singhania, he found the ideal client; young enough not to know
better, muscularly financed (an heir to the Raymond industrial
empire), whose penchant for grand prix motor racing augured
promisingly for a charge into what might well prove to be more
hazardous territory. Living at the edge had always been meat
and drink to Katrak. Chord called to empathic chord. There
were worlds waiting to be won.

They did their homework and the results were depressing.
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Research revealed tha for every hundred men who understood
the need to use the product, only seven actually did. It was the
classic ‘downer’: the condom was perceived as a clumsy
rubber sheath, used out of necessity or fear, an artificial denial
of both spontaneity and pleasure. Katrak and Singhania took
risky and calculated decision: they would go for broke, a total
reversal of existing attitudes—from  product to
communications with no-holds-barred en route. It was all or
nothing.

The product was ultra-thin, textured, contoured, dotted on
the outside to ‘give the woman extra pleasure’: India’s first
truly sexy condom. The pack was slim, flat, modestly rec-
tangular, no hint of the tell-tale bulge in his wallet (or, for that
matter, her purse). A white signature on midnight black, with
the letters ‘K’ and ‘S’ picked out in red. No lavatorial
sniggering here; it would do honour to your drawing-room,
montaged a la Andy Warhol, opposite the Salvador Dali. The
brand name was chosen with care—out of scores—as much for
its explicitness as for its advertising potential. Indeed, the copy
in al} three advertisements began with the brand name in the
headline: ‘The Kamasutra On Acting Like A Man . ... A man
should gather from the actions of the woman of what
disposition she is and in what way she likes to be enjoyed
(Book II, Part VIII).” More in the same vein in the body copy,
though it’s hard to concentrate, what with Pooja Bedi (Kabir
and Protima’s daughter, a neat example of Jungian fulfilment)
in orgasmic abandon in the arms of a memorably forgettable
stud.

The thirty second TV commercial was pure sexual
whimsy (Katrak snarls!). Through a blue filter, Pooja does a
sizzling number with the sexiest showerhead on the idiot
box—a glistening, silver phallus so mesmerizing in her
naughty little hands, that when the real thing makes an
appearance—attached to a male hunk who leaps out of a
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right. To me it was not at all the natural way of things and
nothing would convince me even if Anna thought it was the
way things should be. I looked askance at him. My anxiety
obviously made him uncomfortable.

Anna proved himself that day. He wasn’t just a father. He
was a friend. Next week, the two volumes of Havelock Ellis’
The Psychology of Sex were left conspicuously in the
living-room. When I grabbed them, Anna groaned and heaved
a sigh of relief. His job was over! Mine had just begun. What
a journey that would be! I have yet to reach my destination.

Havelock Ellis was only the first step in exploring the
fascinating world I had been thrown into, as it were, by fate
Understanding one’s sexuality isalways adifficult and dreaded
process on the path to adulthood. My steps into adulthood were
even more difficult. My introvert nature, withdrawn to a fault
sometimes, made talking out my problems a major hurdle.
Coupled with this was my blunt way of asking questions which
others found a bit unsettling.

Dr P, my psychiatrist, made the best of it! The early
morning sessions with him at the Nair Hospital in Bombay
intrigued my mother. | had to lie to her saying that they were
part of my college routine. It was embarrassing the way Dr P
handled it: as if it were a deviation, an odd kind of behaviour
which the rest of humanity didn’t really like amidst it.

I was lucky in the fact that my homosexual identity was
established as ‘natural’ before social regimentation could
suppress it. Dr P took three sessions with mc¢ and then
commented: ‘You are all right. I am afraid [ can do very little
for you.” Of course, | was surprised when he thought fcllatio
(oral sex) was deviant. He got a psychiatric intern to sit in on
one of my last sessions, who commented on my orientation till
I burst out: ‘I am afraid, Doctor, I am OK and you are deviant.”
My visits to the venerable doctor ended on that friendly note.

It was then that I resolved to study my orientation as
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I was blushing. R was red as a lobster in a steampot.
Finally R got up and heaved out of the compartment at Marine
Lines. My cover wasblown by M who went on chattering about
his conquests.

