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Abstract— Mahasweta’s Mother of 1084 is written in the backdrop of the Naxalite movement in 
West Bengal between 1967 and 1971. Although it originally started in the North Bengal belt of the 
State, it gradually attracted the best students of the urban areas. During that time the Barasat 
killing of 1970 and the Baranagar killing of 1970-71 showed the ruthless attitude of the 
establishments to the young revolutionaries. In Mother of 1084, Mahasweta through her skilled use 
of satire has exposed to the world how the young men like Brati, Somu and others who lost faith in 
conventional establishments were chased and killed by administration and how such killing went 
unpunished in a democratic country like India. The writers, poets, and intellectuals also remained 
blind to the elimination of thousand and thousand young people, though they raised their voices for 
Bangladesh. Study will be made to analyze how Brati’s death was concealed from appearing in 
newspapers and how Tuli’s engagement party was luxuriously arranged on Brati’s second death 
anniversary. Attempts will also be made to show how Brati’s family members except Sujata led a 
hollow life and how they invited the mastermind behind Brati’s elimination to attend engagement 
party. 
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I. INTRODUCTION 
As a social-activist and conscientious writer Mahasweta Devi uses satire very frequently in Mother of 

1084 to show the readers the prominent gap between what is and what should be. A satire is a weapon for 
a writer to expose and criticize the flaws, vices and follies in individuals, institutions, and establishments 
in a humorous, ironical, ridiculous and exaggerated way for the sake of better life and better governance. 
In A Dictionary of Literary Terms satire is defined as ‘Literature which exhibits or examines vice and 
folly and makes them appear ridiculous or contemptible…it is directed against a person or a type, and it is 
usually morally censorious. It uses laughter to attack its objects, rather than for mere evocation of mirth or 
pleasure.’ In A  Glossary of Literary Terms, ‘Satire can be described as the literary art of diminishing or 
derogating a subject by making it ridiculous and evoking toward it attitude of amusement, contempt, scorn, 
or indignation.’  In Dictionary of Literary Terms & Literary Theory, the function of a satirist is 
described as ‘…a kind of self-appointed guardian of standards, ideals and truth; of moral as well as 
aesthetic values.’ The satirist writes, ‘…to correct, censure and ridicule the follies and vices of society and 
thus to bring contempt and derision upon aberrations from a desirable and civilized norm. Thus satire is a 
kind of protest, a sublimation and refinement of anger and indignation.’ 

 
 Mahasweta’s objective was not to turn her back to the socio-political activities of her contemporary 

society. Unlike so many writers who deliberately remained indifferent to their times, Mahasweta wanted to 
document it in her works. We can quote from Introduction to Mother of 1084 : 
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‘In the 70s, in the Naxalite movement, I saw exemplary integrity, selflessness and the guts to die for a 
cause. I thought I saw history in the making, and decided that as a writer it would be my mission to 
document it. As a writer, I feel a commitment to my times, to mankind and to myself. I did not consider 
the Naxalite movement an isolated happening…In the Naxalite movement I saw only a further extension 
of the movements of the past, especially the Tebhaga, Kakdwip and Telengana uprisings’(xi). The 
disturbed political situations of Bengal – the Barasat killing of eleven young men in 1970 and the planned 
massacres of the more than hundred Naxalites at Baranagar in 1970-71 – contributed to the making of the 
world of her novel, Mother of 1084. Through the world of Mother of 1084 Mahasweta lashes out at ‘The 
adoration of godmen, the euphoria over the Bangladesh war, the fashionable pretences of literary 
radicalism, and scandals, commercial and amorous, constituted for the latter a lifestyle that guaranteed 
their security’(Introduction, xiv). 

