*BANGLADESH 14a*

Sheikh Mujibur Rahman (1920-1975) Founder of Bangladesh; Father of the Nation; and in an opinion poll
conducted by the BBC Bengali service in 2004, Sheikh Mujibur Rahman was voted “The Greatest Bengali
of All Time” (so Sabir Mustafa, "Listeners name 'greatest Bengali'", BBC News, April 14, 2004).
(Page 7)—226.148 Lalon Fakir: Songs Rendered Into English\fn{by Fakir Lalon Shah (c.1774-1890)} Cheuria,
Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 9
18µ19
(15)—227.127 Excerpt from My Life/Amar Jiban\fn{by Rassundari Devi (1809-1899)} Potajia Village, Sirajganj
District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 12
*
(27)—226.44 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of Maharshi Devendranath Tagore\fn{by Maharshi Devendranath
Tagore (1817-1905)} Shelaidaha, Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 11
*
(38)—32.1, 226.92, 265.13 & 265.35 A. Excerpt from The Anglo-Saxon And The Hindu B. Excerpt from The
Heart Of A Rebel Poet: Letters Of Michael Madhusudan Dutt C. 1. Sonnet One 2. Sonnet Two 3. Excerpt
from The Captive Lady D. 1. To A Star During A Cloudy Night 2. Excerpt from Visions Of The Past: “Satan”
\fn{by Michael Madhusudan Dutt (1824-1873)} Sagordari Village, Jessore District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 17
(57)—289.27 A Short Account Of My Public Life\fn{by Nawab Abdul Latif Khan Bahadur (1828-1893)} Rajapur, Faridpur District, Bangladesh (M) 9\fn{In what follows I have reproduced the exact text of those letters of commendation and notices
which the author saw fit to include in the body of his account, but have chosen to omit those attached to it in some twelve appendices, having as I do no doubt whatever that their recipient was the very perfection of an Imperial Civil Servant, the very existence of which should
excite the admiration—and the jealousy—of the class of ladies and gentlemen which has, in the fullness of time, replaced them in those
several republics which have devolved from the Empire of India. I have also suppressed his tendency—also noted in a few other authors—
to the overcapitalization of proper nouns, as that sort of stylish excess whose existence has been perhaps unduly lengthened. It was also the
fashion then—even now, occasionally—to subscript letters with the addresses of their recipients, and I have also chosen to excise these:H }

*
(66)—262.131 & 269.192 1. Excerpt from Rupjalal 2. Excerpt from Rupjalal: “Book Two”\fn{by Nawab Faizunnessa
Chaudhurani (1834-1903)} Pashchimgaon Village, Comilla District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 14
(80)—269.149 Excerpt from An Unfinished Song\fn{by Srimati Svama Kumari Devi Ghosal (1837-1932)} Dhaka, Dhaka
District, Dacca Division, Bangladesh (F) 11
(90)—238.59 Excerpt from Lord Gauranga\fn{by Shri Shishir Kumar Ghose (1840-1911)} Magura, Jessore District,
Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
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(100)—Bengali 30 Excerpt from Nabincandra Racanabali\fn{by Nabinacandra Sena (1847-1909)} Noapara,
Chittagong, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 28
(127)—Bengali 6 Excerpt from Bishada Sindhu\fn{by Mir Musharraf Husain (1847-1912)} Lahinipara, Kushtia
District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
(146)—226.125 Excerpt from Autobiography: Narrative Of The Incidents Of My Early Life\fn{by Sarat
Chandra Das (1849-1917)} “in an obscure village of Pergannah Chaksala”, Chittagong District, Chittagong Division,
Bangladesh. (M) 12
*
(158)—226.193 Excerpt from Magadhan Literature\fn{by Mohammed Haraprasad Sastri aka Haraprasad Bhattacharya
(1853-1931)} Kumira, Khulna District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 5
(164)—226.110 100 Songs Of Hasan Raja\fn{by Hasan Raja (1854-1922)} Lakkansree, Sunamonj District, Sylhet
Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
(176)—109.9 The Wicked Mendicant: A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Braja Sundari Devi (1855- )} Jhalua Village,
Mymensing District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 1
(177)—226.56 Excerpt from Memoirs Of My Life And Times: “The Days Of My Youth”\fn{by Bipin Chandra Pal
(1858-1932)} Poli, Habiganj District, Sylhet Division, Bangladesh (M) 11
(188)—289.36 Excerpts from Life Movements In Plants\fn{by Jagadis Chandra Bose (1858-1937)} Mymensingh,
Mymensingh District, Bangladesh (M) 7\fn{In what follows I have reproduced the preface to the author’s work, followed by the
declarations of intent for the first six experiements printed, and the summaries of their experimental results:H }
*
(194)—226.122 What Are The Superstitions That Must Be Removed For The Betterment Of Our
Country?\fn{by Bamasundari Devi (before 1861- )} Pabna, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 3
(197)—226.213 Excerpt from Life And Experiences Of A Bengali Chemist\fn{by Prafulla Chandra Ray (1861-1944)}
Raruli-Katpara, Khulna District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
(204)—66.11 & 226.176 1. The Adventures Of Goopy And Bagha 2. Excerpts from The Wonder Tales Of
Upendrakishore Ray\fn{Upendrakishore Ray aka Upendrakishore Raychowdhury (1863-1915)} Moshua, Mymensingh
District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
(223)—278.67d Excerpt from Bangali Striloker Bartaman Abastha\fn{by Mankumari Basu (1863-1943)} Sridharporte
(now Sagardari?) Village, Jessore District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) -1
(223)—227.25 The Fruit Of The Tree Of Knowledge\fn{by Kamini Roy (1864-1933)} Basanda Village, Barisal
District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (F) 2
(225)—263.104 1. A Fragment Of A Newspaper Article 2. Comment on the character of Saroj Nalini\fn{by
Lady Abala Bose (1864-1951)} Barasil, Barisal District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (F) -1
(225)—233.53 Excerpt from The Memoirs Of Dr. Haimabati Sen: “From Child Widow To Lady Doctor”\fn{by
Haimabati Sen (c.1866-1933)} Naihati Srirampur, Khulna District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) 15
(240)—226.75 Excerpt from Glimpses Of Bengal Life\fn{by Rai Bahadur Dinesh Chandra Sen (1866-1939)} Suapur,
Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 7
(246)—9.125 Burnt Offering\fn{by Pramatha Chaudhuri (1868-1946/48)} Pabna, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division,
Bangladesh (M) 6
(253)—226.24 Excerpt from Murshid Quli Khan And His Times\fn{by Abdul Karim aka Karim Sahitya Bisharad (18691953)} Suchakradondi, Chittagong District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
*
(262)—109.7 The Youngest Daughter-in-Law: A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Kumudini Devi (c.1870- )} Jhaluva Village,
near Mymensing, Mymensing District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 1
(263)—227.86 Outline Scheme of Swaraj\fn{by Chitta Ranjan Das (1870-1925)} Telirbagh, Bikrampur, Mushiganj
District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 13
(275)—226.35 Excerpt from Fall Of The Moghal Empire\fn{by Jadunath Sarkar (1870-1958)} Singra, Natore
District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (M) 9
(284)—278.67b Excerpt from “Bangladesher Mahillaganer Swadhinata Bishay”\fn{by “a lady from Boalia” (before
1871- )} Boalia Upzila, Rajshahi District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) -1
(284)—269.166 1. Excerpts from Patralekha 2. Excerpts from Angshu\fn{by Priyamvada Devi (1871-1935)}
Gunaigacha Village, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 1
(286)—291.50 The Tree With The Golden Branches: A Folktale\fn{by an otherwise unknown Pali folkteller (before 1872)} Dinajpur, Dinajpur District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (M?)
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(292)—Bengali 29 Excerpt from Soul Of India Speaks: 1. “The Vedic Rituals” 2. “The Mahabharat” 3. “The
Gita” 4. “The Puranas And Other Devotional Scriptures”\fn{by Jagadish Chandra Ghosh (1872-1958)} Dashara
Village, Manikganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 28
(319)—226.138 Excerpt from The Indo-Aryan Races: A Study Of The Origin Of Indo-Aryan People and
Institutions\fn{by Ramaprasad Chanda (1873-1942)} Sreedharkhola, Munshiganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh
(M) 10
(329)—227.1 Excerpt from Fazlul Huq Speaks In Council: 1913-1916\fn{by Abul Kasem Fazlul Huq (1873-1962)}
Saturia, Jhalokati District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (M) 14
(342)—Bengali 19 Excerpt from Khanabahadura Ahchanaulla Racanabali\fn{by Khan Bahadur Ahsanullah (18741965)} Nalta Sharif, Shatkhira District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
(363)—72.28 Excerpt from Nahal The Musician: “The Tale Of A Buddhist Monk”\fn{by Snehalata Sen (1874-1967)}
Kamarakhanda, Munshiganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 4
(367)—227.98 Excerpt from Power And Influence\fn{by William Henry Beveridge, 1st Baron Beveridge, KCB (1879-1963)}
Rangpur, Rangpur District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
*
(376)—33.38 & 231.22 1. Sultana’s Dream 2. The Worship Of Women\fn{by Begum Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain
(1880-1932)} Pairaband Village, Rangpur District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (F) 9
(384)—263.152 Excerpt from Experiment in Error: 1. Escape 2. To Fling Out 3. Arachne 4. Miranda 5. Action At
A Distance 6. Interference 7. Soliloquy 8. Mostly Supersonic 9. Matilda 10. Role 11. Monotony 12. Error 13. The
Stepsister 14. From The Abyss 15. The Laggard 16. Owl 17. Par Délicatesse … 18. Where … 19. Youth 20. As
For Me 21. Equity: Twenty-one Poems\fn{by Blanaid Salkeld (1880-1959)} Chittagong, Chittagong District,
Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 6
(391)—Bengali 5 Excerpt from Abadulla\fn{by Qazi Imdadul Haq (1882-1926)} Khulna, Khulna District, Khulna
Division, Bangladesh (M) 23
(418)—226.198 Excerpt from The Religion Of Man\fn{by Al-Haj Moulana Fazlul Karim (1882-1936)} Rangpur,
Rangpur District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
(426)—244.125 Excerpt from Mother America: Realities Of American Life As Seen By An Indian\fn{by
Sudhindra Bose (1883-1946)} Keothkali, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
(437)—233.43 Excerpt from At The Cross-roads (1885-1946): The Autobiography Of Nripendra Chandra
Banerji\fn{by Nripendra Chandra Banerji aka Mastarmahasaya (1885-1949)} Madhyapara Village, Madaripur District?,
Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
(447)—227.28 His Holy Words: Being Extracts From The Writings Of Akhanda-Mandaleswar Sri Sri
Swami Swarupananda Paramhansa Deva\fn{by Akhanda-Mandaleswar Sri Sri Swami Swarupananda Paramhansa Deva
(1885-1984)} Dualli, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
(455)—66.85 & Bengali 1 Gupta 1. Across The Lines 2. Excerpt from Jagadish Guptera Galpa\fn{by Jagadish
Gupta (1886-1957)} Kushtia, Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 35
(488)—227.173 Excerpt from Coins And Chronology Of The Early Independent Sultans Of Bengal\fn{by
Nalini Kanta Bhattasali (1888-1947)} Bikrampur, Mushiganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
(500)—226.157 Excerpt from Holy Mother Shri Sarada Devi\fn{by Swami Gambhirananda aka Jatindranath Datta (18891998)} Sadhuhati, Netrokona District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
*
(519)—264.146 1. The Obstacles To Our Education 2. For The Love Of The Motherland\fn{by Khairunnesa
Khatun (before 1890-c.1910)} Pabna, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 3
(522)—226.189 The Tryst\fn{by Giribala Devi (1891- )} Pechakola, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh
(F) 5
(526)—246.97 Excerpts from Meghnad Saha In Parliament: 1. “Demands For Grants, March 27, 1953” 2.
“Finance Bill, April 14, 1953” 3. “Unemployment, November 21, 1953”\fn{by Meghnad Saha (1893-1956)}
Seoratali, Narsingdi District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
(534)—179.79 & 292.75 1. Chamely 2. The Genius Of Didarul Alam \fn{by Mamlukul Fatema Khanum (1894-1957)}
Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 2
(536)—227.37 Gleanings From The Life Of Kazi Abdul Waddud\fn{by Kazi Abdul Waddud (1894-1970)}
Jagannathpur, Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 9
(545)—242.144 Excerpt from Repentant Revolutionary\fn{by Nagendranath Sen Gupta (1895-1947)} Noakhali,
Noakhali District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
(552)—226.82 Excerpt from Letters From A Baul: Life Within Life\fn{by Sri Anirvan aka Narendra Chandra Dhar
(1896-1978)} Mymensingh, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
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(562)—227.14 Excerpt from Words Of Sri Anandamayi Ma\fn{by Sri Anandamayi Ma aka Nirmala Sundari (1896-1982)}
Kheora, Brahmanbaria District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 11
(572)—31.206 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of An Unknown Indian\fn{by Nirad Chandra Chaudhuri (18971998)} Kishorgangj, Mymensing District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 7
(580)—Bengali 7 Excerpt from Banalira Samarika Aitihya\fn{by Mahbubaula Alama (1898-1981)} Fatehpur,
Chittagong District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 48
(627)—66.91 The Return\fn{by Jibanananda Das (1899-1954)} Barisal, Barisal District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh
(M) 13
*
(640)—264.162 We Need To Pass A Law\fn{by Sofia Khatun, B.A. (late 19th century?-after 1924)} Chittagong?,
Chittagong District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 1
*
(641)—292.103 Excerpt from The Woman Bound By Destiny\fn{by Akhtar Mahal Syeda Khatun (1901-1928)}
Faridpur, Faridpur District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 6
*
(647)—9.141 The Land\fn{by Achintya Kumar Sen Gupta (1903-1976)} Nokahali Town, Nokahali District, Chittagong
Division, Bangladesh (M) 5
*
(651)—292.87 1. The Need For Education Among Muslim Women 2. Freedom For Muslim Women: Two
Essays\fn{by Fazilatunnesa 1905-1975)} Kamalli, Tangail District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 4
*
(656)—292.98 1. The Dream 2. Song Of Unity 3. The Last Hour Of The Night 4. Literature And Art 5. A
Woman’s Responsibility Towards The Village Community 6. The First Cup Of Tea 7. Women’s Responsibilities
Today\fn{by Mahmuda Khatun Siddiqa (1906-1977)} Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) 5½
19µ20
(661)—301.79 1: ও ততই যযরর আঘযত হযনললরর মরন | O Tui Jare Aghat Hanlire Mone 2: ও বযজযন চল যযই চল | O Bajan Chol
Jay Chol 3: কমলয রযণণর দণলঘ | Komola Ranir Dighi 4: কযল সস আলসরব | Kal Se Asibe 5: ও সতযর নযম শলনয়যরর | O Tor Nam
Shuniya Re 6: ও সমযহন বযবশণ | O Mohon Bashi 7: গণতযরয সকযথযয় সগল | Gitara Kothay Gelo 8: হলতদ বযবলটরছ সমরয় | Holud
Batichhe Meye 9: পযরলর নযও | Paler Nao 10: সসযনযর বরণণ কননয | Sonar Boroni Konya 11: পপলণরময | Purnima 12: রপ |
Rup: Twelve Poems\fn{by Jasimuddin (1903-1976)} Faridpur District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
(669)—292.92 1. Women’s Place In Society And At Home 2. The Literary Endeavors Of Muslim Women 3. The
Laborer: Three Essays\fn{by Razia Khatun Chowdhurani (1907-1934)} Noakhali District, Chittagong Division,
Bangladesh (F) 6
(676)—Bengali 11 Excerpt from Sindura Sandhya \fn{by Shamsun Nahar Mahmud (1908-1964)} Feni District,
Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F)
*
(707)—226.67 Excerpt from In Search Of Freedom: An Unfinished Journey\fn{by Manikuntala Sen (1911-1987)}
Barisal, Barisal District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (F) 9
(716)—67.57 The Leader\fn{by Abu Jafar Shamsuddin (1911-1989)} Dackshinbagh, Gazipur District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (M) 3
(718)—292.77 1. The Winner\fn{by Begum Sufia M. Kamal (1911-1999)} Shayestabad, Barisal Division, Bangladesh
(F) 11
(729)—Bengali 12 Excerpt from Galpasamagra\fn{by Protiva Bose (1915-2006)} “in a village near Dhaka,” Dhaka
District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 21
(749)—68.75 The Four-Poster Bed\fn{by Narendranath Mitra (1916-1975)} Sadardih, Faridpur District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
(761)—227.196 Excerpt from Ashok Kumar: His Life And Times\fn{by Nabendu Ghosh (1916-2007)} Dhaka, Dhaka
District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
(773)—Bengali 3 Excerpt from Aranya Nilima \fn{by Ahsan Habib (1917-1985)} Shankarpasha, Pirojpur District,
Barisal Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
(792)—227.81 1. Is Philosophy Worth Studying? 2. National Character\fn{by Imam Akhtar (1917- )} Narinda
Lakshmipur District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 5
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(797)—9.146 The Fly Trap\fn{by Nareayan Gangopadhyaya (1918-1970)} Baliadangi, Thakurgaon District, Rajshahi
Division, Bangladesh (M) 4
(801)—66.117 Goodbye To Paradise\fn{by Sabitri Ray (1918-1985)} Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (F) 4
(806)—87.95 The She-Vulture\fn{by Mirza Abdul Hye (1919-1984)} Abda, Habiganj District, Sylhet Division,
Bangladesh (M) 8
*
(814)—227.52 The Gardener Has Three Wives\fn{by Rehana Akter (c.1920?- )} Hajipur, Manikganj District,
Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 2
(816)—227.46 The Mischievous Wag\fn{by Muhammad Saidur (c.1920?- )} Binngaon, Kishoreganj District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (M) 2
(818)—227.54 The Clever Woman\fn{by Mangalchandra Biswas (c.1920?- )} Sitarampur, Gopalganj District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (F) 7
(824)—227.48 The Tamed Shrew\fn{by Golap Khan (c.1920?- )} Kalia Upazila, Narail District, Khulna Division,
Bangladesh (M) 4
(828)—9.150 Devaluation\fn{by Santosh Kumar Ghosh (1920-1985)} Faridpur, Faridpur District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (M) 11
(838)—Bengali 20 Excerpt from Racana o Samgrahasambhara \fn{by Chowhury Gulam Akbar (1921-1988)}
Dargapur, Maulvi Bazar District, Sylhet Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
(858)—Bengali 2 Excerpt from Eka Patha Dui Baaka\fn{by Nilima Ibrahim (1921-2002)} Mulgar, Bagerhat District,
Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) 45
(892)—67.74 The Photograph\fn{by Shahed Ali (1925-2001)} Mahmadpur, Sylhet District, Sylhet Division,
Bangladesh (M) 9
(901)—Bengali 10 Excerpt from Campa Cameli\fn{by Shamsul Haq (1925- )} Belka, Gaibandha District, Rangpur
Division, Bangladesh (M) 21
(921)—66.121 The Road\fn{by Ritwik Ghatak (1925-1976)} Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M)
6
(926)—22.66 Draupadi\fn{by Mahasveta Devi (1926- )} Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 7
(933)—Bengali 4 Excerpt from Harema\fn{by Abul Bashar Mohammad Ishaque (1926-2003)} Shirmangol, Shariatpur
District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 25
(958)—Bengali 21 H. Rahman Excerpt from Sahi-mala\fn{by Hamida Rahman (1927- )} Puratan Kashba, Jessore
District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) 34
(987)—66.8 Gunin, My Friend\fn{by Rajlakshmi Devi (1927- )} Mymensingh, Mymensingh District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (F) 3
Please go to file “Bangladesh 14b, Finished” where the remainder of this menu—retained here for display
purposes only—becomes operational with the concluding 430 pages of the overall 1,420 pages of text.
227.185 Excerpt from Bengali Muslim Public Opinion As Reflected In the Bengali Press: 1901-1930\fn{by
Mustafa Nurul Islam (1927- )} Bogra, Bogra District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (M) 11
227.118 Excerpts from Quest For A Civil Society: 1. “Tagore: After Fifty Years” 2. “Fundamentalism In
Bangladesh: Its Name And Nature” 3. “Victory Day Thoughts” 4. “Culture In Bangladesh: Perspective” 5.
“Dismantling Hindu-Muslim Hostile Images: Perceptions And Strategies”\fn{by Zillur Rahman Siddiqui (1928- )}
Durgapur, Jhenaidah District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
33.150 Excerpts from The Germinating Seed\fn{by Sulekha Sanyal (1928-1962)} Korokdi Village, Faridpur District,
Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 8
179.43 Projection\fn{by Helena Khan (1929- )} Mymensingh, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh
(F) 5
*
226.12 Excerpt from The Departed Melody: Memoirs\fn{by Raja Tridiv Roy (1931- )} Chittagong Hill Tracts,
Bangamati District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
227.166 Excerpt from In Pursuit Of Culture\fn{by Sayeed Ahmad (1931- )} Islampur, Jamalpur District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
Bengali 9 Excerpt from Najaruleera Agnibih: “The Preface” \fn{by Abdul Kashem Chowdhury (1933- )} Chakatitha,
Naogaon District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
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66.37 The Fugitive And The Followers\fn{by Sunil Ganguli (1934- )} Faridpur, Faridpur District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (M) 3
67.87 Another Sheb-e-Barat\fn{by Rabeya Khatoon (1935- )} Vikrampur, Munshiganj District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (F) 2
233.23 1. A Tear-drop 2. The Dead End 3. The Hidden Stream: Three Short Stories\fn{by Khaleda Salahuddin (1935)} Bhola, Barisal District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (F) 10
226.1 Excerpt from Keep It Up, Kilroy\fn{by Syed Shamsul Haq (1935- )} Kurigram, Rangpur District, Rangpur
Division, Bangladesh)} (M) 4
Bengali 14 Excerpt from Abicchinna\fn{by Borhanuddin Khan Jahangir (1936- )} Gulbahar, Chandpur District,
Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 32
179.19 The Immersion\fn{by Dilara Hashem (1936- )} Bangladesh (F) 7
67.92 The Final Resting Place\fn{by Shawkat Ali (1936- )} Rajganj, Dinajpur District, Rangpur Division,
Bangladesh (M) 4
Bengali 18 Excerpt from Praticitra \fn{by Razia Khan (1936- )} Faridpur, Faridpur District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (F) 26
86.67 Half-And-Half\fn{by Tarapada Ray (1936- )} Tangail, Tangail District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 4
227.69 1. The Vultures Are Everywhere 2. We Shall Overcome 3. The Unwavering Flame: Three Short
Stories\fn{by Makbula Manzoor (1938- )} Mugbelai, Sirajganji District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 11
*
Bengali 15 Excerpt from Naraka o Phulera Kahini \fn{by Anwara Syed Haka (1940- )} Jessore, Jessore District,
Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) 21
91.71 On A Cold Day\fn{by Himani Bannerji (1942- )} Gangatia, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (F) 4
227.60 1. The Evil Eye 2. Like A Fish You Are 3. On A Long Drive: Three Short Stories\fn{by Hazera Nazrul (1942)} Ramchandrapur, Rajbari District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 8
Bengali 16 Excerpt from Galpa Samgraha \fn{by Zubaida Gulshan Ara (1942- )} Khulna, Khulna District, Khulna
Division, Bangladesh (F) 24
67.22 Hangover\fn{by Akhtaruzzaman Elias (1943-1997)} Gotia, Gaibandha District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh
(M) 13
67.113 Dance, Kanak Champa, Dance\fn{by Ahmed Safa (1943-2001)} Gachbaria, Chittagong District, Chittagong
Division, Bangladesh (M) 6
67.121 Cascading Rain\fn{by Jharna Das Purkayastha (1945- )} Sunamganj District, Sylhet Division, Bangladesh (F)
7
179.32 Motijan’s Daughters\fn{by Selina Hossain (1947- )} Rajshahi, Rajshahi District, Rajshahi Division,
Bangladesh (F) 6
227.107 Excerpt from Freedom Struggle: A Prologue & An Epilogue\fn{by Kaiser Panna (1947- )} Payalgacha,
Comilla District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 11
22.117 Extract from Rainbow Voices\fn{by Adib Khan (1949- )} Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (M) 5
226.102 Excerpt from Nazrul’s Aesthetics And Other Aspects\fn{by Mohammad Nurul Huda (1949- )} Poak Khali,
Cox’s Bazar District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 7
*
300.19 1. Ode on the Lungi 2. Poor Man Eating 3. Liking It 4. As Usual 5. Dog: Five Poems\fn{by Kaiser Haq
(1950- )} Dhaka, Bangladesh (M) 7
227.151 Excerpt from The Rakhaines: Aborigines In Bangladesh\fn{by Mustafa Majid (1955- )} Patuakhali
District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (M) 14
*
Bengali 17 A. Rahman Excerpt from Atharo Kathara Bari \fn{by Akimun Rahman (1960- )} Narayanganj District,
Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 31
168.101 Excerpt from Shame\fn{by Taslima Nasrin (1962- )} Mymensingh, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (F) 10
67.132 Different\fn{by Nasreen Jahan (1964- )} Mymensingh, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh
(F) 5
287.86 Excerpt from The Wounded Land: 1. The True Spirit Of Ekushey 2. Liberty In The Womb 3. Friends
And Foes Of Ekushey\fn{by Rashid Askari (1965- )} Ashkarpur Village, Rangpur District, Rangpur Division,
Bangladesh (M) 4
6