But, to R’s credit, the subject never came up again. In spite
of being such a conservative fellow, his attitude never changed
nor has he made a single homophobic remark to date. R refuses
to even acknowledge my sexuality and there it stands.

[t was by looking at Akka’s condition that | knew my position
as a single person was a severe handicap in India. Akka was
Anna’s only and elder sister. She was also a child-widow and
had come to live with us when she lost her husband at sixteen.
Though respected and loved as the head of our family, even as
a surrogate mother to us, her position was secure only on a
contract—the contract of silence; silence about her sexuality.

This was my position too. | was secure in my position as
the patriarch of the Row-Kavis being the eldest, unmarried
brahmachari (bachelor) brother. But this security was tied to a
silence regarding my sexuality. Any sexuality, if not harnessed
for the family good, was taboo. I would finally break that
silence to transgress the social contract that holds homosexuals
and lesbians prisoners of a heterosexist society. This | was, |
think, fated to do. It was part of my secular mission and the
result of my liberation at the Ramakrishna monastery. | am
grateful to the monks for the spiritual strength they gave me.
It would give me a firm commitment in seeing that Bombay
Dost would succeed.

Akka’s final isolation and rejection by every child she
raised would convince me that Indian families held nothing
sacred in their drive for self-perpetration. Towards the end, at
seventy-four, she would be a bitter but brave old woman. The
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conservative idea that it was acceptable for boys and girls to
talk about sex amongst themselves. But to discuss it openly
with each other was not. I was thirteen then, and still read
Archie comics without really questioning what went on
between Archie and Veronica or the naive psuedo-platonic
relationship that the comic books depicted. Everywhere I was
surrounded by images that portrayed a relationship between
teenagers that was not quite as innocent as existed in the
utopian world of comic books.

With puberty came masturbation, hidden behind the veil
of middle-class hypocrisy. Masturbation holds a special place
in the Indian male’s heart. It is said that ninety-nine per cent
of men masturbate; the other one per cent are liars. Mastur-
bation provides more than sexual relief. It provides a fulfilment
of fantasies. When Madam Five Fingers visits, it is more than
sex with one girl but with a hundred, a whole city, in the manner
of Lord Krishna. In the imagination the real mixes with the
unreal, the corporeal with the divine. Masturbation is a healthy
activity yet the old tales of acne, hairy palms and blindness
persist and will continue to do so because we will propagate
the same myth that our parents did. We do so not because we
are stupid or ignorant but because we choose not to see.

The veil that blinds our parents is wrapping itself around
our gelly orbs. The veil is not opaque but rather transluscent,
letting in only what we want to see. Childbirth without the pain,
and love without sex. We choose only to view that which is
aesthetically pleasing, ignoring the ugly, messy or painful. We
fail to realize that pain is the catalyst of our existence. The
agony of childbirth ensures that our entrance to the world is
heralded by the anguished screams of a mother. The sacred
blood from a broken hymen is the manna that feeds our desires.

The 1960s were a milestone in American history. It was then
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that sex finally became open and acceptable. Whether the
American sexual revolution was a natural result of the liberal
ideas of peace and flower power, or a radical reaction to the
repressiveness of the 1950s is less important. The revolution
succeeded in finally freeing Americans from the oppressive
Christian morality that had denied sexuality as a normal part
of man’s daily life. “The orgasm,” Malcolm Muggeridge said
in 1966, ‘has replaced the cross as the focus of longing and the
image of fulfillment.’

Thirty years later in India a similar revolution is starting
to take place. We Indians are by nature a conservative people
and unlikely to carry the revolution to the extent that the
Americans did but in time sexual liberation is likely to free us
from middle class prejudices.

The Indian sexual revolution of the 1990s is a natural
follow-through of the widespread prosperity of the 1980s.
According to some estimates the size of the middle class
doubled during that decade. As new people entered the middle
class, they brought new attitudes. They had drive. They had
climbed their way up from the gutter. They had fewer hang-ups
than the English school products of the old guard. They were
less well-educated but they were also less prudish.