 
In Mother of 1084, Mahasweta does not only direct her arrow of satire to the members of 

Chatterjee family, but also to the civil society and several forms of establishments that remain 
exceptionally indifferent to the brutal killings of the young men for their participation in movements 
against oppression and corruption. Mahasweta’s use of satirical note is prominent when we find that Sujata, 
the wife of Dibyanath Chatterjee, was left alone by her mother-in-law and husband when she needed the 
nearest ones most during the acute stage of pregnancy. Moreover, Dibyanath was more interested in seeing 
Sujata recovering her health after each delivery. Dibyanath and Jyoti were so keen to obliterate Brati’s 
memory from the house that Brati’s photograph was removed from the corridor wall and the telephone 
was removed from Sujata-Dibyanath’s bed room to Jyoti’s room. Obviously all these were done at his 
father’s order. Mahasweta’s indignation runs, ‘So, so considerate Jyoti. Her first son, her eldest. 
Dibyanath’s loyal and obedient son. Bini’s generous husband. Suman’s loving father’(5). The young men 
who turned Naxalites were the sworn enemies to the administration. So, they were killed mercilessly. 
Mahasweta writes that when Sujata and different family members were crying for their sons, Dibyanath 
and Jyoti remained completely indifferent to it. They tried to make her understand that the killers in 
society in the forms of businessmen who adulterated the food items, medicines and baby food had every 
right to lead happy life in great material comforts. The leaders who guided the innocent and the dedicated 
party-workers  to face police-atrocity and remained safely in police protection had every right to be 
worshipped as great leaders. The young boys like Brati who lost faith in this rotten and corrupt society 
were threats to establishments and so, the reward for them was death. Mahasweta contemptuously writes, 
‘Death was the sentence reserved for everyone of them, for all those who had rejected a society of 
spineless, opportunist time-servers masquerading as artists, writers and intellectuals’(19). Such 
revolutionaries were punished with death. Anyone could kill them. All people irrespective of class and 
creed had the democratic right to eliminate them who revolted against injustices exercised by the 
establishments. Killing them was as normal as any other normal activity for which sanction from law was 
not required. They were expected to be killed by any weapons – bullets, knives, hatchets, spears etc. They 
could also be killed any time and in any one’s presence. Dibyanath and Jyoti had told Sujata all these. But 
Sujata was not convinced at all. Everybody in Chatterjee family except Sujata was in great peace after 
Brati’s death.  

 
 It was 17 january, 1970, the day for Tuli’s engagement party. It was also Brati’s birthday ( that 
coincidentally was his death day also) but no member in the family remembered that. Even the 
engagement date was not finalized in consultation with Sujata. It was finalized by Swamiji, guru of Mrs 
Kapadia who was Tuli’s would be mother-in-law. Irony was bitter when Sujata came to know that DCDD 
Saroj Pal, the mastermind working behind Brati and his group’s destruction was invited as a special guest 
to the engagement party. It was Saroj Pal who told Sujata about Brati, ‘Misguided youth! Yes, a 

Suraj Punj Journal For Multidisciplinary Research

Volume 9, Issue 5, 2019

ISSN NO: 2394-2886

Page No: 175



cancerous growth on the body of democracy’(29). Brati’s death was natural to the family members. So, as 
Sujata felt later, Brati’s father and brother did not want to go to see Brati for the last time. Rather, they 
were busy to use their high connections to keep the news of Brati’s death out of newspapers. Tuli told 
Sujata, ‘Everybody tries to hush up an incident like the one we had. That’s natural. Brati is dead. You 
must think of the living’(29). Brati, like his mother Sujata, was considered as belonging to the opposition 
in the same family – Dibyanath, Jyoti, Neepa, Tuli and Bini on the one hand, and Sujata and Brati on the 
other hand. What Sujata felt about the members in the family was highly revealing, ‘If Brati drank like 
Jyoti, if he could go about drunk like Neepa’s husband, if he could flirt with the slip of a typist the way 
Brati’s father did, if he could be a master swindler like Tony Kapadia, if he could be as loose as his sister 
Neepa, who lived with a cousin of her husband’s, then they could have accepted Brati as one of them’(30-
31). Sujata’s mother-in-law was such a woman that she considered her son’s infidelity as a sign of virility. 
She was proud that her son was no henpecked husband. 
 
