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compilation of short stories and ex-
A tracts from novels dealing vith the

theme of terrorism. The book in-
cludes writers of Indian and Australian ori-
gin, featuring Salman Rushdie, David Mal-
ouf, Gulzar, Kiran Nagarkar and many oth-
ers. Although similar in their intent, context
and emotions, each narrative captures a new
experience, and some of the stories sparkle
brighter than the others.

Meera Kant's The Veiled One, describes
the fear among Hindu pundits in a Muslim
who are compelled to leave their
homes, lands and a part of their identities
behind. The fear is soon felt by the Muslims
as well, and in a completely bizarre way, it
becomes apart of their lives. Nasir closed the
window and noted the time. It was hardly
eleven. He was about to move towards his
bed when the whistle of a bullet tore through
thenightand startled him. Now these sounds
only startled. They did not generate any fear.
They had become habit. In Days of Thunder,
a poignant tale by Susanne Gervay, Abe, a
young teacher, returns home to Australia
after spending many years in a terror-struck
‘Thailand. As he makes his way back, through
‘Thai streets and crowds, he muses about the
violence and remembers one of his students
from Australia.‘What do you want to become:
when you grow up? Abe had asked... Tm
going to be a builder’, the eight-year-old voice
announced. Tll build big, strong buildings.
Lots of them, but no tall ones.” Planes smash-
ing into huge towers that soared into the
Thousands of people dying. New York cr
ing: Ideologies colli
ing into mass mus
der. And now there's
alittle boy who can't
build tall buildings.
An extract from Sal-
man Rushdie’s Shali-
mar the Clown, de-
scribes the state of
the victims of a ter-
ror attack, who feel
asiftime has stopped

for them, whereas it continues on for others.
At a time of tragedy you wonder at it, the
world's capacity for continuing. When our
husbands left us we expected the planet to
ceaseits spinning so we could allloat offinto
space, we expected silence, respect, but the
traffic doesn't care what the heart needs, the
billboardsdon'tcare, things moverightalong.
Apart from recording the accounts of vic
tims, relatives of victims and witness
terrorist acts, the collection has stories writ-
ten from the perspective of terrorists them-
selves. Theseinclude Kiran Nagarkar's God’
Little Soldier (an extract), a wonderfully writ-
ten story; David Malouf's Child’s Play, akind
¢ and introspective account by a ter-
Packing Heat,
a chilling story about a suicide bomber.
Read at a stretch, the collection is rather
heavy and becomes monotonous, since only
a few stories have that powerful effect that
such a theme demands. However, the social
pertinence of the book is significant and
some of the stories are beautifully written.
Rating **%