The Indian sexual revolution is a reflection of the deep-
seated need of Indian society to change in the 1990s. It is being
propelled forward by the media. It is the baby of the
newspapers and television which have moulded it and reared
it since its infancy. While thinkers indulge in intellectual
debate, Lintas and Mudra are bombarding our minds with
images of sex. Advertising exploits not women or men but the
idea of sex. It uses sex to sell products. What we buy is not a
soap or a detergent but fantasies. The pink and black billboard
for Kama Sutra condoms shoves sex down the throat of
everyone driving past a crowded seafront—Haji Ali. It may be
vulgar but it gets the message across. More importantly, it is a
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courtship takes place behind locked doors when the parents are
out. Or in a parked car on Nariman Point.

Making Out: a generic term given to any physical activity
that extends beyond chaste kissing. Making out is more than a
private illicit sexual release in a secluded spot. First, the couple
does not usually have sex, but indulge in fondling and
caressing. Heavy breathing and hand roaming goes on until the
girl responds. Her inbuilt conservative reaction says ‘stop’.
Apologies ensue and the drive home begins. Second, making
out is considered to be animportant part of a relationship. There
is an enormous social pressure to ‘make out’. Not to do so is
considered prudish. The problem arises because a couple is
supposed to make out but not to cross the line beyond which
the girl is considered to be a slut or easy. The Indian teenage
girl, despite her apparent liberation, is expected to enjoy
‘making out’ even while she resists the urge to cross that crucial
line. Behind the new facade, Indian girls still consider sex to
be acceptable only after marriage.

The Indian teenager, therefore, resorts to elaborate lies in
an effort to maintain the image that the media creates and forces
him to maintain. Girls lie about how far they have gone to
protect their reputation. They gossip about the sexual
adventures of their friends with expressions of shock and
disgust, even though they have been doing the same things.
The veil hides their blushing faces while preventing them from
confronting the truth about their awakening sexuality. The
boys lie from adifferent motive. While girls invent an elaborate
ruse to hide their sexuality, boys choose to enhance theirs by
exaggeration. Do not begrudge us our lies. We do so out of a
need to fulfil conflicting ideologies—one conservative,
another liberal, and we are caught between the two, unwilling
to accept one or the other. The veil is, thus, our only security.
Ignorance keeps us in bliss, preventing us from choosing
whether to be traditional or modern. The thin piece of cloth
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wrapped around our eyes prevents introspection or difficult
thoughts that might intrude upon our comfortable world and
force us to choose. For the moment ambiguity or hiding behind
the veil is our best defence.
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every nationality in the world. And never paid a single naya
paisa for it. On the contrary they give me Scotch, ball-point
pens, colognes, silk ties. Now what do you think of that?’

‘Wonderful!” I replied. ‘You should have your name
entered in the Guinness Book of World Records.’

He had not heard of Guinness. ‘You put this in books you
write. I can tell more about women than anyone else in India.’

‘I am sure you can,’ I replied. ‘But you did not choose
these women; they must have chosen you. Did you ever say no
to anyone who was old or ugly?’

He paused over the question before he answered. ‘You
are right. But when a woman lays herself before you, you have
to be a hijda (eunuch) or a nipunsik (one who is impotent) to
say no. I concede most women I’ve bedded were middle-
aged—bored with their husbands, divorced or widowed.
What’s the difference? Once you are on top of them, they are
all the same. Old or young, with big boobs or mosquito bites,
plain or beautiful, there is not much difference. Don’t you
agree?’

[ refused to be drawn into an argument on details. ‘What
about Indian women?’ | asked him. ‘Have you sampled all of
them: Hindus, Muslims, Sikhs, Parsies, Christians, Brahmins,
Bengalans, Madrasans, Kashmirans, Shudras, Tribals?’

He was shocked by my question. ‘ Veerjee, I regard Indian
women as my mothers and sisters. They are chaste and not like
those foreigners who will spread their legs wide before any
male.’

The friend I was waiting for arrived and I took leave of
my cousin. One day I will take down detailed notes of his
exploits with foreign women and turn them into a sleazy novel.
But the more | thought over his observations the more 1 was
convinced that his notion that Indian females are a species apart
from other females of the world was commonly shared by most
Indians. It is a myth created and perpetuated by Indian males.
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healthier appetites for sex than those who are anaemic or frail.

