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RHINO CAMP 

 

December 18 

This morning I left Butiaba and boarded the SS Korinden via Lake Albert and arrived at Pakuach 

by bus. Aruva is a village in the remote region of Uganda, adjacent to the Belgian Congo.  

Negros(kapiris) can be seen in the streets and in the market places, half covered with leaves. 

Presently I am staying as a guest in the shop of an Indian Muslim merchant. 

December 22 

I also boarded a lorry carrying goods from Aruva to the rhino camp. Rhino Camp is a port which  

is 42 miles away from the Nile. The ship departs from Butiaba and goes to Sudan by touching the 

rhino camp. The bushes in the rhino camp are home to rhinos. I went to the rhino camp hoping to 

get a chance to see them up close in droves. But I had to despair. 

Thousands of rhinos still roam the nearby bushes but due to the annoyance of lorries roaring 

through the roads, they move away. Although their voices were often heard from the next battle 

and beyond. During the rhino camp trip, I did not see any of the real figures of rhino holding 

swords like the oracle. 

I saw an island flowing through the river at rhino Camp. A large islet, usually full of trees and 

plants, runs downhill. There are also some waterfowl riding on it. The Nile River is thus full of 

rising islets. Much of the Nile  are small islands that consist of continuous floating islands. Not 

only on the Nile, but also on many lakes in Africa, floating rafts are floating around. Gradually 

water bodies were enlarged with grasses and soils: trees also began to grow on them. Due to the 



piercing force of the water currents, the artificial plants sometimes separate from the shore and 

wander through the lake. When the villagers woke up one morning to a place called Dumo on the 

shores of Lake Victoria, they saw a new world in front of them. The authorities were also amazed 

by a wonderful world full of trees, forests, crocodiles and thousands of snakes. 

They informed the higher authorities. The malaria spores and termites carried by the strange 

objects were more dangerous than crocodiles and snakes. Finally the authorities brought a tug from 

Kisumu. The strange island was arrested and had to be deported. 

Hippopotamus hunting is a hobby of the Negros here. Killing a hippopotamus in a country boat 

with an arrow, bow and spear is a tough hunt, but now that you remember the taste of the meat, 

that adventurous hunt doesn't matter. 

December 24 

The bus left Moyo at 10 a.m. and arrived in Lorappi at 12 p.m. The Nile is divided by a large island 

here. This island is full of dense grass and small trees.  

Here is the Nile Crossing. Our bus was boarded on the raft; we got on too. Lots of people with 

sacks full of dried tapioca, dried fish and gingelly on their heads crowded the raft to cross the river. 

Among them were men dressed in sheepskin and torn old military dress tied around their waists 

Their whole body was shaved and the head was painted and 5,6 red thread peels were tied in front 

of the waist - not to cover the skin  but as a decoration – a short negro woman perched on the raft 

carrying a huge luggage on her head. She used a long bamboo pipe for smoking. 

One can see water pots made by dried tree barks in the hands of the natives. The climate is always 

thirsty with sun and heat, endless shrubs with no dripping water, thus people here always carried 



water in lightweight handmade vessels. Men also carried bows and arrows and some even have 

long spears handy with them. 

The raft shook and after a while, a thin lyre rose. When I turned around, I saw a native  boy wearing 

only a pair of socks under his waist  playing melodious music with some musical instrument, that 

strangely looked like that of a rat trap. I have often wondered how this musical taste was 

transmitted to these people. 

In any interior of Africa, young people carry a small musical instrument in their hands. When they 

get free time, they take it and play soft music and enjoy themselves. Our bus driver had a vision 

when he heard the song falling from a distance. He got up, gritted his teeth and began to dance. 

The driver stopped the bus in a village on the other side of Lorappi and went to a nearby hut. From 

there, he returned after drinking enough alcohol. When the spirit of alcohol was combined with 

the spirit of music he began to dance. He was dancing on the edge of the raft  and I was afraid 

whether he would fall headlong into the water and if that happens, then the scholar will have to 

dance from the crocodile's mouth. If it was so our vehicle would have to be parked in the woods 

without a driver on the Nile shore. Anyway it didn't happen, he abruptly stopped dancing. And 

then he began a lecture. The subject was a comparative study between dances in Maadiland and 

Acholiland. 

In Madiland, men used to dance behind women, shaking their back. But it is not so in Acholi land, 

there, the men dance in front of the women, holding their friends' waists. He also acted the steps 

of Acholi dance with obscene gestures. As a result of his comparative study, he established the 

idea that Acholi dance is better than Maadi dance. 

It took an hour to get the raft across the islet. 



When we reached the other side of the islet, the landscape changed. The landscape looked like 

bizarrely shaped cliffs that intertwined with the bare hilly and dry plains. As the bus drove some 

distance through some of the cliffs and through the rough plains, we began to see hut that looked 

like 'ottal' and  the native Acholi tribes hanging long flags in front of the waist were also spotted. 

At two o'clock we reached the village of Ajman and then the driver went into a hut to have some 

snacks to eat. When I looked down there I saw an Indian Duka board, but unfortunately the store 

was closed. The shop owner, an Indian Muslim, approached me from the back of the stall and he 

invited me inside. He gave me a chair to sit on and called someone. From the nearby hut came out, 

a very ugly native woman, whose large part of the body was snatched away by her stomach. 

“Tea.” Old Thayyabali ordered her. I had to drink the tea that she prepared. The Bus horned to call 

me. And so I bid farewell to old Thayyabali. 

I was down with fever. Referring to his loneliness, old Thayyabali said that this Ajman is a corner 

of Africa where the devil even does not look back. The bus reached Atiak at 3:30. From here I 

have to go to Sudan. There are three Indian stores in Atiak. Mr.Patel invited me to the house and 

served me puri and tea; we also talked a little politics. Patel is a member of the Hindu Mahasabha. 

Patel was asking how long it would take India to fight Pakistan and recreate old India. 

We traveled 100 miles and arrived in Guluvaram town at 6 pm. 

Mr. Bakshi Singh Adwal invited me to his house. He asked me to stay with him  and  visit many 

places in northern Uganda and before I leave to Nimula, but as the Malayalee friends in Kampala 

had written in advance, I told Singh that Mr. Raphael was waiting for me in Gulu and that it would 

be more convenient for me to stay with him. Mr. Singh took me and the postal luggage in his car 

to Mr. Raphael's house. 



Mr. Raphael is the Sub Post Master in Gulu; Adwal is  the main contractor. 

Mr. Raphael and his family greeted me with as much joy as if I was a lost family member  long 

time ago and had been reunited with the family. 

Mr. Raphael is the only South Indian national to be trapped in Gulu. His hometown is Kolar in 

Bangalore. He has been in Africa for 30 years. He has no one special in India and his wife and 

children are with him. The old man was overjoyed to have a Madhirasi, especially a Malayalee 

from the neighborhood, as his guest. Gulu is the capital of the northern state of Uganda and the 

district of Acholi. 

Gulu is said to be the healthiest place in Uganda. The cold weather, the lush green plains, the newly 

built beautiful bungalows, the long paths and the walkway lined with African flowers have made 

Gulu run into a town in the middle of the forest. Gulu is a town that developed recently,until a few 

years before, the place was just a jungle. It can be said that the white man's love for the cool climate 

here led to reform and prosperity. 

Gulu has about twenty Indiandukas. The Indian population here is about 150. Most of the 

government employees are from Goa. 

Gulu, situated in the lonely corner of Uganda may be due to this geographical position and the less 

number of Asian population in Gulu may have made the Indians and Pakistanis and Goa people to 

live a socially united life. Moreover, the white officials here have joined forces with them to form 

a kind of African foreign union. Whites are eager to come to the house of Asians and have fun  and 

spend time with their small family. 



The people here does not prefer to consume any meat immediately after the slaughter instead they 

store it for five to six days and  served it at the point where it becomes stale and gives off an 

unpleasant odor. The smell does not matter, afterall it is not the smell that goes into the stomach; 

this is their opinion. They say that the taste and quality of the meat increase when it becomes stale. 

Some foreign food chemist experts also agree with this opinion - they must have learned this 

technique from the tigers. 

Roasted sesame seeds and boiled peas mixed with salt and spices are the staple food of the people 

of Acholi. There will also be curries cooked of rats and frogs.  

The Acholis are the oldest and tallest, their legs are longer. The women here are extraordinarily 

decorative. The women pierce their upper lip and bend a piece of brass wire or a piece of glass 

bangle there. They wear  ten rows of brass rods on their wrists and backside. They wore ivory 

bracelets with tassels around the neck. One can also see pig claws as an accessory in the hair of 

some females. 

Leopard skin is a royal symbol. Only the 'moopan' (head of the tribe) and his children have the 

right to wear leopard skin. Those who can’t even afford to buy cotton cloth wear cattle skin around 

their waist. All these are dress code for festive occasions. For men a waist belt and a six-inch piece 

of cloth is enough to wear regularly. 

These Acholi people have no sense of shame or morality but they are people with great sense of 

humor and perseverance. It is a characteristic of them that they only lie when they move their 

tongue. Although they are expert hunters in the forest with bows and arrows, they are  generally 

not warriors. They are the ones who are looking to grab and steal things from strangers. They are 



very happy to go to jail because they can get food there without doing much work and thus even 

the government is not sure how to punish people with such a mindset. 

Although it is a degenerate class in all fields, the Acholi people are famous for the excellence in 

the field of dance. That is why they have developed dance as a special art. They have created and 

modified the dances in a way that is unique to each occasion. 

I met a professor Mr.Garly, who had come from England to Uganda and settled here only to study 

about the dances in Acholi. 

Today, the contact with civilized man and the efforts of the missionaries are changing many of 

their bestial practices and lifestyles. Only the elderly maintain such ethnic ancient customs. Young 

people have changed their dressing style, they wear  short pants and shirts. We can also see women 

wearing skirts and walking around carrying goods over their heads. 
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On the Beach 
     When Vellayiappan started his journey, a loud cry went up from his 
house. The listeners were the neighbours in Ammini’s house and 
Muthuravuthan’s house. And they were sad. About fifty children around 
these houses were also filled with sadness and sympathy. Vellayiappan 
was going to Kannur. If there was money to pay as the train fair all the Pazhuthara 
people including Amminiyettathi , Muthavannan,  Nakelachan, Kombipooshari etc,  
would have gone Kannur. The train journey to Kannur was for  the  people  of  
Pazhuvathara .   Vel laiyappan  lef t  the  se t t l ements  and  walked  
across  the  f ie ld  along  the  r idge .  The screams in the back subsided. Now 
he left the field path and entered the plot. Through the ye l low grass  of  the  
p lo t ,  the  footpath  continued  as  a  mark  of  s tr ipe  of  someone’ s  
sorrowful journey.  

     “O Gods, Lord!”  - Vellayiappan screamed.                                                                          
The wind caught the palmyara tree which stood on both the sides of the foot path. 
For the first time Vellayiappan feels the movement of wind on the leaves of  
Palmayara as strange . As if the Palmyara leaves were speaking. Like 
the Gods and ancestors were  speaking through the Palmyara leaves. The hand 
is wet by the wetness of packed meals, which was tied in the loin cloth. When his 
Kodachi tied this meal, she might have shed a lot of tears in it. The moisture of the 
tears spread through the knot on the loin cloth.  

      He had to walk four furlongs more to reach the Railway Station. 
After walking  a  whi le ,  he  saw Kut tusan  mappila  coming  from the  
oppos i te  side .  Kut tusan  mappila  moved from the path  respectfully.  

     “O Vellayi!” -  Mappila said.  

     “O Marakyare!” - Vellayiappan replied.  

     That’s all. Two words, names, but, they both knew the long and rich 
sequences of conversation in those two words. 

     ‘O Marakyar I owe you fifteen rupees….No….no fifteen rupees and 
four anas.’ 



     ‘Vellayi, don’t remember about that in this journey.’  

     ‘Marakyar, I may never be able to give you that.'  

     ‘The unpayable debts are the deposits in God’s treasure. Let them remain as 
such.’ 

     ‘My heart is broken, my life is uprooted.’  

     ‘May God help you, Muthunabhi may help you, May yours and my god  
help you.’  

    The wind through Palmyara trees became drenched with godliness.  
Vellayiappan leaved Kittusan Mappila and continued his journey. He 
should walk four furlongs more. Look!  Another person is  coming, 
Neelimannathi. Neeli, was coming with a bag of washed clothes on her 
shoulder. She stood aside from the path. 

     “Vellayiacho” - Neeli said. Only that much. 

     “O Neeli” - Vellayiappan said. That's all. He also stopped.  

     Just two words. An abundance of solace in between  two 
words.Vellayiappan moved. 

      The footpath joined a narrow road. Vellayiappan walked through the 
road. The  road stepped into the river. If you climbed the hillock after 
crossing the river, that would be the path to the Railway Station.  Vellayiappan 
stepped into river. Embracing the feet and carrying the small river fish, the river 
flowed. When he reached the middle of the river, the feeling of a bath dawned on 
him and it grieved him. He remembered having bathed the corpse of his father 
and having bathed his son in his childhood days in a pond. He also 
remembered the warm water. He wept until he climbed the hillock 
after crossing the river.                 He  reached  the  Railway  s tat ion  and  
he  s tood  in  the  queue  for  t aking  ticket. He took the money from the corner 
of his dress.    

     “Kannur,” Vellayiappan said. When the clerk sealed the ticket and 
gave it to him through the window, it seemed as if he had crossed a part of the 
journey. He tied the ticket in the corner of his dress. Vellaiyappan climbed the 
stairs and reached the platform. He sat on a bench and waited for the train. The sun 
drooped far away. The birds flying  on  top of the darken Palmyara trees had 



reached the nests. He remembered his son who wondered when he saw the setting 
birds, catching his little finger, in the field path of the Mundakan field. He also 
remembered his father who walked through the field alone during the 
sunset. Two pictures. Between that, like between two names, like between two 
words, the prosperity of something. An old man, who was seated in the remaining 
part of bench asked.  “To Coimbatore?” 

     “No, to Kannur” - Vellayiappan said. 

     “I am going to Coimbatore”. 

     “O.” 

     “The Kannur train is at 10. o ‘clock.” 

     “What is the job in Kannur?” 

     “Nothing in particular.” 

     “Going without any reason?” 

     The  conversa t ion  of  the  s tranger  gr ipped the  neck  of  
Vel l ayiappan  as  a  murder rope. If he crosses the chief path of 
Pazhuthathara, everybody is a stranger to him. The uninterested 
conversation of strangers became numberless tightening  in his neck. Because  
the  t ra in  to  Coimbatore  came ear l ier ,  so  that  the  old  man sea ted  
bes ide  h im in  the  bench went away. Vellayiappan became alone. He 
doesn’t have the mind set to open the packed meal. Vellayiappan sat 
touching the wetness which came out in the loincloth. He sat down and 
slept. He dreamt in the sleep. Vellayiappan said in the dream: ‘O Kadunni, 
son'.  

     The trembling and hissing of the train wakened Vellayiappan. He stood up with 
aflutter. He checked and made sure that the  ticket was there in the corner of his 
dress. He slowly moved to the train. He began  to climb, in a vacant place. 

     “This is first class, old man” 

     “Is it?” 

     “Next box” 

     “It is reserved” 



     “Is it?” 

     “See the next, old man” 

     The sounds of strangers. 

      At last he got in to a box. There was no place to sit, he could hold something 
and stand . I will stand. I don’t want to sleep. My son won’t sleep tonight. The 
rhythm of train, the changing rhythm based on changing existence, the 
street lights, the sanded river banks, trees. I had once travelled in the train long 
before; in the daylight. This is a night train. The train was moving through 
a tunnel which have faded pictures on either side walls.  

     When he reached Kannur, the sun  had not risen. The unopened packed meal 
remained in the hand. Vellayiappan came out  after surrendering the ticket at the 
gate. Far away, there was some sign of the blossoming dawn in the darkness of 
sky. The crowded horsemen didn’t asked  Vellayiappan, if he wanted a 
vehicle. Vellayiappan asked: “which is the way to prison”?  

     Some one laughed “Here is an old man asking  the way to jail early in the 
morning!”. Another person also laughed: “Uncle! Steal something and 
then you can easily go to jail”. Vellayiappan felt suffocated. Again the talk of the 
strangers strangled him. At last someone showed the way. Vellayiappan 
walked. The sky became bright on the top with the sound of crows. The guard 
stopped Vellayiappan at the Gate. 

     “Where are you going in this morning?”Vel layiappan was   
f r ightened.He  s tood  in  f ront  of  the  Guard  wi th  the  feebleness of a 
child. Then he slowly untied the corner of garment, and took a yellow paper. The 
paper was curled and disordered.  

     What is that?”   guard asked. 

     Vellayiappan handed over the paper to the guard. Guard didn’t look at 
the paper.  Vellayiappan said: “my child is here”. 

     “Who asked you to come in  this early morning ? ”the guard asked roughly: “Let 
the office open”.  

     By the  impact  of  some habi t ,  the  guard  looked  at  the  paper .  His  
face  suddenly filled with kindness.  

     “Is it tomorrow?” the guard asked. 



     “ I don’t know” -  Vellayiappan said. “What is written on the paper? I 
don’t know”  

     Guard keenly a the information in the paper once again. 

     “yes, tomorrow morning at 5 ‘o’clock. He said.  

     Vellayiappan’s eyes expanded. They were full of a notion of shock. 

     “Is it ?” Vellayiappan said. 

      “Sit here elder brother.”  

     “O” 

     He sat in a couch fixed in the wall in front of prison, as if he was 
waiting to open the doors of a temple. 

     “Did you have tea or coffee, elder brother.”  

     “No.” 

     My son wouldn’t have slept this night and would not have woken up. 
H o w  w o u l d  h e  h a v e  t h e  m i n d  t o  d r i n k  t h e  t e a ?  
Vellayiappan’s palm was  pressed on the packed meal. This meal was 
packed by your mother for me. I brought it here without eating in the 
journey. It is the only thing, which I have to give you. The food which 
was packed in the loin cloth, is fermented. The time became heavy slowly. 

     The  of f ice  opened.  The  of ficers  occupied  the  places  behind  
the  t ables .  The  guard marched. The prison became crowded.  

     The superior officer checked the paper. They ordered. The strange 
sounds of orders. Traps without hatred and derision. They strangle and 
suffocated. The heat of the sun light increased. 

     “Wait here”. Vellayiappan was waiting.  

     One of the guards took him in to the prison. The corridor which 
doesn’t know the heat of sunlight.        

     Here it is.  Kandunni stood behind the iron bars. He looked at Vellayiappan 
strangely. The  ve i l s  of  mind  which  could  ne i ther  g ive  nor  rece ive  



solace .  The  guard  opened the door. Vellayiappan entered in the prison. They 
both  stood face to face for a while. Then Vellayiappan embraced his 
son. Kandunni cried in a sound which was unheard. 

     Vellayiappan cried:  “son!” 

    Kandunni replied: “father!” 

    Only two words. In between these two words, in sorrow, in silence, father 
and son exchanged their notions. 

     ‘What did you do, son?’ 

     ‘I do not remember father.’ 

     ‘Son, did you kill any one?’ 

     ‘I don’t remember.’ 

     ‘Don’t worry son, you don’t have to remember any thing.’ 

     ‘Does the guard remember?’ 

     ‘No son’  

     ‘Father, Will you remember my pain?’ 

     The loud silent cry: ‘Father  don’t let me to hang.’ 

     All these exchanges, in between two words.    

     “Old man, come out, time is over” 

     Vellayiappan came out ,  the  i ron  door  c losed  behind  him.  The    
strange Kandunni stood, looked out through the iron bars as if he were 
looking out from the compartment of a moving train. Vellayiappan walked away 
with the look of the last devoted prayer. 
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In the Flood  
 The temple situated  in the highest part of the town. There too, the God is 
immersed in neck-deep water. Water, water everywhere! All the people of the 
village have gone searching for the shore. If they had a boat, one person would 
stay back to guard the house. The temple has three rooms on top, where there 
are 67 children, 356 people and domestic animals like dog, cat, goat, hen et al. 
All of them are harmoniously together. No quarreling at all.  
 Chenaparayan had been standing in water a whole day and a whole night as he 
did not have a boat. It has been three days since his master had fled for his life 
to a safer place. In the evening, as the water started to enter the hut, he made a 
platform with coconut-frond and splints. He sat there expecting the water level 
to recede in a couple of days. If he abandoned the place someone would surely 
steal the things there.   



Now there’s water up to his knees on the platform. The thatched hut lay two feet 
underwater. Chennan  called aloud .Who would answer his call? There was no 
one nearby. The pregnant woman, four children, a cat and a dog took shelter on 
the platform, completely reposing their faith in him. It dawned on him that if 
water pours down from above, within minutes the hut would completely 
submerge and he and his family would die. The heavy rains had not stopped for 
the past three days. Chenan removed a small thatched portion of the roof, 
dragged himself up and looked all around. A boat was moving along the 
northern side. He shouted to the boatman. With luck, the boatman understood 
his situation and turned the boat towards the hut. He pulled the children, the 
woman, the dog and the cat out one by one. By that time the boat had reached 
the hut  

. As the children were getting onto the boat, he heard somebody calling  
“Chenacha…Hooii!” Madianthara Kunjappan was calling from the roof top. 
Chenan hurriedly helped his wife onto the boat. The cat too, jumped into the 
boat in the nick of time. No one remembered the dog. It was roaming around the 
thatched roof sniffing here and there. The boat moved on and was soon out of 
sight.  
  
The dog came back to the spot on top of the roof. By then Chenan’s boat was far 
away. It was gaining speed. The animal began to howl as if in the throes of 
death. Its whine sounded more like that of a helpless human being. There was 
none to hear it cry. It ran to the four sides of the thatched roof. It sniffed at 
whatever it saw and whined again  A frog, which was sitting comfortably on top 
of the hut, frightened by these unusual noises jumped across the dog into the 
water. The dog, scared  by the frog, stared at the ripples in the water for a long 
time. It went sniffing here and there, it must be searching for food. A frog pissed 
on the dog’s nose and quickly escaped into the water. As a result the dog 
sneezed. It turned its head around. Then rubbed its face with its hind leg.  

  
It started to rain heavily again. The dog sat bending forward and suffered the 
heavy downpour. His master had reached Ambalapuzha. The night fell. A 
massive crocodile floated close to the hut and the frightened dog, with its tail 
between its legs, barked but the crocodile ignored the dog and seemed not to 
notice anything.The dog sat on the roof. It was hungry and thirsty. It looked up 
at the clouded sky and began to cry. Its cry echoed all around. The 
compassionate God of Vayu took its painful cries further. A few humane people, 
who stayed back guarding their houses, must have felt pity for the dog. On the 



shore, the dog’s master must be getting ready for dinner. After dinner, usually 
the master would give one handful of his dinner to the dog  .   

The dog howled constantly for a very long time. Slowly it calmed down. The 
man guarding the house to the east of the hut was reciting the Ramayana. The 
dog quietened and looked towards the eastern side, as if listening to the 
Ramayana very carefully. A little while later, the dog began to howl again till its 
throat get’s  hurt.  
  
In the silence of the dusk, the melodious voice of the person reciting Ramayana 
echoed over the waters of the flood. The dog listened with its ear pricked to that 
human voice. The melodious voice wavered in the cold breeze. Except the noise 
of the breeze and the sound of the waves nothing else could be heard.   

The  dog lay down on the platform. Its heavy breathing interspersed with its 
disheartened muttering. A fish leaped in the water. The dog jumped up and 
started barking. In another place, a frog jumped. The dog became disturbed and 
growled. The day dawned. The dog began to whine in a low pitch once again. It 
was a tune that would melt hearts. Frogs stared at it and, the dog watched them 
jump and play in the water.  

 He looked longingly at the bunch of flowing coconut leaves. The whole place 
was deserted. There was no smoke rising out of the chimneys from any of the 
houses. The dog attacked the flies on its body and ate them, then with its hind 
legs it would scratch its chin and chase the flies away. The sun shined for a little 
while. Exhausted, it snatched some sleep in that period. The shadow of the 
plantain leaf swayed in the waters. The dog got up and barked.  

  
The sun dimmed, far away a boat was tossing in the current. The dog got up, 
wagged its tail and looked at the scene greedily. It muttered. The boat vanished 
into the coconut groves. It then rained. Bending its hind legs the dog sat down. 
It looked to its left and right. One could read its helpless state from its eyes  

The rain stopped. A small boat came out from the house on the right side and 
stopped under the coconut tree. The dog wagged its tail, yawned and muttered. 
The boatman climbed the coconut tree and plucked tender coconuts. There and 
then in the boat, the man split open the coconuts and drank the coconut water 
and then rowed away.  
 A crow flew from a far off tree and landed on the floating carcass of a 
buffalo. Chenan’s dog barked with greed. The crow ignored it and tore at the 
flesh, had its fill and flew off. A green bird sat on a plantain leaf near the 
house and started chirping. The dog, now frantic and disturbed, started 



barking. The bird flew off too. A bunch of ants floated on the water. The dog 
thought it to be some edible thing and sniffed it. It sneezed and its nose 
became swollen and red. In the afternoon, two people came in a small boat. 
The dog wagged his tail gratefully and said things that sounded like some 
human language. It readied to board the boat. “Look, there’s a dog.” One of 
them said. The dog as if it understood the man’s compassion towards him, 
whined in gratitude. “Let it be there.” The second one said. It seemed as if the 
dog had swallowed something, it opened its mouth and made a despairing 
sound. It prayed. It readied to jump into the water twice. The boat moved 
away. The dog moaned again. One of them looked back and said “Oh! It’s not 
the cry of a boatman. It’s the sound of the dog.”   

The dog’s cry rapidly moved around  in the wind. The sound of the waves could 
be heard. Nobody looked back. The dog stayed there until the boat was out of 
sight. It climbed onto the thatched roof as if to Say  farewell to the world. 
Maybe it was telling itself that it would never love man anymore.  
It lapped up some water. The poor animal looked at the birds flying overhead. A 
water snake came swiftly towards it. The dog jumped onto the roof top. The 
snake slipped through the hole of the roof which Chenan and his family had 
come out. The dog looked down the hole and began to bark and mutter. Hunger 
and fear  started  within it. Any linguist or alien from Mars would have 
understood that dog. It spoke a universal language. The night fell. Heavy rains 
accompanied by strong winds came down hard. The upper portion of the 
thatched hut shivered as the waves hit against it. The dog nearly slipped from its 
post twice. A long head appeared on the water. It was a crocodile. The dog 
began to howl pitifully. The collective cry of hens came from somewhere close 
by.  

  
“A dog’s bark can be heard somewhere. Haven’t people moved from here?” A 
boat laden with hay, coconuts and bananas came to rest under the plantain tree. 
The dog stared at them and began to bark. It had its tail raised as if angry and 
continued to bark. One of them from the boat climbed on to the plantain tree. 
“Koove, Looks like the dog may jump!”  

 The dog leapt forward. The one who climbed the plantain tree fallen into the 
water. The other one helped him back into the boat. By then the dog swam back 
onto the thatched roof of the hut, shook its body and began to bark angrily and 
loudly.   

The thieves had stolen the bananas. “Some are left behind for you,” they told 
the dog that seemed to bark its throat off. They then filled the boat with hay. 



Finally, one of them climbed onto the thatched roof. The dog bite him on his leg 
and tore off a mouthful of flesh. The person cried in pain and jumped back into 
the boat.  
The other man in the boat hit the dog’s stomach with the boatman’s pole. The 
dog whined and its voice slowly became weak –a whimper. The man, who was 
bitten by the dog, cried in the boat. The other one, who hit the dog, comforted 
him, “Keep quiet! Someone may hear.” They rowed away. The dog looked in 
the direction of the boat and barked loudly after it. It was near midnight. A big 
dead cow floated close to the roof. The dog looked at the dead cow from above 
but did not come down. But as the carcass moved away slowly, the dog yawned, 
tore at the coconut leaves, wagged its tail, it seemed to know it would soon 
move out of  

reach. The dog came down, pulled at the carcass and started to eat to its hearts 
content.  

  
“Thud!,” somebody had hit the dog. The dog was not to be seen. The cow sank 
into the water, came up and then drifted away. The storm , the jumping of the 
frogs and the lapping of the waves were the only noises that could be heard. 
There was complete silence. The people guarding the houses never heard the 
dog’s helpless cry any longer. The rotting carcasses flowed past. On a few, the 
crows sat pecking at the flesh and eating it. No sound could distract the crows. 
Nobody could stop the thieves from stealing. It was desolate everywhere.  

  
A few minutes later the hut toppled over and sank. Nothing was seen on the 
calm water’s surface. That loyal animal had guarded its master’s house till its 
death. The master had abandoned it. But it was for the dog that the hut remained 
above water until it was caught by the crocodile, it seemed; then the hut slowly 
sank into the water, until it was completely submerged.  
The water started to recede. Chenan swam towards the hut in search of the dog.  
The dead dog was found under a coconut tree. The waves were beating against 
it. Chenan turned the dog over with his big toe. He was unsure if it was his dog. 
One ear was cut, the skin had rotted away and it was completely discolored.  
  
 



    He lied down and waited here and there in the surroundings of the 
prison. The sun came to the head. Time is running out. Will  Kandunni 
sleep tonight? The night was passing away. Kandunni lives inside the walls.  

     Vellayiappan heard the resounding of horn, before the dawn. He was not aware  
that, it was a custom during the execution of death sentence. They said that it was 
at 5  am in  the  morning.  Vel layiappan  knew the  t ime,  wi thout  the  
watch;  He  had  an  inborn  sense  of  a  fa rmer .   

     Vel layiappan  received  the  dead  body of  h i s  son  as  a  midwife. 

    “Old man, you can cremate the body as you like.” 

    “No, I have no interest.” 

    “Don’t you take the responsibility of the body?” 

    “Sir, I have no money.” 

     Vellayiappan walked behind the vehicle pulled by scavengers. Vultures flew in 
the top of the open places outside. Vellayiappan saw the face of Kandunni before it 
was  covered  wi th  soi l .  He  placed  his  pa lm on the  forehead  
and  blessed  hi s  son.   

     Wandering in the heat, Vellayiappan reached the beach. He saw the 
sea for the first time. Something was there in the palm, wet and dripping. It 
was the meal which was packed and given by Kodachi. Vellayiappan opened the 
packet. He threw the food to the ground. The crows came to peck the food 
from the upper reaches of the blazing son. 
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EIDGAH  

After the full thirty days of Ramadan, Eid has finally arrived and brought a beautiful 

and enjoyable feeling along with it. The trees were bizarrely green, the fields radiating beauty 

and the sky unnaturally red. Even the sun looked lovely and soothing as if greeting the world 

on Eid. The village came alive with excitement and preparations are being made to visit 

Eidgah. Someone found a button missing from his shirt and is rushed to his neighbour’s 

house for thread and needle. Another found his shoes stiff and ran to the oil-press for oil to 

grease it. Some dumped fodder for their oxen because it would be noon before they returned 

from Eidgah as it was three miles away from the village. In the Eidgah they would have to 

meet and greet hundreds of people which would make it impossible to return before noon. 

Boys are the happiest of them all. Some among them fasted just for a day and that too just till 

noon, whereas some didn’t fast at all; but no one can dare deny them the pleasure of visiting 

Eidgah. Then again Roza-keeping is for the elders and the aged, for the boys it is ‘The day of 

Eid!’. Everyday they were eager for Eid and finally the long awaited day had come. And now 

they are impatient with people for not hurrying up to Eidgah. Household worries are not a 

matter of concern for them! They are not concerned whether or not there is enough milk and 

sugar for the sewaiyan, all they want is to eat the sewaiyan. How would they know why 

Abbajaan is desperately running to the house of Chaudhri Kayam Ali. They wouldn’t know 

that if Chaudhri were to change his mind he could turn the festive day of Eid into that of 

Muharrum. The pockets of the Chaudhri bulge with Kuber’s (the Hindu god of wealth) own 

treasure! All they do is take their treasure from their pockets, count it with delight and put 

them back to repeat the same action.  

Mahmood counts his money, “One, two… ten, twelve” he has a total of twelve paisa.  

Mohsin has “One, two, three, eight, nine… fifteen” paisa. They had planned to buy countless 
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things with their uncountable money – toys, sweets, balls, and much more. Hamid was the 

happiest among them. He was only four years old; a poorly dressed thin boy. Previous year 

his father had died of cholera and then his mother became progressively pale and died. No 

one came to know the disease she suffered from because she never told anyone anything. And 

even if she were to, no one would have cared any less. She kept things hidden in her heart 

and when she couldn’t stand it any longer she left this world for good. Now little Hamid 

sleeps at his old grandmother Ameena’s and is as happy as ever. She promised him that his 

Abbajaan has gone away to earn money and will return with bags full of money. She also 

tells him that his Ammijaan has gone to Allah’s house to get lovely gifts for him, which 

makes Hamid very happy. Among children hope is wonder! A child’s imagination can turn a 

molehill into a mountain. Hamid has no shoes on his feet; the cap on his head is worn out and 

tattered; its ribbon has turned black nevertheless Hamid is happy. He believes that he would 

fulfill his heart’s desires when his Abbajaan comes back with sacks full of money and his 

Ammijaan with gifts from Allah. Then he will have more money than Mahmood, Mohsin, 

Noorey and Sammi.     

In her closet the hapless Ameena shed bitter tears. It is Eid and there is not even a 

single grain of food in her house. Only if her Abid had been alive, would Eid have come and 

gone just like this? She was sinking into this darkness and hopelessness. Why did this 

unlucky day come at all was all she could think. Eid was not welcomed in her house. But 

Hamid! He was unmindful of those who were dead or alive because he was filled with light 

and hope. Misfortune may strike with all its force, but Hamid’s joyful heart would always 

triumph over it. Hamid ran inside and told his grandmother, “Don’t fret over me Amma, I 

will be the first to return. Don’t worry.” Ameena was sad, because all the other children were 

going with their fathers. She was the only ‘Father’ Hamid ever had. Disturbing thoughts 

evaded her mind – How can she let him go to the fair all alone? What if he gets lost in the 
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crowd? No, she will not lose her precious boy! How can he walk three miles? He is just a 

small child, his feet would get blistered because he doesn’t even have a pair of shoes. If she 

went along with him she could pick him up now and then. But then who would cook the 

sewaiyan? If only she had the money she could have bought the ingredients on the way back 

and cooked it quickly. Here she will take hours to collect everything. The only way out was 

to borrow them. That day she had stitched Fahiman’s clothes and earned eight annas. She had 

tried to save that money for Eid, but when the milkmaid had demanded to be paid yesterday, 

what could she have done? There is nothing that she could give Hamid, but the least she 

could do is buy milk for him which required two paisa daily. Now all that is left are two 

annas. Three paisa are in Hamid’s pocket and five in her purse. Even on the day of Eid this is 

all she has! Allah alone could save her now. The washerwoman, the barber and the sweeper 

women, and the woman who sells bangles would ask for sewaiyan and no one likes a little 

quantity. How could she avoid them all? And, why should she bother hiding? Eid comes after 

a year. Even their fate is also linked to this festival. All she wishes is Allah’s protection for 

her boy and a hope that these days shall also pass.  

The villagers moved out in a group to the fair and Hamid was also going along with 

other children. Some of them ran and took the lead. Then they would stand under a tree and 

wait for the others to join. Hamid seems to have grown wings on his feet. How could anyone 

think he would get tired? On reaching the edge of the city both sides of the road had orchards 

belonging to the rich, enclosed all around by thick, high walls. In the gardens mango and 

lychee trees were laden with fruit. Occasionally a boy would hurl a stone at the mangoes. The 

gardener then should rush out cursing at them. By then the boys were out of his reach and 

were laughing because they enjoyed fooling the gardener. Then big buildings came into their 

sight; the law courts, the ‘Kallege’ and the ‘Klab’. How many boys would there be in this big 

‘Kallege’? Someone wondered. The answer given was, No sir, they are not all boys! Rather 
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they are grown-up men with enormous moustaches. They are so grown up and still studying! 

No one knows how long they would go on, and what they would do after studying so much! 

In Hamid’s Madrasa too there are two or three grown up boys. According to Hamid they are 

of no worth because they get beaten up every day, for shirking their homework. These 

‘Kallege’ fellows must be of the same type. The ‘Klab-house’ is a place for magic shows. It 

is rumoured that the skeletons walk around here also they stage grand shows. Thus outsiders 

are not allowed in. By the evening the rich ‘Sahabs’ play games here. Grown-up men, with 

moustaches and beards playing games! Was indeed a wonder but what surprised these kids 

most was that not only did the men play, but even their ‘Maimain’! That’s the honest truth! 

Hamid added, “If my Amma is given that thing called bat; she wouldn’t know how to hold it. 

Even if she tried to wave it about she would stumble down. ” Mahmood said, “My 

Ammijaan’s hands would shake; I swear by Allah they would!” Mohsin replied, “Come on, 

she grinds maunds of wheat. How would her hand shake holding a small bat? She draws 

hundreds of pitchers full of  Water from the well every day and my buffalo alone drinks up 

five pitchers. If a ‘Maim’ had to draw just one pitcher, she would definitely faint.” Mahmood 

interrupted, “But your mother can’t run, or jump around, could she?” “It is true,” replied 

Mohsin, “she couldn’t leap or jump. But one day when our cow got loose and entered 

Chaudhri’s fields. Amma ran so fast after her that I couldn’t catch up. Honest to God! Let us 

move to the sweet vendors. All so gaily decorated! Who could eat all these delicacies? Every 

store has them piled up in mountain heaps. It is believed that Jinns come at night and buy all 

that is left. Abba used to say that at midnight a person comes to each shop, buys all the 

sweets and pays in real rupees, just like the ones we see.”  

Hamid couldn’t believe what he heard. “How would the Jinns get rupees like these?” 

Mohsin replied, “Jinns are never short of money, They can pick them from the treasury they 

want. Don’t you know no iron bars can stop them? Well, What do you know? They even 
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possess jewels and diamonds. If they are pleased with someone they will give him baskets 

full of jewels. They are here one moment, and within five minutes they can be in Calcutta.” 

Hamid asked again, “Are these Jinns really huge?” Mohsin asserts, “Each one is as big as the 

sky. If they stand on the earth their heads touch the sky. But if they wish they can become so 

small and get into a tiny brass pot.” Hamid asked, “How do people please them? If anyone 

taught me the spell I would definitely try and please at least one Jinn.” Mohsin said, “I do not 

know, one thing is certain that Chaudhri has a lot of Jinns under his control. If anything is 

stolen, he traces it and even names the thief. Once Jumerati’s calf was lost. They searched for 

three days without success. Then they went to Chaudhri. At once the Chaudhri said that it 

was locked up in the home for stray cattle and later the lost calf was found there. The Jinns 

come and tell him all the news in the world.’ Now Hamid could understand why Chaudhri 

was so rich and why people hold him in so much respect. They moved on. This is the ‘Pulice’ 

line. All the ‘pulice Canistibill’ parade here and shout ‘Rai Tun!  Fai Fo!’ These poor men 

patrol the city the whole night to prevent thefts. 

But Mohsin objected, “Do these ‘Canistibill’ patrols prevent thefts? Then you know 

nothing, dear sir, these very people connive at the thefts. All the thieves and robbers of the 

city are hand in glove with them. At night these people tell the thieves to steal in one mohalla 

and they themselves move away to another mohalla shouting ‘jagte raho, jagte raho.’ How do 

you think these people get rich? My Mammu is a ‘Canistibill’. His salary is twenty rupees, 

but he sends home fifty rupees. By Allah! Once I asked him where he got so much money 

from. He smiled and said, “Allah gives it all.” Then he added, “We could make lakhs of 

rupees in a day if we wished. But we take only this much so that we don’t earn a bad 

reputation or get caught and lose our job.” Hamid asked, “If these men are behind the theft, 

why doesn’t anyone catch them?” Mohsin, taking pity on his innocence, says, “You fool! 

Who is going to catch them! They themselves are the catchers. But Allah does punish them 
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severely. The ill-gotten money is lost quickly. A few days ago Mammu’s house caught fire 

and all the wealth got burnt down. Not a single pot or pan survived. For many days they had 

to sleep under a tree. By Allah, under a tree! But then from somewhere he borrowed a 

hundred rupees and bought the utensils.” Hamid got curious, “Isn’t one hundred bigger than 

fifty?” “Fifty, and one hundred have no comparison! Fifty can be put in one bag. But a 

hundred can’t even be put in two bags.” 

Then they reached the center of the city. A group of people going towards the Eidgah 

can be seen. All wearing very bright colored dresses, each brighter than the other. Some were 

coming in an eke tanga, others on a motor, all drenched in perfume and their hearts full of 

excitement. And here was this small batch of villagers moving along, contented and carefree, 

quite unmindful of its precarious existence. Children found everything in the city 

extraordinary and fascinating. When something caught their eyes they would stare at it and 

even the repeated ‘aarn’ couldn’t make them move. Hamid for that matter was nearly run 

over by a motor. 

All of a sudden, the Eidgah was visible. Above it were the massive tamarind trees 

casting its shade on the cemented floor on which carpets have been spread. And there are row 

upon row of the Rozedars as far as the eye can see, spilling well beyond the mosque 

courtyard where there are no sheets. The newcomers line themselves behind the others 

because here neither wealth nor status matters, all are equal in the eyes of Islam. The villagers 

too washed their hands and feet and made their own line behind the others. What a beautiful, 

heart-moving sight it was to witness thought Hamid, How perfect has everything been 

arranged and organized! A hundred thousand heads bow together in prayer! And then all 

together they stand erect; bow down and sit on their knees. Many times they repeat these 

sequences exactly as if a lakhs of electric bulbs were switched on and off at the same time 

again and again in unison. A wonderful extraordinary sight, that fills one’s heart with pride, 
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devotion and bliss through this vast, timeless and collective act. As if the spirit of 

brotherhood has strung all the souls in a single thread.  

The namaz was done, people embraced each other. Later they swarm around the 

sweets and toy shops. This batch of villagers was no less enthusiastic than the children. There 

was The Swing! Pay one paisa and enjoy riding up to the heavens; one moment you feel you 

are flying in the air, and the next moment that you are falling to the ground. And also the 

merry-go-round; wooden horses, elephants and camels hang from iron rods, pay one paisa 

and have twenty-five rounds of fun. Mahmood and Mohsin and Noorey and Sammi mount 

the horses and camels. But Hamid just stood away. He had only three paise and he couldn’t 

waste one third of his treasure just for a few miserable rounds.  

They descended from the merry-go -round as it was the time for toys. There were all 

kinds of toys in the toy shops; ‘sipahi’ and milkmaids, kings and ministers, water-carriers and 

washerwomen and Sadhu. They looked amazing! So life-like as if they were just about to 

speak. Mahmood purchased the Sipahi, one with a khaki dress and a red turban, a gun on his 

shoulder who looked as if he was ready to march in a parade. Mohsin took the water-carrier 

with his bent back under the weight of a goat-skin water bag filled with water and held the 

mouth of the bag with one hand and he looked pleased with himself; perhaps, he was singing 

a song. It seems as if the water is about to pour out of the bag. Noorey has fallen for the 

lawyer who had a scholarly look on his face. A black gown over a long, white coat with a 

gold watch chain going into the breast pocket, and a huge law book in one hand. It appears as 

if he has just finished arguing a case in a court of law. All these toys are worth only two paise 

each. But all Hamid had was three paise; how can he afford to buy such expensive toys? He 

thought, If the toy dropped out of his hand, they would be smashed to bits. A little splash of 

water would discolour it. What would be the use of buying these toys anyways?   
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Mohsin proudly declared, “My water-carrier would sprinkle water every day, morning 

and evening.” Mahmood replied, “My sipahi would guard my house. If a thief came near, he 

would ‘feyr’ his rifle at once” Noorey said, “My lawyer would fight many cases.” Sammi 

argued, “And my washer-woman would wash my clothes daily.” Hamid, who had no toys for 

himself, began to condemn the toys. “They are only made of clay. One fall and they would 

break into pieces.” But his eyes betrayed him, they were passionate and longing to hold the 

toys just for a moment or two. His hands seek the toys, but young boys are not givers, 

particularly when their possessions are new and Hamid was left longing for the toys. 

After the toys came the sweets. Someone buyed sesame seed candy, some gulab 

jamuns, some sohan halwa. They were eating those with delight. Only Hamid was left out of 

this group. Poor unlucky boy who had only three paisa. He looked at others with hungry eyes, 

couldn’t he just buy one for himself. 

 Mohsin offered, “Hamid, come, have a sesame candy, it smells good.” Hamid knew 

deep down it must be a cruel joke; he knows that Mohsin can’t be so generou. Yet knowing 

all that he still went to Mohsin. Mohsin took a piece out of his leaf-wrap and held it towards 

Hamid. Hamid extended his hand to take it but Mohsin immediately put the candy in his own 

mouth. All others clapped their hands and laughed as if it was the funniest joke ever. Hamid 

felt humiliated by this. Mohsin then said, “This time I will let you have it. I swear by Allah! I 

will give it to you. Come and take it.” Hamid replied, “You keep your sweet. I too have 

money.” Sammi argued, “All you have are just three paisa. How many things would you buy 

with them?” Mahmood contributed that, “Mohsin is a rascal. Hamid, come, I’ll give you a 

gulab jamun. Mohsin is just playing around.” Hamid replied, “What’s so great about sweets? 

Books are filled with bad things about eating sweets.” Mohsin, too cruel to let go, added, 

“But in your heart you must be wanting to eat them. Why don’t you take out your money?” 
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Mahmood added, “I know all his tricks. When we have spent all our money, he will buy these 

sweets and eat them just to tease us.’ 

Following the sweets shops there were few hardware stores and shops of real and 

artificial jewellery. There is nothing there to attract the boys’ attention. Thus they moved 

forward. Hamid stops at the shop that was selling iron things. He saw many piles of tongs. It 

occurs to him that his grandmother does not have a pair of tongs. Each time she bakes 

chapattis, the iron plate burns her hands. If he were to buy her a pair of tongs she would be 

very pleased. Then her fingers won’t get burned. It would be a useful thing to have in the 

house. What use are toys? They are a waste of money, he thought. All they provide is short 

term entertainment and then are forgotten. They might break into pieces before they even 

reach home. A pair of tongs is very useful. You can use it to hold chapatis and bake them as 

you like. And if someone comes to borrow fire, you can just pick a piece of burning wood 

and hand it over. My poor Amma has no time to come to the market. And then, when would 

you have money for this! She burns her fingers every day. These thoughts crossed Hamid’s 

mind.  