Bengali 13 Excerpt from Muktiyuddhe Gopoalagaña \fn{by Tapan Bagchi (1967- )} Maridpur District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (M) 41
168.68 Excerpt from Brick Lane\fn{by Monica Ali (1967- )} Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh
(M) 17
*
178.1 Excerpt from A Golden Age\fn{by Tahmima Anam (1975- )}Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (F) 20
†
226.148 Lalon Fakir: Songs Rendered Into English\fn{by Fakir Lalon Shah (c.1774-1890)} Cheuria, Kushtia District,
Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 9
They want to ascertain to which religion Lalan belongs.
“Unfolded yet to be the features of caste to me,” says Lalan.
Circumcision confirms one as a Muslim What about a Muslim woman? A Brahmin is known by his sacred
thread. How to recognise a Brahmani?
One with a wreath around his neck the other counts beads. Where do these tokens exist at birth or death?
Water, flowing in a pit becomes well-water. Moving into the Ganga called Ganga-water. Water is one, not
many in the origin. Difference comes from the pots containing it.
People boast the world over the glory brought forth by caste and religion. Lalan says:
“I’ve drowned the float of caste amidst the plurality of race and religion.”
*
How does the unknown bird gets in the cage and escape from it? Could I catch it I would put fetters of soul
around its feet.
Eight chambers\fn{The eight parts of the human body, namely the two hands, two legs, breast, throat, forehead and backbone }
fitted with nine doors\fn{The nine inlets or outlets of the human body, namely, the two ears, two eyes, two nostrils, mouth, anus, and
the organ of generation} latticed in-between. On the top the main hall, a “Palace of Mirror” at the summit.
O mind, you are but fate-stricken. The bird so behaves unfriendly. Looking for the cage built of green
bamboos, tumble it may any day. Says Lalan:
“Breaking open the cage, whither flies that bird know I not.”
*
They say I shall be excommunicated.
This sounds queer to me. None willing to follow path of justice. Everybody shilly-shallies. Why not tell what
caste did you belong to when you were born? And what will it be when you finally depart?
The same water sanctifies the Brahmin, the Chandal\fn{ A low-caste Hindu} or the Chamar.\fn{A cobbler, one of the
untouchable caste}
“Regent of Death spares none” is a truism. I’m not happy with what I see and hear. I feel sad at the artificial
barrier between man and man. What harm is done to religion if one dines secretly with a harlot? Says Lalan:
“Yet to be corrected the blunder about the real meaning of caste and religion.”
*
Ne’er could I see the One who dwelleth in my cottage.\fn{ The human body considered as the abode of Atma, the
inseparable part of the Supreme Being } Round the corner He moveth, yet I couldn’t behold Him; within reach yet I can’t
grasp His hands.
When people say, life is but a bird,\fn{ Atma} I keep silent. Water or fire, earth or air, what it is? None can
ascertain. Being in dark even about my own home, I desire to know the unknown, Lalan says,
“The Unknown is none but the Supreme Lord. Neither unveiled to me His celestial revelation, nor I’m sure
about my own entity.
*
Not clear to me is my own being. With self-knowledge only can the unknown be identified from nigh distant
objects shown by Sain Just as a mountain hides behind locks of hair.
I grope about Dhaka and Delhi. Alas, dispelled not darkness, even in my lap. “Hari” is the master in the form
of soul. With devoutness can you locate him. The more you read Veda-Vendanta, the more confused shall you be.
Tell me, O mind! Why do you go on uttering “I” and “Mine”? Why not take shelter at the feet of one who
knows? Says Lalan:
7

“Bewildered I’m. I’m blind even with intact eyes.”
*
Never could I have a glimpse of my neighbour living in the “City of Mirrors” close to my home. Round the
city boundless fathomless water; how I wish to see him!\fn{ After “neighbour” and “Mirrors” there are indications of
footnotes, but none are printed:H}
Alas! no ferry boat to reach him. Limbless, without head and neck is my neighbour. For a moment he lives in
emptiness, the next he floats on water. Had my neighbour been compassionate to touch me, relieved I could be of
death-pang.
“He and myself, though close residents, yet betwixt us lies a gap of millions of miles,” says Lalan
*
When shall such a society be born where effaced will be easte and clan? None to be labelled Hindu, Muslim,
Buddhist or Christian, led astray by popular belief. Robbed off will not be innocent people of their wallet, nor the
poor and inferior caste cast aside with contempt.
In the life hereafter Fakir and Ameer sitting side by side will have their dues; neither will the rich then be
spared consequences for having wealth. Uproar will there be no more, in the name of religion, caste and race.
With tearful eyes says Lalan:
“Who shall show the right path to salvation?”
*
Inside this very man resides the man desired.
Many a saint and sage have been wandering through four ages just to have a glimpse of Him. Can anyone
touch the moon visible under water? Likewise seated is He always in the splendour of light but ungraspable.
Dwells He in an unknown land.\fn{According to the tantras, a thousand-petalled lotus known as Sahasrara exists at the top of the
human brain. It is described as the abode of the Supreme power. The Bauls (whom Rabindranath Tagore described as “an ancient group of
wandering minstrels from Bengal who believe in simplicity in life and love”) consider this to be “unknown land” } On a doublepetalled lotus\fn{The sixth chakra, i.e., Ajna, located in the forehead} manifested will He be easily to those able to

ascertain the particular petal.
Deluded I search outside for the wealth inside me. Darbesh\fn{ Religious mendicant} Siraj Sain says:
“Loiter will you in vain, Oh Lalan! Without knowledge of essence of the Soul.”
*
He speaketh but appears not before me He moveth around but remains invisible. In vain I move heaven and
earth in quest of Him, and to identify me.
Confused I’m. Who am I? Who is He? Is He earth, water, air or fire? Is He Ram or Rahim or else? When I
enquire about Him, they keep their lips tight as they consider me a fool.
When things at hands fail to capture your attention, what for do you visit Delhi and Lahore?\fn{ Deluded attempts
to search for the truth of creation outside the human body} Siraj Sain says:
“Look here, O Lalan! You are yet to overcome illusion.”
*
“Union with God takes place post-mortem.”
This is what people say. Ambiguous sounds this to me.
If both the pious and the sinner could be delivered in death, what for then men pray so much and practise
penance?
Reduced is mortal body to five primary elements\fn{ Earth, water, air, fire and ether} on demise; such is the common
belief, divine part mixes with God. Who will then enter heaven and who destined to hell?
Which part of the human body shall I designate as the divine portion? Says Lalan:
“Life prior to death bears fruit if one can recognise it.”
*
Whom shall I ask who was with him when Sain carried by waves was floating. inside an egg?\fn{ Referring to the
very primordial mode and moment of creation, both of the universe and of the human body }
Appeared He in the form of a fish. What was His name then? I find no direction. Sacred scriptures hint like
that.
Who was then there before He created this universe? Impossible seems the dictum: deliverance of both by the
power of one.
Failed I’ve to identify Him. How can I catch the uncatchable? Lalan says:
“He’s the luminous light next to Khoda\fn{God:H} higher than the Prophet\fn{Mohammed:H}—some say.”
*
O ye insane! How will you understnad the mystic play of my Sain? Endless his magic. A great juggler indeed
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is He. Pretends to assume different forms at different times. Being judged on distinction Water in Ganga becomes
Ganga-water; in a pit it is well-water. Likewise my Sain\fn{ The spiritual guide who mediates between the searcher and the
sought} stamps according to the container.
Rotating himself, He rotates others; flows stealthily in every abode amid the spirit of life. Playing the role of a
magistrate Sain puts fetters round his legs. A single variety of form manifested into infinite varieties. “You” and
“I” are names, various attributes of one and same. Lalan says:
“Had I grasped the truth riddles would have been solved.”
*
This room belongs to me, but the key is not in my possession. How shall I unlock the door and view the
treasure over there?
Full of gold is my room. Born blind as I am, I couldn’t find him out. My heart starts beating wildly therewith.
Door-keeper, if agreeable, would open the door. Alas! I’m not familiar with him and I tread evil path.
Inside this man, O mind! rests a man-unknown. He’s but a jewel among men. Says Lalan,
“Even though master of this wealth, Failed I’ve to realise its true worth.
*
“Man of Gold”\fn{Atma, or the Divine entity inside a man} remains floated in the fluid of life. Only the one
conversant with its true form can visualise Him with ease.
Penetrating the universe, three hundred and sixty rivers of sap\fn{ Allegorically indicating the presence of hundreds of
capillary veins and innumerable sensory nerves, carrying the somatic sap and nerval sensations all over the human body—symbolically
conceived and called as universe. The nerves and veins have been described as rivers } flowing violently that glitters incessantly

within this Man is beauty.
In dark is His parentage, in an unknown land is His abode. Incredible His entrance and exit in the eternal cycle
of original water. The moon shining on the day of the new moon: come and see if you have yearning. Lalan says:
“Remain seated day and night at the confluence of three streams.”
*
I can’t foresee things to happen when death will be knocking at the door. Passed are my days under spell of
illusion. Sitting idle I spent all I inherited. Nothing did I earn.
On the Day of Judgement, forgetfulness will not spare you from consequences. Such is the divine message.
Lured by tin and tinsel, gold I neglected consciously. Now to whom shall I confide my shameful story? Cheated
I’ve been in every transaction. Death encircled the body.
“Tell me, O mind!” says Lalan. “What’s in store for me at this late hour?”
*
Does any one blessed with a man-after-heart ever count beads?\fn{ I.e., ever say his rosary:H}
Seated in a solitary corner he goes on watching the game. None but a mad calls aloud one beside him.
Let the forgetful one rest satisfied with what he has understood. To rub unawares a tender spot is to remember
one’s dearest one. One who has eyed that inconceivable form remains silent lonely aside.
Superficial and a mere show is foolish Lalan’s chanting the name of “Hari”.
*
In his own image, the Kind Lord created Adam—the first man. Thats why Firista\fn{ Angel; God’s messenger} was
directed to pay obeisance to Adam. Azazil\fn{ Satan, “Shaitan” in Islam:H} turned a sinner as he found fault with
Adam. As I think o’er it, my heart flutters.
Were Adam not Allah it would have been a sin to salute him A sin to deny the unity of the God—the most
heinous sin in this world. Adam alone understands Adam. Can a beast appreciate its real essence? To acknowledge
Adam is true religion. Says Lalan.
*
Whom to blame except my mind for the scrape I’m in Gone my sagacity and good nature; Mind crow-natured
now. Abandoning nectar fruit.
Alas! captivated I’ve been by colocynth\fn{ Bitter:H} fruit. Defeated has been purpose of my brith. Broken are
all hopes. In a miserable plight I’m. Intending to mould a deity I’ve moulded a mo[n]key instead.
O my Mind: failed you have to recognise true worth of “Guru”.\fn{Spiritual guide} What shall happen to you
fallen on evil days? With all humility, says Lalan:
“A dog has devoured my sacrificial ghee.”\fn{Ghee (clarified buttr) is offered as oblation in the fire to satisfy the god Agni
during the sacrificial practices. It is a sacred riteto achieve a sublime object. A dog is naturally by no means expected to devour the oblated
ghee of a sacrifice. Lalan here used this imagery as an allegory to signify his apprehension lest the protracted endeavour of a sadhak to
realise the truth finally comes to nothing as a result of sudden laxity and deviation }

