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FOREWORD

I am not a great reader. I have reasons to
think that a good number of exquisitely beautiful
short stories have been produced by men of genius
which I have not read. Some of them may bq
better than Masti Venkatesa “Iyehgar’s Kangada
short stories. ‘But not many stories that I have
read touched the strings of my heart as some of
Masti's stories.

The author has conferred on me the honour
of writing a foreword for this Englsh rendering
of his short stories, Some years ago I render-
ed into Tamil one of the stories included 1n this
collectton—the one called Masumatti—I gave it
the title Venuganam in Tamil—and it was very
well received by the Tamil people. There are
many other gems in this collection, of no less
merit.

Mastr’s short stories are conceived and shaped
1n every limb for the Kannada folk, his passionate
love of whom has produced these stories. It is
possible to attain a degree of success rendering
them into Tamil or Telugu or any other similar
tongue of the South. But 1t is impossible to do
justice in English. We read 1n Boswell that
Samuel Johnson once observed that poetry cannot
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be done from one language into another. It is
not only poetry; anything of artistic value, even
though it be 1n prose, presents this insurmountable
Iimitation,

Indifferent stuff can be translated without
doing great harm! But no one cares to do 1t. It
1s the best specimens of art that people desire to
read and want done from one language into
another, and 1t 1s just these that present the
greatest difficulty. Art s essentially form, not sub-
stance, and form 1s untranslatable, What is fresh
and exqusitely beautiful and sustained in delicacy
in allits lengthin Tamuil or Kannada 1s, when done
even with scrupulous care into Enghsh, tiresome
and weary and without the fragrance of art.
Apart from form, and even dealing with substance,
we should remember that exact equivalents can
be found in two languages cnly where the “brute”
meaning of a word 1s important, as for instance in
the case of arithmetical tables. What can be
achieved satisfactorily in things impersonal cannot
be done 1n hiterature the stuff of which 1s human
feeling. \Where we work with that material, we
find often that the commonest word 1n the langu-
age of one people has no true equivalent in the
language of another people. There 15 for many
words what has been aptly called an adherent
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meaning. Each word has its own associational
connotation and atmosphere, its own literary,
historic, mythological and mystic flavour, which
cannot be reproduced 1n an equivalent in another
language. The difficulties vary according to the
pairs of languages dealt with, There may be
practically no difficulty for transference from
Tamil to Kannada, but the passage from either
of these into English may well-nigh be impossible.
Beauty cannot be captured and put in another
language far removed from that in which the
original was born, The chemustry of translation
has not yet attained that capacity, if ever indeed
it be possible. Yet, I suppose there is a secondary
art growing, which enables more and more of
men and women to read translations of works
written in other languages than their own, and to
see with the assistance of their own cultivated
1magination, glimpses of the lustre and beauty of
the original.  This 1s the result of greater inter-
course and mutual knowledge and greater powers
of imagination, not any improvement in the art of
translation. As I read in proof these stories ren-
dered into English—and the translation 1s very
creditably done—and as I follow in my mind the
chimbing vine of Masti’s story, a feeling of sad-
ness fills me. Alas, say I to myself, how different
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from the thing itself, s.., how much less beautiful
than the picture as the Kannada boy or girl or
grown-up would see 1t listening to Masti’s own
Kannada. 1say ‘listen’ deliberately, for Mast1’s
style is the language of a good man talking to
men and women whom he loves, which is modern
prose.

I commend this collection to all those who
cannot read the much more beautiful original
Kannada. There 15 great beauty lying hidden
in the simple lives of our people, which unfolds
itself and moves us deeply when a man of genius
helps us to see 1t.

Madras, }

C. RAJAGOPALACHAR.
August 21st, 1943. JAGO



PREFACE

This 1s the first of four volumes of English
renderings of the thirty-two short stories which I
have so far published in Kannada. Indian and
other friends, a small number, who do not know
Kannada, have occasionally evinced some 1nterest
in my work and asked for English versions. 1
have taken this as indicating that there might be a
reading public for such translations and have
undertaken this publication.

The rendering of the first paragraph of the
story * The judgment here ” and of the whole of
the story ‘ Masumatti” are by my friend and
elder Rajasevaprasakta St1 Navaratna Rama Rao.
The other renderings are by myself.

I am aware that this 1s not a good fime for
such ventures and that other manners of publica-
tion might have been better from the point of
view of sales and publicity.  But the war is long
and life 1s fleeting , and one has to work while it
1s day and use the years of his life as he finds
them. One, too, should learn to be content with
publication without the support of foreign publish-
ing houses. I am hoping, all the same, that the
book will reach some reasonable number of readers,
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composed of Indians 1n other provinces interested
in Karnatak, and non-Indians interested 1n Indian,
life and letters,

Srit Navaratna Rama Rao was the first friend
who put anything of mine into Englsh. His
rendering of “Masumatti” appeared in the Trivem
of Madras some years ago and brought me some
notice from non-Kannada readers. Sm Rama-
kotisvara Rao, Triveni’s editor, on this, got two
other friends, Sri K. Sampathgirnn Rao and Sri V.
M. Inamdar, to do some more renderings and
gave them place in that magazine., Srimathi
Sophia Wadia was good enough to publish
‘“ Another Old Story” 1n the Aryan Path. I am
grateful to all these friends for their deep interest
1n me and my writing.

When I decided to publish these stories in
English I wished, if possible, to have an intro-
duction by a distingumished countryman. Sm
Chakravart1 Rajagopalachar, familiarly known as
Rajaji, whose fame 1s now wide as the world
itself, has shown interest in my work since I first
met him seventeen yearsago. As a former student
of the Central College, Bangalore, he passed
through the hands of that great teacher of English,
Mr. J. G. Tait under whom 1t was my privilege to
gwve shape to the little English that I know,
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This and the fact that he 1s working in a sister
language, Tamil, led me to approach him for the
introduction. He agreed, though with some
hesitation, and has enhanced the worth of my
productions by a very valuable foreword. I am
deeply grateful to him for this kindness, and wish
to record my sense of the great honour he has done
me by agreeing to associate his name with this
book.

My friend Sr1 K. Sampathgiri Rao has given
invaluable assistance by looking through the proofs
and mending the language where necessary. 1
cannot thank him sufficiently for all he has done.

Gavipur Extension,
Basavanguds,
{ Bangalore),
26th August 71943

M. VENKATESA IYENGAR.
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The following notes may be of use to readers who
are not famihiar with the Kannada country
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powder, as also the auspicious mark made with it on
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Vadda . Acommunity of earth or stone workers, generally
speaking Telugu Peepul The Aswa;ha often called
the sacred fig Jaéra: A fair, gathering round a temple,
generally once a year, partly religious and partly in
the nature of a carnival and an exlibition and a bazaar.
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RANGAPPA'S MARRIAGE

Reading this title you may say: “Whata
commonplace title for a story! Could you not
call 1t Prothalamium or Epithalammum of Ranga-
natha, o1 give 1t some other dignified title ?”
Well, I admit I could have called it by some
mouth-filling name; with some effort I should
have found even digmfied and high-sounding
titles. But, you know, the thing 1s 1n fact no
such grand affair as any “thalammuum”. It 1s only
about the marriage ot Rangappa of our willage
that I wish to tell you. The matter 1s common-
place . naturally, the title 1s a common one

By our village I mean Hosahalll. Have you
heard the name ? No! Poor people ! How could
vou help it > Our wondetful books of Geography
do not mention our village at all I can under-
stand how English people writing books from
their countiy mmght be unaware of Hosahalli and
not mention 1t. But even our people writing a
book on Geography omit Hosahalli. What 1s to
bec done with this type of person who repeats
everything of his master’s including his errors ?
When the Geography people have omitted the
place, where 15 the chance for i1t in our maps?
There 15 no trace of our Hosahalli in the maps
that I have seen.
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Forgive this digression It is my conviction
that of the whole of India, Mysore 1s best, and
that of this best Hosahalli 1s the very best. These
two statements admit to my mind of no question
or cavil. You are of course at libetty to believe
them or not but I must say thatit 1s not only
I that praise my village There 1s a physician 1n
our village. His name 1s Gunda Bhatta. He
alsosays that our village 1s the best 1n all Mysore.
And, mind you, he 1s not a homestaying person.
By this I do not mean to say that he has travelled
to England. If you talk of travel to England
he replies * “Travel to England and such like hoax,
I leave entirely to you. I have seen merely
our own country and I can tell you there s enough
in it to see.”” This man, as I said, states that our
village 1s the best in all our country.

There 15 a beautiful grove of trees 1n front
of our village. There are some mango trees 1n it.
Come to my village one day and I shall give you a
mango. Eat it; no, just bite 1t ; and see how the
acid touches the depth of your being. There 1s
nothing like these mangoes for pickles. Tasting
them you rcalise how powerful 1s any little article
grown 1n out village. If you are not careful-this
mango will give you a cough. It was when I
was talking of this mango to our physician once
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that he expressed his great opinion of our
village.

Even hike this mango, almost everything we
have 1n our village 1s great in itsclass. The
water 1n our pond for instance. How beautiful
it 1s! And the pond itself ; how beautiful with its
growth of lotus ! The flowers are a delight to see.
Supposing that about midday you find you have
no leaves for eating from, you go to the pond to
bathe and walk into the water and bring two
lotus leaves; and there 1s no need to bother about
stitching hittle leaves for making a plate for dinner.
Please do not weary of my enthusiasms The
fact 1s I am very proud of our village. You have
merely to come and see to agree that my pride 1s
justiied Come and see our village; only give
me notice of coming, so that I may look after you
when you come.

What [ am now telling you 1s a story of
some ten years ago. There were then not many
men in our village who knew English. Our
karnik had taken his courage in both hands and
for the first time sent his son to Bangalore to
learn English, It 1s of course a different matter
now, and there are ever so many of our boys,
mn the holidays particularly, going down the streets
speaking to each other in Enghsh. We did not
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have this hissing language amidst us in those days.
Nor did we 1n speaking Kannada mix English
words with our own. "This has now grown to
ridiculous lengths. A few days ago they bought
a bundle of fuel 1n Sr1 Rama Rao’s house. The
boy came out to give the price to the woman who
had brought the fire-wood and asked her how
much was due to her. She said: “Six pice.”
The boy said : “We have no change now. Come
and take 1t tomoriow,”” using the word ‘“‘change”
as 1f 1t weie Kannada, much as if an Englishman
in England knowing Indian languages should say
to a countrywoman of his: “I have no chillar;
come tomotrow,” Change to the Kannada woman
means neither more nor less than chsllar to an
English woman. This fuel woman did not
understand what the boy said and went away
muttering to herself. 1 was there too and did
not know the meamng of this blessed word. 1
came to Rangappa’s housc later and asked him
and he told me the meaning.

English had not, as I say, become common
in our village 1n those days. Sowhen Rangappa,
after some stay 1in Bangalore, came back to our
village, the place was all agog. “It seems the
karmk’s son has come back ”—*“Do you know,

the boy who had gone to Bangalore to study has
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come back?’ —"I say, 1t seems Rangappa has
come. Come along, let us see him"—cried old and
young, and proceeded forthwith to the karnik’s
house, If a whole willage 1s interested, how can
one man be indifferent ? So I too went. What a
crowd was thete ! I wondered at semany people
coming and said : “What do all these people mean
by running hert like this? Is any one exhibiting
monkeys ?”  One of the boys turned round and
said to me* ‘Why did you come ?” What do
you think of it >—the httle fellow putting me this
question 1n the presence of all that population ?
Utterly disrespectful and boyish 1t was. But
then, times have changed and elderly people are
not shown the respect that was usual in the
past So I said nothing.

Seeing all this crowd Rangappa came out
of the house smiling It was a good thing he did,
for supposing we had gone 1n, there should have
been a calamity as in the story of the black-hole
given n history books. When Rangappa came
to us outside, the whole crowd was astomshed to
see him. He seemed to be the same person that
had gone to Bangalore six months previously. An
old lady who was standing somewhat close to him
walked up to him and put her hand on his chest to
feel the sacred thread. It was there still! “Oh, he
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has got the sacred thread still! They have not
yet ruined his caste,” she said, and went away
hugely delighted. Rangappa laughed outright.

Seeing that Rangappa had his hands and
feet, eyes and nose, all as before, that crowd
dissolved like a piece of sugar in a child’s mouth.
I stayed on and when all had left spoke to
Rangappa. ‘‘Well, Rangappa, how do you do?”
Rangappa had not seen me earlier on account of
the crowd. Now he came up to me and made his
obeisance and said : “By your blessings, sir, I
am well.”

Rangappa had this fine quality. He knew
how he should behave with everyone. In fact, he
knew with whom it was woith while to talk, And
then that salutation itself ! It was not in the
manner which has become common now-a-days:
the head in the sky and eyes looking at the sun
as though there was no possibility of bending at
the waist, and putting the hands together at the
most. It was in the good old style, bending low
and touching the elder’s feet and rising with the
hands folded. I was very pleased with his ways
and said: “May you marry soon!’ and spoke
another word or two and came home.

It was afternoon and I was 1n bed after food.
Rangappa came to my house with two oranges.
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It was a very good fellow, always thinking of
little things which would please people. The
kind of person, I said to myself, who, married
properly, would be a fine householder and be of
help to numbers of people.

When we had spoken of his hfe in Bangalore
for some time I saxd: “Rangappa, when are you
going to marry' ?

“Not so soon.”

“And why 1s that? "

“Well, I should Iike to have a suitable girl.
You see, there 1s a Principal of ours. You know
he 18 a much older man than I, nearly thirty
years, and married only six months ago. And
what do you think his wife’s age 1s? Twenty-five
years. Now, persons of that age can speak to each
other with affection. Supposing I marry, I should
marry a very little girl, and supposing by any
chance I said some word of affection to her, she
would be so innocent—she might think [ was
abusing her, I saw Shakuntala played 1n
Bangalore. Imagine Shakuntala asone of these
girls who are married among us in these days.
How can Dushyanta love her, and where would
be the beauty of Kahdasa's play? If 1 marry
at all, I should marry rather a grown-up girl,
Else I shall be a bachelor.”
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““Have you any other reason?”’

“Well, we ought to marry after meeting and
loving each other. That is impossible among
our people. Even supposing that we could meet
the girls we might marry, what are we to love in
those babes that are brought before us? With
the mother’s milk not yet dry on their lips, the
girls that are married among us ndw do not know
how to say bo to a goose.”

“But why should they say bo? They do
not marry gecse.”

Ranga laughed. 1 was puzzled what to do
with this young fellow. I was thinking of getting
him a wife early and making him a householder ,
and this boy had strange notions m his head
about girls, all derived no doubt from talk with
those foreigners who taught him in lus English
school. But I must save him, I said to myself,
and made up my mind how.

Rama Rao’s sister had left a daughter who
was then in our village. She was about eleven
years old and very handsome. Broughtupina
town, she could play a little upon the veena and
the harmonium, but her singing was even better,
with a voice that was really sweet. She had lost
her parents some time previously and her uncle
had brought her to his house for a short stay,
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She would be a very suitable bride for Ranga
and Ranga himself would be a very suitable
bridegroom for her.

I was very familiar with Rama Rao’s house-
hold and this child treated me asa grandfather.
Her name was Ratna, which means ‘jewel.’” The
next morming, [ went to Rama Rao's house and
told his wife to send Ratnamma to my house.
““We have some good curds,” ‘I saidand 1t might
be useful to you.”

Ratnamma came. As it was Friday she was
wearing a good sari. I asked her to sit in my
room and begged her to sing a song, and then
sent word to Ranga Ratnamma sang the song
in which Puiandara Dasa describes Krishna of
Udipi. Itis a song I love greatly and Ratnamma
was singing 1t 1n her beautiful voice very grace-
fully. As she was singing 1t, Rangappa arnved.
I was in the room. He came near the door but
did not walk in. It was clear that he was afraid
that, if he came 1n, the singing might stop. DBut
he could not completely deny himself the pleasure
of seeing who was singing : his curiosity was too
great. So he looked in a little and withdrew.,
Ratnamma looked at the door when the light was
obstiucted, and, seeing that there was some
stranger, stopped singing.
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Rangappa was very disappointed. Have you
eaten a large graft mango fimt? One has to pay
a good price to get the fruit at all and then one
wishes to get from 1t all that he can. So he eats
it part by part, deliberately ; the rind first ; and
then the substance of 1t tract by tract. Supposing
you are negotiating a large fruit in this way with

"care, and 1t slips from your hand and falls into the
dust? How greatly disappointed you would be !
Something like it was the disappointment on
Ranga’s face. Seeing, however, that he had
stopped the music by incautious peeping, Ranga
decided at least to sce the girl better. So he
walked in, pretending to be unconcerned and
saying : “It seems you wanted me.” I asked
him to be seated.

Ratnamma stood up with her head bent with
a girl's usual shyness. Ranga looked at her
several times. On one of these occasions, as he
looked at her and withdrew his eyes, he met my
eyes and seemed a little abashed. For quite a
few minutes no one of us talked. Then Ranga
said: “The singing stopped because I came. I
shall go.” But he did not go. He stuck to his
chair as if he had no such intention either. Where
are we to get speech to accord with conduct,
and conduct to accord with speech in these
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days which our elders have, no doubt properly,
described as a degenerate age ?

Even the indirect reference to her by the
young man made Ratnamma bashful. She ran
out of the room. Rangappa sat mute for a little
while and then asked * ‘“Who 1s this girl, sir?”

Do you know the story of the goat which had
concealed itself 1n a temple and when a hon
asked from outside , “Who is it inside ?” said:
“How does 1t matter who® [ am a poor creature
who has eaten nine male lions. I have a vow to
eat a tenth. Youseem to be a lion. Are you
male or female ?”’ In the story, the lion took fright
and fled.  Much like that goat in the temple I
parleyed with Rangappa: “How does it matter
who? [t concerns neither of us. I have married
and you are not marrying.”

Ranga said : *'Is that girl not married yet ?”
This young man, who had no idea of marrying
our sumple girls, put the question 1n a tone which
betrayed desire  Not that he wished to betray it,
but I could notice 1t. ‘*She was married a year
ago.”

Rangappa’s face lost 1ts light hike a brinjal
which has fallen on live coals. A few minutes
later Rangappa said : “‘I have some little business.
I shall come again” and went home.
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The next morning [ went to our Sastry, the
astrologer. “Keep everything ready for predicting,
I shall coine 1 the afternoon” I said to him and
told him a few other things that were necessary
and came home.

Meeting Rangappa 1n the afteinoon I said to
him : ‘,Well, Rangappa, you seem to be very
thoughtful. What is troubling you'? ” The young
man did look somewhat dejected.

“Nothing,” said Ranga.

“Have you a headache? [ can take you to
our physician,”

“No,” repeated Ranga.

“This 15 how I looked a lttle before my
marriage when they were trying to settle a girl for
me. I wanted the girl whom I afterwards married
and was not sure whether the stars would agree.
That made me look exactly like this. But, of
course, there can be no such reason 1n your case,”

Ranga looked hard at me.

“Come, let us go to the astrologer. We
shall ask him to see how the stars and planets
stand 1n your case.”

Ranga seemed to agree to go to the astrologer,
though saying nothing. So we went together to
our Sastry. On sceing us the Sastry said : “Well,
Shama, I have not seen you this many a day.”
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My readers guess of course that Shama 1s
their humble servant who 1s telling thus story.

I was angry. ‘““What do you mean, Sastry?
This morning.. ” [ should have proceeded, but
the Sastry stopped me saying : “Just this morning
you should have finished some work on which
you were engaged. So, 1t 15 only now that you
could come to me.” Finishing the sentence in
this way, the Sastry saved me from divulging
that I had met him 1in the morming. If he had
not, our little plot would have burst to pieces like

a castor fruit exposed to the sun. This was also a
warning to me to be careful thereafter.

“When did our karmk’s son 1eturn from
Bangalore ? ' said the Sastry. “Can I do anything
for him? It 15 so rarely that he comecstomy
house.” And so courtesies wcie exchanged.

When this was over, [ said: “Now take out
your bundle. Our Rangappa 1s thinking hard
about something. Can you tell us what it 1s?
You astrologers make such boast about your
powers. Let us have some proof of them.” The
Sastry brought out his bundle and untied it. The
papers and the books, the cowiies and the palm-
leaf manuscripts, all came out. Spreading his
properties to impress our client, the Sastry said,
“You call 1t boasting, Shama, but really 1t is



14 SHORT STORIES

speaking the truth,” and began a story of some
important prediction by some person 1n some
forgotten age having impossibly come true. I
could 1epeat his story to you, but then what 1s to
become of my story ? So, I shall tell 1t to you on
some other occasion, if your inclination holds and
I find the time. Getting everything ready in the
meanwhile, the Sastry proceeded to play at
prediction.

Having looked at his books a little, seemed
to think a lttle, and counting the number of
knuckles on his fingers a httle, the Sastry asked
Rangappa 1n what asterism he was born. Ranga
said he did not know The Sastry said that it
did not matter, and again saw his books a little,
moved his lips a little, and counted the joints on
his fingers a little, and said: “It seems to me
that om karnsk’s son 1s turming over 1n his mind
some question regarding a bride.” I must say
that I do not believe any astrologer predicting
anything. But astrology 1s extraordinarily use-
ful as strategy in affairs. If you can get a man
like our Sastry to jomn 1n a plot, and you can
always get one to do 1t either from friendship
or for consideration, you can get invaluable
assistance from the things you can put into his
mouth, He will say them 1n a serious manner
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as based on his science and this brings people to
believe much more easily than argument. I really
felt like laughing at Sastry’s airs as he announced
his discovery.

Making my laugh at the Sastry look as if I
was laughing at Rangappa, I said: “What is
this, Rangappa ? He seems to agiee with me.”

Rangappa 'said nothing.

“Well, Sastry,” I said, ‘‘supposing you are
right, what would the bride be like ? 7

The Sastry pretended to think for some
time, and after again looking into his book said :
“ The text indicates a person whose name is
related to the sea. Something born in the sea.”

“Can 1t be Kamala *»”" Kamala 1s lotus.

“It 1s possible.”

“What else mught 1t be? Mutthu ? ” Mutthu
1s pearl.

“That is possible too; or ‘jewel’.”

“That 1s curious—the very name of the girl in
our Rama Rao’s house. That apart, how are the
stars? Are they propitious ? And 1s this bride
whose name 1s the name of a thing related to the
sea likely to be won ?”’

The Sastry looked into his books again and
after further thought said: “The stars and planets
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are very propitious. I should say that the
marriage 1s a certainty.”

Ranga’s face was overflowing with wonder,
Mingled with the wonder was pleasure. Seeing
this [ said * * Bat the girl 1s married, you know
Ranga apparently had forgotten what [ had told
him about this. Now, when I repeated the state-
ment his face lost its brightness

The Sastry said: “Well, with that I am
not concerned. It may be the Ratna in some
other house My book says she has some name
of this kind. I have not had time to make enough
calculations to say 1f it 1s the girl come to Rama
Rao’s house.”

Rangappa and I came away. We had to
walk past Rama Rao’s house, and as we came
there Ratna was standing near the door 1 told
Rangappa that I would walk 1n for a minute and
come back. He stood outside. I went in and
said a word or two to Rama Rao’s wifeand Ratna
and came out and joined Ranga. I then told
him what, as you know, I had known all the time.
““What a wondeiful thing this 1s! It seems this
girl 1s not married. Somebody told me some time
ago that she was, Itlooks now as if our Sastry’s
prediction has some sense after all.” Then I said:
“Rangappa, [ cannot believe that you could have
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been thinking about this girl, she is so young and
so simple, Now, will you tell me 1in the name
of our Acharya, and not conceal anything from
me? Is what the Sastry said true ?”

I do not know if any other person would
have admitted the truth, But Rangappa was a
simple soul and said - “The Sastry, sir, knows a
good deal more than we think, What the
astrologer said 1s true.”

That evening I met our astrologer near the
well and said jocularly* ‘“Well, my great Sastry,
you repeated the lesson fairly well. Only you
overdid the pretence of thinking. But yours is
a wonderful science you know. There is no
fear of your losing any of your knuckles and
remaining unawire of it for more than a day.”
The Sastiy said : ‘You fancy, Shama, that if you
had not put me up, I could not have known the
facts. That 1s your folly It 1s frue you told
me, but you told me nothing that I could not
have found out by proper calculation. It would
have taken me more time, but every bit of what
you told me could have been ascertained. Our
science tells us all the truth and more. After
all, what you told me was very httle. I really

told you, if you remember, such a lot more.”
2
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Are you astonished at such conduct ? You do not
know astrology.