Hamid’s companions have moved ahead. He started thinking; They are drinking 

sherbet at a stall, how selfish they are! They bought so many sweets but nobody shared them 

with me. And then they ask me to play with them, do odd jobs for them. Now if they asked 

him to do things, he would tell them, “Go suck your lollipop, it will bum your mouth; it will 

give you a rash of pimples and boils; your tongue will always crave for sweets; you will have 

to steal money to buy them and get a good beating in the bargain. It’s all written in books. 

My tongue won’t be infected. And amma would come running towards me on seeing the 

tongs and cry out, “My child, you have brought this for me!, My child has brought me a pair 

of tongs”, and showers me with a thousand blessings. She will show it  to her neighbours. 

Soon the whole village would be saying, “Hamid has brought his grandmother a pair of 
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tongs, how nice he is!”, No one will bless the other boys for the toys they have got for 

themselves. Blessings of elders are heard in the court of Allah and are immediately acted on. 

Because I have no money Mohsin and Mahmood show off. Let them play with their toys and 

enjoy their sweets all they can. I will not play with toys. I will not stand any nonsense from 

anyone. I may be poor, but I don’t go begging. And one day my father and mother will return. 

Then I will ask these chaps, “Do you want any toys? How many would you fancy?” I will 

give each one a basket full of toys and teach them how to treat friends. I am not the sort who 

buys a paisa worth of sweets to tease others by sucking them myself. I know they all will 

laugh and say Hamid has brought a pair of tongs. Let them, I don’t care!  

Hamid asks the shopkeeper, “How much for this pair of tongs?” The shopkeeper 

looks at him and seeing no older person with him replies, “It’s not for you.”   

“Is it for sale or not?” 

“Why should it not be for sale? Why else should I have bothered to bring it here?”  

“Why then don’t you tell me how much it is!”  

 “It will cost you six paisa.” Hamid’s heart sank. 

“Tell me the right price.” 

“All right, it will be five paisa, bottom price. Take it or leave it. “ 

Hamid hardened his stance and said, “Would you give it to me for three?” 

Saying this proceeds to walk away fearing an angry retort from the shopkeeper. But 

the shopkeeper, on the contrary, called Hamid back and gave him the pair of tongs. Hamid 

carried it on his shoulder as if it were a gun and strutted up proudly to show it to his 

companions. Let us hear what they have to say.  
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Mohsin laughed and said, “Are you crazy? What will you do with the tongs?” Hamid 

flinged the tongs on the ground and replies, “Try and throw your water-carrier on the ground. 

Every bone in his body will break.” Mahmood inquired, “Are these tongs some kind of toy?” 

Hamid threw the tongs on the ground and said, “Just you do this with your toy sipahi. All its 

bones would crack in no time.” Mahmood argued, “This is not a toy.” Hamid replied, “Why 

can’t it be a toy?  Place them across your shoulders and it becomes a gun; wield them in your 

hands and it is like the tongs carried by fakir. One smack and it will destroy all your toys. 

And much as your toys may try they can not harm my tongs. My tongs are like a brave lion.” 

Sammi had also bought a small drum and was impressed with Hamid’s toy asks, “Will you 

exchange them for my tambourine? It is worth two annas.” Hamid looked at the drum with 

contempt and said, “My tongs can rip your drum apart. All it has is a leather skin that makes 

a dub-dub noise. A touch of water could silence it forever. My brave pair of tongs can stand 

against fire, water and storms, without budging an inch.”   

The pair of tongs has mesmerized everyone. But now no one has the money left. And 

then they are now very far from the fair. It is well past nine and the sun is getting hotter with 

every passing minute. Even if they talked their fathers into it, they could not get the tongs. 

Sly Hamid saved up all his money just to taunt them, they all thought.  

Now the boys got divided into two factions. Mohsin, Mehmood, Sammi and Noorey 

are all on one side, and Hamid by himself is on the other side. They were engaged in a 

debate. Sammi has defected to the other side. Even though Mohsin, Mahmood and Noorey, 

are all elder to Hamid by a few years, they feel terrorized by Hamid’s verbal onslaughts. He 

has the force of justice and strength of policy on his side. As if clay is set against iron. Hamid 

is unconquerable and deadly. If a lion came their way, the water-carrier would be flattened. If 

a tiger was to spring on them the water-carrier would be out of his wits; Mister sipahi would 

drop his clay gun and flee; the lawyer sahib would, out of sheer fright, lie down flat on the 
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ground and hide his face in his gown, lie down on the ground and wail as if his nani had died. 

But this brave pair of tongs, Champion of India/Rustum-i-Hind would leap and grab the lion 

by its neck and pluck out its eyes.  

Mohsin summoned all his courage in his plea, “Ok, But they cannot go and fetch 

water, can they?” Hamid raises the tongs upright and replies, “One angry word of command 

from my tongs and your water-carrier will go running to bring water and start spraying it at 

his doorstep.” Mohsin was dumbstruck, but Mahmood brought in reinforcement, “If he’s 

caught he would be dragged to the court. And then he would have to fall at lawyer sahib’s 

feet for help.” Hamid could not refute this forceful argument. Yet he asked, “Who would 

catch him” Noorey said with pride.” This rifle-carrying sipahi of mine.” Hamid made a face 

and taunted hi, “Will this poor fellow catch my Rustum-i-Hind? Ok, come, let’s have a 

wrestling match. Far from catching them, he will be scared to look at my tongs in the face.” 

Mohsin thought of a new ploy, “Your pair of tongs would burn its face in the fire everyday.” 

He was confident that Hamid would become speechless. That is not what happened. Hamid 

retorted at once, “Mister, it is only the brave who can jump into a fire. Your miserable 

lawyers, sipahi, and water-carriers will run homewards like frightened women. Only this 

Champion of India can perform this task of leaping into the fire.”  

Mahmood made another attempt, “Lawyer sahib would sit on a chair. But what will 

your tongs do other than lie on the kitchen floor”. This argument roused both Sammi and 

Noorey. They thought this was indeed an important argument. Mohsin had said something 

great. What else can a pair of tongs do except lie in the kitchen? When Hamid cannot think of 

an appropriate retort, he starts speaking nonsense, “This tongs won’t stay in the kitchen. 

When lawyer sahib is sitting in his chair, my pair of tongs would go there, catch him and drag 

him to the ground and thrust his laws into his belly.”   
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Well, that was no argument. It was a mere abuse. But the idea of thrusting the laws 

into the lawyer’s belly completely overwhelmed everyone. So much so, that all the three 

warriors were utterly squashed. It was as if a half-paise kite had sent hurling down a giant 

kite by cutting off its line. Law is a thing that comes out of the mouth. Shoving it into the 

belly sounds absurd but it does have a novelty to it. Hamid had won the fight. His pair of 

tongs is the Rustum-i-Hind. Now, Mohsin, Mahmood, Noorey and Sammi can’t raise any 

more objections to this fact.  

The respect that a victor naturally deserves from the vanquished was given to Hamid. 

The others have spent between two to three annas each and bought nothing worthwhile. 

Hamid had done wonders only with three paisa. Isn’t it true that toys are meant to be broken 

but Hamid’s tongs will remain intact for ever.   

Negotiations for terms of a truce began. Mohsin said, “Come, Give me your tongs for 

a while, you can have my water-carrier for the same time.” Mahmood and Noorey also 

offered to show their toys. Hamid had no problem with these terms. The pair of tongs was 

inspected by all in turn. And Hamid petted the toys one by one. How pretty these toys were!  

Hamid tried to wipe tears of the losers. “I was just kidding. How will these iron tongs 

compete with your toys? The toys seem like they are going to come alive any moment.” But 

there was no consolation for Mohsin’s party. The tongs have won the day and no amount of 

water can wash away their stamp of authority. Mohsin said, “No one will bless us for these 

toys.” Mahmood retorted, “Blessings! We might well get a beating. Ammi would ask whether 

this clay toy was all I could bring from the fair.” Hamid had to concede that no one’s mother 

would be as pleased with the toys as his grandmother on seeing the tongs. He had only three 

paisa to do everything, and there was no reason to regret the way he had used his money. And 

now the pair of tongs was the Rustum-i-Hind and king among all these toys. On their way 
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back Mehmood felt hungry. His father gave him bananas to eat. Mahmood shared them only 

with Hamid. All the other boys kept staring. This was a reward won by the tongs. 

By eleven the village came alive. All those who had gone to the fair were back. 

Mohsin’s younger sister ran up, snatched the water-carrier out of his hands and began to jump 

with joy. But then Mister Water- carrier slipped out of her hand, fell on the ground and 

departed for heaven. At this the brother and sister began to fight; and both of them cried. 

Which caused their mother to lose her temper because of the racket they were making and 

slaps them both twice.  

Noorey’s lawyer met an honourable end, befitting his status. A lawyer could not sit on 

the ground. He had to keep his dignity. Two nails were driven into the wall, a wooden plank 

was put on them and a carpet of paper was spread on the plank. The honourable counsel was 

seated like the great king bhoj on his throne. Noorey started fanning him. He knew that in the 

law courts there were khus curtains and electric fans. Shouldn’t there be at least an ordinary 

fan here?, otherwise the hot legal arguments might affect his lawyer’s brains. Noorey was 

waving his fan made of bamboo leaf. We do not know whether it was the breeze or the fan or 

something else that brought the honourable counsel down from his high pedestal to the depths 

of hell and reduced his gown to mingle with the dust of which it was made. Then there was 

great mourning and lawyer Sahib’s remains were consigned to the garbage heap. 

Only Mahmood’s sipahi had survived, but the day was still young. He was 

immediately put on duty to guard the village. But this police constable was no ordinary 

mortal who could walk on his own two feet. He had to be provided a palanquin. A small 

basket was brought and some red-coloured rags were spread in it. The sipahi was made to lie 

down in it. Noore picked up the basket and began to pace up and started roundabouts. His 

two younger brothers followed him, lisping, ‘chone wale jagte laho’ on the sipahi’s behalf. 
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But night had to be dark; he stumbled, the basket slipped out of his hand. Mister Sipahi with 

his gun crashed on the ground and one of his legs was fractured. Only today Mahmood 

realized that he was such a good ‘Dactar’. He found an ointment that could repair that broken 

leg. But he needed some sap from the banyan tree. The sap was brought and the fractured leg 

repaired. But the moment the sipahi was made to stand his leg gave way. When the surgery 

failed his other leg was also broken. Now at least he can sit comfortably. With one leg he was 

unable to sit or stand. Now the sipahi has become a sanyasi and keeps watch in the sitting 

posture. Sometimes he acts like a god. Some lines have been etched on his head to make it 

look turbaned. Now you can do with him whatever you like. Occasionally he is used as a 

weight. 

Finally, listen to Hamid’s story. The moment Ameena heard his voice she came 

running and lifted him up in her lap and began to fondle him. Suddenly she saw the tongs in 

his hand, and cried “Where did you get this?” 

“I bought it.” 

“For how much?” 

“Three paisa.” 

Ameena started wailing. “What a foolish boy!”, she said. It is already noon and he 

hasn’t eaten anything. And what has he brought, this pair of tongs! “Couldn’t you find 

anything else to buy at the fair? Except for the iron tongs.” Hamid said with a sense of guilt, 

“Your fingers get burnt when you cook. So I bought this.” 

The old woman’s anger at once changed into affection. Not the affection that is long-

winded and expresses itself in a spate of words. But one that is quiet, thick and sweet. How 

full the child is with renunciation, generosity and understanding! He must have been tempted 

to see others buying toys and eating sweets. How did he restrain himself? There too he 
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thought of his old grandmother. Ameena thought and was filled with uncontainable joy. And 

now the strangest thing happened. Even stranger than Hamid buying tongs! Now the roles 

were reversed, The child Hamid had played the role of the mature elder Hamid. The old 

Ameena now turned into the little girl, who just got the most precious gift she was craving for 

long. She had spread her apron and was begging Allah for blessings, for little Hamid, and 

shedding fat tears. How would Hamid unravel this mystery?  How was Hamid ever to 

understand what was going on inside her mind and heart!  
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1. Midnight Visitor 
 Once upon a time there was a young man who was an orphan. He committed a large number of 
murders. In his twenty- fourth years of life he… 

In between let me ask you a question! Are you beginning the story? 

 Yes! 

You are coming to say about whom. 

_About myself 

 Oh! That’s nice. 

Didn’t you ask me to begin the story from somewhere? 

 Yes… yes… right. I was not serious about it. I thought you were… 

 Insane? Isn’t it? 

What’s your illness? 

 Insanity! 

So? Everyone has a small portion of madness in them. Can’t you brush your teeth and take a 
bath? Just look at your looks, hair, beard and your foul smelling clothes. At least you can take a 
bath and go about clean know? 

 I think water is the blood of earth.  

Then… what else?  

 I have no other clothes to change or a towel to bath. 

 Who sent you to me in the middle of the night? 

I came myself. No one sent me. I noticed you in the daytime. I listened when your name being 
mentioned. You were pointed out to me. I began to follow you. On the way many others joined 
you. All of you gathered here and were talking till now. When I saw them leave after the 
discussions, talks, laughter and noise, I entered this room.  

Oh! You were standing alone in that darkness till now? 

Yes. 

How you are familiar with me? 

I have read your books. 

Where did you get my books? 

I bought them. 



Where did you get the money? 

I was in the army. 

So that’s how you became a killer, isn’t it? 

Yes. I have killed not only the enemies. Is there any meaning in enemies and allies? 

Ok. So you are an admirer of mine. Isn’t it? 

Yes, of course. 

What have you brought for me? 

I have nothing with me. 

Then? 

What is your opinion about murder? 

What you mean? Whether it’s good or bad? 

Yes. 

What can I say? 

Nothing to say about it? 

Don’t get disturbed! I will say something. I don’t want to be murdered by anyone. Usually I look 
whether the killer is stronger than me. If he is not I fight with him courageously. If he is stronger, 
I ran away as fast as I can! 

Are you kidding? 

What do you want now? 

My life has no philosophy. I want to tell you some stories.  

Is it ok for tomorrow? Now I am so tired listening too much of talk. Now I want to eat something 
and go to sleep. It is better for you to come tomorrow. You don't need to come too early. It is 
good if you come about by eleven or twelve. I wake up only then. 

Where will I go till then? 

Don’t you have a place to go? 

No. 

Are you familiar with someone here? 

I don’t know.  

Have you taken food? 

No. 



Do you have any money with you? 

No. 

Oh nice! 

What you want now? 

Want? 

Yes! 

I will tell. You should not get angry. Two: you should not stare at me. Three: you have to brush 
your teeth and take a bath. Four: wear washed clothes. Five: comb your hair and beard if you 
have it with you. Six: I have food enough for one. Seven: both of us can share the food. Is that 
ok?  

Yes. 

Then you go this way to the next room and don’t touch my bed. Towel and tooth powder are 
placed in that corner. You can take that torch with you. Just a minute, I will give you new 
clothes. Don’t bring back what you wear now. You can use the bed in the next room. When it is 
time to sleep I will close the door. If you want to go out, you can. You are totally free. Now go 
and take a bath. Then we can have our dinner and go to sleep. We will do all the discussions 
tomorrow. Is that ok for you? 

Yes. 

Let me interrupt. Were you discharged from the army? 

Yes. 

What was the reason? 

Don’t you know? We won the war! 

How many soldiers were discharged from the army? 

 May be about four or five lakhs. 

Are you their representative? 

I am not a representative of anyone. I am a representative of myself. Don’t I have the right to say 
things on my own? 

You have every right. 

 I don’t have any particular affections for anything. I love this entire macrocosm. I am born on 
this earth know. Everyone here is related to me of any religion or of any opinion. I love them all. 
I became a soldier. What is the duty of a soldier? To kill people as many as possible… so I 
killed. None of the leaders of the war were on the battlefield. It is said to be people’s war. People 



supplied with destructive weapons ranged on opposite sides and killed one another. And called 
people’s war. Which people? 

Did you forgot our condition? Don’t get angry,ok? And remember one thing. I am not the person 
who send you to the army. So why are you getting angry with me? 

I need to express my anger with someone. I am hurted deeply. 

Oh! That’s great. 

 What you want now? 

 Nothing. Have your bath. Then let’s have our food and go to sleep.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2. Four Way Junction 
It’s been long time since I slept in peace. Without place, food and work.  

Do you have acknowledged parents…? 

 No. 

 Then how do you…? 

 Came into being? Isn’t it? Just like any one of you. 

But I have acknowledged parents, brothers and sisters. 

I don’t have anyone. 

Where were you born 

At a four way cross road. 

 Means? 

I know only what my adoptive father told me. He got me as a  new born baby from a lonely path 
on an early morning. 

Then? 

He took me and informed the police and the government authorities too. 

 And then? 

No one wanted me. So he took me with him. He bathed me and laid me on a clean white cloth. 
He kept me in a small box and carried me away. From the millions of names, he gave me a 
name… then I grew up in his religion and gave a moderate education too. 

So you grew up in his community. 

 That’s only. I don’t believe in any religion now. All religions are almost same and everything 
tries to make man better. 

 Which religion were you born into? 

 How do I know? Can be from any religion. Christianity, Islam, Hindu, Jew, Parsi… or perhaps 
from a union of any two people. Anyway I have never sucked a mother’s breast! I feel very 
thirsty when I see breasts. Breasts! Breasts! Enormous breasts! 

What did you do after your foster father died? 

My studies stopped and go looking for a job and finally became a soldier. I can’t tell my story 
systematically. Instead I can tell bits from here and there. 

 Who was your foster father? 
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The World Renowned Nose 

Vaikom Muhammad Basheer 

 

It is  a wondering piece of  news. A nose has  become a matter of dispute among 

intel lectuals. I record here the true history of that nose. The owner of that 

world-renowned nose had completed twenty four years of age, when the story 

began. No one knew him before that. Does the twenty -fourth year in a person's 

life have any special signif icance? Who knows? If one looks through the 

recorded pages of world history one fi nds that the twenty-fourth year had great 

significance in many great lives. Students of history need hardly be to ld this. 

The hero of our story was a cook, a k itchen worker. He was not particularly 

intel ligent. He could not read and wri te. He was confined to the world of 

kitchen. He was to tal ly indifferent to happenings outside the kitchen. Why 

should he pay at tent ion to them? He could eat to his sat isfact ion; inhale as much 

snuff as he wanted; sleep; work. Th is was his daily routine. He did not know the 

names of the months of the year. When it was time for h im to receive his salary 

his mother would come and take it.  If he wanted snuff the old lady herself would 

buy it for him. He lived a contented l ife t ill  he reached his twenty -fourth year. 

Then an amazing thing happened! His nose grew slightly in length. I t passed his 

mouth and reached his  chin. The nose began to grow in length every day. Was it 

possible to hide this? Within a mo nth the nose reached his navel. Did he feel 

uncomfortable? Not in the least! He could breathe freely. He could inhale snuff. 

He could distinguish between  smells. No inconvenience worth talking about.  

Such noses might have been there in the recorded history of the world, very 

rarely.  However, because of his nose, the poor cook was  dismissed from his job . 

What was the reason? No group came forward with the s logan: 'Take back the 

dismissed employee. ' Polit ical part ies shut their eyes to this  injust ice. 'Why was 

this man dismissed? ' No philanthropist  came forward with this quest ion . Where 
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did all the in tel lectuals go?  The poor cook! No one had to tell him why h e had 

lost his job. The reason was that the people living in the house where he worked 

could find no peace because of him. People came visiting night and day, to see 

the long-nosed one and his nose. Photographers, interviewers , news reporters 

became a nuisance; a vast sea of humanity.  A number of things were stolen from 

the house.  Even the eighteen year old girl was also tried to  be kidnapped. As the 

dismissed cook sat starving in his lowly hut , he was convinced of  one thing,  he 

as well as his nose had acquired wide publicity! People from distant lands came 

to see him. They stood stunned with surprise at his long nose. Some touched it 

too. But no one asked: 'Have you eaten today? Why do you look so weak? ' There 

was no money in the hut: not even to buy a small packet of snuff. Was he a wild 

animal to be kept starving? He might be a fool, but he was a human being. One 

day he called his old mother aside and told her in a whisper: 'Get these horrid 

people out and shut the door! ' and t he mother promptly put them al l out and 

closed the door. Good fortune dawned on the mother and son since that day! 

People began to bribe the mother to see the son's nose! Stupid people.  Some 

upholders of justice protested against this corruption. But the government did 

not take any action. Many protested against  the inaction of the government and 

joined revolutionary part ies, out to sabotage the government! The income of the 

long nosed one grew day by day. Why say more? In six years the poor cook 

became a mill ionaire. He acted thrice in f ilms. What vast audiences were 

attracted by the technicolor  film: 'The Human Submarine!’ Six poets wrote epic 

poems about the noble quali ties of the long  nosed one! Nine well -known writers 

wrote biographies of the long-nosed one and won wealth and acclaim. His 

princely abode was also a guesthouse open to all.  Anyo ne at any t ime could get 

a meal there; and a sniff of snuff. He had two secretaries.  Two beautiful and 

well educated women. Both of them loved the long -nosed one. Both of them 

worshipped him. When two beautiful females love the same person at the same 

time, troubles cannot be avoided . Troubles came into the life of the long  nosed 

one. Other people also loved the long -nosed one. That long nose reaching down 

to the navel was considered a sign of greatness,  definitely yes..  The long-nosed 
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one gave his opinion on important world events. Newspapers published his 

comments: 'An aero plane with a speed of 10,000 miles an hour has been built! 

The long nosed one commented on the event  as follows 'Doctor Bundros 

Furasiburose has brought a dead man to life! The long  nosed one made the 

following speech about i t ! ' When people heard that the highest peak in the world 

had been scaled, they asked: 'What does the long-nosed one say about this? 'If 

the long nosed one said nothing about an event…. Phoo. Then i t  was 

unimportant. And so the long-nosed one was expected to comment about 

anything and everything! Paint ing, the watch trade, mesmerism, photography, 

the soul, publishing house, the writ ing of novels, life after death, the conduct of 

newspapers, hunting. Was  there anything that is  unknown to him?  It was at this 

time that conspiracies were hatched to capture th e long-nosed one. Captur ing  

something was  not new. The major part of world history cons ists of conquests 

and captures. What  is this captur ing? Suppose you plant coconut seedlings on a 

piece of barren land. You water the land and manure i t.  You fence it  and the 

trees bear fruit after some expectant years.  Coconuts hang in proud clusters 

from the palms. Then who wil l not try to take that garden away from you? First 

of all,  i t was the government that made a revolutionary attempt to capture the 

long nosed one. They tried a confidence tr ick. The government awarded him the 

title 'Chief among the long-nosed ones' and gave him a medal. It was the 

President himself  who tied the bejeweled gold medal round the neck of the long -

nosed one. Then instead of shaking the long nosed one by the hand, the 

President tweaked the tip of the long nose. This was filmed by cameramen and 

shown in television and al l theatres. By that  time the political parties in the 

country came forward enthusiastically. Comrade Long -Nose must give 

leadership to the people 's  struggle! Comrade Long-Nose indeed! Whose 

Comrade? Comrade  in what? God! Poor long-nosed one! The long-nosed one 

must join the Party! Which par ty? There were many par ties. How would the 

long-nosed one join different parties at the same time? The long -nosed one said 

in his own tongue, 'Why should I join parties? I am too tired ’ .  Then one of the 

secretar ies said: 'If Comrade Long-Nose likes me, he must join my party. ' The 
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long-nosed one said nothing.   'Should I join  any party? ' the long -nosed one 

asked the other secretary. She understood what he was aiming at.  She said: 'Why 

should you? ' But that time one of the poli tical part ies had  come out with the 

slogan, 'Our party is the long -nosed one's party, the long  nosed one 's party is 

the people's  par ty !’ The long-nosed one said nothing to that. Members of other 

parties were irrita ted by th is. They got at one of the secretaries and made he r 

say a scornful statement  against the long nosed one: 'The long-nosed one has 

deceived the people! He has been cheating them al l this while. He has made me 

a partner in this fraud. I regret for that. Let me declare the truth to the public 

that the long nose is made of rubber! ’  hoo. All the newspapers splashed this  

news. He is a fraud,  liar.  The nose of the long-nosed one is made of rubber! 

Would the people keep quiet at this? Would they not react in anger? Cables, 

telephone calls, le tters from all p ar ts of the world! The President was allowed 

no peace or quiet.  'Destruct ion to the rubber  nose  of the long nosed one! Down 

with the long-nose party! Long live revolution!' When the anti -long-nose par ty 

put out this statement, the opposing party made the o ther secretary issue a 

counter statement: “Beloved countrymen, ci tizens! What she has said is a lie. 

Comrade Long-Nose did not love her. This is  her revenge for that. She was 

trying to keep for herself the wealth and good name of Comrade Long -Nose. 

One of her brothers is in the opposite par ty.  Let me reveal the true colours of 

the members of the other party. I am the fai thful secretary of Comrade Long -

Nose. I know the fact that the nose of the Comrade is not made of rubber. It is  

as real as my own heart bea t. Long l ive the members of the party support ing 

Comrade Long Nose at this cr itical juncture! They have no motives of gain other 

than the progress of the people. Long live revolution! ' What was to be done? 

There was chaos in the minds of the people.  The le aders of the par ty against the 

long nosed one began blaming the President  and government. Stupid 

government! They gave the t itle of Chief among the long-nosed ones’ to the 

deceiver of the people. They gave him a bejeweled gold medal. The president 

and the prime minister is  also a part in this fraud. The President must resign. 

The ministry must resign! The rubber-nosed one must be ki lled! The President 
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and Prime minister reacted angri ly  to th is. .  One morning the army and air tanks 

surrounded the house of the poor long nosed one. He was arrested and taken 

away. There was no news of the long -nosed one for  a time. The people forgot 

about his existence. Everything was peaceful. Then came a fresh news with the 

impact of a nuclear bomb! Do you know what happened ? Just when the people 

had forgotten everything came a brief announcement from the President: ‘The 

trial of the ‘Chief of the long -nosed ones’ will take place on 9th March. Expert 

doctors who come as representat ives of 48 countries will examine him. All th e 

newspapers of the world will have their representat ives  on the spot.  The 

proceedings wil l be fi lmed for the ent ire world to see. People must keep 

calm’.Stupid revolutionar ies . They could not keep calm. They came in large 

numbers into the metropolis. They  invaded the hotels. They burnt public 

conveyances. They set fire to police stations. They destroyed government 

buildings. There were communal r iots.  Many died as martyrs in this fight for the 

long-nosed one. The square in front of the Presidential pa lace was a vast sea of 

humanity on March 9, eleven am .The loud speakers announced : 'People must be 

disciplined. The examination has begun!’ The doctors surrounded the long -nosed 

one in the presence of the President and cabinet ministers. There was pin drop 

silence among the public.  One doctor blocked the nostri ls  of the long -nosed one; 

he immediately opened his mouth wide. Another doctor took a needle and 

punctured the tip of h is nose. To his amazement a drop of b lood appeared at the 

tip of the nose. The doctors gave their verdict.  'The nose is not made of rubber. 

It is  genuine. One of the female secretaries kissed the long -nosed one on the t ip 

of the nose. 'Long live Comrade Long Nose! Long live the chief of the long 

nosed ones! Long live the Progressive People's  Party of the lon g nosed one!'As 

this shouting ended, the President thought of another tr ick. He nominated the 

long-nosed one as a Member of Parliament! That was the end of it all.  But the 

parties of which the long-nosed one was not  a  member formed began to say: 

‘The ministry must resign! The nose is not real. ‘Look  at the way falsehood was 

being perpetuated!' What would the poor intellectuals do?  Would there not be 

confusion of thought.. . .The world renowned nose.  
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Sky lamp

“Prisoner”

“What is it? let me sleep”

“ Want to be free?”

“Not now, when you wake up, shut up.”

“There might not be another opportunity”

“ It is too cold, Put on a blanket from somewhere it should free you from cold.”

“ There’s a chance of Storm this is the opportunity. Today I am free from shackles”

“So are you a prisoner too?”

“Yes, Keep it down there are only ten sailors and gods on the boat

 “Can we get away any weapons?”

 “It can be arranged, will you be able to cut the rope To The vessel?”

 “Yes.”

Tide began to surge both started colliding with each other. First prisoner managed to free

himself and started trying to free the second prisoner. The unlikely push of wave embraced

each Other. Both were freed in the dark second prisoner embraced the Other suddenly he

said, “ what is this? are you a woman? “

“why, is it a sin to be a woman?”  the woman said by freeing herself from his embrace 

“where are the weapons? your name?”

 “Champa”

The wind was grieving after meeting with the darkness. There were Revolt in the sea. The

boat was perplexed in waves. The woman moved cautiously colliding herself with body of a

drunken sailor. She reached the drunken sailor. took out his sword  and moved cautiously.

Suddenly the the pioneer shouted from the ship and said “Storm”.

The  danger  alarm  started  bringing.  Everyone  started  being  careful.  The  young  prisoner

remained in the same position. Someone caught the Rope which was attached to the vessel.

The young prisoner rushed to the Rope which was attached to the vessel. The stars in the sky

was covered, the Waves begin to stir and sea began to Roar. The ruthless storm shook the

boat like vampirine. It began to be whipped in hands of the storm. The boat was free in one

stroke. The two prisoners laughed loudly. no one could hear them.

The  Sweet rays of dawn erupted in the eternal flow of water. Soft Golden rays and waves

created smile. Ocean was calm, The sailors noticed that The vessel was missing so were the

Prisoners. 



The hero said, “Buddhagupta who freed you?”

 Buddha Gupta said “He did.”

 “Then I will make you a personal again” said the hero

 “For whom your the grandson? Manibhadra will be in the bottom of the ocean hero! now I

am the owner of the boat'

 “You? Pirate Buddha Gupta?”. Hero said with shock and begin ti frumble his sword . It was

captured by Champa before that she began to jump in rage.

“So are you ready for a duel; whoever wins Masters the ship” said Buddhagupta and signal

Champa to give the Sabre. She handed the Sabre to the hero. They began to ambush each

other  massively.  Both was skilled  and quick-witted.  But  the Buddhagupta  freed  his  both

hands by holding his Sabre by teeth.  Champa begin to look awed and amazed. Sailors began

to look pleased but the Buddhagupta very carelessly grab heroes Sabre hand and put the other

hand  on  scytha  with  A  terrible  hunk  dropping.  In  the  next  movement  Buddhagupta  is

victorious. Sabre began to shine in the rays of dawn heroes eyes begin to start begging for

life.

“Speak, do you accept or not?”

“ I am a follower, I take oath on the name of god varuna. I shall not betray”. 

Buddha Gupta left him. Champa came near the young pirate and looked at his bruised eyes

and soft hands. She did vijayatilaka on his a well-built body.

 “Where will we be?” asked Buddha Gupta while taking rest

 “Far away from Bali Island, probably near a new one where people like us visit less often,

Where there is a dominance of Sinhala trees.”

“In how many days can reach there” 

“If winds are favourable we will be there in two days. Till then there will not be shortage of

food.” suddenly Hero commanded the sailors to scold and seated himself holding the helm.

Upon asking Buddha Gupta he said “there is a submerged rock block here and it may hit the

boat if we are not careful.”

“Why did they impression you? “

 “Because of Manibhadra sinful lust.”

“Where is your home?”

 On the banks of river Jaanvi. I am a Kshatriya  girl from city of Champa. My Father used to

be a guard for Manibhadra. I came along with my father on the boat after my mother’s death.

This  is  my home since last  8 years.  When you attacked the boat my father  killed seven

bandits and drowned in the sea, it’s been a month I have been a prisoner . It feels like an

infinity in this boat and above water. Manibhadra Made discussing proposal and I verbally

abused him for that. From that day I was made a prisoner”- Champa was burning with rage.



“I am also a Kshatriya from Tamralipti, Champa but unfortunately I am living my life as a

pirate. What will you do now?”

“I shall let my unseen remain unspecified take her wherever she goees”. Champa is aimless in

the vast sea. There were no red string with anxiety. Just as a blind had faith in his senses like

children. Even the murder bandits shook up on seeing him. An observant devotion aroused in

the first waves of youth in him. Ranting on seachest began to tremble the dusk.  Champa's

untied hair was scattered on his back Durdhanta Bandit saw it.

He began to grope his heart in awe. He just discovered a new object. She was softness itself.

At the same time Naik shouted “we have reached near the island”.  The boat hit the Shore.

Champa jumped  out  boldly.  Majhi  also  landed.  Since  it  has  no  name we shall  called  it

Champa Island said Buddhagupta .  Champa laughed.

Five years later

Green sky was giggling with Dhawal constellation in the month of autumn. On the Bright

victory of Chandra goddess autumn scattered blessings of flowers and leaves. City on high

altitude of Champa  Taruni was lighting a lamp with great delusions. He hold the lamb in

mica box and pulled it’s string with his delicate fingers. He started climbing up the candle

Tower. His innocent eyes were looking at her with great Joy climbing up. Champa wished

that Sky lamp be shaken by constellations in the sky. But she knew it was impossible. His

eyes turned hopeful. There were water with Silver decoration in the front. For varuna girls,

waves of sapphires and Diamonds were being made by rock beads, And there were being

deceived by Mayavini who hides leaving her laughter behind. From far behind descendant of

fishermen expressed their music with sound like doors smashing. Champa saw the image of

conifier in the pool full of water that was disturbed. He used to do hundreds of rounds with

just for perfection. She stood up to straight free no one around her s he called “Jaya”  a shy

young lady came in the front of and stood up. She was wild and native. In his face lined a

smile which look like blue nabhomandal.  Buddha Gupta commanded that  she would fall

Champa “The Queen”.

“When shall the great sailor arrive? would you ask?” Champa said. It Jaya went away.

Durgat wanted to take rest in the lap of pure Champa. Don’t know why she was acting stupid

today. Suddenly a long standing man put his hands on his back and made him wonder. He

turned back and said “Buddhagupta! Are you mad? Why are you why are you still lighting

the lamp? you have to do this work?” 

“Should made in light the lamp to please the external ksheernidhisayee? “ laughs

“To whom do you want  to show the path by lighting  the lamp is  it  the one whom you

consider God?”

“Yes sometimes they wander forget otherwise why would they give so much opulence to the

Gupta?”

“So what went wrong Champa Rani of this Island!”



“Free me from this prison. Now you control the trade in Bali Java and Sumatra. But I cherish

the memories of old days when we owned only one boat and we used to live happy life by

loading goods in subdivision of Chamba. We used to live in the water under night of stars and

used  to  snort.  Buddhagupta!  you  remember  we  used  to  travel  by  Manjhi  and  lamb

extinguished so we tied our body in sails and saw Each Others face? The sweet Shadow of

constellation.

 “So Champa!  Now we can explore world in  a  much better  way than that.  You are my

soulmate, My everything”

 “ No no you have left the tenancy behind but you heart  is still  auspicious, satisfied and

Flammable. You satirizes my Sky lamp, You laugh at Gods. Sailor how destroyed were to

find a single Ray of light in that thunderstorm. I still remember, when I was young my father

used to go to sea for work and my mother used to hang a clay pot with bamboo on banks of

river Bhagirathi and we used to pray take my path corrupt sailor on the right path in the dark.

when my father would turn he would say- “Sadhvi god protected me in adversity because of

your prayers” she would be excited to hear those words. My mother? Oh sailor this is the

purest of her memory. My father... you pirate you are the cruel cause of death of my brave

father get away suddenly her face began to change colour. Buddhagupta  never seen her this

form before he laughed hard.

 “What is this Champa? You might become unwell stay asleep.” He walked away saying this

Chamba turned around with closed fist.

The Waves collided with shore of an inhabitant see. The wayfarer of South was tied and his

face turned pale. Thought Jalnidhi. He was not moved by faint rays of light.  

Champa along with Jaya came slowly to the Shore and stood there. The wind rising from the

waves disturbed their garments. As known as they both Sat On The boat sailor got down.

Jaya started rowing Champa wanted to mix herself with the gloomy sea 

“So much water! So cold it wouldn't quench the thirst of heart. Will it be able to drink? No

should I cry like Indus who shouts after being hurt in Vela, Should I try like that or should I

drown  in  eternal  water.  Champa  slowly  dissolved  the  image  ingulfed  by  pain  slowly

dissolved in the Indus, A quarter half and completely dissolved. Champa turn her face after

taking a long sigh. He has the Barge of Maha Nayak Buddhagupta. bowed and extended his

hand. Champa climbed on the barge with his support. Both sat down next to each other.

 “ It is not good to move around such small boat there is that submerged rock block nearby

what is the both collides or goes up Champa?”

“That would be great Buddhagupta. Being detained in water is much better than ramparts.”

“Champa how ruthless you are! Just see what he does by giving command to Buddhagupta

who would create new islands for you. Test him and see, Champa! Remove your heart from

Sword  and submerge your hands in the stagnant water” - Mahanavik whose name islands of

Bali, Java and Champa echoes. wind trembles and sat on his knees in front of Champa. In

front of the wild watery land on top of  mountain ranges, Neel Singhal Sandhya, good heart’s



imagination of nature, Cool Shadow of relaxation begin to create dream island and the secret

of that siren got murmured as the whole space was moist and with alcohol. And the creation

got filled with Indigo lotus. Champa held both hands of Buddha Gupta. There was a hug like

Indus and sky in Horizon. But suddenly Champa gained consciousness. She took scimitar

from Scissors- “Buddhagupta today I will submerge my Vengeance in sublime in waters”.

Heart deceived again and again the Sword  glowed and merged with the sea.

“ So today I can believe you? Am i forgiven” asked astonished Buddhagupta with a dry

throat.

“ believe? Never Buddhagupta! When I cannot believe my heart I saw the lamp then how do I

say that? I hate you. Yet I can die for you” Champa wept she closed her eyes in colourful

dusk of  Dream taking a  deep breath  Mahanavik  said “I  shall  build  a  Lighthouse  on the

memory of faintly Champa! Champa here on the hill it may illuminate the hasty evening of

my life”.

Another part of Champa lied paranormal rock flock. She was immersed in water of Indus for

a long while the sea water was thrashing on her. Tribes lived in those rock flocks and there

was a ceremony of tribes on the same day. They decorated Champa like a goddess. Champa

decorated  in  flowers  was  going  to  Shivkund  in  category  of  many  military  sailors  is  in

Tamralipti. 

On the crest of the rock a strong lamp pillar was built to alert the sailors of Champa built. It

was cause of celebration that day. Buddhagupta stood at the door of the pillar. She landed,

Champa with the help of Shivika.  When both of them entered inside the pillar  flute and

drums started making music. flower decorated in a garland started dancing. Looking from the

upper window of the pillar Champ asked Jaya “what is that Jaya? where did he get so many

girls?”

“ Today is Queens wedding isn’t it?” Jaya laughed while saying this. 

Buddha Gupta was looking at the vast Ocean “is it true?” Shockingly asked Champa.

“If you wish it can all come true, Champa! I have been keeping the fire inside me so long”.

“Shut up Mahanavik! Are you trying to take revenge thinking I am helpless?”

“ I didn’t kill your father Champa. He was killed by weapons of another bandit. “

“Buddhagupta if I could believe this it would be the most beautiful day, the most glorious.

You would have been so kind even in this ruthlessness.”

 Jaya went down stairs.  Buddhagupta and Champa sat opposite to each other in the narrow

cell of the pillar. Buddhagupta held Champa’s feet and started saying “how far are we from

our birth place Bharatvarsha who worships Indira and Sachi like these innocent creatures but

do not know what can separate us. It is is a country or philosophers to Remember. that Glory

those attract my memories even after attaining so much and still poor. Your touch turned my

stone  heart  into  precious  Moonstone.  Champa  I  don’t  believe  in  God  or  sin.  I  can’t

understand Mercy but I have found of weak spot in my heart.  like it faded star into my heart.



A soft line of flight started smiling on the waterproof.  in mines of worshippers of animal

power and wealth Quiet and lonely Desire begin to blossom.

“will  you  Champa?” we are loading in numerous amount of money on the vessel we are

leaving to Bharat. Waves of Indus will follow the command of great Buddhagupta. Champa!

shall we?”

Champa hold his hands. In an Unexpected moment their lips became one. Suddenly Champa

said “Buddhagupta for me all lands are clay; all waters are liquid; all winds are cool.  No

special aspirations burns inside me. for me all is void, dear sailor! you return home and leave

me for sympathy and service of this innocent people.”

“ I will definitely go Champa. I can’t have authority over your heart by staying here. Ah now

I believe in those waves”. There was a disturbance in exhalation .

 Then he asked. “What will you do here alone?”

“ at first I thought I shall light the lamp in this tower and explore my father’s tomb in this

water. But now I see I also have to burn in this like the sky and the lamb.”

One day in the dawn of Golden rays Champa saw a series of boat Leaving The Island and

moving Northwest. Her eyes filled with tears. This is a story centuries-old. Champa kept

lighting  the lamp.  people worshipped as mother  as mother  Maya-Mamta and offered her

services but one day she also became a playful toy in hands of death.
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When  Vellayiappan  started  his  journey,  a  loud  wail  went  up  from  his  house.  In  

Ammini’s  house  and  Muthuravuthan’s  house  people became  attentive and  sad.  And  about  

fifty  houses  around  these  houses  in  Pazhuthara  also  filled  with  sadness and  sympathy.  

Vellayiappan  was  going  to  Kannur.  If  there  was  money  to  pay  for the  train  fair,  all  the  

Pazhuthara  people  including  Amminiyettathi,  Muthuvannan,  Nakelachan,  Kombipooshari  

etc,   would  have  gone  Kannur  with  vellayiappan.  The  train  journey  to  Kannur  was  

mainly  for  Pazhuthara’s  people.  Vellayiappan  passed  through  the  compound  and  house  

inhabitanted  by  owners  and  tenants  and  entered  into  the  long  field  path.  The  cry   became  

low  and  ended  behind  him . Now he  left  the  field  path  and  entered  the  plot.  

Through  the  yellow  grass  of  the  plot , the  footpath  continued  as  a  mark  of  stripe  of  

someone’s  sorrowful  journey.  

  "Gods,  Lords!" -  Vellayiappan  called. 

The  wind  caught  the  Palmyara  tree  which  stood  both  sides  of  the  footpath. Vellayiappan  

feels  the  movement  of  wind  on  leaves  of  Palmayara  tree  as  strange  for  the  first  time.  

The  Palmyara   leaves  were  speaking. Like  the  Gods  and  ancestors  speaking  through  the  

Palmyara  leaves. The  hand  is  wet  with  the  wetness  of  packed  meals,  which  was  tied  in  

the  towel.  When  his  Kodachi  tied  this  meal, she  might  have  shed  a  lot  of  tears in  it. The  

moisture of  the  tears   spread  through  the  knot  on  the  towel.  For  reaching  the  Railway  

Station, he  had    to  walk  four  furlongs  more.  After  walking  a  while,  he  met  Kutyasan  

Mappila  coming  from  the  opposite  side.  Kutyasan  Mappila  respectfully  moved  from  the  

path. 

      "Vellayiyee!"  - Mappila  said. 

      "Marakyare!" - Vellayiappan  replied. 

That’s  all.  Two  words,  names,  but  they  knew  the  long  and  rich  sequences conversation  in  

those  two  words. 

“Marakyaree  I  owe  you  fifteen  rupees….No….no  fifteen  rupees  and  four paisa” 

“Vellayi,  don’t  remember  that  in  this  journey” 
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“I  may  never  be  able  to  give  you  that  Marakyar” 

“The  unpayable  debts  are  the  deposits  in  God’s  treasure.  Let  them  remain  as  

such”. 

My  heart  is  broken,  my  life  is  uprooted.” 

“May  God  help  you,  Muthunabhi  may  help  you,  your  and  my god  may  help  you” 

The  wind  through  Palmyara  trees  became  saturated  with  godliness.  Leaving  Kutyasan  

Mappila  behind  Vellayiappan  continued  his  journey.  He  should  walk  four  furlongs  more.   

Look!  There  is  another  person  coming  face  to  face  Neelimannathi. 

Neeli,  who  came  with  a  bag  of  washed  clothes  on  her  shoulder,  stood  aside  from  the  

path. 

  “Vellayiacho” -  "Neeli  said.  Only  that  much. 

          “Neeli”  vellayiappan  said.  That’s  all. 

Two  words  only.   An   abundance  of  consolation  in  between  the  two  words.  Vellayiappan 

walked.  

The  footpath  joined  a  narrow  road.  Vellayiappan  walked  through  the  road. 

The  road  stepped  into  the  river.  If  you  climbed  the  hillock  after  crossing  the  river,  that  

would  be  the  path  to  the  Railway  Station. Vellayiappan  stepped  into  river.  Embracing  the  

feet  and  carrying  the  fishes  in  the  river.  When  he  reached  the  middle  of  the  river,  the  

feeling  of  a  bath  dawned  on  him  and  it  grieved  him.  He  remembered  having  bathed  the  

dead  body  of  his  fatherand  having  bathed  his  son  in  his  childhood   days  in  a  pond.  He  

also  remembered  like  warm  water.  He  wept  till  he  climbed  the  hillock   after  crossing  the  

river. 

Vellayiappan  reached  the  Railway  station  stood  in  the  queue  for  taking  a  ticket.  He  put  

out  the  money  from  the  corner  of  his  dress. 
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“Kannur,”  Vellayiappan  said.  When  the  clerk  sealed  the  ticket  and  gave  it  to  him  

through  the  window,  he  felt  that  he  had  crossed  a  part  of  the  journey.  Tied  the  ticket  in  

the  corner  of  his  dress  and  he  reached  the  platform.  After  climbing  the  steps,  he  was  

waiting  for  the  train,  sitting  in  a  bench.  The  sun  drooped  far  away.  The  birds  flying  on  

the  top  of  the  darken  Palmyara  trees  had  reached  the  nests.  He  remembered  his  son   

who  wondered  when  he  saw  the  setting  birds,  catching  his  little  finger,  in  the  field  path   

of  the  Mundakan  field.  He  also  remembered  his  father  who  walked  through  the  field   

alone  during  the  sunset.  Two  pictures.  Between  that,  like  between  two  names,  like   

between  two  words,  the  prosperity  of  anything.  An  old  man,  who  was  seated  in  the   

remaining  part  of  bench  asked:  “To  Coimbatore?” 

