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A young couple•s live-in r elationship is split wide open in this e xtr act
from an IT professional•s Metr o Reads novel, Dreams in Prussian Blue

around P akistan•s Punjab and
researching the canal colonies
that w ere set tled b y the British
in the late nineteenth centur y.
The colonies ha ve a rich his tor y,
and pla yed an important role in
demons tr ating Britain• s militar y
pro wess to the w orld. In the
First World War, the Lyallpur
Canal Colony sent a large num-
ber of horses and humungous
quantities of r ations to the
Arm y. The Raj would ensnare
young people into joining the
arm y by showering e x-ser vice-
men with large s wathes of fer-
tile land. Sethi isn•t sure what
form his research will tak e at
this point , but giv en the f asci-
nating his tor y of these colonies,
his journe y through them could
mak e for a f ascinating read.

� HARRISON FORD TO
DRIVE BOOK SALES 
This April, Random House India
is all set to ha ve a winner on its
hands with the release of The
Cure: How a Father Raised $100
Million „ and Bucked the Med-
ical Establishment „ in a Quest
to Save his Children by Pulitzer
Prize- winning journalis t Geeta
Anand. The book has been
made into the Harrison F ord-
starrer , Extraordinary Mea-

sures, which is receiving r ave
re vie ws. Incidentally , this is the
firs t mo vie after Star Wars:
Episode VI: Return of the Jedi, in
which F ord• s name does not
appear firs t in the credits. It• s a
true s tor y of a couple who tr y
to find a w ay out for their
Pompe disease-afflic ted child-
ren. The r are muscular disease
is mos t often f atal. Anand almos t
burs t into tears when she firs t
saw the children in 2001, then
aged four and three. After a
long s truggle b y their parents,
John and Aileen Cro wle y, the
children w ere able to receiv e
some treatment. Their cardiac
health has impro ved „ but the y
are s till on v entilators . So com-
pelling w as their s tor y that
Anand w as approached b y

Michael Shamberg (who prod-
uced Erin Brockovich and Pulp
Fiction ) when she w as barely 
20 pages into her book . 

� POETIC JUSTICE AT
LAST AT OXFORD?
A new chapter is all set to open at
Oxford this y ear, with an entirely
new system of v oting in place for
the pres tigious pos t of professor
of poetr y. Earlier this w eek, nomi-
nations for the pos t w ere opened,
clearing the w ay for the process
of filling up the chair , which has
been lying unoccupied since Ma y
2009. Last  year, Ruth Padel, the
great-great-gr anddaughter of
Charles Darwin became the firs t
woman in 301 years to be elec ted
to the pres tigious position, de-

feating Indian bard Ar vind Krishna
Mehrotr a by 168 votes. She had to
quit within da ys of being elec ted,
after admitting that she• d passed
on information on a 2 7-year-old
sexual har assment case agains t
Nobel laureate Dereck W alcott ,
another contender for the chair ,
to tw o journalis ts. Walcott had
backed out during the run-up to
the v ote, saying it had •degener-
ated into a lo w and degr ading
attempt at char acter ass assina-
tionŽ. He has since been appoin-
ted professor of poetr y at Essex.
Follo wing the fr acas, Oxford dons
went into a •period of reflec tionŽ,
and changed the v oting system.
Voting for the pos t has finally en-
tered cyberspace „ and O xford
gr ads can no w vote o ver of da ys
instead of one appointed da y.

WHISPER 
WORDS
By Neha Tara Mehta

Q. What is Nann y•s proper
name ? 

If y ou te xt the correc t ans wer to this, and are one of the
50 early birds, a P enguin Books prize hamper w orth Rs
500 will be y ours. Type MT W <space> and the letter that

indicates the correc t ans wer, and send y our SMS to 52424.
You will get a call if y ou•re one of the lucky winners.
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UP FOR GRABS 
50 

DREAMS IN 
PRUSSIAN BLUE
BY PARITOSH UTTAM 
Penguin; Rs 150

a) Nalini b) Anita
c) Naina d) Meer a

An IIT techie
who has the
write hobby

Impossible is nothing. Y ou
jus t ha ve to w ant it badly
enough. Pune-based techie
Paritosh Uttam, an IIT Chen-
nai alumnus hasn•t let a full-
time job for the las t ten
years k eep him a w ay from
his firs t lo ve „ writing. He
has been churning out 300-
400 w ords per da y since
2003. •When I realised that
nothing giv es me more
pleasure than writing, I
started setting time aside
for it ,Ž says Uttam. Dreams
in Prussian Blue is the
Triv andrum-born UPite• s
second no vel „ and the firs t
to see the light of the da y.
He had the firs t dr aft of the
no vel ready in six months . 