 Chatterjee family was living in the first colony of West Bengal and it developed in an unplanned 
way housing two hundred thousand people. After 1947 more and more people moved in and the extension 
of it gradually devoured the green fields, the marsh , the coconut palm orchard, the cornfields, and the 
marginal villages. As the opposition drew more votes in this locality, the ruling party showed its power of 
democracy by denying a decent road, a health centre, an adequate number of tubewells or a bus route. The 
newly emerged rich classes of the locality did nothing for its developments. Surprisingly, in spite of not 
having the primary amenities, the area appeared abnormally calm and quiet. No one experienced the 
sudden pulling down of shutters to shops and markets. No doors to houses were being suddenly closed. No 
rickshaw pullers, street dogs and pedestrians were running hurriedly to a safe place because of exploding 
bombs, murderous shouts, the moaning of the dying or the merry-making of the triumphant killers. No one 
saw the blood on the street. No mother’s lament on the loss of her son was heard. The slogans on the walls 
were replaced by the new slogans, ‘Live Long, Comrade Mazumdar! Revolutionary Comrade! We’ll never 
forget you! The killers who killed our youth will never be forgiven’(34). Mahasweta writes trenchantly: 
‘Happy and peaceful household are back. Rice is hoarded freely again and sold freely in the blackmarket. 
The cinemas draw crowds day and night. People throng temples where godmen reign, seeking salvation. 
The killers of yesteryear have changed their garb and move about fearlessly in their new identities. A 
chapter has ended. A new chapter of the great saga has begun’ (34). In the afternoon of 17 january, 1970, 
Sujata was sitting in Somu’s house and talking with his mother about their sorrows and sufferings. 
Although she was from affluent family, she found peace of mind in this house only. But the description of 
the house was not inspiring at all, ‘It was a ramshackle house, with moss on the roof, cracked walls 
patched up with cardboard’ (35). Somu’s mother was wearing an old and torn sari. This was Sujata’s 
second visit. During her first visit on 17 january, 1969, after Brati’s death, she received warm welcome. 
But this time Somu’s sister being burnt up in domestic responsibility gave her an angry look and then left 
abruptly. Somu’s mother was weeping constantly and telling Sujata that after Partha’s death his brother 
could not return home in fear of being killed. She asked, ‘Those who died are lost anyway. But those who 
remain alive won’t ever be able to come back home again. What kind of judgement is this, Didi’ (36)? 
Somu’s sister was also complained that she would not get any job as she was linked with Somu. 
 
 Mahasweta very carefully and sharply drew Somu’s father’s character and Brati’s father’s 
character. She developed Somu’s father with sympathy and care, when she developed Dibyanath with 
satire and indignation. Her objective was to show Dibyanath as one filled with hollow and mean ideas 
when compared with Somu’s father. Somu’s father was a poor shop-keeper. He did not have any capital. 
He had a small stall selling exercise books, pencils, and slates. It took him a lot to build this small 
dilapidated house. He remained awake all the night for the safety of Somu and his friends. He also rushed 
to police station to save the young boys from the killers, but with no success, ‘Please, Sir, please come! If 
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you come right now my son may live! Maybe I could take him to hospital. I touch your feet, Sir’(66)! On 
the contrary, Dibyanath never tried to understand Brati. He also never tried to understand his wife. He was 
neither attached nor indifferent to her. Mahasweta satirizes, ‘The way he saw it, a wife had to love, respect 
and obey her husband. A husband was not required to do anything to win his wife’s respect, love and 
loyalty. He had built a house of his own, he kept servants, and that was enough he thought. He never tried 
to make it a secret of his affairs with young girls outside the house. He felt it was within his rights’(45). 
Dibyanath was completely aware of the fact that his children knew everything about his infidelity. But he 
was such a shameless person that he did not feel ashamed of this. He firmly believed that his first three 
children would never protest for his unfaithfulness because he managed to somehow control them. And 
they took it as part of his manliness. When Brati was merely two, Sujata had strongly refused to be a 
mother for the fifth time after this denial Dibyanath’s sex life outside the house became more active. As 
Brati was unlike his other children, he used to call him ‘a milk shop. Mother’s boy. No manliness’(47). 
Mahasweta Devi writes with a heavy heart, ‘The two fathers, Somu’s and Brati’s, lived in the same 
country, but poles apart’ (66). 
 