Three days ago Rangappa came to invite me
to dinner in his house. [ asked him what the
dinner was about.

“It 1s Shama’s birthday,” he said. “He has
now completed three years.”

“Has he really ?”’ Isaid. “I could not have
imagined it. Now, see what you have gone and
done, calling him Shama. I am black like a log
of blackwood and 1t 1s a good enotigh name for
me. The child is like a measure made of gold
and you go and call him by this name. You are
strange people, both you and Ratna, irresponsible
and thoughtless. What else are we to expect
from these English customs like having a god-
father and all the rest of 1t ? I suppose you have
invited a number of people. Ratna must be
expecting confinement shortly, Who 1s to help
your mother in this dinner ?”

“Did you not know ? My sister came with
my mother.”

I went to the dinner, Shama ran up to me
and clasped me and put lis head against my
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knees. 1 took him up and kissed him and puta
small gold ring on his little finger.

And now, I have finished my story and hope
you like it. If you care, I can tell you mdre, but
I am afraid you might think them boring,



VENKAT RAO’'S GHOST

Venkat Rao lived with Paduge Krishna Rao
when he was in Bangalore for his studies. Krishna
Rao was a distant relation of his mother’s, That
was how Venkat Rao become a charge on Krishna
Rao. The fact that there 1s no English school
1in our village has made such emigration necessary
and after Rangappa staited this practice of going
to Bangalore for studying English, other boys
from our village have at intervals followed him.
These boys are generally young when they leave
the protection of the paiental home, and grow up
somewhat in loneliness 1n the houses of such iela-
tives as Krishna Rao 1n a distant city.

This loneliness produces ceitain consequen-
ces. One of them 1s an intensification of the fear
of ghosts. I have seen no boy who was not
afraid of a ghost; in particular, boys of the castes
which wear a sacred thread develop this fear
without exception. The father has the sacred
thread. The child observes 1t there early in 1ts
life. “Father, what 1s this thread for?” “ See,”
says the father, “there 1s this sacred knot 1n 1it.
If you show 1t, a ghost 1uns away.” This decides
for the boy the existence of a ghost and the possi-
bility of its coming to a man. Whetheron 1its
appearing you can show it the knot of the sacred
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thread and it runs away on seeing the knot, re-
mains a matter for venfication. In such things
there 1s 1in children a tendency to believe harm
even without such help from outside. So
these boys, while still children, become quite
certain that there 1s such a thing as a ghost and
that 1t comes to harm man. Venkat Rao accord-
ingly believed in ghosts. The boy had to sleep
alone 1n his room and to go out alone 1n the dark
when there was anything to do. Thinking on
these occasions of ghosts, he made them very
1eal beings for himself.

The reason for my talking of this now s that
a few days ago his nuptials were celebrated.
When years ago, the relatives of the girl who is
now his wife came to talk of the marriage, Venkat
Rao did a thing to one of the party which comes
to my mind ; and 1t stitkes me 1t may be worth
while for me to tell you the story. It helps me
to spend some time and may interest you. DBut
then I must give you warming Thisisa ghost
story. If it should frighten you, do not blame
me afterwards. -

This was seven years ago. Venkat Rao was
then perhaps fifteen years old. He was a hand-
some-looking boy and was studying in an English
school. So, naturally, there were a number of
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offers of marriage to him from parents of girls.
Venkat Rao’s prospective father-in-law came to
our village and asked the boy's father for his
horoscope. The father said: “Please go and see
the boy. If you think him suitable and he is
willing we shall see about the horoscopes later.”
The father-in-law took the address of Venkat Rao
and, on hearing of Paduge Krishna Rao, said that
he knew the gentleman, and that as the boy was
in that house he was as good as his own boy, and
went to Bangalore. As a matter of fact he was
right when he said that the boy belonged to him,
for the marriage took place. But before 1t took
place there was some little difficulty on account
of an occurrence, and it 1s of that occurrence that
I wish to speak to you.

Srinivasa Rao—this was the girl’s father—
took one Krishnappa with him when he went to see
Venkat Rao. On all such occasions a companion
seems absolutely necessary. The two saw the
boy and liked him. Paduge Krishna Rao said to
Venkat Rao: “This gentleman will be your
father-in-law, Venkat Rao.” The boy felt too
proud for woids. His self-respect seemed to
multiply 1n a2 moment with the feeling that he had
reached the years of marriage. But courtesy
required disavowal ; so he said : “I do not propose
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to marry so soon.” Everybody understood that
he had no serious objection. Srinivasa Rao and
Krishnappa took food there that night, intending
to leave the next morning. The only room avail-
able for them was the room upstairs which Venkat
Rao wasusing. So, Srinivasa Rao and Krishnappa
spread their beds in the same room and went to
sleep. )

Krishna Rao’s house faces east. The street,
of course, runs north and south. Krishna Rao’s
house was the only house 1n the street with a first
floor. Tt was the fourth house 1n the hine. Though
the room upstairs was not very high, you could,
through 1ts window, see the whole line of houses
in the street lower down It was a fairly long
hine of houses. On that mght when these visitors
shared his room, Venkat IRao lay near this win-
dow close to the wall with his head to the east.
Krishnappa lay north and south with his head
near Venkat Rao’s. Srinivasa Rao lay near the
northern wall with his head to the west. Itis
essential that you should have an idea of the
places taken by the three people to understand
the story. Supposing I were there also and took
a corresponding position to Krishnappa the four
of us would have lainon the four sides of a square:
my head and Srinivasa Rao’s head in one corner
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and Krishnappa’s and Venkat Rao’s heads 1n the
corner opposite, Necessarily of course my feet
and Venkat Rao’s feet would have been in one
corner and Srinivasa Rao’s and Krishnappa’s feet
in the opposite corner. I may just as well give
you a drawing.

N

W——|—F

* S

I hope you will not laugh at this illustration.
I have not learnt drawing. Besides, I drew a
picture like this for Gundi Bhatta when I told
him the story. He said: “You see, Shamanna,
1t 1s not difficult for smart people to understand
a common thing like this. When one smart fellow
1s describing, another smait fellow can always
understand. See now, you gave a description
and you have drawn this figure and I have under-
stood the thing perfectly, Many people do not
understand so easily., This 1s what we call in-
tellhgence. If a man has intelhgence, he needs
no drawing or other nonsense. Supposing he has
not intelligence, the God of learning might come
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and describe, but the fellow will not understand.”
As you, my readers, are all intelligent, I am sure
you have understood these observations of Gunda
Bhatta .

I have told you that there was a window in
the wall by which Venkat Rao was sleeping, As
you looked through that window down the street,
the fourth house from Krishna Rao's house had
an evil reputation on account of a ghost or ghosts.
That house had belonged to a merchant. He
had a wife and no children. One day when he
came 1 the evening fiom his shop, he saw some
stranger talking to his wife, He made a fuss and
there was a quarrel. Whether this man did some
harm to the wife, or she hersclf, unable to bear
the disgrace of the eveming’s quariel, wished to
die, we do not know. The woman died that
nmight ; for when, the next morning, the seivant
woman came and pushed open the door of the
worship room, she found that a rope had been
tied to the beam and the woman of the house-
hold was hanging from its end dead. The scrvant
woman cried out 1n terror. The man of the
house left his bed just then and camec out and
asked her what had happened. She told him
and he came and saw the corpse and then and
there fell in a swoon. Then they dragged him
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toa court. I do.not remember if the man was
punished or acquitted. Some time later he re-
turned to the house. Many of his friends said :
“Don’t.” The man said: “She who made my
hfe worthwhile 1s dead; what do I care?” He,
however, consulted the astrologers and came to
the house on a day which they recommended as
good. But that same mght his life came toa
close. For when, the next mornmng, the servant
woman—this was another woman—opened the
worshtp room, she found this man hanging by‘a
rope tied to the same beam at almost the same
point as his wife previously. Again thete was an
enquiry and investigation. On the previous
occaston they could drag the husband to the
court ; now there were in the house only this
man of the house and his servant. As the
deceased was not the wife of the living person,
there was, as you might say, no reason to suspect
that living person. Well, somebody came along
and took out the corpse and cremated 1t and
every thing was over.

But the house acquired a reputation for
ghosts. The story about it grew apace, and
details were added to 1t with the specd seen in a
story relating to a holy place. Soon 1t was
established belief 1n the street and all around that



VENKAT RA0's GHOST 27

the merchant had hanged his wife on the first
occasion ; and that, when he returned to the
house after some time, that wife’s ghost took
revenge by hanging lum; and that now you
could at the proper hour on any night of the week
see the two ghosts inside the house playing at
hanging each other. Nobody told the story
exactly as he heard it, and details were varied
and multiplied and the whole narrative became
fixed as the history of the house. The people of
the street dishked passing 1n front of the house
after dark. Those who had to do so would not
turn their face towards the house and would look
straight ahead or turn the other way. Those
who, along with fear, felt some curiosity would
look towards the house after they had gone some
steps and passed its imits. They might not see
anvthing, but the fear that they might made them
uneasy. They would therefore be startled by
almost anything that they could see or imagine,
and would shiver a little, and turn the head
quickly away and walk away faster.

As 1ll-luck would have it, Venkat Rao had
only this window to look out of his room from.
On almost every mght he would look through
this window and scc that house and remember
the story. The first time he heard the story he
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wondered what he should do if one of the ghosts
should come in through the window and trouble
him while asleep. Not that he actually thought
that a ghost might come in. It was merely a
question. Supposing it does? But a supposition
is quite good enough for giving vou a shiver.
While things were 1n this condition, 1t happened
that some students took that house for rent.
Though a fairly big house, 1ts bad reputation had
put down the rent. The boys were glad to get
so much accommodation so cheap. One of those
boys should have been like Venkat Rao. The
story about the house must have worried him. A
very few davs after the boys came 1n, this parti-
cular boy woke up in the middle of the night
screaming, The others sprang from their beds
and ran up asking what had happened Nothing
had happened that they could see except that the
boy was i a swoon and was frothing at the
mouth. A doctor was called 1n but the boy came
to no harm whether from the disease or the
doctor., Yet the boys could not make up their
minds to continue in the house. Though they
had paid a month’s rent 1n advance they thought
it bettcer to go away, and disappeared that very
afternoon, Venkat Rao was aware of this oc-
currence and this made his 1deas of the ghost
more unpleasant than ever,
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All this had occurred some little time puior
to Srinivasa Rao’s coming to see if Venkat Rao
would be suitable as a bride-groom for his
daughter. A little before going to bed that might
Venkat Rao looked through the window. The
night was rather more silent than usual. It must
have been a mght near the new-moon day. The
ghost-house seémed stiller and more fearful than
ever, Everything was dark but the house seemed
cram-full of darkness. It really was a dreadful
house. It was bad enough to make not two ghosts
but ten play at hanging. With this thought n his
mind, Venkat Rao tuined away from the window.
Just that moment he heard a weird sound coming
fiom the direction of that house. It was an owl.
Venkat Rao shiveled and went to rest.

It must have been the middle of the mght.
Venkat Rao felt as though he was wakened by
something. There was some faint sound some-
where. Wheie was 1t ? It was outside the window.
He became alert and listened. There seemed
to be no sound then. DBut when he wished to go
to sleep the sound recurred. He tried to make
sure and felt that there was a sound. It looked
as though somebody was walking on the tiles of
the neighbouring house. But who could it be
walking on the tiles? Might 1t be the ghost?
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Rubbish ! A ghost and walk! He then gathered
some courage and turned towards the window and
watched with his eyes wide open, Nothing
appeared though the sound of steps on the tiles
was audible. Very gentle stepping 1t was. It
also seemed as if the steps were coming mnearer
and nearer to the window. Venkat Rao felt some
fear and would not turn his eyes away from the
window. The sound came still closer and, just as
it reached the window, stopped. As it came up
to the window and stopped theie, Venkat Rao
thought that the next thing would be for the ghost
to look in. Would it look 1n ? He watched for some
time. Nothing appeared. But suddenly a face be-
came visible. A ng black face, fearful-looking, the
teeth showing and the tongue lolling out. From
the eyes there camea kind of yellow light. Venkat
Rao shivered fiom fright. He tried to cry out.
His voice failed him. Those eyes with the yellow
light looked steadily and hard at Venkat Rao’s
eyes and seemed to deprive him of the power of
specch, Unable to see this frightful face any
longer Venkat Rao tried to shut his eyes. He
could not shut them. He tried to turn away
his eyes, He could not do that either. He
perspired  through fear and was wondering what
would happen next, when the face jumped on to
the window-sill.
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Venkat Rao’s vital powers sankin dread. He
lay like a log, unable to move, merely watching
the movements of the ariival. He wished that he
were 1nsensible like a log. As it was, his fear
seemed to know no limit., And that face itself!
It was a face and no more. No body ; no limbs ;
nothing but just a face. What was this frightful
thing going to do ? It sal on the window-sill fora
few minutes and looked steadily at Venkat Rao.
Then it made 1ts eyes wider and yjumped 1n.

Jumping 1in and touching the ground of the
room, 1t ceased to be a face and became a cat!

“Cat ?"” you will say. “Then of course there
was no reason to fear.” But you are mistaken.
How does it matter whether the ghost that comes
Into your room appears as a face or as a cat?

From the point where 1t touched the ground,
the cat began to walk slowly up towards the poor
boy’s head. If it had moved in front of him he
might have endured the terror better, but the cat
did a funny thing. Venkat Rao was lying on his left
side, face to the window. The cat jumping from
the window to somewhere near his knee 1n front,
passed across the knee to behind Venkat Raoand
began its journey there (If you have any difficulty
in following tlus, please see the drawing). Preferring
to have the devil play his tricks in front rather than
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behind, Venkat Rao tiied to turn overto his right.
He could not move and had the discomfiture of
feeling that the ghost could do whatever harm 1t
would, behind his back. Venkat Rao’s tongue
dried up. Ide did not know what to do and lay
helpless, paralysed by terror.

The ghost would move a short distance—
very short—indecd not more than a step. Then
it would stay still for a moment. Then 1t would
move another stepand again be still for a moment,
Thus 1t moved slowly to about the level of
Venkat Ro’s waist, What graceful slowness of
movement 1t was! How does 1t matiter whether
it is a ghost or 2 woman ? Grace of movement is
grace of movement. It should be movement of
this kind that the poets have admired and praised
with such enthusiasm in their descriptions of
beauty in women By the tune that the ghost
reached the level of his waist Venkat Rao began
to hear thesound it was making in 1ts body. *“Why
should the ghost make this sound?” you ask.
You see, if the ghost becomes a cat, it should
have the qualities of a cat, Venkat Rao was
grateful to this sound for one reason. [Ie could
understand by 1t how far the ghost had
moved in 1ts progress towards his head. He was
thus aware of the ghost’s coming to the level of
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his back, of his shoulders, of his neck and finally
of his head. Having reached that point 1t made
a movement as if 1t would step further, but
withdrew the paw and stayed where 1t was,

Venkat Rao was terribly afraid.

“Why was he afraid?”’ some of you
will say. “He should have been born a girl.”
To those of 3'rou who are inchined to say so, I
give a suggestion. Please try it and tell me.
Please read the thing I am writing here in the
night. I do not say, in the mddle of the mght.
Read it at about ten o’clock 1n the might, Only,
sit alone 1n your room, aftei all yowr household
has gone to sleep, to read it. Do not sit in the
room in which your wife or your child 1s slecping.
If you do that, the confidence that in case you
cry out your wife will come to yout help, or the
fceling that there 1s another hving peison in the
1oom, will sustain you. You should sit alone in
the room, keep the doors and windows open, and
tead this. You will also feel some fear, 1 am
sure,

Venkat Rao could hear the sound proceeding
from within the cat continuounsly., He wondered
what the ghost’s next act would be. WWhatever it
might be, he deteummed that he should meet 1t

boldly. As he was keeping thoroughly alert,
3
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Venkat Rao noticed that the sound increased.
When the sound had reached a certain pitch the
ghost ceased to be a cat and became againa
face “ How did he see with the back of his
head ?”” Well, I do not know. \Vhat you need to
be able to see a ghost 1s not eyes, but fear. Venkat
Rao saw the same fearsome face with long teeth
and lolling tongue. In afew moutents 1t became
a cat. Venkat Rao noticed that the ghost assum-
ed these shapes alteinately thrice or four times.
Finally 1t became the face again, and stayed so
for a very long time Venkat Rao made up his
mind that the next time 1t became a cat he should
attack 1t ; he did not feel sufficiently courageous
to attack 1t when 1t was a face DBut the face
remaned a face and did not become a cat Venkat
Rao therefore began to doubt whether 1t would
become a cat again at all. \While he was thinking
this 1t did become a cat, He wished to get up
and attack 1t but 1t became a face. Ile was hesi-
tating and 1t became a cal again,

Venkat Rao made up his mind that it was
no use waiting for the ghost to remain as a cat.
He got up from his bed and—

Children play a game which they call the
game of the cap. You have perhaps seen 1it.
This 1s how it is played. Some of them sitina
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circle. A cloth 1s well twisted and made 1nto a
good thick whip and given to the hand of one
boy. This fellow goes round the circle and
places the improvised whip behind someone in
the circle. If he completes the next circle and
finds the whip still there, he takes 1t up and beats
with 1t the boy behind whom 1t had been thrown
and who was ‘mnattentive, If the other boy is
attentive and becomes awaie of the whip before
the runner has completed the circle, he picks 1t
up and chases the i1unner and beats him with 1t
until he shps into the vacancy in the cucle. This
1s the game  The substance of 1t is that either
of the boys gives the othet a good beating with
the impiovised whip, Venkat Rao was an adept
m this game He had played it frequently and
was known to whip very well,

Venkat Rao got up from lus bed and pulled
up his shawl, and quickly twisted 1t and made a
stout whip, and swung 1t with all his might at the
point where the cat was. He did all this 10 less
time than I am taking to tell you No wood-
cutter gave more lusty blows to 1 tree, nor
lightning split a rock with more vigour than the
young fellow rained blows upon the cat—face—
ghost Venkat Rao’s intention was to make the
attack so fierce that the ghost should have no



36 SHORT STORIES

interval between blow and blow to spring at him,
As he was thus hitting he saw that there was no
cat 1n front of him but that in place of it there
was a face.

A face but not the fearful face of the ghost,
It really was the face of poor Krishnappa, who
was sleeping along the eastern wall. He was
full of consternation, like a man whom his wife
has abused without reason. What had happened
is this,

Old Isrishnappa had got sleep rather late.
He was a snorer and was exercising the privilege,
I have a theory about snoring, which I may as
well state here, [ refuse to consider snoring
as a noise made by the breath in the nasal
passages, 1n consequence of some peculiarity 1n
their structare. Snoring 1s really a way 1n which
the body and indeed the soul expiess their intense
satisfaction at getting rest which they sorely
need. The thing neaiest tc 1t 1s the sound
produced by a cat which has nursed its hunger,
watching the clildien eating all they want, and
tasting the little that they have occasionally
thrown to 1t, and then, finding that the mistress
of the house has left the full pail of milk un-
coveied, steps up to i, and, beheving 1 1ts
mnnocence that so much milk could have been
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kept open only for its use, begins to drink 1t in
joyous self-satisfaction. So our soul and body
express delight through the nose which 1s made
pure by continual passage of air. My wife, of
course, laughs at the theory I propound. She says
it is absurd, for, 1t seems, I snore, and snore
even before I am really asleep; or even before
lying to rest.” Nothing can be farther from
the truth than the suggestion that I snorec before
1 go to sleep or lie in bed. For I have never
heard myself snoring. I am, besides, utterly
unable to accept the argument. For then my
theory would go to pieces. As Krishnappa’s soul
was 1n this manner indicating the delight which
the peace of sleep had brought to it, a thing
occurred to 1t very much like what occurs to the
cat while drinking the milk. There the mistress
of the house beats 1t with a stick. Here Venkat
Rao hit Krishnappa's head with his improvised
whip. As Venkat Rao was thinking that it was
a ghost, the blows weie much more severe and
the similitude was completed a little too perfectly.

Krishnappa was an old man. Yet when these
blows admimstered by Venkat Rao ramned upon
him, he got up with an alacrity that no boy could
have excelled. The blows made ithard to get up ;
yet he managed 1t. Sitting up and recovering
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from the effects of the blows he shouted to
Venkat Rao: “Isay, Isay, what 1s the matter?
Why are vou beating me ? ”

The shouts roused Srinivasa Rao also.

Venkat Rao was tired of the exertion of
beating the ghost, The activity had also made
him awake. By the time Srinivasa Rao got up,
Venkat Rao had realised what he had done. To
have answered Kiishnappa or given explanation
would have established him as afool. When all
1s said and done he was aquick fellow So he
thought that the best thing was to pretend that
he did 1t all in sleep So he lay down unloosening
his shawl and covered himself with 1t and went
to sleep Krishnappa felt Inmself over his head
and face and made sure that no serious damage
was done to his features. “\Vhy did this occur?”
he thought to himself “Might the boy be insane?
Who knows ?” he sauid to himself again, He
had forgotton to repeat the names of God 1n the
evening ; that should have been why he got
these blows in the mght,

When the question whether Srimivasa Rao's
daugher should he married to Venkat Rao was
further debated, Kiishnappa described the beat-
ing he had received and suggested that the boy
might be insane ; but then this did not come in
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the way of the mairiage. Some time after that
the marnage took place and, as I said a short
time ago, the nuptials also were celebrated.

On the latter occasion Krishnappa and I sat
together at meals. He said to me “It i1s desirable
for one of us to sleep near the door of the bed
room.,” .

“Why ? ” T asked.

Krishnappa said, “Supposing i the middle
of the might the boy wakes up and begins to beat
his wife.”

Venkat Rao had told me of how he had
beaten poor Krishnappa, but I pretended not to
know and asked the old man why he thought the
boy would beat lus wife. He desciibed the other
instance and the details that he gave agreed with
Venkat Rao’s story. [ then said: * \Vhat,
Knshnappa, if a young man beats you or me,
will he beat his wife? A man may beat a street
dog, but not a pet parrot,”

“Anyhow,” said the old man, ‘‘We nught be
near to help, if necessary.”

“Your and my help 1s not necessary. Drop
the notion,” I said, and he dropped 1it.

Venkat Rao and his wife came 1o our house
after the function a few daysago. My wife to
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whom I had 1eported Krishnappa’s remark asked
Venkat Rao in jest; *“\Vhat, Yentee, poor Mr.
Krishnappa was afraid that you might beat your
wife. I hope you did not beat her.”

Venkat Kao and his wife looked at each
other and smiled. Neither the look nor the smile
indicated that either beat the other. They indi-
cated, on the contrary, that each loved the other
more than heart could hold.

And now will you give your servant leave ?



MY TEACHER

It was a Thursday. I was late for the school
and was walking rather fast. Lakshmi was follow-
ing me. She was a little creature and was step-
ping as briskly as she could with her dainty feet
to keep up with me. It was late even as I left
home. So I wanted to take Lakshmi with me as
an excuse for delay and went to her house. She
had not even left her bed and getting her ready
added to the delay. .\s we were thus running up,
I saw some distance ahead of me our poor teacher
walking fairly leiswely. * If the teacher himself
1s going to the school now, why should we be 1n
a hurry " I thought, and slhckened speed. Lakshmi
caught me up and we ciawled leisuiely along

Presently, old Mr. Sastry walked up fiom
another direction and saw our teacher and asked,
“Well, Venkataramaniah, I suppose. you are on
your way to the school,”

“Yes, sir,” said the teacher, 1 am going to
the school. May I have a pinch of snuff ?”’

“ Certainly,” said Sastry, offering his snuff
box. ‘ What 15 the news? You are rather late,
are’nt you ?”’

“So Iam,” said the teacher. * My wife said
that there was no salt in the house, I said I could
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not go to the shop now, as 1t would be late for the
school. She said twenty things in reply. It
struck me that it would have taken much less
time to go to the shop and bring the salt than it
had to exchange these words. What can we do?
This 1s Iife I

Sastry said * ** What a small matter ? If you
like, I shall send one of my boys to buy salt and
take 1t to your house. Give me the money.”

