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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurIn an unnamed town Jugnu and his lover Chanda have disappeared. Rumours abound
in the close-knit Pakistani community, and then on a snow-covered January morning Chanda's brothers are
arrested for murder. Telling the story of the next twelve months, Maps for Lost Lovers opens the heart of a
family at the crossroads of culture, community, nationality and religion, and expressestheir painin a
language that is arrestingly poetic. Thisis adeeply pastoral novel, tied to the seasons and resonating with
birdsong . . . Like Aslam, | was heartbroken when the dense, dark tapestry was finished.' Independent on
Sunday'Despite the violence that lies at the heart of the novel, it isa celebration of love and life. Sights and
sounds, smells and colours are not so much vivid backdrops for the narrative as structural, mood- and
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texture-enhancing partsof it . . . Thisisthat rare sort of book that gives a voice to those voices that are
seldom heard.' Observer.co.ukMaps for Lost Loversis a stunningly brave and searingly brutal novel charting
ayear in the life of aworking class community from the subcontinent--a group described by author Nadeem
Aslam as "Pakistani, Bangladeshi, Indian and Sri Lankans living in anorthern town". The older residents,
who have left their homelands for the riches of England, have communally dubbed it Dasht-e-Tanhaii, which
roughly translates as "the wilderness of solitude" or "the desert of loneliness'. As the seasons change, from
thefirst crystal flakes of snow that melt into "amonsoon raindrop”, we slowly learn the fate of Jugnu and
Chanda, a couple whose disappearance is rumoured to have been aresult of their fatal decision to livein sin
in acommunity where the phrase holds true meaning. This uncompromisingly honest--and often
uncomfortable to read--story is told through the eyes of Jugnu's brother's family who live next door. Shamas
isdirector of the loca Community Relations Council; aliberal, educated man he still mourns the passing of
communism and yearns for passion in hislater years. His wife Kaukub, daughter of a Pakistani cleric, isalso
in mourning for the passing of her devout Muslim upbringing and is forced to watch her three children turn
"native". Shetriesincreasingly desperate measures to turn them back to Islam. Pakistani-born Nadeem
Asdslam skilfully intertwines myths and legends with a harsh, modern reality. Tragic sub-plots of Romeo-and-
Juliet proportions abound. And while some of the extended descriptive passages sit uneasily on the page and,
towards the end, several rants against Islam forced through the mouths of characters become thinly-veiled
lectures, nevertheless Maps for Lost Loversis an epic work and an important milestone in British literature
that deservesto be widely read by all multicultural societies seeking mutual tolerance and understanding. --
Carey GreenExtraitThe Night of the Great Peacock M othsShamas stands in the open door and watches the

earth, the magnet that it is, pulling snowflakes out of the sky towards itself. With their deliberate, almost-
impaired pace, they fall like feathers sinking in water. The snowstorm has rinsed the air of the incense that
drifts into the houses from the nearby lake with the xylophone jetty, but it is there even when absent,
drawing attention to its own disappearance.This is the first snow of the season and the neighbourhoods
children will be on the slopes all day today, burning candles to heat the runners of toboggans to make them
slip with increased fluency, daring each other to lick the frozen spikes of the railings around the church and
those around the mosque, smuggling cheese-graters out of the kitchens to refine the symmetry of the
snowmen they will build, oblivious to the cold because everything is a sublime adventure at that age; an
oyster tolerates the pearl embedded in its flesh, and so the pebbles on the |ake shore dont seem to pain the
soles of the childrens bare feet.An icicle breaks off from above and drops like aradiant dagger towards
Shamas, shattering on the stone step he is standing on, turning into white powder the way a crystal of sugar
loses its transparency when crushed. With a movement of his foot, Shamas sends this temporary debrisinto
the snow-covered front garden where in May and June there will be rosebuds the size and solidity of
strawberries, into the corner where one of his children had buried a dead finch many years ago, not allowing
anyone to set foot on that spot afterwards lest the delicate bones crack under the weight, the tiny skull as
fragile as the eggshell within which it had formed the previous spring.The house is on a street that runs along
the base of a hill. This street islinked by a side-street to a shelf-like road higher up the hill and, in late
summer, when the abundant dropped fruit of the wild cherry trees gets trodden on, the footpaths up there are
stained with red and dark-blue smears.In the mornings the adol escents from down here can be seen keep- ing
an eye on the elevated road for the bus that takes them to school, eating breakfast on the doorstep if the
parents and the weather permit it, racing up the side-street when they glimpse the vanilla-and-green vehicle
coming between the cherry treesup there between the gaps in the trunks where a small figure is walking
through the snow now. Fishing for carp one night, Shamass younger son had catapulted into the lake a mass
of flowers from those trees, hoping they would prove an alternative to the expensive hyacinths which drew
the fish to the surface within moments, but the cherry blossom was afailure, as were the dandelions that it
up the dark water the following night with a hundred vivid suns; perfume was the key and only the clusters
of lilac were a success but their season was soon gone.According to the children, the lakeas dazzling as a
mirror and shaped like the letter Xwas created in the early days of the earth when atowering giant fell out of
the sky; and heis still there, till alive, the regu- lar ebb and flow of the tides being the gentle rhythm of his