Those who have lived abroad will vouch for the fact that
Indian women are no different from Indian men in giving
expression to their sexual desires. If anything they are less
choosy than white women and leave the first move to be made
by men. On my first sojourn in England as a student I had plenty
of opportunities to see Indian girls demolish the Sati-Savitri
image. On board the ship I travelled by was a lady student from
Allahabad, a Kashmiri distantly related to the Nehrus. She was
forever sermonizing to us on the need to behave like India’s
ambassadors abroad. When she heard that some boys had
visited brothels in Port Said, she gave all of us a dressing down.
A few months later I happened to be in a pub deep in the heart
of New Forest. One night, after I returned from my dinner, from
the balcony of my room I saw this lady come to the pub with
a young Englishman. They entered their names in the guest
register as man and wife. However, this escapade did not
dampen her enthusiasm for sermonizing to others on principles
of morality. When it comes to physical and emotional needs,
all that differentiates Indian from foreign women are the
passports they carry.

Why all discussions about women should begin and end
with sex is yet another instance of the male obsession that there
is little else to women besides being sex objects. The women’s
lib movement in the West has pretty well knocked out that
illusion cherished by generations of males. The same process
is taking place in India where males have been pampered and
women grossly discriminated against from the dawn of history
to this day.

Even before the advent of Islam from which one can date
the custom of putting women in purdah, women were largely
treated as objects of pleasure for men or as wily seductresses.
The most popular classics in Indian mythology and fables like
the Panchatantra tales and Katha Sarit Sagara are of men
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By the beginning of the Christian era, the practice of
destroying female children at birth, infant marriage, polygamy,
prostitution, mass burning of widows on defeat in war had all
become common, with the sanction of the Hindu religion.

And worse was yet to come. Muslims began invading
India in about AD 1000 and ruled large parts of the country for
the next 700 years. Although Islamic law entitled a woman to
own property and to divorce her husband, most Hindus who
were converted to Islam continued to observe their own
customs; property and divorce remained the prerogative of the
male. Muslims also introduced the institution of purdah, the
veil, and seclusion of women in harems. The Hindus of the
upper classes imitated the Muslim rulers by incarcerating their
women in the zenana.

The poorer classes treated widows as an abomination.
Their heads were shaved, they were not allowed to wear
jewellery and could dress only in the plainest white. Even the
sight of a widow was believed to bring bad luck. Many were
forced into beggary or prostitution either in the brothels or
attached to temples as Devadasis (Servants of the Lord). To
this day the word in Hindustani for a widow and a prostitute is
the same: raand.

Change for the better came with British rule. A small band
of enlightened Indians supported the British reformers against
orthodox Hindu reactionaries. In 1829 the Viceroy, Lord
William Bentinck, outlawed Sati. His chief supporter was Raja
Rammohun Roy, who had seen his own brother’s widow
forced on to her husband’s funeral pyre. Remarriage of widows
was legalized in 1856. Even so, it was as late as in 1929 that a
law was passed prohibiting the marriage of children.

The big breakthrough came in the 1920s under the
inspired leadership of Mahatma Gandhi. Women by the
thousands joined the passive resistance movement, including
many women leaders of today—and, of course, Indira Gandhi.
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In a recent Hollywood film, the slightly drunk heroine—a
single white female—turns to her equally drunk male
companion and asks fuzzily, ‘Tell me—why is sex such a
barrier between man-woman friendships?” A good question.
One that Indian women have been asking down the ages. The
name of the film? Man Trouble. Could it have been anything
else?