As they were talking in this way, 1t struck
me that we might as well make use of the time.
The teacher himself was here  What should I
do going to the school before him, except perhaps
quarrel with the other girls * It was much better
to play with Lakshm: just where we were. So we
sat down. We were soon absorbed in the play,
however, and did not know when our teacher
finished his talk with Sastry and moved off to the
school. VWhen we finished one game and noticed
L1his, I rose and asked Lakshms to get up and run
with me, otherwise we should be very late.

Lakshmi would not get up. Shc had lost all
her bits of pencil to me in the game and began
crymg. I had won the bits of pencil perfectly
farrly. The fact was: I could play that game
very well and she was a child and could not.
Naturally, she lost.  So, when [ asked her to get
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up and come to the school, she merely cried, “‘my
pencils, my pencils” and wept. I argued with
her ever so much but she would notlisten. Neither
reason nor justice mattered. ‘“My pencils, my
pencils” was all she said. The fact that she had
lost the pencils to me 1n a fair game seemed to be
of no significance to her  As I needed her as an
excuse for delay, I gave her back all the bits of
pencil I had won from her and said + “Come now
my dear, let us go to school.” Even then she
would not come' ‘“‘Give me all my pencils,” she
said I told her [ had given her all but she said:
“Therc are more 1 your pocket.” It was true
that there were more picces of pencil in my
pocket, but they were mine ; of her pencils, I had
not kept a single bit  But when I told her that
all the pencil T still had was mine and that I had
it previously, she did not agree. Finally, to make
peace with her, I had to give up all my pencils to
her. If T did not take her to the school, I should
have no explanation when the teacher reproved

me for coming late! I had to purchase the excuse
with my pencils. I won the game but Lakshmu
won the pencils. The previous year in the school,
Saraswatht had got more marks than Gowri from
the Inspector, though Gowrt was the better
student. The dispute between me and Lakshmi
had ended similarly. However, having given all
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my pencils also to Lakshmi, I was able to per-
suade her to accompany me and was glad to have
her with me when I reached the school some
minutes later.

By the time we got into the school, the
teacher was prescribing a lesson to the First class.
Myself and Lakshm: shipped quietly 1n and sat in
our places. The teacher noticed us all the same
and turned towards my class and said to Gowr:
“ Gowramma, why has not Seethimma come yet?”

I myself answered, ‘I have come, Master.”

“Oh! You have come, little mother,” said
the teacher ; ** you are a very good girl. Come a
little earher hereafter.”” As [ turned towards
Lakshmi to make my excuse for having come late
he procceded “I see, you brought Lakshmi, I
cuppose. You are late every day, because you
bring Lakshmi. For some time hereafter, start
eaily to pick her up and reach here 1n time. The
Inspector may be expected any day and the school
should be running well. All of you, my children,
pray come into the school well in time, and do
your lessons well. The Inspector who comes this
year 1s a new Inspector. To all who do well 1n
the examination, he will send pear! necklaces as
presents. Saraswathi, you should do your lessons
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more studiously, and read fluently, as Gowramma
does.”

Saraswathi said: “Let her be the one that
reads fluently, Master, I don’t mind 1t, [ am not
squint-eyed.”

All the girls burst into wild laughter. I did
not wish to laugh, but I could not help it and
joined the others. Lakshmi from her class clap-
ped her hands 1n glee and chortled 1n abundance.
Hearing her laughter, the teacher—poor man—
was himsclf led to laugh but he restrained himself
and said to Saraswathi: “‘Child, you ought not to
talk like that.”

This was Saraswathi’s weakness. She had
good features and was proud of them. Gowr had
a shight squint 1n her eye. So, Saraswath: would
constantly poke fun at hei expense. I had good
features myself, so had Lakshmi, so had most
of the girls 1n the school. There was no rcason
why Saraswathi should be so conceited about
normal features. Yet, she was very proud of not
being squint-eyed It looks as if most girls have
the same notion. They think that it is all-suffi-
cient to have regulai features and a pair of good
eyes and a straight nose. Woman’s main business
1s to attract man. That which 1s tequired for this
purpose, she thinks adequate forall othei purposes
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in life. It 1s the same with man. Suppose a
young fellow has passed his B. A. examnation.
He may have only one eye; he may be ever
so dark in complexion; and so ugly in features,
Merely because he has passed the DB. A.
examination, he thinks that any girl should
hike hun for a husband. His business i1s to earn
bread That which s sufficient for earning bread,
he thinks, 1s sufficient for all other purposes. Man
does not know that good education 1s not good
features, and thinks that a first class degiee 1s
equal to a first class fice. Qur Saraswathi, stm-
larly, could not read. She caied nothing for
reading and the credit it brought however, merely
because she had good features.

As luck would have 1t, a thing that
occurred when the Inspector visited the school the
previous year had encouraged her in this attitude.
She had not studied but all the same had received
the Inspector’s praise  Gown and Saraswathi
had indeed been quite good friends till then, but
from that day they became decadly enemies. The
Inspector asked the class * My children, what 1s
a niver?” Saraswathi did not answer She had
not got the definition by heart, so she could not
open her mouth  The Inspector turned towards
Gowri. Gowr1 had got the definition as 1t appears
in the text-book of Geography absolutely by heart
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and repeated it word for word. None of us had
any objection to Gowri receiving praise, because
she was a better student than any of us. Then
the Inspector asked - * How does the river come
mnto existence”’ Gowit could not answer this
question, \When Saraswath’s turn came, she
said : “The water that drops here and there and
in all places gathers together and becomes a
river.” The Inspector said, ** This is beautiful ?
and, tuining to the teacher, added: “ You have
trained tlus girl very well, Teacher ” The master
had really tiained Gowr1 He had done nothing to
Saraswathi, but the [nspector praised Saraswathi
and gave the master credit for something he had
not done The teachei, however, thought that
the Inspector ieferred to Gowr and said: “Yes,
sir. I have taken a lot of trouble. Only your
wisdom can 1cally understand how much trouble
I have taken You may ask that girl for anything
that 1s found 1n the Geography book and she will
repeat 1t.”” The Inspector saw that the teacher
was talking of Gowramma and corrected himand
said, ‘ You mean this girl. What 1s your name,
child? Gowramma ? You mean Gowramma, Yes,
she has read well, but [ am referring to this other
girl.  What 1s your name, child?’  Saraswath
said, “Saraswatln Bai” The Inspector went on
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“I mean Saraswathi Bai. You have taken a lot
of trouble about her.,” The teacher said, ‘ Yes,
sir. I have become a skeleton 1n teaching her.”
The teacher meant no harm, but what he said
was true. It was no small business to teach
Saraswathi anything. Almost any other gnl would
learn lessons better than Saraswathi.  Thus,
Saraswathi. not having learnt what the teacher
had taught and knowing nothing of what the book
contained, but merely tlking vaguely out of her
head, had received the encomiums of the Inspec-
tor. This naturally caused much heart-burning
in Gowr1 and from that day they staiteda batter
feud. Gown said to Saiaswathi  “\WVhat does
this encomium cost ? You did not study to get the
praise. \Why should any one be so conceited
about praise sogot?” Siraswathi had only one
text in reply to this. 'Yes, my fitend what shall
Ido? I have not got a squnt cye. My eyes
unfortunately are all right ” So these two would
go on exchanging words The teacher was not
aware of these skirmishes behind the vell. So
that day, wishing to impress upon Saraswathi the
need for being a good student, he asked her
to do as Gowri did and this gave Saraswathi an
opportunity for making the whole school laugh
at poor Gowrl’s squint-cye.
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Having rebuked Saraswath: mildly for talk-
ing as she did, the teacher, to make us forget
the incident, called us one after another and
prescribed lescons to us We girls, 1n spite of this,
thought again and again of the horrible jest of
Saraswathi and looked at cach other, whispered
to each othet, and laughed. In fact, we did every-
thing except read our lessons, One important
thing that all of us did was to eat as quietly as
possible, yel unable to prevent the sound of
eating being heard by others, the [ried coin and
other hard stuil thar we had brought from our
houses as usual, not having time to eal them at
home. Alone of all of ws (Gowr: sat qmel and
seemed to be mindine het lesson but T believe
even she was not minding it tou she was greatly
hurt by Saraswthi’s insult Al of u~ spent some
time like thus, waiting o be called up bv the
teacher to do our reading [t was usual {or him
to call me up first; so I was most aleit {or the
call, In the meanwhile, I was signalling to Lakshmi
in a very friendly and kindly way asking for my
bits of pencil. We were at a distance fiom each
other and Lakshmi would not even look at me;
so my signals were of no use In no mood to
read the lesson and vexed with my failure to get
back my bits of pencil, I was feeling quite weary,
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The teacher himself seemed to have forgotten
that he had to call us up for the lesson. Itis
likely that he was thinking of the morning’s
incident 1n his hou.ehold He had come away
without arranging for some salt being taken to
the house. It was justas likely that he was thinking
of some spintnal matter, for when a man finds
he cannot do much 1n the world, he naturally
turns to his spirit.  \While he was deep in thought
on the question of the salt or some other matter,
a lady made her appeatance at the door, As
soon as the teacher saw her, he felt that the
trouble which he thought he had left at home
had puisued him to the school. Ile got up in
some distress and tried to speak but before he
could utter any words, his wife broke out: “I
told you there was no salt in the house. Yet you
came away to the .chool saying nothing and
doing nothing. What do you think I should do
for salt?” The teacher said: “Should you
come to the school for that icason ?’ The wife
answeted: “Whenever I ask that something
should bz brought, you run into your school as
mto a fort and tell me that whatever happens I
ought not to come here! \Vhat can I do but
come to the school ? T am not going to care for
all this hereafter. You may be 1n your school,
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you may be amidst your friends, you may be
anywhere ; 1f I want something for the household,
I shall simply walk in and ask you to bring1t. I
am not going to stand upon your decency.”

“Can you not,” said the teacher, ‘“‘have
brought some salt from a neighbour? Supposing
somebody walks into the school now, I shall be
losing the little prestige I have.”

“You are thinking of your own prestige,”
said hus wife : “it will be lost if somebody walks
into the school, but what about my prestige? It
1s being lost without anybody coming to tlie house.
I have to go out and lose 1t day after day. I
have borrowed rice from one house, dhal from
another, salt fiom a third, three diys out of every
week. I am tired of it. I shall not go to anyone’s
house hereafter to borrow anything. If you have
money, bring the thing; if you have not, say you
cannot bring it. Don’t leave me helpless and
run away. If you cannot bring anything, we
shall get on without 1t. If you have no money
now for buying slt, we shall eat our food without
salt.”

By this time, the school had got desperately
out of hand and each of us was talking just what she
liked and as loudly as she liked. All on a sudden
little. Garud walked mewing to the school door,
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“What is little Garud *” you ask. Well, T shall
tell you,

Little Garud was a kitten. He was very
young and very pretty. He seemed more keen
on coming to the school than any human of much
bigger age. He was the great pet of all the girls
in the school. One of us would take a broom-
stick and play it about in front of him and the
fellow would play at catching mice with the
greatest possible warmth and seriousness. Some
others of us-would play with his tail making him go
round and 1ound and finally lose his temper and
snarl. Little Garud’s compensation for all this
consisted 1n all of us giving him some share of the
eatables we brought fiom home every day.
Catching mice was of course something he wished
to play at for his own good, to train himself for
his job 1in hife. So, in a sense, the school was a
school even for lum  Getting the tail pulled was
not an operation of any benefit He unde.went
this purely for getting our eatables and, in spite of
our pulling his tail, liked us greatly. Best of all
of us, he liked Lakshm: for a special reason. She
had once brought some sweetened flour to the
school. I must say that all of 1t could not have
been given by hei mother. 1t was such a quantity,
Myself, Saraswathiand Gow11 noticed what a lot
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she had brought and werc planning to get a good
part of it for ourselves. (This was before Gowri
and Saraswathi had fallen out.) It happened
that little Grrud was somewhere near and
Lakshmi placed the whole of the sweetened flour
in front of him for fun, Laittle Garud did not
know it was 1n fun and he took the ball of
sweetened flour seriously as a gift and held it
between his forepaws and bzgan to eat it. We
tried to rescue the ball for our own use, but little
Garud had developed very definite opinions about
property and snailed and offered to scratch us.
Very soon, besides, he had licked the ball all
round so that, even 1f we got 1t out of his hands,
we could not have eaten 1t. Lver since that day,
the fellow thought Lakshmi a girl to whom 1t was
worthwhile going Lakshmt herself, silly girl that
she was, seemed to think that it wasa great matter
to be the favourite of the kitten, She should
have seen that to be so distinguished by a
little cat was not worth the price of a ball of
sweetened flour. She did not, and she and little
Garud were therefore very great friends, She
would catch hold of the kitten, kiss him, hold him to
her breast and take his life in two hundred httle
ways [t was she, asa matter of fact, that had
given him the title “Gaiud”. Imust say that little
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Garud deserved all this fondling. He was partly
dark grey, partly bright white, creamy white
near the neck and brighter white near the snout
and on the forehead. The snout itself was red
like ripe papaya fruit. The eyes were bright
like any precious stone and the fellow had nails
whose sharpness only those who had got scratched
by him knew. Well, now, I have told you what
little Garud was.

Lakshmi saw Iittle Garud as he came near
the door and ran out and caught him up and
brought him 1n  We others jomned her and sat
round the hitle fellow and were playing with him.
In the joy of this play, I did not notice what
happened in the school. The teacher and his
wife must have exchanged mote words; but,
guddenly, he called out: “Stearly, my children,
get into your places,””  As his voice rang out, all
of us got back to our places, caught up our hooks
not knowing what had happened or why we
should be at attention. T.akshmi, I noticed, put
little Garud aganst her bosom and covered him
up with the end of her sari; and the whole
gchool, in a moment, became trim and business-
like.

Raising my head after this, I saw what had
nucle the teacher call out. Framed by the door
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there stood a gentleman of ‘more than middle
age, looking very grave and as if he owned the
place. The teacher had stood up and seemed to
be fearing a reprimand. After surveying the
school. the gentleman looked stcadily at the
teacher and asked: “Are you the teacher in
charge?”

I need npt tell you that the gentleman was
the Inspector of Schools. No one else talks to
schoolmasters in that tone and manner. All the
world addresses these teachers in a different
manner and tone, Alone of mankind an Inspector
of Schools talks to them in this way. [ hope no
one will feel offended by what I am saying. In
fact, I am saying it partly in fun. Just as cats
have peculiar domain over mice, so Ispectors of
schools have dominion over school teachers. Our
teacher must have suspected, even before, that
this gentlemin was the Inspector; when the
questton came he knew for ceitain that this was
the case. So he said: “Yes, Your honom.”

The Inspectot said: ‘‘Put on your head-dress,
man. Why are you standing bare-headed ?”’

Our teacher knew the Shastra and the Veda.
He could repeat the Raghuvamsa from any point
to any point. Ile knew a lot of plilosophy: asa
matter of fact, I believe he could have taught 1t
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to very many learned men. DBut he was a very
simple man. 1 have known something of man’s
nature since those days [ have watched my own
little children grow and have seen how pure, how
innocent, how tender their spirit 1s. 1 had always
loved our teacher for his simplicity ; but 1t 1s only
now that I could sec that his spirit was pure,
innocent and tender hke the spirit of a child.
The man was poor but he had a kindly heart and
would often give up the few pies he had to help
some poorer fellow. That was how he would
sometimes find himsclf without cash for salt. I
doubt if there are many people with inmnds so free
from crookedness as our teacher. In a sense, he
was a man of gieat courage too. Once as he was
walking along the road he noticed that a serpent
was approaching a spot where some children
were playing and, though he held the belief that
a serpent 1s not to be killed and knew for certain
that if he hit 1t and missed, it would rush on him
and would finish him, he walked up to 1t very
deliberately and hit it on its head with his stick
and killed 1t. A crowd gatheied round and was
praising this middle-aged Brahmin’s valour. The
teacher, qute unmindful of the praise of these
people, walked up to the serpent, took a pinch of
snuff from his snuff-box and put it over the
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serpent’s head. Our teacher had heard that
snake-charmers, when they wish to catch snakes,
put a little snuff over the head of the snake and
make it giddy, that then they catch hold of it
and pull out 1its powson fangs. IHe believed that
this correctly described the process of conquering
snakes. That was why he put some snuff on the
head of the dead snake, not knowing that, if a
snake is sufficiently killed to lie motionless when
you go near, he 1s too dead to feel the taste of
snuff. So utterly simple was our teacher Though
so courageous, our teacher feared two things:
one of them was lis wife and the other was the
Inspector. To his misfoitune, his wife had come
a little earlier this very day and the Inspector
came now. As the Inspector told him to put on
his head-dress, the teacher realised what enormity
of disrespect he had been guilty of. Ile took up
his head-dress from the table and, in the hurry,
put it on the wrong way Ile was perspiring
from fear. I felt a great pity for the poor man,
though he looked very funny with his head-wear
worn wrong side foremost. Noticing that this
was the case, the Inspector said : “Wear 1t night.”
This upset the teacher. He took 1t up to wear it
right ; but, unfortunately, 1t got loose. Poor man,
he was already sufficiently discomposed. This
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made it worse. He fell into a consteination, with
his head-dress loose and the Inspector appearing
to be angry. The children besides had not
prepared sufficiently well for the mspection! The
Inspector might feel dissatisfied with the progress
of the classes and remove this man from teacher-
ship! To make things worse, his wife had sat
mside the school. Supposing the Inspector
discovered that it was the wife, what would he
think and what would be the consequence?
Supposing he ashed for the name of this student
or that student and that, and noticing a grown up
person 1n one of the clisses asked who she was'!
What was he tosay? You have to imagine the
depth of the confusion 1nto which the teacher had
fallen. I am unable to describe 1t. The Inspector
turned, all on a sudden, towards the teachei’s
wife and said: “Who 1s this? Is she also a
teacher ?”’

The teacher was yet not prepared for the
question! Pretending to be troubling with his
head-dress, he merely said- “Your honour.”

What else the Inspector might have said
and what else might have occurred, thereafter, it
1s hard to say. The teacher’s wife discovered
that what she had done had led to greater harm
than she had thought and made up her mind to
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get out of the mess somehow., Seeing that her
husband could not answer, she said very op-
portunely: ‘“No.”

“What then? a student!”, asked the In-
spector.

The teacher said : “Your honour.”

The teacher’s wife said: ‘“Yes”.

The Inspector turned to the Master and
said: “Well, I say, you have caught hold of
quite a grown up proposition ! ”

The teacher said: ‘“Your honour”

The teacher’s wife was very angry.

The Inspector turned to her and aked:
“What class are you 1n, young lady ? ”’

The teacher’s wife said nothing, then. She
was looking very angry and walked straight to
the door; and turning back for a moment before
getting out said: ‘“What language! Grown up
proposition indeed '’ With that she passed
out. The Inspector did not understand. “What
is this, teacher? She has left the school! What
class is she n ? ” :

The teacher merely repeated : “Your honour.”

The Inspector was weary of this repetition
of “Your honour”. "I say, teacher, what 1s the
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matter with you? You are saying simply your
honour, again and again. What has come to
you?”

The teacher said : *‘Your honour”

The Inspector asked: “I say, teacher, did
she take offence?

The teacher said: “It looks as if she did,
Your honour.”

The Inspector said: “‘Quite so! I ought
not to have said ‘grown up proposition’. Well,
well, let us think of other things now: What
class 1s this ? May I examine this class ?”

“Your honour”, said the teacher, “has come
just now and must be tired with the long journey.
It might be better 1f the inspection 1s made
tomorrow.”

“Very we'll, then”, said the Inspector ; ‘“‘now,
let me hear a song which the children have learnt
to sing well, Let one of the girls sing 1t: any
one of them who sings well.”

The girl that could sing well was T.akshm.
The teacher turned to her and said ‘‘Lakshamma,
sing a song to the Inspector, Sing ‘Our great

29

King’.

Lakshmi stood up and began the song  You
remember little Garud lay against her bosom.
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To hear her sing, the Inspector walked up to her.
When Lakshmi began singing, little Gatud who
had gone to sleep in the interval woke up and,
not willing to stay where he was, moved in an
attempt to come out.

The Inspector saw that something was
moving within the cloth, “What 1s 1t, child ?”
he asked, pointing with his finger. Lakshmi did
not know whether to tell or not. She looked at
me but before I could signal to her to tell, the
Inspector jestingly said: ‘Is 1t your child?!”
and put his hand into the cloth. You know,
Lakshmi was a hitle child and there was no 1dea
in the Inspectoi’s mind of any disrespect. He
must have had giand-children of Lakshmi's
age.

Little Gaiud had tied to come out; he had
been pievented and got angry. In a moment he
would have scratched poor Lakshmi’s bosom;
but, before he could decide on that course, the
Inspector’s hand arrived. Laittle Garud had
experience of things like this. They generally
came to pull him by the tail. He thought now
that this was one such hand and, jumping up in
terror, scratched the poor Inspector’s hand
severely. The Inspector pulled out his hand in
great haste,

b
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I have told you that only those knew little
Garud’s nails who had got scratched by him.
The Inspector now made acquaintance with the
nails. He was greatly vexed and turned to the
teacher and said : “I say, teacher, what kind of
school is this of yours? That girl went away
angiy. This girl has a kitten in her bosom.
What 1s all this? Is this a school *

The teacher said: “Your honour, [ am anable
to describe to you the hardships through which
I have to pass. God alone knows what 1t 1s
I am going through. When the girls grow up,
they develop tempers, one cannot open his mouth
to them. If yousay a woid to them, they leave
the school and walk away. When they aie little,
they don’t read: their only interest 15 a latten or
a pup: if you tell them not to bring onc to the
school they cease coming to the school Your
honour 1s giving me my hvelihood: I am true to
the salt and am runnming the school; otherwise,
I don’t know where I should have been. Your
honour sees that in these ten minutes there has
been such disoider in this school. I have taught
and taught and taught n this school and poured
out my life-blood for nothing,”

“I say, teacher,” said the Inspector, “what
18 your pay ?”’
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Theteacher said: “Sir, I labour for thirty
days and get at the end of it ten rupees.”

“L.ook here, teacher, I am going to write and
say today that you should get twclve rupees.
You certainly shounld get at least two 1upees more
for 1unning such a menagerie,”

With this, for that day, the school closed.