“To  Kannur”  Vellayiappan  said.  

I  am  going  to  Coimbatore. 

       “O.” 

       “The  Kannur  train  is  at  10.  o  ‘clock”. 

“What  is  the  job  in  Kannur?” 

“Nothing  specially” 

“Going  without  any  reason?” 

The  conversation  of  the  stranger  gripped  the  neck  of  Vellayiappan  as  a  hangman’s  rope.  

If  he  crosses  the  chief  path  of  Pazhuthara,  everybody  is  a  stranger  to  him.  The  

uninterested  conversation  of  strangers  became  numberless  tightening  his   neck.  Old  man  

seated  beside  him  in  the  bench  went  away  because  the  train  to   Coimbatore  came  earlier.  

Vellayiappan  became  alone.  Couldn’t  have  the  mind  to  open   the  packed  meal.  

Vellayiappan  sat  touching  the  wetness  which  came  out  in  the  towel.  Like  that  he  slept.  

Dreamt  in  the  sleep.  Vellayiappan  said  in  the  dream,  “Kandunni  my  son”.  

The  trembling  and  hissing  of  the  train  wakened  Vellayiappan.  He  stood  up  with  a  flutter.  

He  checked  whether  ticket  was  there  in  the  corner  of  his  dress  and  made  sure  of   it.  He  

slowly  moved  to  the  train.  Began  to  climb,  in  a  vacant  place. 
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“This  is  first  class,  old  man” 

        “Is  it?” 

“Next  box” 

        “It  is  reserved” 

        “Is  it?” 

        “See  the  next  one,  old  man" 

The  sounds  of  strangers.  At  last  he  got  in  to  a  box.  There  was  no  place  to  sit. 

He  stand  there  by  holding  on  something.  I  will  stand.  I  haven’t  had  sleep.  My  son  

would  not  sleep  this  night.  The  rhythm  of  train,  the  changing  rhythm  based  on  changing  

existence,  the  street  lights,  the  sanded  river  banks,  trees.  Earlier,  he  had  once  travelled  in  

the  train,  in  the  light  of  day.  This  is  night  train.  The  train  was  through  a  tunnel  which  

have  on  either  side  walls  of  faded  pictures.  

When  he  reached  Kannur,  the  sun  had  not  risen.  The  unopened  packed  meal  remained  in  

the  hand.  Vellayiappan  went  out   after  surrendering  the  ticket  at  the  gate.  Far  away,  

there  was  some  sign  of  the  blossoming  dawn  in  the  darkness  of  sky.   The  crowded  

horsemen  didn’t  ask  to  Vellayiappan,  if  he  wanted  vehicle.  Vellayiappan   asked  “which  is  

the  way  to  prison”?  

Someone  laughed  “Here  is  an  old  man  asking  for  the  way  to  jail  early  morning!".   

Another  person  also  laughed:  “Uncle!  Steal  something  and  then  you  can  easily  go  to  

jail".   Vellayiappan  felt  suffocated.  Again  the  talk  of  the  strangers  strangled  him. 

At  last  someone  showed  the  way.  Vellayiappan  walked.  The  sky  became  bright  on  the  

top  with  the  crying  of  crows. 

The  Guard  stopped  Vellayiappan  at  the  Gate. 

“Where  are  you  going  in  this  morning?” 
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Vellayiappan  was  frightened.  He  stood  in  front  of  the  Guard  with  the  helplessness  of  a  

child.  Then  slowly  untied  the  corner  of  garment,  took  a  yellow  paper.  The  paper  was   

curled  and  disorder. 

“What  is  that ?”  guard  asked. 

Vellayiappan  handed  over  the  paper  to  the  guard.  Guard  didn’t  look  at  the  paper.  

Vellayiappan  said  “my  son  is  here” 

“Who  asked  you  to  come  this  morning ?”  the  guard  asked  roughly.  “Let  the  office  open” 

By  the  influence  of  some  habit,  the  guard  looked  at  the  paper.  His  face  suddenly  filled  

with  kindness.  

“Is  it  tomorrow?”  the  guard  asked. 

        “I  don’t  know,”  Vellayiappan  said.  “What  is  written  in  the  paper,  I  don’t know” 

Guard  keenly  read  the  information  in  the  paper  again. 

“yes,  tomorrow  morning  at  5  ‘o’ clock.  He  said.  Vellayiappan’s  eyes  expanded. 

They  were  full  of  a  feeling  of  shock. 

“Is  it ?”  Vellayiappan  said. 

“Sit  here  elder  brother” 

“O” 

He  sat  in  a  couch  fixed  in  the  wall  in  front  of  prison,  as  if  he  were  waiting  to  open  

the   doors  of  a  temple. 

“Did  you  have  tea  or  coffee,  elder  brother” 

“No” 

My  son  would  haven’t  slept  this  night.  He  didn’t  wake  up  without  sleep.  Didn’t  sleep,  

didn’t  wake  up,  How  would  he  have  the  mind  to  drink  the  tea?  Vellayiappan’s  palm  
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was  pressed  on  the  packed  meal.  This  meal  was  packed  by  your  mother  for  me.  I  took  

it  here  without  eating  in  the  journey.  It  is  the  only  thing,  which  I  have  to  give  you.  

The  food  which  was  packed  in  the  towel  is  fermented.  The time  became  heavy  slowly. 

The  office  opened.  The  people  occupied  the  places  behind  the  tables.  The  guard  

marched.  The  prison  became  crowded.  

The  superior  officer  checked  the  paper.  They  ordered.  The  strange  sounds  of  orders.   

Traps  without  hatred  and  derision.  They  strangle  and  suffocated.  The  heat  of  the  sun   

light  increased. 

“Wait  here”.  Vellayiappan  was  waiting. 

One  of  the  guards  bought  him,  inside  of  prison.  The  corridor  which  didn’t  know  the  

heat  of  sunlight. 

“Here  it  is”  Kandunni  stood  behind  the  iron  bars. 

 Kandunni  looked  at  Vellayiappan  strangely.  The  cells  of  mind  which  could  neither  give   

nor  receive  solace.  The  guard  opened  the  door  and  Vellayiappan  entered  in  the  prison.   

Son  and  father  stood  face  to  face  for  a  while.  Then  Vellayiappan  embraced  his  son.   

Kandunni  cried  in  a  sound  which  was  unheard.  Vellayiappan  cried  “son!" 

Kandunni  replied  “father”.  

Only  two  words. In  between  these  two  words,  in  sorrow,  in  silence,  father  and  son    

exchanged  knowledges. 

“Son,  what  did  you  do?” 

“I  don’t  remember  father” 

 “Son,  did  you  kill  anyone?” 

“I  have  no  memory” 

“Don’t worry son, you don’t remember any thing” 
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"Does the guard remember?” 

“No son” 

 “Father do you remember my pain?” 

The loud silent cry.” Father don’t let me to hang” 

All these exchanges, in between two words. 

“Old man, come out, time is over” 

Vellayiappan  came  out,  the  iron  door  closed  behind  him.  Kandunni  stood  strangely,   

looked  out  through  the  iron  bars  as  if  he  were  looking  out  from  the  compartment  of  a  

moving  train. Vellayiappan  walked  away  with  the  look  of  the  last  devoted  prayer.  

He  lied  down  and  waited  here  and  there  in  the  surroundings  of  the  prison.  The  sun  

came   to  the  head.  Time  became  low.  Does  Kandunni  sleep  this  night?  The  night  was  

passingaway.  Kandunni  lived  inside  the  wall. 

Vellayiappan  heard  the  resounding  of  horn,  before  the  dawn.  He  didn’t  know  that,  it  was  

a  custom  during  the  execution  of  death  sentence.  They  said  that  it  was  at  5  am  in  the  

morning.  Vellayiappan  knew  the  time,  without  the  watch;  he  had  an  inborn  sense  of  a  

farmer.  

Vellayiappan  received  the  dead  body  of  his  son  as  a  midwife.  

“Old  man,  you  can  cremate  the  body  as  you  like.” 

 “No,  I  have  no  interest.” 

“Don’t  you  take  the  responsibility  of  the  body?” 

“Sir,  I  have  no  money.” 

Vellayiappan  walked  behind  the  vehicle  pulled  by  scavengers.  Vultures  flew  in  the  top  

of  the  open  places  outside.  Vellayiappan  saw  the  face  of  Kandunni  before  it  was  

covered  with  soil.  He  placed  his  palm  on  the  forehead  and  blessed  his  son.  Wandering  
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in  the  heat,  Vellayiappan  reached  the  beach.  He  saw  the  sea  for  the  first  time.  

Something  was  there  in  the  palm,  wet  and  dripping.  It  was  the  meal  which  was  packed  

and  given  by  Kodachi.  Vellayiappan  opened  the  packet.  He  threw  the  food  to  the  

ground.  The  crows  came  to  peck  the  food  from  the  upper  reaches  of  the  blazing  son. 
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                                  STORY OF A WIND 

 

 
From Paalakad we reached kanjikode through the highways of Coimbathore. The intersection 
was not even suitable for a rough rental jeep. But on this trip, this is the second trip after long 
ten years.  

Theyyunni never blame anyone.  

By taking a look to the intersection driver said “ this intersection was full of pits.”  

“ You want to stop here, I can walk” Theyyunni said.   

The rest of the way is about two hours. Theyyunni did not dislike that pedestrain, because he 
used to travel only by car to the Airport  and again from the Airport to the Five Star Hotel. 

“ No. Let's go slowly. Just hold on.” 

“ok". 

The jeep- like journey travelled through the path that is full of hills and valleys.  

Theyyunni opened his eyes and ears for the first time to the wild hill valleys. There is a 
cooling sun on the mountain, and the east wind blowing through the valley like mountain 
water. 

“ The trees here are all gone” Theyyunni Said to the driver.  

“All the trees were cut down. Five years ago there was a forest here. Elephants also come 
down here. 

Yes. At the last time you came here, there were huge trees on both sides of the road. Wild 
trees you did not know. From their canopies the chirps of the beetles shook and shook. 
Theyyunni remembered that journey. My wife came to the airport to receive me on my way 
back to Bombay from Europe. 

She said: “ There is a letter from home. I think the letter is from your brother.” 

“Anything special ? Didn't you open the letter, Feebi?” 

“No, I never used to open it. 

Theyyunni stared into Feebi’s face who is sitting behind  the steering  when the car was 
moving to Juhu. She is look like a sculptur. The golden hair that wrapped around her 
beautiful face in the breeze. Breaking her husband’s letter is not in keeping with her culture. 
There are lot of things in her culture that is attracted me the most. She has the courage to 
make an attempt to confront her love to me and hugg and kiss publically when we sitting in a 
garden. If our relationship pays off tomorrow, I do not love you, I want divorce, she has the 
ability to tell all these things sincerely. This was the challenge that motivated me.  



I remember feebi is my colleague in Standford  University and I came into my home to 
inform my father that I'm in love with Feebi. My father never regret me. He smiled in a sweet 
way. 

My mother said: I was looking at Devooti's horoscope. 

Devaki is a girl in the discussion. She is a daughter of an Inland farmer.  

I convinced my mother without showing any hatred towards  the concept of horoscope. 

“That’s it. Mother? We never given any promise to them.  

There is a small silence without any talk.  

Then mother said: Understanding is bigger than words. Devaki accepted you with all her 
heart. 

Father said:  Isn’t boys determination, Madhavii...Why do you just saying nuisance? 

Mother sighed. “ I didn't say anything.” 

Son, you never get worried about mother.  Do you love Feebi? 

“Yes” I replied with a sort of shyness. 

Mother said: An American girl can accept our old traditional home? 

“Isn’t she need to accept?” 

Father said: Are they going to come and stay here? 

Mother said: So did the father and son decide not to stay here?  

“We will only go anywhere after she comes and stays in this house.” I said. 

I saw my mother eyes are going to wet. After some time mother said. My blessings are 
always with Feebi and I wish Devaki’s rest of life will be full fill with peace.  

Mother said: kuttaa... “ I never tell you to change your decision, but you just look at your 
father. 

“What" 

Do you remember how your father was looking like earlier ? He became aged now.  

Father again interupted with a sweet smile.  

Father said: “ why do you again make him so worried Madhavi...You never need to take 
seriously about what your mother says kuttaa...” 

Even in the novelty of love, my mind is filled with Devaki and her rurality. Nilavilaku was 
showed in the evening. There is a farmer bride  who can easily going with Milk and Yogurt.  

Mother said: There is only one thing in my mind. Your sister in law is a handicapped women. 
Believe me Devaki will look after your father in this old age. 

I never said anything. I cant say anything at that time and now also. Feebi was never tryied to 
break the letter. Feebi drove very skilfully to Juhu. After long years of our marriage, Feebi 



Was advices  me when my father was sick. “ Your small city is actually a rural village. There 
is no any good treatment facilities. We should provide him a good treatment in a city hospital. 
We can afford the expenditure". 

Some ganga water and our presence is the only two things that needed for my father demise. I 
came back to home by carrying this. Then bid goodbye to my father. 

Demise of my mother is also happened at my home. At that time Feebi is at Standford. From 
there she was send a formal condolence message to Bombay.  I realised the value of Devaki. 
she became a melancholy.  

When I reached Juhu I began to read  the letter of my brother. 

Kuttaa... I'm not feeling well, I'm writing this letter just to let you know. I never tell you to 
come this hill station in these busy days. I want just you to remember me. That is equel to 
came here. I not informed Sreekumar about this. I am  afraid when I say this he will decide to 
meet me in anxiety. It is not easier to came here from Cambridge. If your sister in law was 
alive.....weakness of old age.  

By crossing the grooves, jeep continued its journey.  

This journey is seems to be difficult. You have any problem? 

Driver said: “ No, this is part of our job.”  

It will be take one hour. After the death of sister in law, my brother resigned from his job and 
decided to stay this foothills. Actually I was against this decision taken by my brother. So I 
wrote a letter to my brother. “ what are you going to do in paalakadan churam, which is 
disturbed by Tiger and Wild boar. Also you have the right to continue your service until ten  
years. A Nuclear Physicist can do many things even though resigned from job...” 

He replied to my letter. “ Everyone has the responsibility towards this family and society". I 
feel like I have been showed my responsibility to the best of my ability. Now I have some 
other obligations. So that is why I looking for a place at the foot of the mountain to pay for it.  

He did not say what  those obligations. Theyyunni did not ask about it. The gentle brother 
think for a long time to decide something. When something is decided he will never turn 
back. He again wrote about his new house. If you leave the road and go inside for four hours, 
you will find a fertile soil lying outside the forest. He built a small house on two acres of land 
full of coconuts, vegitable,mangotrees and jackfruit trees. The earthen wall, the wooden Piece  
and  cement polished floor. To reach the next village it is needed for go a long way. But in 
the meantime, a farmer named Ponnuswamy was living in a hut. If need any help, can call 
Ponnuswamy. Except it he is alone in the foothills. Tiered of not knowing the meaning of the 
penance, Theyyunni forgot about it. Years passed, but when he read what Feebi had handed 
over to him without breaking, he felt he felt  urge to go to the foothills. 

“ let me go there and find out the information, feebi.” 

What is the name of the place ? It is Kanjikode. 

“Yes.” 



“He was written to me that it was a foothill. I remember he is being invited me to see the 
mountains.” 

“ I remember”. 

“It should be a place to stay for enjoyment, but  he is sick out there and it is dangerous. Take 
him  we can treat him in Jeslock” 

Feebi is repeating the treatment recommendation, Theyyunni was upset at the suggestion 
given earlier. 

“ it is not possible to determine what is in his mind, Feebi. Let me go over there” 

That’s how I first got there ten years ago. It was not only the anxiety of physical condition 
and solitude of brother. The journey of Theyyunni was to get angry about that ultimate 
penance. When l landed in Coimbatore, rented a car and drove back to Kanjikode, my mind 
was full of anxiety. It didn't take much provocation for me to say bad things to the driver by 
discouraging him from seeing intersections and grooves. 

“Driving this way will break the axle of the vehicle”. The Tamil driver quarrelled.  

“What is the price of your vehicle" I asked. 

Alas! Sir, what are you saying.  

“If the vehicle is destroyed, let it be destroy. I can pay for it" let drive.  

When I get out of the car, I saw my brother is walking around the garden in a pleasant 
manner. 

Why did you come here kuttaa....He rewarded the effort of the journey.  

You could say so brother? Stay in the woods, get sick, write letters, then how I can't come. 

“Come dear”. 

Theyyunni went inside the small house and looked around in disgust. 

Theyyunni asked: why you had given it to yourself, this punishment? 

If you see me, do you think this is a punishment? 

Both of them did not say anything for a long time. 

 Then Theyyunni asked: who treated you when you was sick? 

Treatment? No one treated me. 

What I can say to this?  

 He smiled. You can't understand anything, do you kuttaa..? 

Brother, what do you do for food? 

I said to wife of Ponnuswamy to come here, in keeping with your arrival. My food is just like 
this.  

He pointed a basket carrying two Tender coconuts. This is my breakfast and lunch also. 



This is your food? 

“Nor only food but also medicine.” 

When it got dark at night, Theyyunni asked. 

Will thieves come here brother?  

Brother burst into laughter. “ four white clothes, four top clothes, two towels and number of 
pots. This house only consist these things. The thief is generally calm. Every thief does it 
because of our greed.  

 For the first time in years, I am sleeping on the mat and sleeping without an air conditioner. 
The strong sound of the wind is heard from outside.  

 East wind is blowing through the pass. 

“kuttaa".. 

“Yes brother"  

“Do you hear the sound”? 

I can hear. What? 

Brother remained silent for a while in the darkness and he said “ no you do not hear it" 

Unsatisfied with brother exile, l returned.  

On the way, brother told me that “ I had made a mistake. A weakness. I felt like writing when 
I was not feeling well. I will not bother you anymore. There is no incurable disease  in this 
foothills. If there is such disease, can it cure man?” 

So ten years later, this journey comes again. Feebi is not with me today. She was honest 
enough to say that the love between us has waned and ended. Theyyunni did not board the 
flight from Bombay.  I rode to Paalakad with other people. A two day trip in a second class 
room just like my childhood. The hill, the ridge, the river and the village, which were slowly 
disappearing through the window, I reached Paalakad.  

The old family house is no more. After spending the night in a hotel, we left for Kanjikode in 
the next day. The tiredness of that journey, ten years ago is no longer in the present journey. 
My gentleness seemed to permeate his fellow passengers and the disappearing landscape. It 
calmed even the driver of the jeep from paalakad. 

“Are you worried driver”? I asked 

 No, we are familiar with this. I am worried about you. 

Driver, that is the place. 

It is an isolated place, sir 

 Ponnuswamy was already in the field. In order to receive Theyyunni, Ponnuswamy came 
down. They stood face to face.  

Then Ponnuswamy wiped his eyes.  



I wrote the letter according to what he said. Ponnuswamy said. 

“I am sorry “ 

But I can understand, you respect your brothers wishes. 

Ponnuswamy walked in to the field. Theyyunni followed him.  

A mind plant was slowly growing in the area levelled at the edge of the field, with ashes 
spots all around it.  

 This is the place. Said ponnuswamy. 

Theyyunni touched the soil and greeted it .  

The bone flowed into the rived named ‘ Perur’. You can do more deeds for your satisfaction, 
but 

What Ponnuswamy? 

He said he did not need any deeds . I have no education. I thought he was talking about some 
sacred state.  

That is the correct understanding. 

Will Sreekumar come here? 

I called him on the phone from Bombay. He will not come. He has informed me of 
something.  

“ To take this house and land to Ponnuswamy". 

He told me this. You or Sreekumar can take this. 

“This is my brothers wish. So you should obey it.” 

Ok. Let it be so. 

How many children’s does Ponnuswamy have? 

“Four". 

“Good". May this place be useful for them to grow up.  

Ponnuswamy greeted again. 

“ my children and l will vacate the place if you ever feel to come and stay here”. 

Ponnuswamy... there will be no such need. 

Theyyunni told himself that he did not deserve to stay here.  

They went to home from the field.  

Please take rest. Ponnuswamy said. I will bring you a tender coconut. 

There is a driver in the jeep outside. Call him let him quench the thirst.  

Yes sir.  



The driver came in and told the driver to sit down. 

After bringing the tender coconut, Theyyunni said Ponnuswamy ‘ You can go'.  

Ponnuswamy left and Theyyunni asked the driver : can you stay here?. 

The driver sat in silence. 

When I came here, I did not think this was the situation. 

This is the house of my brother. I came here because of my brother demise. I could not see 
my brother before his death. 

The driver was careful. 

Theyyunni continued. I wish to sleep here today.  

Driver reluctance was silenced by the desire Of Theyyunni. 

He sat in front of Theyyunni like a relative who is sharing his grief.  

Then he said: I agree to stay here.  

I will give what ever you want for agreeing to stay here.  

No, I do not want anything from you. 

There is a sunset on the top of the hill. I went to inner room and opened his wooden box. 
Inside the box there is a white clothes, tops, and towels. Theyyunni's tears fell on it. There 
was no regret when I went to bed at night. There is a satisfied grief only. There is a ray of 
love and the fullness of the race. 

At midnight I was wake up in a shock and lay down again.The pass was full of wind. Only 
this night  I can hear this music. After this night there is a journey back to the city. The wind 
is filled with mercy of my brother who changed Thief to Valmiki. A mantra can cure diseases 
and reduce the ultimate cure for love. The pinch sounds of the off springs, attention voices, 
This night is the culmination of a lifetime.  

Hearing this, Theyyunni fell asleep.  
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           MALAYALAM TO ENGLISH TRANSLATION 

                                         THENMAVU (ĘüŒąđŌ ) 

                                                    VAIKOM MUHAMMAD BASHEER 

(Thenmavu : The Honey Mango Tree) 

 

‘ What you vu heard is all nonsense. I adore no tree; neither do I worship nature. But I have a 

special affinity for this mango tree. My wife Asma has it too. This tree is a t oken of an 

exceptionally great endeavour. I shall elaborate..’ 

 

We were seated beneath that mango tree. It was resplendent with mangoes. There was white sand 

spread out in a big circle all around it. Roses of various hues were planted on the outlying 

fringes, protected by stone and cement sentinels. 

 

His name was Rashid. He lived with his wife and son in the house nearby. The couple were 

teachers in the neighbourhood school. His wife sent over mango pieces- peeled and cut 

exquisitely- on a plate carried by their teenage son. We relished the fare : it was sweet as honey. 

 

‘How does the mango taste?’ 

 

‘ The tree is undoubtedly Thenmavu!’ 
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‘ That we are able to savour this mango fruit… I am awed when I reflect on it!’ 

 

‘Who planted this mango tree?’ 

 

‘ Asma and I,  we planted it at this place. I shall narrate the story of this tree. I have told it to 

many. But they forgot the incident, and propagated it as tree worship! There is no worship 

involved, just the memory of a great deed. 

 

My younger brother is a Police Inspector. He was working in a town almost seventy five miles 

away from this place. I had gone to visit him. I was out strolling one day. It was the peak of 

summer. Even the wind that blew was hot.There was a scarcity of water at that time. It was then 

that I saw an old man, lying exhausted, underneath a tree, on a by-road. 

 

He had overgrown hair and beard, and seemed around eighty years of age. He was extremely 

fatigued and was on the verge of death. 

 

As soon as he saw me, he said, ‘ Alhamdulillah! Son, please give me some water.’ 

 

(*Alhamdulillah: Praise be to Allah!) 

 

I immediately stepped into a near by house and seeing a woman reading a newspaper, requested 

her for some water. The beautiful woman got some water in a brass tumbler. Seeing me walk 

away with it, she enquired about my destination. I told her that someone had fallen by the way 
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side, and I was taking the water for quenching his thirst. She accompanied me. I gave the water 

to the old man. 

 

The old man got up slowly. Then he did something astounding!  He staggered to a dry mango 

sapling- drooping in the heat-on the  road side, and reciting Bismi, poured half of the water from 

the vessel over it. 

 

( *Bismi: Bismillah or Basmala means ‘ In the name of God’. Usually invoked before any action 

soliciting the Lord’s grace) 

 

Someone had eaten a mango and thrown away the seed carelessly on that roadside. The sapling 

had emerged. Most of the root was visible above the ground. The old man dragged himself back 

to the tree shade. He recited Bismi and drank the rest of the water. He praised the  Lord again : 

‘Alhamdulillah.’ 

 

Then he said: ‘ My name is Yusuf Siddique. I am more than eighty years old. I have no relative. I 

was wandering the world as a fakir. I am going to die. What are your names?’ 

 

I replied, ‘My name is Rashid. I am a school teacher.’  The woman said,’ I am Asma. I am a 

school teacher.’ 

 

‘May Allah bless us all,’ said the old man and he lay down on the ground. Yusuf Siddique died 

in front of our eyes. Asma stood guard while I fetched my brother. We hired a van to carry the 
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dead body to the mosque. After bathing the corpse, we enshrouded it with a new cloth and 

conducted the burial as per norm. 

 

There was six  rupees in the old man’s bag. Asma and I pitched in with another five each. Asma 

was entrusted with the task of purchasing sweets for all that money and distributing those 

among  the school children. 

 

In the course of time, I married Asma. She kept watering the plant. Before we shifted our 

residence to this house, we uprooted the mango plant carefully and shifted it into a mud filled 

sack. For two or three days it stayed like that- leaning against the wall- in Asma’s bed room. 

Then we brought it here and transplanted it; adding dry cow dung and ashes. On regular 

watering, it sprouted new leaves ; then we added bone meal and green compost. Thus the mango 

sapling turned into this tree.’ 

 

‘Absolutely marvellous! The old man,  before dying , gave water to a mango sapling  which 

could not voice its thirst! I shall remember that.’ 

 

I had just said good bye and started walking, when I was hailed from behind. I turned to look. 

 

Rashid’s son was approaching me. He wrapped four ripe mangoes on a paper and offered it to 

me. 

 

‘For your wife and children.’ 
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‘ Are you a student?’ 

 

‘ Yes, in a college.’ 

 

‘ What is your name?’ 

 

‘ Yusuf Siddique.’ 

 

‘ Yusuf Siddique?’ 

 

‘Yes, Yusuf Siddique.’ 
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Takur ka kuam-Munshi premchand 

  
 While Jokhu brought the lota to his lips to drink, the water gave off a nasty smell. He said to Gangi, 

‘What kind of water is this?Can not drink due to the bad smell. My throat is dry, and you’re giving me 

to drink this foul water.’ 

Gangi used to store up water in the evening. The well was far away, and it was difficult to walk the 

distance again and again. The water she had brought yesterday was good. How could that smell like 

this today? she wondered.  she brought the lota to her nose, it was really stinking.An animal must 

have fallen into the well and drowned. But  from where would she get water now? 

No one would allow it to be drawn from Thakur’s well. They would drive her away from a distance. 

Sahuji’s well was at the other end of the village. But who would allow her draw water from there? 

And there was no third well in the village. 

Jokhu had been ailing for many days. Though thirsty he kept quiet for some time. Then he said, ‘I 

can’t hold my thirst any more. Come, I’ll squeeze my nose and drink a little bit.’  

Gangi didn’t allow him to drink dirty water.She knew that If he drinks this water he will become more 

ill, but she didn’t know that boiling it would make it safe for drinking. She said, ‘How can you drink 

this water? We do not know what  animal it was. I’ll bring water from somewhere.’ 

Jokhu looked at her with surprise. ‘Where will you bring it from?’ 

‘There are two wells: the Thakur’s and the Sahu’s. Won’t they let me have even one lota-ful?’ 

‘You’ll get only broken arms and legs, nothing else. Sit quietly. The brahmin will bless you with 

curses, the Thakur wields his lathi, and Sahuji charge five for one. Who knows the pain of the starving 



poor.Even when we die, no one comes to see, least of all to lend his shoulder to the bier.Will such 

people let you draw water? 

This was the grim reality . Gangi kept quiet, but she did not allow him to drink the stinking water. 

 

It was nine o’clock in the night. The exhausted labourers had gone to sleep but a few idlers were 

gathered outside the Thakur’s door. The times and opportunities for showing valour in the battlefield 

were now gone. They were talking of battles won in the law courts. How the Thakur had bribed the 

thanedar and saved his skin. How cleverly he had obtained the copy of a landmark court judgement. 

The nazir and other court officials had said that a copy couldn’t be given. Some demanded fifty, 

others a hundred. He obtained the copy without paying a single cowrie or paisa! One should know the 

art of manipulation.  

At that time Gangi arrived to draw water from the well. 

A faint light from the street oil-lamp was falling on the well. Gangi came and sat close to the platform 

around the well, sheltering herself, and waited for an opportunity.Everyone drank from this well.No 

holds barred,but They alone, the ill-fated, were forbidden. 

Gangi’s rebellious heart began to hit out at the traditional society’s restrictions and compulsions. What 

makes us low, and them high? Just because they are wearing a string around their necks! All these 

people are so crooked, each one more than the other. They steal. They cheat. They file false cases 

against others. Only the other day the Thakur poached the shepherd’s sheep, then slaughtered and ate 

it up. And this panditji’s house is a round-the-year den of gamblers. And this very Sahuji adulterates 

ghee with oil. They make us labour for them, but don’t want to pay for it. In what way are they higher 

than us? In swaggering, yes. We don’t go shouting in the streets, like them, that we are superior. 

Whenever I walk through the village, they look at me with lusting eyes, and their hearts turn and twist 

in envy. Yet they pride themselves on their superiority!    



She heard someone coming towards the well.Her heart began pounding with fright. Hell would break 

loose if she was seen. She picked up the pitcher and the rope and, bending herself low, walked away 

towards a tree and hid herself in its dark shadow.They show no mercy to anyone.They had beaten up 

poor Mahngu so badly that he had kept spitting blood for months—just because he had refused to 

work without being paid! And they are higher!  

Two women had come to the well to draw water. They were talking. 

‘They’ve come in to eat, and have ordered us to bring fresh water.’ 

‘These men become agitated if they find us resting for a while.’ 

‘They didn’t have the decency to come here and draw water by themselves. They only know how to 

give orders, as if we were their bond women.’ 

‘What else are you, if not a bondwoman? Don’t you get food and clothing? And you snatch a few 

rupees from them, off and on. How are bond women different?’ 

‘Don’t insult me, sister. I’m not able to relax even for a short while. Had I laboured like this at 

another’s household, life would have been a lot easier. And he would have been grateful too. ’ Will die 

working here, but not even get a good look'. 

Both the women walked away after drawing water. Gangi came out of the tree’s shadow and walked 

towards the well. The idlers had gone away. The Thakur too had shut the door from inside and was 

readying himself to sleep in the courtyard. Gangi heaved a sigh of relief. The coast seemed clear now. 

Even the prince who had gone to steal amrita, would not have taken such  diligent  care. Gangi 

treaded the edge of the well with soft steps. Seldom had she experienced such a sense of triumph! 



She looped one end of the rope round the pitcher’s neck. She peered to her right and left, like a soldier 

readying himself to pierce the enemy’s defences. If she were caught now, there would be no mercy at 

all. At last, invoking the gods, fortifying her heart, she lowered the pitcher into the well. 

The pitcher sank into the water gently, making no sound at all. Gangi pulled the rope up quickly, and 

the pitcher came up to the top. Even a powerful wrestler couldn’t have drawn up the pitcher so 

swiftly. 

Gangi leaned forward to catch the pitcher and rest it on the edge of the well. Just then the Thakur’s 

door opened suddenly. A lion’s look could not have been more terrifying than this sound. The rope 

slipped through her hands, and the pitcher went hurtling down the well and hit the water with a loud 

thud.  The water kept making a rippling sound for a few moments. 

The Thakur was advancing towards the well, shouting, ‘Who’s there? Who’s there?’ and Gangi, 

jumping from the well’s platform, was running furiously. 

When she reached home, she found Jokhu drinking the dirty water from the lota. 
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THE WHITE BOY
[Uroob’s “The White Boy” is a beautiful work that reveals the glory of love and

mother’s affection. Arriving in the guise of children’s book, this story contains a lofty
philosophy of life. The monster in this story is omnipotence. But smiling is impossible
for him. His teethes are the obstacles. The only way to get rid of these teethes is to
drink breast milk of a mother. Finally he was free from the monster’s form after drinking
the mother’s breast milk. This story also points out that the root cause of the
monstrous scenes that take place in our society is the growing generation without love.]

It is noon .The intense heat of sun that makes the flames to emanating from the
earth. At that time no one can’t touch his foot on the ground. But Kunjimon walked away.
The sun was in its peak and he wishes the sun had subsided for a moment. Kunjimon
found a way out. There is a stream in the middle of the field. He looked there. During the
monsoon season, copper-colored herds would rush through the ditch. They are coming
from the eastern hills. They seem to be frightened to hear the voice of thunder; they run
fast without looking right or left. Many times he wished to get on the top of those bulls.
But they will not stop for a moment. A voice rose from the bushes growing on either
side and asked where are you going? When it hears the bulls make a noise and they run
away. Now there is not a single calf in the field. He saw a bull for the last was two
months ago and it was lying in a deep pit and he could not see it well. By then his
mother scolded him for getting late. He thought if the bulls had run through the ditch
today no one can stop it.

It was with this mind that he crossed the brook. It is sad to see the current state
of the brook. Appukuttan looked at the brook. A cold wind that blew there like a
mother’s sighs. He walked through the burned lawn. It felt a little too far but it was an
unimpaired way. He remembered that his master would hit him when he was late. A
tremor in the mind. Yet he did not feel to leave the brook. As he was leaving, he
wondered: ‘why the master is always mocking me like that? The master always speaks
very badly to himself and the mistress to his mother in a rude manner. Is there is any
need for this? ‘Their attitude seem to shows that we did something wrong against them’
“ Kunjimon whispered”. His mother does everything for them. How many times she
walked from the well to the kitchen and bathroom by carrying a pot with full of water.
After pouring water in the pot she seemed to be exhausted.

That’s enough, “mother” – said by Appukuttan. By saying, ‘it’s my duty to do all
the jobs’ and she continued her work. Even it is raining. She draws water from the well.
Appukuttan, whispered. If he needs so much of water, He should stand in the rain? But
he will not do that. How much firewood should be cut and cloths should be washed, the



yard should be cleaned and dung should be waxed for everything needs my mother’s
hand. But then the master seemed to be rude always to her. After all the jobs she
seemed to be paralyzed and her heart rate went up. During that time I felt to hug her
calling her “my mother” but he did not. If it is seen by the mistress she will inform it into
the master and get punishment. So that he could only watch his mother’s miserable
condition. While looking at that, the mistress instructed him to go to the laundry man’s
side and ask him to bring all the clothes. He rum until his mistress eyes disappears but
now he was not unable to run no longer.

The sun was in its peak and hot wind blew all around. He walked merrily through
the brook; it’s too hot; the wind is also too hot. Yet he walked slowly. He feels hungry,
when he was went to buy some porridge the mistress orders him to go to the
laundryman’s side. When he thinks about it, he feels hungry.

He crossed the brook, near to that there is a Banyan tree. Suddenly Kunjimon
remembered that the nearby temple was closed after the festival and the temple will be
open after seven days. It is the third day after the festival. It doesn’t feel to continue the
trip. My mistress will be rude, if I go back. He hopes that if any one come through this
he will a join with them. He looked as far as he could but there is no one and he is
confused with continue or not. Finally he decided to sit under the banyan tree.

Under the banyan tree there was a blue carpet with golden dots. He thought that
there was not even such a beautiful carpet in mistress’s bed room. Then he becomes
wondered if he could sit on it or not. Finally he sat on it, what a relief! He feels like
someone massaging on his body. He was leaning against the tree and felts sleepy. The
golden dots on the carpet which spread out on the floor began to rise and walk. Not
walking, but swimming. The boats are coming and going an endless procession. These
are flying boats? Kunjimon was wondrously looking up it.

Kunjimon soon realized that the tree on which he was leaning was very soft. He
leaned one more time. He feels it like leaning on a fleshy body. The sound of a pipe can
be heard from the top of the head. He listen the music. Oh ! The wind is singing. The
sound seemed to go through his nerves.

Immediately a howl comes from the top of the head, Kunjimon was shocked and
looked up. Awesome! He saw the teethes which curved like a sickle. Two horny
mustaches! Two huge eyes, and instead of hair there are flames. Kunjimon looked only
once and closed his eyes. That is a devil! Kunjimon realized that he was leaning on the
foot of a devil. He was totally terrified.

Laughing again and again .That voice was as sharp as a needle. Suddenly the
devil pulled his legs Kunjimon would fall but he raise, the devil hit him like a ball.
Kunjimon went up. He felt heat and cold alternately. A drop of water from the cloud hit



his body, immediately the intense rays of the sun dried them up. Again a laughing
sound raise, suddenly he fell to the ground.

He looked all around he was sitting in the hand of the devil. The devil’s huge eye
turned to him. Flames were coming and hitting to his face.

The devil asked: “who are you?”

“Kunjimon”

“Why did you come here?”

“ I’m going to Laundry man’s side

“Don’t you know that this is our residence?”

“Yes. I know”.

Ok. So you know this, then I accept you. The devil continued ‘Do you come with
me’?

Oh! I’m not.

“For me…”

Yes, tell me. What you have to say?

“I’m scared.” Kunjimon says as if crying.

“Are you scared, to you seeing me? But, I will never hurt you. You can join with me
and I will give whatever you want.”

“I don’t want anything”

“Foolish! Listen to me and you can decide. I will bring you the nectar from all the
flowers of the world to drink for you. I will give you Gem encrusted dresses and I will let
you to play with the Gems like stars that the Snakes have kept for a long time under the
earth. What?

“No. I want to go. My mother may be waiting for me”.

Humans are more forgetful than they remember. In a few days she will forget
you”.

“No. She is living only for me”.

Do you have a father?



“No”.

Didn’t your mother love your father very much?

“Yes”. She did.

Is she still alive after the death of your father? My mother always says that I’m
look like the exact copy of my father and the grief of my father’s absence cure while she
seeing at me. The devil ordered Kunjimon to look the direction he has pointed. There in
the woods of the forest, a lioness lay with her cub, will that stay with her child forever?
When the child grows up, it will go somewhere else. So your mother too will forget you.

“My mother is not like a lion, she can’t forget me.”

“This kind of belief makes man powerless.” T he devil laughed.

Please leave me I’m not strong enough to defeat you. I’ m a power less creature. I
don’t wish to defeat you with my force, so that I will strengthen you as strong s I’m is
and I f you defeat me you can go.

“Can I defeat a devil?” give a try. If you win I will be your slave forever, but if it
happens as opposite, you must be stand with me. What do you think?

“No” I can’t stay with you, I want to go!

I did everything that I could for you, by saying this, devil turned the nearby bush into a
black rock and sat on it and said “You can decide.” By raising his hand, the devil
shouted: “Come on” Many sweet fruits fall down and the devil gives it to Kunjimon. I will
take this only after seeing my mother he replied. T he devil laughed. “Ok.” Then defeat
me and you can go.

Kunjimon was realized that there was no other way to escape from his hand. After
thinking about something he agreed to the devils opinion and said “Make me strong.”
The devil stood near by Kunjimon and advises him everything. Now he was able to travel
both on earth and in the sky. He also learned to change his appearance, place and time
becomes unhindered. After teaching everything the devil said: we are now equally
strong and you can try to escape from my hands and I will try to stop you.

Kunjimon turned to smoke and went up he started to fly over the sky and swimming in
the clouds. The devil started to blow and the storm brought the cloud to the ground
.When he landed on the earth and take his original form. Then he fell into the devil’s

copper colored mustache, like a coal block. Then he took many forms and tried to run
away but then the devil blocked him everywhere. Finally they were in the battle field
Kunjimon was defeated and the blood began to flow from his head. Finally, Kunjimon
agreed his loss and devil joined with him.



The devil called out in joy and then he flew into the sky with the child on his shoulder.
Then the devil said lovingly to the child: you are good, intelligent, and now you are strong
enough you can achieve anything you want and I will help you for that.Kunjimon heard it
silently he is sitting the devils shoulder by holding his round ears. Below, there are hills,
mountains that come and fade away. It is needless to say the trip was not fun but when
I thinks about my mother its make me paralyzed , suddenly I felt like jumping down .But
where? Will he leave me?

“Devil.”

“What happened?”

“Where we are going?”

“To the center of the universe.” Where I live.

Kunjimon is looking far away. Suddenly he saw a circle in golden color and it’s getting
bigger. “What is that?”

“Fire ring.” We have to pass through that.

“Doesn’t it burn? No don’t worry.

They went under the neck of two flamingos that stood like castle gate with their beaks
attached. S mall well can be seen in the ground where there thorn hit. Before hearing the
whole they had cross the flamingos. Darkness spread everywhere. Kunjimon was not
able to see anything. After a long trip through the darkness they entered to a garden.

Kunjimon looked all around beautiful garden with lots of flowers: and fruits. “This is my
residence.” Kunjimon moved to the nearby flowering tree. Someone laughed, that tree
is started to walk! It is a Skelton with a diamond crown on its head. Kunjimon run back.
The devil comforted him and says this is our emperor! He has my favorite for a long
time. I gave him a huge subjugation and eventually he join with me.

The devil continued to walk and kunjimon followed him. On the way there is a huge hill
and they walked through its slope. While walking they saw a Skelton holding a flower
bouquet. “She was a royal dancer. After seeing a lot of things, they moved to the rocks
suddenly the door opens for them and they get in, it was full of drinks and everyone is
naked there.

Exhausted, he began to lean on the ground, and a flowered carpet appeared on the
ground kunjimon lay on the flower bed and darkness spread everywhere. Kunjimon
closed his eyes, but he could not sleep. His thoughts are pouring into the heart. “My
mother” what she is doing now? Is she is waiting for me? His mother’s voice seemed to
ring in his ears, he stood up “No” lay down again.



Kunjimon lay down and spent the whole night wondering how to escape. But he can’t
find a solution. The dawn rays are slowly approaching to the cave and its came through
the east side of staircase. Kunjimon walked through the staircase, a light breeze with
the fragrance of the lilies and spreading all over, he felt pleasure! He hurried up the stair.

The staircase leads to a beautiful landscape. There is a pond in the middle of it with half
blooming lilies. Never seen such a beautiful morning, he felt that the universe is smiling
at him. Suddenly a little light seemed to penetrate to head as well, Kunjimon smiled and
said loudly “I will cheat him!

“What?” The devil asked, Kunjimon turned back. He saw the devil’s teethes as white as
ivory and curved like a sickle shine in the sunlight.

“Devil, will you change your stand? Kunjimon asked.

“Never.” Do you want to challenge me again?

“Yes.” I need.

“Ok.” Let’s see.”

Look at me by saying that Kunjimon smiled beautifully and said “If you smile like me you
will win but instead if you can’t do that you will be my slave. “Now it’s your turn. The
devil tried to smile but it becomes a horrible one. “Is this a smile? – said by Kunjimon.

The devil tried to smile once again but he can’t. His huge teeth do not allow him to smile.
The sense of failure made his heart rate abnormal. He felt like pulling out those teethes.

“What happened”? Kunjimon asked: “Did you loss?

The devil agreed “Yes I’m”. “Now I’m your slave”.

If so, take me to my home. Kunjimon sat on the devil’s shoulder holding his round ears
and said “Don’t let anyone to see you except me and my mother. “Ok.” The devil replied.

When they reached at home Kunjimon run and hugged his mother. Where did you go?
Don’t cry. “I have brought something special for you.” He showed the devil to his mother
and she was shocked to see him. Don’t be panic, he is my slave.

From then onwards the devil took over all the burdens like, to cook the food and wash
the clothes. The devil started to bark at night times, and when other devils mock at his
pathetic condition and call him as the “man’s dog.” It made him paralyzed. The devil
bowed his head and started to cry. The mother become shocked and she felt mercy to
him. She approached to him and asked, “Why are you crying?” The devil said about his
miserable condition as a slave and started to cry. The mother tries to convenience him.



One day mother approached him and asked: Why can’t you smile?

My teethes are the reason which blocks me from smiling.

Can’t it pluck off?

No I can’t

The mother thought for a while and said to the devil if you don’t have any issue I will
help for you.

How?

You have to take the form of a baby and suck the breast milk of mine. Is it ok for you?

Yes, the devil replied and become a beautiful baby. She took him in her arms and give
milk to him. Four days later his teethes began to grind. On the fifth day his first tooth fell
out and on the seventh day his second tooth one also fell out. And the white boy began
to smile.

Kunjimon looked at him and said: “You are free now you can go.” The mother also said
goodbye to him. The white boy stared at his mother. A drop of tear welled up in his eyes,
he said, “Mother, do not send me away. I will stay with you. The mother looked both of
her kids and hugged them close to her breast. Both of the kids where smiling each other,
the mother shed tears of joy and called out “My white boy!”…
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BIRIYANI 

Right now Gopal Yadhav started along with Kathireshan from Cherkala. Three Bengali labourers 

accompanied him. However fast it is the bus may require a minimum of 10-20 minutes to reach 

Poyinachi.  

Till then we will speak about Kalanthan Haaji. Long ago he rowed a watercraS from his village 

Thalamkara to Dubai. Among his four wives he forgoUen Kunjibi, otherthan  that he had no 

other memory loses. The people of that village known that it's not four but Haaji could afford 

forty wives.  

Haaji and Aamina had a daughter named Ruhiya. Riswan was Ruhiya's son. He is at America 

working as a cardiac surgeon. Last week at Bangalore they aUended his wedding.  

Now Haaji got a wish to arrange a funcYon and serve biriyani for the village people on behalf. 

He is eighty six now. So Ruhiya advised her son to fulfill granpa's wish else aSer he passes away 

that would make Riswan disturbed and greif. So Riswan consented. The arranged a recepYon 

and Yme was fixed between 6.00 pm and 9.00 pm. 

What you see infront is Kalanthan Haaji's house. Not house, a place. It was a long walk from the 

entrance of temporary awning to Haaji's house. About five thousand people were invited for the 

funcYon. The dinning table as well as chairs were covered with white cloth.  

Imported flowers from abroad were used to decorate the stage, ' Even aSer the funcYon people 

will remember the stage' said Asainaarcha, one of Haaji's friend and business partner.  

He took his phone and dailed Ramachandran as if he thought of something. 