heart still beating, the crashing waves of October his convulsive attempts to free himself. Just inside the
waters margin the stones are covered in tufts of wet moss, bringing to mind the broken pulp of a squeezed
lemon, and to stand up to the waist in the calm summer water is to become two- headed like the jacks and
gueens on playing cards, right side up either way. On the shore the winds rush from every direction during
the win- ter months to twist themselves around the body like a sari, and he remembers one of his children



saying that his biology teacher dis- patched a pair of boys with cellophane bags to the |ake whenever she
needed a frog for dissection. Very occasionally in the past, the lake has frozen over and then the children
have walked on it, pretending to be Jesus.Even though it is not yet daybreak, the dawn-like translucence of
the fallen snow enables him to see clearly the person walking on the road up there, and he decidesthat it is
someone on hisway to the mosque for the days first prayer.Or it could be Queen Elizabeth 11. Shamas
smiles, in spite of himself. Once, marvelling at the prosperity of England, a visitor from Pakistan had
remarked that it was almost as though the Queen disguised herself every night and went out into the streets
of her country to find out personally what her subjects most needed and desired in life, so she could arrange
for their wishes to come true the next day; it was what the caliph Harun al-Rashid was said to have done
according to the tales of the Thousand and One Nights, with the result that his perfumed Baghdad became
the most easeful and prosperous place imaginabl e.Perspective tricks the eyes and makes the snowflakes
falling in the far distance appear as though they are falling slower than those nearby, and he stands in the
open door with an arm stretched out to receive the small light pieces on his hand. A habit asold as his arrival
in this country; he has always greeted the seasons first snow in this manner, the flakes losing their whiteness
on the palm of his hand to become clear wafers of ice before melting to watercrystals of snow transformed
into a monsoon raindrop. Among the innumerabl e other losses, to come to England was to lose a season,
because, in the part of Pakistan that he is from, there are five seasons in ayear, not four, the schoolchildren
learning their names and sequence through classroom chants: Mausam-e-Sarma, Bahar, Mausam-e-Garma,
Barsat, Khizan. Winter, Spring, Summer, Monsoon, Autumn.The snow falls and, yes, the hand stretched into
the flakes path is a hand asking back a season now lost.The person on the hill isindeed a woman and,
whoever sheis, she has left the high shelf of the road and is coming down the side-street towards him, one
arm carrying an umbrella, the other steadying her descent by holding on to the field maples growing at
regular intervals along the edges of the inclining street. With that umbrella sheis ariddle personified: the
solution being a foetus attached to a placenta by the umbilical cord. She would soon be near and would no
doubt consider him lacking good judgement: a man of amost sixty-five years standing here with his hand
thrust into the path of the snowand so he withdraws into the house. The front door opens directly into the
kitchen. One blue, one strawberry pink, one the yellow of certain Leningrad exteriors. these were the colours
of the three rooms in the olive-green house in Sohni Dhartithe small place in Pakistan where he was born
and had lived permanently until his mid-twentiesand afew years ago, by mixing ground-up chalk and rabbit-
skin glue with the appropriate pigments, he had painted the rooms in this house with those three colours,
surprising himself by reproducing the three shades precisely. Its aimost as though when he stood facing a
corner as a child during a game of hide-and-seek, it was for the sole purpose of committing its colour to
memory, to be able to conjure it up in the years of exile and banishment.During the school holidays he
would approach the bookcase in the pink room and stand before it, his hand alighting on this or that volume
with the arbitrariness of a moth, half deciding on something before dliding it back in place and moving on, as
though experimenting with the keys of a piano, all briefly opened books eager to engage his eye, each
flickeringly glimpsed paragraph enticing him hurriedly with its secret, and having made his choice he would
drift through the house in search of the coolest spot to read through the long summer afternoons that had a
touch of eternity to them, altering the arrangement of his limbs as much for comfort as for the fear that his
undisturbed shadow would leave a stain on the wall. There is someone at the door. Three informal taps are
given on the glass panel instead of the doorbell being pressed, the bell that has alittle amber light burning in
it, the moths dancing around it al through the sum- mer nights. As though he has sucked too hard through a
paper straw and flattened it shut, he inhales but cannot find his breath, his chest solidifying into heavy stone,
in terror. Who could it be? However enriched with light this hour isthis pause between night and dayit is still
too early for acall not to be out of the ordinary. But he is aware that he would have reacted similarly had it
been the middle of the day, imprisoned as he has been in a shadowy area between sleep and waking for
almost five monthsever since his younger brother, Jugnu, and his girlfriend, Chanda, vanished from their
house next door.Almost five months of not knowing when time would stir again and in which direction it
would move, tip him into darkness or deliver him into light.He doesnt know what to do about the
knock.There it is again, the knock, the sound of finger-bone on glass, louder thistime, but heisin a
paralysed trance, his skull full of moths. Garden Tiger. Cinnabar. Early Thorn. Nail Mark. He loves the
names of moths that Jugnu taught him. Ghost Moth.The sound of the doorbell runs through him like an
electric current, jolting him out of hisfunk.l am sorry to trouble you this early, Shamas. . . Good morning.