This was some years ago. Three days
ago, my old teacher came to my house. Before
I came away fiom my village, I went to his
house to say farewell. The teacher said: “‘See-
thamma, my child, I told you long ago that you
would have a good husband and my word has
come true. May you be happy. Some time,
pethnps, I shall come to your house. Reniember
me.” ‘That was why he came thiee days ago.
He asked me to tell my husband to speak to the
Inspectot—it 1s some other Inspector now,—and
get him a fuither promotion. He asked my
husband himself. [ also asked him to help my
old teacher, In this context I told him of the
Thuisday n the school which had brought the
teacher his previous promotion. I learnt to-day
that the poor man was given an addition of three
rupees 2 month. \Vhen asking for the promotion
the teacher said: ‘‘Whatever help you give, See-
thamma, my mother, 1t can be of no use to her.”
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I need not say of whom he was talking ; the older
generation never referred to any one but the wife
in that familiar way. [said: “Why, Master?”
He said: “She died, Seethamma, she gave birth
to a daughter and died. That child s left to me
to look after.” He wept for thought of the wife
that was dead. A moment later, he said: “She
died 1n want, Seethamma. Supposing she had
been alive and a promotion came, I could have
bought her a good sari, she would have worn 1t
and felt happy. That was not to be; I am dened
the privilege.”” I could say nothing in reply.
These sumple things are the great matters in
life: that one whom swe loved and who is dead
cannot eat the thing we eat or wear a cloth that
we buy. The teacher continued : “I1ow she loved
me, Seethamma! A little before death, she asked
me to come near and caught my feet and said:
‘I am dying. I have been cruel to you very often.
Don’t keep any anger 1in your mind against me.
I need your forgiveness.” She upset me, mother.
I sat down and took her hand and said: ‘When
were you cruel to me? Never that I remember.
In fact, marrying an old man, you lost all chance
of joy in hfe’. She said in reply: ‘You don’t
know. 1 was happy enough, though, perhaps, I
I did not remember it always. Now all too soon
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I must leave you. I realise now how happy I
was and how good you were.,” Hers was puré
and deep love, Seethamma, very pure and very
deep. What a transparent nature was hers, mother !
Her words were sometimes harsh but no heart
could be more tender. Think of that trans-
parency. You remember the day that the Inspector
came and theré was all that hubbub 1n the school?
When 1 went home, I told her that the Inspector
would give me a piomotion of two rupees and
described all that occurred. She said: ‘He
may be thinking that I was also a student and
this promotion which he 1s giving may be due to
this belief. Don’t take a promotion leaving him
in 1gnorance of facts, Tell him I am not a
student, If he gives thc promotion after that,
well and good; if not, it does not matter.” I
told her that the Inspector was greatly conceined
over having refeired to her in disrespectful terms
and the possibility of people knowing about 1t,
‘He was wrong,’ she said, ‘to have spoken as he
did. No man should speak like that in a school
for guls, but that 1s his affair, 'What he 1s does
not matter to us. Let us do what 1s nght, Tell
him the tinth about me.” Seethamma, I went
to the Inspector that evening and told him that
the woman he had secn m the school was not a
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student but my wife, He was at first very angry
but on further thought laughed a great deal and
said : ‘I say, teacher, [ said that you should have
a promotion of two rupees for having to deal with
such students. If [ had known that she was your
wife, I would have recommended promotion by
another three rupees. Is she your wife ? What a
a wife to have!l’ The poor mar did not know
how good she was, Seethamma. He did not
know that she was so good a woman,”

The teacher was silent for a few mnutes,
thinking of the goodness of his wife,
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Mangamma has been supplying curds to us
for several years now. Our relations are of the
kind usual in this city. In other places the curds-
seller supplies the curds you requite day after day
and takes payment at the end of a month. Here,
supplying and payment take place on the same
day and you are not bound to take any quantity
every day. The curds-woman passes by our house
most days. On such daysshe gets into the house
and asks if we want any curds. Ve’ buy if we
need 1t and pay at the rate prevailing on the day
or at the latest pay her next day. Her village 15
close to Avalur. I forget its name : Venkapur or
something like it. As 1 talked sympathetically
Mangamma sometimes visited me both on her way
to the city and back to her village, She would
sit in the yard and say a few woids about one
thing or another, chew betel leaf and nut or ask
for it, and after resting for some time start for her
village. If I had the time she would tell me of the
troubles 1n her household and ask me to tell her
of mine. What trouble had I to report to her?
By God’s grace cverything 1s well with me. The
worst I can report would be that the cat came
and drank up the milk or that the rats ate the
cucumber overmight, When I told her of such
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things Mangamma would say : * Alas, that 1s the
way of the world”, and that would start her ona
discourse regarding her experience and hints for
managing this world of refractory ways. Mangam-
ma and myself thus came to be very intimate
companions,

One day about a month ago Mangamma came
and called out as usual asking 1f I wanted curds.
I was within, My httle boy said. “Yes. We
want curds ”, and walking up to her and stretch-
ing his hand out asked: “ Give 1t”. Mangamma
sat down and took out a piece of good thick curd
and put 1t in his hand. “Ask mother to come
soon’’, she told him, ‘ I have to go”. By that
time I came out. Mangamma said* “ Mother,
you have a child precious as gold. You are so good
and your child 18 worthy of you. But, mother,
what 1s the use of all this? It lasts only till he
grows up. When he does grow up some creature
comes along to owh him  The boy who calls one,
mother, mother, so prettily will not ask then
whether the mother 1s alive or dead”. I said:
“ Why, Mangamma ? What has happened? Did
your son refuse to do something you told him ?”
“ Let 1t be, mother,” said Mangamma, *‘ the man
who held my hand in mairiage did not heed my
wish; how much can a son heed 1t ?” “ Did not
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your husband heed your wish, Mangamma ?"”
Isaid. *“That”, sad Mangamma, “1s a long
story. You know, mother, I did not wear a showy
sari ; another woman wore 1t. He was canied
away by the colour of it and went to her, I did
not mind. A man has to live as he will. A woman
should be content with having a house and a hus-
band and calling them hers So I put up with 1t,
But then, mother, I committed sin. I sold ehxir
and lost my man What 1s to be done? I got
what I had asked for and that was over. DBut,
mother, I pray you, take heed about your own
household life. By the time your husband comes
1n the evening, change your clothes and wear a
good sari. A man’s mind s very unsteady, mother,
You should wear a san or a bodice of a bright
colour such as will please the husband’s eye. Buy
flowers and scents and make yourself biight and
sweel and satisfy his mind The sai1 you are
weaiing now, for mstance, 1t 1s all right for usc in
the house when you are working; but by the
evening you ought to put on something bright ”.
I smiled to hear Mangamma’s wisdom, but was
aware of the deep sagacity born of experience that
lay behind her advice I realised, too, that that
experience had been painful, and felt a ittle sorry
for the poor woman. *‘ Yes, Mangamma,”’ I said :
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‘ what you say 1s true”’. Mangamma went on:
“ See mother, there are four things to be done if
you wish to keep a husband in hand. Silly people
will tell you to give drugs and pills  But really
in this matter the proverb 1s wiser: drug a man
and make a corpse. Donot listen to such nonsense.
Rather, prepare something tasty occasionally and
give 1t to him to eat. Wear something pretty and
smile and move before him gracefully, Get what
you need for the house once together and avoid
asking for two hundred bits day after day. Save
up a pie today and a pie another day and when he
is 10 need hand over some of 1t. Tlis, mother,
is the best drug and the best pill  If the wife of
the house does these things, the husband will be
like 1ts dog. If she does not do it, he wanders
like one 1n the street”. 1 was greatly struck
with Mangamma’s sageness. We exchanged a
few words more and then she left.

Some two weeks later I noticed that Man-
gamma was looking very unhappy. “Why,
Mangamma ?” I said, “You are looking so weary”’.
“Oh, mother”, she said, “what shall I say ? No

"one wants me”’. With that she collected a tear
from her eye with a finger, I was alarmed and
asked : “Why, Mangamma, won’t you tell me
what happened? Did your son say anything? ”
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“Yes, mother, he did.” said Mangamma: ‘“‘His
wife beat that little innocent, her son, for something
that he did. I could not bear to see him beaten.
So I said : “You hard-hearted woman, why are you
beating the poor fellow hke an ogress ?’ For this
she fell foul of me and reviled me. T objected
and said that she could not talk so to me, her
husband’s mother. ‘I.et your husband come and
I shall tell him’, I said. The husband came home
and I told him : ‘She beats the child mercilessly
and I tell her not to and she reviles me  Please
adwise her a httle’, She would not let him speak.
‘What 1s the advice he should give me? If my
son does somec mischief have I not the right to
spank him ? Did I not bear the boy as you bore
this husband ? I.et there be no talk of advising
and such other nonscnse’ And, mother, you know
what happencd When all 1s said and done [ am
only the mother where as she 1s the wife. Suppo-
sing he rebukes her, she will reply. Me he can
rebuke without any fear. He said to me: ‘Yes,
mother. She beats the child that she has+boine.
Why do you interfere ? If you wish to say any-
thing say 1t to me’ ‘Was I then wrong in
remonstrating with her?’ I asked. ‘Wrong or
right, mother, 1s another matter. But a woman
must be free to deal with the son she has borne’.
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This upset me, mother, and some words slipped
from my mouth. ‘What s this you are saying,
son, in the glamour which your wife has cast over
you ? Are you prepared to let her belabour herson
or revile me as she likes ? Things have come to a
pretty pass. If tomorrow she tells you to send
me out of the house, I suppose you will do it?’
My son said : ‘What else shall I do, mother? If
you say that you cannot stay with me if the wife
1s with me and that my wife should not stay if
you are to be with me, what shall I do with that
helpless woman ? ‘Am I not helpless ?’ I asked.
‘Oh, no, mother’, he said . ‘You have the cattle,
the curds, and money and things. You do not
need to be fed by me’. ‘Son’, I said, ‘are you
asking me to live apart?’ ‘That 1s as you like,
mother,” he said. ‘If you wish to live apart I
shall not say, do not. I have had enough of these
quarrels of yours’. ‘Well, son,” I said : “f that 1s
your wish I shall ive apart from this afternoon.
You and your wife may be happy without me’.
And 1 have come with the curds to sell”.
Fimshing her narration Mangamma cried to her
heart’s content. I was very sorry for her and
said some words to soothe her. “Don’t think too
much of these things, Mangamma” I said. “Go
home and get about as usual and things will be
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all right”. I then took some curds and paid for
it and she left.

Next day Mangamma seemed less unhappy,
but she did not seem happy asusual. So I asked
if the quarrel had been made up. “Howcan it be
made up, mother ? ” said Mangamma. ‘“Will that
daughter-in-law of mine allow a quarrel between
me and my son to be made up? By the time I
went home yesterday after selling the curds, she
had taken out a set of vesecls and things for me
and kept them to a siddc She had also placed
some 7a@g: 1n one large pot, some salt and chillies
and other things m other little pots, all for my
use. She and her husband had fimished their
meal and she was looking veiy unconcerned.
How could the quarrcl be made up, mother ? I
prepared some food 1n a pait of the house and
ate 1t all by myself. I made the mustake of
saying it. Husband and wife said . ‘That will do
very well.” A son s no son after his mariiage,
mother, and if he does not necd me I should not
throw myself on him ? ‘All rght’ I'said, and I am
now living apart. Daily when I started from the
house with the cuids I used to give a httle to my
grandson and then come this way. Today by
the time I could do this she had taken hun away
somewhere. She has made up her mind that I
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should not see my grandson And this is how
she is managing it”, I was astonished to learn
that so small a matter had taken this turn. But
there was nothing that I could do 1n the case.
So I spoke of other things to Mangamma and
sent her away,

For two or three days we did not talk of the
home again ; but I understood from Mangamma’s
ways that she was still living apart. The thurd
or fourth day Mangamma said to me : “ Mother,
this velvet cloth which you are wearing, how much
is it per yard?” “ Why, Mangamma ?” 1 asked.
“You sec, mother ”, said Mangamma, “‘all these
days I was putting the coins together for my son
and grandson. Why should I now? 1 also shall
have a velvet jacket like yours and go about in 1t”.
I told Mangamma that a jacket in that stuff might
cost seven or eight i1upees. That very day
Mangamma bought enough of that cloth for a
jacket for herself and gave it to the tailor, The
next day I saw her init on her way to the village.
“ Sec, mother”, she said, “how well I look,
tricked out in thc best of clothes, When my
husband was alive I did not buy a costly sari and
he went after a woman who wore something
better than I. I added pie to pie for the sake of
thus son and lost my husband, and now this son
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has got past my hands. .\nd look at me, pretty
with my new found decoration”,

It struck mec that loss of her son in a sense
had affected Mangamma’s wits. Much anger or
much distress does make people a little mad.
I said nothing to Mangamma, but this jacket of
hers brought her quarrels with other people. It
seems that a boy of her village 1s studying in the
city. He 1s a civilized person, wearing as all our
educated pcople do, after the manner of English
people, collar and tie and other fashionable things.

When he saw Mangamma he said. “ Well,
mother Mangamma, you have become very
fashionable, wearing a velvet jacket”. “ What

1s this, young fellow ?” said Mangamma “ You
are forgetting your manners. \Vhy have you got
that thing round your neck and why shall not I
have a jacket if I please ?”” That was the begimn-
ning of a colloquy between them, wlich made
some pcople who were standing near laugh The
incident put Mangamma hopelessly out of temper.

The next day Mangamma recounted all of
this to me. Notonly did other people say this
but that daughter-in-law of hers said things in
her hearing just to vex her. “Look at my mother-
in-law”, she said, “when we weie together she
would not give me an ordinary bodice. Now she
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is living apart and is wearing a velvet jacket
herself”’. Mangamma had not really been indiffe-
rent to what her daughter-in-law wore. She had
given her at the time of marriage her ear-rings,
wristlet, a crest jewel, a necklace and belt, and
other things that she had had for long years but
had rarely worn. Every year after the marriage
she had got some small jewel or other made for
the daughter-in-law, But that daughter-in-law re-
membered none of all this, she was aware only of
the velvet jacket which Mangamma was now
wearing. The old woman suffered the 1nsult
once or twice without taking notice, but when 1t
was repeated she was unable to bear it. So she
went to hei son 1n the evening and <aid* “Yowm
wife 15 jawing about me, siying that I am now
wearing a jacket but did not give her evena
bodice when we were together. Did I not give
her anything at all when I lived with her ? \What
about my wristlet, my ear-ring, my necklace, my
crest ornament and belt, and the other things I
gave? "' The daughter-in-law 1eplied before the
son could sy anythmg., “If a woman whose
hushand is dead should like to have ear-ing and
belt, let her take them and wear theni. I do not
want them”. The husband rebuked her. “What
1s this, woman? You are talking too much”.
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Addressing the mother he said: “Mother, I am
tired of this fight between you two. Pray, do
whatever you consider 1s proper. If you want
the ear-ring and belt and other things, please take
them” Mangamma said to me: “See mother ;
this son of mine was not prepared to tell his wife
not to talk to everybody in the village about me.
He was prepared to say that I might take the
ornaments 1f [ iked. He was more ready to put
the blame on me than to correct lus wife. Why
should I live after this ?”

I who heacd the stotry felt ever so unhappy.
This poor woman _was old and helpless ; and that
son was her only son* why did not that wife of
his treat the husband and the husband’s mother
with a hittle more kindness? \Vhy so much fuss
and misundeistanding ? \Why did 1t arise ? Because
the old woman told the drughter-in-law not to
beat the grandson. ‘“Why do people behave in
this way ?”” I asked myself. And then 1t appeared
to me that eveiywhere a quarrel arses in the
same way. If two people do not ike one another,
anything 1s enough to set them at loggerheads.
A quarrel develops fiom stcp to step and 1n the
end 1s a result for which you sec no real reason
and all the petsons mvolved 1 it ale made

unhappy. .
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Some days later, Mangamma said to me:
‘“Mother, you are a good woman. I have a little
money of mine. I shall be grateful if you would
kindly deposit 1t for me 1n one of these places that
they call a bank. Fellows in my wvillage are
thinking of the money I have”, 1 asked her
what made her say this, “ You see, mother ”, said
Mangamma : *“ Thereis a person of the namec
of Rangappa in my village. He and some other
people gamble and fight. He 1sa man of tastes,
As I was commng up with the curds yesterday
he met me as if by chance at a point on the
way and asked ‘How are you, Mangamma? Happy
and well ” * What happiness have I, Rangapppa,
that you are not aware of ?’ [ said. ‘ That’s tiue’
says he, ‘you are nght. In the way in which
pcople behave the=e'days, what 1s the chance for
happiness ? These young fellows must forget
their manners and old people like us are left to
feel hurt, wondering what has come to the world.
We have to endure this. We walked some
distance together. There is a grove of trees
on the way, with a well towards the pit. It
1s rather lonely there and 1 was fearing what
this man might do to me there. I had some
money in this little purse, That’s why. When
we rcached the place, Rangappa asked me if I
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could give him a httle chunam. 1 gave it to him
and he took it and went away. Today again as
I was on my way here he joined me at nearly the
same place, and walked up with me to the giove
talking of one' thing and another, and said to me
at the end : ‘ Mangamma, I am in need of a little
money. Would you kindly lend 1t to me ? I shall
repay 1t as sooh as I harvest my ragr this year’.
‘Oh, brother’, said I+ ‘how can I have any
money to lend to you? ‘Ah’,said he: ‘Don’t
I know, Mangamma ? What do you get by bury-
ing coin 11 one place or another ? Lend 1t to me
and you will help me to live and will yourself get
some wnterest’. A munute later he says - ‘If you
and your son had lived together I could not have
asked you. You would have needed the cash for
malking some hittle tinket for your daughter-in-law.
But now, you know, you are free from that burden
and therefore I am asking you’. See, mother,” said
Mangamma, “let a woman stand alone and every-
one will cast his cyes on her”, I told Mangamma
that I would ask my husband what we could do
for her.

I could not speak to my husband about this
that day. The next day, when she had given
the cumids we wanted, Mangamma took out a small
purse from her hamper and put 1t before me and
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said : “Mother, please take this into the house and
count how much there 15”. 1 told her I had not
yet spoken to my husband and asked herto bring
the money again. She said: “Oh, no, mother,
I am afraid of carrying 1t about with me. You
know this Rangappa met me on the way today
also 'When we reached the grove I have told
you of hesat down on a stone and asked me to sit
down, saying : ‘What is the huriy? Sit down for a
few moments’. AsI had this money with me my
heart was beating fast. Supposing I refused and
walked on, he might hold me and stop me and
what should I do then? So I sat. The man
talked of my household. He then talked of other
things. Then he took hold of my hand and said
how pretty I was. Do you hear, my mother?
When I was young and handsome, the man I
called husband gave up holding this hand. Not
another held it afterwaids. Years later, today,
this fcllow holds it I withdrew my hand and
said: ‘What 1s this, Rangappa® You are feeling
lusty. Do you think you and I have become
lovers for you to say this to me ? With that I
got up and came away at a great pace. Yesterday
he asked for my money ; today he asked for my
person. Hec with whom I sat on the marrage
seat and shared blessings for a happy Iife, he left
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me for the other world long ago. He would not
touch me when I was willing Another woman in
those circumstances might have said, ‘If the hus-
band will not, find the lover who will’ and played,
I do not know, what tricks. I thought, however, of
my self-respect and bore that neglect. Now when
my youth is gone and I am old, this loafer comes
along and catclies me by the hand as if he were
more than my husband and I his wedded wife”.

It struck me that this story of Mangamma’s
was developing 1n strange ways. ‘‘Mangamma”’,
I said, ““why are you nisking all this trouble?
Why not go back to your son and suffer whatever
comes ?”’

“I might be willing to do that, mother,
But would my daughter-in-law allow 1t ? ”’

“Tell your son these thingsabout Rangappa.”

“Oh, my mother, what a thing that would be
to do. It would just help my daughter-in-law to
shout in the streets and get me thrown out of
caste. It 1s getting late, mother. I must be
going. Please arrange about this thing being put
into a bank and tell me tomorrow”. With that
the poor woman went away. Within an hour
she came again. “Mother”, she said, “a thing
occurred today. \Vhat shallT do?”

“What thing ? 7.

6
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“You see, mother, I wanted some sweets for
the child and bought a small packet and put it 1n
my hamper”. As Mangamma had told me that
her grand-child had been prevented from coming
to her I did not quite follow what she was saying.
So I said : “You said the child was not coming to
you. Why did you want any sweelmeat?”
“Oh”, said Mangamma, “that was some days ago.
If the mother does not want him to go to me, 1s
he going to give me up ? He comes to me, mother,
when she 1s not looking on. He drinks the milk I
give him and asks for the cuids. When I give 1t he
dances for Joy. 'When he makes any noise I tell
him his mother will hear, and, would you believe it,
my mother, he shuts up immediately There s
nothing, mother, to cqual the play of childien.
So I bought a Iittle sweetmeat for him and kept
it i the hwmper. You know this Shankarpur
here. As I was passing through 1it, a crow from
a mango tree swooped on to my head and flew
away with the packet of sweetmeat. What 1s to
be done now ?” “Why do you make so much of
the loss of some sweetmeat? Buy another packet”,
Isaid. ‘“No, mother”, said Mangamma, “that 1s
not what I am thinking of. People say thata
crow should not touch a person. That 1s why I
am upset”. “What 1s the harm of a crow touching
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a person? ” [ said. “They say that 1t portends
death”, said Mangamma : “‘the thing that the crow
did today makes me fear that my days are run.
Of course I have also said to myself that, if they
are, 1t is so much the better. No one wants me
to live. What 1s the harm 1f I go and gather into
the feet of my God?” ‘“What nonsense are you
talking, Mangamma !” I said: “You keepa packet
of sweetmeat, tempting a crow to take 1t, and walk
along a roadway to malke sure that some crow sees
it, and when the crow comes and takes the packet
you say your days are done. Is this sense? Do
not waste time on such thought. Go home and
play with your grandson” *So’’ asked Mangamma,
“there 15 no reason for fear?' “Not atall,” I
said: ‘““What 1s the fear ? The more one quarrels
the longer one lives Do not think about the
crow and the sweetmeat again. Go home
smiling”.

Mangamma left for her village. I thought of
the state of her mind and wondered at this poor
woman loving now her son, now her daughter-in-
law, now her grandson, but wishing more than
anything else that they should treat her as
mistress and show her regard. No one 1s free
from love of power , none from love of life. One
may feel tired of life; but one never wishes to



84 SHORT STORIES

die ; but one is not prepared to show that he does

not wish it. These people are supposed to be
village people, simple, unsophisticated, not spoilt
by education and with no concealment and camou-
flage. Yet in their minds there 1s veil behind
veil and fold behind fold and cover concealing
cover. What drama 1s this, I thought.

When Mangamma came next time she told
me fuither incidents in her new hfe, That giand-
son of hers that day had refused to go to his mother
and fathei and had stayed with the grand-mother.
The old woman was happy beyond description.
“Look at the young fellow’s courage’’, she said:
“He 1s hardly two feet high, my mother. Would
any ordinary child give up its mother when 1t 13
so small? But this youngster did. Ile came to
me 1n the after-noon yesterday and would not go
back. When he did not ietuin in the evening,
his mother came and made a fuss. ‘Come along’,
she said to her son, ‘and let mec give you a
spanking’. He stoutly rcfused to go and clung to
my feet. I told lum ever so often to go to her.
His father came and called him but the httle
fellow refused Ilc stiyed with me the whole
day. Fo: ten days I l1y alone in the house and
was feeling afraid. ILast might I felt a strange
courage as the litlle boy was sleeping with me.
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When all 1s said and done, my mother, there isa
great deal in having a male about the house.
See God’s grace in so young a fellow being so
determined to stay with me. The son whom I
brought up gave me up.  But this little slip of a
grandson comes 1n his placc and says* ‘Do not
fear’. That daughter-in-law of mine, my mother,
made a Ramayana the whole might. The little
fellow would not budge. In the morning as I
started for hete I told him that he should not be
alonc 11 the house and took him to his mother’s
house and left him near the doow. Then he
went 1n, mother, and I came this way”.

“That 158 good, Mangammn’, I said. ‘“‘but
what will you do if she beats the child ?”

“Oh, mother”, said Mangamma, ‘“‘why would
she beat him? She would really be happy that her
son has come to her house at least for a moining.
If your child 1s always about you, you feel some-
times as 1f you would give him a spanking, Not
when you get him only occasionally.  Look, for
example, how 1t 15 with me. \Vhen I and my
daughtet-in-law lived in the same house I never
noticed how handsome she was, Now I see her
from a distance and I like her looks so greatly.
Sometimes, when she knits her biows, she looks
a little strange. DBut, normally, what a face and
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what grace! I can now see what 1t 1s that has
made a slave of my son. And he too, mother,
When I was 1n that house I did not take much
notice of his going out and his coming 1. Now
that I live apart, I sit in front of my house and
wonder why he has not yet returned to his house
or why he has started so soon for the field. It
ought to be the same with her. “Supposing she
beats the hittle fellow today, there is the danger of
his not going to her tomorrow when I start for the
city. Supposing I bring lum away she would lose
even the few hours she could have him with her.
She has borne the fellow for months 1n her womb
and suffered pains and given him being. How can
she agree to lose him, mother ?”’

I heard Mangamma’s talk with more and
more wonder. How far her thought went ! By the
same token 1t struck me that this quarrel between
the old woman and the son and daughter-in-law
would soon end.