Ramachandran Perumbala is a shopkeeper at Poyinachi.  

He sold staYonary, newspaper, weekly magazines, sarbath, cigareUe etc.. at his shop. Mostly the 

people reaching that juncYon in NaYonal Highway which is in rush get to know about 

Ramachandran and his shop. 

Cash for chiUy, a torch that should be carried while returning home at night...envelopes...where 

the person is going... When will they come back as well as many secrets that couldn't even be 

disclosed with their wives, likewise Ramachandran is considered as a tower providing branches 

to all these communicaYons.  



 3

By the Yme Ramachandran aUended Asainaarcha's phone call simultaneously Shukriya bus 

arrived at Poyinachi juncYon. 

From the bus at first Kathireshan stepped out followed by the Bengali labourers and finally 

Gopal Yadhav.  

The three Bengali labourers crossed the road came to Ramachandran and wished 'Namaskar' 

while he gave them three packets of 'mava', beetle leaf and it's fillings. 

They took a pinch from those packets and put it in their mouths. They rubbed the finger Yps on 

their jeans. By now a fat man came there on a pickup, he called them into and moved on.  

Later Thomachan's jeep arrived infront of Kathireshan who actually called by night for 

plumbing. ASer he leS Gopal stood totally alone. The light which fell on his back grown big and 

big. 

For the last two years he was at Ulliyathadukkal. Along with Kathireshan's brother-in-law 

Annamala. As the job reduced steadily Gopal was unable to conYnue there.  

While he was sidng silly out of work Annamala informed him about Kathireshan.  

They came straight to Cherkala. While moving to Kanjanghad it's aSer passing Vidhyanagar 

town. Therefore they thought of a different condiYon rather than Ulliyathadukkal. Now Gopal 

sleeps on a bench laid at the Ylt of Kathireshan's single roomed house. Before winter he must 

find some other place.  

For having a room minimum five thousand rupees is demanded in advance. He decided to chew 

a meetapan Yll someone arrived. He got inside the shop and Ramachandran asked:  

" Idhar naya hey tum? " 

" Ha... Bhai " 

While removing the veins of betel leaf Ramachandran asked:  

" Kidhar kaa hey tum..??? " 

" Bihar " 

" Ooo.. Apani Laluji ka desh ne aaya...??? " 

Gopal Yadhav laughed. Then Ramachandran noted that three tooth of his lower jaw was 

missing:  

" Tu kithana sal hogaya ethar " 
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" Sath " Gopal kept meetapan into his mouth. 

" Abhi thum Malayalam seeka " 

By sipping the juice of the betel leaf he said " Learned " shaking his head. 

" I will give you a work. Will you do it? " 

" Yes, I will. " 

Ramachandran rubbed his fingers with lime on a cloth and took the phone. He called 

Asainaarcha and told him the maUer.  

Earlier when Shukriya bus arrived Asainaarcha called him to ask if he would get a labourer in 

urgent to Kalanthan Haaji's house.  

Within half an hour Asainaarcha arrived in a fortuner. And he got out. He came to 

Ramachandran's shop.  

In first look he understood that the middle aged man who looks Asainaarcha with grandeur is 

the one Ramachandran arranged for him.  

" I will give you two fiSy rupees. Is that ok " Asainaarcha asked even without facing Gopal 

Yadhav.  

" Saabh, three fiSy please Saabh " 

" We pay Malayali labourers six hundred, Tamils five hundred, Bengali three fiSy and Bihari two 

fiSy. That's the rate here. It is only a work of 4-5 hours. We are not ready to pay fiSy rupees 

extra for each hour. Can you do it or not. Tell me. " Asainaarcha lighted a cigareUe.  

" Hey Asainaarcha, what's going on there. We heard it is a big funcYon. Chefs from Abudhabi 

and Hyderabad came to cook biriyani." Ramachandran asked.  

" Not only biriyani. Kuzhimandhi is even prepared. This is not the biriyani which you ate at the 

local marriages here. It is made with first quality Basmathi rice, which is one load directly 

exported from Punjab " 

" One load " Ramachandran heard it unbelievable. 

" When the truck arrived and stopped infront of the house yesterday.. Oh my Ramachandran, 

you won't believe it! The whole village was filled in the fragrance of Jasmine. SYll that fragrance 

is at my nose. That is Basmathi. "  
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When Asainaarcha returned Gopal Yadhav was seated at the backseat of his fortuner even 

though he asked a hundred rupees more. 

While gedng into the church side road Asainaarcha asked him.  

" Gopala.. Where are you at Bihar? "  

" Lal Maathiya " He said. 

" What was your job there? "  

" Of charcoal "  

Gopal Yadhav started speaking about the Raj Mahal coal mine at Lal Maathiya. Secondary 

charcoal is found wherever company stopped mining. People start to collect them even if there 

are some legal restricYons. Women are more in collecYng them. And it was from there Gopal 

met Maadhamghi. 

His job was to pull the bicycle loaded with 250 kg charcoal from Lal Maathiya to Godhaware. 

SomeYmes it is extended with a 20 kms more. Till Baanghra. Daily he got ten rupees. 

" Oh god ten rupees "  

Asainaarcha kept his hands on head.  

I will have one fiSy rupees. From that I must afford Rangdhaari for police, hooliganism as well as 

repairing works for the bicycle. And when all of these are done only ten rupees is leS over, 

Saabh.  

" Did you asked me ten rupees more " Asainaarcha looked Gopal in anger.  

" When did you leS your place? " 

" Panthrah saal "  

" FiSeen years ago "  

By that Yme you earned ten rupees and now it may be hundred rupees. Here I have told you 

two fiSy rupees and you are not enough with it.  

Asainaarcha was murmuring like to someone while he was driving. Gopal felt it like not 

disclosing with him his difficulYes.  
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He thought of his son awaiYng for him aSer work with hunger and at last ate sand then slept, he 

seemed thinner than creepers with a slim neck and projected tummy which the murmuring 

Asainaarcha doesn't know.  

Gopal felt that while we speak to someone about our pain that must be someone who would 

have experienced similar situaYon. Do not tell your problems with someone else.  If we do so  

we might be portrayed as a criminal or a joker. 

Lessons like this are already familiar. While police officers came to collect Rangdhaari he 

pleaded felling on there legs.  

They considered him as a repYle and ignored him. Never gave him a reducYon in their 

collecYon.  

By the Yme car reached infront of Kalandhan Haaji's house. The fragrance of Basmathi rice 

floated in breeze. It was at Shukoor Miya's shop in Lal Mathiya that Maathangi introduced Gopal 

Yadhav this rice. By then she was six months pregnant.  

When a handful of rice was brought near her nose it's fragrance made her eyes slightly shut. 

She was sure that people like them were unable to buy that rice.  

SYll he haven't made her desperate. He asked Shukoor Miya to give him fiSy grams of Basmathi 

rice.  

She chewed it Yll the Yme they reached back home. 

By the Yme someone paUed at his back. While he look around it was a boy.  

He might be twenty years old. He felt like a boUle of perfume had broken while the boy came to 

him.  

" Aare bhai thum mera saath aavo "  

The boy handovered the spade and axe to Gopal, then he looked his specially styled straightly 

combed up hair in the glass of a car parked there. He was saYsfied with his hair and he smiled.  

Khalandhan Haaji's third wife FaYma's child Thaha's son Sinan walked forward. That area was 

cleaned and modified for the parking of vehicle's.  

They walked a lot.  

Then reached a coconut field and the boy pointed to an area filled with greengrass and said.  

" Bhai, dig here. It's enough here " 
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It was by that Yme Gopal Yadhav understood that he was called to dig a huge pit there. " 

" Depth" 

" Let it be at your height, bhai "  

Sinan replied while forwarding a whatsapp message to Riya Raphi one among many of his 

girlfriends. 

" Width "  

" Let it be your width, bhai "  

Gopal Yadhav just drawn a measurement with his spade. He thanked the coconut leaves that 

doesn't made the sunlight  reach the soil even if it was summer. The texture of the soil show 

that he might be able to complete the pit of one man height and width by evening. He started 

the work. Meanwhile the boy asked about Gopal Yadhav and he started searching about Lal 

Maathiya in Google.   

" There is no place called Lal Maathiya in Bihar, bhai " the boy said.  

Unable to get back the spade stuck in soil Gopal Yadhav looked at Sinan.  

" Lal Maathiya is at Bihar. Ye mera ghaave he "  

" Thum joke math bholo. It's at Jharkhand. See.." 

As like we move the white cloth from the face of a dead man Sinan shown him the mobile 

screen that portrayed Lal Maathiya travelled to Jharkhand from Bihar. He felt that his place also 

leS Bihar as if what he did. He inhaled. Then slowly breath out. He had done the same when his 

loved ones passed away.  

Gopal Yadhav picked up the spade stuck in soil. Then a wet piece of mud brick fallen off from it 

like Bihar. His eyes filled with tears. He then broke the brick with an axe. It was broken into two 

pieces, like skull. One Bihar and the other Jharkhand.  

" Where am I know "  

He asked himself. 

He don't remember anything. Everyone of them are are travelling in a line.  

There bicycle's had two fiSy kilogram of charcoal and it's pedals were removed. They are 

climbing up a difficult forest road. 
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They are panYng.  

He felt like the lungs would come out destrucYng the ribcage as if it is filled of air. He had only 

ate a liUle rice with old vegetables. He felt dizzy.  

Manji who walked in front just shivered.  

" What happened " before he asked along with the unYed charcoal he fall down from the steep 

mountain.  

Darkness surrounds him. What would the Yme be ? By watching the depth and width of the pit 

he was amazed. Sound of vehicles are heard leaving from the parking.  

The funcYon was somewhat finished. No noise is heard.  

He lied in the soil in pit. The moonlight fell in through the torn coconut leaves. Sinan also 

arrived.  

He kept his legs on the removed soil from the pit and asked.  

" Hogaya "  

" Ha.. ji.. " 

Gopal Yadhav got up. Sinan extended his hands. As Gopal reached up from the pit a green barrel 

was bought to the pit by two three people and turned it upside down. With a steep increase in 

heartbeat Gopal Yadhav watched the Biriyani with bone pieces dumbed in the pit like a hill.  

As if from a clay pit Gopal raised his head when another barrel came. He couldn't count the 

balance barrels which came by. At last came on, a barrel with it's dhum not even opened. 

The garbage pit was full.  

" Now tread and make it all leveled " said the boy. Gopal Yadhav was silenced and stood by the 

side of the pit.  

" Do it, bhai "  

Sinan shouted " Time is already 11 o clock "  

Gopal Yadhav raised his leg.  

What lies in front of him is Basmathi.  

" Tread it bhai " Sinan again shouted. 
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He treaded. Treaded on it's chest. First he heard a cry. Then it changed as a weeping. Later that 

was also not heard.  

" Now you can cover it with mud " said the boy, Sinan to Gopal Yadhav who stood sweaYng and 

his legs covered with ghee and masala.  

ASer pudng the spade and axe to the pit Sinan took a selfie with Gopal and asked him  

" Bhai, how many children do you have? " 

" One daughter " 

" What's her name? " 

" Basmathi "  

" Is she married "  

" No " 

ASer keeping his mobile back to pocket Sinan looked Gopal Yadhav in hope and asked  

" Is she studying? " 

" No" 

" Then " 

" Dead "  

" Died..? " It made Sinan shocked and dull.  

" How " he asked. 

" Starving "  

Gopal Yadhav once again kept a spade full of mud on Basmathi. Then he took a deep breath. 
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The Vein of Memory 

                                - K. R Meera 
    Her voice resembled of a moving rusted hinge. A violet coloured vein popped challengingly 
on her wrinkled neck. Adjusting her spectacles in upright position, the old woman asked without 
any gesture:                                                                                                                                                                                    

       “Do you write dear?” 

     The girl said nothing. She just looked at the old woman. By chance, she noticed the old 
woman’s head. Half of her scalp was visible.  But still there were few black hair strands on her 
head. 

      “Before we achieved independence, there was an assembly where Vallathol attended….” The 
old woman said. 

        When she uttered the word ‘independence’, her artificial teeth set bulged out miserably. The 
sight filled the girl with abhorrence. As if to hide her uneasiness, she twisted and turned the folds 
of the light blue shawl of her churidar.  

         “What was independence at that time, wasn’t it madness for everyone? Everyone burnt 
nylon and nylex and only wore khaddar. I had a saree with black boarder. Even saree was a 
fashion at that time….” 

       Since the girl was irritated to watch the old woman trying with her tongue to bring back her 
teeth set to its original position, she shifted her glance to the bookshelves in the room. 

       On the topmost rack of the shelf, there were some of old framed photos. A black and white 
photo of someone garlanding on somebody stood authoritatively among others. Other photos 
were moth-eaten and water stained family photos. On the second and third rack, there were only 
few books. 

           The girl again unintentionally looked at the old woman. 

     “I wrote a poem when Vellyamama asked me to and read it in the assembly…. The fragrance 
of the flowers of imagination lives in our humble garden too…” 

      When the old woman uttered the word ‘fragrance’, her teeth set protruded again.  

   In her attempt to recite poem tunefully, her voice got strained quite a lot as if she cried out 
when somebody tried to strangle her. 

     “The Mahakavi.” The old woman joined her hands to greet with respect as if she saw 
Vallathol before her. 

     “He called me to him and kept both his hands on my head and blessed by saying: Saraswati, 
you are true Saraswati……” 
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       The old woman gently touched on her own head which Vallathol’s hands had touched. The 
girl discovered with disgust that there were black hair strands beneath her grey hair. 

      The room was filled with the smell of a sandalwood stick which had long since burned down. 
A hot breeze entered through the window madly, creating havoc in the room. A small steel flask 
kept on the table with faded table cloth shivered lightly. The ounce glass kept beside fell down 
and rolled. The aroma of some medicine instantly filled in the air. 

      Despite this, the girl had established a fondness for the room, which was packed with a 
variety of fragrances. This had to be the spacious room in the house, she thought. 

     "I was just nine years old at the time...” The old lady reminisced. But not like today's young 
ladies. I had the appearance of a sixteen-year-old. My spouse had noticed me during the event 
and…” She quickly stopped speaking and gently cut off a white thread that protruded from the 
edge of her neriyatu. She was dressed in a red-bordered mundu and neriyatu. Her white blouse 
had a few flaws, maybe owing to age. 

      As though agitated, the old woman stood up. She swayed unsteadily towards the shelf in the 
corner of the room. She sat in a chair near the shelf and poured through each book with rapt 
attention. The girl received the impression that the chair was a permanent feature in the room, 
and that the old woman sat in it on a regular basis to take the books. 

      "Not this...it is a book with a maroon cover…." Opening a book, the old woman remarked 
with tremendous enthusiasm. The girl shivered. The fine dust billowing up from the book when 
the old woman ruffled it again made the girl want to sneeze. When the old woman glanced at the 
girl, she didn't show any pity. 

       "I, too, faced this situation at times..." She took out a new book. "Isn't that why the book 
went missing? Due to my sneezing, I had been too lazy to keep the old newspapers, children's 
books, and other similar items in order... There was amongst all of this... This book somehow; 
somewhere... My husband would get upset if any old paper was spotted anywhere.... There was 
no paper or dust everywhere in the room. The place has to be kept clean at all times." Her breath 
trembled as she said. "Who could have predicted that a need like this would exist in old age?" 

      That had an emotional impact on the young girl. Who could deny it, right? She put the last 
book down and picked up a new one. "My husband was in jail when I wrote the first story. 
Communists were apprehended on the spot back then.” The elderly lady's artificial teeth 
trembled dreadfully as she said the word "story." 

     The girl stood up and walked to the window, irritated. In the strong breeze that had blown in 
again, she sought to brush the strands of hair that had fallen on to her face. Her finger was wet in 
sweat from the sindoor she had applied on her simantarekha earlier in the day. It stuck like a 
drop of blood for a little moment. Then slowly it fell down and died. Another note book was 
opened by the old woman.  

     "Ramankutty's old notebook. The story was written in the corner of this room, away from the 
sight of the husband’s mother, by the light of a lamp. When mother spotted someone reading or 
writing, she would become agitated. She'd wonder what good it would do for the family." 
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        She gently flipped the pages of the book. "It appears that when he stated that he likes the 
girl who read the poetry at the assembly, it caused a stir. Isn't that so? What good are tales and 
poetry if they aren't used? Girls, like mother says, should cook and give birth to children..." 

       Slowly, she flipped over the pages. 

    "Ramankutty was named by my husband. Let him grow as Rama, he added. Ravindranath was 
a name that I liked at that time. After that, I decided to grant his wish. Why argue just for the 
sake of it? Isn't my son my own, whether he's called Ravindranath or Ramankutty? As a result, I 
had no idea what to call Sreekutty. He named her Sreekumari… I had suggested Ramankutty that 
if he had children, he should name Ravindranath if is a boy and Mrinalini if t is a girl. Tagore's 
name is Ravindranath, right? Mrinalini is Tagore's wife..." 

       The girl quickly glanced out when it was time to pronounce 'Mrinalini.' 

      Despite this, the girl began to develop a bond with the old woman.  

     "The first story was about a woman who was imprisoned in the fight for independence." The 
girl pursed her lips and covertly touched her teeth with her tongue as the word "independence" 
was spelled. Were any loose? 

     Another notebook was opened by the old woman. "I carefully hid that story in order to read it 
to my husband. But when I told him I'd written a piece a few days after he got out of prison....." 

      The girl was watching with great anticipation. The old woman's face had darkened. She 
returned one book and took another since she was in a rush. 

      "Hmm.....It was a book like this, I believe. A blue-lined book similar to this one.  I started 
writing after putting "om" at the top. "Sriramajayam," I wrote at the top of the second story. My 
husband was in Delhi as M.P when I was writing the second story."  

      She put the book on the shelf after closing it. "I had a strong desire to see Delhi. He didn't 
take me, though. ‘Later,’ was the answer every time. The years slipped away. He took his mother 
and our children to Delhi once during their summer vacation. Who would look after the cows if I 
went as well? Who would light the lamp at the tomb of Father? These were Mother's inquiries. 
Anyway, I was never able to go."  

       The old woman leaned up close to the girl, as if revealing a grave secret. "That's when I 
started writing this second story..." The girl was now more curious on the old woman. 

      She wondered, "What was it all about?"  

          A woman who writes articles under a male pen name and submits them to periodicals. 
Finally, one of her stories wins a prize, and people start looking for her house. "Oh, that was 
certainly a story that I wrote," her husband responded after learning of this. 
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 The old woman laughed, revealing her fake teeth. "What everyone longs for...?”  

           The girl wanted to know more about the narrative when she put the book down and picked 
up another. She said, "What about the third story?" The old woman was going to pick another 
book from the shelf. Padmakshi entered the room with vessels in her hands at that very moment.  

     "Valliyamme... well, have you started studying again for the exams?" Padmakshi said loudly 
and mockingly. "It's been a long time since you began studying. “When will this be over?" She 
winked at the girl as if she were a child. After that, she set the vessels on the table. A little 
pitcher held kanji, and a large steel plate with rounded corners was used to pour it out and drink 
it, another tiny dish with two pappads.  "Valiyamme, do you want something to eat?" Come get 
the kanji, have your afternoon medicine, and sleep for a while... I'll swab your body as soon as 
you wake up." 

     "Don't raise your voice, girl," the old woman softly reprimanded. "You know, I can hear."  

       "Oh...so I'm to blame." Padmakshi's face contorted with scornful muscles. She shifted her 
gaze to the girl. "Dear, why didn't you attend the wedding?" she asked. "Didn't Sreemon 
convince you a lot? Wouldn't that be obvious that everyone is looking forward to see the new 
bride?" The girl remained silent. The old woman just laughed. 

        The rest of the story captivated the girl's curiosity. However, the old woman remained quiet. 
Padmakshi poured the kanji for her, and she drank it. She then headed to the washbasin. She 
cleaned her artificial teeth and placed them in a glass beside the basin after removing them. She 
walked slowly after cleaning her hands and face with the towel on the stand.  

 Padmakshi had grabbed a glass of water and a pill from the bottle on the table and was 
reaching out to her. The girl saw how difficult it was for the pill and water to get through the 
wrinkled throat. The pill was fighting with the thick violet vein. Then it gradually faded away. 
The old woman slid gently into the bed. 

 The girl's interest in hearing the rest of the story grew. 

     "She carried an old book with her. Since she lost her memory, she's been looking for it." 
Padmakshi whispered.  

"She would seek for it by climbing up to the attic and then down to the basement. Finally, tired 
of it, Radha chechi gave her some old books of Sreemon and Minumol.  That turned out to be a 
blessing in disguise. She'd spend the rest of her time flipping them over." The girl couldn't stop 
herself from sighing. "Come on over, dear! Valiyamma is now sleeping. She'll continue to lie 
like this till five o'clock in the evening."  

 When she walked out with the vessels, the girl stood there, confused of what to do. 

 "The third story..." she inadvertently muttered. With much difficulty, the old 
woman opens her drooping eyes forcefully and looked at the girl.  Then, with a nasty smile, she 
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replied, “Death." The girl was astonished. The old woman stroked a violet vein on her neck. 
"When you wrap the noose around this vein, it should tighten. Who'd have figured?" 

 Under the effect of a fear-like reaction, the girl's body shook. 

 "Don't go for the vein," she cautioned herself as she closed her eyes. "If you make a 
mistake, you will lose your memory."  

 The old woman remained silent for the rest of the conversation. The girl was standing in 
front of the mirror, observing her exposed neck, when Sreejith returned late that night. 

 "What are you looking for?" he asked, his voice annoyed, as though a master who had not 
been treated properly. 

 "A vein," she said sulkily. "The vein of memory.”    
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Lola 

 

My name filled her with astonishment. 

‘Is it a name in Sanskrit ?’  

‘Yes.’ 

 ‘Do you speak Sanskrit?’  

‘No.’ 

 ‘Then?’ 

 ‘Malayalam is a language that is closely connected to Sanskrit.’ 

‘Okay...but even then, can there be a name that could mean ‘the king of lotus’? 

 ‘King of Lotus?’ I was embarrassed and I replied. ‘We worship Lotus.’ 

 She looked a little embarrassed. She wanted to say something to me ...When I encouraged 

her, she finally asked me how the lotus became an object of worship. 

 ‘I don’t know.’  

‘What did O’Brien say?’  

‘I don’t know.’  

She looked  more shy.  

From the back of her neck a fine red glow of dawn spreads to her face. 

‘What do the petals of lotus signify?’ 

 ‘I don’t know.’  

‘What do the seeds of lotus mean?’ 

I was started to get irritated. Our conversation was starting to feel like a formal interview to 

me. I felt a little bored. I replied her with a voice reflecting my boredom.  



‘I don’t know. I’m leaving.’  

During that time I noticed a mischievous smile that stuck in her eyes. Then she left. 

 In the four months of my American life, it was the first time I saw an American woman shy. 

(Because a shy American girl was only a kind of imagination for me . That might also have 

been the reason why I was so much fascinated about Lola.) 

  

A page from the diary…… 

It seems like I have fallen in love with this literature scholar, Lola Milford. Let it be. A girl 

like Lola……the beautiful … lovable … Intelligent…talkative…! 

 Why did you touch my leg with your leg under the table... in the restaurant today?  

 Then, why did you… 

 Anyway, I am not able to read anything these days. This girl has made me crazy. I wanted to 

meet Lola at this moment. Now, in this night, in this night itself…  

Just like Audrey Hepburn , she had cropped her hair short .She  kept it spread on her 

forehead. I asked her, ‘ Is Audrey Hepburn  your favourite actor?’ 

 ‘No. Shirley McLaine…’  

I remembered Shirley’s eyes. Innocence was the soul of those beautiful eyes. I said. ‘Lola’s 

eyes are just like Shirley’s.’ 

 ‘Oh. Flattery’  

‘No’ 

‘Yes’  

‘No. No. Those eyes are the most beautiful I have ever seen. The most innocent…’ I said, 

‘…is you.’ She suddenly lowered her head and grabbed my hand. 

 I noticed... her eyes were wet and misty... 

 ‘I…’ She struggled to say something.  



 ‘Tell me.’ I said. ‘What is it?’. But without saying a word she just pressed my hand. 

     Lake of the Clouds was covered in darkness in front of us. Snow had started falling on the 

water. A motor boat was vaguely seen passing through some distance. 

 Lola started murmuring, ‘I… I…’ Her lips started trembling .The hand that she held my hand 

was started sweating. Whatever the reason was, I knew that she was not going to complete it. 

I also knew what she was struggling to say. 

 Michigan…While we were standing on top of St. Croix river, I kissed her...That was the 

night before returning to Ohio. The silence had filled around us. While we were walking 

towards the car, by holding my waist, she murmured, ‘I’m a virgin. Keep that in mind.’  

There was a black mole on Lola’s neck. She was sad about it. One of her teeth, on the top the 

fourth one from middle was artificial. Girls from Southwest America are more beautiful than 

the rest of the country; they are superior in the imagination too. Lola has both more than 

sufficient. She used to slip into poetry whenever she used to talk about her birthplace, Texas. 

 The cold breeze of Corpus Christi Bay…  

The wide park on the banks of San Antonio River…  

Come… Come to Texas once… 

 She used to write poems but she never published any. 

 ‘Why don’t you publish your poems?’ I asked.  

‘Because, I don’t want to be a second rated writer’ She said. She was so proud of American 

literature. She used to go crazy while talking about Mark Twain. She believed that Mark 

Twain is the greatest novelist of the world. Once when talking about him she invited me.  

‘Let’s go to Missouri next Sunday.’ 

 ‘Sure.’ 

Missouri...We stood under the giant statue of Mark Twain at Hannibal. The river that he 

immortalized flowed in front of us. Lola passionately talked about American literature... 



Christmas! I decided to spend the Christmas vacation to visit Las Vegas. Lola also was 

accompanying me. She appeared to be very sad during those days. She hated Las Vegas. 

 I asked. ‘What is it?’ It was the first time she told me about her father. He made money after 

coming to Ohio from Texas for the business. But he wasted all his wealth by playing Roulette 

from  Reno and Las Vegas. He lost everything  and he became a careless person.. Later he 

was sentenced by a court for murder. It was the first time I heard about  John Milford. His 

wife was a low class prostitute, she was the one who made infrequent appearances in TV and 

movie screens. When Lola started growing up, John Milford took her to Ohio. Lola never saw 

her mother after that. When we crossed the Reno Arch, Lola slanted on my shoulder.  

‘It was from here my father destroyed himself.’ She wept. 

 That day she drank uncontrollably. In the heat of liquor her childish cheeks and face turned 

red. She used some obscene language against the State of Nevada using her bladdered tongue. 

 ‘Is there any city like this in India?’ 

 ‘No.’ I said, proudly.  

‘Then, I also want to come to India.’ 

 In that evening ,when she became completely clear-headed …when we were riding two hired 

female horses through the shades. 

 She asked, ‘Shall I come to India?’ 

 I didn’t say anything. 

 ‘Can we marry?’ She asked.  

‘I’m a Hindu. I don’t know if a Hindu is free to marry a Christian.’ 

‘Then, can’t you convert to our religion?’She asked. 

 I smiled. I thought a very stupid belief that converting to another religion for a girl would be 

similar to slavery. We stopped when we reached at the banks of Lake Tahoe.  

She said to me suddenly. ‘We could live here itself.’ 

 I was unresponsive.  



Seeing that, she asked. ‘Do you need to take an American citizenship if you need to stay here 

permanently?’ 

 ‘I don’t know.’ 

 ‘Do I have to take Indian citizenship if I want to stay in India?’ 

 ‘I don’t know.’ My laziness flustered her. She abused both countries; Indian citizenship and 

American citizenship, India and America, Christian religion and Hindu religion, Hindu 

religion and Christian religion… she behaved like a madwoman for some time. While sitting 

in a hotel in the capital of Arizona, I described all of my circumstances to her. 

 ‘I would never be able to marry my dear Lola. You shouldn’t despair dear’. 

 ‘No. I won’t.’ She said. 

 I noticed that her voice was weakening. I explained my situation in detail. The family which 

is depended on me… my country’s poverty… the poverty of my house… (If it is not for this 

scholarship, I wouldn’t have been able to come here) A person like her who was born and 

brought up in the U.S, could never be happy there in India. There are no big cities and 

beaches like here. There’s only poverty there...but she did not understand. In front of us, 

below us, tall buildings of Phoenix lay scattered. The orchestra sang like something in hurry. 

She looked at me confused. 

 ‘Poverty?’ 

 She came to my room the day when Marilyn Monroe died. 

 ‘Our biggest star was a fool.’ I noticed that she was depressed. 

 ‘Anyway, it is better that these kind of assholes die.’ 

 We talked a lot about suicide and the reasons for that during that day. She believed anyone 

who commits suicide is a fool. Whoever they are, whatever the reason is... 

 I said in the middle, ‘When one gets depressed beyond a limit, sometimes…’  

Suddenly she became silent. 

After a minute, she asked. ‘How many days are left for you to go back?’ 



 ‘Three months.’ I said. 

 I have thought several times later that why did she asked me that question at that particular 

moment. 

A week before I returned, Lola said to me ‘This one week is mine. I will spend it the way I 

like... You should obey me.’ 

 I agreed. 

 ‘How are we going to spend this one week?’When I asked her, she replied without any 

doubts, ‘This one week is our honeymoon... from Southern California.’ 

 She said it with ease. Because she had unlimited money because an aunt of her had given it 

through a will before her death.  

Southern California… the famous Hollywood; wide streets with Orange trees, the very 

famous Rose bowl Stadium…She had said the truth from a house that was on one of the cliffs 

that stuck out to the ocean in La Jolla….that till then ,Lola Milford was a virgin. Mother had 

written to me earlier. That says, “ they want to have the wedding as soon as you come back.” 

 My future wife who grew up with me, wrote: ‘I wish to see you.’  

Through that white night we two sat on your window sill. (The poems of Zhivago.) 

‘Can you imagine that a child of yours is inside my womb?’  

‘Then…?’  

‘I will give birth to him .Right?’  

 ‘Yes. Then…?’  

‘I’ll raise him.’ 

 ‘Yes.’ 

 ‘He will grow up just like you. When he becomes just like what you are right  now ,I might 

be very old then, then ...then I will kill him.’ I felt a little  sad. Even then I asked her. 

‘Then, why don’t you kill me now?’ 



 ‘I don’t think I can do it.’ She said. She wept with her face pressed against earth. 

 ‘All these shouldn’t have happened .All these…’ A wind blowed from  the valley which had 

millions of Azalea flowers. Her hair started dancing lazily caught in that wind. I slowly put 

my hand on her shoulder. She jumped up and rubbed her eyes. After looking at me closely for 

a minute, in a new state of excitement by kissing my fingers, she said ‘Forgive me...’ 

Southern California is the land of sand dunes. A hot wind would be permeating in the 

atmosphere every time. Giant Joshua trees stood carrying heavy bunches of fruit ,in thirty feet 

height .While the wind blew, the branches shook and danced. Flowers flew in single and a 

group leaving the branches behind. I captured Lola in camera standing foreground with the 

background of a bunch of flowers. She posed, smiling beautifully. After taking the photo, she 

murmured as if to nobody: ‘It seems like I too will do that foolishness.’ 

‘What is it?’ I asked. 

 ‘The foolishness that Marilyn did’ The bells in Santa Barbara Mission tolled in a sad tune. 

The twilight flew low .The doors of  the ancient church closed silently. Through draining 

through mist, a bell toll from another church from some other place reached us 

. In the darkness, lying on my lap, Lola asked. ‘Isn’t that my way?’  

‘Don’t talk stupidity. You should give a good farewell to me, happily’ I said. She did not say 

anything. I felt sad. A lot of faces that I saw, in the San Gabriel Mission and the St. Charles 

Boromio that stood facing the Carmel Bay, entered into my mind. The brides and grooms of 

eternity!  

‘You should never do it.’ I said. ‘It’s a kind of cruelty.’ 

 The long black dresses which were moving in the distance melted into the dim light of the 

valley. Fog covered on the top of Orange trees. I wiped her wet cheeks.  

The last day...  

Lola pretended to be highly energetic. But, I knew that was just a mask. Until it became too 

late in the night, we wandered through the streets. She kissed me whenever we reached the 

dark spots in the streets. Nightclubs were becoming louder. We were not talking to each 

other. I feared that Lola’s faking would come to an end at  anytime and she would burst into 

tears. It happened in the turning of a road. We saw three youngsters taking a girl who was 



only wearing a bikini into the darkness. That girl was drunk. In an unclear voice she went on 

abusing someone. They disappeared in the darkness. After sometimes, someone sang in a 

rough voice. 

‘Golden memories, and silver Tears…’  

Lola said, ‘Let’s go.’  

We walked again. She was struggling to say something to me.  

After we walked a lot, she asked. ‘That stupid girl was trying to forget something by drinking 

and fornicating, right?’ 

 Her voice reflected her tears. I stopped her and looked into her eyes. They were filled.  

‘Let’s walk back.’ I said. 

 We walked towards the hotel. The doors closed. Only we both were there. It was too late in 

the night. We were able see the morning coming closer. I sat on the bed. Lola sat on the floor, 

near my feet. She kissed my hands smoothly, occasionally. Some other times, she silently 

looked at her face. It was difficult for me to believe that she was an American in those 

minutes. We both were parted in the morning. There was no chance of anything like meeting 

again.You may consider that I am dead and I will consider that you are dead. Farewell to the 

lips that kissed. 
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Panch Parameshwar 

Munshi Premchand 

Jumman Shiakh and Algu Chowdhry were very close friends. They were partners 
in cultivation. Some of their dealings were also done jointly. They trusted each 
other without reservation.  When Jumman had gone on hajj he had left his house 
under Algu’s care. And whenever Algu went out he left his house to Jumman to 
look after.  They neither inter-dined, nor were they of the same religion. But 
there was between them  a certain concurrence of views.  And that indeed is the 
basis of true friendship. 

Their friendship began when they were boys, and Jumman’s worshipful father, 
Jumeraati,  was their tutor. Algu had served his guru with great dedication, 
scrubbing many plates, washing many cups. He never let the guru’s hookah 
remain idle even for  a moment, because he got half an hour ’s respite from 
books every time he went on to light the chillum. Algu’s father was old-
fashioned in his views. He believed that serving the guru was more important 
than toiling to acquire knowledge. He would say that one acquired knowledge, 
not by reading books but through  the guru’s blessings and kindliness. 
Therefore, if Jumeraati Shaikh’s blessings or close contact with him did not 
yield results,  Algu should then rest content with the thought that he had tried his 
best but he did not succeed because he was not destined to acquire knowledge. 

However, Jumeraati Shaikh himself did not subscribe to this view. He had 
greater faith in his rod. And because of that rod Jumman was greatly admired in 
the villages around here. Not even the court clerk could raise any objection to 
the documents prepared by Jumman. The postman, the constable and the tehsil 
peon  – all  relied on his generosity. As a result,  while Algu was respected for his 
money, Jumman Shaikh was esteemed for his invaluable knowledge.  

Jumman Shaikh had an old aunt who had some property. She had no other near 
relation than Jumman. He had coaxed her into transferring this property in his 
name by making tall  promises. Until the transfer deed had been registered, the 
aunt was pampered and indulged. She was treated to many tasty dishes. It  was 
raining halwas and pulaos; but this hospitality came to a stamping halt as soon 
as the transfer deed was stamped.  Jumman’s wife, Kariman, began to dish out, 
along with rotis,  hot and bitter curries of words. Jumman Shikh too became cold. 



 2

Now the poor aunt had to swallow bitter words every day: Who knows how long 
would this old woman live! She thinks she has bought us by just transferring a 
few bighas of barren land. Rotis don’t go down her throat if her dal is not fried 
in ghee! We would have bought a whole village with the amount of money she 
has already swallowed!  

Khaala listened to all  this for a few days, and when she could stand it  no longer 
she complained to Jumman. Jumman didn’t think it  right to interfere in what was 
the domain of the mistress of the house. And this unpleasant state of affairs 
dragged on for some more time. At last the aunt said to Jumman, ‘Son, I can’t 
carry on like this. You pay me a sum regularly. I shall set up my own kitchen.’ 

Jumman retorted rudely, ‘Do you think we grow money here?’  

Khaala asked politely, ‘Do I or do I not need a bare minimum?’  

Jumman replied sternly, ‘We had never thought you had conquered death.’ 

Khaala was offended. She threatened to call the panchayat. Jumman laughed 
heartily like the hunter who laughs to himself as he watches the deer walking 
into his trap. He said, ‘Why not? Call the panchayat by all means. Let things be 
decided once for all .  I  don’t like these everyday quarrels.’ 

Jumman had no doubt at all  who would win at the panchayat. There was no one 
in the villages around who did not owe him a debt of gratitude; no one who 
would dare to antagonize him. Angels won’t won't descend from heavens to hold 
the panchayat. 

After this,  for many days, leaning on her stick, the old woman moved from 
village to village. Her back was bent like a bow.  Each step was painful.  But the 
issue had to be settled. 

There was hardly a soul to whom she did not narrate her tale of woe. A few 
dismissed her story with just lip sympathy. Some decried the world in general.  
‘One may have one’s foot in the grave, yet there is no end to greed! What does a 
person need? Eat your bread and remember Rama. Why bother about land and 
tilling now?’ There were some who got an opportunity to poke fun at her. Bent 
back, toothless mouth, matted hair – so much to laugh at! Just,  kind and 
compassionate people who would listen to this unfortunate woman’s sad story 
and console her were few indeed. Finally, she came to Algu Chowdhry’s door. 



 3

She threw down her stick and sat down to rest.  Then she said, ‘Son, you should 
also come to the panchayat meeting.’  

Algu said, ‘Why call me? There will be many people from the villages around.’ 

The old woman said, ‘I have cried my heart out to all .  But now it’s up to them to 
come.’ 

Algu said, ‘I shall come, but I won’t open my mouth.’ 

‘Why, son?’ 

‘What to say? My will.  Jumman is my old friend. I can’t go against him.’ 

‘Son, won’t you stand up for iman for fear of losing your friendship?’ 

Algu had no answer to this question, but these words were echoing in his mind: 
Won’t you stand up for iman for fear of losing your friendship?’ 

One evening the panchayat gathered under a tree. Shaikh Jumman had spread his 
sheet even before. He had made provision for paan, ilaichi,  hookah and tobacco. 
Although he himself was sitting with Algu Chowdhry at some distance. He 
greeted with a discrete salaam everyone who came to attend the panchayat 
meeting. Soon after sunset,  when the flocks of chattering birds had settled in the 
tree, the meeting began. Every inch of the ground was occupied, but most of 
those who had come were onlookers. Of those the old woman had invited only 
they who had a score to settle with Jumman had come. A fire was smouldering in 
one corner. There the barber was filling up chillum after chillum non-stop. It  
was impossible to decide whether the smoke rising from the burning cowdung 
cakes was thicker or that from the puffs exhaled by the hookah smokers. Boys 
were running all around, shouting, crying. It  was a noisy scene. The village dogs 
too had descended upon the scene in large numbers, hoping there would be a big 
feast here. 

The  five members of the panchayat sat down and the old woman began her 
submission. 

‘Pansho! It’s three years now, since I transferred all my property in the name of 
my nephew Jumman. You know all this. Jumman had promised to feed and clothe 
me till  my death. But I neither get enough to eat nor to wear. I have put up with 
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it  for a year. I can stand it  no longer. I’m a helpless widow. I can’t go to court.  
Where else should I come with my miserable tale except to you? I shall accept 
whatever you decide. If I’m at fault slap me. If Jumman is wrong, admonish him. 
Why does he want to earn the curses of a helpless woman? The word of the 
panch is the word of Allah. I shall obey your order without questioning it .’ 

Ramdhan Mishra, many of whose clients had been won over by Jumman, said, 
‘Jumman mian, choose your panchayat. Decide just now. Afterwards you will 
have to accept its judgement.’ 

Jumman saw that most of those present here were hostile to him for one reason 
or another. He said, ‘The word of the panchayat is the word of Allah. Let khaala 
choose whomsoever she wants. I have no objection.’  

The old woman shouted. ‘O man of Allah, why don’t you name the members? I 
should also know something.’ 

Jumman retorted angrily, ‘Don’t force me to open my mouth. You have 
complained. Choose whomsoever you like.’  

The aunt understood Jumman’s taunt. She said, ‘Son, fear Allah. What’re you 
insinuating. Members of panchayat don’t take sides. And if you can’t trust 
anyone, let it  go. Hope you trust Algu Chowdhry. Come on, I choose him as the 
sarpanch.’ 

Jumman was delighted, but hiding his feelings he said, ‘Let it  be Algu. For me 
Ramdhan Misr and Algu are the same.’   

Algu didn’t want to get involved in this. He said, ‘Khaala, you know that 
Jumman is my close friend.’ 

Khala said, ‘Son, no one barters his imaan for friendship. Khuda resides in the 
heart of a panch. Whatever the panch says is the word of Khuda.’  

Algu Chowdhry was designated the sarpanch. Ramdhan Mishra  and some others, 
hostile to Jumman, cursed the old woman in their hearts. 

Algu Chowdry said, ‘Shaikh Jumman, you and I are old friends.  We have helped 
each other on many occasions. But at this moment we are not friends. You and 



 5

khaala are equal in my eyes. You can put forward your case before the 
Panchayat.’ 

Jumman was sure that he would win the case. Algu was saying all this for a 
public show. Therefore he spoke in a very composed manner. ‘O members of the 
Panchayat, three years ago khaala jaan had transferred her property in my name. 
I had agreed to provide her with food and clothing till  her death. Allah is 
witness, I have never ill-treated her. I regard her as my mother and it  is my duty 
to serve her. My wife and she don’t always see eye to eye. What can I do in this? 
Khaala jaan is demanding a monthly allowance from me separately. All of you 
know the value of the property. It  is not so profitable that I can provide a 
monthly allowance to her out of it .  Moreover there is no mention of a monthly 
expense in the agreement. That’s all  I have to say. It  is now for the members of 
the panchayat to give their judgement.’ 

Algu Chowdhry needed to go to the court regularly for some or other of his 
business. This had made him a completely legal minded person. He began to 
cross examine Jumman.  Every word he said was like a hammer stroke on 
Jumman’s chest.  Ramdhan Mishra was enjoying it  all .  Jumman was taken aback 
at Algu’s conduct. Only just now he was talking to him like a friend, and now he 
seemed so changed and bent upon rooting him up. Was he trying to settle some 
old score? Will his long friendship be of no help? 

While Jumman Shaikh was lost in this mental tussle, Algu announced the 
judgement. 

‘Shaikh Jumman, the Panchayat has considered this matter.  To us it  looks fair 
and just that khaala jaan be given a monthly allowance.  We are of the view that 
the property is valuable enough to provide khaala jaan a monthly allowance. 
This is our decision. And if this is not acceptable to you, then the agreement for 
transfer of property would stand annulled.’  

Jumman was stunned to hear this decision. Your own friend behaving like an 
enemy, stabbing you on the neck! What else would you call it  except the 
vagaries of time? The very person on whom you had all the faith betrayed you 
when you needed him most.  Such are the times when friendship is tested. So 
that is what friendship is in the Kalyug. It  is such crooked and deceitful people 
who have brought so many calamities upon the country. The epidemics like 
cholera and plague were the punishment for such misdeeds. 
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On the other hand, Ramdhan Mishra and other members of the Panchayat were 
heartily praising Algu Chowdhry’s sense of justice. They said, ‘This is what a 
Panchayat is.  He has separated the grain from the chaff.  Friendship has its own 
place but to follow the dharma is the most important thing. The earth has stayed 
where it  is because of such truthful people or it  would have sunk underwater by 
now.’ 

This judgement shook the very foundation of Algu and Jumman’s friendship. The 
old intimacy was gone. Such an old tree of friendship could not stand just one 
blast of truth. Surely it  had stood on sandy ground. 

Now their relationship turned very formal, and limited to mere courtesies. They 
met but just as a sword meets a shield. 

Algu’s treachery troubled Jumman day and night. He was always looking for an 
opportunity to take revenge. 

The fruit of a good deed done takes a long time to mature, but not so of a bad 
deed. The opportunity to take revenge came to Jumman very soon. A year ago 
Algu Chowdhry had purchased a fine pair of oxen from Batesar. The oxen were 
of the Pachchain breed, handsome and having long horns. For months people 
from the neighbouring villages came to cast their admiring glances at the pair.  It  
was just a chance that one of the oxen died just a month after Jumman’s 
panchayat. Jumman said to his friends, ‘This is punishment for his treachery. 
One may rest content but God keeps watch on our good and bad deeds.’ Algu on 
the other hand began to suspect that Jumman had poisoned the ox. His wife too 
threw the blame on Jumman. She said Jumman had done some mischief. And one 
day a war of words broke out between Algu’s wife and Kariman. Words flowed 
in great streams from both sides. All the similes and metaphors, sarcasms and 
hyperboles were exhausted. Jumman somehow pacified them. He rebuked his 
wife into silence and made her quit the battlefield. On the other side Algu used 
the stick to silence his wife. 

Now a single ox was of no use. Algu tried to find a matching one but without 
success. At last he decided to sell him off.  There was a trader named Samjhu 
Sahuji who drove a single-ox cart.  He carried gur and ghee from the village to 
the market and returned with oil and salt,  which he sold in the village. He 
thought of buying this ox. If he had this ox, he would be able to make three trips 
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easily. These days it  was difficult to make even one. He looked at the ox, yoked 
him to his cart for a trial,  got the hair on his body examined to know whether he 
was a propitious animal to buy, bargained the price and finally bought him. He 
promised to pay the price within one month. Algu Chowdhry agreed, unmindful 
of any loss. 

As soon as Samjhu Sahuji had the ox he began to drive him hard. He made three 
to four trips every day, without caring to feed and water the animal properly. All 
he cared was to drive him. When he took him to the market he fed him with 
some dry fodder. And before he could breathe easy he was yoked again. At Algu 
Chowdhry’s home the ox had a very easy existence. He was yoked to a chariot-
like cart once in a while and then he would go racing for miles without care. At 
Algu’s house his daily diet consisted of clean water, ground arhar dal,  fodder 
mixed with oil cake; and not only this, on occasions he had the pleasure of 
tasting ghee too. From morning till  evening an attendant looked after him, 
brushed his hair,  cleaned and patted his body. That life of peace and enjoyment, 
and this twenty-four hour grind! He became emaciated just in one month. The 
moment he saw the yoke his mouth dried up. Moving even a step became 
difficult.  Bones became visible. But he was self-respecting. He didn’t like to be 
punished. 