*
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I know not the true nature of the beauty\fn{ Abstract being of the inconceivable divinity } whose fragrance has made
the universe enchanting. How I long to visualise and worship the beauty!
Alas! Unknown to me is the ritual. In no country could I trace its whereabouts. Shall I consider it as something
shapeless? Or a visible form? Or a being of halo?
Whom shall I ask! From where did He create this universe? Confusion in precept likely to confound. Perplexed
is Lalan in such a disorderly state of things.
*
The Creator is called Allah by the Arabs. Persians name Him Khoda-tala. To Christians He is God.
The epithet of the Supreme Being varies from country to country.
*
In kaliyuga\fn{The age of vice, last of the four stages the world goes through as part of the cycle of yugas as taught by the Hhindu
scriptures, and characterized by strife, quarrels, discord and contention:W } people seem to pose to be all-knowing. To them the
Creator has been growing beard and moustache. When men die of disease and distress they curse their God.
“Even to hear this nonsense is sin,” says Lalan.
*
With utmost pleasure sing in praise of Sain. A man’s end may come any moment.
Ye traveller! a Hindu or a Yavana,\fn{ Someone other than a Hindu} whosoe’er you may be, find a path-finder now
to show the right track.
Death following your footsteps, landed you may be in trouble anytime. Home, property and everything dear to
you will remain here.
Alas! numbered are my days. Howe’er much you may lament, in the end irrecoverable is the wealth lost by
consuming poison of property.
Allured by material wealth you didn’t search for real wealth within your reach. Fakir Lalan says:
“Whither goeth that wealth when reduced to dust is your mortal body. Forget not. Leave all of us this world
with hands empty.”
*
A new lawgiver has appeared in Nadia,\fn{ Signifying the emergence of Shree Chaitanya (1484-1533) and his man-centric
movement of Bhakti ddfying the Vedic-dictum } who finds fault with Vedas and Puranas. Finishing seven courses he takes
bath but once. Synonymous to him is virtue and vice. Worship not obligatory in his outlook. Teaches all around to
accomplish the impossible.
He recognises not distinction based on caste and religion Receptacle of pure love is he. Convinced about the
truth of his sermons comes his followers from caste high and low. Almighty God he worships; nevertheless obeys
not Vedas. Lanlan says:
“O my mind! Let me see what fault is there to worship him.”
*
O Mind! A man becomes what he conceives. Call him by any name, Ram, Rahim, Karim or Kala. One Allah
pervades the Universe. Omnipresent is He. He talks in His own language.
No discrimination He makes between one caste and another. Bound not by established practice Nor by
scrupulous observance of rites of life. Vedas only muddle matters. Visible or formless may be the appearance. In
one is manifested infinity.
Seated in a lonely corner the devotee visualises the grace which is visible only to one believing in a single
form.
O my Mind! Better be a monist And worship to find Him out. Says Lalan:
“Alike the grace displayed in pot, canvas and everywhere.”
*
In ei[g]thteen Chambers\fn{The eighteen divisions of the human body according to the Baul: war, air, concurrence of the three
streams of menstrual flux, tongue, teeth, eyes, forehead, throat, nose, pectoral surface, center of generation of bone and flesh, feet, thighs,
lung, heart, navel, abdomen and mind} burns always a single lamp of beauty.

Neither oil nor cotton. Incredible its existence. One chamber inside another.
Empty summit is this. The candle illumines the universe all over; assumes four forms in one, daylong and
nightlong.
Never did you care to look it into. In vain you looked on Vedas.
Dispelled shall be the mistiness of his vision who is Versed with that lamp. Revealed is not He to wavering
Lalan. Says Siraj Sain.\fn{Lanlan’s guru—a palanquin-bearer by profession}
*
When I ask about Khuda,\fn{Allah} to the sky they point their fingers.
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The truth is, none exactly can locate His heavenly abode. Difference being unknown, answers given are
nebulous.
That the earth is round and rotates always on its own causing day and night is axiom to the wise. It’s night as
darkness envelops the upper zone. In the other hemisphere it’s then day.
But certain is one thing: visible is sky to all alike, men both up and down.
*
Which method of worship shall lead me to the feet of the One whom I long for day in and day out? Sain not
bound down by charity, austerity, prayer and oblation. Scriptures lay down such. I’m not sure, howe’er, which is
right.
Five procedures to attain salvation.\fn{In the Islamic way: Kalema (recognition of the permission given by Allah to be a
Muslim), Namaj (the order to pray five times a day), Roja (the practice to gain both mental and physical peace), Haj (the obligation to make
a pilgrimage to Mecca at least once in one’s lifetime), and Zakat (the obligation to provide relief for the poor). In Hinduism there are five
such procedures in what is called the tantric sadhana: Snana (ablution), Tarpana (gratification), Sandhya (meditation), Puja (worship), and
Homa (complete self-abnegation). Five methods of liberation are found in Vaishnavism (a Hindu tradition distinguished from the other
schools by its worship of Vishnu, or His avitars, as the original and supreme god: Salokya (living in the same place with God), Samipya
(living near or in the vicinity of God), Svanupya (having the same form as God), Sayujya (having connection with God), and Sarsthi (being
empowered by God’s power). The definitions of the Islamic way I learned partially from a Dhaka website called “The News Today”, but
the others are from a note in the appendices to this book:H } Eighteen methods for fulfillment. Devotion, they call it.

Learned Sain not submissive to such rituals, worldly mindedness remaining intact. How can fulfilment in
worship be achieved?
“Lalan, with blurred vision, nothing seems clear to you in the darkness of your lap,” says Siraj Sain
*
What [is] an Achin Pakhi?\fn{Unknown bird denoting “Atma”} Have I been rearing up in the cage. [that] whose
identity is yet not clear to me? The bird chatters Ram and Rahim. Infinite and puzzling its behaviour. I entreat the
one versed with it to reveal its features to me.
The bird’s nest in the angle of the eye. What fun! Yet it is invisible. Who will pull me out of this lonely state?
Strange indeed is failure to recognise one’s constant companion.
“By what Symbol shall I catch the uncatchable?”, says Lalan.
*
Who can understand the magic power and glory of my Sain?\fn{ The spiritual guide who mediates between the searcher
and the sought} A lamp burning in unfathomable water. Water\fn{ Water-base of human body that comprises the best part of the
system} not warmed by fire.\fn{ Pancreatic fire that causes the compoustion of food inside the stomach and keeps the chemical
process of metabolism intact} Fire not extinguished by water.
He showeth His skill round-the-clock. Fire lit without wood. No land only water. Inevitable is cataclysm on
Doomsday by the interaction of roaring water and flaming fire.
“What will then happen to this humble servant?” Says Lalan.
*
O my dearest of the dear Sain, be pleased enough to enlighten me which form of worship shall lead me to His
feet? If He can be reached through Shaktya,\fn{ Worshipper of Shakti, the female personification of the divine energy according
to the tantras} Shaiba\fn{Worshipper of Shiva, the male personification of the divine energy } or Bairagya\fn{Indifference to worldly
affairs} method, then why did the Kind Lord blame these as rituals?
Prayer for salvation not enough to reach Him. Free is he then for identification with the Supreme Being.
Cheated I shall be then, is what I hear soon after. Perplexed I’m still, boundless my emotion. Ignorant Lalan says:
“Myself not sure, O my Mind! Born in this world, what I plan to do and what shall I do finally?”
*
Ignorant about your own self, whither will you go, O you insane? Confusion will be the result if you search for
Him outside, oblivious of looking unto your self. Unless true to yourself, can Guru be true? Why not imagine the
Kind Lord in your own form?
Uncatchable is He as “Atma”, one-sixteenth part of the moon’s disc\fn{ According to the tantric sixteen parts or
ingredients of the human body} is His companion.
What good searching for Him in the woods, not knowing the point of difference? How long will you wander
across the world without a clear vision about your own being? Says Lalan:
“You will find no way out at the fag-end of your life.”
*
Men playing in water and thickened milk;\fn{Semen-fluid of men and menstrual flux of women} O my mind! recognise
your own home. With vision blurred, why do you grope about in the darkness of your lap? In empty space cloud
appears and drops down rain. Fruits of various hues grow strange creative skill in emotional level.
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Easy to dive into deep water; visible are queer things there. Vessels full with water of creation fill the universe.
As I comprehend this tears roll down my eyes. He fears not Lord Indra. Universal water flows freely. Correct
are Sain’s words:
“Lalan, why not plunge yourself once in the realm of first truth.”
*
No wealth greater than Guru. Fool, you’re to look for better wealth from someone else?
Unstable is property. Real wealth is the Spiritual Guide. Swearing in his name, you can steer clear off tempest
in everyday life.
Greater wealth indeed your son, kith and kin; ornaments they are in this mortal world.
O my dull mind! mistaken by illusion, you fail to value your preceptor. Sure you’re to lament in the end if you
fail now to appreciate Guru-wealth. In final days will you realise the true worth of each kind of wealth. That
Guru-wealth is invaluable; you have failed to comprehend 0 mind
“Lalan! possessed you are merely by an evil spirit,” says Siraj Sain.
*
O my Mind! let go to any country of your choice. Through faith alone can be had real substance.
A faithless person acquires nothing. Ghosts of many kinds are in our land. I ponder in which country and how
people attain salvation.
Pilgrimage just consoles heart; it’s futile to roam about thousands of miles. Sin[c]e sincerity, goal will remain a
dream. Many brick-klins all over Bangia, but earth the same everywhere. Siraj Sain says:
“Foolish Lalan! Set right your destiny.”
*
Of the four moons\fn{Excrement, urine, menses and semen} in the spiritual world visible only are two. Many believe
like that. One sure about discrimination can only capture the precise one. Virtue alone not enough to grasp it,
Four moons mingle into one. Change forms off and on.
On his finger-tips, every detail about the treasure house. Go and learn everything from him. Desirous if you are
to seize it, ascertain the poisoned moon. Siraj Sain says:
“Look here, Lalan! This is poison mingling in nectar.”
*
O my mind! Look with divine vision. Four moons flashing beams in the chamber of the treasurehouse.\fn{Manipura—the third chakra of the six charkas (wheel-like vortices which, according to traditional Indian medicine, are
believed to exist in the surface of the subtle body of living beings:W} of the human body, located in the region of navel where from spring
up the thousands of nerves (nadis), stretched all over the somatic system } Worship that moon. To you will be sighted then that

elusive uncatchable one
Again, the seat of the moon is within the moon. Puzzled I’m by this trick.
*
Gone astray is the person who sits in judgement over caste discrimination. People of each faith vaunt about
their own religion. Lalan says,
“Could I get ahold of caste I would have burnt it to ashes.”
*
Be on the guard over thyself day and night.
“Entanglement in worldly affairs is foolishness,” says Rasul.
Chant “Aujbillah”\fn{Reciting the words from the Qur’an praising Allah} to escape from Allah’s curse.
Under the shelter of a “Spiritual guide” fear will disappear.
In this mundane world it’s not good manner to display one’s own self. I’m infusing into your heart the subtle
difference of open and occult paths of worship. You too do likewise.
Divulge not the secret difference to dull and non-devout ones. For in false pride they will disobey it. Ye
Khalifas!\fn{Successors of Mohammed as temporal and spiritual heads of Islam } make them understand in their own
language. Lalan says:
“Preaching it is the religious precepts of Rasul.”
*
Better probe now into your own home. Where does the bird within your eyes slip in and out? And wherein is
its nest?
There’s but a single bird seated on a cross-bar in a thousand-roomed\fn{ The seat of the soul is in the shape of a lotus
which has a thousand petals, allegorically signifying a thousand rooms. The Bauls assimilated this concept from the tantric lore and cult of
body. The lotus soul is at the zenith of the brain. Creative energies of the humnan body are supposed to be channeled upwards through the
three major yoga-nadis, namely Ida, Pingala, and Syusumna, and finally to blossom amid the petals of the soul-lotus: Sahasrara } brick-
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built house. Reaching there in the main hall, it remains unknown, the bird seated happily in the middle of mirrorfitted chamber.
No easy task to catch hold of it simply by stretching hands. Desirous if you are to see the bird, get hold of a
pathfinder and he will show it. Says Darbesh Siraj Sain:
“O Lalan, passes the life to make you understnad.”
*
Were you to catch the stealer of your mind, set up your mind-trap at the confluence of three streams\fn{ I.e., at
the concurrence of white, red and black streams of menstrual flux in the female human body; it depends on the modus operandi of three
major nadis: Ida, Pingala and Susamna} wherein he stays on the night of new and full moon alike.