And that 1s what happened 1n fact. For two
days the little grandson went to the mother’s house
in the morning. The third day he offered to go
with the grandmother to the city. She could not
bring him with any ease and begged him to stay
with his mother. But he was obstinate. Mangam-
ma did not know what to do. The son and
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daughter-m-law then came up and said: “If in
some foolish moment we do something wrong
should you not forgive us?” Four people from the
village came up and said similar words. So

Mangamma was mollified and returned to live
with her son and daughterin-law. But this
grandson insisted upon accompanying his grand-
mother. This led to a new arrangement.  This
selling of curds had been Mangamma’s business.
Even after her daughter-in-law came into the
family, Mangamma kept 1t 1n her own hands,
The ostensible reason was that the daughter-in-
law of the house was the mistiess and should rule
1n it, while she, the mother-in-law, could only go
about. The real reason was that 1t was tedious
staying at home and that if she sold the curds
and mulk she would be able to handle some money.
When the little grandson insisted upon being
with his grandmother the daughter-in-law said:
“Why should you go up and down in the sun?
How long can a person do this who is growing
old ? Be you the mustress of the house, looking
after everything. I shall go to the city and sell
the curds’’. Mangamma could not well refuse
the arrangement. She agreed. {‘Oncen a way
I shall relieve you,” she said. “‘but you may do
this most days”. One day, theiefore, the mother-
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in-law and the daughter-in-Inw came in company.
One of them carried the curds and the other the
child. “Mother”, said Mangamma, “this 15 my
daughter-in-law, She has been very considerate
to me and has taken me back to her house, and
saved her old mother-in-law the trouble of cooking
for herself, She does not like that I should have
to go about 1n the sun. I have agteed. So 1t is
she will bring the curds hereafter”. With this
Mangamma handed us over to her daughter-in-law.
I said a few kindly words to both of them and
advised them to remain friends and gave them
some betel leaf and nutand sent them away. Now-
adays the younger woman 1s bringing us curds.

All that has been said so far 1s from the
point of view of the mother-in-law. What might
be the case for the daughter-in-law ? So I asked
the young woman one day “Nanjamma”, 1
said, ‘‘you secm such a sensible sort. Why did

you go and drive that poor woman from the
house ?”

“Mothe1’’, said Nanjamma, ‘‘do not say 1t.
Do you think I am an ogress to drive my mother-
in-law out? This mother-in-law of mine would
not allow me to do anything. She put herself
in my way 1n every little affair and would not
allow my husband to go about asa man. She
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was master and mistress together. It s all nght
now, but when she leaves us, how can this man
play the master, and what kind of wife could I be
if he 1s no man at all? I put up with this for
months and months, saying that after all she had
borne him and brought him up and that if she
wanted to be master I could not object. DBut she
went further and denied me the nght to touch
my child. If I submitted to that what would be
left for me of daughter-in-law-dom cven ?’.

“You do not say, Nanjamma,” Isaid, “that
beating a child is the only way of showing vour
right over him ?”

“Oh, mother”, said Nanjamma, *‘bexting or
fondling, how did 1t matter ?» She objected to my
beating him one day. She might object to my
fondling him another day. \Whois to st lumits
to what a mother-in-law might do? If she almits
that the child is mine he 15 my child. If she
permits my husband to be mine he is my husband.
[f she does not allow this poor creature whe has
come to the housc as daughter-in-Jaw to say a
word to the husband or give a blow to the child,
what kind of daughter-in-law would I be 27

As I had felt when Mangamma spoke that
she was in the 1ight, I tell now that there was
something to be smid for Nanjamma’s view also.
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“What you say”, I said, “is also true. So‘now
you have some freedom in the house ? ”

“Yes, mother”, said Nanjamma. ‘“Things
have improved after the quariel. We have to
manage somehow, mother. Supposing I do not
put up with my mother-n-law’s ways and we
quarrel again, what 1s the gain:? Some other
people will swallow up what money she has got.
There 1s a man of the name Rangappa in my
village. In the few days that my mother-in-law
lived apait, this fellow, you know, wentand asked
her for a loan of hei money and the old woman
agreed, \Vhen Rangappa said this in the willage
to satisfy some creditors of his, I was frightened.
Then I told my little boy to go to his grandmother.
She would give him sweetmeats and curds and
other things. I told hin not to come to my
house again until I signalled him. I hoped that
somehow the quarrel would be made up. Sol
left the lhttle fellow with her for some days”.
“Oh!” I said : “Then the child did not go to the
grandmother of 1ts own accord?” “He did,
mother”, said Nanjamma, “and I sent him”.
“Did you tell your husband that you did this?”
1 asked. “Mother”, said Nanjamma, ‘‘what is the
good of telling men about these things? They
would not understand.”
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Altogether I felt that Nanjamma was not
less astute than her mother-in-law. In their
house today there is this struggle for superionty
gomg on. The central object about which this
struggle is proceeding 1s that man of the house,
son to one, husband to the other. That mother
wishes not to give up her control over her son.
This wife is determined to get control over him
and retain it. This is a struggle that 1s going on
everywhere. And no one can predict how 1t will
end 1n any case. Like the crocodile in the water
who has caught hold of the child’s foot is the
daughter-in-law ; like the mother in the boat.
holding that child by i1ts arms 1s the mother-in-law.
Only, the position of the husband between the
two is rather uncomfortable. This occurs in the
village 1n the house of Mangamma selling curds,
in the city in the house of Rangamma buying
curds. Thus 1n town and country is going on
this drama that does not know the last act.
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October 15

From the day I came to this place on trans-
fer my sole occupation outside office has becn to
find a house to live in, It is not difficult to find
a house 1n the old town, but the houses there are
butlt so close and the crowding 1s horrible. I grew
up 1n a village with 1ts large spaces of field and
fallow and played as a boy on the spacious sands
of our river. All this has made 1t impossible for
me to feel easy in narrow streets. This natural
dishike of limited space was made worse by ex-
petience of Bombay life where you have one
person for cvery squaie foot of ground. Theie 1s
no want of extensions 1n this town and the houses
there are very good but who can pay the rent that
they ask for these houses? So I had to look here
and search there before I could find a house that
would do in this small gioup of houses. These
houses are 1n a small corner 1n the space between
the old town and the extension named Madhava-
pur. Itis a neat-looking group of houses with its two
lines of tenements facing each other.  There are
six tenements in each line, It seems some person,
chantably disposed, built these houses and gave
them as gifts to some worthy people in the past,
The tenement I have taken is in the line to the
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rightt It 1s not very convenient but the
situation 1s very good, the houses being more or
less apart from houses either in the old town or 1n
the extension. Between the two lines of tenements
there 1s a large courtyard with a draw-well 1n the
middle. To a side of the well 1s the pedestal for
the basil plant. Further away at the end 1s a
platform with a peepul trce and a margosa as its
companion. Just 1a front of my house is a big
tree of the fiagrant margosa. The great advan-
tage to me mn this house 1s that when I walk out
of the doorway I do not see a street in which
crowds of men are walling and carts are jostling,
Another advantage of the situation s that 1f you
walk for five minutes from our houses you will be
in the nmmdst of the betel and cocoanut gardens of
the place. The gardens are really places of beauty.
There 15 also a hittle hill on this side of the coun-
tiy with a grove of trces at the bottom and
a temple in1t  Attached to the temple 1sa pond
with a flower gaiden which the pond has support-
ed. On another side of the lhittle hill 1s another
grove of trees, which has another pond. I find
that when I get up of a morning I could go for
my mornmng ablution to any of the cocoanut
gardens with a pond or to these other ponds in
the groves at the bottom of the hill. On the
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whole I have felt that my life in this group of
tenements 1s something like the peaceful life of our
village. My search and seeking have ended well
and I have found a neat enough house. I can
now go and bring my wife and children or write
to them to come along. As the festival also 1s
now over my wife can leave her parent’s house
without any difficulty, )

October 16

I wrote to my people this morning to say
that they may come. To-day 1s the eleventh day
of the bright fortnight and if they are brisk they
can come away the day after tomorrow, DBut
just as | have been feeling happy at having gota
good house I have discovered that there is a fly
in the omntment even here. I spent the whole
afternoon 1n the town and came home after
lights had been ht. Just as I came up to our
houses I heard someone singing 1in a tenement
in the hine opposite. My God! What singing
and what a voice! The tune seemed all nght
but the voice was something hornble. As a
matter of fact, even the voice would seem good
for a munute. The next minute one could not
stand 1t. And this person sang and sang and
sang. When I had sat in the house for five
minutes, listening to this horror, I felt asif I
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should abandon the house and run away some-
where. It looks as if someone who has gone mad
1s singing in that house. If I had known this
fact before, I should ceitainly not have taken this
house. What strange fate 1s this that there should
be this umimaginable defect in a place otheiwise
so swmitable ? It seems to me that the world 1s a
large temple of Somnathapur! Every figure in
the temple 1s beautiful in every way, but each
figuie s mutilated n one small part or other.
One of them with a finger broken off ; another
with a lip cut; a third with a nose slashed away.
It 1s believed that the figures 1n that temple were
mutilated to make thc structure stay on the
ground, But for the mmperfections, it would, 1t
seems, have floated up to heaven. I suppose that
1s why God has installed some 1mperfection in
everything on this eaith. The imperfection in
the case of this fine tenement 1s this music 1n the
tenement 1n the line opposite.

October 17

The house from which the music comes 1s
exactly opposite mimne. It is difficult to say what
the age of the person singing may be. This
morning I saw in front of that house a ‘somewhat
aged lady and a young one. It did not look as if
either of them could be the musician of the
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previous night. If the musician is one of these
two persons, I only wish that i1t should be the
clder lady, not the young one. This young
lady 1s exceedingly handsome. As I got up in the
morning and walked out to go to the wells, she
was standing in front of her house. From the
glance I had I felt as if I had seen her somewhere
before. Sheisa tallish and thin person. The
face 1s somewhat long and 1s moderately full.
The eyes are large. She was looking in some
other direction as I walked out, and noticed me
and turned towards me. What lustre in those
eves! She 1s still very young. Yet, in the light
of these eyes and 1n the firmness of those lips
you see the marks of a grown-up woman. She
had not the auspicious mark on her forehead.
I wonder why Yet her cheek looked hke still
knowing the use of saffron. Itis possible she had
just got up from bed and came out without
having put on the mark on the forehead.

Lakshmi will be coming in a day or two.
What will she think when she reads these
sentences in my diary ? That I stand in the street
and look at all the women that walk in the street
upand down® Well and why not? If every
woman were a creature of beauty like this young
woman, it is worth while lookuzg on and doing
nothing else, But, then, not many are so beautiful,
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October 18

My God! Why should the thing that we
mmagine and dishike and push off as unpleasant
turn out to be fact? And besides, who would
have thought that this sad story was so close to
my life ? This evening I came to the house rather
early and made acquaintance with the Sastry of
the house next to mine We had not spoken to
each other before, but we could not be neighbours
for long 1n a place like this without someone
breaking the formality of new acquaintance. This
gentleman apparently decided that he ought to
begin friendship with me and said . “Good evening,
sir, 1 suppose you are coming from the
office?”’ I was glad he talked to me and said,
“Good evening to you. Yes, I came from the

office’”. The gentleman said "I suppose your
family have not yet come?’ and walked 1n
with me and sat on a chan. I said: “No.

They have not. They should come 1n two or
three days at the most” The Sastry said: “How
do you like the music?”” Now, I was not prepared
to discuss our neighbours with this gentleman
on such short notice. So I grinned as the best
way of saving an answer. He continued: “You
see, we people 1n this group of tenements greatly
desire that persons of some standing should come
and live 1o these houses. Men like you come and
7
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we are happy. But few of them stay here more
than three days. And the reason for their running
away is this music”, I said nothing. The Sastry
continued : ““You may ask why I also do not run
away. But, sir, my grandfather was a pund:i and
in those days he got this bouse in which I liveasa
gift. For some karma of mine that house 1s now
mine. I cannot leave it and go. I have not the
advantage that you have of being free to give up
this house and go elscwhere”, I could not be
silent after all this and said. “Who are those
people ?” The Sastry replied: “I do not know
much about them. They are a mother and a
daughter. ‘They do not visit us Dut 1n the mght,
day after day, this agony of music s repeated”. By
this time [ had changed my clothes and sat upon
another chair, The Sastry asked me: “Where
did you pass, sir, Bombay or Madias?”’ I said:
“Bombay”. ‘“Then”, said the Sastiy, “it 1s pos-
sible that you knew tlus girl’s husband. He also
studied for law in Bombay. Ile was somewhat
thin and of a fair complexion. IIe had come here
for a day some time ago. Recently I heard some
news. [ do not know if 1t is true, but I did see the
mother crymng one day and [ fear 1t may be true”.

This gentleman’s talk of Bombayand the law
examination, of the thin fair young man and of
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bad news disturbed me The more particularly
because I had felt that I had seen the girl some-
where. Isaid® “\What was the young man’s
name ? Not Kushnamurthy ?”’ T was hoping that
he would say “No”. But the Sastry said, “Yes.
That’s the name”

So this girl was the wife of Krishnamurthy ?
It was rnight to call her singing agony. Why
at all was the poor creature singing ?

“Poor thing” I said. “So this girl 1s the wife
of that boy ?’ T got up. I was not inclined to any
further talk of poor Kushnamurthy. The Sastry
also got up When my neighbour had left me
I went over the story of poor Krishnamurthy in
my mind.

Krishnamuithy was the son of the Amildar
of Avalur, Iis mother came fiom Mavinahally.
She used to go to that wvillage now and then,
Ramaswamia, who was Shekdar at Mavinahally,
was of the same community., He had matried
from the house of a distant 1elative who was well-
to-do. Krishnamurthy’s mother’s father and this
Shekdar Ramaswamia were good {riends. Rama-
swamia had an only daughter. Some time when
this child and Krishnamurthy were still very
young Iiishmamuithy’s grandfather seems to
have said that the boy and gir]l would make a
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good match.  Soon after this it was more or less
agreed that they should mairy when they grew
up. The boy and girl also knew this. The young
fellow grew up very smart and the girl became a
handsome young creature. Being already related
they were obwviously mcant for each other. At
any rate when the talk was first seriously broach-
ed no one could suggestany objection. Soon
after this the gurl’s fathet wanted to celebrate her
marnage. Nrishnamurthy by this time had
reached the F.A. class at college. An Amildar’s
son studying 1n the F.A. class is 1n no want of
suitable girls from almost any household; why
should he many a poor Shekdai’s daughter?
That Ramaswamia was only a Shekdar seemed
nowan objection. Asa mattet of factseveral other
people placed much higher in life came forwaid
offering their daughteis m marriage and Krishna-
murthy’s father desired to accept one of them.
Ramaswamia heaid of this and by way of bring-
g matters to a head pressed the boy’s grand-
father for a final decision. The old man talked
to his Amildar son-in-law and finding that he had
set his mind in some other direction said to
Ramaswanua purely by way of a pretext for
breaking off negotiations : “Your father-in-law’s
houschold bas a stiain of msamty. My son-in-law
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is unwilling to take a girl connected with that
household as his daughter-in-law”, A httle before
this the girl’s mother’s brother had died after a
spell of what had seemed insamty. The Amildar
or his father-in-law really used this as a pretext
only. Pretext or something more, this definitely
broke off theidea of Krishnamurthy marrying the
girl and the two households went their way.

In most cases a story like this should end
here The girl should find another husband and
the boy another wife. But the story developed
differently in this case. The boy’s mother was
willing to take this gnl in mariiage and the girl
herself was smarter than usual. One day when
Krishnamurthy’s mother and the women of the
Shekdai’s household had gone to some other
house for some function, Lakshmi sang a song.
She had a wonderful voice and her manner of
singing was extraordinanly impressive.  Krishna-
murthy’s mother felt as if, after all, she should
have the girl as daughteran-law. DBut then, her
husband had refused the relationship once. How
could she talk of 1t again? Coming away, however,
she could not help saying: “You sang beautifully,
my child, 1 do not know what fortunate youth
will marry you”. The girl, without a moment’s
hesitation, said 1 reply : “Then why did you not
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take me for Kitchami?” She was very young and
did not know what she might say and what she
might not. Krishnamurthy’s mother was taken
aback but having to say a word 1n reply, asked -
“My child, do you wish to marry my son?”’
The gul said nothing. Krishnamurthy’s mother
went home determined that this girl should marry
her son, and some time after this the marriage
took place, Krishnamurthy’s father was against
it but the innocent girl’s talk to the boy’s mother
had settled the question. Some time after this
again, the gnl’s father was transfeired asa Shehdar
to the place where the boy’s father was Amildar
and the two families came to live together in the
same town )

I have said that the boy and girl loved each
other greatly, Krishnamurthy would go home
for each vacation four days before 1t began and
would return to college four days after 1t had
begun work again. When he and I were students
in the college at Myelur we lived in the same
room 1n the hostel. I remember that he generally
got a letter from his wife once every three days.
Wise people among us say that boys ought not
to be married when they are studying. From my
observation of Krishnamurthy as a married youth
I am inclined to say that this view is correct. If
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the wife’s letter was delayed one day in coming
I could notice that this young man would be dull.
That day his study was spoilt. If the letters
came tegularly there was no one more steadily at
work than Krishnamurthy., I believe he also
wrote as regularly to his wife and that in this way
the love between the two grew in a way somewhat
unusual. Krshnamurthy was one class lower
than I at college, so that when I passed the B. A.
and went to Bombay, I left Kushnamurthy
behind. Ile joined me the next year at Bombay
but we did not live in the same room as we did 1n
Myelur. He and the law students of his year
engaged rooms together jn another part of the
city and lwed there. We lived at some distance
from each other and met occasionally. Kiishna-
murthy at first scemed the same as [ had known
him at Myelur. Some time later [ noticed that
there was a change [ learnt that his father-in-
law died. T gatheicd also that between Kiishna-
murthy’s household and the father-in-law’s house-
hold there was some misunderstanding. It would
appear that for some time the father had said
that he would not get the daughter-in-law to therr
house at all, Krishnamurthy was generally a man
of few words. Also I did not meet him very
often. It was therefore nearly as much as I could
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do to learn even this little. Some time after this
I fimshed my examination and came back., A few
months later—about this time last month—I heard
that Krishnamuithy was seriously il in Bombay.
Not long after I learnt that he died there.

Krishnamurthy was married when he and
I were mmates of the same room in the hostel
at Myelur. I was present at the’ marriage and
saw the girl. She has grown since then but still
I could recollect the face. That was how when I
saw her a few days ago I thought I had seen her
somewhere before.
October 19

When I learnt twenty days ago that Krishna-
murthy died I felt very grieved. I remembered
the story of his romantic marriage and was
unhappy to think of all the joy which he might
have had in Iife asa result of the romance and
which had now become ‘impossible, But since
I learnt yesterday that this girl in the house in
front of mine 1s the poor fellow’s widow, I am
almost unable to bear the thought of his death.
I am feeling as if somebody had lit a huge fire
within me. My thought since yesterday has
been: let alone the young man who 1s dead, what
of this young woman with all her life in front of

her? And I am unable to bear the weight of this
thought.
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This morning I intended to go to Madhava-
pur and have food 1n a relative’s house and go to
the office. When I came out of my house
Krishnamurthy’s wife was standing near the door
of her house. My seivant had kept my bicycle
leaning aganst the wall. I had to turn round to
see where 1t was. When, after taking up the
the bicycle, I chanced to look up again I noticed
that the girl was still there, looking intently at me.
Thinking of her singing while Krishnamurthy was
dead so short a time ago in Bombay, and of the
horrible and uneven voice with which she sang
and also of the way i which she stood at her
door and looked at me, I wondered whether she
was perfectly sane. Was 1t possible thatina
body that looked so well the mind had gone astray ?
[ took my bicycle and walked out. The young
woman walked briskly in my direction I noticed
what seemed a mark of kumkum on het forehead.
““What 1s the matter? [ said to myself and got
on to my bicycle and rode quickly off. It could
not be that she was wearing the auspicious mark
on her face? And then it struck me that there
need not be any insanity in her looking at me or
moving towards me. She might have wished to
say something to me, But then what could there
be for her to say to me? Alas! Poor thing! I
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had seen her as a young bride seated with her
husband on the wedding seat, singing songs of
fun and frolic, and playing the innocent games of
calf love usual in our marriages. What a face
was that of the Lappy young bride, and whata
face this of the young widow, not very long after,
saddened by thought of loss, looking on a hapless
future, a stranger ever more to all of fun and frolc !
What a difference to come 1n so short a time!
My child! My sister! Why could not God who
has scattered so much sorrow over this world
spare poor mankind this one sorrow ?

Fulimoon day

All the moments of my life now are filled
with the thought of this girl’s sorrow. 1 am un-
willing to come to my house because 1t 1s so close
to hers. Last mght I came here very late. This
morning I got up and went away to Madhavapur
very early. DBut how long can Ido this? It
seems to me that I am a hopcless coward. 1
cannot 1eheve sorrow; so I run away from it. But
I am unable to give my mind to any work. After
coming home late last might, I wrote just the few
lines of my diary and felt weary and went to bed.
To-day I picked up a book and was unable to
read. I have picked up my diary and read what I
wrote yecsterday. And I am astomshed at my
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own folly, Whydo I consider widowhood some-
thing made by God? Society, for some reason, good
or bad, has prescribed that a woman losing her
husband should not marry again. Nor is it all
society that does that. If some societies have
such a rule why should God be blamed for it? It
lies 1n the power of society to cure the evil. Since
the day when Iswara Chandra Vidyasagar took
courage 1 his hands and began the remarrage
of widows 1n our country, some few of the afflicted,
if not a large number, have found relief from
this sorrow. As the custom becomes more com-
mon the cases of unrelieved sorrow will be fewer.
But again I say to myself: “This also is folly”.
Supposing a widow mairies another man, can she
fcel that the dead husband had retuined? Can she
forget that she lived with another man? How could
this girl, for instance, feel to another man as she
felt to Krishnamurthy? You plant on the same day
a httle peepul trec and a little margosa one on the
same platform and water them and bring them
up. They grow in companionship, intertwining
their branches in love and friendliness, sucking
life from the same soil, breathing life from the
same air, cleaving together all the moments of
their growth and life. If one of them should for
some reason die and you plant another in its place
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can the old tree and the new one be friends as
the old couple were? Would the branches make
room for each other in the same way? The new
life would not be the same as the growthin
mutual understanding that you had in the old
couple. Alas for man! Death is not to be
rtemedied 1n this way and this sorrow of widow-
hood 1s 1n truth eternal. ’

October 21

Last night [ broke off in the middle of what
I had intended to write. When I had finished
that particular sentence somebody tapped on the
door. My fear, the first moment, was that the
young woman had come. Her conduct earlier
had given me the impression that she was some-
what unconventional 1n her ways. She had tried
to approach me previously. She might now have
come to see me. So I hesitated to go out ; after
all 1t was not good either for her or me that
we should be seen talking at such an hour. So I
called out to the servant to open the door. He
should have been asleep and did not answer. , By
this time the conviction grew on e that the
petson who had come was the young woman.
Why had she come? Whatever she had come
for,1t might after all be best for me to see her
myself and advise her to go home. Why should
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anyone else know of her coming? So I went to
the door and opened 1t. Only a little ight from
the room fell on the dooiway. In it I saw not
the young woman but her mother

I had prepared words for talking to the young
woman, not her mother. Sol stood still. The
lady looked all round once, moved into the shadow
and said 1n a low tone, “I want to say a thing to
you. May I come mn?”

[ said: “Iam alone 1n the house, madam.
My wife and children have not come™.

She said:  “It does not do for me to come
at any other hour. I wish to say only a word.
I'shall say it and go.”

I replied that she was welcome and walked in.
She came i unmediately. I gave her a chaur,
but she would not sit. I could not sit while she
was standing; so I also stood at a little distance
and waited for her to speak.

“I do not know”, she said, “If you remember
us. We, however, remember you very well”.

I said: “I also remember”.

“There 1s nothing for wonder”, she said, “if
you should not remember. Between then and

now we are greatly changed. It must be hard
for friends who knew us then to make us out 1n
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our present condition”, Saying this she wept
quietly.

“Madam”, I said, “I know that you have had
sorrow though I do not know the details. I did
hear the news about your poor husband”.

“What about this news?” she asked.
“I heard this also some days ago”.

She said: “Sir, five years ago therc was
nothing to trouble me, We were happy. My
husband toiled and earned our bread. I ate and
gave what I could to anyone that came. We had
an only daughter and she was married. What
did we lack? Two years ago, my husband, retur-
mng from some inspection on a rainy day, stood
under a tree for shelter. A thundeibolt fell on
the tree and he was killed. There were a
hundred reasons why I could not go to my
father's house, but I said to myself : “ This is only
for a short time. When my son‘in-law passes his
examination and settles down my cares will end.”
So, with my daughter, I went to my father’s house.
Some time later, however, I set up separately. We
came to this house some eight months ago. When
my husband was still alive my son-in-law’s father
retired from service and there was some mis-
understanding between us and them about the
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remittance of help to our son-in-law. Things
went so far that the young man’s relatives
actually stopped coming to us. When my
husband died, not one of them came to condole
with me. They left me alone 1n my sorrow.
They went so far as to talk of the young man
contracting another marriage Fortunately he
stood out against 1t and that talk ceased. It
caused, however, a breach between the father and
the son About this time our son-in-law also
stopped coming to our house. Lakshmi, however,
continued to wnte him letters and he used to
wiite to her. [ cannot praise my son-in-law
sufficiently, sir, he was such a noble-hearted
young man [ wm grieved to think that my poor
child has not been allowed the joy of living with
so good a husband”.

