
On the 28th of September it was, that 
Professor Jaidev breathed his last. He 
was not even 52 then. From his face 
and chiseled features, he looked older, 
but not from his slim and agile body, 
that showed him younger than his 
age. Between his body and face, there 
was a pleasant paradox, fascinating, 
indeed. That underneath this 
paradox, a malignancy was building 
up, he himself did not know. Why he, 
who could turn literary texts upside/ 
down, inside/ outside,. to draw their 
inner-most meanings, could not know 
what threatened him mortally from 
within the very text of his body,looks 
baffling. He, himself, must have felt 
baffled when, lying inert on his 
sickbed, he would fail to recognize 
ven his intimate friends, only to stare e 'd . t the blank VOl . 

m ~nswer to all thi~ lie~ partl_r 
h s with Dr PankaJ K. Smgh, his 

per ap and friend. "A walking 
colleague . l'brarY on the move," 

Y
clopedia, I . . enc rnbers him w1 th a 

is hoW she .re:: eyes. His students, 
wistful look In . ds and even fnen . colleagues, }lim so, without 
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why they would rush to him with 
their problems, no matter where he 
was, at his place, in the Department, 
the library or outside on the road for 
evening walk. The problems with 
which others rushed to him did not 
distract him at all from his own 
academic engagement, howsoever 
time consuming it would otherwise 
be. Rather than a person requiring 
time for his own self, he felt himself a 
relentless vehicle for rendering help 
to others. 

Remarkably enough, the claim that 
others lay upon his time and energy 
did not impair the quality of his own 
work. To rub the truth of every 
insight, observation or evaluation 
against the grain was his forte . I 
vividly remember the time I first carne 
to his Department to conduct a viva. 
At that time, he was a Fellow in the 
Institute, where he remained for two 
and a half years from 1st of March 
1989 to 30th of November 1991. Such 
was his overwhelming engagement in 
the project on Pastiche in the Indian 
life, culture and literature that during 
the night also, he would stay on in his 
study in the Institute itself. Though I 

was provided a room in the 
Guesthouse, it was an experience to 
sit with him in his study for almost 
the whole night. In the course of our 
night-long discussion, he put forth the 
ex~speration he had to undergo while 
usmg the word 'intertextual' about 
writings, appearing to be so without 
reckoning with intertextuality in the 
essential sense of the word. After a lot 
of deliberation, we carne to the view 
that for such writings, an appropriate 
term could b e w ith a hyphen in 
between. At this he felt relieved as if 
a riddle, so far defying resolution, had 
after all been resolved to h is 
satisfaction. It was this far-ranging 
discussion that impelled him to 
mention my name among those from 
whom he had gained in the writing 
of his book. This was a gesture of 
generosity on his part, for which I am 
ever beholden to him. 

After I joined the Institute as a 
Fellow, we got very close to each 
other. Once a week to go to his place, 
became almost a norm with me. After 
hours of discussion in his study, we 
would go for a walk, mostly toward 
Boileauganj from where his wife and 

cquaintances kneW . znind. That is a d bt in their 
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