Three streams has Triveni. To catch it find out the stream in which he roams about day in and day out in the
world of emotion.
No easy task to catch him. One needs to be vigilant all the while. Now it merges with the stream now it stays
alone. To the universe it voyages in bright fortnight. In its very own world moves it in dark fortnight. Sain Lalan
says:
“Such inscrutable way is known only to one with divine wisdom.”
*
Utter the right name, O my tongue, for freedom from pangs of hunger.
The Regent of Death stands alert at your door to snatch you away unaware any moment. Being forgetful and
poisoned by earthly wealth, led astray you’ve been, and lost direction of life.
After being born many times in diverse forms, fortunate you’re to be reborn now as a human being.
Forget not that name now in laziness. You’ll have to leave behind your kith and kin, near and dear ones of this
material world. Lalan says:
“Practise love and have consummation with the Supreme alone.”
*
Father can be identified if you worship your mother. After secret deliberation has this truth come out.
“Purush” reacts not to stimuli of worldly matters. Inside him is nature—the creative urge. All creation is result
of union between “Purush” and “Prakriti”.\fn{Two basic axioms of world system in Sankhaya philosophy}
Without knowing the secret truth who can recognise that mother endowed with creative emotion by the
Supreme One?
Who was inside the egg, and whom did he see after its expulsion? Says Lalan:
“One with intimate knowledge of the Universe in creation is no longer a day-blind.”
*
Everything I claim as belonging to me yet obscure even who am I to my own self.
How and where am I? Whom shall I ask from whom to learn method of worshiph? Ignorant about self, is it
possible to know one who is not my own? Is it black or white? Ne’er could I visualise it in this world. In ebbing
Bangia constantly heard the voice “I” and “Mine”. Lalan says:
“Once you know yourself you’ll rise above self.”
*
With your exit from the world, no longer shall be revealed Divine message, say all Khalifas as they bid Rasul
adieu. Protected are Thy laws; comprehension impossible if not correctly interpreted.
And the result is perplexity. Allegories are many in the Holy Qur’an Lucidity necessary to avoid
embarrassment.
A monotheist by name; Scriptures written in obscure and obsolete alphabets.
“I implore thee to clarify, O Nabijee, its significance,” thus says Lalan.
*
What happens is determined by fate. Gopal may favour you with gems if he so desires. If fate goes against,
caught you may be by a tiger in a bush.
Decreed by fate You may be a king or a beggar.
With misity vision I fail to appreciate why people toil in vain. One is awarded whate’er he cherishes at heart.
Says Lalan:
“Meaningless to brood over it. What’s written over the forehead can never be effaced.”
*
Asked about the origin of caste Lalan’s curt reply is:
“Roving about diverse regions, people of olden days came across various cultures, different customs multiple
modes of judgement. Therein lies the genesis of caste.”
People knew not each other. Unrest was absent those days. Wandering from country to country, they formed
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class.
And gained more and more knowledge, acquired world-fame, and got acquainted with different forms.
Bewildered and befooled were they at this.
Thus came into being caste. Unknown those days was geography; obscure was celestial sphere. Each
expressed his view in his own way. Lalan says:
“In Kaliyuga,\fn{The age which brings out Doomsday} hard it is to preserve one’s caste.”
*
Never to be found, a kind Lord like Yours, Oh Rasul!\fn{ Literally, “One Sent”. In Islam, “Rasul” is Hajrat Mohammed—
the Prophet} Forsake me not once revealed unto me. Friend of Khoda, thou art the true pilot in the voyage of life.
Who shall ferry us to the cherished land beyond our vision? With heavenly laws did you bring disorderly people
to the right path. Will you now leave us disappointed?
As if in a jungle were living we, the inhabitants of Madina. You imparted knowledge and we were consoled.
With such justice, who else shall rule the poor? Lalan Says:
“Ne’er shall be kindled such a lamp.”
*
My days are coming to a close by and by; where had I been? Where am I now? Whither shall I go?
Haunted constantly I’m by these thoughts. Among sixteen marauders\fn{ The ten organs of sense and the six
misguiding passions} I spend my days. Straight path they block
Over my good-for-nothing activities, they play the role of my guardian. Childhood spent playing. Youth
disgraced. In old age now I’m entitled to eternity.
Defeated has been purpose of my birth A disappointed wrecked and wretched fellow I’m. Says Lalan,
“Fallen live on evil days, my down-stream boat now rowing against current.”
*
The bird likely to escape any moment from the cage by blast of foul air.
Cross-bar in cage has given away. As I think about it, heat wave runs through my body. I keep on pondering
without any end; I’m at a loss to understnad to whom belongs the cage?
Who is this bird? Living in my courtyard the bird tries to entice me.
“Had I known that a wild animal could never be tamed I wouldn’t have fallen in love with it,” Fakir Lalan says
with tearful eyes.
*
Now that I’m in the limitless fathomless water, O, the most merciful Lord, do please take me across holding
locks of my hair.
Six ministers\fn{Six misguiding passions: lust, anger, avarice, ego, covetousness and envy } constantly creating chaos and
confusion: they are planning to draw my ship to insecure wharf beyond my comprehension.
To whom do I belong? And who is my own?
Taking vain worldly things as coveted ones, I’ve got into a scrape. Diving in a well of emotion I’m sinking to
the bottom
Thou Saviour of the hapless and fallen: may I appeal to your Gracious Majesty to land me safely to the shore.
As a last resort , I invoke You. Says Lalan:
“Then alone shall I know You as kind-hearted Lord.”
*
Tell me, Ye insane! Whom do you seek hither and thither in a frantic bid?
Meaningless to run to Delhi and Lahore. Investigate your own home. Easily will be found gems. Shadowless
light is my Sain, likened unto Soul. Mystic game played in the universe and inside a vessel\fn{ The human body} too;
[they] resemble each other. As could veils the moon.
True worship is to know one’s own self. Lalan says:
“Enlightenment not possible without direction.”
*
The Creator [is] bound to the devotee, be he a Hindu or a Javan, by an unbreakable chain of devotion. No
distinction He makes between different caste and religion.
Pure devotion is but being maddened with passionate love.
Devotee Kubir,\fn{1788-1879} a Muslim weaver forsaking all his wealth, is attached to Lord Krishna of Braia.
Cobbler Ramdas,\fn{Bn. 1318} a believer in power of prayer.\fn{ A proponent of the man-centric Bhakti movement in
medieval India} To honour him bells ring in heaven; so says the Holy shastras.
A single moon suffices to illuminate the whole world. From one seed has been born this universe. Lalan says:
“Untrue is darkness live heard like this.”
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*
With the awakening of emotion lotus of your heart will flash beauty. Futile it is to read Vedas without
introspection. Matters both secret and revealed come to light to the thoughtful ones.
The Sain illuminates hundred and thousand [of] petals but in a single form. What harm can the “Great foe” do
to Him?
Alike are worship of the Supreme being as formless and catching a snake in a dark room. Lalan says:
“Lighting a lamp of passion a thinker alone can touch His feet.”
*
Shall I ever be born, I know not, in human again, do in quickness, O my mind, whatever is worth doing?
Infinite forms—created the Lord Divine. Nothing is superior to man among them. Thus goes the saying, I hear.
The deities even pray and worship to be born in human. How kindly being favoured by the fate I know not. O
mind: have you got this human body—a boat to pass over the worldliness. Steer fast to get across in the right
stream that the boat does not get sunk in the mid-way.
Man would be the most graceful mode of adoration The Lord Divine therefore made the human form. Deluded
this time, if I be, no hope further to get a ferry. Ponder Lalan over this humbly.
*
People ask to which religion I do belong. Am I a Hindu or a Javan? What shall I tell when myself not cocksure about it.
Scriptures hold Supreme Sain for the Javans and Hari for the Hindus. Even this to me still an enigma Is there
any proof He created mankind into two forms?
The same path we traverse, the same boatman ferries people of all faiths. Food touched by one not shared by
the other; But where from does one get different water?
Muslim women are not circumcised. Even without a sacred thread, a Brahman’s wife is a Brahmani Let the
divinely wise grasp the reality. Lalan too is a community thus.
*
Tears roll down my eyes when I find mankind splitting into Javan and Kafeer. Says Lalan:
“Unknowingly and deluded, whom do you slay?”
227.127 Excerpt from My Life/Amar Jiban\fn{by Rassundari Devi (1809-1899)} Potajia Village, Sirajganj District,
Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 12
I was born in the month of Chaitra in the years 1218, and now I am 88 years old. I have spent such a long time
in Bharatvarsha.\fn{In this world:H}
My body, my mind in fact my entire life have gone through several phases. I do not exactly remember how my
days were spent during each phase. I am writing whatever I recall.
I had no idea of my physical and mental condition till I was four or five years old; my mother knew all about
it. However I can recall something of the time when I was six or seven. I am putting down whatever I remember.
I used to play with the neighbourhood girls. The girls used to beat me up for no reason at all. But I used to be
so scared that I did not cry loudly though tears used to stream down my cheeks. I wept partly because of my
physical pain but specially because my people at home would scold the girl.
There was another reason for my tears. My mother once asked me not to go anywhere. I asked her,
“Why, mother? Why should I not go anywhere?”
“There is a wicked man in town,” she said; “he is a child lifter and carries a huge bag in which he puts small
children if he finds them.”
These words of my mother frightened me so much that all the blood drained from my face. When my mother
saw these symptoms of fright she picked me up in her arms and tried to cheer me up.
“God bless you, you need not have any fear. That kidnapper takes away only those children who are naughty
and fight with others. You need not be afraid, he can’t possibly take you.”
These words of my mother continued to haunt me. I used to remember these words whenever I was hit by one
of the boys. My mother told me that the kidnapper takes away those boys who hit others. That is why I did not
dare raise my voice whenever beaten. The thought that this boy would be taken away made me weep. I never told
anyone that I had been beaten. I was afraid to cry lest others should come to know it. My companions knew that
ragging would never be reported. I was afraid of all my companions. And they used to beat me for no reason.
Nobody ever came to know of it. One day, one of the girls whispered to me,
“Go and ask your mother for some refreshments. Let us both go for a bath in the Ganga.” I was delighted and
promptly went to mother.
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“Mother,” I said to her. “I would lIke to go for a bath in the Ganga.” My mother smiled and said.
“That is a good idea, is there anything you’d like to take?”
I said I want a bundle. Actually I knew nothing about what that meant, I only knew that when people went for
a dip in the Ganga they sat by the roadside, had something to eat and carried a bundle on their head as they
walked. My mother understood what I meant and packed me some food and two mangoes. I was beyond myself
with happiness.
It was as if rare riches had been handed over to me. These days I do not feel the same pleasure for something a
hundred times more gratifying—oh those were the days! So happy!
Then I went on my way to the Ganga equipped with the bundle along with my companion. A little later we sat
by a tank and opened the packet. The other girl suggested that we play a game of mother and child. I was to take
her on my lap and feed her. I said,
“Very well, you come close to me.” She did that. I said, “Start eating now” and by and by I fed her everything
that was in the packet.
Then she demanded to be washed. I was in a fix, I did not know what to do. I went down the steps but could
not manage to bring any water up. I tried hard, but without success. This drew a big slap from my companion. I
shook in fear and wept profusely. I wiped my tears with both bands and looked this way and that lest somebody
should see that I had been given a slap.
Another of my playmates happened to be there at that time. She admonished my companion,
“How very wicked of you,” she said. “You ate up her food, and also the mangoes, and you have slapped her:
I’ll go and tell her mother everything.”
She went over to our house to report and came back to me again. She said,
“I have told your mother everything. See what she does to you.”
These words frightened me so much that I started to cry. My other companion who had accompanied me to the
Ganga remarked, “Look at her, the sissy, there she goes again,”and pecked me on the cheek. Frightened, I wiped
my tears and began to think. So I have become a very silly girl, that must be a terrible thing. The kidnapper is sure
to grab me, and perhaps he will take my companion also. I was afraid to go back home, so I went to my
companion’s home instead. Her mother looked at me and asked her,
“Why is she all red in the face? You must have teased her.”
Her mother scolded her but she only laughed. After her mother left us she said,
“My mother scolded me but that did not make me cry like you. You are a crybaby. Are you going to tell your
mother everything?” I shook my head and said,
“No. I am not going to tell mother anything.”
I felt very sad and sat there for some time. A little later someone from my home came to fetch me. When I
went home, I found everyone making fun of that incident.
“Have you had your dip in the Ganga?” They asked me and shook with laughter. My uncle, my brother and
others said that she should not be allowed to play with those girls.
“From tomorrow let her come and stay in the outer house.”
In those days children did not go to school. There was a Bengali school in our house. All the boys of the
village used to come there to study. There was an English lady who used to teach them.
Next day my uncle took me to the teacher and I was asked to sit next to her. I had a black skirt and a scarf. I
used to sit very still, too afraid to leave my seat. I was eight years old then. I cannot say what I looked like but I
can repeat what others used to say to describe my features.
My complexion used to be fair and bright.
And I had a figure to match.
My hands and feet were well proportioned
People used to call me a golden doll.