But my father has had to spend the entire night on the floor because | cant lift him back into his bed. It is



Kiranaray of light. Could you please come with me for afew minutes, please. She indicates the direction of
her house with aturn of her headup the sloping side-street with its twenty maples, and then along the high
road with the cherry trees where he had seen her earlier without recognizing her.He opens the door wider for
her to step inside, handfuls of snow on a gust of wind rushing in inquisitively either side of her and then past
him into the house, sticking softly to the linoleum in whose pattern of ivory-and-green roses a peeled almond
is hard to find once it has slipped out of the fingers, or out of which, as though one of the green roses has
shed a petal, amint or coriander leaf curling at the edges strangely appears when the floor is swept at the end
of the day, having lain undetected against the pattern since lunch.Y ou should have telephoned, Kiran.She
doesnt enter the houseuneasy no doubt about encountering Shamass wife, Kaukab. Kiran isa Sikh and had
three decades ago wanted to marry Kaukabs brother, a Muslim. The two were in love. He was a migrant
worker herein England, and when during a visit to Pakistan he told his family of hisintentions of marrying
Kiran, they were appalled and refused to alow him to return to England. Kiran boarded a plane in London
and arrived at Karachi airport to be with him, but her telegram had been intercepted by the young mans older
brother who was wait- ing at the airport to tell her to take the next flight back to England, any reunionor
unionbetween his brother and her an impossibility. A marriage was hastily arranged for him within the next
few days.Shamas asks her to step in now. Come in out of therain, | mean, snow, while | put on my
Weéllingtons. Kaukab is still in bed. Thisis anarrow house where all the doors disappear into the walls,
except for the two that give on to the outside world at the front and back, and he slides open the space under
the stairs to look for the shoes, stored somewhere here amid al the clutter at the end of last winter. There are
fishing rods leaning like stick-insectsin the corner. Soft cages for her feet, thereisapair of jellied sandals
that had belonged to his daughter, lying one in front of the other as though he has surprised them in the act
of taking a step, the straps spiralling like apple peel.l apologize again for having troubled you so early. | was
hoping one of your sons would be visiting, and | would bring him with me.All three children are far away,
the boys and the girl, he says as he rummages. There is alobster buoy from Maine, USA, that isused asa
doorstopper at the back of the house on hot mornings, to let in the sun and the trickling song of the stream
which runs beside the narrow lane there; the stream that is more stones than water as the summer advances
but a great catcher of pollen nevertheless, the stones white as chalk in the sun, black underwater. During
autumn the speed of the water is so great that you fear your foot would be instantly sliced off at the ankle if
you stepped into it.Outside, as he walks behind Kiran in that below-zero monsoon, there are gentle
skirmishes between the falling snowflakes now that the wind has risen alittle. Two sets of Kirans footprints
lie before him as he follows her to her house. Each perfect cylinder punched into the deep snow has at its
base a thin sheet of packed ice through which the dry leaves of the field maples can be seen as though seal ed
behind glass. They are asintricate as the gold jewellery from the Subcontinenttreasures buried under the
snow till arainy day.Planted between two field maples on the slope, the telephone pole has had several of its
wires broken during the night, and, encased in thick cylinders of ice, they lie snapped like candlesin the
snow. The chilled air is as keen as a needle on the skin and the incline is forcing him to take a hummingbirds
300 breaths per minute. A frozen buried clump of grass breaks under his weight and the cracking sound is
the sound that Kaukab produces when she halves and quarters cinnamon sticks in the kitchen.