One day while on his fourth trip, Samjhu Sahuji put a double load on him. 
Exhausted  after the day’s work the ox was unable to lift  his feet.  But Sahuji 
kept on whipping him. He ran with all his strength, and after a short distance 
slowed down to catch his breath. But Sahuji,  in a hurry to reach home, kept on 
lashing at him with his whip. He once again tried to pick up pace but his 
strength failed. He collapsed and did not rise again. Sahuji whipped him 
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mercilessly, pulled his legs, pushed a stick into his nostrils,  but how would a 
dead animal rise on his feet? When Sahuji suspected the worst he cast an intent 
look at the ox, then unyoked him, wondering how to drive the cart home. He 
shouted but the country pathways, like the eyes of children, close at sunset.  He 
could not find any help. There was no village close by. In anger he delivered a 
few more lashes to the dead animal, and cursed him, ‘You wretch, if you had to 
die you should have done it  after reaching home.  

 Sahuji was burning with anger. He had sold many sacks of gur and many tins of 
ghee. So he was carrying two hundred fifty rupees tucked at his waist.  In 
addition there were a few sacks of salt and tins of oil on the cart.  He just 
couldn’t go away leaving them here. Helpless, he lay down on the cart.  He 
decided to spend the night keeping awake. He smoked a chillum, sang a song, 
smoked again and in this way he tried to keep awake till  midnight.  He thought 
he had kept awake throughout, but when he opened his eyes at the break of day 
and touched his waist he found the pouch containing the money missing. A few 
tins of oil were also missing. In anguish the poor man beat his head and fell flat 
on the ground. He reached home wailing and weeping. When Sahuji’s wife heard 
the story, first she cried and then started cursing Algu Chowdhry for having sold 
them an unpropitious ox that had caused the loss of their life-long earning.
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3UHPDOHNKDQDP�
%\�9DLNRP�0RKDPPHG�%DVKHHU

9DLNRP 0RKDPPHG %DVKHHU ZDV DQ ,QGLDQ LQGHSHQGHQFH DFWLYLVW DQG ZULWHU RI
0DOD\DODP OLWHUDWXUH� %HVLGHV KLV YRFDWLRQ DV D ZULWHU� KH ZDV D IUHHGRP ILJKWHU�
QRYHOLVW DQG VKRUW VWRU\ ZULWHU� +LV GRZQ�WR�HDUWK VW\OH RI ZULWLQJ KDG DOVR ZRQ KLP
ZLGH DFFODLP DPRQJ UHDGHUV DQG FULWLFV� +H LV HVSHFLDOO\ IDPRXV IRU KLV QRYHOV DQG
VKRUW�VWRULHV�

3UHPDOHNKDQDP LV D ZLWW\ VWRU\ ZKLFK FULWLFL]HV WKH GRZU\ V\VWHP SUHYDOHQW LQ WKRVH
WLPHV� 7KH QRYHO DOVR VXSSRUWV LQWHU�FDVWH DQG LQWHU�UHOLJLRXV PDUULDJHV� ,QGLUHFWO\�
WKH QRYHO DOVR SODFHV KLJK YDOXH RQ PDULWDO OLIH� 7KH VXFFHVV RI D PDUULDJH VROHO\
GHSHQGV RQ KRZ ZHOO WZR LQGLYLGXDOV FRPPXQLFDWH ZLWK HDFK RWKHU DQG KRZ WUXH
WKH\ DUH� 7KH VHWWLQJ RI WKH QRYHO LV .HUDOD DQG WKH ERRN ZDV SXEOLVKHG LQ ����� 7KH
WLWOH RI WKH ERRN FRPHV IURP WKH OHWWHU WKDW .HVKDYDQ 1DLU FRPSRVHV WR UHYHDO WR
6DUDPPD KLV ORYH IRU KHU� 9DLNRP 0RKDPPHG %DVKHHU� EHLQJ D ORYHU RI KXPDQLW\�
ZURWH VDUFDVWLFDOO\ DERXW WKH SUHVVLQJ FRQFHUQV WKDW VRFLHW\ IDFHG LQ WKRVH WLPHV�
7KH�QRYHO�SUREHV�LQWR�WKH�PDWWHU�RI�LQWHU�UHOLJLRXV PDUULDJHV�

.HVKDYDQ 1DLU� WKH KHUR RI WKH QRYHO� LV D WHQDQW LQ 6DUDPPD¶V IDWKHU¶V KRXVH� +H LV
DQ KRQHVW DQG KDUGZRUNLQJ VLPSOHWRQ ZKR ZDV KRSHOHVVO\ LQ ORYH ZLWK 6DUDPPD�
6DUDPPD LV D \RXQJ� EHDXWLIXO� XQPDUULHG� XQHPSOR\HG DQG KDSS\�JR�OXFN\ ZRPDQ
ZKR KDG QRW D FDUH LQ WKH ZRUOG� 6KH LV WKH KHURLQH RI WKH QRYHO DQG KDV WKH FRXUDJH
WR VSHDN RXW KHU PLQG WR DQ\RQH DQG LQ ZKDWHYHU VLWXDWLRQ� 6KH KDV NHHQ LQWHUHVW LQ
.HVKDYDQ 1DLU EXW KDV PDQDJHG WR FOHYHUO\ GLVJXLVH KHU IHHOLQJV IRU KLP� 7KLV LV LQ
VWDUN FRQWUDVW WR JLUOV RI WKH SUHVHQW GD\� +H KDG EHHQ LQ ORYH ZLWK 6DUDPPD IRU D
ORQJ�WLPH�EXW�GLG�QRW�KDYH�WKH�FRXUDJH�WR�IDFH�KHU ZLWK�D�SURSRVDO�
,W DOO EHJLQV ZKHQ RQH GD\ KH PXVWHUV WKH FRXUDJH WR ZULWH D ORYH OHWWHU WR 6DUDPPD�
EXW GRHVQ¶W KDYH WKH FRQILGHQFH WR JLYH LW WR KHU� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU SHQV GRZQ LQ KLV
OHWWHU WR 6DUDPPD H[WUHPHO\ VHQWLPHQWDO DQG SHUVRQDO WKRXJKWV RI KLV� 7KH OHWWHU LV
EULHI��+H�VD\V�

³0\�GHDUHVW�6DUDPPD�
:KHQ OLIH LV DW LWV PRVW LQWHQVH VWDWH RI \RXWK DQG RQH¶V KHDUW KDV UHDFKHG LWV PRVW
EHDXWLIXO VWDWH RI ORYH� KRZ GRHV P\ GHDUHVW IULHQG VSHQG KHU WLPH GXULQJ WKLV UDUH
DQG VKRUW�OLYHG EHDXWLIXO SHULRG RI OLIH" $V IRU PH� , DP OLYLQJ HDFK PRPHQW RI P\ OLIH
ZLWK P\ PLQG VWLUULQJ KRSHOHVVO\ LQ ORYH ZLWK P\ 6DUDPPD� :KDW DERXW 6DUDPPD" ,
UHTXHVW \RX WR WKLQN GHHSO\ DQG NLQGO\ EOHVV PH ZLWK D VZHHWO\ JHQHURXV UHSO\ DV
VRRQ�DV�SRVVLEOH�

6DUDPPD¶V�RZQ�

.HVKDYDQ�1DLU«�´

/HWWHU LQ KLV SRFNHW� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU UHWXUQV WR KLV UHQWHG URRP IURP WKH EDQN KH LV
ZRUNLQJ�

8SRQ UHDFKLQJ WKH UHQWHG KRXVH� KH LV VXUSULVHG WR VHH 6DUDPPD XVLQJ D ORQJ VWLFN
WR JHW VRPHWKLQJ IURP KLV URRP� +H LV D ELW VDG WKLQNLQJ VKH LV VQHDNLQJ DQG WU\LQJ WR



VWHDO VRPHWKLQJ� VR VWDQGV WKHUH ZDWFKLQJ RQ VLOHQWO\� +H WKRXJKW WKDW 6DUDPPD ZDV
XQDZDUH RI KLV SUHVHQFH� %XW 6DUDPPD KDG DOUHDG\ VHHQ KLP DSSURDFK DQG VWDQG
WKHUH TXLHWO\� 6KH DVNHG KLP WR FRPH XS WR KLV UHQWHG URRP� 6KH DVNHG KLP LI KH
WKRXJKW�VKH�ZDV�D�WKLHI�DQG�DOO�KH�FRXOG�GR�ZDV�VWDPPHU�

7KHQ VKH VWDWHG WKDW VKH ZDV PHUHO\ WU\LQJ WR JHW KROG RI D QHZ PDJD]LQH ZKLFK WKH
SRVWPDQ KDG IOXQJ LQ WKURXJK WKH RSHQ ZLQGRZ� DV VKH ZDV WLUHG RI ERUHGRP� VLWWLQJ
LGOH LQ WKH KRXVH� $SSDUHQWO\� VKH KDG QR ZRUN WR GR� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU GRHVQ
W KDYH
PXFK RI DQ RSLQLRQ DERXW ZRPHQ� +LV RSLQLRQ LV WKDW ZRPHQ KDYH µPRRQOLJKW¶ LQ WKHLU
EUDLQV� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU GRHV QRW FRQVLGHU ZRPHQ WR EH LQWHOOLJHQW EHLQJV ZKR DUH
FDSDEOH RI GHFLGLQJ DV ZHOO DV PHQ GR� LI QRW EHWWHU� +H PXVHV ZK\ FDQ¶W VKH VSHQG
KHU WLPH ORYLQJ KLP DV KHU HGXFDWLRQ KDG EHHQ VWRSSHG E\ KHU VWHS�PRWKHU� +H IHHOV
LW LV WKH LGHDO WLPH WR VKRZ KLV ORYH DQG KHVLWDQWO\ JLYHV KHU WKH OHWWHU� +H NHHSV
ZRQGHULQJ ZK\ VKH FDQ¶W VSHQG KHU WLPH LQ ORYLQJ KLP DV VKH UHDGV WKURXJK KLV
OHWWHU� 6KH UHDGV LW DQG ZLWKRXW DQ\ H[SUHVVLRQ FUXPSOHV LW LQ KHU SDOP DQG WKURZV LW
RQ WKH IORRU� +H IHOW IHPDOHV ZHUH KDUG�KHDUWHG� 6R KH RSHQV WKH GRRU DQG KDQGV KHU
WKH�PDJD]LQH��6KH�IOLFNV�WKURXJK�WKH�SDJHV�DV�LI�QRWKLQJ KDG�KDSSHQHG�

7KHQ ERWK RI WKHP WDON FDVXDOO\ WR HDFK RWKHU� LJQRULQJ WKH FUXPSOHG OHWWHU� 7KH\ WDON
DERXW 6DUDPPD¶V IDWKHU DQG VWHS PRWKHU DQG FRQWHPSODWH DERXW KRZ KHU
VLJQLILFDQFH LQ KHU RZQ KRXVH KDV GHFOLQHG� +HQFH� KHU URRP KDV EHHQ JLYHQ RXW IRU
UHQW DQG WKDW LV WKH UHDVRQ ZK\ .HVKDYDQ 1DLU LV VWD\LQJ LQ KHU KRXVH� $ ORW RI GHEW
FDPH LQ GXH WR WKH WUHDWPHQWV JLYHQ WR KHU ODWH PRWKHU� $OVR IRU FUHPDWLQJ KHU
PRWKHU¶V GHDG ERG\� D ORW RI PRQH\ KDG EHHQ VSHQW� 7KDW GHEW ZDV SDLG EDFN XVLQJ
WKH GRZU\ RI KHU VWHS PRWKHU� 6KH IHHOV UHJUHWIXO� WKLQNLQJ WKDW LI KHU ELRORJLFDO
PRWKHU ZHUH DOLYH IRU WZR PRUH \HDUV� WKHQ VKH FRXOG KDYH FRPSOHWHG KHU %$ DQG
JRW LQWR D MRE� ZKLFK ZRXOG KDYH OHVVHQHG KHU PLVHU\ DQG ERUHGRP� )XUWKHUPRUH�
VKH ZRXOG KDYH EHHQ FUHDWLYHO\ HPSOR\HG DQG ZRXOG KDYH EHHQ DEOH WR FRQWULEXWH
VRPH PRQH\ WR PDNH XS IRU WKH PRQWKO\ H[SHQGLWXUHV� $Q DGGLWLRQDO VRXUFH RI
LQFRPH ZRXOG DOVR KDYH GUDVWLFDOO\ LPSURYHG KHU PRUDO VWDWH DQG VKH ZRXOG¶YH EHHQ
PRUH UHVRXUFHIXO� 6KH ZRXOG¶YH EHHQ ILQDQFLDOO\ PRUH VWDEOH� $OVR� VKH ZRXOG¶YH
SURXGO\ EHHQ DEOH WR VD\ WKDW VKH ZDV D PHPEHU ZKR ZDV FRQWULEXWLQJ WRZDUGV WKH
QDWLRQDO�HDUQLQJV��6KH�IHHOV�WKDW�OLIH�KDG�EHHQ�XQIDLU WR�KHU�

.HVKDYDQ 1DLU WULHV WR FRQVROH KHU E\ VD\LQJ WKDW HYHQ WKRVH ZKR SDVVHG %$ RU 0$
DUH ZDONLQJ DURXQG MREOHVV QRZ� (YHQ WKH HGXFDWHG \RXWK KDG WR URDP LQ VHDUFK RI D
MRE LQ RUGHU WR HDUQ D PRQWKO\ LQFRPH� 6R KH V\PSDWKLVHV ZLWK KHU SUHVHQW VLWXDWLRQ
DQG DVNV KHU WR EH EROG� +H SURYLGHV KHU ZLWK PRUDO VXSSRUW DQG DVNV KHU WR IRUJHW
DERXW WKH SDVW DQG OLYH LQ WKH SUHVHQW� 7KHQ� 6DUDPPD ZDQWV WR NQRZ LI WKHUH LV DQ\
YDFDQF\ LQ WKH EDQN WKDW KH LV ZRUNLQJ LQ� +H UHSOLHV LQ WKH QHJDWLYH VD\LQJ WKDW LW LV D
VPDOO EDQN� 6KH SHUVLVWV E\ DVNLQJ LI WKHUH LV DQ\ RWKHU MRE VXLWDEOH IRU KHU� .HVKDYDQ
1DLU URPDQWLFDOO\ FRQWHPSODWHV WKDW KLV KHDUW KDV D YDFDQF\� VKH FRXOG HDVLO\ JHW LQ
WKHUH ZLWKRXW DQ\ EULEH RU UHFRPPHQGDWLRQ� +H VSHDNV WR KHU HQWLFLQJO\� 7KLQNLQJ LQ
WKLV PDQQHU� KH VDLG WKDW WKHUH LV D YHU\ JRRG YDFDQF\ DERXW ZKLFK KH ZLOO VD\ WKH
QH[W GD\� $ KDSS\ 6DUDPPD GRHVQ¶W GLVFXVV DW DOO DERXW WKH FUXPSOHG ORYH OHWWHU� EXW
JRHV DZD\ ZLWK KHU ORQJ VWLFN DQG WKH QHZ PDJD]LQH� 6KH GZHOOV TXLWH PHUULO\ LQ KHU
RZQ�WKRXJKWV�DQG�JRHV�DERXW�KDSSLO\�ZLWK�KHU�DIIDLUV�

7KH QH[W GD\ ZKHQ .HVKDYDQ 1DLU UHWXUQV� KH FROOHFWV WKH URRP NH\ DQG PDJD]LQH
IURP�6DUDPPD�



$ IHZ PLQXWHV ODWHU� VKH VORZO\ FRPHV XS WR KLV URRP DQG DVNV DERXW KHU MRE� 7KLV
WLPH� KH KDV IXQ LQ FRQWLQXLQJ WKH VXVSHQVH� +H DVNV KHU LI VKH NQRZV KRXVH FKRUHV�
6KH DVNV LI WKH MRE LV WKDW RI D FKHI� +H PRFNV KHU DVNLQJ LI VKH LV D VRFLHW\ ODG\ DQG
DVNV KHU ZKDW DOO WKLQJV DUH NHSW LQ KHU µYDQLW\ EDJ¶� 6DUDPPD EHFRPHV DOO WKH PRUH
FXULRXV DERXW KHU QHZ MRE� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU GHOD\V IXUWKHU VD\LQJ KH IHOW VKH PD\ QRW
OLNH WKH QHZ MRE� DIWHU DOO� 6KH VD\V ZKDWHYHU LW LV� VKH ZLOO WDNH LW XS DV KHU DLP ZDV
WR HVFDSH IURP WKH KRXVH� ZKLFK ZDV OLNH D SULVRQ WR KHU� +HU SDUHQWV GLG QRW KDYH
WKH�PRQH\�WR�SD\�GRZU\�DQG�WKDW�ZDV�VRPHWKLQJ�LPSRUWDQW LQ�KHU�FRPPXQLW\�

6KH SHUVLVWV ZLWK KHU TXHVWLRQV RQ WKH QHZ MRE DQG VR ILQDOO\� KHVLWDQWO\� KH
GLVFORVHV WKDW WKH QHZ MRE LV� MXVW OLNH KH ORYHV KHU� KHU MRE ZDV PHUHO\ WR ORYH KLP
EDFN� 7R KLV VXUSULVH� VKH DFFHSWV LW DQG HQTXLUHV ZKDW KHU VDODU\ ZLOO EH� +H VD\V
UXSHHV WZHQW\ RQO\� DV LW LV D VPDOO EDQN DQG KH KDG D WRXJK WLPH ZRUNLQJ QLQH KRXUV
WKHUH HYHU\ GD\� 6DUDPPD QXOOLILHV LW VD\LQJ WKDW LV QRWKLQJ FRPSDUHG WR KHU µQHZ
MRE¶� ZKLFK GHPDQGV KHU IXOO DWWHQWLRQ WZHQW\ IRXU KRXUV� 6KH DVNV LI WKH MRE ZDV
WHPSRUDU\ RU SHUPDQHQW� KH VD\V LW LV WKH ODWWHU� 6KH DVNV LI LW ZLOO FRQWLQXH HYHQ DIWHU
KLV GHDWK� ZRQGHULQJ ZKR ZLOO SD\ KHU DIWHU WKDW DQG VXPPDUL]LQJ WKDW QR RQH ZLOO SD\
KHU LQ WKDW FDVH� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU UHSOLHV WKDW WKH\ ZLOO GLH WRJHWKHU� 6DUDPPD IHHOV
WKDW�ZDV�VR�VHOILVK�RI�KLP�

6KH IXUWKHU DVNV LI KH ZLOO OLVWHQ WR KHU� :KHQ KH UHSOLHV SRVLWLYHO\ VKH DVNV LI KH ZLOO
EH UHDG\ WR NLOO VRPHERG\ LI VKH VD\V VR� 7KHQ ILQDOO\� VKH VD\V WKDW WKHUH LV QR QHHG
IRU VXFK GUDVWLF DFWV� ,QRUGHU WR SURYH KHU SRLQW� KH ZRXOG KDYH WR GR WKH \RJLF
SRVWXUH RI VKHHUVKDVDQD� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU GRHV LW HDVLO\ DQG VKH LV LPSUHVVHG� +H
RQFH DJDLQ DVNV LI VKH KDV DFFHSWHG WKH µQHZ MRE¶ WR ZKLFK VKH DQVZHUV WKDW VKH FDQ
UHSO\ WKH QH[W GD\ RQO\� 7KLV EXLOGV XS WKH VXVSHQVH LQ KLP DQG KH DVNV WKH VDPH
TXHVWLRQ WKH QH[W GD\ WRR DQG VKH JLYHV WKH VDPH UHSO\� 7KLV FRQWLQXHV IRU PDQ\
GD\V DQG .HVKDYDQ 1DLU IHHOV LQVDQH ZLWK KHU UHSHDWHG GHQLDO WR KLV SURSRVDO�
'HMHFWHG E\ KHU DSDWK\� KH GHFLGHV WR FRPPLW VXLFLGH� +H IHOW WKDW 6DUDPPD ZDV
FUXHOO\ SUH\LQJ RQ KLV SRRU KHDUW DQG KDG ORVW DOO KRSHV RI JHWWLQJ D SRVLWLYH UHSO\
IURP�KHU�

6DUDPPD WRRN KLV WKUHDW LQ D OLJKW KHDUWHG PDQQHU� 6DUDPPD FRROO\ DVNV ZKHQ DQG
KRZ KH SODQV WR FRPPLW VXLFLGH� 6KH JRHV RQ D VWHS IXUWKHU DQG JLYHV VXJJHVWLRQV
IRU LW� +H FRXOG OLH GRZQ RQ D UDLOZD\ WUDFN� RU KDQJ KLPVHOI RQ D EHDXWLIXO IORZHULQJ
WUHH� 2U MXPS RII IURP D ERDW LQ WKH PLGGOH RI D ODNH DIWHU KDQJLQJ WKH RWKHU HQG RI
WKH URSH ZLWK D URFN� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU IHOW DOO WKHVH VXJJHVWLRQV ZHUH WRR FUXHO DQG
WKRXJKW WKDW VKH ZDV PDNLQJ KLP IHHO PLVHUDEOH RQ SXUSRVH� +H IHOW WKDW VKH ZDV D
KDUG KHDUWHG DQG LQVLQFHUH VRXO� 6DUDPPD ZDV MRNLQJO\ HYDGLQJ DOO KLV WKUHDWV ZLWK
ZLWW\ UHSOLHV ZKLFK IXUWKHU PDGH .HVKDYDQ 1DLU GHVSHUDWH DQG GLVLOOXVLRQHG ZLWK
ORYH� +H GHFODUHV WKDW KH ZLOO FRPPLW VXLFLGH LQ WKDW YHU\ UHQWHG URRP� ZULWLQJ D
VXLFLGH QRWH� LQ ZKLFK KH ZLOO FODULI\ 6DUDPPD¶V LQQRFHQFH� +H ZLOO ZULWH WKDW KH ORYHG
KHU YHU\ PXFK� KDG JLYHQ KHU D ORYH OHWWHU DQG WKDW VKH KDG FUXPSOHG LW� \HW VKH KDV
QR UROH LQ KLV GHDWK� 6KH IXUWKHU JRHV RQ WR QHJOHFW WKH VHULRXVQHVV RI KLV IHHOLQJV
DQG GHFODUHV WKDW VKH KDG XVHG WKH SDSHU RQ ZKLFK KH KDG ZULWWHQ WKH ORYH OHWWHU WR
NHHS FKDUFRDO� 1RZ� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU ZDV VXUH WKDW VKH ZDV VWRQH�KHDUWHG DQG WKDW
VKH FRXOG QHYHU ORYH KLP� 7KLV PDGH KLP IDOO LQWR D VXOWU\ VWDWH DQG KH KDG QR FKRLFH
EXW�WR�PRSH�DURXQG�KLV�KRXVH�

)RU PDQ\ GD\V KH ZDV VXON\� +H IHOW DOO ZRPHQ ZHUH KDUG KHDUWHG DQG PHDQ� %XW
RQH HYHQLQJ� 6DUDPPD FDPH WR KLP DQG VWRRG ZLWK KDQGV H[WHQGHG� $QG WKHQ WR KLV



VXUSULVH� VKH SROLWHO\ DVNHG IRU KHU VDODU\� 6HHLQJ KLV VXUSULVH� VKH DVNV ZK\ VKH
FDQ¶W WDNH WKH VDODU\� ZKHQ IRU D PRQWK VKH KDG DFFHSWHG WKH MRE DQG ZDV ZDONLQJ
DURXQG ZLWK ORYH IRU KLP� 7KLV FRQYHUVDWLRQ PDNHV .HVKDYDQ 1DLU HOHYDWHG DQG KH
HQTXLUHV ZK\ VKH GLGQ¶W WHOO KLP WKDW VKH KDG DFFHSWHG WKH MRE� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU IHOW
WKDW KH FRXOG VLQJ IRU MR\ DIWHU ILQGLQJ WKDW VKH KDG DFFHSWHG KLV SURSRVDO� 6DUDPPD
UHSOLHV WKDW LW ZDV KLV RZQ IDXOW WKDW LQVWHDG RI ORYLQJ KHU� KH ZDV VXON\ DQG WDONLQJ
DERXW�VXLFLGH�RQO\�

.HVKDYDQ 1DLU WDNHV KHU WR WKH URRP DQG JLYHV KHU DQ HQYHORSH DGGUHVVHG ³0UV�
6DUDPPD´ LQ ZKLFK KH KDG SXW WZR WHQ UXSHH QRWHV� 6KH H[DPLQHV WKH QRWHV DQG
DVNV LI WKH\ DUH QRW FRXQWHUIHLW� 6KH IXUWKHU VD\V QRW WR GHOD\ KHU VDODU\ QH[W WLPH DQG
WKDW VKH PXVW JHW WKH VDODU\ RQ WKH ILUVW RI HYHU\ PRQWK� 6KH GLGQ¶W DOORZ KLP WR
IRQGOH KHU HYHQ� VD\LQJ WKDW WKDW FODXVH ZDVQ¶W LQ WKHLU DJUHHPHQW� ,W ZDVQ¶W D SDUW RI
WKH MRE GHVFULSWLRQ� DFFRUGLQJ WR 6DUDPPD� DQG VKH ZRXOGQ¶W DOORZ KLP WR HYHQ WRXFK
KHU�ZLWKRXW�KHU�SHUPLVVLRQ��6XFK�ZDV�KHU�VHQVH�RI PRGHVW\�DQG�SURSULHW\�

)LYH PRQWKV SDVVHG RQ WKLV ZD\� 'XULQJ WKH WKLUG PRQWK� 6DUDPPD LQIRUPHG
.HVKDYDQ 1DLU WKDW VKH KDG ZRQ D ORWWHU\ RI UXSHHV WKRXVDQG XVLQJ RQH UXSHH RI KHU
VDODU\ ZKLFK KH ZDV JLYLQJ HYHU\ PRQWK� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU ZDV VKHOO�VKRFNHG DIWHU
KHDULQJ WKH QHZV EXW GLGQ¶W SUREH GHHS LQWR KHU DIIDLUV� +H GLGQ¶W VHHP LQWHUHVWHG LQ
ILQDQFLDO PDWWHUV� +H MXVW ORYHG KHU WUXO\ DQG VHOIOHVVO\� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU ZDV QRW D
ZRUOGO\ PDQ� +H ZDV QRW PRQH\�PLQGHG DQG GLG QRW ZLVK WR LQGXOJH LQ KHU ILQDQFLDO
DIIDLUV�

$V SHU KHU LQVWUXFWLRQV� KH ODWHU DSSOLHV IRU MREV DEURDG� 2Q KLV SDUW� KH DOVR GLG
FHUWDLQ WKLQJV WKDW VKH GLGQ¶W GHPDQG� VXPPRQ WKH GRFWRU ZKHQ VKH ZDV VLFN DQG
SD\ IRU WKH PHGLFLQHV� JLYH KHU WKH PHGLFLQHV RQ WLPH� SDFLI\ KHU ZKHQ VKH KDG
SUREOHPV ZLWK KHU VWHS PRWKHU� DGYLFH KHU IDWKHU UHJDUGLQJ GXWLHV RI D IDWKHU HWF� %XW
6DUDPPD QHYHU RUDOO\ WKDQNHG KLP IRU WKHVH IDYRXUV� 1RW HYHQ RQFH GLG VKH PHQWLRQ
WKHP LQ KHU FRQYHUVDWLRQV ZLWK KLP� 6KH ZDV DV GLVWDQW DQG LQGLIIHUHQW LQ KHU
UHODWLRQVKLS DV FRXOG SRVVLEO\ EH� 2Q WKH FRQWUDU\� VKH ZRXOG PRFN KLP DW WLPHV ZLWK
WKH ZRUGLQJV IURP KLV ORYH OHWWHU� ZKLFK RIWHQ PDGH KLP GHIHQVLYH� +RZHYHU�
6DUDPPD¶V SUHVHQFH PDGH KLP ZDUP DQG FRV\� 6DUDPPD¶V FRPSDQ\ KDG EHHQ DOO
WKDW .HVKDYDQ 1DLU KDG GUHDPHG RI LQ D IXWXUH SDUWQHU� VKH ZDV NLQG DQG
FRQVLGHUDWH� 0RUHRYHU� VKH KDG WKH DGGHG FKDUPV RI VHOIOHVVQHVV� D ORYLQJ DWWLWXGH
DQG UHVSHFW IRU RWKHUV� +H IHOW OLNH VHHLQJ KHU DOO WKH WLPH DQG ORYLQJ KHU DOO WKH PRUH�
%XW 6DUDPPD SUHWHQGHG HYHU\WKLQJ ZDV QRUPDO DQG GLGQ¶W PDNH DQ\ HIIRUW WR GR
DQ\WKLQJ VSHFLDO WR SURYH ZK\ VKH GHVHUYHG D VDODU\ RI UXSHHV WZHQW\ IURP
.HVKDYDQ 1DLU� 6DUDPPD ZDV QRW VRPHERG\ ZKR ZRXOG VKRZHU KHU DIIHFWLRQ RQ
DQ\ERG\�ZKR�JDYH�KHU�PRQH\�HQRXJK�WR�OLYH�LQ�D�GHFHQW IDVKLRQ�

)LQDOO\� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU JHWV D MRE RIIHU LQ D IRUHLJQ FRPSDQ\� $V SHU 6DUDPPD¶V
VXJJHVWLRQ� KH GHFLGHV WR WDNH XS WKLV MRE ZKLFK RIIHUHG KLP D PXFK KLJKHU VDODU\
WKDQ WKH SUHYLRXV FRPSDQ\ KH KDG ZRUNHG LQ� 6KH UHPLQGV KLP WR VHQG PRQH\ RUGHU
E\ WKH ILUVW RI HYHU\ PRQWK� +H LQYLWHV KHU WR MRLQ KLP DW WKLV QHZ ZRUN SODFH� 6LQFH KH
KDG WR OHDYH WR WKH QHZ SODFH LQ WHQ GD\V� KH UHVLJQV KLV MRE LQ WKH EDQN� 6DUDPPD
VD\V WKDW VLQFH KH LV JRLQJ DZD\� ZKHWKHU KH VWLOO ZDQWV WR FRQWLQXH ZLWK WKHLU
µFRQWUDFW¶� +H UHSOLHV LQ WKH DIILUPDWLYH DV KH WUXO\ ORYHV KHU DQG ZDV PRUH WKDQ
ZLOOLQJ�WR�FRQWLQXH�SD\LQJ�KHU�WKH�DPRXQW�



6DUDPPD FDVXDOO\ DVNV .HVKDYDQ 1DLU RQ ZKHWKHU KH SODQV WR JR DZD\ DQG VWDWHV
WKDW KH PXVW GR VR� 2WKHUZLVH� KH ZRXOG QRW JHW KLV PRQWKO\ VDODU\ ZKLFK ZRXOG
FULSSOH KLP ILQDQFLDOO\� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU HQTXLUHV LI VKH LV ZLOOLQJ WR FRPH ZLWK KLP DV
KLV ZLIH� 6KH SRLQWV RXW WKDW WKH GLIIHUHQFHV LQ WKHLU UHOLJLRQV� FDVWH DQG HFRQRPLF
EDFNJURXQG ZRXOG SRVH D SUREOHP LQ WKHP EHLQJ PDUULHG WR HDFK RWKHU� .HVKDYDQ
1DLU ZDV UHDUHG LQ DQ XSSHU�FDVWH� +LQGX WUDGLWLRQ ZKHUHDV 6DUDPPD ZDV D
&KULVWLDQ� +H GRHVQ¶W PLQG WKDW DQG VD\V KH FRXOG UHJLVWHU PDUU\ KHU DQG WDNH KHU
IXOO\ DV KLV µGRZU\¶� +H ZDV D SHDFH ORYLQJ DQG XQVHOILVK PDQ ZKR KDG QR XOWHULRU
PRWLYHV RI GHPDQGLQJ IRU PRQH\ IURP 6DUDPPD� +H WULHV WR FRQYLQFH KHU E\ VD\LQJ
WKDW ERWK RI WKHP KDYH VWUXJJOHG ZLWK WURXEOLQJ HFRQRPLF VLWXDWLRQV� KHU IDWKHU DQG
VWHS PRWKHU KDYH EHHQ XQNLQG WR KHU HWF� +H DOVR UHPLQGV KHU WKDW ERWK RI WKHP DUH
LQGHSHQGHQW LQGLYLGXDOV� PDWXUH HQRXJK WR WDNH WKHLU RZQ GHFLVLRQV� %XW VKH VDLG KH
ZRXOG EH JRLQJ WR WKH WHPSOH� ZKLOH VKH ZRXOG JR WR D FKXUFK� 6R WKH\ GHFLGH WR VWD\
LQ WKHLU RZQ UHOLJLRQ DQG EHOLHIV DQG WR UHDU WKHLU FKLOGUHQ ZLWKRXW DQ\ FRPSXOVLRQ RQ
WKHLU UHVSHFWLYH UHOLJLRXV EHOLHIV� 7KHQ 6DUDPPD DVNV DERXW WKH UHOLJLRQ RI WKHLU
IXWXUH NLGV� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU UHSOLHV WKDW WKHLU FKLOGUHQ ZLOO EH EURXJKW XS ZLWKRXW DQ\
UHOLJLRQ� RQO\ DW D ULSH DJH RI WZHQW\ ZLOO WKH\ EH LQIRUPHG DERXW DOO UHOLJLRQV� +H
VWDWHV WKDW RQFH WKH FKLOGUHQ PDWXUH� WKH\ ZRXOG EH DEOH WR FKRRVH DQG GHFLGH ZKLFK
UHOLJLRQ WKH\ ZDQWHG WR EHORQJ WR� 7KXV� WKH\ SODQ WR VHH WR LW WKDW QR DVSHFW RI
UHOLJLRQ�PXVW�LQIOXHQFH�WKHLU�FKLOGUHQ�DW�D�WHQGHU DJH�

6DUDPPD IXUWKHU DVNV DERXW WKH QDPH RI WKHLU ILUVW FKLOG� ZKLFK VKH VSHFLILHV ZLOO EH
D ER\� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU VXJJHVWV D QHXWUDO QDPH� ZKLFK ZLOO QRW JLYH DZD\ WKH UHOLJLRQ�
+H DVNV ³6KDOO ZH JR IRU 5XVVLDQ QDPHV"´ 6DUDPPD GRHV QRW DJUHH ZLWK WKH
GHFLVLRQ ZKROH�KHDUWHGO\ DV DQ\WKLQJ HQGLQJ ZLWK ³9LVN\´ LV D 5XVVLDQ QDPH� 6KH LV
QRW�KDSS\�DERXW�.HVKDYDQ�1DLU¶V�FKRLFH�RI�QDPH�

7KHQ� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU DVNV ³6KDOO ZH JR IRU &KLQHVH QDPHV OLNH .ZDQJ"´ 6DUDPPD
LV VWLOO QRW KDSS\� )LQDOO\ DIWHU D KHDWHG GLVFXVVLRQ� WKH\ GHFLGH WR ZULWH YDULRXV
QDPHV RQ ORWV DQG ERWK RI WKHP SLFN RQH HDFK� 7KH\ ZULWH GRZQ QDPHV RI REMHFWV
OLNH VN\� VDQG� DLU� WRIIHH� EDOORRQ HWF RQ SLHFHV RI SDSHU DQG GHFLGH WR FRPELQH LW DV
D GRXEOH QDPH� ,Q WKH HQG� WKH\ ERWK VHOHFW WZR SLHFHV RI SDSHU ZLWK WKH ZRUGV ³VN\´
DQG ³WRIIHH´ ZULWWHQ RQ WKHP DQG MR\IXOO\ FDOO RXW WKH QDPH µ$NDVKD PLWKDL¶� %RWK RI
WKHP UHMRLFH E\ SUHWHQGLQJ WR FDOO RXW WKLV ZHLUG QDPH RI WKHLU µXQERUQ VRQ¶�
.HVKDYDQ 1DLU VKRXWV VD\LQJ ³0U� 6N\WRIIHH´� ³6N\WRIIHH´� DQG ³&RPUDGH 6N\WRIIHH´�
6DUDPPD LQWHUUXSWV .HVKDYDQ 1DLU DVNLQJ KLP ZKHWKHU KH ZDQWHG WKHLU FKLOG WR EH D
&RPPXQLVW��.HVKDYDQ�1DLU�JRRG�QDWXUHGO\�UHWRUWV�WKDW ³/HW�KLP�GHFLGH�RQ�WKDW´�

.HVKDYDQ 1DLU GHFLGHV WR VHOO KLV ZULVW ZDWFK DQG JROG ULQJ WR JHW PRQH\ EHIRUH KH
JRHV DEURDG� 6DUDPPD ZLVKHV KLP EHVW RI OXFN DQG VD\V WKDW QR RQH ZLOO UHPHPEHU
KLP RQFH KH OHDYHV ,QGLD� ,W ZDV D VOHHSOHVV QLJKW IRU .HVKDYDQ 1DLU� +H ZDV QRW
KXQJU\� WKLUVW\ RU VOHHS\� +H IHOW DOO WKH PRUH PHODQFKROLF DERXW WKH DWWLWXGH RI
6DUDPPD� DERXW KRZ KHU DWWLWXGH KDG EHHQ LQGLIIHUHQW ZKHQ KH VDLG WKDW KH ZDV
OHDYLQJ� $W HOHYHQ SP� 6DUDPPD FRPHV LQ DQG FRQVROHV KLP� +H DVNV KHU WR MRLQ KLV
WULS DW IRXU DP� 6KH GRHVQ¶W VD\ DQ\WKLQJ EXW JLYHV KLP D KHDY\ HQYHORSH DQG DVNV
KLP�WR�RSHQ�LW�RQO\�DIWHU�KLV�YHKLFOH�PRYHV�RII�IURP WKHUH�

.HVKDYDQ 1DLU ZDNHV XS EHIRUH � DP DQG NHHSV KLV OXJJDJH LQ WKH YHKLFOH� 7KHQ KH
VO\O\ FDOOV 6DUDPPD� EXW JHWV QR UHSO\� 6R KH OLJKWV WKH WRUFK DQG LV DPD]HG WR ILQG
QR 6DUDPPD WKHUH� QRU KHU EDJ� +H ZRQGHUV ZKHUH VKH FRXOG KDYH JRQH� 7KHQ KH
VHHV WKH WKLFN HQYHORSH DQG RSHQV LW DQG UHDGV LW� ,Q LW VKH KDV ZULWWHQ D OHWWHU WR KHU



IDWKHU DQG VWHS PRWKHU� ,Q WKH LQLWLDO SDUW RI WKH OHWWHU VKH KDV FRSLHG WKH H[DFW
ZRUGLQJV DV LQ WKH ORYH OHWWHU JLYHQ WR KHU E\ .HVKDYDQ 1DLU H[SODLQLQJ WKH
SKLORVRSK\ RI OLIH� 6KH IXUWKHU ZHQW RQ WR VD\ WKDW VKH JRW DQ H[FHOOHQW MRE ZLWK D KLJK
PRQWKO\ VDODU\� DOVR D QLFH PDQ WR PDUU\ KHU ZLWKRXW DQ\ GRZU\ DQG DFFHSWLQJ KHU LQ
KHU�VKDEE\�GUHVV��6KH�WKHQ�UHTXHVWHG�KHU�SDUHQWV�WR EOHVV�KHU�DQG�WKH�PDQ�

.HVKDYDQ 1DLU NHHSV WKH OHWWHU WKHUH LWVHOI DQG JHWV LQWR WKH YHKLFOH� 1RZ� KH
XQGHUVWRRG WKDW 6DUDPPD ZRXOG EH ZLWK KLP WKURXJKRXW KLV OLIH DV D ZLIH� $W WKH
UDLOZD\ VWDWLRQ KH ILQGV D VPLOLQJ 6DUDPPD� 6KH ZRQGHUV KRZ KH NQHZ WKDW VKH WRR
ZRXOG MRLQ KLP LQ WKLV WULS� +H EX\V WZR WLFNHWV DQG WKH GXR ERDUG WKH WUDLQ DQG VLW
WRJHWKHU OLNH D FRXSOH� $IWHU WKUHH VWDWLRQV WKH\ DUH DORQH LQ WKH FRPSDUWPHQW� 7KH\
FKLW�FKDW LQ WKH WUDLQ DQG HYHQ SLFN XS D PRFN ILJKW GXULQJ ZKLFK 6DUDPPD EHFRPHV
EHZLOGHUHG� 6DUDPPD FULHV� VD\LQJ WKDW .HVKDYDQ 1DLU KDV WR EH NLQGHU WR KHU� DV
VKH LV DEDQGRQLQJ KHU SDUHQWV WR FRPH DQG OLYH ZLWK KLP� +H SDFLILHV KHU E\
DGGUHVVLQJ KHU DV µ$NDVKD PLWKDL¶V PRWKHU¶� +H SURFHHGV WR HQTXLUH LI VKH KDV DQ\
SUREOHP LQ KLP UHJLVWHU PDUU\LQJ KHU DQG PDNLQJ KHU KLV EHORYHG� 6KH LV VLOHQW�
:KHQ�KH�DVNV�DJDLQ�VKH�VD\V�WKDW�VLOHQFH�VKRZV�KHU DSSURYDO�

.HVKDYDQ 1DLU VD\V WKDW VKH ZLOO KDYH FRPSOHWH IUHHGRP LQ WKUHH WKLQJV ± IRRG�
GUHVV DQG WUXVW� .HVKDYDQ QDLU JDYH 6DUDPPD FRPSOHWH IUHHGRP WR GHFLGH RQ PDMRU
GHWDLOV ZLWK UHJDUG WR WKHLU IRRG DQG DWWLUH� 6LQFH WKH\ GLIIHU VR PXFK LQ UHOLJLRQ DQG
FXVWRPV� VKH HQTXLUHV LI WKHUH ZLOO EH WZR NLWFKHQV LQ WKHLU KRXVH DQG ZKHWKHU VKH
PXVW SUHSDUH WZR NLQGV RI IRRG WR ZKLFK KH UHSOLHV LQ WKH QHJDWLYH� 2QH NLWFKHQ DQG
RQH W\SH RI FRPPRQ IRRG ZLOO GR� )XUWKHU� VKH SUREHV DFFRUGLQJ WR ZKRVH ZLVK VKH
PXVW SUHSDUH WKH IRRG� +H VDLG WKDW ZLOO EH DFFRUGLQJ WR µKLV ZLIH¶V ZLVK¶� 7KLV PHDQW
WKDW 6DUDPPD ZRXOG KDYH WRWDO IUHHGRP LQ DOO WKRVH PDWWHUV� 6KH JRHV LQWR PLQXWH
GHWDLOV E\ VD\LQJ WKDW RQO\ FRIIHH ZLOO EH VHUYHG E\ KHU LQ WKH PRUQLQJ� +H DJUHHV WR LW
DQG VD\V WKDW DIWHU KDYLQJ WKDW FRIIHH KH ZLOO JR RXW DQG KDYH WHD ZKLFK KH OLNHV� 6KH
GHFOLQHV WKDW RSWLRQ� VD\LQJ WKDW LW LV D PHUH ZDVWDJH RI PRQH\� 6KH IXUWKHU DGGV WKDW
KLV IXOO VDODU\ ZLOO KDYH WR EH HQWUXVWHG WR KHU DQG ERWK RI WKHP ZLOO WU\ WR DYRLG
ZDVWHIXO�H[SHQGLWXUH�

6DUDPPD DOVR VD\V WKDW ERWK RI WKHP ZLOO KDYH WR PDNH D ORW RI VDFULILFHV� +H DJUHHV
WR LW VD\LQJ WKDW LV QRWKLQJ� DV PDQ\ NLQJV KDYH OHIW WKHLU WKURQH IRU EHLQJ ZLWK WKHLU
EHORYHG� RU HYHQ IRXJKW JUHDW ZDUV� %XW QRW D VLQJOH SHUVRQ ZRXOG KDYH GRQH ZKDW
KH GLG IRU KLV EHORYHG ± VWDQG LQ µVKHHUVKDVDQD¶ WR LPSUHVV KHU� 6D\LQJ WKLV� KH RQFH
DJDLQ SHUIRUPV WKLV DFW DQG VKRZV RII LQ WKH WUDLQ� +H LV UHDOO\ SURXG RI WKLV µELJJHVW
VDFULILFH¶� 6DUDPPD LV UHDOO\ KDSS\ DQG JRHV RQ WR FKHFN KLV SRFNHWV IRU WKH FRYHU
VKH�JDYH�

2QO\ WKHQ ZDV .HVKDYDQ 1DLU UHPLQGHG RI WKDW HQYHORSH DQG WDNHV LW RXW HDJHUO\ WR
UHDG KHU µUHSO\ ORYH OHWWHU¶� :KHQ KH RSHQV LW� KH LV ZRQGHUVWUXFN WR VHH PDQ\
FXUUHQF\ QRWHV HQFORVHG LQ WKH HQYHORSH� +H FRXQWV WKHP ZLWK FXULRVLW\ DQG LW WDOOLHV
WR RQH WKRXVDQG QLQHW\ QLQH UXSHHV� 6DUDPPD WHOOV KLP WR EX\ D QHZ ZDWFK DQG JROG
ULQJ IRU KLPVHOI ZLWK WKDW DPRXQW� 7KRXJK KH IHOW SOHDVDQWO\ VXUSULVHG WR VHH WKH
PRQH\� KH ZDV PRUH FXULRXV WR VHH WKH OHWWHU VKH ZURWH WR KLP DQG VHDUFKHV IRU LW LQ
WKH HQYHORSH� +H IHOW WKH OHWWHU ZDV PRUH LPSRUWDQW WKDQ PRQH\� 9DLQO\ VHDUFKLQJ�
.HVKDYDQ 1DLU VD\V WKDW KH ORQJHG VR PXFK WR UHDG WKURXJK LW� 6DUDPPD VD\V WR
YLHZ KHU� DV WKHUH ZDV QR OHWWHU E\ KHU LQ UHDOLW\� ,QVWHDG� WKH HQWLUH OHQJWK RI KHU
V\PEROLVHG�KHU�LPPHQVH�ORYH�IRU�KLP��+H�XQGHUVWDQGV ZKDW�VKH�PHDQV�



$V D UHPLQGHU RI KRZ WKHLU ORYH EORVVRPHG� 6DUDPPD WDNHV RXW DQ ROG SDSHU�
GUHQFKHG LQ KHU VZHDW� ZKLFK VKH KDG NHSW OLNH D WUHDVXUH� .HVKDYDQ 1DLU LV
VXUSULVHG WR VHH LW ZDV KLV LQLWLDO ORYH OHWWHU� ZKLFK VKH KDG DW WKDW WLPH FUXPSOHG DQG
WKURZQ RQ WKH IORRU� EXW LQ UHDOLW\ KDG YDOXHG DQG WUHDVXUHG LW� %RWK RI WKHP JODQFH
WKURXJK LW KDSSLO\ DQG RQFH DJDLQ UHFROOHFW WKH WKUHH VWDWHPHQWV KH KDG ZULWWHQ�
6DUDPPD FRQIRUPV WKDW ERWK RI WKHP DUH µOLYLQJ ORYH OHWWHUV¶ V\PEROLVLQJ WKH ORYH�
FDUH DQG UHVSHFW WKH\ KDG IRU RQH DQRWKHU� )RU D UHODWLRQVKLS WR EORVVRP� ORYH DQG
PXWXDO UHVSHFW DUH QHFHVVDU\ SUH�FRQGLWLRQV� $SSDUHQWO\� ORYH ZKLFK FDQQRW EH VHHQ
RU KHDUG FDQ EH SHUFHLYHG WKURXJK WKH UHODWLRQVKLS EHWZHHQ SHRSOH� /RYH LV ZKHQ
WKH RWKHU SHUVRQ¶V KDSSLQHVV LV PRUH LPSRUWDQW WKDQ RQH¶V RZQ KDSSLQHVV�
.HVKDYDQ 1DLU DJUHHV WR LW ZKROH KHDUWHGO\� $V WKH WUDLQ SLFNV XS VSHHG DQG PRYHV
RQ��WKH�GXR�UHDG�WKH�OHWWHU�DJDLQ�DQG�VXUJH�DKHDG LQWR�D�EOLVVIXO�PDULWDO�OLIH�

7KXV� WKH QRYHO HQGV RQ D KDSS\ QRWH ZLWK 6DUDPPD DQG .HVKDYDQ 1DLU JRLQJ
DEURDG WRJHWKHU� 7KH\ ERWK HDVLO\ IRUJLYH HDFK RWKHU¶V IODZV DQG OLYH KDSSLO\ HYHU
DIWHU� 2QH FDQ HDVLO\ DVVXPH WKDW WKHLU OLIH ZRXOG KDYH EHHQ D KDSS\ RQH LQGHHG� ,
IHHO WKDW WKLV QRYHO LV LQ VWDUN FRQWUDVW WR WKH SUHVHQW GD\ VLWXDWLRQ RI LQVWDQW ORYH�
VKDOORZ UHODWLRQVKLSV OLNH OLYH�LQ� RU PDUULDJHV ZLWKRXW ORYH ZKLFK HDVLO\ HQG XS LQ
GLYRUFH�



�

$8',7�&2856(

(1*��$����7UDQVODWLRQ�7KHRU\�DQG�3UDFWLFH

7RSLF���$�:LQWHU�1LJKW

6XEPLWWHG�E\��1LUDQMDQD�6XQLO�3

5ROO�QR����



�

$�:LQWHU�1LJKW

0XQVKL�3UHPFKDQG

�

+DONX�HQWHUHG�DQG�LQIRUPHG�KLV�ZLIH��µ7KH�PRQH\OHQGHU LV�KHUH�DW�WKH�GRRU��&RPH�RQ��JLYH

PH�WKH�PRQH\�\RX�KDYH��/HW�PH�SD\�KLP�DQG�JHW�ULG RI�WKLV�KHDGDFKH�¶

+LV�ZLIH��0XQQL��ZDV�VZHHSLQJ�WKH�IORRU��6KH�WXUQHG DQG�ORRNHG�DW�KLP��µ7KUHH�UXSHHV�LV�DOO

ZH�KDYH��,I�ZH�JLYH�LW�XS��KRZ�ZLOO�ZH�SXUFKDVH�D EODQNHW"�+RZ¶OO�\RX�PDQDJH�WR�JXDUG�WKH

FURSV�GXULQJ�ZLQWHU"�,QIRUP�KLP�WKDW�ZH�VKDOO�PDNH WKH�SD\PHQW�DW�WKH�WLPH�RI�KDUYHVW��1RW

QRZ�¶

+DONX�VWD\HG�TXLHW�IRU�D�PRPHQW��XQVXUH�DERXW�ZKDW WR�GR��7KH�ZLQWHU�VHDVRQ�ZDV�DW�LWV�SHDN

DQG�LW
V�VXUH�WKDW�KH�ZRQ
W�EH�DEOH�WR�VOHHS�LQ�WKH ILHOG�DW�QLJKW�ZLWKRXW�D�EODQNHW��+RZHYHU�

+DONX�NQHZ�WKDW�UHIXVLQJ�WR�SD\�WKH�PRQH\OHQGHU�ZRXOG FDXVH�KLP�PRUH�WURXEOH�VLQFH�WKDW

PDQ�ZRXOG�JR�WR�WKH�H[WHQW�RI�WKUHDWHQLQJ�DQG�FXUVLQJ KLP��+H�FRQFOXGHG�WKDW�LW�LV�EHWWHU�WR

GLH�LQ�WKH�RSHQ�ILHOG�UDWKHU�WKDQ�OLVWHQLQJ�WR�WKH DEXVHV�KXUOHG�DW�KLP�

+DONX�GUDJJHG�KLV�KHIW\�ERG\��ZKLFK�GLVFUHGLWHG�KLV QDPH�ZKLFK�PHDQW�µOLJKW��ZHLJKW¶��

PRYHG�WRZDUGV�KLV�ZLIH�DQG�EHJJHG�KHU��µ&RPH�RQ��SOHDVH JLYH�PH�WKH�PRQH\��/HW�PH�JHW�ULG

RI�WKLV��,�VKDOO�ILQG�VRPH�RWKHU�PHDQV�RI�REWDLQLQJ D�EODQNHW�¶



�

0XQQL�PRYHG�DZD\�IURP�KLP��µ:KDW�ZLOO�\RX�GR"��-XVW�WHOO�PH�KRZ�DUH�\RX�JRLQJ�WR

PDQDJH"�:LOO��VRPHRQH�JLYH�\RX�D�EODQNHW�LQ�FKDULW\" *RG�NQRZV�KRZ�PXFK�PRUH�ZH�RZH

KLP��7KHUH¶V�QR�HQG�WR�WKLV��,�VD\��ZK\�GRQ
W�\RX VWRS�IDUPLQJ"�<RX�ZRUN�KDUG�GD\�DQG�QLJKW�

DQG�ZKHQ�WKH�KDUYHVW�LV�UHDG\��KDQG�LW�RYHU�WR�KLP� 7KDW¶V�KRZ�LW�DOZD\V�HQGV��:H¶UH�ERUQ�WR

OHDG�D�OLIH�ILOOHG�ZLWK�GHEWV��:H�ZRUN�KDUG�HQGXULQJ DOO�WKH�VXIIHULQJ�RQO\�WR�ILOO�RXU�VWRPDFKV�

:KDW�LV�WKH�XVH�RI�VXFK�IDUPLQJ"�,�ZRQ¶W�JLYH�\RX WKH�PRQH\��,�ZRQ¶W�¶

+DONX�DVNHG�LQ�D�PHODQFKROLF�WRQH�µ6R�DUH�\RX�VD\LQJ WKDW�,�VKRXOG�IDFH�WKHVH�LQVXOWV"�+RZ

GDUH�KH�LQVXOW�\RX"�'RHV�KH�DVVXPH�KLPVHOI�WR�EH�DQ HPSHURU�WKDW�JLYHV�KLP�WKH�SRZHU�WR�UXOH

RYHU�XV"¶�VKRXWHG�0XQQL�

+RZHYHU��VKH�ORZHUHG�KHU�H\HEURZ�MXVW�DV�VKH�XWWHUHG WKHVH�ZRUGV��7KHUH�ZDV�D�ELWWHU�WUXWK�LQ

KHU�ZRUGV�DQG�LW�VWDUHG�DW�WKHP�OLNH�D�ILHUFH�DQLPDO�

6KH�ZHQW�XS�WR�WKH�RSHQLQJ�LQ�WKH�ZDOO��WRRN�RXW�WKH PRQH\�DQG�SODFHG�WKHP�RQ�+DONX¶V

SDOP��µ<RX�EHWWHU�OHDYH�IDUPLQJ��:H�ZLOO�ZRUN�IRU GDLO\�ZDJHV�DQG�DW�OHDVW�OHDG�RXU�OLIH

SHDFHIXOO\���:H�ZRQ¶W�KDYH�WR�IDFH�VXFK�LQVXOWV�WRR� :KDW�VRUW�RI�IDUPLQJ�SUDFWLFH�LV�WKLV"�:H

PDNH�PRQH\�ZRUNLQJ�KDUG��EXW�XOWLPDWHO\�ZH�DUH�IRUFHG WR�KDQG�RYHU�RXU�LQFRPH�WR�VRPHRQH

HOVH��$ERYH�WKDW��ZH�DUH�DOVR�H[SHFWHG�WR�WROHUDWH WKH�LQVXOWV�WKHVH�PRQH\�OHQGHUV�LQIOLFW�XSRQ

XV�¶

+DONX�ZDONHG�WRZDUGV�WKH�PRQH\OHQGHU�ZLWK�WKH�PRQH\� )RU�KLP��LW�ZDV�OLNH�ULSSLQJ�KLV�RZQ

KHDUW�RXW�DQG�KDQGLQJ�LW�RYHU�WR�VRPHRQH��+H�KDG�PDQDJHG WR�FROOHFW�WKH�WKUHH�UXSHHV�ELW�E\



�

ELW��VDYLQJ�D�VPDOO�IUDFWLRQ�RI�KLV�GDLO\�ZDJHV�WR�EX\�D�EODQNHW��+H�LV�JRLQJ�WR�ORRVH�WKLV

PRQH\�WRGD\��:LWK�HDFK�VWHS��KH�WRRN�KLV�PLQG�VWRRSHG XQGHU�WKH�ZHLJKW�RI�KLV�KHOSOHVVQHVV�

�

$�GDUN�QLJKW�(YHQ�WKH�VWDUV�DSSHDUHG�WR�EH�VKLYHULQJ ZLWK�FROG��+DONX�OD\�WUHPEOLQJ�DW�RQH

HGJH�RI�KLV�ILHOG�XQGHU�WKH�VXJDUFDQH�OHDI�VKHOWHU� RQ�D�FRW�PDGH�RXW�RI�EDPERR�VWLFN�ZUDSSHG

LQ�DQ�ROG�WKLFN�FRWWRQ�VKHHW���%HQHDWK�WKH�FRW�VDW KLV�SHW�GRJ�-DEUD�ZLWK�KLV�PRXWK�SXVKHG�LQWR

KLV�ERG\��ZKLQLQJ��1HLWKHU�RI�WKHP�ZDV�DEOH�WR�VOHHS�

+DONX�WXFNHG�KLV�NQHHV�XS�WR�KLV�PRXWK�DQG�WROG�-DEUD� µ$UH�\RX�IHHOLQJ�FROG"�,�KDG�DVNHG

\RX�WR�VOHHS�RQ�WKH�VWUDZ�EHG�DW�KRPH��:K\�GLG�\RX FRPH�KHUH"�1RZ�IDFH�LW��:KDW�FDQ�,�GR�

<RX�IROORZHG�PH�WKLQNLQJ�,�ZDV�FRPLQJ�KHUH�WR�IHDVW RQ KDOZD�SRRUL��1RZ�OLH�KHUH�DQG

PRXUQ�¶

:DJJLQJ�KLV�WDLO�-DEUD�OHW�RXW�D�ORXG�ZKLQH�DQG�VWUHWFKHG KLV�ERG\�RQFH�DQG�IHOO�VLOHQW�

3HUKDSV�KLV�VHQVHV�WROG�KLP�WKDW�KLV�PDVWHU�ZDV�XQDEOH WR�VOHHS�GXH�WR�KLV�FULHV�

+DONX�VWUHWFKHG�KLV�KDQG�WR�VWURNH�-DEUD¶V�FROG�ERG\ DQG�VDLG��µ'RQ¶W�DFFRPSDQ\�PH

WRPRUURZ��RU�\RX�ZLOO�JR�FROG�IRUHYHU��*RG�DORQH�NQRZV IURP�ZKHUH�WKLV�ZLOG�ZHVW�ZLQG

EULQJV�LQ�VXFK�FKLOOQHVV��/HW�PH�OLJKW�DQRWKHU�VPRNLQJ SLSH��,�KDYH�WR�VXUYLYH�WKLV�FROG�QLJKW

VRPHKRZ��,�KDYH�DOUHDG\�VPRNHG�HLJKW��7KLV�LV�WKH MR\�RI�EHLQJ�D�SHDVDQW��0DQ\�IRUWXQDWH



�

PHQ�FDQ�GULYH�DZD\�WKH�FROG�E\�XWLOL]LQJ�WKLFN�TXLOWV��VKHHWV��DQG�EODQNHWV��&ROG�GDUH�QRW

FRPH�QHDU�WKHP��+RZ�VWUDQJH�OLIH�LV��:H�ZRUN�KDUG DQG�RWKHUV�HQMR\�LW�DW�RXU

FRVW�¶

+DONX�JRW�XS�DQG�ILOOHG�KLV�SLSH�ZLWK�D�FLQGHU�IURP WKH�SLW��-DEUD�DOVR�JRW�XS��$V�KH�VPRNHG�

+DONX�VDLG�WR�-DEUD��µ:RXOG�\RX�OLNH�WR�KDYH�D�VPRNH" ,W�ZRQ
W�GULYH�DZD\�WKH�FROG��EXW�LW

HDVHV�WKH�PLQG�D�OLWWOH�ELW�¶

-DEUD�ORRNHG�WRZDUGV�+DONX��KLV�H\HV�RYHUIORZLQJ�ZLWK ORYH�

µ)DFH�WKLV�FROG�MXVW�WRQLJKW��7RPRUURZ�,�VKDOO�EXLOG D�VWUDZ�VWDFN�IRU�\RX��DQG�\RX�FDQ�VLW

FRYHUHG�XQGHU�LW��<RX�ZLOO�EH�IUHH�IURP�WKLV�FROG�¶ -DEUD�SODFHG�KLV�IURQW�OHJV�RQ�+DONX¶V

NQHHV�DQG�EURXJKW�KLV�PRXWK�FORVH�WR�+DONX¶V�PRXWK� +DONX�FRXOG�IHHO�KLV�ZDUP�EUHDWK�

$IWHU�VPRNLQJ�KLV�SLSH�+DONX�OD\�GRZQ�DJDLQ�ZLWK�WKH GHWHUPLQDWLRQ�WR�VOHHS�WKLV�WLPH��%XW

KH�EHJDQ�WR�VKLYHU�LQ�QR�WLPH��+LV�ERG\�ZDV�FRQWLQXRXVO\ WXUQLQJ�DQG�WZLVWLQJ�DQG�WKH�FROG

ZLQG�KDG�FDXJKW�KROG�RI�KLV�ERG\�OLNH�DQ�HYLO�VSLULW�

:KHQ�KH�ZDV�XQDEOH�WR�ZDUG�RII�WKH�FROG��KH�JHQWO\ OLIWHG�-DEUD��SDWWHG�KLV�KHDG�DQG�SODFHG

KLP�LQ�KLV�ODS��7KH�GRJ�ZDV�VWLQN\��EXW�KROGLQJ�WKH DQLPDO�VR�FORVH�WR�KLV�ERG\�+DONX�FRXOG

H[SHULHQFH�D�NLQG�RI�FRQWHQWPHQW�KH�KDG�QRW�IHOW�IRU PRQWKV��-DEUD�ZDV�SHUKDSV�IHHOLQJ�WKDW

WKLV�ZDV�WKH�YHU\�KHDYHQ��DQG�LQ�+DONX¶V�SXUH�KHDUW WKHUH�ZDV�QR�WUDFH�RI�KDWUHG�WRZDUGV�WKH

GRJ��+H�ZRXOG�QHYHU�KDYH�HPEUDFHG�KLV�GHDUHVW�IULHQG RU�KLV�QHDUHVW�UHODWLYH�ZLWK�VXFK



�

ZDUPWK��7KH�WHUULEOH�SOLJKW�WKDW�KDG�GULYHQ�KLP�WR�WKLV�VLWXDWLRQ�KXUW�KLP�QR�ORQJHU��1R��WKLV

VWUDQJH�IULHQGVKLS�KDG�EURDGHQHG�KLV�VSLULW�LQ�DOO GLUHFWLRQV��DQG�HYHU\�SRUH�LQ�KLV�ERG\�ZDV

VKLQLQJ�EULOOLDQWO\�

6XGGHQO\�-DEUD�KHDUG�WKH�IRRWVWHSV�RI�DQ�DQLPDO��+DONX
V DIIHFWLRQ�KDG�LQIXVHG�D�QHZ�VSLULW�LQ

-DEUD�WKDW�KH�WKRXJKW�QRWKLQJ�RI�WKH�EORZV�RI�WKH FROG�ZLQG��+H�JRW�XS�DQG�EHJDQ�WR�EDUN

YLJRURXVO\��+DONX�WULHG�WR�SHUVXDGH�KLP�WR�FRPH�EDFN WR�KLP�EXW�-DEUD�GLG�QRW�KHHG�KLV�FDOOV�

+H�NHSW�RQ�UXQQLQJ�DURXQG�WKH�ILHOG��EDUNLQJ��+H�ZRXOG UHWXUQ�IRU�D�PRPHQW�EXW�JR�EDFN

VXGGHQO\��+LV�VHQVH�RI�GXW\�ZDV�SRXULQJ�RXW�RI�KLV KHDUW�OLNH�DQ�XQVDWLVILHG�GHVLUH�

�

$QRWKHU�KRXU�SDVVHG��7KH�QLJKW�ZDV�WRR�FROG��+DONX JRW�XS��+H�IROGHG�KLV�OHJV�DQG�EURXJKW

KLV�NQHHV�FORVH�WR�KLV�FKHVW�DQG�SODFHG�KLV�KHDG�EHWZHHQ WKH�NQHHV��+RZHYHU��WKLV�JDYH�KLP

QR�UHOLHI�IURP�WKH�FROG��+H�IHOW�WKDW�WKH�EORRG�LQ KLV�ERG\�KDG�IUR]HQ�FRPSOHWHO\��ZLWK�LFH

IORZLQJ�WKURXJK�KLV�EORRG�YHVVHOV�

+H�ORRNHG�XS�DW�WKH�VN\�WR�H[DPLQH�KRZ�ORQJ�LW�ZLOO WDNH�IRU�GD\OLJKW�WR�DSSHDU��7KH

FRQVWHOODWLRQ 6DSWDULVKL ZDV�VWLOO�KDOIZD\�XS��,W ZLOO�EH�GDZQ�RQO\�ZKHQ�WKH�FRQVWHOODWLRQ

UHDFKHV�GLUHFWO\�DERYH��+DONX�UHFRJQLVHG�WKDW�PRUH WKDQ�RQH�IRXUWK�RI�WKH�QLJKW�LV�\HW�WR�SDVV�



�

7KHUH�ZDV�D�PDQJURYH�QHDU�+DONX¶V�ILHOG��7KLV�ZDV�WKDW�WLPH�RI�WKH�\HDU�ZKHQ�OHDYHV�IDOO�RII�

7KHUH�ZDV�D�KHDS�RI�GU\�OHDYHV�LQ�WKH�ILHOG��+DONX�WKRXJKW�RI�FROOHFWLQJ�WKHP�DQG�OLJKWLQJ�D

ILUH�WR�JHW�VRPH�ZDUPWK��+H�UHIOHFWHG��µLI�VRPHRQH VDZ�PH�JDWKHULQJ�WKH�OHDYHV�DW�WKLV�WLPH�RI

WKH�QLJKW��WKH\�PLJKW�WDNH�PH�IRU�D�JKRVW��:KR�NQRZV VRPH�DQLPDO�PLJKW�EH�KLGLQJ�LQ�WKHUH

DPRQJ�WKH�OHDYHV��+RZHYHU��QRZ�LW�ZDV�LPSRVVLEOH�WR VWDQG�WKLV�FROG�¶

+H�PRYHG�WRZDUGV�WKH�QHLJKERXULQJ�SHD�ILHOG��FROOHFWHG D�IHZ�VWDONV��WLHG�WKHP�WRJHWKHU�DQG

PDGH�D�EURRP��+H�SLFNHG�XS�D�SLHFH�RI�GXQJ�FDNH�DQG EHJDQ�WR�ZDON�WRZDUGV�WKH�PDQJR�WUHH�

-DEUD�VDZ�KLP�DQG�GDUWHG�WRZDUGV�+DONX�DQG�EHJDQ�ZDJJLQJ KLV�WDLO�

+DONX�DQQRXQFHG��µ,�FDQ
W�VWDQG�WKLV�FROG�DQ\PRUH� &RPH��-DEUX��OHW¶V�JR�WR�WKH�JDUGHQ��JDWKHU

VRPH�OHDYHV�DQG�PDNH�D�ILUHSODFH��:KHQ�ZH�KDYH�ZDUPHG RXUVHOYHV�D�OLWWOH�ZH�VKDOO�FRPH

EDFN�DQG�VOHHS��7KH�QLJKW�LV�WRR�ORQJ�¶

-DEUD�ZDLOHG�KLV�WDLO�LQ�DSSURYDO�DQG�OHG�+DONX�WRZDUG WKH�JDUGHQ�

,W�ZDV�YHU\�GDUN�DQG�WKH�ZLQG�ZDV�EORZLQJ�ZLWK�JUHDW IRUFH��'HZGURSV�ZHUH�IUHTXHQWO\

GULSSLQJ�GRZQ�WKH�WUHHV�

6XGGHQO\�+DONX�FRXOG�IHHO�WKH�IUDJUDQFH�RI�+HQQD�IORZHUV� FDUULHG�E\�WKH�ZLQG�EORZLQJ

WRZDUGV�WKHP�

+DONX�VDLG��µ:KDW�D�ILQH�VPHOO��-DEUX��'RHVQ¶W�LW WLFNOH�\RXU�QRVH"¶

+RZHYHU��-DEUD�ZDV�EXV\�ZLWK�D�ERQH�KH�KDG�GLVFRYHUHG DQG�ZDV�LQ�DQ�DWWHPSW�WR�FKHZ�LW�



�

+DONX�SODFHG�WKH�SLHFH�RI�GXQJ�FDNH�RQ�WKH�JURXQG�DQG�EHJDQ�WR�FROOHFW�OHDYHV�DQG�SODFH

WKHP�DURXQG�LW��,Q�QR�WLPH�KH�KDG�PDQDJHG�WR�SUHSDUH D�ELJ�KHDS�RI�OHDYHV��+LV�KDQGV�ZHUH

VWLII�ZLWK�FROG��+LV�EDUH�IHHW�ZHUH�LQ�D�VWDWH�RI QXPEQHVV��+H�ZDV�WU\LQJ�WR�UDLVH�D�PRXQWDLQ

RI�OHDYHV��OLJKWLQJ�ZKLFK�KH�FRXOG�ILJKW�WKH�FROG�

7KH�ILUH�VWDUWHG�EXUQLQJ�LQ�D�VKRUW�ZKLOH��)ODPHV OHDSW�RXW�RI�WKH�KHDWK�DV�LI�WU\LQJ�WR�WRXFK

WKH�WUHH�DERYH��,Q�WKH�IOLFNHULQJ�IODPHV�RI�WKH�ILUH� LW�DSSHDUHG�DV�LI�WKH�KHDGV�RI�DOO�WUHHV�LQ�WKH

JDUGHQ�ZHUH�VRDNHG�LQ�FRPSOHWH�GDUNQHVV��,Q�WKLV�LQILQLWH VHD�RI�GDUNQHVV��WKLV�OLJKW�DSSHDUHG

WR�EH�VZLUOLQJ�DQG�GDQFLQJ�OLNH�D�ERDW�

+DONX�VDW�LQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�ILUH��6RRQ�KH�WRRN�WKH�VKHHW RII�KLV�ERG\��WXFNHG�LW�LQ�RQH�RI�KLV

DUPSLWV��DQG�VSUHDG�RXW�KLV�OHJV�DV�LI�WR�FKDOOHQJH WKH�FROG��µ&RPH�RQ��GR�ZKDW�\RX�FDQ�¶

+DYLQJ�VXFFHVVIXOO\�FRQTXHUHG�WKH�ODVWLQJ�SRZHU�RI FROG��KH�FRXOGQ
W�UHVWUDLQ�KLPVHOI�IURP

VKRZLQJ�RII�KLV�WULXPSK�

+H�DVNHG�-DEUD��µ$UH�\RX�VWLOO�IHHOLQJ�FROG"¶

-DEUD�ZKLQHG�DV�LI�WR�VD\��µ:LWK�WKLV�ILUHSODFH��KRZ LV�WKLV�FROG�JRLQJ�WR�DWWDFN�XV

DQ\PRUH"¶�+DONX�UHSOLHG��µ,I�ZH�KDG�WKRXJKW�RI�WKLV HDUOLHU��ZH�ZRXOG�QRW�KDYH�VXIIHUHG

VR�PXFK�¶

-DEUD�ZDJJHG�KLV�WDLO��µ&RPH�RQ��QRZ�OHW¶V�MXPS�RYHU WKLV�ILUH�DQG�VHH�ZKR�FDQ�FURVV�RYHU�

$QG�VRQ�NHHS�LQ�PLQG��LI�\RX�KXUW�\RXUVHOI�,�ZRQ¶W JHW�\RX�DQ\�WUHDWPHQW�¶



�

-DEUD�ORRNHG�DW�WKH�ILUH�ZLWK�IULJKWHQHG�H\HV�

µ$QG�GRQ¶W�WHOO�0XQQL�DERXW�LW��VKH�ZRXOG�VWLU�XS D�ILJKW�¶

6D\LQJ�WKLV�+DONX�MXPSHG�RYHU�WKH�ILUH��DOPRVW�WRXFKLQJ WKH�IODPHV�EXW�LW�FDXVHG�KLP�QR

KDUP��,QVWHDG�RI�MXPSLQJ�RYHU��-DEUD�ZDONHG�E\�WKH VLGH�RI�WKH�ILUHSODFH�DQG�MRLQHG�+DONX�

+DONX�VDLG�µ7KLV�LV�QRW�WKH�ULJKW�ZD\��1RZ�MXPS�¶ 6D\LQJ�WKLV��KH�MXPSHG�RYHU�WKH�ILUH�DJDLQ

DQG�ODQGHG�RQ�WKH�RWKHU�VLGH�

�

7KH�OHDYHV�KDG�EXUQW�RXW��2QFH�DJDLQ�WKH�JDUGHQ�ZDV FRYHUHG�LQ�GDUNQHVV��)HZ�HPEHUV�RI�ILUH

ZHUH�VWLOO�EXUQLQJ�XQGHU�WKH�DVKHV��LW�ZRXOG�SHHS RXW�PRPHQWDULO\�ZLWK�WKH�GULIWLQJ�ZLQG��DQG

WKHQ�FORVH�LWV�H\HV�

+DONX�ZUDSSHG�WKH�VKHHW�DURXQG�KLPVHOI�DQG�EHJDQ�WR KXP�D�VRQJ��7KH�ILUH�KDG�ZDUPHG�KLP�

EXW�ZLWK�WKH�LQFUHDVLQJ�LQWHQVLW\�RI�FROG��KH�IHOW GURZV\�

-DEUD�EDUNHG�DQG�UDQ�WRZDUGV�WKH�ILHOG��+DONX�XQGHUVWRRG WKDW�D�KHUG�RI�DQLPDOV�KDG�LQYDGHG

KLV�ILHOG��3HUKDSV�LW�ZDV�D�KHUG�RI QLOJDLV��+H�FRXOG VHQVH�WKHLU�PRYHPHQWV�DQG�LW�VHHPHG�WKDW

WKH\�ZHUH�JUD]LQJ�LQ�WKH�ILHOG�IRU�KH�FRXOG�KHDU�WKHP PXQFKLQJ�



��

µ1R¶�)RU�D�PRPHQW�KH�WKRXJKW��µ1R�DQLPDO�ZRXOG�GDUH�WR�HQWHU�WKH�ILHOG�LQ�WKH�SUHVHQFH�RI

-DEUD��+H�ZRXOG�ULS�WKHP�LQWR�ELWV��,W
V�MXVW�P\�LPDJLQDWLRQ� ,�FDQ
W�KHDU�DQ\WKLQJ�QRZ��,�ZDV

PLVWDNHQ�¶

+H�VKRXWHG��µ-DEUD��-DEUD�¶

-DEUD�NHSW�RQ�EDUNLQJ�DQG�GLG�QRW�FRPH�EDFN�

$JDLQ�KH�FRXOG�KHDU�WKH�VRXQG�RI�DQLPDOV�JUD]LQJ� +H�ZDV�QRW�PLVWDNHQ�WKLV�WLPH��+RZHYHU�

WR�KLP��PRYLQJ�IURP�KLV�VHDW�IHOW�OLNH�GHYRXULQJ�SRLVRQ� +RZ�FRV\�LW�LV��,W�VHHPHG�D

ULGLFXORXV�WDVN�WR�FKDVH�DZD\�WKH�DQLPDOV��+H�GLG QRW�PRYH�

+H�VKRXWHG��µ/LKR��/LKR��/LKR�¶

-DEUD�EDUNHG�DJDLQ��7KH�DQLPDOV�ZHUH�HQJXOILQJ�WKH ILHOG��7KH�KDUYHVW�LV�UHDG\��$QG�ZKDW�D

ILQH�KDUYHVW�LW�ZDV��%XW�WKHVH�YLFLRXV�DQLPDOV�DUH JRLQJ�WR�GHVWUR\�LW�

+DONX�JRW�XS�GHWHUPLQHG�WR�FKDVH�WKHP�DQG�ZDONHG�D IHZ�VWHSV��6XGGHQO\�D�GUDXJKW�RI�ZLQG�

OLNH�WKH�VWLQJ�RI�D�VFRUSLRQ��VWUXFN�KLP�DQG�KH�UHWXUQHG WR�WKH�ILUHSODFH�DQG�VWLUUHG�XS�WKH

DVKHV�WR�JHW�VRPH�ZDUPWK�

-DEUD�ZDV�EDUNLQJ�KLV�OXQJV�RXW��WKH QHHOJDL
V ZHUH GHVWUR\LQJ�WKH�FURSV��DQG�+DONX�ZDV

VLWWLQJ�EHVLGH�WKH�ZDUP�DVKHV�LQ�D�YHU\�UHOD[HG�PDQQHU� /D]LQHVV�KDG�VHL]HG�KLP�IURP�KHDG�WR

WRH�



��

+H�FRYHUHG�KLPVHOI�LQ�KLV�VKHHW�DQG�ZHQW�WR�VOHHS�

:KHQ�KH�ZRNH�XS�WKH�QH[W�PRUQLQJ�WKH�VXQ�ZDV�KLJK LQ�WKH�VN\��DQG�0XQQL�KDG�VWDUWHG

VSHDNLQJ�µ'R�<RX�SODQ�WR�VOHHS�WKH�ZKROH�GD\"�<RX DUH�UHOD[LQJ�KHUH��DQG�WKHUH�WKH�ZKROH

KDUYHVW�KDV�EHHQ�GHVWUR\HG�¶

+DONX�ZRNH�XS�DQG�VDLG��µ+DYH�\RX�EHHQ�WR�WKH�ILHOG"¶

µ<HV¶��VKH�VDLG��µ7KH�FURS�KDV�EHHQ�UXLQHG�DQG�\RX PDQDJHG�WR�VOHHS�OLNH�WKLV"�:KDW�JRRG�GLG

\RXU�VR�FDOOHG�QLJKW�SDWUROOLQJ�GR"¶

+DONX�IRXQG�DQ�H[FXVH��µ+HUH�,�ZDV�G\LQJ��DQG�\RX¶UH ZRUULHG�DERXW�WKH�FURS��,�KDG�VXFK�D

VHYHUH�VWRPDFK�DFKH�¶

%RWK�RI�WKHP�ZDONHG�WRZDUGV�WKH�ILHOG��7KH�HQWLUH ILHOG�OD\�LQ�D�SDWKHWLF�FRQGLWLRQ�ZLWK�-DEUD

O\LQJ�XQGHU�WKH�VKHG�DOPRVW�OLIHOHVV�

%RWK�RI�WKHP�ZHUH�ORRNLQJ�DW�WKH�ILHOG��0XQQL�ZDV PLVHUDEOH��EXW�+DONX�ZDV�JODG�

0XQQL�VDLG��µ1RZ��WR�SD\�RII�WKH�GHEW�DQG�WD[�ZH�VKDOO KDYH�WR�ZRUN�DW�GDLO\�ZDJHV�¶

:LWK�D�FRQWHQWHG�VPLOH��+DONX�UHSOLHG��µ6R�ZKDW"�, ZRQ¶W�KDYH�WR�VOHHS�KHUH�RQ�VXFK�FROG

QLJKWV�DQ\PRUH�¶
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Red Skirt 

                                             Madhavikutty 

The maid was sleeping on a mat attached to the wall in the hallway between the kitchen and 

the dining room. 

A little girl in a blue skirt. But the body has good growth. She is opening her mouth while 

sleeping. 

"Wake up girl" ; the mistress said aloud. Then she scratched  the girl's stomach once with her 

toes. 

How long has it been since dawn? She continued  again: this girl has a long sleep.Wake up 

girl. Go and light the fire on the stove.  

The maid wakes up. The string which is tied to her hair was loosened and hanging in her 

shoulder. She wandered around like she had lost consciousness for a moment. And then she 

got up and went to the kitchen. 

The mistress went to the courtyard  and started brushing her teeth. I cannot wake you up 

everyday. She said, Are you the maid here or me?  

Her face had a yellow colour. The cheeks were swollen. However there is a curiosity. The 

maid went into the darkness of the kitchen by looking at  the mistress. 
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"What are you doing there?" Mistress asked." No sound can be heard".Don't you understand 

what I said?How many  have I  told you that the dishes can be washed after you have lighted 

the stove.". 

      The maid lit the thatch leaf and started blowing in the stove.  The mist of sleep still could 

not leave her eyes. 

" How can I continue with you alone?" I will adjust now. But next month until I give birth it 

will become difficult." The mistress said. 

The only sound heard was the loud blowing  of the fire from the kitchen. 

"Can't you hear me, girl?" The mistress asked. Still silent. 

"Hey, Radha!"- 

"Yes" 

"I thought you were dead". The mistress said with a laugh. The maid also laughed softly. She 

realized that she too was free to laugh. 

The fire burned in the stove. Her sleep faded when the heat hit her. She picked up a brass 

vessel and a jug of coffee and walked to the edge of the well. 

The ashes that she put the day before  at the edge of the well were  still lying there. She sat 

down and began to wash the dishes. Sitting next to her , a crow tilted its head slightly and 

cried very seriously. 

"Caw…….Caw….." 

The maid laughed." There is no time to talk".She said in a low voice to the crow."Will kill 

me". 

"What are you talking about, girl?" The mistress asked. 

"No one". 

" Now I heard." 

" I did n't say anything". 
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"And did I dream?" It would be cursing me. "I know your tricks." 

"The mistress said" . She got up and poured the remaining water from the jug on her feet. 

" O Krishna, O Guruvayurappa" she called out loud. 

"O Krishna , O Guruvayurappa…" 

The maid put the water in the teapot to boil. The rice for porridge was sieved, cleaned and 

drained .  Then she took the broom and started sweeping the yard. 

She could hear the sound of her bangles in her hand as she was sweeping. She feels that the 

bangles are talking to her. The jingling sound of the bangles is heard. 

"Ok" the maid said. You are right. I would like a red blouse for onam. Red suits me". 

The mistress went upstairs with difficulty and woke up her husband. "Don't you going to the 

store today?" She asked: " Is it enough to lie here and snore?" 

As soon as he woke up, he laughed. After a couple of seconds he remembered his duties. 

Then that smile faded his face.  He was a dark-skinned man with a lean body. The top of his 

head was beginning to bald. 

He stood up and put his hands up. His wife stood close to him by looking at him. There was a 

severe dissatisfaction on her face. 

"What happened?" He asked: "Did the calf drink milk?  Run out of firewood?" "None of 

that," she said. I am tired. This is what happened. I find it difficult to wake her up and get to 

work. I have to call her in half  an hour to wake her up. She will do nothing. I have to keep 

saying everything from behind. Even better is not having a maid. 

"That's it" 

This is  your answer to everything. This hum.  Why don't you call and scold her? If I say 

something she doesn't value it. That's your fault. Radha comes here,Radha goes there … 

That's how a master calls her and then how will she value me 

"What should I say,Lakshmikutty?"he asked. 
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You got angry when I said that. Why are you always angry with me? You are kind to 

everyone else,  Radha, come here….Radha go there ,.. I cannot bear any of this. I am the only 

one who endures everything and lives here.! 

 Tell her to leave, if you don't want her.You will still say that I made you suffer.You cannot 

do all these works on your own. 

He wrapped his dhoti  and went downstairs.  Wife followed him and went downstairs.  

How do you live  here when I am in the hospital? You will not have anything to eat after this 

girl has made the food. I am sure about it. Will you call her in the morning and wake her up? 

It is just four days,Lakshmikutty , he said: That will be  fine. If she can't, I will make the 

food. I am not bad at anything. 

"Are you going to serve her food? Are you  going to call her to have tea? I know you are 

waiting for me to get out of here." 

There were cries in her voice. And a shiver . 

Pretending that he had not heard it, he went to the courtyard and started brushing his teeth. 

The maid poured him a large glass of tea and brought it to the south. The mistress's anger 

increased when she saw the beauty of her walk. 

"What about the porridge?" She asked. 

"The porridge is kept to get rid of the heat...She said. 

The master hurried back to the south without looking at them. His walk also did not please 

the mistress. 

"How long do I have to stand with an empty stomach in the morning?" It is  lucky to be able 

to give birth to a healthy baby. I am doing things that should not be done..climbing the 

stairs..starving..doing jobs..but who is suffering? 
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The maid laid a wooden plank on the floor and placed the porridge  in front of it. And  a few 

chutney in one piece and she  leaned against the wall with the porridge vessel , waiting for 

her mistress to sit. 

When the mistress left, Radha held her mat  close to the wall. She took the small chimney 

lamp privately and put it on the side of her head. Still she saw ghosts in the hallway. She felt 

her dead mother and grandmother come at the corner and squirm like cubs. She died  

suddenly before I was one year old and now she has come to frighten me.! 

She took the basket of broken bangles and laid them on the floor. She put them in a circle. 

"Now it looks like the sun,"she said. Her mother was still squiming   from the dark corner.  

"I have no fear "Radha said:"I am not afraid of anyone". 

She put the pieces back in the basket. She carried the basket on the doorstep. Then she heard 

the sound of her mistress moaning from upstairs. She had been listening to that cry for a 

while. Do elders cry like this? That big stomach must have hurt. She said to herself. How 

much pain a woman has to suffer to give birth to! She knows it as well. She remembers what 

Naniyamma said. If you are born as a girl, it is hell. It is better not to be born a girl. She 

turned her face to the wall and laid. She hoped that the lamp would have oil to burn until she 

fell asleep. 

The next day she woke up with a severe pain in her stomach.When she opened her eyes the 

master stood with raised legs. 

"Oops don't kick ". 

The mistress said moving towards him. 

"Still to be kicked. Kill this bastard" The master said. 

What is the reason for all this? Radha did not understand anything.She got up from the mat 

and rubbed  her chest and abdomen by standing against the wall. Still the pain had not 

stopped. 
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"Are n't you afraid?"her master asked. Do you think of doing anything? He slapped her 

cheek. She began to cry. 

"Crying….corpse". 

 He went to the courtyard. The mistress followed him.  

The maid went to the kitchen and lit a fire on the stove. Her cheeks are burning  with pain. 

But she did not cry. What is all this for? Her mind was searching for an answer to that 

question. 

The mistress came to the  kitchen and asked in a soft voice." Radha, does it hurt so much?" 

She shook her head. 

"It does not matter". she said.  Master beat me because of my fault. He is the one to punish 

and  save." 

"Ok". 

The mistress's swollen stomach and yellow face caught her eyes. She felt sorry for her. "Does 

that wicked man give her such beating? She was amazed at this new disguise of her master. 

"Radha,do  not lie !" The mistress said:  It's great anger to hear lies". 

"Ok". 

Radha did not feel like asking her what she was lying about. She walked to the edge of the 

well to wash the dishes. 

When the crow saw her that day it turned the face away and cried.Caw...Caw....but Radha did 

not say anything. 

That day the mistress went to the temple early to take a bath explaining  the reason for 

Ekadashi. The master's tea becomes cold and lies in the south. Radha took it and heated it 

again and went upstairs with a little hesitation. 

"Here is the tea"... she said 

He was lying on his back. His shoulders went down and up. With a shudder. 
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"Tea…" Radha said. 

Then she realized that he was bursting into tears. She stared at him in amazement. 

"Radha, go with that " he said : ``Now she will come back and begin to say something, I 

cannot hear it." 

when she saw the panic on his face, she got courge for some reason. 

She picked up the tea glass and  went down the stairs to the kitchen again. Her bangles were 

jingling. 