I never talked to anyone. The words coming out of my mouth were not distinct. People used to laugh at my
words. If somebody shouted at me, I felt like crying. Shouts made me shed tears. For this reason nobody spoke to
me sharply. I used to stay inside the school room the whole day. I was not kept inside the inner house like other
girls.
The boys used to write the thirty-four letters of the alphabet on the floor and read them loudly. Since I used to
be there all the time I learned all the letters by myself. But nobody had any knowledge of this. My family
members kept me at the outer house the whole day. I was taken in only for my bath and lunch. After lunch I was
again taken to the outer house and allowed to go in before evening. Thus thtoughout the day I stayed near the
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English woman in the shcool.
I was in no condition to understand what went on in my mind. My mind was obsessed with fear. Fear did not
let me open up.
*
One day as my uncle was taking me inside the house I saw a man, a veterinary doctor coming with a huge
sack. I thought he was a kidnapper. I was half-dead with fright and I was so scared that I covered my eyes and
began to tremble. Everybody present there tried to tell me that I need not be afraid. They found it to be hilarious
and burst into laughter. My uncle took me in him arms, went inside the house and said with a grin,
“You know, we were almost caught by a kidnapper.”
This amused everybody and they all started laughing. I ran to my mother sobbing. My mother picked me up
and tried to reassure me.
“Why are you afraid,” she tried to reason. “There is nothing to fear. There is no such person as a kidnapper,
these are all lies. We have Dayamadhav, so don’t worry, whenever you feel scared call Dayamadhav and all your
fears will disappear.”
These words of my mother gave me courage. I was convinced that there was no kidnapper and we have our
Dayamadhav. This thought pacified me to some extent But I never went anywhere without an escort. I was a
particularly frightened child unlike anyone else my age. Even athe sight of old people would make me jittery, so I
was never left unattended.
I had an aunt who became a widow shortly after her marriage. I had no idea of this. I had once asked her,
“Pishi why don’t you have the conchshell bangles and other ornaments?” Pishi repJied.
“I am not married, that is why.”
I was convinced by her words. I used to tbink that all the widows in our family were actually unmarried.
I lost my father when I was four years old. But I did not know anything about this. One day as I was sitting
next to tbe English teacber of our scbool a gentleman came over and saw me. He asked my uncle.
“Rai Mahashay, you seem to have brightened the assembly with a decorated pot.” He wanted to know whose
daughter I was. My uncle replied
“She is the daughter or Padmalochan Rai.”
This remark upset me greatly. All these days I was under the impression that I was my mother’s daughter.
However I was convinced that my mother was not married. The more I brooded over this the sadder I became.
After going back I asked my mother,
“Ma whose daughter am I?”
My mother merely laughed but did not say anything. When I went to my pishi I asked,
“Pishi whose daughter am I?”
To my utter surprise pishi began to cry. I did not understand why she was crying. After a while she checked
herself and said,
“God, how could you be so cruel. This innocent child has no idea of a father’s love.” She took me in her arms
and said,
“Don’t you know whose daughter you are? Your father was Padmalochan Rai.”
I was quiet for some time though I was still in the dark and my worries persisted. Then I asked,
“Pishi, how can I be the daughter of Padmalochan Rai?” She laughed and said,
“Stupid girl, don’t you understand anything. Come, let me explain. Your father married your mother and
brought her here. That is why you are his his daughter.”
But this only increased my apprehension. I pondered for some time then asked again,
“But where has he gone?” Pishi said,
“Do not speak of it my dear child, he is dead.”
I was very scared to hear of death. I remembered what my mother had advised me, to pray to Dayamadhav
whenever I was afraid. I decided to think of Dayamadhav if I chanced to come across any dead person.
One night a fire broke out in a house close to ours. All three of us were very young. I had a brother, two years
older than me and another two years younger.
There was a large field adjacent to our house. It was a bare stretch with no trees and habitation. There was the
river about two miles away. Everybody was bringing out their household goods to save them from the fire. The
three of us were also dragged out of the house and kept in the open field. The house was engulfed in the soaring
flame. The people shouted, some cried, the bamboo rafters cracked, there was a great deal of noise. All three of us
started to cry.
The fire spread to our house. We thought we would be burnt to death. We started running in the field crying all
the time. From time to time we looked back and found that the fire was still raging. We ran even faster. It is
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impossible to describe the situation we were in. We were panic-stricken.
We stood by the bank of the river. The entire area seemed to be a burning ghat—cots, pillows, mattresses,
mats, bamboo, logs of wood were scattered everywhere. Nobody was around except the three of us. Meanwhile
my elder brother said,
“This looks like a burning ghat, those are the beds of the dead.”
The word death made me shake with fear. I was overcome with a sense of tremendous fear. All three of us
were afraid for our lives and we started to cry. Suddenly I remembered what my mother had said.
“Call Dayamadhav if you are afraid.” So I told my brothers,
“Please call Dayamadhav.” All three of us began to shout and cry,
“Kind Dayamadhav! Dayamadhav!”
But it was hardly possible for anyone to hear us. With the river on one side and the cracking sound of the
flames people were shouting in desperation, who had the time to listen to us? Besides we were standing on a
lonely spot. I can not describe how frightened we were. We were almost half-dead with fear, but we we kept on
chanting the name of the kind Dayamadhav.
The sight of the fire had brought some people living on the other side of the river to this side. They crossed the
river at a point where the water was shallow. They heard us. One said,
“Whose children are these crying near the river bank?” Anotber man said,
“They must be from the house of Rai Mahasaya. The house has caught fire.”
They picked us up and went on to watch the fire telling us all the while that there was nothing to worry.
Meanwhile the members of our family bad taken us to be dead and were weeping and wailing, rolling on the
ground. Tben we appeared accompanied by those people. Our family members at once took us in their arms and
danced about happily. The idea that the children were burnt to death had so shocked them that nothing had been
taken out of the house, doors, windows everything was reduced to ashes But tbey did not mind the loss because
they were overjoyed to have us back. We were sent to another house to spend the night.
Next morning we found that most of our bouse bad been burnt down. Charred remains of various objects were
lying around in heaps. Egg plants, fruits—even rows of bananas stood scorched in the trees. Broken pots and pans
were lying about. The sight delighted me because I could play with those burnt pots and pans.
Custom demanded tbat a meal of rice be offered on a burnt home. We were also given some of that meal. Tbe
image of the Dayamadbav which we have installed in our home also received this offering. We were eating the
rice meal when my younger brother said that this is due to the mercy of Dayamadhav. I am older, so naturally I
should have been wiser but I knew for sure the that man who had brought us home from the bank of the river was
none other than the kind Dayamadhav. I said to my younger brother,
“Yes, Dayamadhav loves us. Yesterday he brought us home.” My younger brother was scandalized. He said
“What are you saying Didi? Is Dayamadhav a human being? Does he have a beard?” I said
“Mother has told me to call for Dayamadhav in times of distress. Yesterday we were afraid and called him and
so he has brought us home.” My younger brother said,
“That was a man, not Dayamadhav.”
This made me cry. My mother had come in in the meantime and said,
“Why are you after her?”
My brother gave all the details and my mother too started laughing, I could not understand why she was
laughing. Then mother told me,
“Even your younger brother understands it—but you don’t, you silly girl. Come let me explain.”
*
She made me sit on her lap and began to explain. My mother explained to me that the deity we have in the
house is called Dayamadhav—he is God.
“The person who brought you home from the river bank was a human being.” I. said,
“Ma, you had told me to call Dayamadbav whenever I felt frightened. Yesterday when we were afraid we
called out, ‘Dayamadhav, Dayamadhav’—why didn’t be come?” My mother said,
“You were scared, you had wept and called him. Dayamadhav beard you and sent the man to bring you home.”
I asked her,
“But mother how could Dayamadhav hear us from inside the building?” She said
“He is almighty God, he is everywhere, that is why he can hear us all. God created us. He is able to hear the
call from anyone from any place—if you call him loudly or softly or just think of him. That is because He is no
ordinary person, He is God.” Then I asked her,
“Mother, the God others talk about—do you mean we have the same God?” Mother replied,
“Of course there is only one God and He belongs to each and everyone. He is the creator, creator of all objects
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of the world and loves us all. He is God to each and every one of us.”
Actually I had no idea of what was meant by the word God. But I had heard people talk of God.
“He knows what goes on in every mind,” said my motber, “because He is divine.”
Mother’s words gave me a lot of moral courage. Since that day I could begin to understand many things
including the fact that the God people talk about happens to be our God as well. The thought gave me courage. If
my words can reach him through my thoughts then I need not be afraid any more.
Whenever I was scared I would think of him. These words of my mother made a permanent impression on my
mind—Mother has said that God is with us.
Since that day the mantra given by my mother—athe name of Parameswar—had entered my heart.
I used to play with girls of my age till the age of eight. The next two years I was allowed to sit next to the
European lady teacher in tbe classroom of the outer bouse. So ten years went by.
Then our house was destroyed by fire and tbe school was dismantled. That ended my venturing out to the
outhouse. Now I was confined to the inner quarters.
My maternal uncle had lost his house. My mother brought his baby son to our home. I was delighted. I used to
take care of him tbe whole day, play with him, give him J constant company. The child grew very attached to me.
I loved him dearly, never let him out of sight, bathing, feeding, carrying him all the time. I never let him cry.
A distantly related khura (uncle) used to live very close to our house. There was a khuri-ma (aunt) too in that
house. I used to spend the whole day with khuri-ma taking the child along. There were not many people in that
house: three uncles, khuri-ma and a few children. Khuri-ma’s arms and legs were badly affected by arthritis, but in
spite of it she did all the household work. As I was her constant companion she used to lament to me,
“I wish I was dead. I just can’t cope with this work.”
Khuri-ma’s laments used to pain me very much. I had no experience in doing houeshold chores, but I felt sorry
for her. One day I told her,
“You take some rest, let me do all the work for you.” She said,
“But you don’t know any housework.”
“If you show me,” I answered, “I’ll be able to do everything.”
“But I have never seen you doing any work,” she said. “Do you know any housework? People will speak ill of
me if they find that I am making you work.” Then I said,
“You need not tell anyone, you just show me and I will do all the work.”
She directed me and I started working in high spirits. By and by I learnt to do all the work around the house
from her. I used to make all the preparation and she would sit and do the cooking. Gradually I learnt how to cook.
I used to cook for their entire family. Nobody at home knew about my prowess. Khuri-ma was very affectionatc,
and I stayed close to her.
The days went by. Ooe day I was massaging oil into Khur-ma’s scalp when pishi (father’s sister) walked in.
Instantly I rushed inside the room to hide. But Pishi saw me and asked why I was hiding from her. Khuri-ma
explained,
“You see she was rubbing oil in my head. She was afraid that you would admonish her, that is why she hid.”
My Pishi started laughing, she came in, picked me up in her arms and said,
“So you can do housework now. Where did you learn?” Khuri-ma said,
“Your daughter is quite good at it. I can hardly move for my pains—it is she who does all my work. She has
been a lifesaver.”
Pishi was delighted, she picked me up and carried me to our house. She told everyone at home,
“Do you know what a good worker our girl has become? She does all the work including cooking in that house
because the lady there is almost disabled with arthritis. She herself has told me so.”
The people at home were very happy to hear this, my mother’s happiness knew no bounds. She took me in her
arms, said,
“Very well, my dear, show us how good you are at housework.”
From then on I began to take part in household work. Actually my people did not allow me to work, I had to do
it secretly. But they showered a good deal of affection on me when they saw what I had done. Thus my days of
playing childhood games were gone, there were no more games for me, only household chores.
This was how I learnt all the work that needed to be done at home. For two years I spent my entire day with
Khuri-ma and the child in the other house. The child grew very attached to me. I too could not let him go out of
sight.
Suddenly the child fell ill and died. His death plunged me into grief. I continued to stay with Khuri-ma. I had
just completed twelve. This was how the first twelve 12 years of my life were spent. During this period I was
happy and carefree, protected by my mother and other members of my family.
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Then worries began to creep in. I got married at the age of twelve. I had gone for a bath in the backyard pond
where many others were also present. One of them saw me and remarked,
“The man who will get this girl is indeed lucky—he has desired her for so long.” Another added,
“So many have already come for her, ready to take her, but her mother is not willing.” Another person
commented,
“But she must give her away. She has to be given to someone, that is why she is born a woman.”
It caused me terrible anguish. I was absolutely taken aback. Back at home I charged my mother,
“Mother if someone asks for me will you give me away?”
“Bless my heart,” said my mother. “Who shall I givc you to? Who told you such stories? Where? How can I
give you away?”
Then my mother started wiping her tears as she went inside the room. I could see that she was crying. I was
scared out of my wits. I began to worry about what would happen to me. Where was my mother going to send
me? These thoughts caused so much misery that I was thoroughly depressed. I could not eat or talk or work. I felt
miserable and felt like crying all the time. But I used to appeal to God with tears streaming down my cheeks. This
constant worrying made me pale and emaciated. But I kept my thoughts to myself. Nobody knew about it except
God.
I had heard that everybody gets married but I did not know what marriage was all about. I only knew that
people got married, but did not know anything about it. People just got married. You know you are going to get
married. Everybody started telling me that. I was always treated well but the fact of the approaching marriage
made me dearer to all of them.
That made me very happy indeed. I would be married. There would be music, I would hear the women
ululating. How exciting that would be! Yet I felt scared at the same time. I cannot express the apprehensions that
came to my mind.
Meanwhile the various things necessary for the ceremonoy began to arrive. Relatives and guests began pouring
in. I was scared to death by all this. I did not talk to anyone and spent most of the time weeping. Everybody did
their best to reassure me. They embraced me, but the unspoken agony in my mind did not lift.
Later I was cheered up by the ornaments, the red wedding sari, and the wedding music. I forgot my earlier
worries and went about laughing and watching the elaborate preparations. My happiness knew no bounds.
When everything was over the next day, I heard people asking my mother,
“Are they leaving today?”
I thought they were referring to the guests. Then the music started. There was an air of festivity. The guests
must be leaving now, I thought. It made me happy and I went about following my mother. Presently everybody
assembled inside the house. Some looked happy, but others were in tears. That made me feel really frightened.
Then my brother, aunts, uncles, and my mother all took me in their arms by turn as they burst into tears. Their
tears made me so sad that I began to cry too. I knew mother was going to hand me over to the other family. I
tightened my hold on her and pleaded,
“Don’t give me over to them, Mother!”
That made everybody present even more upset. They broke down and tried to say nice words to console me.
My mother took me in her arms and said,
“You are a good girl, you understand everything, don’t you? God is with us, you needn’t be afraid. You are
going to come back to us in a few days’ time. Every girl has to go to her in-laws’ house. Nobody else cries like
this. There is no reason to be so upset. Please calm down and talk to me.”
But I was trembling all over with fear. I was quite unable to speak. Somehow I managed to say through my
tears:
“Are you sure that Parameswar will go with me?” Mother promptly reassured me that He most certainly
would.
“He will be with you all the time, so stop crying now.”
But, in spite of her soothing words, my apprehensions kept growing and I could not check my tears. With great
effort they took me away from my mother. I still feel sad when I think of the state of mind I was in and the agony
I went through. As a matter of fact, it is indeed a sad thing to leave one’s parents, settle in some other place, and
live under other people. A place where your parents are no longer your own. But such is the will of God, so it
must be praiseworthy.
I clung to whoever came to pick me up and went on weeping incessantly. Everyone, old and young, was
moved to tears. Eventually they managed to put me inside a palanquin, which was not the one intended for me.
No sooner was I seated inside than the bearers started marching off. With none of my near ones close by I sank
into a deep depression. Since there was no way out, I started praying through my tears:
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“Please be with me, God.”
If I am asked to describe my state of mind, I would say that it was very much like the sacrifical goat being
dragged to the altar, the same hopeless situation, the same agonized screams. I could see none of my relatives near
me. 1 was miserable, and in tears I kept calling for my mother. I also prayed with all my heart as mother had told
me to.
“If you ever feel afraid, think of God,” she had said.
All these thoughts went through my mind as I sat weepicg. Very soon I felt too parched to cry.
*
Unable to cry any more I fell into deep sleep. I had no idea what happened after that or where I was taken.
When I woke up the next morning I found myself on a boat with none of my relations near me. All the people
who came and talked were strangers. I thought of my mother and other members of the family, the affectionate
neighbours, my playmates. Where were they now and where was I? So I started to weep once again. My heart felt
as if it would break.
All the people in the boat tried to console me. But that increased my misery because their kind words reminded
me of the affection of my own people. Tears streamed down endlessly—I just couldn’t stop them. I cried tilll was
out of breath. Besides, the boat ride was a new experience and it made me feel sick.
All I could do in my desperation was think of God, and I did that, though the predominant emotion I felt was
fear. But Mother had said,
“Speak the name of God if you are afraid.”
So I just kept on repeating the name of Parameswar. Only God will understand the predicament I was in—
nobody else can have any idea. Even now I remember those days. The caged bird, the fish caught in the net. Since
it was the will of God, however, it was no use feeling sorry for myself. I am only writing about what I felt at the
time. I do not know how other girls feel. Perhaps they do not feel as miserable as I did. Actua1ly tbere are no
obvious reasons for my sadness but tbe tears came constantly because I had to 1eave my own people.
People put birds in cages for their own amusement. Well, I was 1ike a caged bird. And I would bave to remain
in tbis cage for life. I would never be freed. We spent a few more days on tbe boat. Then I heard people say tbat
we were about to reach home.
For one moment I thought they meant my home. It gave rise to mixed emotions and also to fear. God only
knows what went througb my mind. All I cou1d do was cry—I spent all my days and nights crying.
Strange are tbe ways of God! Your laws are so wonderful! You have taken me from my dear mother and from
others I love so much and have brought me to this distant place.
That night we landed. We arrived at their house and saw different people taking part in all sorts of
merrymaking. But none of them was from my part of the country. I did not know a single one of them.
I began to weep again. I was so upset that the stream of tears did not cease. Everybody tried to assure me that
this was my home—that all these people and everything that I saw were mine—and that I had no reason to cry.
From now on I would have to live here and look after the house. There was no reason to be upset.
But even as they spoke, my longing increased because I knew I wou1dn’t be able to see my family. Sorrow
engulfed me like a raging forest fire. Those who have had such experiences perhaps know how useless words
seem in times of sorrow. If somebody loses her son, is it wise to rebuke her? Or ask her not to lament, saying he
must have been an enemy in an earlier birth:
“He was not your son really. He wouldn’t have left you if he had been so. He was a plunderer—don’t ever utter
his name …”
Such consolations are of no use. Tbey never are, and particularly not when one is so disconcerted. Like feeding
a raging fire such words only serve to aggravate the grief. On the contrary, I was ex.tremely frightened to hear
such consolatory words.
But I was not able to do anything, there was no way. I continued to appeal to God while tears streamed down
my face.
Then my mother-in-law drew me towards her and tried to comfort me. I must thank God for such a wonderful
event! How strange are the ways of God. He has put the bark of one tree to fit another! Her comforting arms
seemed like my mother’s arms. Her affection made me feel as though she was my own mother. She looked very
different. My mother was very beautiful. My mother-in-law was dark and she had no other similarity with my
mother. When she used to take me in her arms I would close my eyes and imagine that she was my mother. There
was absolutely no reason to be afraid or to cry. In fact the people here were more loving and took greater care of
me than I used to get at my parents’ place. They would not let me walk on the ground, I was in the lap of the
elders.
Yet I was so afraid that I would tremble all the time and shed tears. I used to call God all the time:
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“Merciful God, dear father, I know how kind you are. Because I was afraid, I used to appeal to you day and
night. I was not aware of the virtues associated with your name. My mother had told me to remember God in case
I was afraid. That was the reason I used to call you desperately. However, it is only by your grace that I thought of
you without knowing your great virtues. I have learnt that you are kind to those who call you in distress.”
I stayed at my in-laws’ place for three months. These three months were spent weeping and crying as though I
was an orphan. After three months my uncle came to take me home. Then I went to my mother, sat in her lap and
started crying saying,
“Mother why did you give me away to strangers?”
My words seemed to amuse everybody present. My mother tried to cheer me up and said,
“Listen, everybody goes to their in-laws, even younger girls, but nobody cries like you. When will God give
you good sense? You must have cried a lot.”
Meanwhile, all my friends and relations came to see me. I was so delighted to see my own people, friends and
playmates that I forgot all my woes. I seemed to float in a sea of happiness. It was indeed a happy day, I have no
words to describe it. In those days I used to cry very easily but God had been kind enough to grant me joy as well.
I spent my days happily in the company of the people I loved. There is no time like the time of childhood. I was
twelve years old but I behaved like a five year old. I feel ashamed of myself. I had no sense at all, so everybody
called me stupid.
My uncle did not send me to my in-laws for one whole year. This period was spent near my mother without
any worry. I had to return after one year. This time I stayed for two years at a stretch. I used to weep as before but
gradually I was becoming acquainted with the residents of that house. But I never talked to anyone except God
and that was a silent communication. I remembered my own people at home and cried. I was never without tears.
Even dogs, cats birds and trees which reminded me of my parents’ place, made me want to cry.
I was a darling child at home. I never received any ill treatment which most young girls generally get. I was
never beaten or scolded. I was loved by all. Later in a new surrounding as a new daughter-in-law I was given as
much love. In fact, as a new bride I was showered with a great deal of affection. My mother-in-law used to give
me all kinds of toys. Girls from the village were invited to give me company. I used to watch them play. Days
passed in this manner. I was still pining for my home secretly but my stay at my in-laws’ house had tamed me like
a bird. I lived under their protection. My childhood days now seem insignificant though I have put everything
down on paper.
Kind father, you are near me and dwell me in my mind. Yet I feel upset. I do not know why.
Where the Father is so merciful
One need not be afraid of anything
Since you are present, Father
I have no reason to be afraid
With your name in my heart
No evil can touch one
Where your name is chanted
No evil spirit can stay
Where your name is uttered
Everything turns to nectar.

