Literature CA.T 2 Creative Response

“A Passage to India”
STATEMENT OF INTENTION

Adela Quested is a naive, conservative, very British young woman. Dr. Aziz is a respected,
well mannered, equally pairiotic Indian. In Forster's “A Passage To India”, tragedy resulis
from Adela and Aziz’s desire to learn about each others cultures. This problem culminates
in the courtroom scene, leaving Aziz and Adela very bitter about ways of the British.

Due to the social inhibitions of both cultures, Forster was limited in the range of emotions
that his characters could credibly display in public.  This left some of the opinions of the
characters unspoken. The basis of my C.A.T is chapter twenty four, and it is my intention
to use the media as a tool to express some of these questions and showcase the emotions
and feclings of Aziz and Adela as they come to terms with the consequences of the
courtroom scene. Forster’s novel will resume at chapter twenty five. The role of media in
society is very controversial, because intrusive reporters often provoke impulsive and
uncharacteristic reactions. As well as demonstrating the differences in Indian and British
response to media, I have also aimed to address the differences in Indian and British
behavior by contrasting the restrained, inhibited British with the all embracing patriotic
Indian community as Forster presents them.

I have chosen to include another of Forster's characters, Mr. Fielding. Mr. Fielding is
difficult character to understand. He is Brifish by birth, but by nature he is humanitarian.
In a sense he has the empathy and compassion of the Indians, and the ethic and duty of the
Brtish. In "Passage to India", it is Ficlding who eventually removes Adela from the
courtroom scene. In my piece, I have chosen to do the same, but I have attempted to
highlight the Indian side of his nature. In doing this, I also hope to re-inforce the idea of
Adela being ostracized from her race, as it is Fielding's Indian tendencies that lead him to
rescue her.

In "Passage to India", Forster uses his descriptive prose to paint a picture of India using
sounds, smells and sights. In my piece, I have attempted to mirror this, focusing very
much on the sensual aspect of Forster's style. I have attempted to simulate Forster’s use of
metaphor, focusing in particular on the symbolic echo’s and circles so prevalent in “A
Passage to India”. I have also adopted Forster's use of the Indian vernacular, in an effort to
catch the character and intonation of Aziz's speech.

In effect this picce aims to echo Forster's opinion concerning the question of friendship
and harmony between the two cultures - “No, not here ... No, not yet.”




Literature Creative CA. T

The story is being picked up just after the court room scene as Adela and Aziz
make their way out of the court ..... ’

Perhaps to a native, the sight of hoards of chanting, untamed Indians crowding the
courthouse doorstep, might not be particularly extraordinary. But to Adela Quested,
who was not used to the unrestrained passions of the East, the vision was horrendous.
The knowledge that their jeeting wrath was directed at her made Adela want to shrink
back into the court. This train of thought was firmly quelled, as she noticed her
countrymen slink out of the building, their slightly flustered expressions becoming
haughty as they noticed her. Mrs Turton, in particular, threw her an appalled look as
she turned away muttering disgustedly to herself. Adela watched them retreat into their
band-gari's, and noticed that in their defeat - as indeed it was as much their loss as hers
- the power and authority that normally surrounded such Europeans in India was
severely lessened. Bitterly she realised for the first time the ficklencss of the British
nature.

Adela was suddenly jolted from her thoughts as she became aware of an
advancing pack of reporters, their immaculate clothing becoming mussed as they jostled
their way towards her. She noticed that their faces were red from the immense heat of
the Tndian summer and the exertion of their passage.  Triumphantly, one vigorously
placed a microphone in her face.

"Janet Daily - Tndian Post’. Miss Quested - Is it true that you have withdrawn
the charges against Dr Aziz?"

"Yes .. yes it is true.” she confessed, forming each syllable carefully, as if her
trouble would diminish if accurately defined.’

"Miss Quested - the departure of Mrs Moore is very controversial. Were you
aware of ..." At the mention of Mrs Moore the crowd noisily resumed its chanting.

"Esmiss Esmoor

Esmiss Esmoor

Esmiss Esmoor ..."

As though satisfied with the commotion she had caused, the reporter continued.

"Miss Quested - If you knew vou were mistaken, why did you continue with the
case?"

"Why, LI dido't know..L.L." Becoming flustered, Adela looked desperately for
a way to escape, only to find herself the centre of a ring of reporters; questions coming
from every angle v

"Miss Quested - What do you ..."

"Miss Quested - How do you explain ...."

"Miss Quested - the readers would like to know ..."

"Miss Quested ..."

"Miss Quested ..."

"Miss Quest .. Esmoor Essmiss Quested Ess ..."
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The sounds all ran into one giant echo in Adela's head, and an overwhelming feeling of
claustrophobia consumed her.

" Please, please just leave me alone., I don't want ..."