• As a kid I wrote some
humourous pieces. But
slo wly , I steered to realis t
fic tion based on human
relationshipsŽ. His maiden
published no vel co vers the
highs and the heartbreaks
of tw o students who drop
out of Art School and begin
a liv e-in relationship,
belie ving in the po wer of
their dreams. 

Uttam sa ys the book looks
at •contempor ar y lifeŽ. A t
33, he sa ys, he is ideally
placed betw een tw o gener-
ations which are poles apart
„ and this giv es him the
insight to write on an
uncon ventional relation-
ship. But no, he hasn•t flirted
with a liv e-in relationship
himself , and is happily mar-
ried to someone his parents
selec ted for him.  

„  Saumya Pant

By Paritosh Uttam

A BRUSHWITH 
DOOMED LOVE

Man y a struggling artis t dreams of achie ving M.F . Husain•s iconic s tatus but only a selec t fe w can do so, and this leads to hea rtbreaks

A
clammy hand
clutched at her
heart. F eeling her
knees buckle
under her , she had
a strong urge to sit

down. She went back inside
the café and closed the door
to shut out the noise. • A re
you coming here or not,
Michael?•

•Where?•
•Zaks•!• she exploded. She could

not help it if Mr Roy heard her .
She had to make sure Michael
heard her . 

•Do I have to, Nanny? I just got
this great idea. That series of paint-
ings I was telling„•

•You can •t come to meet Mr Roy ,
the manager of the art gallery ,
because you were struck with a stu-
pid idea about that stupid series?
Here I am, leaving my work , arrang-
ing this meeting and both of us
waiting like idiots, waiting and
waiting and„•

•Can•t you put this off until
tomorrow?•

•Listen, Michael, this is serious.
This is your best chance to do what
you want and also earn something
to help me . . . us. If you waste this,
it •s all over .•

•What •s all over?•
•Everything . Between us.•
•Nanny?•
•Five minutes. That •s all. If not, it •s

all over . I kid you not.•
Naina returned to the table. Mr

Roy looked at his empty plate and
cup. He had to be stone deaf to
have not heard her side of the
exchange.

•Five minutes more, Mr Roy .
Final.•

They waited, like chess oppo-
nents pondering the next move,
but the strain got to her .

•He . . . Michael has this artistic
temperament, you know . Some-
times he does not realise what is
good for him.•

Mr Roy spoke after such a long
pause that it took Naina a second

to realise he was replying to her
statement. • Allow me to offer you
a bit of advice, Miss T rivedi. I
used to be an artist in my younger
days and I deal with artists all the
time. Having an artistic tempera-
ment is fine but it is better to
keep that temperament hidden
when one is starting out. I too
learnt that the hard way . Later , of
course, when you are famous, the
bigger the temperament, the bet-
ter . You can walk around barefoot
and that will only make news and
sell more paintings.•

Naina could only shake her head
in agreement. It was difficult to
talk after that, with Mr Roy look-
ing at his watch with the concen-
tration of a timekeeper in a quiz
show . Even if she were optimistic
enough to assume Michael had
started from home, five minutes
were not enough to reach Zaks•.
But she could hardly have asked
Mr Roy to wait longer .

•I think we should call for the
cheque,• he said with a finality that
brooked no argument. He caught
the attention of the waiter and ges-
tured for the bill.

During the day , he either slept or
stared at the ceiling . At night, he
was a different person. When he
went into his studio, he crossed
the threshold a transformed man.
His movements became quick and
organised. He knew what to do.
He had a chair facing the canvas
on the easel a few feet away . When
he considered his ideas, he sat on
the chair and stared at the unfin-
ished painting with great inten-
sity , as if he would make the
remaining colours appear directly
on the canvas without touching a
brush. Then, when he was clear in
his mind, he went up to the easel
and launched into his brush-
strokes, like his own movements,

brisk and confident.
This was the moment Naina loved

to watch, quietly , from the back ,
Michael engrossed in his work with
all his heart in it and lost to every-
thing outside. And the little satis-
fied smile that broke out on his face
at the end of a satisfying session. 

But she could not watch him all
night long because she had to stay
up in the day . After some time she
quietly withdrew , closed the door
and went to bed, without Michael
even aware that she was watching .
He joined her in bed early morning
after a long and elaborate ritual of
cleaning the brushes, the palette
and finally , himself. Some days,
when he was not too tired, she
would wake up to a session of love-
making that lasted until the milk-
man •s cries were heard at the
neighbour•s.

(This concludes our series of
excerpts from Penguin India •s 

latest imprint, Metro Reads )