There were nine maidservants in the house. One used to work inside the house, and eight worked outside. I
was not given any work. My mother-in-law did the cooking. She did not allow me to do anything. I sat the whole
day with the girls from the village to keep me company. The maidservants and these girls entertained me and we
played together. I grew attached to them. I began to be as fond of them as I was of my friends in my parents’
house. I was not in tears like before but I still did cry, though less frequently.
I was not allowed to do any work; the whole day was spent uselessly. I used to wonder what there was for me
to do. There were maidservants for all household work, there was my mother-in-law and others to help her. Girls
were not taught to read and write in those days. There was nothing for me to do. Coins were not in use then, all
transactions were conducted with cowries. I used to collect them and make various things like bouquets, lotus
flowers, mirrors, umbrellas and clothes stands, and used to hang them in the room.
I used to make designs for stone moulds for making sweets; I also made jute hangers and shaped various
objects with clay like dolls, image of god, snakes, tigers, foxes, dogs, cats, human figures, cows, birds—whatever
I could find around me.
One day I made a toy snake with clay, painted it and put it under the bed. Nobody had seen me doing it.
Somebody discovered the snake and summoned all the people from the office of the outer building thinking it to
be a live one. They tried to kill it, some brought sticks, some climbed up the beam with spears—they were
22

running about. I had no knowledge of this. If I had known I would have told them that it was a clay snake. I did
not know that so many were involved in a useless effort. They were greatly frightened.
Actually, it did look quite dangerous with its raised hood. Nobody ventured to go close. One man was ready to
strike but then the snake broke to pieces. There was loud laughter. I was told that a lot of fuss was being made
about that clay snake. I felt embarrassed about it and never attempted to make anything after that. Yet I had a
feeling that we were wasting time in useless amusement. It did not lead to anything—it was a sheer waste of time.
Some time passed. Then my mother-in-law had an attack of typhoid in which she lost her sight. She was in no
position to do any work. I had to take care of her, and do even the most basic work. Over and above this, the
responsibility of running the entire household was forced on me. I was greatly worried. I was at a loss because she
had not allowed me to do anything ever since I had come to this house. It was a large household, to say the least.
There was a deity who had to be offered rice and vegetables every day. Guests and passers-by dropped in quite
often—they were given provisions. The amount of cooking to be done was not negligible. Although my husband
had no brothers, the domestic staff itself numbered around twenty five. All of them ate twice a day and this food
had to be cooked. Then there was my mother-in-law who could no longer see. Looking after her was a priority
job. But we had only one domestic help who worked inside the house. The time I am talking about, there was not
even one—I was the only worker.
The amount of work made me nervous. There was no chance that I would be able to manage all this, I began to
think in desperation. I thought about the problem a great deal. Dear God, friend of the poor, I do not even expect
to accomplish all the work. But if I am a ble to do it that will be because of you. Your will is always done. Thus
with God in my heart I plunged into the work.
By the grace of God I soon found the chores to be not so difficult after all. After cooking two meals for the
entire family and doing other chores I still had some time left.
Women were not supposed to get an education in those days, they had to stand by demurely near the master of
the house after all their housework was over, as though they had no other work except household tasks. That was
how people used to think in those days. A special rule for the daughter-in-law was to work with the sari pulled
down over the face and not talk to anyone. These were considered the signs of a good daughter-in-law. The cloth
available then was hardly the fine stuff we get now, it was coarse. I had to wear the coarse material, draw the end
of the sari down to my chest and work without a word. My eyes were covered like the eye-shades worn by bulls
on a tether. I could see nothing except my own feet. That was the system for the daughters-in-law and I followed
that system.
*
My day used to begin very early—and there was no respite from housework till long past midnight. I could not
rest, even for a moment. But thanks to the grace of God I did everything in a spirit of duty. No work seemed too
tiring. Because God wished it, I managed to gradually finish all the household chores. I was only fourteen then.
Around this time, the idea that I should learn how to read books entered my mind. But unfortunately girls were
not supposed to read in those days.
“What is the world coming to?” they used to say. “To think that women will be doing the work of men! Never
heard of it before. In this new age even this has come to be true! These days women are becoming famous and
men seem good for notbing. Such strange things never happened before. There is even a woman ruler on the
throne. Who knows what other changes are in store for us! The way things are going, a decent man will very soon
lose his caste. Pretty soon the womenfolk will get together and study books.”
When I overheard these conversations I used to feel really scared. I have never dared to tell anyone about my
desires—but now I became afraid that they might come to know what was on my mind. I dared not look at a page
with written letters on it, in case they attributed it to my desire for learning. But I prayed constantly to God. I said,
“Please, God, help me learn, so that I can read religious books. Dear God, friend of the poor, I invoke your
name only for this.” I used to say,
“God, you have brought me so far from my village Potajia—a journey of three days and three nights to
Ramdia. You have made me leave my friends and my relations and have brought me to this faraway place. And
now, this village of Ramdia has become my home. How strange that is! When I did not know how to do any
housework, even the slightest attempt would please my mother. She used to praise me before others. Look at me
now. I am no longer free. I have learned to work for others. And there is so much I should do. These people have
become very dear to me … All these thoughts raced through my mind and I would shed tears, hiding my face in
the sari that was drawn over my head. Nobody knew of my sorrow. How could they know, for my face lay
hidden. Only you knew because you are my father, my God, the heart of my heart, the life of my life, the very
cream of kindness. I float in your kindness all the time. You have been with me through good days and bad days.
You know all that I have experienced; I cannot keep anything back from you.”
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I left my village at the age of twelve. Ever since then I have lived in Ramdia. But I must admit the people here
are very good. They are fond of me. Whenever I was physically ill they were so concerned that I forgot all the
discomfort. Even the neighbours and the servants were kind. It was as though God had asked them to be
particularly nice to me. I was confident that they loved me more than they loved people from their own family. In
fact, none of them was ever rude to me or showed displeasure in any way. Everyone was extremely kind. And I
include my immediate family also, who are good beyond comparison. Everybody loved me sincerely. No one ever
spoke a harsh word.
Even now they are nice, but I do not know how long this will continue. I do not know how much longer I’ll
have to be here. Only God knows what will happen to me in my last days—whether people will still be as kind as
they were.
Dear Master, all-pervading Father of the Universe! Your glory is without end. Who can fathom your actions!
Only you know their reason. It is a mistake for mortals even to try to think about such things.
I came to the village of Ramdia at the age of twelve. For the next six years I was treated like a new bride. My
mind too was playful, like that of a child. That was how I spent the first eighteen years of my life. But it was a
very happy time for me. I had little to worry about. My only effort was to please people through the work I did in
the house.
My only regret was that I was not able to read and write because I was a girl. Women of today are so lucky.
Many parents educate their daughters. I think this is a good practice.
Now I am going to describe the children who were born to me.
I had a son, Bipinbehari, when I was eighteen. At twenty-one, I had another son, Pulinbehari. At twenty- three,
I had a daughter. She was named Ramsundari. Another son was born when I was twenty-five. He was called
Pearylal. The next son, Radhanath, was born when I was twenty-eight. At thirty, I had another son, Dwarakanath.
When I was thirty-two, I had another son, who was called Chandranath. When I was thirty-four I had one more
son, Kishorilal. Then another child, a son, lived in my womb for six months, but then he died. After this, when I
was thirty-seven, I had one more son, called Pratap Chandra. Then at the age of thirty-nine I had a daughter,
Sbyamsundari. When I was forty-one I had my youngest—a son named Mukundalal.
My first child was born when I was eighteen and the last when I was forty- one. God only knows what I had to
go through during those twenty-three years. Nobody else had any idea either.
There were eight maidservants in the house, but all of them lived outside the household. There was nobody to
do the household chores in the inner quarters. I was the only one. As was the custom, I had to do all the work and
look after the children as well. I had to work right through the day and the night, without a moment’s rest.
Suffice it to say that I had no time to think about my own health. So much so that I often did not eat either of
the two meals. There were days when the pressure of work did not let me even have one meal during the course of
the day.
I should not dwell on those things, however. I fell ashamed even to mention them. Yet I think 1 should speak
briefly of one or two incidents.
I used to get up before the children woke up in order to do all the work around the house. I even started
cooking before they were up. After feeding the children I finished whatever else was left to be done. Then I had to
make my offerings to the family deity and get ready to prepare the meals for the rest of the family. I had to cook
quite a lot—about twelve seers of rice for each meal. The master of the house had to eat his meal of rice just after
he had bathed in the morning. He would not eat an~hing else. So I had to cook specially for him first. In the next
round I cooked for the entire family. So it used to be about four in the afternoon before the cooking was done.
One afternoon I was just about to sit down to eat, having cooked and served the family, when a guest arrived.
He was of a low caste and he refused to cook for himself. He said,
“I would like to have some rice if I may.”
He refused to eat anything else. There was no time to cook again. So there was no other way. I had to offer him
the food I had served for myself. I thought I’d cook something in the evening and went back to do the household
chores. I put the children to bed and went into the kitchen. I was feeling extremely hungry. There was nobody else
at home and I could easily have helped myself to some of the food that was there. There was nobody to stop me.
Besides, the other members of the family would only have been happy to see me eating.
But the problem was I never served myself anything except rice, which automatically ruled out many other
foodstuffs. If others came to know that I had not eaten, they’d have made a lot of fuss—that was what I told
myself. Besides, the children always bother the mother if they find her eating. What was the point of creating all
that fuss? I went into the kitchen and began to cook.
I finished the cooking. It grew late but my husband was still in his office in the outer house. There was no sign of
him, so I served all the others and waited up for my husband. It was so late that very soon the children would be
24

up, I kept thinking. That meant going without food again.
Then my worst fearscame true. As soon as my husband came in, one of the children woke up and started
whining. I served myhusband and picked up the child hoping to put him to sleep by the time my husband had
finished. I could manage to eat with the sleeping child on my lap. But presently another one was up and joined ibe
chorus.
“Never mind,” I said, “I’ll hold both of them and manage to eat.”
So I picked up the other child from his bed. Suddenly, when I began to eat, a storm started blowing. The lamp
went out. This scared the children and they began to cry again. I was so hungry that I would have eaten in the dark
if I did did not have to hold the children. There were maidservants but they were outside. How could I send the
children outdoors in the darkness? My husband was sure to ask why the children were crying. It was better thatI
did not eat.
So I had to leave my plate there and go into the adjoining room. Later on the storm blew over. The children
were asleep. But I felt too tired to eat. I had been forced to fast the whole day.
Next day I wentthrough the routine and hurried to the kitchen. Nobody knew that I had not eaten the previous
day. After everybody ate, I thought I’d finally have the time to have something myself.
But that was not to be. I had to serve the servant who was holding the baby. Then the baby needed milk too. I
attended to both of them and sat down with a plate of rice, the baby in my lap. No sooner had I done so than the
baby decided to have a motion andurinated in such a way that all the rice was washed away.
This was an act of God and it made me laugh. I didnot tell anyone that I had been without food for the last two
days. It was an embarrassing subject and I did not want others to discuss it. So I preferred to keep quiet about it.
Thus on many occasions I was forced to go without food. By the grace of God I had excellent health. It would
have been difficult to bring the children up if I had been sickly.
Dear God! Who can fathom your glory? I feel overwhelmed to think of your kindness to your daughter. I am
ignorant of your greatness. I call on you only because my mother asked me to do so. Blessed is my life, my birth.
I am grateful for everything.
Merciful God! I am only an unfortunate girl. I hardly know you. I don’t know what I would have done without
you. If I had had a sickly body I couldn’t possibly have raised my children. I would have been most miserable
with a sick body. I thank you a hundred times. Friend of the poor! It is only through your good grace that I have
come to know what it takes to bring up a child, what agony the mother has to go through. I never knew that a
mother has to suffer so much for the sake of her children.
People never realize these things unless they go through similar pressures. Now I know perfectly well the
tortures a mother has to undergo because of her children. Every human being should know this. Most people do
not have any knowledge about the matter.
I regret to say that I have not taken good care of my own mother, who was so affectionate. A mother is a very
precious thing—it is my misfortune that I did not understand it. She suffered so much for any sake. But I was not
of any use to her. She did not derive any benefit from me. She used to cry for me and wanted to have me over. But
I am a virtual prisoner here. They never sent me to her because the household work here would suffer. I was
allowed to go back to attend some family festival but had to return in a couple of days like a slave. About fifteen
people accompanied me on the boat along with two senior men and two maidservants. I was allowed to visit my
people only under certain conditions. I was allowed to go only on special occasions, not otherwise. When my
mother lay on her deathbed she wanted very badly to see me. I have caused her sorrow, hateful sinner that I am.
I tried my utmost. but could not go. It is my misfortune. It is a matter of no ordinary regret. Alas, my God, why
did you let me be born as a human being? It is indeed a very rare fortune to be born a human being. Birds and
beasts are inferior beings. And to think of the sin I have committed even after being fortunate enough to be born a
human.
Why was I ever born a woman? Shame on my life! A mother is the most affectionate person in the world, the
representative of God on earth—and I could not even be of any use to her. My grief knew no bounds. If I were a
son I would have flown directly to my mother’s bedside. But I am helpless. I am a caged bird.
*
I was so immersed in the sea of housework that I was not conscious of what I was going through day and
night.
After some time the desire to learn how to read properly grew very strong in me. I was angry with myself for
wanting to read books. Girls did not read. How could I? What a pecu1iar situation I had placed myself in.
What was I to do? This was one of the bad aspects of the old system. The other aspects were not so bad. People
used to deprive women of learning. How unfortunate those women were, they said. They were no better than
animals.
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But it is no use blaming others. Our fate is our own. In fact, older women used to show a great deal of
displeasure if they saw a piece of paper in the hands of a woman. So that ruled out my chances of getting any
education.
But somehow I could not accept this. I was very keen to learn the alphabet. When I was a child I used to sit in
the schoolroom and listen to the chanting of the students. Could I remember any of that? By and by I recalled the
thirty letters with all their vowel combinations. I could recognize the letters, but was still not able to write them.
What was I to do?
Actually one cannot learn without a teacher. Besides, I was a woman, and a married one at that, and was not
supposed to talk to anyone. If anyone spoke a harsh word to me I would die of shame. That was the fear that kept
me from talking to anyone. My only hope was God and my constant prayer was,
“Dear God, I can learn to read and write only if you teach me. Who else is there to be my teacher?” Days
passed in this manner.
One day I dreamt that I was reading the Chaitanya Bhagavata. When I woke up I felt enthralled. I closed my
eyes to go over the scene. It seemed that I was already in possession of something precious. My body and my
mind swelled with satisfaction. It was so strange! I had never seen the book yet I had been reading it in my dream.
For an illiterate person like me, it would have been absolutely impossible to read such a difficult book. Anyhow, I
was pleased that I was able to perform this impossible feat, at least in a dream. My life was blessed! God had at
last listened to my constant appeals and had given me the ability to read in my dream. Thank you, dear God. You
have made me so happy: He had given me what I had wanted so much, and I was happy.
Our home contained many books. Perhaps the Chaitanya Bhogavata is one of them, I thought to myself. But
what did it matter to me, after all? An illiterate woman like me wouldn’t even recognize the book. So I prayed to
God again, saying:
“You are the friend of the poor; allow me to recognize the book. You must let me have that book. You are the
only one whom I can approach.” That was how I prayed to God silently.
How strange are the ways of God and the effects of his kindness! He heard my prayers and set out to grant me
my wish. My eldest son was then eight. I was working in the kitchen one day when my husband came in and said
to him,
“Bipin, I am leaving my Chaitanya Bhagavata here. Please bring it over when I ask you to.” Saying that he put
the book down and went back to the outer house.
I listened from the kitchen. No words can express the delight I felt when I heard his words. I was filled with
happiness and rushed to the spot to find the book there. Pleased with myself, I said to God, “You have granted my
wish,” and I picked the book up.
In those days books were made differently. There were illustrated wooden frames to hold the sheets. Since I
did not know how to read, I tried to remember the illustrations.
When the book was brought into the room I detached one sheet and hid it. But I was afraid lest it be found.
That would be a disgrace. I might even be rebuked. It was not easy to face criticism or rebuke. I was very
sensitive about those things. Those days were not like present ones. We were completely under the control of
men. And I was particularly nervous. I was at a loss with that sheet. Where should I keep it so that nobody would
find it? But if tbey did, what would they say?
Finally I decided to put it in some place where I would be present most of tbe time and nobody else was likely
to go. The khori\fn{An elevated bamboo platform used as a storage space in Bangladeshi village kitchens } in the kitchen was tbe
only biding place I could tbink of. Housework kept me busy the whole day. There was no time even to look at it.
In the evening the cooking continued until it was very late. By the time I was free, the children had awakened.
Some demanded to be taken to the toilet, some were hungry, some wanted to be picked up, some started crying, so
I had to attend to their demands. Then I felt sleepy myself—so where was the time for my education?
I did not see any way out. No one could learn without the help of a teacher. There were some letters that I
could recognize but I wasn’t able to write them. How can one be literate without being able to write? So how was
I to read that sheet? I thought aod thought about it but could not find a way out. Besides, the danger of being seen
was very much there. Gradually I began to lose bope, but I prayed to God constanly:
“Please, God, teach me how to read. If you don’t, who else will?”
That was my constant prayer. Sometimes I used to think that I would never succeed. Even if I tried hard and
somebody was willing to teach me, where was the time? It was useless. I’d never learn.
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The very next moment I thought: of course I will. God has given me hope. He can never disappoint me.
Encouraged, I kept that sheet to myself. But I had no time to look at it. I kept the sheet in my left hand while I did
the cooking and glanced at it through the sari, which was drawn over my face.
But a mere glance was not enough, because I could not identify the letters. I decided to steal one of the palm
leaves on which my eldest son used to practise his handwriting. One look at the leaf, another at the sheet, a
comparison with the letters I already knew, and, finally, a verification with the speech of others—that was the
process I adopted for some time. Furtively I would take out the sheet and put it back promptly before anybody
could see it.
Wasn’t it a matter to be regretted, that I had to go through all this humiliation just because I was a woman?
Shut up like a thief, even trying to learn was considered an offence. It is such a pleasure to see the women today
enjoying so much freedom. These days parents of a single girl child take so much care to educate her. But we had
to struggle so much just for that. The little that I have learned is only because God did me the favour.
Actually the man who was my master happened to be a likeable person. But it is difficult to ignore or reject
accepted customs and practices. That was why I had to undergo all that misery. Anyway, it is no use crying over
spilt milk. In those days people considered the education of women to be wrong. Even now we come across some
who are enemies of education. The very world excites their displeasure.
Actually they were not really to blame; it was just the spirit of the age. If you compare that period with the
present you find many changes—beyond count. If the people of the earlier generation were here to witness all
these changes, they would have died of disgust and shame.
But whatever God directs seems to be for the good. The heavy dress of the women in those days, the heavy
jewelry, the conch-shell bangles, and large vermilion dots used to look very pretty. Of course not all clothes were
like that. Some were such as to cause disgust.
But I have no reason to complain. God has looked after me well and I spent my time with a happy heart.
Suffice it to say that whatever He does is for the best.
As a child I used to sit with the other children in the primary school. This proved to be useful when I compared
the letters of the palm leaf and the sheet of the book with the memory of the alphabet I had. All through the day I
went on doing this in my mind. After a great deal of time and with great effort I somehow managed to stumble
through the Chaitanya Bhagavata.
Books were not printed in those days. The handwriting was difficult to decipher. Oh, the trouble I had to take
to read!
In spite of all that, I did not learn to write. One needs a lot of things if one is to write: paper, pen, ink, ink pot,
and so on. You have to set everything before you. And I was a woman, the daughter-in-law of the family. I was
not supposed to read or write. It was generally accepted as a grave offence. And if they saw me with all the
writing paraphernalia, what would they say? I was always afraid of criticism.
So I gave up the idea of writing and concentrated on reading. I never thought I would be able to read. It
seemed an impossible task in my situation. The little that I have learned was possible because God guided me. I
was deeply engrossed in whatever I could read and the idea of writing did not cross my mind.
226.44 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of Maharshi Devendranath Tagore\fn{by Maharshi Devendranath Tagore
(1817-1905)} Shelaidaha, Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 11
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My grandmother was very fond of me. To me, also, she was all in all during the days of my childhood. My
sleeping, sitting, eating, all were at her side. Whenever she went to Kalighar\fn{The temple of Kali in Calcutta} I used
to accompany her. I cried bitterly when she went to Jagannath Kshetra and Brindaban\fn{Two places of pilgrimage}
leaving me behind. She was a deeply religious woman. Every day she used to bathe in the Ganges very early in
the morning; and every day she used to weave garlands of flowers with her own hands for the Shalgram.\fn{The
family idol} Sometimes she used to take a vow of solar adoration, giving offerings to the sun from sunrise to sunset.
On these occasions I also used to be with her on the terrace in the sun. And constantly hearing the
mantras\fn{Texts from the Shastras (sacred scriptures:H)} of the sun-worship repeated, they became quite familiar to me.
I adore the sun, red as Java flower,
brilliant son of Kashyapa, enemy of darkness, destroyer of all evils.
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At other times Didima\fn{Grandmother} used to hold a Haribasar\fn{A Vaishavite festival} festival, and the whole
night there was Katha and Kirtan,\fn{Recitation and singing of hymns} the noise of which would not let us sleep.
She used to look after the whole household, and do much of the work with her own hands. Owing to her skill
in housekeeping, all domestic concerns worked smoothly under her guidance. After everybody had taken their
meals, she would eat food cooked by herself. I too had a share in her havishyanna.\fn{Rice and ghee—an abstemious
diet prescribed on special occasions } And this prasad\fn{Consecrated food} of hers was more to my taste than the food
prepared for myself. She was as lovely in appearance as she was skilled in her work, and steadfast in her religious
faith. But she had no liking for the frequent visits of the Ma-Gosain.\fn{Priestess of Vaishnavites} There was a certain
freedom of mind in her, together with her blind faith in religion. I used to accompany her to our old family-house
to see Gopinath Thakur.\fn{The family idol} But I did not like to leave her and go to the outer apartments. I would
sit in her lap and watch everything, quietly, from the window. Now my Didima is no more. But after how long,
and after how much seeking, have I now found the Didima that is hers also, and, seated on Her lap, am watching
the pageant of this world. Some days before her death Didima said to me,
“I will give all I have to you, and nobody else.”
Shortly after this she gave me the key of her box. I opened it and found some rupees and gold mohurs,
whereupon I went about telling everyone I had got mudi-mudkz.\fn{Rice parched and sweetened—hence white and gold
coloured} In the year 1757 Shak (1242 B.S.) when Didima was on her death-bed, my father had gone on a journey
to Allahabad. The vaidya\fn{Physician, doctor} came and said that the patient should not be kept in the house any
longer. So they brought my grandmother out into the open, in order to take her to the banks of the Ganges.
But Didima still wanted to live; she did not wish to go to the Ganges. She said
“If Dwarkanath had been at home, you would never have been able to carry me away.”
But they did not listen to her, and proceeded with her to the riverside. She said,
“As you are taking me to the Ganges against my wish, so will I too give you great trouble; I am not going to
die soon.”
She was kept in a tiled shed on the banks of the Ganges, where she remained living for three nights. During
this time I was always there with her, by the river.
On the night before Didima’s death I was sitting at Nimtola Ghat\fn{A burning ghat in Calcutta} on a coarse mat
near the shed. It was the night of the full moon, the moon had risen, the burning ground was near. They were
singing the holy name to didima.
“Will such a day ever come when, uttering the name of Hari life will leave me?”
The sounds reached my ears faintly, borne on the night-wind; at this opportune moment a strange sense of the
unreality of all things suddenly entered my mind. I was as if no longer the same man. A strong aversion to wealth
arose within me. The coarse bamboomat on which I sat seemed to be my fitting seat, carpets and costly spreadings
seemed hateful, in my mind was awakened a joy unfelt before. I was then eighteen years old.
2
Up to this time I had been plunged in a life of luxury and pleasure. I had never sought after spiritual truths.
What was religion, what was God? I knew nothing, had learnt nothing. My mind could scarcely contain the
unworldly joy, so simple and natural, which I experienced at the burning-ghat. Language is weak in every way,
how can I make others understand the joy I felt?
It was a spontaneous delight, to which nobody can attain by argument or logic. God himself seeks for the
opportunity of pouring it out. He had vouchsafed it unto me in the fulness of time. Who says there is no God?
This is proof enough of His existence. I was not prepared for it, whence then did I receive this joy?
With this sense of joy and renunciation, I returned home at midnight. That night I could not sleep. It was this
blissful state of mind that kept me awake. Throughout the night my heart was suffused with a moonlight radiance
of joy. At daybreak I went again to the riverside to see Didima. She was then drawing her last breaths. They had
carried her into the midst of the Ganges, and were fervently crying aloud the names of “ Ganga Narayan
Brahma.”\fn{The names of the Deity}
Didima breathed her last. I drew near and saw that her hand was placed on her breast, with the fourth finger
pointing upwards. Turning her finger round and round, and crying Haribol, she passed into the next world. When
I saw this it seemed to me that at the time of death she pointed out to me with uplifted finger,
“That is God, and the Hereafter.” As Didima had been my friend in this life, so was she the guide to the next.
Her shrddha ceremony was celebrated with great pomp. Anointing ourselves with oil and tunneric, we went
and planted the vrisha kashtha\fn{A sacrificial post with the figure of a bull at the top } of the Sraddha on the banks of the
28