Emotionally distraught, Adela ran from the crowd, for once in her life not
caring about the impression that she made. She had to get away from this place, away
from the echo’s. She had to be alone, alone under the vast expanse of the overarching
sky. Alone where she could come to terms with the reality of what happened in the
horrid caves .....
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As soon as Azz stepped through the courtroom door he was surrounded by
masses of excited Indians, beating on drums, ringing bells and making as much noise as
possible.

“Aziz! Aziz! Aziz! Aziz!”

A chant swept through the crowd, echoing around Aziz as it grew louder and
louder. He raised his hands in a victory salute, a seemingly radiant smile on his face.
But the glorious feeling of victory that should have been his eluded him; all that he felt
was an empty ache inside.

“Aziz! Aziz! Aziz! Aziz!”

Startled, Aziz realised that he had been hoisted on to the shoulders of his Indian
counterparts and was being carried through the crowd towards a tight circle of
Furopeans whom he recognised to be reporters.

And in the middle of the reporters was Adela Quested.

Immediately anger rose in his body, yet he could not summon the hatred for her
that rationally he knew he should feel. The sight of her listless body, her confused face,
aroused in him almost a...pity. Pity, because she was not Indian. If she had been an
Indian, things would not be as confusing for her. Aziz pondered this thought for a
moment, unsure of what it meant. The British were a strange race. They claimed to
have high ideals and morals, yet somehow the reality of these always fell short.

If Adela had not admitted to her mistake, morally the British should have hated her; but
by acknowledging the error she had ostracised herself from them forever.

Even knowing this, even knowing the sacrifice that Adela had made, Azz
wanted to go after her, wanted to take her by the shoulders and shake her and demand
an explanation. Yet he could not. As an Indian victim he was required to remain aloof
from his abuser. The compassion that Aziz had briefly felt for her dissipated as his
rage overcame him again.

The crowd surrounding him abruptly became silent. Looking about, he noticed
the reporters making their way towards him, showing no respect for the natives,
pushing and shoving in order to get the best view. One particularly arrogant journalist
jauntily placed her microphone in Aziz's face.

"Janet Daily, Tndian Post’. Dr Aziz, How do you feel about your victory?”
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A sudden rage exploded in Aziz .

"Victory? Victory? This is not victory Miss Daily. 1 have been humiliated; put into a
pungent jail cell not fit for a dog, subjected to the dishonour of having my belongings
sorted through, my integrity has been questioned - and why? Because it was an English
woman's word over mine. Me, poor Aziz who has never done anything to hurt
anybody. This is not victory Miss Daily."

This speech was greeted with a roar of approval from the crowd; even those
who did not hear what Aziz had said cheered, completely believing that everything their
hero would say must be correct. Slightly taken aback, the reporter hesitated a moment
before continuing.

"Dr Aziz, how do you feel towards Adela Quested at present? Why do you
think that she lied?"

Aziz, caught up in the passion of the moment, completely forgot any feeling of pity that
he'd had for Adela.

"That woman - any English woman - I do not wish to discuss. QOnce I believed
it possible for an Indian to be friends with an English, for that ‘secret understanding of
the heart' to overcome the rage of our nations. But what did I ever do to Adela but try
to be her friend? I tried so hard and this is how I am repaid. English women are at the
centre of a circle which we can never be a part of .. we must stand around the edges.”

After this rather long and involved speech, Aziz momentarily paused to take a
breath, noticing as he did the spicy smells of the street bazaars mingled with the sweet
smell of the jasmine flower.

"This is »p country Miss Daily, and I am proud to be an Indian. No British
woman can take that away from me. We Indians have pride."”

The roar of his countrymen pleased Aziz. He looked at the reporter proudly,
jumped down off the shoulders of his fiiend and strode away, head high in the air, with
the crowd behind him.
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Standing unnoticed in the crowded street Adela watched Aziz being
mterviewed. She saw his proud face light up with passion as he yelled and encouraged
the raucous crowd to join in with him. How she wished she was accepted like that.

Then he was gone. Engulfed into the masses of Indians, embraced as a fiiend.

The crowd dispersed, leaving Adela feeling very lost and frightened. As she
turned away, she noticed a solitary English man. She started walking towards him,
holding out her hands, her eyes pleading ... selp me. A wave of relief passed through
her as she recognised him to be Mr Fielding. She saw the distaste in his eyes, but knew
that his British upbringing would not allow him to leave her, no matter how




much he despised her.  She watched him advance and noticed that his stride was
different to the other Furopeans - less rigid, more.. Indian.

Ficlding approached Adela slowly. Looking at her made it all the more clear to him
why he had broken away from the British club.  Although he'd been raised British, it
was a continual wonder to him how he could ever have believed in their integrity. The
Furopeans were so concerned with public image and opinion that they had lost their
heart, their empathy.

He to despised Adela and all that she represented, but he could not leave her alone in
India. She had no where to go, no one to help her.  He silently took her hand and led
her away. It was as if he was an oriental.