 During Naxalite periods nobody looked at the newspapers in Chatterjee family because of the news 
about violence. But Sujata read the papers before she left for the bank and found the city of Calcutta 
wrong. The glories of the city- the Maidan, the Victoria Memorial, the Metro cinema, the Gandhi statue, 
the Monument- were there. But the city appearing in newspapers was something new and horrible to her. 
Sujata later read in the papers that the day that brought the news of Brati’s death, everything in Calcutta 
was normal. As usual the rate of gold went high, the banks had transactions of crores and crores of rupees, 
an elephant cub was flown from Dum Dum to Tokyo with Prime Minister’s best wishes for the children in 
Japan, the European film festival was organized in this cultural city, the radical artists, poets, and 
intellectuals in Calcutta demonstrated against barbarities in Vietnam, on Red Road and before the 
American Center on S. N. Banerjee Road. When everything was normal in Calcutta, only it was risky for 
young men like Brati and his friends to move from Bhowanipur to Jadavpur. In Barasat eight young men 
were first strangled and then shot dead before they could leave their locality. In east Calcutta, a group of 
young men had seated on the bloodstained dead young boy who grew up with them in a rickshaw. It was 
escorted with drums and a brass band, dancing alongside, like some god or goddess being taken for 
immersion. But the highly educated and cultured members of the civil society found nothing unnatural in 
such ghastly spectacles. So, they kept their eyes away from such frightening sights. 
 
 Just after a year and three months, the writers, artists, and intellectuals in the city raised their voice 
and extended their support for the cause of Bangladesh. Obviously they were thinking in the right ways 
for the people living in another country, and Sujata must have been wrong as a bereaved mother expecting 
moral support from the civil society. The intellectuals were surely right in remaining blind to the fact that 
people’s movements were restricted in a city like Calcutta. The murderous risks which the young men of 
West Bengal faced was not important to them. Mahasweta’s satire is biting, ‘If they have been important, 
wouldn’t the artists, writers and intellectuals of this legendary city of processions have picked up their 
pens’(50)? She continues bitterly, ‘Somu had twenty-three wounds on his body. Bijit sixteen. Laltu’s 
entrails had been pulled out and wrapped around his body. All this surely could not have smacked of 
barbarity, of bestiality. If it had, then the poets and writers of Calcutta would have spoken of the 
barbarities on this side of the border along with those on that side of the border. Since they didn’t, since 
they could ignore the daily orgy of blood that stained Calcutta and concentrate on the brutal ceremony of 
death beyond the border, their vision must have been flawless. Sujata’s vision was surely wrong. Surely. 
The poets, writers, intellectuals and artists were honoured members of society, recognized spokesmen for 
the country at large. 
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 Who is Sujata? Only a mother. Who are those hundreds of thousands whose hearts, even now, are 
being gnawed by questions? Only mothers’ (50-51). In the Preface to Operation? Bashai Tudu she 
mocks at the contemporary writers, ‘The writers refuse to see the writing on the wall. The conscientious 
reader is turning away from them in revulsion. What can be more surprising than that writers living in a 
country bedevilled with so many problems – social injustice, communal discord and evil customs – should 
fail to find material for their work in their own country and people? Such indifference to people is possible 
probably only in a semi-colonial, semi-feudal country like india, still suffering from the hangover of 
foreign rule’ (xxii). 
 
 So, there was an unwritten but accepted policy of silence everywhere in the state. The Baranagar 
and Kashipur massacres also proved the civil society deaf, dump, and blind. A quiet atmosphere was 
cleverly maintained to give the public impression that life was peaceful. Therefore, when hundreds and 
hundreds young men were brutally killed by the establishments no one felt morally disturbed and agitated. 
Among so many states, only in West Bengal the youth was closely followed, threatened and then finished 
for good. But it was not a serious event. More important events were taking place in some other parts of 
the country and outside the country. The nation, the state , and the luminous personalities all conspired 
together to deny the existence of the youth. This was extremely frightening for mothers like Sujata. 
Nobody found it abnormal. A pretence of normalcy was there in the city of Calcutta. It was just like a 
conspiracy between the establishments and the conscience-keepers of the society. ‘Sujata had felt in the 
marrow of her bones how terrifying, brutal and violent this normalcy was. While the Bratis were being 
killed in the prisons and on the streets, chased relentlessly by the black vans, and being torn to pieces by 
frenzied mobs, the conscience-keepers of society had not a word to say about them. They all maintained 
their silence on this one issue’ (60). What appeared dubious to Sujata was that when the enlightened, 
cultured and large-hearted intellectuals extended their philanthropism to the rest of the world, they 
remained abnormally silent about the merciless killing of the youth nearer home. So, by denying the right 
of the young and energetic men to life, they tried to deny their existence in society. The prisons were 
overflowing with the revolutionaries, but things in everyday life went on normally. No one bothered at all 
about hundreds and hundreds of young men being vanished from the city. It was a terrible experience for a 
mother like Sujata. 
 