Ganges. These few days passed in a whirl of excitement and confusion. Then I tried to recover the joy of the night
previous to Didima’s death.
But I never got it back. At this time the state of my mind was one of continued despondency and indifference
to the world. On that night the indifference had reen coupled with delight. Now, in the absence of that delight, a
deep gloom settled on the mind. I longed for a repetition of that ecstatic feeling. I lost all interest in everything
else.
There is a story in Bhagavata, which might furnish a parallel to my case. Narada is talking about himself thus
to Veda-vyasa.\fn{Vyasa Muni who collected the Vedas and other Shastras}
“In my former birth I was the son of a certain Rishi’s maidservant. During the rainy season, many holy people
used to come and seek refuge in that Rishi’s hermitage. I used to minister to their wants. In course of time divine
wisdom dawned upon me, and my mind was filled with a single-hearted devotion to Hari. Then when those holy
men were about to leave the hermitage they, in the goodness of their heart, taught me the mysteries of philosophy,
which enabled me to understand clearly the glory of Hari. My mother was the Rishi’s maidservant and I was her
only son. ‘Ekatmaja me janani.’ It was only for her sake that I could not leave the Rishi’s asrama. One night she
went out to milk the cows. On the way she was bitten by a black serpent that she had trod on, and she died. But I
looked upon this event as a great opportunity for the fulfilment of my desire, and alone I entered a huge and
terrible forest, shrill with the voice of cicadas.
“In the course of my wanderings I felf very hungry and thirsty. I relieved my fatigue by drinking and bathing
in a pool of water. Then I went and sat underneath an ashvattha tree, and according to the teaching of the saints
began meditating on the Spirit of God dwelling within the soul. My mind was flooded with emotion, my eyes
were filled with tears. All at once I saw the shining vision of Brahma in the lotus core of my heart. A thrill passed
through my whole body, I felt a joy beyond all measure.
“But the next moment I could see him no more. On losing sight of that beatific vision which destroys all
sorrow, I suddenly rose from the ground. A great sadness came over my spirit. Then I tried to see Him again by
force of contemplation, but found him not. I became as one stricken with disease, and would not be comforted.
Meanwhile I suddenly heard a voice in the air.
“‘In this life thou shalt see me no more. Those whose hearts have not been purified, who have not attained the
highest Yoga, cannot see me. It was only to stimulate thy\fn{ The text has they} love that I once appeared before
thee.’”\fn{I have supplied the single quotes:H}
I was exactly in the same position. For want of the joy of that night, my heart was sore distressed. But it was
that which awakened my love of God. Only in one point did my case differ from this story of Narada’s. His heart
had first obtained love and faith by hearing the praise of Hari from the lips of the Rishis, and afterwards he
received from them much instruction regarding the knowledge of Brahma. But I had no opportunity of my love
and faith being aroused by any such praises of Hari, nor had anyone deigned to impart to me the truths of divine
wisdom. The fair winds of luxury and pleasure were blowing all around me day and night.
Yet in spite of these adverse circumstances, God in His mercy gave me the spirit of renunciation, and took
away from me my attachment for the world. And then He who is the source of all joy gave me new life by pouring
streams of joy into my mind. This mercy of His is beyond compare. He alone is my Guru. He alone is my Father.
3
One day, after Didima’s death, whilst sitting in my boythakkhana,\fn{Men’s sitting-room} I said to those around
me
“Today I have become a kalpataru.\fn{The wishing tree that gives all you may want } Whoever will ask of me anything
that it is in my power to give, that will I give to him,” Nobody else asked me for anything, except my cousin Braja
Babu who said,
“Give me those two big mirrors, give me those pictures, give me that gold-laced dress suit.”
I immediately gave him all these. The next day he brought men and took away all the boythakkhana things.
There were some good pictures and other valuable articles of furniture, he took them all away. In this manner I
gave away all my things.
But the grief in my heart remained just the same, nothing could dispel it. I knew not where to turn for solace.
Sometimes, lying on a sofa and pondering over problems about God, I used to become so absentminded, that I did
not know when I had got up from my couch and taken my meals, and lain down again. I used to feel as if I had
been lying there the whole time.
I would go alone to the Botanical Gardens in the middle of the day, whenever I got a chance. It was a very
secluded solitary spot. I used to take my seat on a tombstone in the middle of the gardens. Great grief was in my
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heart. Darkness was all around me. The temptations of the world had ceased, but the sense of God was no nearer
—earthly and heavenly happiness were alike withdrawn. Life was dreary, the world was like a graveyard. I found
happiness in nothing, peace in nothing. The rays of the midday sun seemed to me black. At that time this song
suddenly broke from my lips,
“Vain oh! vain is the light of day, without knowledge all is dark as night.” This was my first song. I used to
sing it out loud sitting alone on that tombstone.
I then felt a strong desire to learn Sanskrit. From my boyhood I had been fond of Sanskrit. I used to carefully
commit to memory the Slokas of Chanakya. Whenever I heard a good sloka I learnt it by heart. There was then in
our house a family Pundit. His name was Kamalakanta Chudamani, his home Bansberia. Formerly he was
attached to the family of Gopimohun Tagore; then he came to us. He was a learned man of strong character. I was
then young, and he was very fond of me, whilst I looked up to him with reverence. One day I said to him,
“I will read Mugdhabodha Vyakarana\fn{The Sanskrit grammar by Vopoadev, the ordiary textbook on grammar used in
Bengal} with you.” He said
“Do, by all means. I will teach it to you.”
Then I commenced the Mugdhabodha with Chudamani, and began learning by heart ja da ga ba, jha dha gha
bha.\fn{Letters of the alphabet} It was as a means of acquiring the knowledge of Sanskrit that I first threw myself
enthusiastically into the study of Mugdhabodha with Chudamani. One day he quietly took out a piece of paper
with his writing on it, and putting it into my hand said
“Put your signature to this.”
“What is this writing?” I asked. On reading it I found it said I would have to support his son Shyamacharan for
life. I signed it then and there. I had great love and respect for Chudamani, so I put down my signature at his
request without any hesitation. I gave no thought at the time to what it meant.
Shortly afterwards our cabha pundit\fn{Family pundit who usually presides at assemblies of learned pundits } Chudamani
died. Then Shyamacharan came to me, with that bit of signed paper, and said.
“My father is dead. I am helpless, you will now have to support me. See here, you have already promised to do
so.”
I agreed to this, and from that time Shyamacharan stayed with me. He knew some Sanskrit. I asked him where
I could find truths regarding the Godhead.
“In the Mahabharata,”\fn{Ancient India, like ancient Greece, boasts of two great epics—the Mahabharata, based on the legends
and traditions of a great historlcal war, is the Iliad of India; while the Ramayana describing the wanderings and adventures of a prince
banished from his country may be compared to the Odyssey} he answered. Then I began reading the Mahabharata with him.

On opening the book, one particular sloka struck my eye, which is as follows:
May you have faith in religion, may you always be devoted to religion, religion alone is the friend of him who has
entered the next world.
However well you may serve Mammon and woman, you can never bring them under control nor are they ever constant.

On reading this sloka of the Mahabharata, I felt greatly inspirited. I had an idea that in all languages, as in
Bengali and English, adjectives preceded nouns. But in Sanskrit I found the noun was here, and the adjective right
away over there. It took me some time to master this. I read through a good portion of the Mahabharata. I
remember quite well Upamanyu’s reverence for his guru in the story of Dhaumya Rishi. Now that voluminous
book has become accessible to the reading public through translation. But in those days very few people used to
read it in the original. My thirst for spiritual knowledge led me to read a great deal of it.
As on the one hand there were my Sanskrit studies in the search after truth, so on the other hand there was
English. I had read numerous English works on philosophy. But with all this, the sense of emptiness of mind
remained just the same, nothing could heal it, my heart was being oppressed by that gloom of sadness and feeling
of unrest.
Did subjection to nature comprise the whole of man’s existence? I asked. Then indeed are we undone. The
might of this monster is indomitable. Fire, at a touch reduces everything to ashes. Put out to sea in a vessel,
whirlpools will drag you down to the bottom, gales will throw you into dire distress. There is no escape from the
clutches of this Nature-fiend. If bowing down to her decree be our end and aim, then indeed are we undone. What
can we hope for, whom can we trust?
Again I thought, as things are reflected on a photographic plate by the rays of the sun, so are material objects
manifested to the mind by the senses, this is what is called knowledge. Is there any other way but this of obtaining
knowledge?
These were the suggestions that Western philosophy had brought to my mind. To an atheist this is enough, he
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does not want anything beyond nature.
But how could I rest fully satisfied with this? My endeavour was to obtain God, not through blind faith but by
the light of knowledge. And being unsuccessful in this, my mental struggles increased from day to day.
Sometimes I thought I could live no longer.
4
Suddenly, as I thought and thought, a flash as of lightning broke through this darkness of despondency. I saw
that knowledge of the material world is born of the senses and the objects of sight, sound, smell, touch and taste.
But together with this knowledge, I am also enabled to know that I am the knower. Simultaneously with the facts
of seeing, touching, smelling and thinking, I also come to know that it is I who see, touch, smell and think. With
the knowledge of objects comes the knowledge of the subject, with the knowledge of the body comes the
knowledge of the spirit within. It was after a prolonged search for truth that I found this bit of light, as if a ray of
sunshine had fallen on a place full of extreme darkness.
I now realised that with the knowledge of the outer world we come to know our inner self. After this, the more
I thought over it, the more did I recognize the sway of wisdom operating throughout the whole world. For us the
sun and moon rise and set at regular intervals, for us the wind and rain are set in motion in the proper seasons. All
these combine to fulfil the one design of preserving our life.
Whose design is this? It cannot be the design of matter, it must be the design of mind. Therefore this universe
is propelled by the power of an intelligent being.
I saw that the child, as soon as born, drinks at its mother’s breast. Who taught it to do this? He alone, who gave
it life. Again, who put love into the mother’s heart? Who but He that put milk into her breast. He is that God who
knows all our wants, whose rule the universe obeys. When my mind’s eye had opened thus far, the clouds of grief
were in a great measure dispelled. I felt somewhat consoled.
One day, while thinking of these things I suddenly recalled how, long ago, in my early youth, I had once
realised the Infinite as manifested in the infinite heavens. Again I turned my gaze towards this infinite sky,
studded with innumernble stars and planets, and saw the eternal God, and felt that this glory was His. He is
infinite wisdom, He from whom we have derived this limited knowledge of ours, and this body, its receptacle,—is
Himself without form. He is without body or senses. He did not shape this universe with his hands. By His will
alone did He bring it into existence. He is neither the kali\fn{The presiding deity of the temple } of Kalighat, nor the
family Shalgram. Thus was laid the axe at the root of idolatry.
In studying the mechanism of creation, we find evidences of the wisdom of the Creator. On looking at the
starry sky, we feel that He is infinite. By the help of this slender thread, His attributes became clearer to my mind.
I saw that no one could frustrate the will of Him Who is Infinite Wisdom. Whatever He wills, comes to pass. We
collect all the necessary materials, and then make a thing; He by his will, creates all the materials necesary for the
making of things. He is not only the maker of the world, but what is more, He is its Creator. All created things are
transient, corruptible, changeable, and dependent. The Perfect Wisdom that has created them and is guiding them,
that alone is eternal, incorruptible, unchangeable, and self-dependent. That eternal, true and perfect Being is the
source of all good, and the object of all worship.
After debating in my mind for days and days I made sure of this much; after continuous and strenuous
endeavour I arrived at this conclusion.
And yet my heart kept trembling. The path of knowledge is beset with difficulties. Who would bear me up,
cheer and encourage me along this path? Who would give his assent to the conclusion I had arrived at?
Do you know what kind of assent I mean? Like that which I received from a boatman of the Padma.\fn{ River
Padma, a branch of the Ganges}
I had once been to our Zemindari in Kaligram,\fn{ Landed estates in Rajshahi District} and was returning home after
a long time. I was in a boat on the Padma. It was then the rainy season. Dark masses of cloud were in the sky, and
a strong gale had sprung up. The Padma was in a mighty turmoil, and the boatman, seeing a heavy storm
approaching, dared not proceed, and made the boat fast to the shore. Even there the boat could not keep still for
the waves.
But I had been away for so long that I was in a hurry to get home. When there was a slight lull in the storm at
about 4 o’clock in the afternoon, I asked the boatman,
“Can you put out the boat now?” He said,
“I can, if huzoor so commands.”
“Then let go,” I said.
But considerable time passed, and yet the boat did not move. Half-an hour elapsed, still it showed no signs of
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leaving. Calling the boatman I said,
“Just now you told me you could start if 1 so ordered. I have given my orders, why then have you not yet
started? The storm has now abated a little, there is no knowing when it may burst upon us again. If we are going,
let us start at once.” He said
“The old Dewanji\fn{The manager} said to me, ‘What are you about, you fool of a boatman? In the first place
don’t you see this is the confluence of the Sarda, no signs of the opposite bank are to be seen anywhere; then
again it is the last day (sankranti) of Sravana; even by the shore the boat can’t keep itself steady against the shock
of the waves. And you actually want to cross such a Padma at such a time!’ These words of the Dewanji
frightened me so much that I could not put out.”
“Start” I said, and he immediately unfastened the boat and put up the sails. One sudden blast of wind drove the
boat at once into the middle of the stream. Hundreds of boats were tied to the shore, all the men cried out with one
voice
“Don’t go now, don’t go now.”
Then my heart sank within me. What could I do,—there was no returning. The boat rushed onward with sails
outspread. After going some distance I saw that wave upon wave had swollen up like a wall in front. The boat
leapt forward to pierce through it, and I became thoroughly unnerved. At this juncture I saw not very far off a
little dingi\fn{A small boat} that was coming from the opposite shore, like a mocha\fn{Canoe-shaped calyx of the
plaintain flower} leaf tossed about by winds and waves. Seeing how bold we were, the boatman cried out
encouragingly
“No fear, go ahead.”
Who was there to join with me in hearty unison and buoy me up like this? Such was the nature of the response
I wanted. But alas, who would give it me?
5
As soon as I came to understand that God was without form or image, a strong antipathy to idolatry arose in
my mind. I remembered Rammohan Roy.\fn{ The great Indian reformer (1774-1833), born in Radhanagar, Hoogly District (West
Bengal), died in Bristol, England} I came to my senses. I pledged myself heart and soul to follow in his footsteps.
Since my childhood I had been in touch with Rammohan Roy. I used to attend his school. There were other
and better schools, there was the Hindu College. But my father sent me to that school at the instance of
Rammohan Roy.
The school was situated by the side of the Hedua tank. Nearly every Saturday, when school broke up ate 2
o’clock, I used to accompany Ramaprasad Roy\fn{ Rammohan had two sons, Radhaprasad and Ramaprasad; he had also a foster
son who accompanied him to England. Ramaprasad was the first Indian Judge of the Calcutta High Court, appointed shortly before his
death. On hearing of the appointment he is said to have exclaimed: “I can’t accept it now, I am going to appear before a higher Court.” } to