The lady began to cry. I felt deeply unhappy
but did not know what words of comfort I could
say. Helplessly I said: “Madam, what can any
one do against that which 1s fated ? We have to
suffer the sorrow that is our portion. Weeping
only makes 1t worse”’.

“As the son-in-law was considerate to the girl
I took courage and refused to think of other
things Some time after we took this house the
young gentleman wisited us after a long interval,



112 SHORT STORIES

He was going to Bombay soon after. He had
always loved his wife deeply. She 1s like a god-
dess and how she used to sing! You heard her
in those days, didn’t you? She sang beautifully
in the marriage. Do you remember?”’

“Yes, madam I remember. She did sing
beautifully”.

“Her husband, sit, was proud of her talent.
Unfortunately for us, do you know that, as she
grew up, the voice underwent a sad change?
Something like 1t had happened to me when I was
young. DButin a few years I recovered my voice.
As they were talking of a second marriage and
this girl had lost her voice I really feared that
some calamity was 1n store forus. Of course the
son-in-law did not know of the change in her
voice. e was not then coming to us. [ almost
felt 1t a mercy that something o1 other prevented
him from visiting us. When he visited us prior to
leaving for Bombny, none of us was 1n a mood for
any music. But supposing he asked his wife to sing,
what should happen? This thought was woriying
me. As luck would have it the young gentleman
did ask the girl to sing. Probably he wished to
sccm as like lus old self as possible, The girl
herself does not seem to know that her voice has
gone wrong and she sang that day. The young
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gentleman heard her sing a song through. When
she began another song he stood up and said that
he had some business 1n the city and went out.
That same might he left for Bombay, Until we
received a letter from him, I was very nervous
about the effect of the change in my daughter’s
voice. Something n the manner of the young
gentleman on that day made the girl also a little
anxious. When the first letter came, I asked
Lakshmt if he was well and wrote as usual. She
said. ‘Yes’ From that day she began to practisc
music more than ever Two ot three days later
she saild ‘Mother, teach me all the songs you
know. He says that I should improve my voice
and learn to sing well, that, otherwise, a good
voice will have been wasted’. He should have
written this in his letter The letters continued
to come twice a week without fail and Lakshmt
iccovered her brightness 1 also began to feel
easy and, sir, this has happened now [ am now
wishing that these letters had not come so1egu-
larly. As they have not come for one month,
Lakshmi says: ‘Why has he not witten? Is he
11?7 What has happened? And daily she 1s
pressing me to take her to Bombay to find out”.

I did not get the old lady’s meaning. “Does
not your daughter know the news?”’ I said.
8
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“No, sir. 'When he fell ill he asked a friend
to write to me. [ saw the letter and thinking
that I should upset her by the news kept 1t to
myself. Eight days later, that same friend wrote
me another letler saying that the young gentle-
man was no more I could not muster courage
to tell my daughter. I fcared thatif I told her
she might go and drown hetself in a well or might
hang herself. Even now that 1s my feeling and
she 1s on tenterhooks for want of news”.

‘Madam”, I said, ‘I think your daughter
knows. The day before yesterday, when she was
standing near your door, I noticed she had no
mark of ...” Not liking the 1dea of completing
the sentence I was silent.

“Sir,”” said the old lady, “that s her way.
She 1s as obstinate as obstinate can be. She read
somewhere, she told me, that the red maik on
woman’s face 1s the symbol of the husband’s
love for her. The husband has written no letter,
That means that he does not love you. If heis
not loving you wheie 1s the meaning of the red
mark on the face? That 1s her argument. When
for this reason she would not wear the mark I had
not the tongue, knowing what had happened, to
ask her to weai 1t. So I was silent. The next
day, I do not know what made her do it, she wore
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it herself. She made up her hair and wore
flowers. This also I allowed in silence. If we
go on hke this for some time she will be recon-
ciled to not recetving the letteis. Then I shall
tell her what has happened”.

“Well, madam, it 1s not for me to advise.
But I doubt if 5t 1s any use keeping the news
from your daughter. I am almost sure that 1t s
not good to conceal the truth from her. How long
can you guard her from hearing 1t ? When she
finally hears i1t what 1s 1t that will stem her
sorrow? The longer you delay, the greater
will be the shock when she hears. The best
thing is to tell het soon 1nd let her grieve as she
will”,

-

“Sir”, said the lady, “I do not like to imagine
the way she will look when I give her the news.
Let another fifteen days passand we shall tell
her. Really I did not fiist know 1n what way to
tell her. All the people here have remained stian-
geis tous. Now you have come and I have your
guidance. It 1s God's mercy that you should
have come to us i our hour of sorrow. Let
your wife and children come too Lakshmi will
visit your household and have some company.
If, some days later, we tell her, you are here and
your wife will be hele, and you two can speak



116 SHORT STORIES

words of consolation. It 1sa great thing to have
friends near when one hears news of such loss.
Supposing we tell her now, you cannot come and
console her., [am alone. She mght do some-
thing desperate without our being able to prevent
it. And supposing, sir, something happens to
her, what is left for me in ife?  Whether she 1s
in sorrow or in joy I want her to live. That 1s
all T wish.  She 1s to me both son and daughter.
Help me in preserving her, If she should know
that her husband 1s dead, she 1s certain to do
something desperate”.

“Madam”, T said, “why would I go and tell
this poor child what has occurred ?”

“Thank you, sir”, said the lady. “On the
very day that you came she suggesied to me that
we should come to you. She made you out the
moment she saw you. I told het to wait. She
has been pressing me cver since and [ have been
saying that it would not be proper to force our-
selves on you immediately after yout coming and
before your household has come. She said that,
if I felt any hesitation in seeing you because you
are alone, she would herself meet you. Then I
told her that I would meet you myself. It wasin
her eagerness to speak to you that yesterday she
moved towards you when you came out of your
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house. By some good foitune you got on your
bicycle quickly and rode off. I promised to her
that I would see you as soon as you retuined in
the evening. We waited long for your arrival,
But [ believe you came very late. This morning
also you were away before we expected. I
said* ‘So much the better’. Supposing you
had not gone away and I came to you and she
msisted on accompanying me. I have dreaded
the thought of her seeing you before T had made
this 1equest to you. Now also you werc late 1n
returning. We took our food and retired. As soon
as Isaw that she was aslcep, I got up and came
heie. By God’s giace I have been able to speak
to you alone. Sir, pronuise me only this,. We
shall have to tell her some lie for some ten days
more: that her husband 1s busy with his exami-
nation or 1s preparing for it or something like 1t.
Teach me what to tell het and I shall repeat it.
Let a fortnight pass. It 1s possible that she will
distrust me and come to you. You will also have
to tell the same story. You will thus have saved
a poor woman the precious life of her only clild”,

As the lady was talking to me 1n this strain
I somehow had an uncanny feeling that we were
being overheard by some person standing out-
side. I cannot say what made me feel so. I really
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did not know. Only [ had that feeling very
distinctly. As the lady was alone with me 1n the
room I did nct shut the door. So it was ajar.
When she stopped talking I said: “We shall say
that he is busy with his examination”,

Something seemed to drop outside. I raised
my head and chanced to look at the window.
Against the light that passed through 1t I saw the
beautiful face of the newly widowed girl, the
mark of red which guaranteed a husband’s love
shining bright on it It was just a glimpse.
Beautiful though 1t looked, the face startled me.
I had not expected 1t there. [ walked out to see
if the girl was outside I saw noone. The
moonlight was obscuted by a mass of clouds and
most of the yard was 1n shadow. A little of the
light pouring through a chink 1n the clouds passed
through the leaves of the {ragrant maigosa close
to my door and made white and daik patches on
the ground. Finding no one outside, I went 1n.

“What did you go out to see ? ”’ asked the
lady.

“Nothing,” I satrd *“I thought that some-
thing dropped outside and wished to see what
it was”. If, for some feeling or reason, I thought
I saw the girl’'s face at the window why should
T tell this poor woman about 1t ? She had told me
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that the girl was in bed. \Vhat I saw must have
been some hallucination. That was the trend of
my thought.

The lady said: “Yes. As you say, we may
tell her that the young gentleman 1s busy with
his examination. But, then, 1s 1t likely that she
does not know when the examination should take
place ? Many ‘days ago she was saying that the
examination was near”,

“That 1s true”, I said. “The examination
was over several days ago. But 1t happens at
times that for some reason or other an examination
1s postponed. For example, the college 1s closed
for some unexpected ieason for ten days or a
fortmght Then the teim 1s extended by that
period and so the examination is delayed. You
may tell her this. If she doubts, tell her that
you will ask me again. And then you can say
that it was postponed. This will give vou further
time”.

“Sir”, said the lady, “may you be always
happy! How helpful you are in a poor woman’s
perplexity. This 1s why they say that each
house should have a man to look after it. Suppos-
ing you had not come here how helpless I should
have been now ! When 1s your wife coming ?

“She may come tomoriow”,
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“That’s very good., If she also 1s with us
I shall be free of all anxiety. I shall bring my
daughter here and make them friends. Some
fifteen or twenty days later, we shall break the
news to het in some quiet way. We shall then
be able to control the outburst of her grief and
I shall still have somecthing left to live for. If God
who has brought you here will keeb you here for
some time, my poor child will learn to love your
wife and children and talk and play with them
and get used to her lot. Now, sir, shall I take
leave? You know what tosay when she sees you ?”’

Like a person who had lost her way mna
wood and had found a path was this poor woman,
almost happy 1n spite of her trouble. As she left
the house I said to myself ‘“Poor woman! It
may be all nght while she 1s alive and can look
after her daughtetr  She does not consider what
1s to happen to the child when she has closed her
eyes”. In thus citticizing the mother, I had raised
a sad thought for my own rumination and sat on
thinking and wondering how things would develop.

I sat thinking of this for some time and put
out the light and went to bed. It was fairly late;
yet I did not get sleep immediately. When after
some time I had slid into a kind of half-sleep, I
began to dream of the occurrences of the might.
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At one point I had the feeling that the lady had
come again and was talking to me. In the middle
of the talk, she seemed inconsequently to call out
“sir, sir’”’. I came out of sleep startled, but the
voice continued. For the first few scconds I
remained under the impression that 1t was still
dream. Then I reahsed that the lady was really
tapping on the door and callingtome I wondered
why she had come again so soon after going home
and why she was calling out so loudly. [ got up
and opencd the door. The lady said something.
Her voice was trembling and sounded strange.
I said : “Madam, what 1s the matter ?”

The lady said to me “Sir, [ am trembling
all over. My daughtet 1s not in the house”.

A strange thrill of feai ran down my spine.
‘She 1s not in the house?” [ said. “Ydu said
she was 1n bed”.

“Yes, When I came ovt to speak to you
she was in bed. \Vhen I finished talking here
and went home and lay down I assumed that she
was 1n her bed. I did not get sleep for some
time and then felt somehow that I did not hear
her breathing. So I put my hand out and felt
the bed. There was only the rug there. [ got
up and lit the lamp and looked at the bed. She
was not there. I called out and there was no
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answer. I thought that possibly she had gone out
to the backyard, and went out with the lamp and
saw all over the place. She 1s not there. Iam
unable to breathe or move. Alas for me, what
has happened to my dear child?”” The poor lady
sat 1n front of the door crying and wailing.

While the lady was telling me this, my neigh-
bour had walked up to me and was standing by
me and listening to her. At the end of it he
said : “Why, mndam ? Why are you so afraid’
Go and see again”,

“Sir, I have finished seemng. You may go
and see”.

My neighbour took a lantern from my house
and went to the draw-well 1n the yard in front of
our houses I understood what he had in mind
and followed him. She also knew what we were
thinking of and, crying and wailing 1n that
tremulous voice of hers, came behind us.

The Sastry held the lantern within the well
as dcep down as he could. It could not hight the
lower levels. I went and biought a rope. We tied
the lantern to 1t and lowered the light to the level
of the water. The waters were asleep. There was
nothing there.

I heaved a sigh of relief. My neighbour
whispered to me: “If all the wells near about
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should be like this, 1t will be time to feel relieved.
If your servant 1s here pleasc call him up. Let us
go and see”.

Shivering and wailing, the old lady said to us:
“Brothers, pray do not whisper to each other.
Let me hear what you say. Let us go wherever
it is necessary and search”.

The Sastry went to the front of the lady's
house and cried out aloud + “Lakshamma’ half a
dozen times.

There was no answer,

Roused by the voice of my neighbour people
from other houses came out. We then took my
servant and another servant from a neighbour’s
house, and started out with 10pes and bamboos,
sowne six persons towards the pond in the grove
and another six towaids the pond beside the
temple.

By this time there was no doubt in my mind
about what had happened to the widowed girl. It
was clear enough that what I thought was
hallucination was simple fact. The face that
I saw through the window was the girl’s, She
could not have been asleep when her mother
started to come to me and should have followed
her, By the curious insight which 1s natural to
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real love she should have been aware that evil
had happened and that her mother was concealing
it, and stood outside, wishing to hear what the
mother might say to me. At one pownt in the
colloquy she should have pceped into the room
and I shkould have looked up by chanceand noticed
her. If I had made a complete seaich when I
came out, it 1s possible I should have found her.
I did not do this. Seeing nothing, whether
because of the light and shade o1 because
the poor girl stood behind the fragrant mar-
gosa, I had gane in. I ought to hae seaiched
more. As this conviction came upon me on our
way to the wells, I ached with sorrow to think
that Thad failed at a vital moment \Why did
I not make a full search? \What folly was this of
thinhing that a face seen when one was fully awake
might be a hallucination? Even 1f I had not the
sense for this, could I not have told the old lady
when I went in again that I had thought that
I saw the young woman’s face but 1t was an
error. If I had, the old lady would no doubt
have gone to her house immediately and seen if
the daughter was there. By over-subtle wisdom
I had achieved the death of this poor girl. A man
less sage would have acted less foolishly. What
I am now recording occurred only yesterday. But
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I am feeling as though it was so long ago. I now
do not remember with any clearness our walk to
the pond. Every inch of that ground 1s familiar
to me as I have seen 1t day after day but I passed
over the whole of 1t, unaware of the woild of
space.

In the pond the water seemed still as in
sleep, or if there was any movement 1t was the
imperceptible little wavelet playing on the surface
ever so gently. The moon was moving to the
horizon but still fairly high. Two of the men put
bamboos into the water and began to play them.
Disturbed by the arrival of people, an owl started
from a tree near by and flew away to some
distance. The usual churuping of crickets occupied
the aur,

The playing of the bamboos caused a commo-
tion 1n the waters and the moon’s reflection which
had been one was now 1n a hundred picces. After
some time onc of the servants said: “‘Sir, 1t is
unnecessary to look herec any longer”.

The Sastry said: “You go to the other well,
sit. I shall scarch here a little more and come
along"”.

I started for the other well. The old lady
came with me saying : “‘Sir, why not go and search
in the garden wells ?”
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I said nothing. To enable her to keep up
with me I walked slow Inafew minutes we
reached the other well,

The search had been fruitless here also. One
of the men said: “There 1s a crevice between the
stones here, The bamboo does not move easily
n it. If 1t dawns, I shall be able to dive and see”.

The mother cried out: ‘‘Oh, sus, if you wait
till the morning she will not be alive. Please see
now alone”.

The man looked at me as if to say that the
girl could not be alive even that movement if she
had dropped into the water when she had left the
house, I saw his meaning and said: “Try with the
bamboo again”. Some one said: “Shall we go
to the gardens ?’ Another replied: “There is no
need”.

No one would use the word ‘she’ or her’
and say ‘could she have gone to one of the garden
wells’ or ‘she could not have gone there’. No one
Iiked to make a mention of her.

Some Iittle time later some one said: “We
might as well see the little pond in the flower
garden of the temple”.

Some one rephed: “What 1s the water there?
It 1s a shallow pond”.
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By this time 1t was past four o’clock. The
moon was much neaicr the honizon., Theapproach
of day had made him dull and the chirrup of the
crickets had stopped.

As we had found nothing 1in both the large
wells, 1L struck me thal thete was something nthe
suggestion that,we might see the pond 1n the flower
garden beside the temple. Going towards it we
moved back 1n the direction of the other well, As
I was walking that way with the old lady the
Sastiy met us. ‘“\WVell, sir”, he asked

“It was no use”, I sud. “So we are going
to the pond 1n the flower garden”.

“What a pity we did not think of it earlier”,
said the Sastry ‘A few of us could have gone
there then alone”,

I also felt that 1t wasa pity. Why could not
two of us have gone to this pond as others to the
wells? It struck me that 1n this search for the
poor widowed giil something more strong than we
had been leading our steps to the wrong place
every time. We walked fast and reached the
gairden. The wind was blowing pasta par i al tree
and carrying 1ts cool and sweet scent. Some
flowers had dropped on the ground. The jasmine
creepers were full of lcaves but had no flower.
The chrysanthemum plots had one or two flowers
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here and there. The basil 1n 1ts plot was luxuriant
in leaves. In the farther corner was the pond.
I and the Sastiy went to it and stood on the brink.
The lady also came up and stood beside us.

I did not see it, The lady saw. Crying out
“Oh, my child”’, she rushed into the water. The
Sastiy caught hold of her, pushed her back and
said: “One 1s enough, madam, please stand
there”

I looked closely. The face could be seen,
most of 1t, above the surface of the water: that fair
brow, that damp hair and the sai1 bulging over
the water aud posstbly helping to float the body.
The girl had given up her hfe 1n this spot.

.Prevented from approaching the body the
old mother cried out “Oh, my child, have you
abandoned me and gone,” and fell on the ground
1n a heap.

The mothei’s cry woke up the birds 1n the
groves earlier than their hour. They cried out
from their trees. The mist of early morning now
appeared. The Sastry said: “Please look after
the lady, sir,” and walked into the water and
brought the body out.

The mother was not aware of what was
happening.
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Her cry had been heard by our companions
near both the wells. All of them now ran up to
our pond. )

We did all we could, but Iife did not return.
Much before we saw her, the poor thing had
fimished living.

We gave, up all hope and thought of what
further had to be done The moon went down
and the mist deepened I allotted tasks to various
persons and starled for the house to get a priest
and make other ariangements.

The town was getting awake and the hum of
its daily hfe grew and began to be heard like the
sound of a distant sea Some people going to the
wells as usual met me on the way

As 1 approwched the house I saw the sun
coming up, scattering the mist and looking as 1if 1t
was the moon who had gone down the other
horizon coming up tlus one in brighter glory,
Like tear-drops or small peails, the dew of morning
could be seen on the tips of the grass. Bright
and soft and pure, weak but firm and self-posses-
sed, each of these drops, awaiting to give itself up
as soon as il saw the light, seemed to my eyes
hike a symbol of the spuit of the girl-widow.

My wifeand childien hadarrived at the house.
My wife’s name 1s also Lakshmi. Hearing this

9



130 SHORT STORIES

story my wife desired that the old lady should be
brought to our house and asked to stay with us.
The poor woman has grown twenty years older
between last evening and this evening. When
she came homeand my wife took her by the hand,
she said : “Little mother, your are my sole refuge.
May you and your husband and your children be
all happy. I have no one else now, my mother.
You are my Lakshmi”,



THE JUDGMENT HERE

1

My grandfather was Mr. Courtenay’s Judicial
Clerk, or Jodi-Shawl Sheristedar, as we call that
official, substituting words we know for unfamiliar
ones. Quite recently, while rummaging among
old daftars m my house to sort out useless
papers for destruction, I happened upon a file of
documents relating to my grandfather’s days, and
found among them parts of a diary kept by
Mr, Courtenay. I had seen Mr, Courtenay and
have recollections of a gift o1 two of sweetmeats
from him, Ile was a good and kindly man. I
opened the diary which I found at random and
glanced over a few pages. What ; saw 1nterested
me and I read the whole of a section of 1t
forthwith. It was short and I could finish at a
sitling. I give 1t heie n the hope that it may

interest you.
2

I gave a decision 1in a case today. The
complainant in 1t was Mr. Aithur Henry, a mission-
ary; the accused were Thimmaboyee and
Ramaboyee, Vaddas I am inclined to say that
Mr. Arthur Henry should also have been accused;
but I could give punishment only to Thimma and
Rama boyees, not to Mr. Henry. Mr. Henry’s
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sense of right and wrong will now or later give
rise to some repentance 1n his heart and that will
be the punishment for him. He has also lost
some articles of value from his church: thatis
what one might call a fine for his offence. I do
not know if the God who watches our actions,
right and wrong, may not, as Mr. Henry himself
preaches, award him some punishment later still.
Today at any 1ate the only persons charged for
offence and awarded punishment were Thimma-
boyee and Ramaboyee, the Vaddas.

Thesc two men ate residents of Rampur n
the Bumig: taluk of Chandrapur division. Rampur
1s a small village of some fifty or sixty houses.
Some thirty of the families are of the Vokkaliga
community, the large land-owning class of this
part of the country. The others too have small
plots of land and raisc vegetables. Some {ew of
the families are of the Vadda community, Though
small the village 1s fanly well-to-do ; and being
on the mam road 1t has a busy look. There 1s
a temple of Rama on a hillock at a httle distance
fiom the villige which enjoys some prestige as a
centre of pilgumage The village 1s therefoie
prosperous beyond its size. The hfe of the Vadda
people 1s more or less of the same sort as that of
the other communities. They own some little
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land or cultivate lands belonging to others. They
are however considered as settlers come from
elsewhere and ‘are treated and treat themselves
as such. As a rule, however, and except when they
are diunk they are well-bchaved enough, and to
people who do not interfere with them they are
good enough neighbours They would do the
right 1if 1t 1s not very inconvenient. If the rains
should be fair and the crops reasonable they
will notl steal Even 1if they saw some corn
lying somewhere and no one was watching they
would not takeit.  Altogether, when not in-
convenicnt, something they call ieligion holds
their allegiance and keeps them fairly straight.