 Mahasweta’s description of the real situation is so vivid that it helps us go back to that time and see 
the events clearly. The killers of Somu, Brati, Partha, Bijit and others used to move in day light in that 
locality. They would ask Somu’s sister why Brati’s mother had come to her house. Somu’s mother was 
terrified because her daughter had to return home in the evening from tuition or market. They were 
capable of doing anything. The killers also would tell her to perform her brother’s last rites which would 
have been a great feast for them. Such inhuman creatures were never punished because with the change of 
party in power they also would shift their political affiliation. So, the killers’ heads were always held high 
and the ordinary people would be forced to maintain silence to pretend that peace was there all around. 
Sujata thought, ‘What a city to live in, she thought, where such horrors could take place, and the routine of 
cultural festivals and fairs dedicated to the poet Tagore could continue unaffected’(63). 
 
 In the late afternoon Sujata met Nandini, Brati’s girl friend who was also arrested and tortured in a 
solitary cell. Nandini told Sujata that Brati and his friends were killed because of the betrayal of a friend- 
Anindya. Brati, like an idiot, had trusted him because he was recruited by his friend Nitu. So, Anindya was 
above suspicion and in turn he took the advantage to eliminate the whole group for narrow personal gains. 
Nandini continued to tell Sujata that betrayal was going on even after years of Brati’s death. She asked 
why no one protested when thousands of young men were rotting in prisons, why they were not allowed to 
print a single bulletin, why they were denied the simple facilities of a printing press and newsprint, why no 
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journal prints a news about the doomed youth showing their sympathy for the cause. It was a betrayal- a 
total betrayal. She went on, ‘There are all those who talk for the sake of talking, never realizing even that 
in the process they were betraying us. Why do these poets have to cry their hearts out over Bangladesh in 
the Seventies and go on churning out poems dripping with sentiment? Betrayal’ (78). Nothing had stopped. 
Shootings and arrests had not stopped. Only the newspapers did not write about them. A generation 
between sixteen and twenty-four was brutally destroyed, was being brutally destroyed.  
 
 It was the evening of second death anniversary of Brati, 17 january 1970, when the whole house 
was exceptionally decorated for the engagement party of the youngest daughter, Tuli. Crossing the passage 
Sujata entered the drawing room and then what she saw was highly touched with satirical note, ‘Flowers in 
all the vases. Bright, bright lights. The roses a deep red. Ah, those who had pledged their faith in the red 
roses and the glowing lights had shifted their allegiance long ago. Yet the roses remained as red as ever, 
the lights as bright as ever- Betrayal’ (92)! To her wonder she found that the ambience was perfect for the 
engagement party. All necessary things- forks, spoons, wine glasses, water glasses, napkins, plares, coffee 
cups- were perfectly arranged. Sujata felt, ‘There was no trace of Brati in this, in any of this. In the house 
where Brati grew up, spent his life, it was so difficult to find traces of him anywhere’(92). She noticed that 
there were expensive boxes of sweets like sandesh, rasagollas in earthen bowls, yoghurt. For today’s 
occasion boxes of food were bought from costly and branded restaurant. On the sideboard there were 
sauce, vinegar, mustard, salt, pepper and salad.  
 
