Men Vegetate, women on sale

Nutpurwa’s Case

In a country that for centuries has witnessed a patriarchal, male-dominated society, the village of Nutpurwa is a case sui generis.

Here without fail, the head of the family are women. The reasons. The village has a 300 year history of prostitution as the only ‘profession’. It is flesh that fills the bread baskets here.

History is witness to the fact that the procession of a specific sect is determined by the ancestral past. On the same pattern, is the ‘Nut’ caste, further ramified into 12 sub-castes. ‘Julela’ one of them, ‘inherited’ prostitution as their means of livelihood. 

The village is situated some 70 km from Lucknow in Hardoi district, 10 km. away from Lalpur. Here, father, mother, brothers and other close kins of the family dump their daughters and sisters into the callous practice. But if the girl happens to be the bride of the family, then it’s a different case altogether. For she is treated with all respect and only when that she had daughter that the nefarious cycle continues further.

The village is surrounded by the upper cast denizens. It is these high-born men that keep this malpractice alive. Also, Nutpurwa being similar to just any other village, the kids being comparatively beautiful than expected, is a mute testimony to the collusion maintained by these men with the village.

There are women with as many as eight children. These kids live in complete anonymity and insecurity. The reason are quite obvious. Each one of them born from the same mother but with different fathers, without the exact knowledge of the same.

The fact that the families hardly have any consolidated land holdings, further aggravates the situation. The men of their family act as pimps for their own daughters and sisters and themselves vegetate throughout their life, without doing any work.

In Shiela’s case (name changed), her brother, Ramesh used to work as a mechanicand made the ends of the family meet by his own earning. But soon the girl matured, became a part of the flesh trade and Ramesh was now seen roaming here and there, sumptuously dressed, doing nothing what was the need of it NOW!

The men who visit the village are not only concentrated to the near-by villages, but the ‘better-off’ girls have been send to as far as Mumbai and even Dubai in rare cases.

According to sources a lady broker, hailing from Nutpurwa itself deals at such places who regularly maintain the channel between the two places. 

“Few months back, such dealing had come to halt but with girls moving so far and then pouring suck huge amount of money and jewelry on their return, the cycle has resumed for more worse” tells a resident of the village.

It is only money that speaks here. Girls as young as 13 years are made venal and remain ‘in demand’ till the age of 50. Then the women sans their heyday, live a life of complete penury, negligence and disgrace.

They are hardly left with any saving, most of which goes in to the growing up of their children or enjoyed by the male members of the family, these older women have no other choice but to give to begging for their bare survival.

The practice of prostitution has also become a reason for the look-down-upon attitude of the other people for the inhabitants of the village. “If ever we come across any acquaintance in any common place, we have to lie glibly that we were just passing by the village”, says a resident who wish to remain anonymous.

Equally derisive is the situation that the only the daughters and sisters of the family are put into the trade but not the newly wed bride, who lives her life with full dignity.

Marriages are a strange name for most of these sex workers. And the fact that if they give birth to four sons, they have added yet another four pimps in the village presents an even more tenebrous image.

In recent past however, some welcome changes were observed. Some of the boys who got a chance to drift to the nearby villages, got educated and are of the implications of the malpractice, were successful in bringing out at least their families from the trade.

Two such names are Guddu and Nilkamal, brothers by relation. Guddu is currently working in Asha Ashram at Lalpur and Nilkamal, staying in Nutpurwa itself, looks after the primary school being run by ‘Asha’ and is working diligently for the possible rehabilitation of the sex-workers-task that appears Herculean. 

“There have been a couple of instances when the pimps of the village tried to intimidate me of dire consequences, if I continue with my efforts” shares Nilkamal. “I have told them honestly that if it satisfies them, they can kill me but as long as I am in village, no one can stop me with my endeavor” he later adds.

On the positive side, there are now about 40 per cent families, already earning their living by alternative means live working as agricultural labourers, etc. There exists now a clear marked boundary in the village after which begins the ‘Unsafe Zone’. 

