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they themselves were not well treated ?

In the heat of her argument she also names 
those who are responsible: "Our bureaucr ats". 
If she were in power , she would turn the 
societal pyr amid upside down. All those who 
were dealing with latrine cleaning would come 
on top. And the bureaucr ats? She would put 
them at the very bottom and shout at them: 
"Eat shit".

Such an expression would never come to the 
lips of the pupils in the state recognised Sulabh 
Public English Medium School of Delhi. Even in 
t he p lay gr ound t he t eacher s dem and 
discipline. Around 200 children, half of whom 
from Scav enger families, stand in rows in their 
light blue school uniforms, ready for morning 
pr ayers: the boys in shirts, shorts or trousers, 
the girls in shirts and skirts. "Like the tulips in 
Amsterdam" says the director .

She is responsible for the education of the 
youngest and the complementary vocational 
tr aining of the young men and women. The 
school has in all twelve classes. "Every one 
needs English, regardless of which profession 
they choose" explains a teacher and asks Jyoti 
to recite in front of the classroom the most 
important articles'of the Indian Constitution.

Six days a week Jyoti and the other pupils learn 
until 1 p.m. all basic subjects including Hindi, 
while their father and mother can work during 
this time. A school bus picks up the Scav enger 
children at home and brings them back: free of 
cost, just like the uniform, the books, the 
stationary and the medical care. "We cannot 
take  care of all India but at least the forty 
children whom we take  in every year will 
through their education hav e a better future 
than their parents."

South west of Delhi the perspectives hav e 
already improv ed. In none of the larger cities 
of the desert state of Rajasthan are any dry 
latrines left. "Because of the political will of the 
Government in Jaipur to terminate this 
pr actice and because we hav e co-oper ated 
since 1983, no one here has to carry 
excre ment since last year” states a local 

Sulabh  worker when we drive into Amritpuri 
Harijan Basti Ghatgate. In this quarter of the 
city of Jaipur live 900 former Scav engers.

In a shack constructed partly in brick sits 
Muke sh in his slippers, working trousers and 
to rn  T-s hi rt  be tw een valves , tu bes,  oi l 
containers and an air pump. With an interest -
free Suhbh loan of more than twenty thousand 
Rupees has he opened his repair shop for 
bicycles His friend Puran owns ten pigs and his 
neighbours sell wood in a small backy ard.

After deduction of all costs and the fee for the 
paying back of the loan, 1500 Rupees (about 
64 Deutsch Mark) per month remain for 
Muke sh, his wife and three children. But much 
more than this income is the social upward 
mobility . "There exists not a single case of 
untouchability over here anym ore. I am being 
respected and even invited by others to eat." 
Says Muke sh proudly and smiles.

When he is reminiscing about his childhood, he 
lowers his head. His strong body suddenly 
show s the tens ion:  "My most  powe rful  
recollection of my parents is how they had to 
slog. Both hav e cleaned latrines and hav e 
carried tonnes on their heads. They fell ill 
frequently . When I was about ten years old 
they passed away. I do not know exactly due to 
which cause, but my gr andparents, with whom 
I grew up , hav e told me that it was because of 
their labour . W e were famished but there w as 
no way out, so I hav e after the death of my 
parents also worked as a Scav enger , just like I 
had seen them do it. I felt very bad, but until I 
was fifteen I could not do anyth ing else. Then I 
started to observe bicycle repair wallahs and I 
hav e taught myse lf how to repair .

Muke sh returns to bicycles shadow of his two 
square metre existence which constituted a 
new beginning in life for him. On the other side 
walks a little girl, who then pulls up her skirt 
and leav es a heap behind at the edge of the 
road. The girl walks a few metres and sits in a 
swing. A four year old comes by and pulls the 
rubber tyre down. She pushes herself and 
softly swings back and forth.
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