In religion as these Vadda people understand

'1t, devotion to the image of Rama 1n the temple
I have referred to 1s a great part. These Vaddas
would not hesitate to break any piomise miade to
you o1 me, but a thing they promise to the God
of that temple they would not fail to give under
any conditions, They may at a pinch cheat us
of ten rupees but never then God of ten pies. Not
only are they faithful to promise as between their
God and themselves ; they keep faith sinuilarly as
between themselves, They may cheat mem-
bers of another community, give them trouble,
and break promise, but no Vadda will do this to
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another Vadda. I have often wondered whether
their being so honest with their God 1s due to a
belef that God 1s a Vadda: the more particularly
because even our minds run that way, Take our
countrymen for example, They are decent enough
people to fellow Englishmen, but to an Indian
some of them can be cruel 1n the extreme, and
even as the Boyees to their temple’ we are honest
to our churches. Whether this attitude 1s right
or wrong, the fact 1s there, On the whole these
Vaddas hold then religion and ethic with a naive
faith and devotion and, when not pressed by un-
fortunate circumstance, act fairly reasonably in
society and are useful and decent citizens

We are likely to think that this religion and
this ethic are based on no sound philosophy and
cannot uplift mankind. We are sophisticated and
only complex things appeal to us. Simple and
naive faith like the faith of these Vaddas does not
win our hearts, This 1s the essence of civilization.
1 have been unable at times to make up my mind
whether this 1s good or the contrary. Simple
people rejoice m the single note of the cuckoos’
call; they do not seem to mind 1its being only one
note. For our hearts to feel any joy the sympho-
nies of Beethoven aie inadequate. We are cultur-
ed, we are civihsed, We examine Ramaboyee
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and his outlook and feel that the fellow has not
got religion which can uphft him and wish to
make him like ourselves. This 1s the point of
view of Mr. Arthur Henry. He has come to
India from England with the specific object of
saving her people from their present darkness and
giving them his light. It must be allowed that
he has done some good to the people but occa-
sionally he has gone the wrong way about doing
the good. Whether on this account or because
1t 1s necessary that trouble should come to the
good, he incurred some loss, and, incidentally and I
may say as a consequence of his teaching, Rama
and Thimma stood before me as criminals,

The temple of Rama, I havesaid, 1sona
hillock at some distance from the village. [ have
seen 1t often. The surroundings of Rampur are
very beautiful The country 1s to the south-west of
Bumigi. The road which passes through Bumigi
and beside this village 1s a good one. The
effort of our officers and the belief of the people
of this country that it brings ment to raise
shade trees by pathways have made 1t possible to
have a noble avenue on this road as on others.
Just before reaching Rampur, the road passes on
the bund of the tank belonging to the village. In
front of the village are great trees, noble as those
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in the avenues. You find among them the banyan
the jambolan and the peepul. Standing in groups
they have an appearance of dignity that 1t would
be difficult to describe. To stand of a morning
and look at the trees 1s to lose your heait to them.
The wide-spreading banyans standing so repose-
ful and serene, those upstanding peepul trees with
the leaves shivering to the gentlest touch of the
slow-moving breeze ; how grand they look, bathed
ahke 1n the bright light of the early sun. You go
into the willage and find the houses built 1 no
regular way. There are no long lines of houses
facing one another. That kind of thing might
be all right 1n a town ; 1t would male the village
expose 1ts smallness. The people of each house
have cleaned up the space in front and before
most of the houses you find the ground decorated
with drawimgs of creepers in flour, Depending
upon the hour you go out, you may see the women
diawing these creepers 1n {ront of their houses, or
the men gomng out with their sickles or ploughs,
or the cattle of the wvillage moving out to therr
grazing. You leave the village and go on to see
long stretches of fields dotted with spots of green.
Some half mile away 1s the river ; 1t 1uns on three
sides of the village almost. From behind the
village you can see the course 1t takes. In the
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bend of the stream some half mile from the
village 1s the Iittle hillock with the temple, looking
as though 1t had strayed in from somewhere. The
temple has given the hillock its name. To go
from the willage to the hillock you follow a cart
track or walk across the fields.

I have gone to this hillock often, on horse-
back, Sometimes I have tied my horse to some
tree at the foot and gone up and spent quite an
hour or two unaware of time passing, What a
beautiful prospect one sees from the top of this
little eminence! Here and here and there and
further on are little hillocks; between them,
cmerald patches of ficld and garden ; at the foot
and on the top of the hills, shady groves, and
great tall trees at inteivals all over the country.
You sec on all this area people engaged in therr
vaiious tasks, with a peace on their forecheads deep
even as the peace of their mother this earth.
Cattle on the free land near each wvillage graze
unhuruedly on good pasturage. The nver also
moves unhurried, looking almost like a Iive thing
which goes round to make enquiries of the villages
and the people and the cattle. The birds 1n the
groves share in this peace and happiness. The
light of the sun covers all this variety of being
and gives 1t a character. One who sees all this



138 SHORT STORIES

from the top of the hill, and i1ealises that the hill
itself 1s merged 1n this spacious beauty and that
he himself is a speck on the hill merged in the
ocean of peace in which all this is floating, ex-
periences a joy which words cannot describe.
Standing on this hill and feeling this joy I have
on many an occasion said to myself : “These
people are very wise. They know what 1t 1s in
man’s heart that makes religion a necessity ; and
have found places that would satisfy that need
and built temples there. The power of this people
to experience beauty has no paralle]”. At other
times I have said* “Having come to this hill,
could they not look around for a vision of God!
What folly to put up a crude stiucture here, place
an image 1n 1t, fix the eyes on that, and say God,
God.  These people do not know where to look
for God. Do they neced an 1mage even in such
a place?” After an hour or two spent in this
fashion at the top I have reluctantly returned to
my camp, The river, approaching the hill from
one side and running on practically three sides of
1t and moving slowly away on the other side, has
on such occasions seemed to me to go all round
to see if it could climb the hill which it loves at
any point and move away seeing that the privi-
lege of gong up did not belong to it. “However
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good the place”, 1t has seemed to say, “this 1s not
where I should be. The fulfilment of my being
lies elsewhere”.

It 1s the Rama of the temple on this hill
that the Boyees believe 1n with their great faith,
For some reason that 1s not known the temple is
treated as specially theirs and managed by them
nearly all the year round and given up for
worship by Brahmin priests for one fortmght in
the year when the annual ;atra takes place.
I do not believe that we attiibute to the godhead
the peculiar powers that these Vadda pcople
do to their God 1n this temple. This God of theirs
1s on the whole a good God, but if He wishes to do
harm He canbe vety troublesome. To people who
walk 1n the right he 1s kind beyond their deserts;
to those who do wrong He does not hesitate to
mete out punishment. Such people may obtain
forgiveness 1if they pay a fine. Any person in
sickness or trouble may go and take a vow befoie
the God and place before Him or offer to give
later something 1n indication of submission. The
sickness or trouble would surely pass away. Some
men of the community may do something against
the interests of the community ever so secretly.
If they are brought and made to stand before
this God their tongue is forced to confess the
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truth. Thus the Rama of this temple has to
these people become a kind of powerful chief of
the clan. A human chief may waver or slacken
but this divine one 1s mcapable of swerving a
hair’s breadth from His law. This 1s the kind
of belief that the Vaddas have in the God of this
temple. This belief has generally kept them
stiaight, and they have ordinarily no need to go
to courts and offices for settling their disputes.
They have certainly never gone to a court as
accused persons as these two men did today, the
complainant bheing a person who has come a long
distance to lead them to right and tiuth.

Mr. Henry made the following statement.
Ile has worked as a mussionaty here for several
years now. He has known Ramaboyee and
Thimmaboyee for a long ttme When Mr Henry
visited Ramput occasionally, and particularly in
the annual fair 1n connection with the temple, to
preach Chuist, these two young men used to be
among the crowd. On the first few occasions they
interfered with his preaching, saving boisterously
that theirr Rama was the greater God. The other
Vaddas and some other liberal people advised the
young men not to iterfere. Let the teacher
talk of his God, they had said : one need not listen
if he did not like, but one should not object to
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his praising his God as they praised thewrs. On
this the young men had quieted down  After
hearing Mr. Henry preach for some time, they had
stopped going to the temple and said that they
had no belief in Rama. This had made N'r. Henry
very happy - he thought that it should soon be
possible to conveit them to his religion. But
suddenly everything went wrong. ‘These two
young men came to Mi Hemy in Bumigi one
day, heard his preaching and said in the evemng
that they were tcturning to then willage. Infact,
however, they did not do this, but wandered
about there for some time and 1n the might entered
Mr. Henry’s church and stole some silver things
belonging to the church and somec other silver
articles belonging to Mr. Henry and kept mn the
church. The next morning the preacher dis-
covered his loss and gave a complaint to the
police. Scaich led the police to the houses of
Ramaboyee and Thimmaboyee Several of the
things stolen were found in these two houses.
They had arrested the young men and filed a
charge sheet Mi. Henry was not very anxious
to prosecute the young men, but once he had
given a complamt to the police, the matter was
in their hands and he had nd option, Besides,
Ramaboyec and Thimmaboyee showed no repen-
tance for what they had done; they were talking
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like confirmed villains. That change of heart
which Mr. Henery was expecting 1n these people
seemed faraway, Mr. Henry, therefore, thought
that it might do them good to receive some
punishment for their offence.  That might teach
them a lesson. It was 1n this hope that Mr, Henry
was at all making this statement before the
court '

As Mr. Henry was giving his statement I
was looking at the young boyees, The two of
them stood like two carved images. You might
say this of all the people of the East. Whether
1t 1s 1gnorance or courage I cannot say, for perfect
ignorance and perfect courage are equally un-
moved 1n the face of danger, Looking at them,
I thought of the great Socrates walking with even
steps into the hall of death. I ought not to say
1t, but it really brought to my mind the picture of
that greater and moie perfect person, Jesus the
son of God, facing the Roman Consul in digmty
and strength, Looking at the young men so
unmoved I was moved to deep pity. I wondered
why these two calm persons who had felt the need
for changing their religion had resolved to steal
anything. When Mr. Henry had fimished his state-
ment I asked him: “Did these men say that they
would embrace Christianity
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113 NO.IY
“ Why did you think that they would do so?”

It was these two who first lost faith in their
God of the hill. They had the firmest belief
before, but listening to me they got free of it the
earliest. This was clear 1n everything they said
and did. The others who ceased to believe con-
tinued to visit the temple. These men on ceasing
to believe, ceased also to visit the temple.”

“1 see,” said I, and turning to Ramaboyee
and Thimmaboyee, asked thém : * Well, Rama
and Thimma, will you not engage counsel to
defend you ?”’

Ramaboyee said: “ No, sir; why that now?
We have committed the offence, We need no
counsel.”’

“ You necd not admit anything now,” said I,
warning him. “If you lke, you may question
the statement given by this gentleman and show
that 1t 1s not correct.”

“ Sir,” said Ramaboyee, ‘‘ the teacher docs
not speak untruth. Nor do we wish to escape
after having committed the offence. What is the
use ? And you know, sir, it would be wrong.”

“ Talk of youself,” I'said; *“ do not implicate
your friend in your confession.”
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Thimmaboyee said: ““ I say the same, sir. I
say nothing else. We did 1t together.”

Isaud: “ Then wait a little. I shall write
down something here and then record your
statement.” I then wrote the charge and read
it to them and asked them if they pleaded guilty.
Each of them pleaded gumlty. I recorded the
plea and said: * Ramaboyee, you two wished to
become Chrstians. Why did you commit this
theft ?”’

Ramaboyee siid: “ We had no intention to
Yy
give up our caste, sir.”

“ Tt seems you gave up your God.”

Ramaboyee said© *“ So we did, sir.  This
teacher said * ‘Look at your God. If you do not
light a lamp he stays n the dark.  If you do not
clean his 10om he sits in dirt, He has not the
power to clean or light lis small chamber.” We
wished to see if this was true. Our leaders re-
monstrated. We persisted and locked up the
temple door by force. Ten days we kept the
doors locked up and went in and saw. It was
exactly as the teacher had said. Some mud had
dropped on the image. God had not pushed it
off. 'We gave up the temple of our people and
one day stole the vessels from it. Nothing
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happened to us. Then we saw that there was
no power in the God of that temple.”

. ‘' If there was no power 1n the God of that
temple why should you have committed theft in
this temple *”

‘““ In this temple, sir, there 1s no God at all.
If there 1s nothing to fear in that temple where
there 1s a God, what 1s there to fear in this temple
where there 1snone? So I and Thimmaboyee
got 1nto this temple that Sunday nmight and stole
the articles.”

“ And you see that God has brought you to
trouble.”

“ Oh, no, sir. The teacher gave a complaint,
What could God do? There 1s no truth either
in that God or in this one. The teacher looks
after the belongings of this temple. The head
of our clan looks after the belongings of the other
temple. When we have suffered the punishment
you will give us for this offence, we shall have to
pay a fine to the clan for the offence done to that
temple. The head of our clan has decided this.”

I turned to Mr. Henry * T suppose you used
that argument to weaken the faith of these people
in their God Rama.” I

10
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“ Yes” said Mr. Henry. "1 wished to say
to them that the image was not God. Some of
these younger people shut up the temple to test
the truth of what I was saying. But I did not
know of their having stolen any vessels from that
temple. Nor did 1t occur to me that they would
argue further in the way they have explained and
commit this crime in our church.”

I asked Ramaboyee and Thimmaboyee if
they would pay a small fine and go away

“No, si1,” they said  “We ate poor people.
We shall have to pay a fine to our God later.
Even that will be difficult, We do not wish to
pay any more”’,

“Then 1 have to give you a sentence of
imprisonment., In view of your ignorance I shall
make 1t simple”’.

“Sir” smid Thimmaboyee, “we cannot sit
idle i a place. Pray, make the imprisonment
rigorous. We shall be able to spend the time”.

After much thought and with much regret, I
gave to each man ngorous imprisonment for
fifteen days.

After pronouncing the sentence I turned to
Mr. Henry and asked * “Mr. ITenry, why did you
go and show these people where the silverware
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was in thé church?” Mr, Henry said: “I took
them to the church one day and, just to interest
them, showed them the beautiful work on our
silver things. They seemed very pleased to see
it and so, whenever they came, I exhibited the
articles just to give them some pleasure. Let
them come to the church for any reason, I thought,
and hear the word of God. I see that the whole
thing went wrong”.

Obviously, the whole thing had gone wiong.
I, of course, awarded punishment to the Boyces.
I could do nothing else. DBut quite clearly half
at least of the responsibility for the theft belongs
to Mr. Henry

I must admit that my mind has lost its peace
today, thinking of life’s mischances. One man
walks 1n twilight and has inevitably strayed.
Another man comes along and offers to give him
some light and, without intending 1t, pushes him
mto a pit. A third man comes up and beats the
fallen man with a rod for the offence of having
dropped 1nto the pit How foolish all this seems !

And foolish without a doubt all of 1t 1s. But
there is Onc who knows all, greater than all. In
His hand 1s the final and eternal arbitiament,
We can but admimste: the justice here,



WAS IT INDIRA ?

Narayanamurthy had lost all joy in life.
Without the house he had no rest; within the
house, no peace. His mind was full of aches and
pains, specially these few days. That particular
day he had returned from office rather late, and
after eating a little of what was served as a meal
he had gone and sat in lis room. His wife was
still attending to household work. “Poor thing”,
he thought to himself: “she has to do all the
work hersclf. She has no one to help. What 1s
the pleasure that even she has in lfe?” From
that his thought flowed further: “What about
Indira ? She too had had all the work of the house.
But she used (o be smiling all the ttme  Of course
she did not have to look after so many children.
Children! Oh, these children! Those who have
none pray to God for them. He had children
but was not happy. Alas, that boy whom he had
taken to the 1solation shed three days ago, was he
not his child like these other children who were
lying 1n their bed 1n the roomn? Yet Sawitri had
not thought that life as valuable as these lives.
Would Indira have done so ? Who could tell ? ”’

His thought runming 1n this way, Narayana-
murthy dozed as he sat in hischair. A weary mind
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and a tired body both necded rest. As he sat
there in a slumber Indira came to him.

I should tell you what Indira was like for you
really to understand all that her coming meant.
Indira was a very handsome young woman. The
face was somewhat longish and of a complexion
very like the olive-tinted white of the cream of
milk. The beauty of the forehead seemed to
pour between those eye-brows, to fill the eyes and
flow all round the black bee-like pupil. How
bright the white of those eyes was and how it
was emphasised by the lustrous pupis! Those
eyelids, shutting and opening, looked as if they
weie playing with a bee ciught 1n a flower. The
nose was longish and shapely and was exceedingly
beautiful. Exceedingly beautiful too was that
mouth, a little rose bud just a little open. Shapely
agam were the cheek and chin. The teeth looked
like grains of white rice placed side by side. The
cheek was of a deep gold tint because of the
saffron. On the forehead, a little above the eye-
brows, was a small mark of red. It seemed to
speak and challenge the loving one to come and
krss just there. Altogether it was a feast to the
eyes to see Indira’s face. She was not tall, was
indeed of rather less than normal height, but she
had a body proportionate to her height and struck
whoever saw her as exceedingly handsome.
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Indira walked up smiling. Whoever saw her
smile should have felt infinitely happy. That
manner of her coming and that smile were sure
to cure Narayanamurthy of any vexation or anger.
He in fact felt his aches and restlessness going as
Indira came. DBut he was somehow not inclined
to respond to her. So, though she came near,
he sat still, )

Indira moved nearer, and noticing his silence
and seeming 1ndifference, said: “What 1s this?
Are you asleep so soon ?> With this she took his
face between her hands and looked into his eyes
with her winsome smile. As Naiayanamurthy
did not relent, she said “You will not speak,
won’t you? Well then, this 1s the remedy for
silence.” With this she sat on his lap and put an
arm round his neck.

Love 1s a great transmuter. To change
copper mto gold 1s not so great a matter as
changing vexation 1nto fiiendliness. Yet love
like Indira’s can effect this change. When like a
star from the heavens she dropped 1nto Narayana-
murthy’s lap, his mind, 1n his own despite, felt a
peace like the peace of the moonlit might. His
vexation disappeared; his aches and pamns dis-
appeared. Feeling a deep peace Narayanamurthy
put his arms round Indira and said : “Indira”.
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“Look now. You did not answer when I
spoke to you. Now that you speak, I shall not
answer. Say Indira, Indua, twenty times and
see if I shall open my mouth.”

“Indira.”

“Did I not tell you that Ishall not open my
mouth?”

“Do you not open your mouth and yet utter
so many words ?”’

“I said that merely to make you call me
Indira twenty times.”

“What pleasure does 1t give you to hear me
call your name?”’

Y1 do not know. But the oftener you call
me the more happy I feel.”

“Really?”

“Really and truly. What is the difference
between real and unreal 1n this ?”

-

“Then we shall say that 1t is unreal.”

Indira placed her head on Narayanamurthy’s
shoulder. He felt her breath playing on his
cheek. He turned his head, held her face in his
hands and looked at her eyes. How beautiful was
the face! How pretty the mouth! And in those
eyes, what depth of affection, what unparalleled
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friendliness ! He sat back agam and put his arms
round her.

“Can you say why it grves you so much
pleasure when 1 call your name ?”
“No ”

“Oh, but you should be able to tell why a
thing is pleasant.”

“That 18 metaphysics. If you teach me I
shall tell.”

“To tell that which you have been taught,
you need not be such a clever person.”

“So 1 am clever ? Then I shall tell you why.
You feel some pleasure when I play on the veena?”’

“Your playing on the veena ? It 1s long since
I heatd. Yes, 1t gives pleasure.”
“Why does 1t do that ?”

“Because a sweet sound proceeds from the
veena.”’

“To what 1s that due ?”

“You.”

“When you say ‘Indira’, I feel as if you
touched a string within my heart and it emits a

sweet sound that my ears alone can hear. It is
that that gives me joy.” .
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Narayanamurthy <at in silence, Indira too
remained silent. To lovers, proximity gives joy
as much in silence as 1n speech.

Some minutes later Narayanamurthy said :
“Indira.”

“Yes.”
“How you love me, my dear !”

Narayanamurthy wanted to hear his wife
telling him that she loved him greatly. What
husband does not ?

“I do not love you.”
“No? Why ?”

Narayanamurthy felt crest-fallen. His wife
had not given the reply he expected.

“No. I do not love you. I am mad about
you.” Indira gave a little laughand put her cheek
against Narayanamurthy’s.

Narayanamurthy felt a surge of warmth in
his being. How full this little body of his wife’s
was of love for him ! What dear Little ways she
had of showing that love! He felt that Indira
would willingly give up her life for him. Men
say that there 1s great power and variety of
meaning 1n sacred symbols like ‘Om’ and the rest.
To Narayanamurthy it seemed as if all the
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meaning of love was symbolised in the three
syllables of the name Indira-endless affection ;
endless devotion; endless pity; glamour and
playfulness without end. He felt asif the blood
in his body began to move in rhythm to the
sounds of Indira’s name.

Narayanamurthy passed many minutes 1n
this way, his beloved Indira’s head resting on his
shoulder and her liquid cyes looking at him. e
held her close and, with his head a little bent
down, looked on her face unmoving Ilow long
he =at in this way he could not have told. As
lie sat thus he expeticnced a deep peace of mind.
Such peace 1s known only to a heart which nothing
is agitating. Not often does 2 man cxperience it,
but when 1t is experienced one realises that there
is no joy to equal 1it., Drinking in this peace of
soul, Narayanamurthy sat still.

Soon, however, a thought came up to distrub
the calm. At first 1t was indistinct, but speedily
1t shaped 1itself into a question, It 1s not one of
the first impulses of man’s nature to doubt the
ieality of any joy that life brings., Butitisa
second tmpulse, and that impulse grew in Nara-
yanamurthy, Indira was with hun now and he
was happy. What was 1t that had happened
previously ? Previously ? What was 1t previously ?
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Narayanamurthy was unable to1ecollect exactly
what it was. Though he could not recollect exactly
he had a vague feeling-that 1t was something dis-
tressing. “‘Indira 1s here now,” his mind said,
“where was she before ?’ It seemed to him for a
fraction of a moment that he knew what had
happened. DBut forgetfulness supervened too
quickly for him to wade to aclear impression. As
he was struggling with his memory 1n this way,
he seemed to get on to some of the facts. Oh,
God ! That son 1n the 1solation shed ; those other
children in the house, the mother of those children;
the mother of that boy. Again the veill was
drawn across. Failing to get the facts from
memory Narayanamurthy turned to Indira and
said * “Indira.”

“Yes.”

“When did you come?”

“Now.”

““When you came 1nto this room ?”’
“Yes.”

“Where did you come from ?”
“Why that ?”

“Where had you gone ?”

“Where had I gone ?”’

it
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“What 1s the matter with me? I feelitis
very long since I saw you.”

“Yes ?”

“Wait. Oh yes, I have got it all back. Yes,
I have.” With this Narayanamurthy trembled,
touched Indira with his hand and asked : “Indira,
are you really here ?’ .

“This is fine. Iam here without being really
here ?”’

“Well then, shall I tell you what 1s coming to
my mnd ?”

“Yes.”

“We married and set up house and my father
and mother were with us.”

“Yes.”

“Then my mother died ; then my father. In
his last moments he asked you to sit near him.”

“Yes.”

*“He was very fond of our son and said: ‘My
son, look after the little boy well. My daughter,
look after the little fellow well. Be kind to him

always on my account’.”

“Yes.”
“We two looked after the little fellow very
well, I at least used occasionally to say a hard
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‘word to him and on just one day I beat him. But
I never heard you say a single harsh word, let
alone beating him.”

“Harsh word to him? You did 1t for his
good.”

“That 1s not what I was thinking of. I was
thinking of the great affection which we lavished
on the boy. One day you lay down n fever,”

“Yes.”

“I did all I could to cure you of the fever. But
you went on being 11l and one day,—was 1t dream
or fact 7—one day...”

(‘Yes-7,

Narayanamurthy held Indira hard and said :
“One day you you left.”

“Left ?”

“There was no one to look after the boy.
I was very unhappy. I wept for many days,
Indira. I wailed and groaned.”

“Alas 1”

“I groaned and moaned and was like one
brainless.”

Narayanamurthy was silent for a moment.
He had again become dense like one brainless,
He was aware that Indira was sitting near him
and he was talking to her. But she had gone
somewhere that day long ago. She had gone,
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Where had she gone? She had gone somewhere
that day. This sentence seemed to go round 1n
his mind. She had gone ; she had gone Under-
neath was the question. ““Where had she gone?”
but the answer was not coming up.

In the state of half-sleep in which Narayana-
murthy was at that moment, man’s mind works
1, as 1t were, 2 number of layers. Some of the
layers are awake and some asleep, and even
any one layer parts are awake and patts still
asleep. The things that occur to us in our
lives go into the mind like pebbles thrown into a
pond 1nto the mudand sink deeper and deeper as
the days pass, each to settle down at some place
in the layer 1t has reached. When we are 1n this
kind of half slumber and some layers or parts of
layers are awake and some asleep, the mind
becomes aware of the things that are settled in
the wakeful parts, and 1s not aware of the things
in the layers or paits of the layers which are in
sleep. Just this had happened to Narayanamurthy
at this moment. That Indira was gone was 1n a
part of the mind that was awake. Where she
had gone was in the twilight. He was trying to
recollect, but from languor or other reasons the
effort was not successful. He was, however, sure
that the thing was something distressing.
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“Then one day there was no onein the house
and the boy had nothing to eat. When I came
back from office he was sitting down crywng. [ was
very unhappy to sce that he had been hungry and
could not get food.”

“Yes,”

“If there were somcbody 1n the house the boy
would have been given food. Who was to care
for him ? So I thought but could not make up my
mind. One day uncle came and said that there
was a suitable girl and asked me to marry her.”

Indira did not answer.

“I did not wish to marry the girl. I did not
know why. Uncle pressed me. He said that the girl
was very handsome. He biought her and showed
her to me. It was Savitri. She was handsome,
but I did not wish to marry her.”

Indira was silent.