The same village that one may have come across, on the way to some place, is a different place altogether after Sunset. It is time for the women to dress up to woo their customers, appear good, satisfy them, in return of their dignity and integrity. Once the crowd sets in, the seen that appears in much within their limits of our imagination.

The women, most of them, if not all, feel that their life is a complete hell and that they had had enough. Given a chance they will give up their present occupation for any other work in return. “We hardly feel that we are actually living” tells one of the prostitute. On asking if they would go for some alternative, constructive work, the replies in maximum cases was in the affirmative.

Responsible parents of the other, better-half of the village, marry their daughters to far-off villages to ensure their safety and so at least she and the generations to follow, lives a life with complete dignity.

Also, villagers are now willing to become volunteers to take the responsibility of the marriage of the village girls rather engage her in such lewd practice.

One such commendable case was that of Ashok, whose two elder sisters were sex-workers and it was only because of them that he could afford to move to town to study. On his return, aware of the need for change, he married his third younger sister, which in itself was an epoch making event for the village.

The marriage of her sister was the very first marriage in the village history. Gradually, he even convinced his elder sisters to discontinue with the sex work and get married in the village itself.

Equally welcome are a few steps underway, soon to be taken by ‘Asha’. These plans included the holds of an AIDS awareness workshop in the village to be followed by a workshop for the deliberation on self-employment of the women through alternative means.

Such efforts can only put these women, currently ‘on sale’, out of the ‘object’ category, objects to be enjoyed by one part of the society and that fulfills the need of the other part, the men and their own children, that is. 

The Door says it all…

In a village where the means of livelihood is flesh-trade, its impact has trickled down to the extent of affecting the construction of the houses of the place.

Drifting from the normal, the doors of each house are build too high. The reasons are attributed to the ‘class’ of the customers that crowd-in. The village is surrounded by the high-born men and for the reason that they do not have the trouble in bending while entering the houses, the doors are build so high. Completely

Anonymous childhood.
Meet these innocent kids who are in no way different from the ones we see everyday here and there- same innocent faces, bright eyes filled with innumerable dreams. BUT there is one difference. A difference irretrievable.

These children do not recognize their father and so unaware of their right parentage. Experiences reveal that at times, if they come across the one who is their father in reality, there comes a completely connive response in return. These men fail to accept them as their children.

How can they! For whatever the facts, children are born and duly accepted, that come after a legal marriage from the innocent women, wives in this case, who stays at home, while these lascivious men are satisfying their baser instincts.

Can this anonymous childhood be an assurance of secured citizens of tomorrow?

Gone are those days… 

One wonders what is the plight of the sex-workers who have passed their years when they were ‘In demand’. Their own children, when they grow-up, do not respect them. The other better-half of the village, already outside the trade, look down upon them. The general psyche of the inhabitants is that, whatever their own past, if today they have moved ahead of it, how can they maintain any contacts with these ‘Prostitutes’. These women are hardly left with any money in their older years as whatever money came, went into the single handed up bringing of their kids, whose number varies anything between, 2 to 89 or fulfilling the whims of the men of the same village, men in the form of brothers, fathers and uncles. Left with no other option, they fill their breadbasket inuring to beggary, lying completely on the mercy of the same people of which they were an inextricable part… once. 

The report and the response

July 3, 2002, a report highlighting the background of the Nutpurwa was published in The Hindustan Times and to ones surprise, the District Magistrate (Hardoi) and the Superintendent of Police (Hardoi) were completely unaware of neither the place, nor the practice.

Certainly how could they have done anything about it when they were unaware of the fact!

And with the publication of the report, the authorities assured of the initiation of immediate appropriate action.

More than five months have elapsed still the action remains what it was then- just an assurance!

Gender Development Index.
Gender Development Index, (GDI), which adjusts the measure of average Human Development to take account of gender disparities, show a value of only 0.41 for India. This is 25 per cent lower than the average for the developing countries. 