Four years ago, I did a short stint as an ‘Agony Aunt’ for
a leading Sunday paper. It was an illuminating experience.
Nearly fifteen years earlier, | used to ghost-write a similar
column for a popular actress for a youth magazine. The letters
then were all about unrequited love, pimple problems and
mother-in-law trouble. But the mail I received for my last bash
at solving the world’s myriad emotional problems was some-
thing else. The letters were predominantly about sex, penis
length, breast sizes, masturbation, anal intercourse,
homosexual sex, group sex, adulterous sex, teenage sex and
just plain sex-sex. There were letters voicing despair and
frustration along with hope and liberation. Curious letters.
Amusing letters. Desperate letters. The real surprise for me was
that the male-female ratio turned out to be almost perfectly
balanced. The tone of the letters was interesting too. Women
readers tended to rage on about the raw deals they were
receiving in the sex department while the poor men sounded
like whipped boys unable to come to terms with the
‘unreasonable’ demands being made on them by their wives or
girlfriends. This is where my own ‘female empathy’ factor
crept in. I dealt with the male letter writers summarily,
perfectly happy to wear my prejudice on my sleeve. I’d advise
the men to shape up, sharpen their acts, tune in to the needs of
their women, while I’d breezily tell the women to go ahead and
refuse to put out if they didn’t feel like it.

For the first time in perhaps centuries, the Indian woman
is saying that her body is her own, that she has a right over it,
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that it is not just a baby-making machine. This realization has
triggered off a quiet revolution—Indian women are no longer
lying back and not enjoying it. Increasingly, they are refusing
to hand over the use of their bodies to men unwilling to
recognize a woman’s unilateral claim over her physical self.
And the female orgasm continues to remain one of life’s
biggest mysteries (has she or hasn’t she? Only she can tell for
sure), more and more women are discovering, even seeking
real pleasure out of a liaison that was once considered no more
than a painful duty. They are actually beginning to enjoy
marital sex. The myth of the multiple orgasm has still to be
exploded (I know of just one woman who claims to experience
it regularly and I think she’s saying it just to make the rest
jealous).

There is no denying the new glasnost where the subject
of sex is concerned. More people are discussing it today than
ever before. More articles have been written on the subject
during the past two years than in the last decade. Television
talk shows discuss hitherto taboo topics such as pre-marital sex
and child abuse with the naturalness that was previously
reserved for ‘family subjects’ such as caring for the aged or
small-scale investments. Women’s magazines have dropped
traditional inhibitions regarding sexual matters and brazenly
carry bold advice columns that deal with the problem of
premature ejaculation with as much matter-of-factness
previously employed for subjects such as menstrual cramps
and pre-natal stress in the past. The old coyness has been
replaced by a brand new brassiness that confronts delicate
bodily matters head on.

Cunnilingus is a term that is now equally familiar to
readers of these publications as crochet once was. The few
magazines targeted at men also strive to go beyond the badly-
photographed pin-ups and rottenly-written short stories to talk
about real problems faced by real men. Penis length continues
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to dominate the question-and-answer sections, but there is also
the occasional article that discusses menopausal dilemmas in
men and women for instance, in fairly serious terms.

These recent ‘winds of change’ have enough detractors to
keep them from turning into tempests. Conservative elements
huff and puff in outrage as bastions continue to fall. Ruffled
religious sentiments are often trotted out to reform the
misguided masses and get them to return to the path of purity
and righteousness, and self-styled moralists thunder away on
television about the evils of Westernization quite forgetting
that the worst examples of sexual abuse, child prostitution and
disease can be found next door in Bangkok or Kathmandu. And
that the brothels of Bombay are teeming with under-age HIV
positive prostitutes still plying their trade not knowi\n\g that they
are living on borrowed time.

The very fact that sex is no longer the most dreaded and
despised three-letter-word in India, is enough cause to
celebrate. One generally fears what one does not know with
ignorance levels rapidly dropping, chances are we will walk
into a new era of enlightened, evolved sexual relations. ‘The
act’ in future may well be viewed as something more
meaningful than mere mating or animal copulation with only
propagation of the species in mind. It is to such a hope that we
dedicate this book.

To bring this book to a conclusion I should mention an
exchange I had with one of the women I spoke to for the book.
I’d lived with the book for over six months at that point, months
in which I had to live with the ‘voices’ of these various women
ringing in my head. This woman, reflecting the views of some
others, said to me tiredly, ‘Sex . . . who needs it?’

[ hated to tell her this but I had to: ‘Everybody, darling,
everybody.’

SD
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