“But I grew weary, Indira. I grew tired of
being alone. You had gone and I was lonely and
weary of being alone. When another day uncle
came and told me that he was thinking not of me
but of the boy, and of somebody who could take
care of him, and pressed me to marry the girl...”

“Yes.”

“I agreed...”
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“Yes'i’

“And married her, Savitri came, For some
time she seemed a second you, but this changed
later, When she got a child of her own she began
to look at the boy with a dislike. I blamed her.
She grew angry. From that day peace left the
house.”

Indira did not answer. Narayanamurthy had
the feeling that she was crying.

“Though her children and the boy were the
same 1n my eyes, they seemed to her to be
opponents. [ was not 1na position to attend to
the boy. It was her part to give him his food or
give him a bath. What could I do? Isaw her
neglecting him but was unable to help.”

Indira was listening silently,

“The day before yesterday the boy returned
from play and lay down in fever. Isent for the
doctor. He came and said it was plague. If he
stayed at home everyone 1n the house would be 1n
danger of infection. But if I took him to the shed
he would be neglected. Whom should I think of ?
Of the boy or of these children? As I was turning
this over in my mind, Savitriinsisted that I should
t1ke the boy to the isolation shed.”

“Yes'”
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“I took him to the shed and left him there.
Uncle came to the shed and 1s attending on the
boy. I wished to stay there but Savitri does not
agree. She says that, rather than that I should,
she will go there and watch near him. She says
that I should not run any risk. Savitri’s heart 1s
very hard, Indira. It 1s exceedingly hard.”

Indira seemed not even to breathe.

“ This evening [ went and saw the boy. He
was 1estless because of the feve:r I could not
bear to look on him  Partly for that reason and
partly because here 1n this house, at the end of the
town, Sawvitri and the children are alone, I came
away early. Besides, the boy was calling out :
‘Mother’. Where 1s ‘ mother ’? Alas, how restless,
he was!”

“ Do not worry. He 1s now well.”

“ You are saying so to comfort me. He was
so restless in the evening. How can he be well
now? No matter, you at least have come. This
1s to the good. You can look after him now.”

“Yes”

““And I have no worry. I am seeing you.”

With this Narayanamurthy again held
Indira close and caressed her. After a moment
he asked : “Is the boy well ?” -

11
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13 Yes b1
“Did you see him?”
“Yes. Would you?”’
“Yes.”

11 See.ﬂ

Indira pointed towards the dodr. Narayana-
murthy turned that way and saw Gopal standing
just beyond the door. The boy seemed to be
free from fever. Narayanamurthy did not reason
or question, He felt happy and wondered that
the boy should look so well.

With the shock of joy that Gopal was well
Narayanamurthy turned to look at Indira.
Indira’s form had faded. With rising diead within
his heart Narayanamurthy called out °Indira’
and tried to hold her. Like a youngster who 1s on
a hill-top for once and, seeing a piece of the
mountain mist pass in front of him, puts his hand
out to 1t with intent to hold 1t 1n his palm,
Narayanamurthy was unable to hold Indira.
Crying out ‘Indira’ he came out of his slumber.

Indira had been dead ten years.

Narayanamutthy had lost that wife ten years
previously and had suffered the sorrow of
widowhood for days that had no end. Today
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that wife had come back to him in dream, repeat-
ing the words which she had spoken to him on
various occasions 1n their life together., She had
come again, in dream, and again had dis-
appeared, and this loss of her from a dieam
brought back to Narayanamurthy the sorrow
of the first loss in all its strength Gref surged
in his heart hike the rising tide of the sea; flowing
over, not to be held in. Narayanamurthy looked
out of the window. How calm the might was!
The light of the full moon filled the sky, and
the moon, in the mdst of his stars, rode the
clear firmament, smiling in the height of joy.
That joy of his seemed to flow all round the
earth and make 1t float Oh, what joy 1t was;
what peace ; what calm !

Narayanamurthy did not then know that the
boy Gopal had, n that calm night of the bright
full moon, stretched his soul to the endless peace
to which his mother had gone ten years before.
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1
This is another part of Mr, Courtenay’s diary
2
There is a beautiful story current among the
Hindu people. After slaying Ravana, Sri Rama,
it is said, meant to go to Lanka to place
Vibhishana on the throne, but, at the gate of the
conquered city, he saw a lovely sapphire which
awakened i him such stiong desire that his mind
misgave him as to the temptations that awaited
him within, This made him forbear to enter and
send Lakshmana instead to attend to the business
of installation. .

This country 1s as Lanka to us, but we are
not as Rama. Itisas though the call from the
East “Give up all and (ollow me” was really the
lure of wealth, for, from the very outset, our
intercourse with this country has led to the
gradual transfer of its substance to us. We
never see a beautiful object here. but we wish to
take 1t home.

Here is what set me thinking of this. ILast
week, my sister Emily and her husband came to
spend a few days with me. John Farquhar loves
this land. I know none other of our people who
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loves 1t so well. Ile knows the people, their
speech, their ways. Ile knows all that 1s best in
this hoary civilisation; he understands and loves
the sculptured perfection of these temples. To
name him is to recall his services 1n interpreting
this countiy to ours, in giving to our people an
idea of the beauty of this age-long cultuie and
the wonderful way in which 1t endures and per-
meates the everyday lives of this people. He has
visited all places where there 1s anything to sce—
ancient templeq and monasteries, remains of
palaces and royal dynasties, and everywhere he
has sought and seen old pictuies, antique statues,
ancient woiks of art. His heart has gone out to
all he saw, and whoso reads his glowing pages
must understand and appreciate, even as he did.
The people of India must feel grateful to him;
and, n all he has done, Emily has been with him
and has learnt to love this country,

Farquhar has got together a fairly large
number of pictures and statues from wherever he
could beg or buy them and 1t 1s his hope to form
a museum of lis own when his collection 1s
complete. On their way to me, they wvisited the
Ajanta caves and Farquhar could talk of nothing
else; but Emily was so silent that I asked her
why. She was qute delighted, she said; yet
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there was a thing that made her sad. What thing ?
I asked.

“Oh, hardly a thing;’ she said, “a mere
thought ; perhaps no more than a fancy. I said
to myself: these excellent men who painted,
couldn’t they have painted on paper or canvas?
For so, we could have bought the pictures, at
whatever price, and called them ours and taken
them home. Whatever made them paint on
rocks to awaken but mock our wishes ?"

I smiled, for what Emily said seemed to me
quite natural and proper, coming as 1t did from a
laudable enthustasm for Indian art, To desire
the beautiful 1s, I suppose, human nature.

The talk came round to the temples and
places of historical interest in my division.

“I have heard there’s a place called Masu-
matti1 1n your division,” said Farquhar, “and
I am told there’s a man there that has some
splendid old pictures. (He proceeded to give the
man’s name and other details). I should like to
get a picture or two from him if I can. Do you

think you can help me?”

I consented, for I was only too glad to help
in anything which could make the world see the
true greatness of this country. And so we went
to Masumatti yesterday,
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Masumatt: 1s now a mere hamlet. it has
decayed as far as a wvillage can decay without
becoming beclirakh~lightless—the word by which
these people denote the mght-desolation of an
uninhabited village. Besides the few straggling
houses in the outskirts, there are but ten or
fifteen 1n the village itself. The inhabitants are
all cultivators. When I had gone there a few
days earlier, I met an old man sunning himself on
the verandah of his house I asked him why the
village had come to this pass. I do not know
how it happens, but these people, even the humb-
lest, have a grasp of basic truths and there is
philosophy 1n their ordinary talk, Their peasants
have the manners of princes and there 1s a deep
inward peace in their everyday lives. Well,
when I asked the old man why his village was
decaying,

“This 1s what all towns do,” he answered.

“Why ?” said I: “Are’nt there some that
grow ?”’

‘* They grow 1n growing time, and, that over,
they decay.”

“Had your town a growing time?”’ I asked,
It was a foolish question, but I wanted to get the
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old man to talk of his village He smiled as he
made answer.

“Can age come unless youth has gone
before ?”’

And then he went on to say that this crumb-
ling village had been the far-famed Mahishmati
Nagara of the Puranas where Kartivirya Arjuna
had once reigned in his glory and where hundreds
of royal houses had succeeded him and flourished
and fallen 1n therr turn, till, finally, 1t had been
overwhelmed fighting against Mussalman inva-
ders and dwindled 1into a hamlet. It had conti-
nued on 1ts downwaid way till, as one could see,
there were but ten houses left. It secemed strange
to tdentify this all but beclhirakls village with the
Mahishmati of ancient story, but the old man had
no doubt whatever on the subject. He showed
me a stone mantap where Airjuna of the thousand
arms had been wont to take his exercise. He
showed me hkewise the pond where the hero
used to perform his daily ablutions, and the
temple where he iendered daily worship. He
told me that Ravana had been held prisoner in
another manfap and made to dance for the
amusement of the populace of Mahishmati as a
great glittering ten-headed monster. The captive
had at first refused to perform, but Arjuna had
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struck him so, that he started up in rage and
pain striking ten dents with his ten heads into the
stone ceiling of the prison. The dents could be
seen to this day That is the way with these
people. No wvillage 1s too small or insignificant
for association with gods and heroes, and the days
are not past when divine beings trod the earth.
This old man was only talking as 1s usual with
him and his sort ; but, no doubt, this village had
been a mughty town inits day. Look at the
mantap, for instance, described as the many-
armed hero’s gymnasium, and at the multi-pil-
lared prison of the Rakshasa, They are low-
10ofed to be sure; but what immense stones, what
solidity and cleanness of bwil@! This was the
work of no feeble men The pond, which was
once Arjuna’s bathing place, 1s a hundred and
fifty yards square, with broad steps of dressed
stone so well placed and so truly jointed that the
hundreds of years which have desolated countries
and destroyed dynasties have wrought hardly a
change in the structure. This was without a
doubt the work of builders who had gloried 1n
therr skill and known the joy of creating beautiful
edifices. There 1s yet a little water in that
pond and 1t laps the foot of the same tier of steps
all round, so justly have they been built and so
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little has time touched them. And then, that
temple. To eyes accustomed to the exquisite
lines of Greek art and the massive majesty of our
own architecture, there is at first a disappointing
sense of something crude and inconsequential 1n
Indian building and sculpture , but take a temple
as a whole and the effect 1s far from unsatisfying.
This temple I am speaking of '1s of the usual
type, carefully built and finished; the slabs and
stones fitted with woikman-like neatness and
precision. It 1s still 1n a fair state of preservation.
There 1s an image 1n the temple, but no worship
has taken place for years.

And 1n the village 1tself, there are long lines
of crumbling foundations of what must have been
great houses, laid out 1n streets, in the goodly
order of a well-planned town. My old friend
pointed out what had been the Brahmana street;
another row of ruins had been the jewellers’
street, and so on

Now, mere emptiness and silence; even the
mmagination can hardly people that wilderness of
crumbling walls.

When yesterday we made enquiries about
the pictures my brother-in-law wished to see,
1 found that my old friend was the owner of them.
We sent for him, He came out and, saluting us
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with old-world courtesy, begged us to enter.
This man had a lofty graciousness which seemed
to spring from an innate nobility of soul.

‘“ Are you Mr, Krishnayya ?”’ asked Farquhar,

“ Yes, sir.”

“1 have some business with you. That's why
we came,”

“T am at your service.”

“ 1 have heard that you have some beautiful
old pictures. I have come to see them if I may.”

“I have’nt many, but such as I have you are
welcome to see. Pray, come 1n and be seated.”

We took our seats in the hazara—hall. The
old gentleman went inand brought a few pictutes.
They were painted with very ordinary colours on
indifferent canvas made by laying some waxy
paste on cloth. The lines were flowing and
graceful. Some pictures looked as though parts
had been erased and redrawn, while others
remained as they had come from the inspired
mind of the artist. His touch must have been
wonderfully light and sure One of them was a
picture of Gopalakrishna. A look at 1t sufficed to
tell you how real the cowherd god must have
been to the artist

What words can express the beauty of the
pose, the daintiness of the fingers which held the
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flute to the wooing lips, the infinite tenderness of
the eyes! The body was gracefully poised on
one foot, so that the gailand hung a little aslant
on the bosom. All this 1s easy to describe, but
who can describe the atmosphere of rapt and
silent absorption—as though all sound, all sense,-
all nature, had been merged and lost in an infinite
harmony, the listening stillness of the trees, the
various pose of cow and calf, entranced and
spell-bound 1n the act of grazing ot gambol, the
ecstatic groups of gods and 7:shss and gopikas.
This man, surely, saw his God as he painted
him ! Emily and Farquhar were in raptures.

* Whose work 1s this?”

‘“ My grandfather’s.”

“He had genius.”

“ My family has not produced such another.”
“ Did he paint other pictures ?”

“ Oh, he painted a good many ; but they were
most of them like this one, pictures of Gopala-
krishna. He delighted in making pictures of the
God. Well, he painted, and painted
and this is what remains of it all”.

The old man went in and brought out a
daftar, which we found to contain a number of
pictures of the God, differing but little from one
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another. Some were almost replicas of one
another, while others differed only in general
effect. There were sixteen of them altogether.

‘“He made them and he put each by sadly, as
not quite the vision that had been vouchsafed to
him. Then he began another. Aftera long time
he made this—the one you have already seen.”

Furquhar looked up with 1nterest.

“ Did he say he was satisfied that this picture
expressed his vision ?” he asked.

“ No. Sometime later he staited painting an-
other. I heard that, before he put his hand to 1t,
he was for ten or twelve days wrapped up in
worship and meditation. It was a strange lfe,
sir, my grandfather’s. At the end of that time,
he started up from meditation crying, ‘my God is
come,” and bade his wife bring cocoanuts, and
flowers, and fruits for worship Then he sat down
to pant. The day was far stepped into the
afternoon and he was still at his picture.,  Later,
his elder brother who had fimshed his daily wor-
ship came and sat silently near him. All the
children—and my grandmother, who being big
with my father was not allowed to remain fasting—
had long since finished their meal, My grand-
father and his biother were the only people
who had not dined. It was almost evening, and
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my grandfather continued working at his picture.
Then came a cry that the marauders were upon
the village, Its gates were closed, and the whole
place swarmed to the ramparts, My grandfather
was a man of great courage. He rose up saying,
‘perhaps 1t 1s not God's pleasure that this picture
should be fimished to-day’, and with a hngering
look at 1t, he seized his bow and quiver and went
out Our women, it seems, begged my grand-
fathet to dine before going out, he laughed and
said that the meal might wait, but the fight would
not, and so went out. His brothe: also said, ‘never
mind, he'll be coming back presently’, and waited
for im. T bhave heard that my grandfather so
far yielded to the importunities of the women
as to eat one of the plantains used for worship,
and that was all. The raiders were 1n great force
and we were but few; the wiser part would have
been to biibe them to leave us alone. To this
they would have been nothing loath, and some
there were that counselled this course; but my
grandfather was a man of spirit, and with a few
men of like heart, he ran up and down the
ramparts seeking to organise defence. Some
robber marked him, and shot him down witha
match-lock. Presently, help came to the defenders
from our men who hastencd back from thei: fields
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and we beat off the marauders. When it was all
over, they brought my grandfather home. The
bullet had entered his breast, and there was no
more than a faint spark of life when they brought
him 1n, They say he opened his eyes once and said,
‘Oh! yes, I'll come back presently, I must fimsh
my picture’, and his spirit passed. His mind should
have gone back to his leaving the pictuie to go
to the fight. My giand-uncle, who was so much
the elder that he had been as a father to the
younger brother, beat his bieast and cried, ‘O my
boy, my boy, could I not give you a mouthful of
food before sending you to your death’, and was
broken-hearted To make a sad story short, they
cremated the body and performed the obsequies,
but my grand-uncle was never the same man
again. He spent most of his time at the door as
though 1n expectation of somebody; and as he
oldened, he took to muttering strange things such
as, ‘no, he won't come’, ‘who knows what wasn his
mind’, ‘O, but he will’; and so he too passcd away.”

The old man ceased, and we respected his
silence. After a while, Farquhar said in a low
voice :

“Where is the picture painted that day ?”

“It is inside.”
“Would you kindly show it to us ?”
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“I have heard my elders say it should not be
shown.”

“Why ?l)

“It 15 unfinished, and there may be faults in 1t,
People might say it 1s not a good piece of work
and th1t would vex a workman. It might lower
the anist 1n the estimation of people—"’

“My dear sir, your artist was a hero and a
genmus, and has nothing to fear from detractors;
and we, you can see, aie not detractors. Do let
us see the picture.”

“Very well ; so be it. I doubt whether I should
have shown 1t 1f you mastets had come by your-
selves, but I do not wish to disoblige the lady, and
she is eager to see, There was another reason—
it may seem fanciful to you—why my grand-uncle
was unwilling to let this picture be seen. His
brother’s last words had been that he would come
agamn and fimish the picture, and my giand-uncle
believed he would do so”

“Did your grandfather say he would come
back ?”

“So they understood him. And it grew into
a feeling in our house that our grand-father would
be reborn 1n our mudst to complete his picture.
We did not wish to show i1t to others till he should
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come back and complete it. \When my father was
born, it 1s said my grand-uncle anxiously watched
him for evidences of his father’s genius, as a token
that he had come again 1n his son to take up the
unfinished work. But no. When I came, he looked
for them in me Butagamn, no. He said, ‘my
brother was a boy of his word, he 1s sure to come
some day; take good care of the pictuies,” and so he
died My father showed 1t once to our Guruand
now I show it again as something 1n the lady’s
face makes me feel I might do so without harm.”

He went inside the house again and brought
two pictures of which he placed one before us.

It was another beautiful picture. There was
magic in each lme and I despair to convey it in
words, It was as though the artist had caught and
fixed the air, all tremulous and undulating with
the music of the flate.

The details were as 1n the other pictures we
had seen, yet there was some 1ndefinable difference
which made 1t instinct with hfe and unearthly
beauty. Emily gazed on it in rapture.

“Could this be the unfinished picture?” she
asked at last.

“No. This othei—"" and the old man placed
the second picture hefore us.

12
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“My God!” said Emily with a gasp.

We looked at it 1n silence for a while. It was
a supreme picture.

“What did the artist intend painting below
this cow, I wonder ?” said Farquhar when he found
his voice. There weie faint wavy lines as of an
outline commenced and broken off.:

“Wedon't know. It was just as he was about
to fill the canvas there that the alarm came, and
he went out to die.” I looked agam, and 1t
seemed to me that the artist had meant to put in
another cow there; but one couldn’t be sure.
Emily was still regarding the picture n silence.
I asked the old man 1f no one had tried to guess
what the artist’s intention might have been.

“There 1s my daughter’s little boy”, said the
o0ld man; ‘‘hesaid something. Nobody else could
make anything of 1t.”

“Sir,” said Farquhar, “if you could sell me
that picture, I would take 1t home with me, and
make your grandfather’s name famous in my
country. \Vill you give it to me ?”’

“Sir, how can I ? My grand-uncle forbade us
even to show it !”’

“ It 1s not for my own use or pleasure that
I ask it; it is to secure to your grandfather the



MASUMATTI 179

recognition that is his due. It.is for the glory
of your village and your country.”
“ But what 1if he returns as he promised ?”’

“ Your grandfather ? Venerable sir, can you
for a moment beheve 1t ? Just think.”

“ What matters our thinking ?”’ 1ejoined the
old man. “ He knows best who promised. Our
duty 1s to keep the picture here waiting for him
and that was the wish of our elders also. The
rest 15 as God wills,”

Farquhar said : “ Very well, but please think
about 1t again. We are not 1n a hurry. We come
agamn in four or five days, and shall be very
pleased to hear your decision.”

Emily did not seem to have heard this talk,
She suddenly looked up from the picture.

“Shall I tell you what was in the artist’s
mind to paint here ?”

“ Do,” I said

‘It seems to me,” said Emily, with a flush
on her cheeks, ‘‘ it seems to me there should have
been here a calf, on its eager way to the mother’s
mulk, held in mid caieer, and fed with the divine
melody. Whoso 1s fed with milk—even mother’s
milk—hungers agamn; but the nectar from the
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flute fills for evermore.  Look, how all things in
the picture show that the melody has just begun.
The other piciure 1s conventional, this one has
seized the moment when the music began . . . ”

“Then what my grand-child said was true !”
exclaimed the old man.

“What did he say * we cried.

“He said : look how the Iord has even now
conceived a thought, and raised the flute to his
lips to give 1t expression, see how the first notes
have enchanted the air, and look at this calf
surptised on 1ts way to the mother, and fed with
music sweeter than milk ! That was what the boy
said. And that s what Madam here says now.”

We marvelled at the boy's perception ; for,
really, the air seemed thriling with music, and
there was dawning inspiration on the brow of the
divine flutist

Farquhar siid “Bring up this boy of youis to
be a pantei, reverend sir; believe me he will
make a great one. And tell us, when we come
again four days hence, whether you will give us
the picture.”

Emily said nothing. Presently we rose to go,
and the old gentleman saw us off with the usual
parting gift of betel leaves and nuts.
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But we have now no thought of going again
for the picture. We still want 1t as keenly as
ever and 1t 15 also possible the old man may not
resist the temptation of a high price, but we are
not going, and this 1s why

On our way back yesterday, Emily sat for a
while on the stone steps of Kartivirya’s pond.
Farquhar fetched out our tiffin basket and we had
tea,

“ What a beautiful pond !’ sard Emily

*“ Beautiful enough,” 1 replied; “but there
1sn’t much water in it now, and look, some fellow
has prised off a few stones over there, to build
an ugly little house with, very probably.”

“Brother,” satd Emily, ‘“does 1t not occur to
you that we are doing very much the same kind
of thing? There 1sn’t much water in the pond,
1t 15 true; but the pond 1s here nevertheless ;
and if only some one cared for 1t and saw that
weeds did not spring up and loosen the joints,
some day—perhaps years hence — when water
came, the pond would be there to hold 1t. T can
almost hear the tinkling anklets and the rings of the
generations of sweet joyous girls who must have
passed up and down these beautiful steps. They
may come agalin, as water may come agan, if but



182 SHORT STORIES

the pond continued whole and good ; but once
pull out the stones, deface and desecrate the pond,
and lo, 1t is but an ugly ditch which all will shun,
and which can only become noisome with the
return of watei !”

“Quite true, Emily, but ‘what do you say we
are downg ?”

“What, do youask? This. We take away
this picture, because 1t 1s good; that statue,
because 1t 1s bewutiful, and that other thing,
because it 1s desirable. What remains to this
unfortunate country when she comes to herself,
I should lLke to know? WWhat s the good we
shall have done her?”

“Don’t you see we take these things only to
proclaim the greatness of this country to the
world, and not through mere lust of possession?”

“Much good will that be to her! You tell
this man to make his little boy a painter, and you
take away his picture. \Will that help him greatly
to bring up the boy?”’

We got on our horses, and rode slowly home-
wards., When we had gone some little way
Emuly said to me: “Have you heard of a belief
among these people that sometimes the soul goes
wandering forth from its body, leaving it tempo-
rarily untenanted but intending to return to it?
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It may happen that in the interval some other
spirit usurps that body to the deprivation of its
proper owner.”’

I said I had heard of such a belief.

“They call 1t entry snto another’s body.
Supposing a soul leaves its body for a while pur-
posing to return, if this body should be hidden
away or disfigured beyond recognition so that the
soul returming cannot find ot know 1t, that home-
less soul, they say, must wander foiloin n
space!”

“True; but what a fancy !’

“DBrother, it seems to me that the lovely
lady they call Mother India 1s now 1n a trance,
and that her clildren arc seated weeping about
her. It seems also as if, even now, her brow is
flushing with the return of soul. Shall we, at
such a moment, deface her, and remove from
her person the things she holds auspicious and
beautiful, her necklice and rings and bracelets,
with the result that the returning soul cannot
recognise 1ts own tenement? Is 1t not as bad as
though we rapt the body away ? The mother’s
soul may return to wipe her children’s tears but
what if 1t should fail to find the body or finding
1t to know 1t ? Shall we, friends and well-wishers
orphan the children? Qught we to do this!”
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And muly’s eyes filled with teais Farquhar
looked . way, hus thoughts had piobably gone to
his { »n little Geoige  \We rode home 1n silence.

Emily 1s nght. It may be that we can
uostitute our civilisation for the one these people
have lost, but that would be really the usurpaflon
by an alien soul of a body which is waiting for
the retuin of its own