"That's right".she said: "Red skirt suits me. I want a red  skirt for onam. ….that is match for 

me". 
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7UDQVODWLRQ

�9DSVL���E\�8VKD�3UL\DQYDGD

6XEPLWWHG�E\�

6DQL\D�VDML
)LUVW�0$��(QJOLVK�
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7KH�5HWXUQ

*DMDGDU�%DEX�WRRN�D�ORRN�DW�WKH�VWXII�VWRUHG�LQ�WKH�URRP�7KHUH�ZHUH�WZR�ER[HV��D�EDVNHW�DQG�D

EXFNHW�+H�DVNHG���ZK\�WKLV�ER[��*DQHVKL��*DQHVKL�UHSOLHG�ZKLOH�W\LQJ�WKH�EHG�ZLWK�D�VDG

IDFH�0\�ZLIH�KDV�JLYHQ�VRPH�ODGRRV�LQ�WKH�ER[�IRU�\RX��6KH�VDLG�\RX�OLNH�LW�1RZ�ZKHQ�ZH

SRRU�SHRSOH�ZLOO�EH�DEOH�WR�GR�VRPHWKLQJ�IRU�\RX��$IWHU�KHDULQJ�WKLV��*DMDGDU�%DEX

H[SHULHQFHG�D�IHHOLQJ�RI�VDGQHVV�HYHQ�LQ�WKH�MR\�RI�JRLQJ�KRPH�OLNH�KH�ZDV�ORVLQJ�WKH

FRQQHFWLRQ�IURP�WKH�QDWXUDO�ZRUOG�

��6RPHWLPHV��NHHS�WDNLQJ�WKH�QHZV�RI�XV�DV�ZHOO��*DQHVKL�VDLG�ZKLOH�W\LQJ�WKH�URSH

DURXQG�WKH�EHG��

��:KHQHYHU�\RX�QHHG�VRPHWKLQJ���MXVW�ZULWH�D�OHWWHU��*DQHVKL��$OVR��SODQ�WR�GR��WKH

PDUULDJH�RI�\RXU�GDXJKWHU�E\�'HFHPEHU��

*DQHVKL�ZLSHG�KLV�H\HV�ZLWK�D�QDSNLQ��,I�\RX�ZRXOGQ
W�EH�KHUH��ZKR�ZLOO�JLYH�PH�WKH

VXSSRUW�,I�\RX�DUH��SUHVHQW��LW�ZLOO�ERRVW�PRUDOH��

*DMDGDU�%DEX�ZDV�DOO�SUHSDUHG�WR�JR�7KH�URRP�RI�UDLOZD\�TXDUWHUV�LQ�ZKLFK�KH�VSHQW

PDQ\�\HDUV�RI�KLV�OLIH��ORRNHG�HPSW\�DQG�QDNHG�ZKHQ�WKLQJV�ZHUH�WDNHQ�RXW�IURP�WKH�LW�7KH

SODQWV�LQ�WKH�JDUGHQ�ZHUH�DOVR�WDNHQ�DZD\�E\�IDPLOLDU�SHRSOH�DQG�WKH�VRLO�ZDV�VFDWWHUHG

HYHU\ZKHUH�EXW�LQ�WKH��,PDJHU\�RI�OLYLQJ�ZLWK�ZLIH�DQG�FKLOGUHQ�WKH�SDLQ�RI�VHSDUDWLRQ�IHOW

HDV\�IRU�KLP�

*DMDGDU�%DEX�ZDV�YHU\�KDSS\�$IWHU�WKLUW\�ILYH�\HDU�RI�KLV�MRE��KH�ZDV�JRLQJ�WR�UHWLUH

DQG�JR�KRPH�0RVW�RI�WLPHV�LQ�WKH��WKLUW\�ILYH�\HDUV�KH�ZDV�DORQH���,Q�WKRVH�ORQHO\�\HDUV�KH

DOZD\V�LPDJLQHG�WKH�WLPH�ZKHQ�KH�ZRXOG�EH�DEOH�WR�OLYH�ZLWK�KLV�IDPLO\�+H�ZDV�OLYLQJ�ZLWK

WKLV��KRSH�LQ�WKH�SDVW�\HDUV�+LV�OLIH�FRXOG�EH�FDOOHG�VXFFHVVIXO�LQ�WKH�H\HV�RI�WKH�ZRUOG�+H

EXLOW�D�KRXVH�LQ�WKH��GLG�PDUULDJHV�RI�KLV�HOGHU�VRQ�$PDU�DQG�KLV��GDXJKWHU�NDQWKL�DQG�KLV

RWKHU���WZR�FKLOGUHQ�ZHUH�VWXG\LQJ�LQ�WKH�KLJK�VFKRRO�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�DOZD\V�VWD\HG�LQ�VPDOO

VWDWLRQV�LQ�WKH�UXUDO�DUHDV�GXH�WR�KLV�MRE�ZKLOH�KLV�ZLIH�DQG�FKLOGUHQ�VWD\HG�LQ�WKH�FLW\�IRU�WKH

EHWWHU�HGXFDWLRQ�RI�FKLOGUHQ��*DMDGDU�%DEX�ZDV�D�YHU\�ORYLQJ�SHUVRQ�E\�QDWXUH�DQG�KH�DOZD\V

GHVLUHG�WR�EH�ORYHG�:KHQ�KH�ZDV�OLYLQJ�ZLWK�WKH�IDPLO\��DIWHU�FRPLQJ�IURP�WKH�GXW\�KH�JRW�WR

HQMR\�VRPH�WLPH�ZLWK�FKLOGUHQ�DQG�ZLIH�EXW�ZKHQ�WKH\�PLJUDWHG�WR�FLW\�KH�H[SHULHQFHG�D

IHHOLQJ�RI�GHVRODWLRQ�$IWHU�WKH\�OHIW�KH�FRXOGQ
W�VWD\�DORQH�LQ�WKH�KRPH�GXULQJ�IUHH�WLPH�+H

DOZD\V��PLVVHG�WKH�DIIHFWLRQDWH�WKLQJV�KLV�ZLIH�GLG�IRU�KLP�'HVSLWH�RI�WKH�KHDW�LQ�WKH
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DIWHUQRRQ�VKH�VHUYHG�KLP�KRW�FKDSDWLV�DIWHU�UHWXUQLQJ�IURP�WKH�VWDWLRQ�$OVR�VKH�DOZD\V�XVHG�WR

LQVLVW�WR�HDW�PRUH�DQG�VHUYHG�PRUH�HYHQ�DIWHU�KH�EHFRPH�IXOO�DQG�VKH�MR\IXOO\�ZDWFKHG�KLP

ZKLOH��KH�ZDV�HDWLQJ�:KHQ�KH�XVHG�WR�UHWXUQ�KRPH�DIWHU�D�WLULQJ�GD\�VKH�XVHG�WR�FRPH�RXW�IDVW

IURP�WKH�NLWFKHQ�DQG�KHU�H\HV�XVHG�WR�VSDUNOH�ZLWK�WKH�MR\�$IWHU�OLYLQJ�DORQH�*DMDGKDU�%DEX

UHPHPEHUHG�HYHU\�OLWWOH�WKLQJ�DQG�KH�XVHG�WR�JHW�GHSUHVVHG�1RZ�KH�ZDV�JRLQJ�WR�OLYH�WKH

VDPH�OLIH�DIWHU�VR�PDQ\�\HDUV�RI�ORQHOLQHVV�

*DMDGDU�%DEX�WRRN�RII�WKH�KDW�DQG�SXW�LW�RQ�WKH�EHG�+H�XQWLHG�WKH�VKRHV�DQG�SODFHG�LW

RQ�WKH�IORRU��+H�FRXOG�KHDU��KLV��FKLOGUHQ
V��ODXJKWHU�IURP��LQVLGH��WKH�KRXVH�,W�ZDV�D�6XQGD\

DQG�WKH�FKLOGUHQ�ZHUH�KDYLQJ�WKHLU�EUHDNIDVW�VLWWLQJ�WRJHWKHU�$�KDSS\��VPLOH�VXGGHQO\

DSSHDUHG�RQ��KLV�IDFH�:LWKRXW�PDNLQJ��VRXQG�KH�FDPH�LQVLGH�WKH�KRXVH�ZLWK�WKH�VDPH

VPLOH�+H�QRWLFHG�WKDW�1DUHQGUD�ZDV�SUREDEO\�LPLWDWLQJ�D�GDQFH�VHHQ�LQ�D�ILOP�ZLWK�KLV�KDQGV

RQ�WKH�ZDLVW�DQG�%DVDQWKL��ZDV�DOPRVW�EHQW�GRZQ�RQ�WKH�IORRU�E\�WKH�ODXJKWHU�$PDU
V�ZLIH

KDG�ORVW�DZDUHQHVV�RI�KHU�ERG\�GUHVV�DQG�YHLO�RQ�KHU�KHDG�DV�VKH�ZDV�LPPHUVHG�LQ�WKH

ODXJKWHU�2Q�VHHLQJ�*DMDGDU�%DEX��1DUHQGUD�VXGGHQO\�VDW�RQ�WKH�IORRU�DQG�VWDUWHG�GULQNLQJ�WKH

WHD�'DXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�VXGGHQO\�FDPH�LQWR�KHU�VHQVHV�DQG�VKH�VXGGHQO\�FRYHUHG�KHU�KHDG�2QO\

%DVDQWKL�
V�ERG\�ZDV�VKDNLQJ�LQ�WKH�DWWHPSW�WR�FRQWURO�WKH�ODXJKWHU�

*DMDGDU�%DEX�VPLOHG�DW�WKHP�+H�DVNHG���ZKDW�ZHUH�\RX�LPLWDWLQJ��1DUHQGUD"��

�1RWKLQJ��IDWKHU���+H�UHSOLHG�

*DMDGDU�%DEX�ZLVKHG�WR�EH�D�SDUW�RI�WKHLU��MRNHV�DQG�ODXJKWHU�%XW�DOO�EHFDPH�VLOHQW�DV�VRRQ

DV�KH�HQWHUHG�WKH�KRXVH�+H�IHOW�EDG�DERXW�WKLV�LQ�KLV�PLQG�+H�DVNHG�ZKLOH

VLWWLQJ��%DVDQWL�JLYH�D�FXS�RI�WHD�DOVR�,V�\RXU�PRWKHU�LV�EXV\�GRLQJ�KHU�SRRMDV�DQG�DOO"

%DVDQWKL�EHQW��KHU�KHDG�WRZDUGV�KHU�PRWKHU
V�URRP�6KH�VDLG�VKH�ZRXOG�FRPH�VRRQ��

7KHQ�VKH�VWDUWHG�VWLUULQJ�WKH�WHD�IRU�IDWKHU�'DXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�KDG�DOUHDG\�JRQH�LQVLGH�1RZ

1DUHQGUD��DOVR�VWRRG�XS�GULQNLQJ�WKH�ODVW�VLS�RI�WHD�2QO\�%DVDQWL�ZDV�VLWWLQJ�EHVLGH�KLP

ORRNLQJ�IRU�PRWKHU�WR�FRPH�EDFN�*DMDGDU�%DEX�VLSSHG�WHD�RQFH�DQG�VDLG��WHD�LV�YHU\

SDOH�GHDU�

�%ULQJ�LQ�ZRXOG�\RX��OLNH�WR�DGG�PRUH�VXJDU��%DVDQWKL�DVNHG�

�/HW�LW�EH�,�ZLOO�GULQN�WHD�DIWHU�\RXU�PRWKHU�FRPH��$IWHU�D�ZKLOH��VKH�FRPHV�RXWVLGH��WKH

URRP�FDUU\LQJ�SUDVDG�LQ�KHU�KDQG�%DVDQWKL�VXGGHQO\�VWRRG�XS�VHHLQJ�KHU�FRPLQJ�6KH�VDZ

*DMDGDU�%DEX�DQG�DVNHG��ZK\�DUH�\RX�VLWWLQJ�DORQH"ZKHUH�DUH�WKH\"�

+H�VXGGHQO\�IHOW�VDG�KHDULQJ�WKLV�DQG�VDLG��7KH\�DUH�EXV\�ZLWK�WKHLU�RZQ�ZRUN�$IWHU

DOO�WKH\�DUH�FKLOGUHQ��

*DMDGDU�%DEX
V�ZLIH�VDW�QHDU�WKH�KHDWK�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�VHQVHG�D�IRXO�VPHOO�DQG�VDZ

XQZDVKHG�YHVVHOV��DOO�RYHU�WKH�SODFH�7KH�KH�VDLG��7KHUH�DUH�XQZDVKHG�YHVVHOV�HYHU\ZKHUH�
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1RERG\�LV�FRQFHUQHG�DERXW��WKHVH�WKLQJV�DQG�HQWHUV�WKH�NLWFKHQ�VWUDLJKW�DIWHU�GRLQJ

SRRMD��7KHQ�*DMDGDU�%DEX�FDOOHG�WKH�VHUYDQW�PDQ\�WLPHV�EXW�KH�GLGQ
W�DQVZHU��*DMDGDU

%DEX
V�ZLIH�ORRNHG�DW�KLP�DQG�VDLG��'DXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�PXVW�KDYH�VHQW�KLP�WR�WKH�PDUNHW��7KHQ

6KH�WRRN�D�ORQJ�EUHDWK�DQG�VDW�TXLHWO\�

*DMDGDU�%DEX�VDW�DQG�ZDLWHG�IRU�WHD�DQG�EUHDNIDVW�6XGGHQO\�KH�UHPHPEHUHG

*DQHVKL�+H�XVHG�WR�PDNH�KRW�SXUL�DQG�MDOHEL�LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�EHIRUH�SDVVHQJHU�DUULYHG�%\�WKH

WLPH�*DMDGDU�%DEX�JRW�XS�DQG�JRW��UHDG\�*DQHVKL�XVHG�WR�NHHS�-DOHEL�DQG�WHD�IRU�KLP�*DQHVKL

XVHG�WR�PDNH�SHUIHFW�WHD�ZKLFK�ZDV��ILOOHG��WLOO�WKH�EULP�RI�WKH�JODVV�DQG�LW�ZDV�DGGHG�ZLWK�WZR

DQG�KDOI�WHDVSRRQ�RI�VXJDU�DQG�WKLFN�FUHDP�(YHQ�WKRXJK�SDVVHQJHU�DUULYHG�DW�5DQLSXU

ODWHO\�*DQHVKL�QHYHU�IDLOHG�WR�GHOLYHU�WKH�WHD�DW�WLPH�1RWKLQJ�KDG�WR�VD\�WR�*DQHVKL�UHJDUGLQJ

WKLV�

/LVWHQLQJ��WR�WKH�ZLIH
V�FRPSODLQWV��*DMDGDU�%DEX
V�WKRXJKWV�JRW�GLVWRUWHG�6KH

VDLG��7KH�ZKROH�GD\�LV�VSHQW�KHUH�LQ�WKH�NLWFKHQ�'RLQJ�DOO�WKH�KRXVHKROG�ZRUNV��P\�OLIH�KDV

SDVVHG�1RERG\�LV�KHUH��WR�KHOS�PH��

��:KDW�GRHV�\RXU�GDXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�GR"��*DMDGDU�%DEX�DVNHG�

�6KH�GRHV�QRWKLQJ�DQG�%DVDQWKL�KDV�WR�JR�WR�FROOHJH��

*DMDGDU�%DEX�FDOOHG�%DVDQWL�ORXGO\�:KHQ�%DVDQWL�FDPH�RXW�IURP�WKH�URRP�RI�VLVWHU�LQ

ODZ��*DMDGDU�%DEX�VDLG��%DVDQWKL��LW
V�\RXU�UHVSRQVLELOLW\�WR�PDNH�GLQQHU�WRQLJKW��%UHDNIDVW

ZLOO�PDNH�\RXU�VLVWHU�LQ�ODZ��

%DVDQWKL�UHSOLHG�ZLWK�UHVLVWDQFH�WR�ZKLFK�*DMDGDU�%DEX�KDV�VDLG��)DWKHU�,�KDYH�WR

VWXG\�

*DMDGDU�H[SODLQHG�WKH�VLWXDWLRQ�ZLWK�ORYH��'R�VWXG\�LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�<RXU�PRWKHU�LV

ROG�QRZ�DQG�VKH�KDV�QR�HQHUJ\�OHIW�LQ�WKH�ERG\�+HUH�ZH�KDYH�\RX�DQG�\RXU�VLVWHU�LQ�ODZ�DQG

ERWK�RI�WKHP�VKRXOG�MRLQWO\�GR�WKH�KRXVHKROG�FKRUHV��

%DVDQWKL�VWD\HG�TXLHW�$IWHU�VKH�OHIW��KHU�PRWKHU�PXUPXUHG��6KH�LV�MXVW�PDNLQJ

H[FXVHV�DERXW�WKH�VWXGLHV��6KH�KDV�QR�FRQFHQWUDWLRQ�LQ�WKH�VWXGLHV�6KH�LV�DOZD\V�DW�6KHHOD
V

KRPH�,Q�6KHHOD
V�KRPH�WKHUH�DUH�PDQ\��ELJ�ER\V�DQG�%DVDQWKL�LV�DOZD\V�WKHUH�DQG�,

SHUVRQDOO\�GRQ
W�OLNH�LW��

$IWHU�HDWLQJ�GLQQHU�*DMDGDU�%DEX�ZHQW�WR�GUDZLQJ�URRP�+RXVH�ZDV�VPDOO�DQG�WKH

DUUDQJHPHQWV��LQ�WKH�KRXVH�ZDV�LQ��D�ZD\�LQ�ZKLFK�*DMDGDU�%DEX�KDG�QR�SODFH�WR�VWD\��-XVW

OLNH�D�WHPSRUDU\�VSDFH�LV�PDGH�IRU�JXHVW�D�WLQ\�EHG�ZDV�SODFHG�LQ�WKH�PLGGOH�RI�GUDZLQJ�URRP

E\�SODFLQJ�WKH�FKDLUV�WRZDUGV�WKH�ZDOO�IRU�*DMDGDU�%DEX�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�H[SHULHQFHG�D�VWUDQJH

IHHOLQJ�O\LQJ�LQ�WKDW�URRP�+H�VWDUWHG�WKLQNLQJ�DERXW�WKH�WUDLQV�WKDW�FRPH�LQ�WKH�VWDWLRQ�ZKLFK

ZDLWV�IRU�D�VKRUW�SHULRG�RI�WLPH�DQG�WKHQ�OHDYHV�
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$V�KRXVH�LV�VPDOO�KH�PDGH�DOO�KLV�DUUDQJHPHQWV�LQ�WKH�GUDZLQJ�URRP�LWVHOI�+LV�ZLIH

KDG�D�VPDOO�URRP�%XW�RQH�VLGH�RI�WKH�URRP�ZDV�ILOOHG�ZLWK�WKH�FDQV�FRQWDLQLQJ�SLFNOHV��JUDPV

�ULFH�DQG�JKHH�DQG�RWKHU�VLGH�ZDV�ILOOHG�ZLWK�ROG�EODQNHWV�DQG�VWXII�DQG�LW�ZDV�WLHG�ZLWK

URSH�6KH�DOVR�KDG�D�EDJ�IXOO�RI�FORWKHV�RI�HYHU\RQH�IRU�ZLQWHUV�,Q�WKH�PLGGOH�RI�WKH

URRP�WKHUH�ZDV�D�KDQJLQJ�LQ�ZKLFK�%DVDQWKL�FDUHOHVVO\�SXW�KHU�FORWKHV�+H�GLGQ
W�JR�WR�WKDW

URRP�RIWHQ�7KH�VHFRQG�URRP�RI�WKH�KRXVH�ZDV�IRU�$PDU�DQG�KLV�ZLIH�7KLUG�URRP�ZKLFK�ZDV

RQ�WKH�IURQW�VLGH�ZDV�GUDZLQJ�URRP�%HIRUH�WKH�DUULYDO�RI�*DMDGDU�%DEX�GUDZLQJ�URRP�KDG

WKUHH�FKDLUV�IURP�$PDU
V�LQ�ODZ
V�KRXVH�DQG�FKDLUV�KDG�EOXH�FXVKLRQV�ZKLFK�ZDV�VHZHG�E\

$PDU
V�ZLIH�

:KHQHYHU�*DMDGDU�%DEX
V�ZLIH�KDG�WR�FRPSODLQ�IRU�D�ORQJ�WLPH��VKH�XVHG�WR�FRPH

LQWR�GUDZLQJ�URRP�DQG�VSUHDGHG��WKH�PDW�DQG�FRPSODLQHG�2QH�GD\�VKH�FDPH�LQWR�WKH�URRP

ZLWK�D�PDW�+H�VWULNHG�D�FRQYHUVDWLRQ�DERXW�KRXVHKROG�H[SHQVHV�DQG�KH�ZDV�QRWLFLQJ�WKH

DWWLWXGH�RI�WKH�SHRSOH�LQ�WKH�KRXVH�+H�VDLG�YHU\�SROLWHO\�WR�KLV�ZLIH�WKDW�KH�KDV�JRW�OHVV�PRQH\

DQG�WKHUHIRUH�VKRXOG�WU\�WR�FXW�GRZQ�WKH�H[SHQVHV�

�$OO�H[SHQVHV�DUH�YDOLG�ZKR�VKRXOG�VWDUYH"�,�KDYH�EHFRPH�ROG�E\�PDQDJLQJ

HYHU\WKLQJ�,�GLGQ
W�JHW�WR�ZHDU�FORWKHV�RU�MHZHOULHV��ZKLFK�,�OLNH��

+H�ORRNHG�DW�KLV�ZLIH��DPD]HG�+H�QHYHU�KLG�KLV�VWDWXV�IURP�KHU�,W�ZDV�QDWXUDO��WR

PHQWLRQ�KLV�ZLIH�DERXW�WKH�WLJKWQHVV�DQG�VFDUFLW\�VKH�H[SHULHQFHG�%XW�WKHUH�ZDV�ODFN�RI

V\PSDWK\�LQ�KHU�VD\LQJ�ZKLFK�VKRFNHG�*DMDGDU�%DEX�D�ORW�,I�VKH�ZDV�DVNHG�IRU�DQ\�RSLQLRQ

UHODWHG�DQ\WKLQJ��KH�ZRXOG�KDYH�QHYHU�IHOW�EDG�EXW�KDSS\�%XW�VKH�DOZD\V�FRPSODLQHG�WR�KLP

DV�LI�KH�ZDV�UHVSRQVLEOH�IRU�HYHU\�SUREOHPV�LQ�WKH�IDPLO\�

�:KDW�DUH�\RX�ODFNLQJ��$PDU
V�PRWKHU"�:H�KDYH�D�GDXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�FKLOGUHQ�DQG�D

PDQ�FRXOG�EH�ZHDOWK\�ZLWKRXW�PRQH\�DOVR��*DMDGDU�%DEX�VDLG�DQG�UHDOLVHG�WKDW�LW�ZDV�KLV

LQWHUQDO�H[SUHVVLRQ�RI�HPRWLRQ�DQG�KLV�ZLIH�FRXOGQ
W�XQGHUVWDQG�WKDW���,W
V�YHU\�HDV\��ZLWK�P\

GDXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�6KH�LV�PDQDJLQJ�WKH�NLWFKHQ�WRGD\"��6KH�VDLG�DQG�FORVHG�KHU�H\HV�DQG

VOHSW�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�NHSW�ORRNLQJ�DW�KLV�ZLIH�ZKLOH�VLWWLQJ��:DV�WKLV�KLV�ZLIH�ZKRVH�JHQWOH

WRXFK��DQG�VPLOH�KH�VSHQW�KLV�HQWLUH�OLIH"�+H�IHOW�WKDW��WKDW�ZRPDQ�ORVW�VRPHZKHUH�LQ�WKH�SDWK

RI�OLIH�DQG�WKH�ZRPDQ�ZKR�LV�SUHVHQW�QRZ�LV�D�FRPSOHWH�VWUDQJHU�IRU�ERWK�KLV�PLQG�DQG

VRXO�7KH�ZHLJKW�RI�KLV�ZLIH
V�ERG\�ZKR�LV�LPPHUVHG�LQ�VOHHS�VHHPHG�YHU\�KHDY\�DQG��KH�IHOW

XJO\�+HU�IDFH�VHHPHG�WR�ODFN�DQ\�FKDUP�DQG�IHOW�GU\�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�NHSW�RQ�ORRNLQJ�DW�KLV

ZLIH�ZLWK�GHWDFKHG�H\HV�DQG�KH�OLHG�GRZQ�LQ�WKH�EHG�DQG�VWDUWHG�ORRNLQJ�DW�WKH�VHDOLQJ

6RPHWKLQJ�IHOO�GRZQ�LQVLGH�DQG�KLV�ZLIH�VXGGHQO\�ZRNH�XS��7KH�FDW�PXVW�KDYH�VSLOOHG

VRPHWKLQJ���7KHQ�VKH�IOHZ�LQVLGH�:KHQ�VKH�UHWXUQHG�DIWHU�D�ZKLOH�KHU�IDFH�ZDV�VZROOHQ�ZLWK

DQJHU��'DXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�OHIW�WKH�NLWFKHQ�RSHQ�DQG�WKH�FDW�VSLOOHG�GDO�FXUU\�(YHU\ERG\�ZLOO�QHHG
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WR�HDW�ZKDW�ZLOO��,�IHHG"��6KH�WRRN�D�EUHDWK�DQG�VDLG��)RU�SUHSDULQJ�FXUU\�DQG�D�IHZ�FKDSDWLV

VKH�VSHQW�D�ZKROH�ERWWOH�RI�JKHH�6KH�LV�QRW�FRQFHUQHG�DERXW�WKH�H[SHQVHV��(DUQHUV�DUH�GRLQJ

KDUG�ZRUN�DQG�KHUH�VKH�LV�ZDVWLQJ�WKH�PRQH\�,�DOUHDG\�NQHZ�QRERG\�FRXOG�GR�WKH�ZRUN

SURSHUO\��

*DMDGDU�%DEX�IHOW�WKDW�LI�KH�ZRXOG�VD\��VRPHWKLQJ�HOVH�KLV�HDU�ZRXOG�VWDUW�ULQJLQJ�+H

WXUQHG�KLV�ERG\�DJDLQVW�WKH�RSSRVLWH�VLGH�EDFN�IDFLQJ�DJDLQVW�WKH�ZLIH�

$W�GLQQHU�%DVDQWL�GHOLEHUDWHO\�PDGH�IRRG�LQ�D�ZD\�WKDW�IHOW�GLIILFXOW�WR�VZDOORZ�WKURXJK

WKH�WKURDW�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�DWH�LW�VLOHQWO\�ZLWKRXW�PDNLQJ�DQ\�IXVV�DERXW�LW�EXW�1DUHQGUD

VKUXJJHG�RII�WKH�SODWH�DQG�VWRRG�XS�DQG�VDLG��0RWKHU�,�FDQ
W�HDW�IRRG�OLNH�WKLV��

%DVDQWL�KHDUG�LW�DQG�VDLG��7KHQ�GRQ
W�HDW�LW�1RERG\�FRXOG�VDWLVI\�\RX��

�:KR�DVNHG�\RX�WR�PDNH�IRRG"��1DUHQGUD�VFUHDPHG�

��)DWKHU�DVNHG�PH�WR�GR�LW��

�)DWKHU�KDV�QR�RWKHU�MRE�WR�GR��

0RWKHU�WULHG�WR�FRQYLQFH�1DUHQGUD�ZLWK�WKH�KHOS�RI�%DVDQWL�DQG�PDGH�VRPHWKLQJ�E\

KHU�RZQ�KDQGV�DQG�IHHGHG�KLP�$�ZKLOH�DIWHU�*DMDGDU�%DEX�VDLG�WR�KLV�ZLIH��6KH�LV�D�JURZQ

XS�JLUO�DQG�VKH�GRHVQ
W�NQRZ�KRZ�WR�FRRN�IRRG���

�6KH�NQRZV�HYHU\WKLQJ�EXW�VKH�GRHVQ
W�OLNH�WR�GR�DQ\WKLQJ���KLV�ZLIH�UHSOLHG�

1H[W�GD\�VHHLQJ�PRWKHU�LQ�WKH�NLWFKHQ��%DVDQWKL�FKDQJHG�KHU�FORWKHV�DQG�FDPH

RXWVLGH�WR�JR�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�DVNHG�KHU�WR�VWD\���:KHUH�DUH�\RX�JRLQJ"��

��,
P�JRLQJ�WR�6KHHOD
V�KRPH��%DVDQWL�UHSOLHG�

�1R�QHHG�WR�JR�QRZ�*R�LQVLGH�DQG�VWXG\��*DMDGDU�%DEX�VDLG�LQ�D�UXGH

PDQQHU�6WDQGLQJ�XQFHUWDLQW\��IRU�D�ZKLOH�%DVDQWKL�ZHQW�LQVLGH�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�XVHG��WR�JR�IRU

D�ZDON�HYHU\GD\�LQ�WKH�HYHQLQJ�ZKHQ�KH�FRPH�EDFN�IURP�WKH�HYHQLQJ�ZDON�KLV�ZLIH�DVNHG��

ZKDW�GLG�\RX�VD\�WR�%DVDQWKL"�6KH�VHHPHG�SLVVHG�IURP�WKH�HYHQLQJ�DQG�VKH�GLGQ
W�HYHQ�HDW

IRRG��

*DMDGDU�%DEX�IHOW�DQJU\�+H�GLGQ
W�UHSO\�WR�KLV�ZLIH�+H�DOUHDG\�GHFLGHG�LQ�KLV�PLQG

WKDW�%DVDQWKL�VKRXOG�JHW�PDUULHG�VRRQ�$IWHU�WKDW�GD\�%DVDQWKL�DOZD\V�WULHG�WR�HVFDSH�IURP�KLV

H\HV�LI�VKH�ZDQWHG�WR�JR�VKH�DOZD\V�ZHQW�WKURXJK�WKH�EDFN�GRRU�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�DVNHG�KLV

ZLIH�WZR�WLPHV��DIWHU�VKH�UHSOLHG��VKH�LV�SLVVHG�DW�\RX��+H�IHOW�PRUH�DQJU\�,I�VKH�KDG�EHHQ

VWRSSHG�HDUOLHU�IDWKHU�ZRXOGQ
W�KDYH�WKH�QHHG�WR�VSHDN�7KHQ�KLV�ZLIH�LQIRUPHG�KLP�WKDW�$PDU

LV�SODQQLQJ�WR�OLYH�VHSDUDWHO\�

�:K\"�*DMDGDU�%DEX�DVNHG�VXUSULVHGO\�

+LV�ZLIH�GLGQ
W�JLYH�D�FOHDU�DQVZHU��$PDU
V�ZLIH�KDG�D�ORW�RI�FRPSODLQWV�6KH

ZDV�VD\LQJ�WKDW�*DMDGDU�%DEX�DOZD\V�OD\�GRZQ��LQ�WKH�GUDZLQJ�URRP�DQG�WKHUH�ZDV�QR�SODFH
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WR�PDNH�SHRSOH�VLW�ZKHQ�VRPHERG\�FDPH�$OVR�)DWKHU�VHHPHG�WR��EHOLHYH�$PDU�WR�EH�D�FKLOG

DQG�DOZD\V�LQWHUSUHWV�LQ�HYHU\WKLQJ�DQG�$PDU
V�ZLIH�KDV�WR�GR�ORW�RI���ZRUNV�LQ�WKH�KRXVH�DQG

PRWKHU�LQ�ODZ�DOZD\V�JLYHV�KHU�WDXQW�

���'LG�DQ\�VXFK�FRQYHUVDWLRQ�KDSSHQ�EHIRUH�,�FDPH"�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�DVNHG�+LV

ZLIH�QRGGHG�KHU�KHDG�DQG�VDLG�QR�3UHYLRXVO\�$PDU�XVHG�WR�OLNH�DV�DQ�RZQHU�RI�WKH�KRXVH

�'DXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�KDG�QR�UHVWULFWLRQV�$PDU
V�IULHQGV�XVHG�WR�FRPH�KRPH�IUHTXHQWO\�DQG��WKH

EUHDNIDVW�DQG�WHD�ZHUH�SUHSDUHG�IRU�WKHP�%DVDQWKL�DOVR�OLNHG�WKH�VDPH�

*DMDGDU�%DEX�VDLG�VRIWO\��7HOO�$PDU�WKHUH�LV�QR�QHHG�WR�KXUU\�

7KH�QH[W�GD\��ZKHQ��KH�FDPH�KRPH�DIWHU�WKH�PRUQLQJ�ZDON�KH�IRXQG�WKDW�KLV�EHG

ZDV�PLVVLQJ�IURP�WKH�GUDZLQJ�URRP�+H�ZDV�DERXW�WR�DVN�DERXW�LW�EXW�E\�WKH�WLPH�KLV�H\HV�IHOO

RQ�WKH�ZLIH�VLWWLQJ�LQVLGH�WKH�NLWFKHQ�+H�RSHQHG�KLV�PRXWK�WR�DVN�ZKHUH�GDXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ�LV�EXW

KH�GLGQ
W�DVN�DQ\WKLQJ�DIWHU�UHPHPEHULQJ�VRPHWKLQJ�:KHQ�KH�ZHQW�WR�KLV�ZLIH
V�URRP��KH

IRXQG�KLV�EHG�LQ�WKH�PLGGOH�RI�RI�VRPH�FDQV�DQG�EODQNHWV�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�UHPRYHG�KLV�FRDW

DQG�JODQFHG�DW�WKH�ZDOO�WR�KDQJ�LW�VRPHZKHUH��7KHQ�DIWHU�IROGLQJ�LW�PDGH�VRPH�VSDFH�LQ�WKH

ZLUH�DQG�KDQJ�LW�RQ�RQH�VLGH�:LWKRXW�HDWLQJ�DQ\WKLQJ��KH�ODLG�RQ�WKH�EHG�:KDWHYHU�LW�LV�WKH

ERG\�ZDV�DOUHDG\�DJHG�+H�XVHG�WR�JR�IRU�PRUQLQJ�DQG�HYHQLQJ�ZDON�EXW�IHOW�WLUHG�RQ�WKH�ZD\

EDFN�KRPH�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�UHPHPEHUHG�WKH�ELJ�TXDUWHU�ZKHUH�KH�XVHG�WR�OLYH�7KH�UHOD[HG�OLIH

LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�ZKHQ�WKH�SDVVHQJHU�WUDLQ�DUULYHG�7KH�VWDWLRQ�ZDV�FURZGHG�DQG�ORXG�DQG�WKH

IDPLOLDU�IDFHV�DQG�WKH�VRXQG�WKDW�WUDLQ�PDGH�ZDV�OLNH�D�PHORGLRXV�PXVLF�IRU�KLP�7KH�ZLQG

DQG�WKH�VRXQG�IURP�WKH�HQJLQH�RI�WKH�WUDLQ�ZDV�OLNH�D�FRPSDQLRQ�WR�KLV�ORQHO\�QLJKWV�6RPH

SHRSOH�ZKR�FRPH�WR�PHHW��5DPMLODO�XVHG�WR�FRPH�WR�KLP�RFFDVLRQDOO\�DQG�WKH\��EHFRPH�KLV

IULHQGV�1RZ�WKDW�OLIH�VHHPHG�WR�KLV�OLNH�D�ORVW�WUHDVXUH�+H�IHOW�WKDW�KH�ZDV�FKHDWHG�E\�OLIH�+H

GLGQ
W�HYHQ�JHW�D�GURS�RXW�RI�ZKDW�KH�ZDQWHG�

:KLOH�O\LQJ�LQ�WKH�EHG�KH�NHSW�OLVWHQLQJ�WR�WKH�YDULRXV�YRLFHV�FRPLQJ�IURP�LQVLGH�WKH

KRXVH�'DXJKWHU�LQ�ODZ
V�DQG�PRWKHU
V�OLWWOH�TXDUUHO�ZDWHU�IORZLQJ�LQ�WKH�EXFNHW�IURP�WKH

SLSH�WKH�IULFWLRQ�EHWZHHQ�WKH�YHVVHOV�IURP�WKH�NLWFKHQ�DQG�WKH�FRQYHUVDWLRQ�EHWZHHQ�WZR

JLUOV�+H�VXGGHQO\�GHFLGHG�WKDW�QRZ�KH�ZRXOG�QRW�LQWHUIHUH�LQ�DQ\WKLQJ�DW�KRPH�,I�WKHUH�LV�QR

VSDFH�IRU�KRXVHKROGHU�LQ�WKH�KRPH�WKHQ�LW�LV�EHWWHU�WR�VLPSO\�OD\�GRZQ�KHUH�,I�WKH\�VKLIW�WKH

SODFH�IXUWKHU�WKHQ�ZLOO�JR�WKHUH�,I�KH�KDV�QR�SRVLWLRQ�LQ�KLV�RZQ�FKLOGUHQ
V�OLIH�LW�LV�EHWWHU�WR

OLYH�OLNH�DQ�RXWVLGHU�LQ�RQH
V�RZQ�KRPH�DQG�DIWHU�WKDW�GD\��*DMDGDU�%DEX�UHDOO\�GLGQ
W�VD\

DQ\WKLQJ�:KHQ�1DUHQGUD�DVNHG�IRU�PRQH\�KH�JDYH�KLP�PRQH\�ZLWKRXW�DVNLQJ�DQ\WKLQJ�+H

GLGQ
W�VD\�DQ\WKLQJ�HYHQ�DIWHU�%DVDQWL�UHPDLQHG�LQ�QHLJKERXU
V�KRXVH�HYHQ�JHWWLQJ�YHU\�GDUN

%XW�IRU�KLP�WKH�ELJJHVW�JULHI�ZDV�WKDW�KLV�ZLIH�GLGQ
W�HYHQ�QRWLFH�DQ\�FKDQJH�LQ�KLP�DW�DOO�6KH

UHPDLQHG�LJQRUDQW�IURP�KHU�KXVEDQG
V�VRUURZ�6KH�ZDV�DW�SHDFH�DV�KHU�KXVEDQG�LV�QRW
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LQWHUIHULQJ�LQ�IDPLO\�PDWWHUV�6RPHWLPHV�VKH�VDLG��,W
V�EHWWHU�QRW�WR�LQWHUIHUH�LQ

EHWZHHQ�FKLOGUHQ�KDYH�JURZQ�XS�ZH�DUH�GRLQJ�RXU�GXW\�ZH�DUH�SURYLGLQJ�WKHP�HGXFDWLRQ�DQG

ZLOO�JHW�WKHP�PDUULHG�

*DMDGDU�EDEX�ORRNHG�DW�KLV�ZLIH�EHLQJ�KXUW�+H�UHDOLVHG�WKDW�KH�LV�MXVW�D�PHGLXP�IRU

PRQH\�IRU�ERWK�ZLIH�DQG�FKLOGUHQ�7KH�SHUVRQ�ZKRVH�H[LVWHQFH�E\�ZKLFK�ZLIH�LV�HQWLWOHG�WR�SXW

YHUPLOOLRQ�RQ�WKH�IRUHKHDG�6KH�KDV�D�UHSXWDWLRQ�LQ�WKH�VRFLHW\�DQG�VKH�IHHOV�E\�JLYLQJ�KLP

IRRG�WZR�WLPHV�D�GD\��VKH�LV�GLVFKDUJHG�IURP�DOO�KHU�GXWLHV�6KH�KDV�PDGH�KHU�ZRUOG�DURXQG

WKH�FDQV�RI�*KHH�DQG�VXJDU�1RZ�*DMDGKDU�%DEX�LV�QRW�WKH�FHQWHU�RI�KHU�OLIH�1RZ�*DMDGDU

%DEX
V�HQWKXVLDVP�UHJDUGLQJ�KLV�GDXJKWHU
V�PDUULDJH�LV�DOVR�H[WLQJXLVKHG�(YHQ�DIWHU�VWRSSHG

LQWHUIHULQJ�LQ�EHWZHHQ�KLV�H[LVWHQFH�FRXOGQ
W�EH�D�SDUW�RI�IDPLO\�HQYLURQPHQW�+LV�SUHVHQFH�LQ

WKDW�KRXVH�VHHPHG�XQLPSRUWDQW�MXVW�OLNH�KLV�EHG�O\LQJ�LQ�WKH�GUDZLQJ�URRP��'HVSLWH�EHLQJ

GHFLGHG�QRW�JRLQJ�WR�LQWHUIHUH�LQ�EHWZHHQ�RQH�GD\�KH�LQWHUIHUHG�+LV�ZLIH�ZDV�FRPSODLQLQJ

DERXW�WKH�VHUYDQW�DV�XVXDO��+RZ�OD]\�KH�LV�+H�VWHDOV�PRQH\�IURP�HYHU\WKLQJ�:KHQ�KH�VLWV�WR

HDW�KH�MXVW�JR�RQ�HDWLQJ���*DMDGDU�%DEX�XVHG�WR�IHHO�WKDW�WKH�OLIHVW\OH�DQG�VSHQGLQJ�RI�KLV

KRXVH�LV�ZD\�PRUH�WKDQ�IURP�WKHLU�VWDWXV�$IWHU�OLVWHQLQJ�WR�ZKDW�KLV�ZLIH�VDLG���KH�UHDOLVHG

WKDW�KDYLQJ�D�VHUYDQW�LV�MXVW�XVHOHVV�7KHVH�DUH�VPDOO�ZRUNV�DQG�LQ�KRPH�WKHUH�DUH�WKUHH�PHQ�LQ

WKH�KRXVH��6R�DQ\ERG\�FRXOG�GR�WKH�MRE�RI�JRLQJ�WR�PDUNHW�+H�GLVPLVVHG�VHUYDQW�WKDW�GD\

LWVHOI�:KHQ�$PDU�FDPH�IURP�RIILFH�KH�VWDUWHG�FDOOLQJ�IRU�WKH�VHUYDQW�$PDU
V�ZLIH�VDLG��)DWKHU

KDV�GLVPLVVHG�WKH�VHUYDQW��

��ZK\�

�+H�VDLG��H[SHQGLWXUH�LV�KLJK�

7KLV�FRQYHUVDWLRQ�ZDV�VLPSOH�EXW�*DMDGDU�%DEX�JRW�XSVHW�ZLWK�WKH�WRQH�ZLWK�ZKLFK

WKH�FRQYHUVDWLRQ�KDSSHQHG�$V�*DMDGDU�%DEX�ZDV�XSVHW�KH�GLGQ
W�JR�IRU�HYHQLQJ�ZDON�+H�HYHQ

IHOW�OD]\�WR�OLJKW�XS�WKH�ODPS�1DUHQGUD�LJQRUDQW�RI�ZKDW�KDSSHQHG�VDLG���0RWKHU�ZK\�GLGQ
W

\RX�VD\��DQ\WKLQJ�WR�IDWKHU�+H�MXVW�GLVPLVVHG�WKH�VHUYDQW�RXW�RI�GRLQJ�QRWKLQJ�,I�)DWKHU�LV

SODQQLQJ�WR�VHQG�PH�WR�PLOO�IRU�JULQGLQJ�WKH�ZKHDW�LQ�WKH�F\FOH�,�ZRXOGQ
W�JR�

�<HV�0RWKHU���,W�ZDV�%DVDQWKL��,�KDYH�WR�JR�WR�FROOHJH�DQG�RQ�WKH�WRS�RI�WKDW��KH

DVNV�PH�WR�GR�WKH��KRPH�FKRUHV�ZKLFK�LV�LPSRVVLEOH�

��2OG�PDQ���$PDU�PXUPXUHG��+H�LV�MXVW�O\LQJ�GRZQ�VLPSO\�ZK\�KH�LV�LQWHUIHULQJ�LQ

HYHU\WKLQJ"��*DMDGDU�EDEX
V�ZLIH�VDLG��+H�GLGQ
W�JHW�DQ\WKLQJ�WR�LQWHUUXSW��6R�KH�VHQW�\RXU

ZLIH�WR�WKH�NLWFKHQ�6KH�ILQLVKHG�WKH�UDWLRQ�IRU�ILIWHHQ�GD\V�ZLWKLQ�MXVW�ILYH�GD\V��%HIRUH

$PDU
V�ZLIH�VD\�VRPHWKLQJ�VKH�VQHDNHG�LQWR�WKH�NLWFKHQ�$IWHU�VRPH�WLPH��VKH�FDPH�WR�KHU

URRP�DQG�OLW�WKH�OLJKW�DQG�VDZ�*DMDGDU�%DEX�O\LQJ�LQ�WKH�EHG�DQG�VWDUWHG�WDONLQJ�DERXW�KHU
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GLIILFXOWLHV�6KH�FRXOGQ
W�JXHVV�KLV�VHQWLPHQWV�E\�VHHLQJ�KLV�IDFLDO�H[SUHVVLRQV�+H�NHSW�O\LQJ�LQ

WKH�EHG�FORVLQJ�WKH�H\HV�DQG�ZLWKRXW�VD\LQJ�DQ\WKLQJ�

*DMDGDU�%DEX�HQWHUHG�KRPH�KROGLQJ�D�OHWWHU�LQ�KLV�KDQGV�DQG�FDOOHG�KLV�ZLIH��6KH

FDPH�ZLWK�ZHW�KDQGV�DQG�ZLSHG�LW�ZLWK�WKH�EULP�RI�WKH�VDUHH�DQG�VWRRG�EHVLGH�KLP�*DMDGKDU

%DEX�H[SODLQHG�ZLWKRXW�DQ\�VSHFLDO�LQWURGXFWLRQ��,�JRW�D�MRE�LQ�5DPMLODO
V�VXJDU�PLOO�,W
V

EHWWHU�WR�HDUQ�IRU�WKH�KRXVH�WKDQ�VLPSO\�VLWWLQJ�+H�KDG�DOUHDG\�VDLG�LW�EHIRUH�EXW�,�UHIXVHG�WKDW

WLPH�7KHQ�KH�SDXVHG�D�ZKLOH�DQG��VDLG��,�WKRXJKW�WKDW�DIWHU�\HDUV�RI�EHLQJ�DSDUW�IURP�WKH

IDPLO\�,�ZRXOG�EH�DEOH�WR�WDNH�D�EUHDN�DQG�VWD\�ZLWK�WKH�IDPLO\�EXW���,�KDYH�WR�JR�GD\�DIWHU

WRPRUURZ�ZRXOG�\RX�OLNH�WR�FRPH�ZLWK�PH"��

�0H"�VKH�UHSOLHG��VKLYHULQJ��,I�,�FRPH�ZLWK�\RX�ZKDW�DERXW�WKH�KRXVH"�7KH

KRXVHKROG�DQG�\RXQJ�JLUO�DQG�HYHU\WKLQJ�

%HLQJ�)UXVWUDWHG�*DMDGDU�%DEX�FXW�WKH�FRQYHUVDWLRQ�LQ�WKH�PLGGOH�DQG�VDLG��2ND\

�\RX�VWD\�KHUH�,�ZDV�MXVW�DVNLQJ��7KHQ�KH�EHFDPH�VLOHQW�

1DUHQGUD�WLHG�WKH�EHG�ZLWK�JUHDW�HQWKXVLDVP�DQG�FDOOHG�IRU�D�ULFNVKDZ�*DMDGKDU

%DEX
V�%DJ�DQG�KLV�WKLQ�EHG�ZHUH�SODFHG�LQ�WKH�ULFNVKDZ��*DMDGDU�%DEX�VDW�RQ�WKH�ULFNVKDZ

FDUU\LQJ�VRPH�HDWDEOHV�+H�ORRNHG�DW�KLV�IDPLO\�IRU�D�VHFRQG�7KHQ�KH�VWDUWHG�ORRNLQJ�DW�WKH

RWKHU�VLGH�DQG�WKH�ULFNVKDZ��VWDUWHG�PRYLQJ�$IWHU�KH�OHIW�HYHU\ERG\�FDPH�LQVLGH�WKH�KRXVH

DQG�$PDU
V�ZLIH�DVNHG�$PDU����SOHDVH�WDNH�PH�WR�ZDWFK�D�PRYLH���%DVDQWKL�MXPSHG�XS�DQG

VDLG��7DNH�XV�WRR�

*DMDGDU�%DEX
V�ZLIH�ZHQW�VWUDLJKW�LQWR�WKH�NLWFKHQ�6KH�NHSW�VRPH�UHPDLQLQJ�IRRG

LQ�D�ER[�DQG�EURXJKW�LW�WR�KHU�URRP�DQG�SODFHG�LW�EHVLGH�WKH�FDQLVWHU�$IWHU�WKDW�VKH�FDPH

LQVLGH�DQG�VDLG��1DUHQGUD�7DNH�RXW�IDWKHU
V�EHG�IURP�WKH�GUDZLQJ�URRP�7KHUH�LV�KDUGO\�DQ\

SODFH�WR�ZDON��
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1H\SD\DVDP

0DGKDYLNXWW\

�1H\SD\DVDP��$�WUDGLWLRQDO�VZHHW�GLVK�RI�.HUDOD�PDGH�RI�MDJJHU\��FODULILHG

EXWWHU��ULFH��UDLVLQV��FDVKHZ�HWF��

:H�VKDOO�FDOO�WKDW�PDQ�µ�$FFKDQ¶���)DWKHU���WKH�RQH�ZKR�KDV�VRPHKRZ�RUJDQLVHG�WKH�IXQHUDO

ULWHV�DW�PLQLPDO�FRVWV�DQG�KDV�VKRZQ�GHIHUHQWLDO�JUDWLWXGH�WR�KLV�ZRUN��FROOHDJXHV��EHIRUH

ZHDULO\�VWDUWLQJ�IRU�KLV�KRPH�DW�QLJKW��7KH�UHDVRQ�EHKLQG�WKDW�FODVVLILFDWLRQ�LV�VLQFH��LQ�WKDW

WRZQ��DV�LI�WKUHH�FKLOGUHQ�SHUFHLYH�KLV�JHQXLQH�ZRUWK��$QG�WKH\�FDOO�KLP��µ�$FFKDQ�¶

6HDWHG�DPRQJ�RXWVLGHUV�ZLWKLQ�WKH�WUDQVSRUW��KH�EHJXQ�LVRODWLQJ�HDFK�VLQJOH�PLQXWH�RI�WKDW

SDUWLFXODU�GD\�

+H�KDG�ZRNHQ�XS�RQ�KHDULQJ�KHU�YRLFH�

µ�,W�LV�0RQGD\��8QQL��JHW�XS�QRZ��'R�QRW�EXUURZ�XQGHU�WKH�VKHHWV�¶�6KH�ZDV�ZDNLQJ�XS�WKHLU

HOGHVW�VRQ��'UHVVHG�LQ�KHU�ZKLWH�VDUL��WKDW�KDG�VHHQ�EHWWHU�GD\V�VKH�KDG�WKHQ�VWDUWHG�ZRUNLQJ

LQ�WKH�NLWFKHQ��6KH�KDG�FRPH�WR�KLP�ZLWK�D�KXJH�WXPEOHU�IXOO�RI�FRIIHH��7KHQ��WKHQ«ZKDW�KDG

KDSSHQHG�WKHQ"�+DG�VKH�PHQWLRQHG�VRPHWKLQJ�PHPRUDEOH�WR�KLP"�(YHQ�DIWHU�KH�SRQGHUHG

IRU�ORQJ��KH�FRXOG�QRW�UHFROOHFW�D�VLQJOH�ZRUG�RI�ZKDW�VKH�KDG�VSRNHQ�DIWHUZDUGV��µ�,W�LV

0RQGD\�

'R�QRW�EXUURZ�XQGHU�WKH�VKHHWV�¶7KDW�ORQH�VHQWHQFH�UHYHUEHUDWHG�LQ�KLV�PHPRU\��+H

PXUPXUHG�WKH�ZRUGV��DV�LI�WKH\�ZHUH�SDUW�RI�WKH�/RUG¶V�QDPH��+H�IHOW�WKDW�KLV�ORVV�ZRXOG

EHFRPH�LUUHSDUDEOH�LI�KH�IRUJRW�WKDW�VHQWHQFH�

6KH�KDG�SUHVVHG�DOXPLQXP�WLIILQ�ER[HV�ZLWK�VQDFNV��IRU�WKH�FKLOGUHQ¶V�VFKRRO�EUHDN��+H�KDG

WDNH�QRWH�WKH�VWDLQ�RI�WXUPHULF�RQ�KHU�ULJKW�KDQG�DW�WKDW�SRLQW��7KH�FKLOGUHQ�KDG�MRLQHG�KLP

ZLWKLQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�DV�KH�EHJDQ�IRU�RIILFH�WKH\�KDG�JRQH�WR�WRZQ�WRJHWKHU�

+H�KDG�QRW�WKRXJKW�RI�KHU��QRW�LQGHHG�RQFH��DW�KLV�RIILFH��7KH\�KDG�KLWFKHG�DIWHU�D�\HDU�ORQJ
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DGRUH�LVVXHV��7KHLU�IDPLOLHV�KDG�QRW�SDUWLFLSDWHG�DW�DOO��+RZHYHU��WKH\�ERWK�KDG�QHYHU