 Dibyanath was very soft on Tony, Tuli’s would be husband because like Dibyanath he was a 
worshipper of mother. He never went against his mother as his business was financially assisted by his 
mother. Tony also helped Dibyanath prosper in his business. Tuli was also Dibyanath’s favourite because 
he found his mother in her encouraging him to go with his infidelity. Tuli was first to know his father’s 
extramarital sex and instead of protesting  she would receive the messages from his father’s girl friends to 
pass them to him. Under Tuli’s supervision his father used to wear dresses in the evening. She knew that 
her father used to meet girlfriends on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. To her Dibyanath was a perfect 
model of a virile man and she proclaimed that if she married, she would marry one like her father. She 
considered her elder brother as a meek and coward who was tied firmly to his wife’s apron strings. When 
Jyoti came to know of his father’s unfaithfulness, there was a storm in the house, but Tuli guarded her 
father saying, ‘Dada, it’s easy to condemn Baba. But people who seek such escape have some unhappiness 
in their lives. Like Baba does’(98). 
 
 After having a bath in cold water in January, Sujata got mechanically ready to attend the 
engagement party. She felt waves of sharp pain in her stomach. Body gave warning not to ignore appendix, 
but she did not listen to it. Entering the room she found that the tempo of the party was on the rise 
gradually and everyone was extremely happy. She found that her elder daughter Neepa with a scotch in 
her hand was playing hide and seek with her cousin Balai Dutt who was chasing her with a piece of meat 
on a fork desperately wanting to place it in her mouth. Balai was having sex only with the young girls in 
the family. He started to have it first with his own aunt. He was so clever that he did not have sex with any 
lady outside home. Tony’s sister Nargis who was a devotee to Swamiji and resolved to spread the Swami’s 
great sayings throughout India attired herself in skintight top and trousers of saffron-coloured nylon wool, 
was absolutely in a merry-making mood and talking to someone over her shoulder. She had a glass of 
lemon cordial in her hand. As a mark of devotion, Tony was kissing Tuli in everyone’s presence. Mrs 
Kapadia had a tall scotch in her hand. She told the group listening to her about her Swamiji, ‘He is God 
himself. He is the Almighty. He wants India to have this poverty, so that it knows suffering. When he wills, 
everyone will be rich’(111). 
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 In the engagement party Sujata felt soft on Amit, her son-in-law. Dibyanath had selected Amit for 
Neepa who was eloping with her music teacher. Dibyanath brought her back and married her off to Amit 
within a month. Amit was such a modest person that he never drank before marriage. He started drinking 
only after Neepa began to live with Balai Dutt. Regarding the indicent people like Neepa and Balai Sujata 
thought, ‘The society that Brati and his comrades had tried to exterminate kept thousands starving in order 
to nourish and support these vermin. It was a society that gave the dead the right to live, and denied it to 
the living’(116). To Sujata Mr Kapadia appeared also a vile character, a worthless person. In flawless 
Bengali he told that the country was breaking into several parts because of so many religions, races and 
languages. In India food was not a problem because no food riot was there. In this country peasants were 
rich as they bought radio sets. Lots of people were getting new jobs and so many new houses were coming 
up as people were rich. 
 
 Irony was chilling when Sujata came to know from Bini that a special friend to Tony was waiting 
outside in a black car- DCDD Saroj Pal who was dressed in spotless white. It was irony of fate that the 
police officer who acted as mastermind behind Brati’s elimination was invited as a special guest to the 
engagement party on Brati’s second death anniversary. And Sujata had to go to attend the murderer of her 
dearest child with packet of sweets. Sujata fixed her eyes at him and Saroj Pal also looked at the bereaved 
mother of a doomed child: 
 ‘Bini came forward. 
 Won’t you get down? 
 No. 
 Not even for a minute? 
 No. I’m on Duty. Give my best wishes to Tony and Tuli. 
 Take the packet of sweets, please. 
 Thanks. I’m in a rush. Goodbye. 
 Start. The car roared and left’(126). 
After his departure, Sujata collapsed under the pressure of the moment and died from the burst of appendix. 
There is an oblique hint that Saroj Pal and her family members were partially responsible for Sujata’s 
death. 
 Mahasweta’s graphic presentation of social realism during Naxalite periods through satire, humour, 
wit, irony, sarcasm and ridicule is unique because no other work by any other writer treated the brutality of 
the establishments and the callousness of the intellectuals in such a lively way. Mahasweta’s sole objective 
is not only to show the reality, but also to awaken us from our narrow-mindedness and establishment-
friendly mentality. Her work is really threatening because it ceaselessly hammers on our dead conscience. 
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