ODPHQWHG�WKHLU�FKRLFH��2I�FRXUVH��WKHUH�KDG�EHHQ�KDUGVKLSV�WKDW�KDG�IUHTXHQWO\�GHSOHWHG�WKHP

�WKH�YLVLW�ERXWV�RI�VLFNQHVV�ZKLFK�IUHTXHQWHG�WKHLU�\RXWKIXO�FKLOGUHQ��DQG�WKH�GXELRXV

ILQDQFHV«�6KH�KDG�JUDGXDOO\�EHFRPH�LQWULJXHG�LQ�GUHVVLQJ�XS��+H�KDG�PLVSODFHG�KLV�FDSDFLW\

IRU�EXUVWLQJ�LQWR�D�KHDOWK\�ODXJK�

%XW�WKH\�KDG�ORYHG�HDFK�RWKHU��7KH\�DOVR�ORYHG�WKHLU�WKUHH�FKLOGUHQ��7KUHH�VRQV��7KH\�ZHUH

DJHG�WHQ��VHYHQ�DQG�ILYH��DQG�WKHLU�IDFHV�ZHUH�QHYHU�FOHDQ��7KH\�ZHUH�RUGLQDU\�NLGV�ZLWK

QRWKLQJ�RXWVWDQGLQJ�DERXW�WKHP��HLWKHU�LQ�EHDXW\�RU�LQWHOOLJHQFH�

<HW�WKHLU�SDUHQWV�RIWHQ�ERDVWHG�DERXW�WKHP�

µ�8QQL�LV�DOO�VHW�WR�EH�DQ�HQJLQHHU��+H�LV�DOZD\V�FUHDWLQJ�VRPHWKLQJ�RU�WKH�RWKHU«¶

µ�%DODQ��ZH�VKRXOG�PDNH�KLP�D�GRFWRU��/RRN�DW�WKDW�LQWHOOLJHQW�IRUHKHDG�¶

µ5DMDK�LV�QRW�HYHQ�VFDUHG�RI�WKH�GDUN��+H�LV�YHU\�VPDUW��+H�PLJKW�MRLQ�WKH�DUP\«¶

7KHLU�KRPH�ZDV�LQ�WKDW�SRUWLRQ�RI�WKH�WRZQ�ZKHUH�WKH�FHQWHU�FRXUVH�OLYHG��$�OHYHO�ZLWK�WKUHH

URRPV�RQ�WKH�SULPDU\�IORRU�RI�D�EXLOGLQJ��$�OLWWOH�YHUDQGDK��ZKHUH�WZR�LQGLYLGXDOV�PLJKW

FORVH�WR�VWDQG�WRJHWKHU��DGMRLQHG�RQH�URRP��$�URVH�SODQW�GHYHORSHG�LQ�D�OLWWOH�SRW�LQ�WKDW

VSDFH��$PPD�WDNHV�FDUH�RI�LW�IDVWLGLRXVO\��%H�WKDW�DV�LW�PD\��LW�KDG�QRW�VSURXWHG�WLOO�GDWH�

2Q�WKH�NLWFKHQ�GLYLGHU�KXQJ�GLIIHUHQW�H[HFXWHV��VSRRQV�DQG�WKHLU�NLQG��&ORVH�WKH�VWRYH�ZDV�D

ZRUQ�RXW�VTXDUH�RI�ZRRG�ZKLFK�$PPD�KDG�XWLOL]HG�DV�D�VLWXDWH��6KH�ZRXOG�EH�UHJXODUO\

PDNLQJ�FKDSDWLV��VLWXDWHG�RQ�WKH�VTXDUH��ZKHQ�$FFKDQ�UHWXUQHG�IURP�ZRUN�

+H�ODQGHG�ZKHQ�WKH�WUDQVSRUW�VWRSSHG��+H�IHOW�D�VXGGHQ�IODUH�RI�WRUPHQW�DW�RQH�RI�KLV�NQHHV�

:RXOG�LW�EH�WKH�EHJLQQLQJ�RI�UKHXPDWLVP"�,I�KH�ZHUH�WR�GURS�GHELOLWDWHG��ZKR�ZRXOG�ZDWFK

RXW�IRU�WKH�FKLOGUHQ"�+LV�H\HV�ZHOOHG�XS�DOO�RI�D�VXGGHQ��:LSLQJ�KLV�WHDUV�ZLWK�D�RU�PD\EH

GLUW\�FORWK��KH�UDSLGO\�PDGH�KLV�ZD\�KRPH�

:RXOG�WKH�FKLOGUHQ�EH�VOHHSLQJ"�+DYH�WKH\�HDWHQ�VRPHWKLQJ"

:DV�LW�OLNHO\�WKDW�WKH�FKLOGUHQ�KDG�UHVWHG"�+DG�WKH\�HDWHQ�VRPHWKLQJ"�+DG�WKH\�FULHG

WKHPVHOYHV�WR�UHVW"�7KH\�GLG�QRW�GHYHORS�VXIILFLHQW�ODPHQW��2U�ZRXOG�8QQL�KDYH�VWRRG

JD]LQJ�ZKHQ�KH�KDG�TXLFNO\�FDUULHG�KHU�LQWR�WKH�WD[L"�7KH�VPDOO�RQH�KDG�FULHG��VLQFH�KH

GHPDQGHG�RQ�ERDUGLQJ�WKH�WD[L�DV�ZHOO��+H�KDG�QRW�FRPSUHKHQGHG�WKH�PHDQLQJ�RI�GHDWK�

+DG�KH�NQRZQ�KLPVHOI"�1R��+DG�KH�HYHU�VXVSHFWHG�WKDW�VKH��FRQWLQXRXVO\�VKRZ�LQ�WKDW�KRXVH�
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ZRXOG�RQH�GD\�GURS�GHDG�RQ�WKH�JURXQG"�7KDW�DV�ZHOO�ZLWKRXW�RIIHULQJ�JRRGE\H�WR�DQ\RQH"

+H�KDG�SHHSHG�WKURXJK�WKH�NLWFKHQ�ZLQGRZ�ZKHQ�KH�KDG�UHWXUQHG�IURP�WKH�RIILFH��6KH�ZDV

QRW�WKHUH��7KH�VRXQGV�RI�WKH�FKLOGUHQ�SOD\LQJ�KDG�ULVHQ�IURP�WKH�SDWLR��8QQL�ZDV�\HOOLQJ��µ�7R

EHJLQ�ZLWK�D�FODVV�VKRW�¶

+H�KDG�RSHQHG�WKH�IURQW�GRRU�ZLWK�KLV�NH\��7KHQ�KH�KDG�FDXJKW�VLJKW�RI�KHU��6KH�ZDV�O\LQJ

VLGHZD\V��ZLWK�KHU�PRXWK�VOLJKWO\�RSHQ��+H�KDG�DVVXPHG�WKDW�VKH�KDG�IDOOHQ�XQFRQVFLRXV�GXH

WR�GL]]LQHVV��%XW�WKH�GRFWRU�KDG�JLYHQ�WKH�YHUGLFW�DW�WKH�KRVSLWDO��

µ�+HDUW�DWWDFN��6KH�KDV�EHHQ�GHDG�WKH�SDVW�RQH�KRXU�RU�VR�¶

$�VWRUP�RI�IHHOLQJV�KDG�RYHUZKHOPHG�KLP��+H�KDG�IHOW�SUHSRVWHURXVO\�LUDWH�DW�KHU��+RZ�VHHP

VKH�KDV�IDLU�FOHDUHG�RXW�OLNH�WKDW��FOHDULQJ�RXW�DOO�WKH�GXWLHV�RQ�KLV�VKRXOGHUV"�:KR�ZRXOG

GRQDWH�VKRZHU�WR�WKH�NLGV�SUHVHQWO\"�:KR�ZRXOG�PDNH�WKHP�VQDFNV"�:KR�ZRXOG�ORRNRXW�RI

WKHP�ZKHQ�WKH\�IHOO�VLFN"

µ0\�VSRXVH�LV�GHDG�¶�KH�KDG�PXPEOHG�WR�KLPVHOI��µ�6LQFH�RI�WKH�VWDUWOLQJ�GRZQIDOO�RI�P\

VSRXVH�GXH�WR�KHDUW�DWWDFNV�QRZDGD\V��,�DVN�IRU�WZR�GD\V�OHDYH�¶�:KDW�D�ILQH�WDNH�RII

DSSOLFDWLRQ�WKDW�ZRXOG�EH��,W�ZDV�QRW�H[SUHVVLQJ�WKDW�KLV�VSRXVH�ZDV�GHELOLWDWHG��LQVWHS��LW�VDLG

WKDW�VKH�ZDV�GHDG�

3HUKDSV�KLV�ERVV�PLJKW�FDOO�KLP�WR�KLV�FDELQ��µ�0\�PRVW�SURIRXQG�FRQGROHQFHV�¶�+H�PLJKW
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                                     The  Lady  in  kadayanelloor  

That  day  he  made  a  maiden  attempt   to  talk  with  the  lady  at  his  neighbourhood. 

          It  happened  accidentally. Morning  slipped  into  afternoon. Balachandran  was  at  the  
peak  of  boredom. There  was  nothing  specific  to  be  done. The  morning  newspaper  was  
there. But  he  read  the  daily  entirely  without  omitting  anything. It  would  be  an  
exasperating  task  to  re-read  the  same. 

         Time  seemed  to  be  unmoving  in  that  village  which  was  twelve  miles  from 
‘Thenkasi’. Balachandran  stood  near  the  water tank, outside  the  kitchen. Wild amaranth 
had pervaded  exorbitantly  in  that  area  as  it  was  rich  in  water. He  saw  the  two  frogs  
that  hid  amidst  the amaranth. He  had  seen  those  companions  when  he  was  bathing  or  
while  fetching  water  from  the  tank. Those  frogs  were  the  only  companions  of   
Balachandran,  a  Senior  Health  Inspector, in  kadayanelloor  where  two thousand  people  
were  residing.  

         A  thought  pop  up  in  him  when  he  was   examining  the  movements  of  frogs – 
why  shouldn't  he  had  a  talk  with  his  neighbour? He  was  an  educated  person. 
Moreover,  he  had  said  good morning  to  him  a  couple   of  times. 

        He  should   have   been  at  his  home  since  it  was  Sunday.  

        Balachandran  came  outside  and  called :‘Mr Rahman !’   

        But  no  one  was  responding  while  he  was  waiting  for  the  reply. He  heard  the  
sound  of  bangles  and  the  movement  of  chairs. Then  a  woman's  voice  which  was  so   
tender  that  it   would   defeat  the  strings  of  sitar  replied  slowly: 

        ‘He  has  gone  after  finishing  meals.’ 

         Balachandran  shuddered. He  feared  whether  his  visit  would  result  a  wrong  
impression   upon  her. As  Rahman  was  not  there, she  would  probably  thought  that  he  
came  deliberately  at  that  hour. But  in  reality, Balachandran  never  conversed  with  
ladies. He  was  a  very  shy  man  in  those  matters. 

        ‘What  do  you  want ?’ 

         This question was  raised  by  the  lady  when  he  had  decided  to  go  back  to  his  
room. Balachandran  was  in  trouble. He stood  there  biting  the  tip  of  his  finger  like  a  
child. He  had  to  tell  some  reason. But , what ? How  could  he  tell  to  the  wife   of  a  
stranger that  he  was  trying  to  had  a  talk  with  her  husband   in  order  to  kill  the  time ?   
Rahman  was  not  there, unfortunately.  If  he  had    told  all  these; would  she  have  
understood?      

        Balachandran  came  up  with  an  idea  suddenly. He  said : ‘please  give  some  water .’   



 A  few  minutes  later, a  boy  came  and  gave  him  water  in  a  bronze  bowl . He   
understood  that  this  boy  was  not  living  at   Rahman’s   home. Perhaps,  Rahman’s  wife  
told  this  boy  to  hand over  water . 

       He  laughed  as  he  brought  the  water  to  his  lips. He  had  seen  that  lady  when  he  
returned  to  his  room   during  afternoon. Though  she  was  not  wearing  purdah, he  hardly  
saw her  face  and  she  used  to  disappear  suddenly.  

       If  someone  else  was  there  in  lieu  of  Balachandran  he  would  have  surely  enquired  
about  Raheem's  wife, whether  she  was  a  nuurjahan or not. But  never  Balachandran  
thought  about  that. 

       He  gave  the  bowl  to  the  boy  and  said : ‘please  tell  her  my  thanks-’ 

        Balachandran   astonished  whether  the  boy  imparted  his  regards  to  her. 

        He  stood  there  for  some  time. Spacious  area  stood  before  him. Barren  land. The  
soil  was  unsuitable  for  any  crops. It  was  abound  in  thorns  and  rock  stones. Some 
tamarind  tree  stood there. Sizzling  rays  of  sunlight  felt  upon  that  land  as  if  someone  
cursed  that  land  a  long  time  before. 

       He  had  been  dreamt  of    another  land, when  he  seated  on  the  bus  to  
kadayanelloor – a greenish  region  with  rich  amount  of  humidity. But  reality  shattered  
him. 

       A  village suffocated  in  the  shadows  of  Western Ghats . 

       Balachandran  came  to  veranda  and  observed  the  mountain  regions  that  stood  far  
away. The mountain  ranges  that  seemed  to  be  a  castle  made  up  of  marble  rocks  
mocked  at  his  thwarted  desire. During  mornings  the  mountain  ranges  were  not  visible. 
A  void  of  death  lurked  on  it. 

      To  be  precise,  the  proximity  of  kadayanelloor  to  his  place  were  three  furlongs. 
There  were  twenty  five  streets  in  it.  Not  one  was  hygienic.  Muslims  densely  resided  
in  narrow  rooms  in  abject  poverty. In  the  veranda, looms  were  there  and  warp  on  the  
streets.  Water  was  oozing  from  the  warp. On  his  first  day  at  kadayanelloor, 
Balachandran  walked  through  it , wearing  polished  shoes.  Later  onwards  he  never  used  
his  shoes  and  kept  them neatly . Moreover  he  was  only  a  senior  inspector  with  low  
wages . 

       A  senior  inspector-!  

       A  moderate  job  on  co-operative  department . 

       But, not  even  a  person  understood  that. He  kept  the  shoes on  the  corner  since  it 
cost  him  Rs 13  and  he  walked  barefoot  through  the  path,  stagnant  with  rice water. 
People  used  to  look at  him  overwhelming,  as  he  walked  barefoot. Women  who  wore  
blouse   covering  up to  their  wrist  and  veiling  their  head  with  the  edge  of  sari, men  
who  wore  colourful  lunkis  and  children  with  their  wilderness  startled  when  they  saw  
him. He  was  a  senior  inspector!  



 Five  societies  were  there .Almost  all  were  members  of  those  societies. Some  were  not. 
But  everyone  needed  threads. Thread! The  basis  of  their  life. The  nexus  that  connected  
their  loom  and  their  life, even  generations  before. 

       Though  the  world  got  developed  kadayanelloor  still  was  searching  in  the  cemetery  
of  a bygone  age. 

       When  Balachandran  joined  on  the  department, he  determined  to  carry  out  some  
useful  plans  for  the  people.  He thought  that he  would indulged  in  social  activities  and  
his  aim  was  for  the  welfare  of  the  inhabitants . He  also  founded  many  possibilities  as  
he  was  in  the   pinnacle  of  his  youth.   

        But  after  reaching in  kadayanelloor, he  became  sceptical. He  understood  that  he  
couldn't  make  the  people  to  think  according  to  his  plans. They  only  needed  the  
certificates  for  threads. If  he  lectured  on  some  other  things ,they  would  never  
understood.  He  wondered  how  he  would  explain  the  new  theories  of  production  and   
preservation  to  their  brains consisted  of  nothing  but  emptiness. 

        He  read  the Central committee report of  the Reserve Bank  during  evening.  

        The  next  day, Rahman's  wife  was  standing  near  the  door, while  I  was  returning  
from  office.  She  didn't  go  as  she  usually  did. Balachandran’s  eyes  glanced  at  her  face  
as  an  involuntary  action. The  very  next  moment, he  put  off  his  eyes. Later  onwards  
she  used  to  stand  there. Balachandran  also  lifted  his  head  and  looked  at  her  clearly. A  
good  girl. Fair  and  had  a  lot  of  hairs. She  might  had  a  beautiful  character  also. 

        In  his  eyes, she  was  just  a  girl. 

       Four  people  who  had  moderate  occupations  resided  in  his  block. All  were  mess, 
except  Rahman  and  his  wife. Rahman  was  a  clerk  in   Registrar  office, four  miles  
away  from  kadayanelloor.  He  usually  reached  home  at  night. Sometimes  if  he  got  a  
free  lift, he  would  reached  home  by  afternoon. But  Balachandran  never  heard  voices  of  
quarrels  when  Rahman  was  there or if  he  not. Thus  he  assumed  that  that  girl  should  
have  a  good  character.   

      Nevertheless  he  hardly  thought  of  them. He  sat  alone  in  his  room  after  he  came  
from  society.  The inhabitants  of  kadayanelloor  was  so  amalgamated  with the rock  and  
soil  of  the  region. He  might  have  died  of  suffocation, if  he  had  lived  among  the  
villagers. 

      One  day  he  heard that  a  person, resided in  one  of  the  twenty  streets, was  infected  
with  cholera  . Balachandran  decided  to  do  something  before  humans   might  died  of  
the  disease  like  worms. It  was  an  opportunity. But, no  one  informed  him  about  that. 
They  buried  the  news. 

       Balachandran  did  not  overwhelmed.  He  anticipated  it. 

       He reached  at  the  water  tank  and   observed  the  movements  of  frogs. 



 But , how  long  he  could  examine  the  frogs ? He  needed  humans .Humans  who  could  
understand  mutually. He  desired  to  work  among  those  people. But ... 

       Those  people  were  absent  in  kadayanelloor.  

       Balachandran  came  to  his  room  and  took  the  Central  committee  report. But ,he  
threw  it  on  the  table  ,after  reading  a few  lines . 

      ‘ It  is  easy  to  say  from  there .Let  them  came  here -!’ 

        Then  he  thought  about  the  girl  who  was  also  alone  without  any  companions. But, 
he  soon  remembered -  she  was  not  alone  during  the  twenty  four  hours of  a  day. 

    Perhaps  like  him ,she  also  sat  alone and  doing  nothing. He  wished  to  have a   talk  
with   her. Definitely  she  should  understand  him. 

             He  wished  to  impart  his  desire  somehow. 

             No !  

             How  to  start  the  conversation?   

             By  asking  some  water ?    

             But ,didn't  he  have  water  in  his  room ?  

             It  might  have  finished ! 

             If  he  asked  for  water  and  then  he  got , then  after  that ?  

             About  Rahman's  work ?  

            Balachandran  was  incapable  of  picturising  such  thoughts. Their  homes  were 
separated  by  a  wall. Balachandran  stood  near  the  wall and  called : ‘Mister  Rahman’. 

            He  again  heard  the  sound  of  chairs  and  bangles. She   stood  near  a  side  
,without  facing  him : ‘ Do  you  need something? ‘ He  has  gone  after  eating meals ?’ 

           ‘ No  problem  ! Need  some  water .’  

            He  heard  Rahman's  wife  calling  the  boy  to  gave  him  water. 

            Balachandran  wiped  out  the sweat  on  his  forehead.   He  could  hear  his  heart  
beating  soundly.  

           That  time , she  herself  came , with  a  tumbler  of  water. He  took  it. Though  he  
tried  not  to  touch  upon  her  fingers  he  did  the  opposite. He  withdrew   his  hand  as  if  
he  got  a  bite. 

           She  smiled.  A  beautiful  smile like  blooming  of  a  pomegranate  flower, slowly. 

   They  both  stood  there.  She  asked  ‘Is  water  enough?’ 

           He  nodded.  



           They  had  nothing  to  tell. Balachandran  thought  that  she  would  go  the   very  
next  minute. Yes, she  was  preparing  to  go. 

           ‘The  sun  is  so  hot’. Balachandran said, watching  over  the  sky. He  lacked  the  
courage  to  look  at  her  face. 

            ‘ The  rain  comes  soon ‘ 

              She  also  looked  at  the  sky, the  dark  crowded  clouds  were  moving  to  the  
western  mountain   region. 

              Balachandran  began. He  talked  her  without  fears. That  girl  who  wore  white  
sari  with  red  blouse  had  knew  him  earlier.  

             ‘ I  don't  like  this  place ‘ . He  saw  some  kind  of  gloominess  disseminating  on  
her  face  as  he  told  his  opinion  of  life  at  kadayanelloor.  

            ‘ Yes ,a lot of  difficulties -' 

             They  both  pondered  on  something. 

             ‘When  I  came  here, like  you I  felt  the  same thing  and  was  unable  to  breathe’. 

             Balachandran felt  more  affection  to  her. They  both felt  unfitting  in  
kadayanelloor. They  only  could  contemplate   their  difficulties.  

            But ,how  come  she  was  unable  to  breathe ? She  had  a  good  husband. He  would   
never  quarrel  with  others . Perhaps, they  didn’t  have children. But, still  they  were  young. 

            He  said : ‘ You  are  doing  fine here ,there   is  no  problem, I think’. 

            Though  she  didn't  tell  anything, her  eyes told  something.  

         Balachandran  thought   whether  his  words  inflicted  pain  upon  her . Maybe  she  
would  never  talk  to  him . If  so –  

        He  then  attempted  to  have  an  explanation.  Devoid  of  words, he  kept  silence. At  
that  time, someone  called  her. 

        ‘They  are  calling  me’. She went  with  a  smile. He  stood  there  for  some  more  time  
and  pondered  on  his  previous  view  about  her  life . But , his  thoughts  and  doubts  were  
all  in  vain. 

         Soon  life  became  moments  for  happiness. 

         Balachandran  talked  almost   everything  under  the  sun. She  listened  to  all those  
carefully.  Sometimes  she  also  talked  about  persons  and  incidents  from  memories. Their  
conversations  used  to  end  up  at  the  same  topic, kadayanelloor.  Then  from  there, they  
would  look for  their  own  matters. Then  the  chain  of  conversation  broke. They  would  
never  thought  of  the  happy  moments that  had  slipped  a  few  minutes  before. 

        But, you  are  never  going  to  live  here  forever ! -  Balachandran  never  thought  about  
that. Yes. She was  right. He  would  left  and  never  would  return.  



        She ?  

        Oh... She  didn't  have  any  difficulties. Though  she  was  living  in  kadayanelloor   she  
breathe  the  air  of  her  own  native  village. So  she  didn’t  have  any  problems-! 

         The young  senior  inspector  was  incapable  to  delve  on  such  deep  thoughts.  

         One  day  when  he  came  near  to  the  water  tank, he  didn't   see  the  frogs. They  
went somewhere.  

        Balachandran  told  her  about  the  missing  frogs. She  should  never  go  somewhere  
without  saying to  him  as  the  frogs  did. If  she  went ,who  would  talk  to him ?  

       She  said : ‘ You  don't  speak  to  him!’ 

          Balachandran didn’t tell  anything.  She  was  right. But, Rahman used  to  go  to  his  
office  at  the  crack  of  dawn  and  reach  home  by night.  Balachandran  never  saw  
Rahman  sitting  on veranda  during night. So  at  what  time  he  talk  to  him. 

       Thus  Balachandran asked.’ Why  should I ?’  Then with a smile he continued: ‘I will 
talk to him for you’. 

        Her  face brightened.  

       ‘ Could  you  please  give  the  newspaper? ‘ 

         But  she  never  stood there  for  newspaper. Balachandran  understood  that  she  would  
sent  Rahman  to  him  for  the  newspaper.  He  thought ‘ clever  girl!’ 

         In  that  time  also, she  had  a  shadow  of  sorrow  that  would  never  erase  from  her  
eyes. He  waited  at  night. He  heard  some  chatting  between  Rahman  and  his  wife. It  
was  vague. But  it  had  a  tone  of  request.  Balachandran  felt  as  if  she  was  persuading  
her  husband  as  he  stood  hesitantly.  He  couldn't  hear  Rahman's  voice. Rahman  came  
lately. Suddenly  he  asked  about  newspaper. ‘ It  is  for  my  wife ,then ...then, are  you  
doing  well?’ 

          Rahman's  dialogue  stopped. He  suffocated  like  a  fish  caught  out  from  sea. His  
state   was  deplorable  than a  weeping  child. 

        Balachandran  gave  him  the  newspaper  suddenly.  

          He  started  to  breathe  normally.  He  felt  relieved. Balachandran  wanted  to  giggle.  

         Rahman  went  the next  day  to Thenkasi  in  order  to despatch  some  papers. He  
returned  after  a  couple  of  days. Until  then, Balachandran  thought  about  that  girl. He  
tried  so  hard , but  she  didn't  vanish  from  him.  When  he  glanced  at  the  papers and  
when  he  conversed  with  his  superior  he  had  been  distracted  by  thoughts  about  her. 
Her !  

        He  was  in  a  state  of  maze. Unknowingly  she  became  a  part  of  his  life. As  he  
returned  from  office, he  saw  her  face  tinged  with  paleness,  untied hair  flied  freely,   
that  told  him  that  she  didn’t bath. 



         ‘You  become  so pale ?’ 

       ‘For  two  days – she  bit  her  lips  and  then  told  him ‘ I don’t  know'. 

        She  tried  to  wipe  out  the  tears  without  facing  Balachandran  but  he  saw  her. Poor  
girl! She  feared  a  lot. It  should  be  the  news  of  cholera. He  wished  to  console. 

        But, how. He   inquired  whether  she  went  to  hospital. She  replied  negatively.  

        ‘Why?’ 

         He  never  understand.  Why  Rahman  didn't  take  her  to  hospital?  There  was  a  
dispensary  and  a  doctor  in  the  next  village. Though  the  village  was  far  remote  from 
kadayanelloor, it  was  for  his  wife, wasn't ? 

        ‘ May  I  come  with  a  doctor?’ 

         ‘That  will be  a  trouble  for  you.’ 

         ‘No  worries! Inform  him.’ 

         Balachandran  learned  on  Rahman's  arrival  and   he  listened  to  their  conversation . 
‘ I  am  sure  that  doctor  will  come  if  you  tell  to  that  Mister  in  the  next  room ;  Why   
shouldn't  you  just  ask ‘? 

         After  some  time  Rahman  reached. 

        ‘ I  am  sorry  to  disturb  you .But ..., 

          He  stood  there hesitantly.  

          ‘Tell  me – any  issues?’ 

           Rahman  somehow  told  the  matter. His  wife  taught  him  to  utter  those  words. 
Balachandran  confirmed  that Rahman  was  a fool. But  he  felt  sorry. A man  capable  of  
nothing! 

           In  the  morning,  Balachandran  called  a  boy  and  gave  him  a  letter  to  sent  it  to  
secretary. He  was  sure  that  he  would  fetch  doctor as  soon as  possible. 

           Doctor  visited  her  and  told  that  it  was  just  a  fever  accompanied  by  cold  and  if  
needed  he  prescribed  two  dose  of  cold  mixture. 

Rain  appeared  out  of  nowhere  followed  by  violent  storms. Rocks  shuddered. 
Balachandran  was imbibed  in  his  room. The  streets  became  more  unhygienic. He  came  
outside .He  glanced  at  the  throngs  of  dark  clouds  that  were  focusing   to  hid  the 
Western mountains. A  dog  barked  from  somewhere.  Frogs  cried  at  the  corner  of  
house. 

         His  heart  germinated  an  ecstasy  of  something  that  couldn't  be  defined. He  
mumbled  his childhood  poem. The  meaning  of  the  poem  indicated  that  nature  was  
going  to  experience  the  prangs of  labor  as  she  was  conceiving  a  new  life.   



        As  he  was  walking  inside , he  saw  Rahman's  wife ,looking  at  him. Balachandran 
saw  something  bright in  her  eyes .  

       He  asked:’  Have  you  recovered?’ 

       She  said:’ Touch  me  so  that  you can  know’. 

       Balachandran  startled. 

       ‘Feel  it !’ 

        He  stood  immobile  like a  wooden  doll. She  gave  him  her  hand. He  never  saw  
such exquisite  hands. But  he  hesitated  to  touch  upon  it. Two  opposite  forces  were  
conflicting  in  his  mind. 

      She  belonged  to  another  caste. 

      She  was  someone's  wife. 

       But, isn't  she  a  child? 

       Child?  

        Yes! 

        Balachandran  touched  her  hand. He  felt  either  hot  or  cold. She  slowly  elevated  
his  hand  on  her  forehead. He  felt  her  as  a  child  who  recovered  from illness. He  tried  
to  took  away  her  hand. But  she  insisted  to  touch  her  body  and  she  was  undressing  
her  jacket. No  one  was  there  on  that  premise  except  she  and  him. 

       She  asked:’ Fever  has  gone, hasn't  it ?’ 

       He  unanswered  and   walked  to  his  room. It  was  a  new  experience  to  him. She  
called  him, but  he  never  turned  back. He  was  like a  pot  filled  with  water. It  would  
rise  and  flow  if  a  single  drop  of  water  was  added  to  it. If  he  replied  to  her, his  heart  
would  broke. 

      Balachandran  fell  upon  the  chair.  He  was  on  the  verge  of   sadness.  Eyes  were  
termed  with  tears. He  slept  and  began  to  probe  his  thoughts  and  past  incidents. He  
was  like  a benighted  man. He  thought  she  was  a  child. Child-! He  was  wrong. 

 He  was  reminded  of  the  cursed  relationship existed    between  man  and  woman,that  
were  etched  in  the  ancient  books. She  haunted  him  like  a  dream  that  couldn't  be  
erased. He  condemned  himself  about  his  deplorable  state. 

      Rain  insisted  on  its  service. At  first  the  rain  drops  were  dropped  in  a  particular  
rhythm. Then  they  forgot  their  cadence. A  huge  sound ! He  heard  a  huge  sound  similar  
to  the  intense  wave  that  surfed  towards  the  shore. 

  As  he  came  outside  and  he  suspected  that  kadayanelloor  was  floating  away. 
Everything  vanished. Utmost  darkness. 

    A  thunder  stroked. 



    He  ran  towards  the  back  door. The  door  had  been  opened. There, she  was  there . 
They  saw  each  other.  

    Lightning appeared. 

    Balachandran  suspected  for  a  minute. 

    He  said:’ Go ‘. She  stood  there. He  repeated  to  go  inside. 

    ‘ I  fear ‘ 

    ‘ I  am  here ‘ 

    ‘ Come, we  can  talk’. 

     He  closed  the  door.  

     He  was  in  a  state  of  numbness.  

    The  wind  intensely  ....... The  voice  of  the  rain  changed. He  felt  as  if  some  little  
heart  was  being  wept  somewhere. He  listened. Not  only  the  voice  of  little  one  but  
also  people  who  experiencing  dismal  situations   were   included . That  sound  raised  
gradually. 

    That  girl  was  alone . She  might  have  shuddered  with  fear. Perhaps   she  was  weeping  
or  she  might  have  died  of  lightning. She  should  have  thought   of  him  when  her   heart  
paused  beating. She  called  him  on  account  of  her  fear. But  he  didn't  go. 

   The  reflection  of  lightning penetrated  to  the  window. He  came  out. 

    Balachandran  opened  the  unlocked  door. Despite  the  room's  darkness, he  found  her  
sitting  at  a  corner. He  came and  sat  beside  her. 

   The  rain  intensified   while the  violent  storm  put  off  its  power. A  thunder  stroked  
with  a  sound  of  a falling  tree. He  sat  closer  to  her. He  returned  his  room  by  evening.  
But  rain  continued.  

   As  he  reached  his  room, he  unfolded  the  mattress  and  slept. A  worker  came  with 
food. Balachandran  told  him  to  kept  that  in  the  shelf  and  the  worker  did  the  same  
and  departed. 

   He didn't  switch  on  the  lights. 

        He  remembered  each  and  every  moments  happened  before. He  learned  a  new  
glance  and  a   meaning  at  her  eyes. He  didn’t  understand  that . 

        It  was  a  big  mistake. How  could  I  face  her? 

         Pain! Body  as  well  as  mind   was  in  pain. 

         He  packed  all  his  things  in  the  morning. He  decided  to  leave           kadayanelloor  
and  he  wrote  a letter  informing   about  his  departure. He  waited  outside   to  gave  the  
letter  if  anyone  came. 



         As  he  was  standing  there ,he  remembered  yesterday's  conversation  between  him  
and  her. He  asked  her :’ Why  you  are  so  sad?’ 

         ‘Sad? My  life  is  nothing  but  a  series  of  sadness. 

         Balachandran  repeated  those  words  in  his  mind. Till  then , it’s  meaning  was  
anonymous  to  him. He  thought: I  am  a  fool. He  thought  that  her  life at  kadayanelloor   
was  her  root  cause  of   sadness.  But  the  nexus  between  kadayanelloor and  her  was  
weak. 

         He  felt  ashamed  when  he  considered  Rahman  as  a  fool.  

         He  tore  the  letter  into   fritters  and  threw  it  on  the  water. 

         He  opened  the  back door and  glanced  at  her  house. Yes, she  was  there. 

         They   smiled. 

         She  transcended  to  more  than  a  girl  to  him. 
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THE WOODEN PUPPETS

[Karur tells the story of the extraordinary interaction between painter enumerator and

artist Nalini who create their own sculptures and seek meaning and purpose in life. It is

her art that enables Nalini to fight the hardships of life; it is the artist’s arrogance. Nalini

and enumerator respect and enjoy each other by drawing her picture and presenting him

with a sculpture modeled on parvati doing tapas. A very rare theme in Malayalam

stories.]

The enumerator went to the yard and told himself ‘ 312 Asari parambil’ in loud and

asked if there is anyone, a women came down from the room covered with coconut leaf.

“Is the name Ummini? Enumerator asked, looking at the paper in his hand. The young

women’s large eyes widened a bit. She panicked that it might be a case, police or

something.

“I am here for the census. Who is here?”.

“Now I am alone .mom just went to the shore of the river to cut the palm leaves. Brother

went to work”.

“Whose name is Ummini?”

“ Mother’s name”.

“Ok. Is Ummini male or female?”

She laughed, ridiculed. Beautiful smile though.

“My mother and I are women and my brother is a man”.

“No father?”



“He died”.

“So isn’t Ummini a widow?”.

“Now a widow”.

Then she said, “The umbrella should not be held upright during the census, right? If the

census is taken under the sun like this fire, the number of people will decrease. Please

sit on this bench.

Enumerator sat on a bench on the veranda which had been cleaned and polished with

cow dung.

All of Ummini’s information’s was questioned and recorded

“Your name?”

“My name is Nalini”

When she said this, she felt a little embarrassed.

“Age?”.

“What do you think?”

“Felt nothing”.

She sighed.

“Twenty Three”.

“Are you married?”.

“Yes”.

“Is your husband here now?”.

She sighed a little.

“Not here right now”-did you take the census at the ‘Thirteenth Mile?’.



“Another person will go there. you have a husband, right?”.

“Write whether there is or not”. She said with a look of neglect.

“It’s not the same thing to say yes or no”.

“If so, write it down in a way that no one would understand”.

“Isn’t the wedding decided? If then, it should be written as unmarried”.

“That’s not. I am married”.

She scratched the back of her head, causing the long, oil-free hair to fall out, which

became a beautiful backdrop for her beautiful appearance.

“ Husband?”

“I have a husband. But, I do not have,”

“Abandoned, right?”Then vibharthrika!”

“I think you can write that word. Let’s hear it again, vibharthrika. This is a messy case

like that. But not abandoned. If he really abandoned me, why does he send a messenger

every week?”

“If then, you may have abandoned him”

“I did not request and did not abandoned him. Write what you want. You know

everything”

“I do not know anything about your husband. I will write that you have a husband like

you said”.

“That’s good”.

“This is not a book to write good and bad. The fact is to be written here”.

“I am right” she said ,tying her hair back .He looked at that unnecessarily.



“Have you given birth?’.

“I have not given birth to a boy or a girl”.

“Have you had miscarriage?”.

“Of course! It started less than six months after I got there! One day or another could

not have gone without miscarriage”.

“Miscarriage, daily?”

“ Isn’t that why I came here”.

“What are you saying? Miscarriage! That is whether abortion has occurred?”.

“What misinformation is being asked?” It’s a good thing that my brother is not here”.

He sighed a little.

“What if the brother is here? This is a government matter. Even if there is your great

uncle other than brother, I will ask what I need to ask, you have to be honest. If not, it’s a

crime. Everything said will be kept secret”.

“If you feel very hot, use it”. she said, taking a blowing layer and placed it on the edge of

the bench.

“When my brother is here, I would be ashamed if you asked me all this”.

“Then tell me”.

“No”.

“What no? Won’t you say?”.

“That’s not it. Didn’t you ask before about miscarriage? That did not happen”.

“How much income do you have per month?”.

“Brother has an income of rupees three”.



“Not your brother’s income, I asked your”.

“I do not go to work”.

“Then there is no income. Dependent”.

“Me? Who said? that karatha at the boat dock would have said that. I have something to

say about her too”.

He laughed with pleasure.

“Katha? What was said? You didn’t listen to what I said. If one has no income, one must

live on the income of another. You don’t have income. We need money to be spent on

food and cloth. Isn’t it true that you depend on your giver, mother or brother?”

“ Its like question in a concert?”

“Have you been asked at concert?”

“That traitor caused it too”.

“ Husband?”.

“He is the husband! Write that I don’t have a husband and I will give you anything for

that”.

“Let it be. After all you have no income, right?”.

“I have income. am not dependent. I earn at least fifteen rupees a month”.

“Well, what is your job?”

“What does this government need to know? Jobs are not, one but many”.

“Tell me all that. There is space to write all that”.

“I am the one who makes porridge in this house. am the one who polished the veranda”.

“Well polished. Shining like a mirror”



“My husband would say that my cheeks were shining like mirror, ha. Not mine-he would

say. If then this veranda will be like my cheeks”. She laughed like a joke.

He laughed too.

A girl from the neighboring house came to the yard and stared at enumerator’s face.

“The girl is only ten year old; didn’t you see how she staring? After two years, she won’t

allow people to walk this way”.

The girl got angry.”Did you lose something just because I looked at it? I am going”.

Having said that, she went the way she came. As she was leaving, she was muttering

something.

“She must be angry. If she sees someone’s head I don’t know where from but the girl

will be in the yard”. Nalini said.

The enumerator was scared to be there.

“Then-you didn’t say what your job is”.

“Didn’t I tell you? I do all the work in a house”.

“I need to know which job you are earning from”.

“If I don’t have a proper job, will you give me anything?”

“If you ask me that..”He was reluctant to finish.

“If I ask ,you will give me, wont you?”

He looked around.

“When someone comes home, you have to be polite, don’t you?”She said.

“Did I say something rude?” he quickly asked.

“No. But I was not polite. You seem to chew betel leaf”. He noticed the sound of her

tapping into the room after saying that.



A little later she brought the betel leaves. He began to chew. She went to the room again

and brought three wooden puppets. Then said.

“This is my job. One day is enough for me to make one of these”.

He bought the puppets and looked at it. Female figures made of a chan length.

Everything looks good. With glossy painting, beautiful organs, high chest, thick waist,

attractive slowness, dense hair, all in all, sexy sculptures. He stared blankly, and then

looked at her.

“All four look the same, wonderful”. He said

“It’s really amazing when you see three and say four “she said. He didn’t reply.

“Is it molded?”

“We are not mold workers’.

“Is it churned? It looks like Lakshmi who came when palazhi churned.

“I didn’t go to churn the palazhi. So I have not seen Lakshmi”. I just showed you what my

job is. What do you mean by four?”

“ These inanimate three and the living one that make it. Four in total. Miracle is that

everything looks the same”.

“ The living one, standing as if lifeless. No wonder, My fate!”.

Her eyes twinkled. Her face blushed when she went back to the room and came back.

She also had a puppet in her hand, she put it next to him. He looked at it.

“Is this Lord Krishna in Kamsavadham?or did Munthiyarappan disguised himself as

Krishna? If it was too big, it could be put inside the cucumber fence to keep it out of

sight or if it was too small-“.

She interrupted.

“That’s how it turned out. It was at this level when ten or fifty were made. When the



image of Lord Krishna was created, all who saw it, bought it. I would have got three or

four Anna’s. Gradually the role changed to Krishna and the form changed into another

Krishna. In other words, the second Krishna is the person I once I thought of as Lord

Krishna. I get angry when I think of him. When the puppet is made, it will look like him.

so, I stopped making male sculptures. Then I made the form of Sri parvati. In other

words, a female form is made and named as Sri parvati. Besides, have I seen parvati or

anything else?.It is said that parvati performed the tapas and danced with Lord shiva. I

have seen in the movie. Then I heard that, parvati and shiva sometimes quarreled. With

that in mind, I started making puppets. Sometimes I looked in the mirror and made

appearances like parvati and made puppets. The work is done thinking that I am parvati.

At the end, all parvati look the same.

Before she could continue, he said, “You and parvati are equal”.

“How can parvati and I equal? parvati get my form when it is made “I started to feel

embarrassed. If I make and sell my form, to buy-”

“There will be a lot of people” he said boldly.

Didn’t I see that? Buyers will criticize me. The puppet is second to none. The puppet is

sold to attract men by appearance. Didn’t I tell you about katha? She said that looking at

my face. I shook her that day. Her eyes seemed to crack. Then I thought, what if she

says it without me listening. If someone else does this, I will blame that person too.

“It might be true, but the ability to make one’s own appearance so perfect is

unparalleled.”.

“You are just flattering. If you can make one, then look at it and make as many as you

want. Make the first one as you look in the mirror. It’s not that big of a deal “she said.

“That’s true”

“Most of the people in the neighborhood were by my side whatever I said. I was scared

of them all”



“You are not scared of me now, are you?”

“Now I am not afraid of anyone. I do not care if there is someone other than me”.

“Many of those who work in the art are like that”

“That is what we call arrogance” he murmured as she walked back into the room.

She put four more figures in front of him. Her own forms that shows the peak of

compassion, cruelty, wonder and beauty.

“ If I say this is extraordinary, would it be criticized as flattering?”

“You may not say so. Why do you say that? None of this is for sale right now. This is the

work I do to stay awake during the day. It will be needed someday. When it reaches the

hands of those who do not see me, I know they will not object saying that, this is an

advertisement of a prostitute.”

“I know a job. Doing good. Why is it that there is no way to get income from it? Why are

you afraid of scandals? Let people say something. Any man will give a rupee for a

puppet. Your needs will be met without care. I am going to write sculpture as your job.”

He wrote. He wrote down the information’s of her brother’s. In the meantime, she took

everything into the room except a puppet. She had one puppet in her hand and he once

more chewed the betel leaf.

“Does that mean you won’t sell the puppets?”.

“I do not eat it, nor do I put it in the Owen.”.

‘Do you have much left?”.

“Is that in the census?”.

“Then let it go, the husband quarreled-”

She interrupted.



“Didn’t I say that? Is it possible to say more about my husband with all the passers-by?

He is an animal, drink toddy, like a mad dog. Quarrels with passers-by and then get beat.

He will stay in the police station till he regains consciousness. One day after dark, the

police chief sent a policeman here to let me know about my husband and get him on

bail. I told him to stay there and come out only at dawn .Then the police said that if

anyone enters the house and commits violence when the husband is not there, do not

bring a petition. I told him that if someone came to violence, I had a chisel under my

pillow. Shortly after police left, my husband came. I did not go to ask anything or say

anything. At dawn I said that I am going home .He asked me why. Then I told him that if

I stay here, I would kill someone with the chisel. That time that beast said that he won’t

stay still if that happens. got on the bus and came here saying that I don’t want to live

with that animal. There are still stories which I despise.”

He stood up when she stopped.

“Let it be “she said as she gave that puppet to him. He happily bought and looked at it.

Her idol of cruelty, the pleasure on his face faded. But he said thank you and put a piece

of paper there and said;

“Look at this”.

She looked at that, he has painted her figure. She looked up.

“It’s amazing that you drew this in the middle this conversation, put that statue here”.

she said and went to her room and bought a large statue of parvati doing tapas and

presented it to the painter.He bought it with a look of joy and gratitude.

“Then go” she said as she walked out into the yard .He walked to the next house. In his

heart, the sound of the harp being played echoed.