Rammohan Roy’s garden-house at Maniktala. On other days too I used to visit him. Sometimes I went and played
many mischievous pranks there. I used to pluck the lichis and pick the green peas in the garden and eat them in
great glee. One day Rammohun Roy said,
“Brother, why romp about in the sun? Sit down here and eat as many lichis as you can." To the mali\fn{ The
servant who cut the grass by hand} he said,
“Go and get lichis from the trees, and bring them here.”
He immediately brought a plateful of lichis. Then Rammohan Roy said,
“Eat as many lichis as you like.” His appearance was calm and dignified. I used to look up to him with great
respect and reverence.
There was a swing in the garden in which Rammohun Roy used to swing by way of exercise. When I went to
the garden of an afternoon he used to make me sit in it and swing me himself. After a time he would sit in it
himself and say,
“Brother, now it is your turn to push.”
I was the eldest son of my father. On any ceremonial occasion it was I who had to go from house to house
inviting people. It was the time of the Durga Pooja\fn{The great religious festival in Bengal}in the month of
Aswin.\fn{September-October} I went to invite Rammohan Roy to this festival and said
“Rammoni Thakur\fn{Father of Dwarkanath Tagore} begs to invite you to see the Poojah for three days.” Upon this
he said,
“Brother, why come to me? Go and ask Radhaprasad.”
Now after all this lapse of time I understood the purport and meaning of those words. Since then I inwardly
resolved that as Rammohan Roy did not take part in any image-worship or idolatry so would I not join in them
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either. I would not worship any image, I would not bow down before any image, I would not accept an invitation
to any idolatrous poojah. From that time my mind was fully made up. I little knew then what a fiery ordeal I was
to pass through.
I formed a party with my brothers. We all resolved that we would not go to the sanctuary during the poojah and
even if we went, none of us would bow down before the idol. My father used then to go to the sanctuary in the
evening, at the time of the arati, so that we too had to go there in deference to him. But when the time came for
saluting, and everybody bowed down to the ground, we remained standing,—nobody could see whether we
performed the obeisance or not.
Whenever I came across idolatrous preachings in any shastra I no longer felt any reverence for it. An
erroneous impression was then created in my mind to the effect that all our shastras were full of idolatry, and that
it was therefore impossible to extract from them truths pertaining to the formless and changeless Deity.
When I was in this depressed state of mind, one day all of a sudden I saw a page from some Sanskrit book
flutter past me. Out of curiosity I picked it up, but found I could understand nothing of what was written on it. I
said to Shyamacharan Bhattacharya who was sitting by me,
“I will come home soon, after attending to the business of the Union Bank. In the meantime do you decipher
the meaning of the verses on this page, so that you can explain it all to me on my return from office.” Saying this I
hurried off to the Bank.
At that time I had a post in the Union Bank. My youngest uncle Ramanath Tagore was the cashier, and I his
assistant. I had to stay there from 10 o’clock until the day’s work was over. It took us up to 10 o’clock at night to
make up accounts. But on that day as I was to have the page out of the Sanskrit book explained to me by
Shyamacharan Bhattacharya I could not brook the delay of balancing accounts. So with my uncle’s permission I
came home early.
I hurried up to the boythakhana on the third storey, and asked Shyamacharan Bhattacharya to explain to me
what was written on the printed page. He said,
“I have been trying bard all this time, but cannot make out its meaning.”
This astonished me. English scholars can understand every book in the English language, why then cannot
Sanskrit scholars understand every Sanskrit book?
“Who can make it out then?” I asked. He said,
“This is all about the Brahma Sabha.\fn{The religious association established by Rammohun Roy}
Ramchandra Vidyavagish of the Sabha could probably explain it.”
“Then call him,” said I.
Soon afterwards Vidyavapsh came to me. On reading the page he said,
“Why, this is the Isopanishat.”
When I learnt the explanation of “Isavasyamidam sarvam” from Vidyavagish, nectar from paradise streamed
down upon me. I had been eager to receive a sympathetic response from men, now a divine voice bad descended
from heaven to respond in my heart of hearts, and my longing was satisfied. I wanted to see God everywhere, and
what did I find in the Upanishads? I found
“If the whole world could be encompassed by God, where would impurity be? Then all would be pure, the
world would be full of sweetness.”
I got just what I wanted. I had never beard my most intimate thoughts expressed like this anywhere else. Could
men give any such response? The very mercy of God Himself descended into my heart, therefore I understood the
deep significance of “Isavasyamidam sarvam.” Oh! what words were those that struck my ears!
“Tena tyaktena bhunjitha.” Enjoy that which He has given unto thee.
What is it that He has given? He has given Himself. Enjoy that untold treasure, leave everything else and enjoy
that supreme treasure. Cleave unto Him alone and give up all else. Blessed beyond measure is he who cleaves
unto Him alone. This tells me that which I have long desired.\fn{ The Upanishads contain the higher religion of the Vedas,
Isa is one of the twelve well known Upanishads, or philosophical treatises regarded as revelation (Sruti). Of these Schopenhauer, one of the
greatest philosophical critics of Germany says, “In the whole world there is no study so refined and so elevating as that of the Upanishads.
It has been the solace of my life. It will be the solace of my death.” }

The keenness of my sorrow lay in this, that I was dead to all happiness, earthly and divine; I could take no
delight in the things of this world, I could feel no joy in God.
But when the divine voice declared that I should renounce all desire of worldly pleasure and take my delight in
God alone, I obtained what I had wished for, and was utterly flooded with joy. It was not the dictum of my own
poor intellect, it was the word of God Himself. Glory be to that Rishi in whose heart this truth was first revealed.
My faith in God took deep root, in lieu of worldly pleasure I tasted divine joy. Oh! what a blessed day was that for
me,—a day of heavenly happiness!
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Every word of the Upanishads tended to enlighten my mind. With their help I daily advanced along my
appointed path. All the deepest significances began to be revealed to me. One by one I read with Vidyavagish the
Isa, Kena Katha, Mundaka and Madukya Upanishads, and the remaining six with other pundits. What I read each
day, I at once committed to memory, and repeated the next day to Vidyavagish. Hearing my enunciation of the
Vedas he would ask
“Whence did you learn this pronunciation? I must say we cannot pronounce like that.” I learnt the
pronunciation of the Vedas from a Dravidian Vedic brahman.
When I had thoroughly entered into the Upanishads, and when my intellect began to be daily illumined by the
light of truth, I felt a strong desire to spread the true religion. As a beginning I proposed to form an association
with my brothers, friends and relatives. There was a small room near the tank in our grounds, which I had
whitewashed and cleaned.
Meanwhile the Durga Poojah season commenced. All the other members of our family gave themselves up to
the excitement of this festival. Should we alone remain with empty hearts? On that Krishna-chaturdasi\fn{The
fourteenth day of the dark half of the moon } we founded an association with hearts full of enthusiasm. We all bathed early
in the morning, and in a purified state went and sat in that clean little room by the tank. It seemed as if Faith
entered my heart as soon as I took my seat there with the others. As I looked around, each face was animated with
reverence. The whole room was filled with an atmosphere of purity. After invoking the Deity with a fervid heart, I
discoursed upon this text of the Kathopanishad:\fn{After the word yoke below appeared in brackets: (that of Death):H}
The Hereafter is hidden from the eyes of the foolish and of those blinded by riches.
Those who think that this world alone exists and there is no future existence, they come again and again under my yoke.

Everybody listened to my discourse in a sacred and solemn mood. This was my first sermon. When it was
over, I proposed that this Sabha should be called the “Tatwaranjini Sabha,” and should be made permanent. All
agreed to this. The object of this association was to gain the knowledge of God. The evening of the first Sunday in
every month was the time appointed for the meeting of this assembly.
At the second meeting Ramchandra Vidyavagish was invited, and I ordained him acharya (chief minister) of
this Sabha. He named it “Tatwabodhini” instead of “Tatwaranjini”. Thus the Tatwabodhini Sabha was founded on
Sunday, the fourteenth day of the dark fortnight, the 21 st Ashwin, 1761 shaka, (6th October, 1839).
6
The Tatwabodhini Sabha was inaugurated on the 21st Ashwin, shaka 1761. Its object was the diffusion of the
deep truth of all our shastras and the knowledge of Brahma as inculcated in the Vedanta. It was the Upanishads
that we considered to be the Vedanta,—we did not place much reliance on the teachings of the Vedanta
philosophy.
On the first day there were only ten members. Gradually the number began to increase. The first few meetings
were held in a spacious hall on the ground floor of my house, but later on we rented a house in Sukea Street. That
house is now owned by Babu Kalikissen Tagore.
It was at this time that I made the acquaintance of Akshoy Kumar Dun.\fn{ Akshay Kumar has left a name behind him
for his literary works. In 1843 he became the Editor of the Tatwabodhini Patrika, a monthly journal started in connection with the
Tatwabodhini Sabha and for some years conducted the paper with marked ability. His style was superior to that of any other Bengali
journalist of the day. In 1855 his constitution, never a strong one, gave way and he was compelled to give up writing. Even in this invalid
state, however, he compiled his famous and learned work, The Religious sects of India with the help of an amanuensis. He passed his last
days in retirement in Bali. Here he died on the 14 th Laishta, 1886, leaving behind him many thoughtful and instructive works in Bengali }
He was introduced to me by Ishwar Chandra Gupta\fn{ Editor of the Prabhakar, a Bengali daily, and a popular poet of the day }

and became a member of the Tatwabodhini Sabha. The association held its sittings at night on the first Sunday of
each month, and Ramchandra Vidyavagish addressed the meeting in his capacity of minister. Each time he used to
read out this sloka:
O spiritual guide of the universe, thou art without form, yet
that I have conceived thine image in the act of meditation,
that I have ignored thine inexpressibility by words of praise,
that I have nullified thy omnipresence by making pilgrimages, and in other ways,
for these three transgressions committed through confusion of spirit, O Almighty God,
I implore thy forgiveness.

All the members had the right to speak at meetings of this association. But there was a special rule that the one
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who first gave his manuscript into the hands of the secretary would alone be entitled to read his dissertation.
Owing to this rule some of us used to go and put their manuscripts in the secretary’s bed, under his pillow, the
object being that he should get it the first thing in the morning when he rose.
In the third year the first anniversary of this Tatwabodhini Sabha was celebrated with great pomp. Two years
had gone by, yet the number of members did not seem to me satisfactory, nor the existence of such a Sabha
sufficiently well known. Whilst I was occupied with these thoughts, the fourteenth day of the dark fortnight of
Bhadra 1763, gradually came round. I wanted to make this anniversary the occasion of a grand meeting so as to
make it generally known to everybody. In those days advertising was not of much use in spreading news. So what
I did was to send a note of invitation in the name of every employee in all the offices and firms throughout
Calcutta. Each one came to office and saw on his desk, a letter addressed to himself, on opening which he found
an invitation from the Tatwabodhini Sabha.
They had never even heard the name of the Sabha. For our part we were busy the whole day. How to decorate
well the rooms of the Sabha, what lessons to read and what sermons to give, what part each one should take,—
these furnished the objects of our preparations. Before it was dusk we had the lamps lighted, the Sabha decorated,
and all arrangements complete. Would any of those invited come, I asked myself in a state of suspense.
Soon after dark I saw people coming in one by one preceded by a lantern. We all received them warmly and
seated them on benches in the garden in front of the Sabha. By degrees people flocked in and filled the garden.
The sight of them all inspired us with fresh zeal. None of them could make out why they had come, and what was
going to happen. Every now and again I anxiously looked at my watch to see whether it was yet eight o’clock.
As soon as it struck eight, conches, bells and horns were sounded from the terrace, and all the doors of the
room were flung open all at once. They were all taken by surprise. We then requested them to come inside and
take their seats. In front was the vedi, on either side of which were seated ten Dravidian brahmins in two rows,
twenty in all, robed in red. Ramchandra Vidyavagish sat on the vedi. The Dravidian brahmins began to chant the
Vedas in unison.
It was past ten before the recital of the Vedas was finished. Then I got up and delivered my discourse, in the
course of which I said,
“There is no doubt whatever that the study of the English language is tending to advance the cause of learning,
and that the darkness of ignorance has reen dispelled in a great measure from the minds of the people of this
country. Nowadays they do not feel disposed to worship stocks and stones like the ignorant masses, thinking them
to be divine. Not being well acquainted with the vedanta,\fn{The vedanta is divided into two systems—Purva Mimansa by
Jaimini, which is more a system of ritualism than philosophy, and Uttara Mimansa, which is the vedanta proper, founded on the
Upanishads} they do not know that the gist of our shastras is that God is formless, the very essence of intelligence,

omnipresent, beyond all thought or speech. So, not finding this pure knowledge of God in their own religion, they
go to seek it in the shastras of other religions. They firmly believe that our shastras inculcate image-worship
only; therefore they revere those shastras which seem to them to be higher than their own. But if the vedanta were
spread far and wide, then we would never feel drawn to other religions. Thus we are trying to preserve our Hindu
religion.”
After my discourse, Shyama Charan Bhattacharya delivered his,—he was followed by Chandranath Ray, then
came Umesh Chandra Ray, after that Prasanna Chandra Ghosh, then Akshoy Kumar Datta and lastly Ramaprasad
Ray. This took us nearly up to midnight. When all this was over, Ramchandra Vidyavagish treated us to a
disquisition. Then hymns were sung.
It struck two. The people were tired out. They had all come straight from office, probably some of them had
not yet washed or had anything to eat; in deference to me nobody could leave before the assemblage broke up.
Most likely none had heard or understood anything, but the proceedings of the sabha were brought to a close with
great eiclat.
This was the first anniversary of our Tatwabodhini Sabha and this was the last. After this event, in 1764 (1842
A.D.) I joined the Brahmo Samaj. The founder of the Samaj, the illustrious Rammohan Roy, had died eleven
years before this in Bristol, (England). I thought to myself that as the Brahma Samaj had been established for the
worship of Brahma, our object would be the more easily attained by amalgamating the Tatwabodhini Sabha with
it. With this view, I paid a visit to the Samaj on a Wednesday. I saw a Dravidian brahmin reciting the Upanishads
just before sunset, in one of the side rooms of the Samaj. Ramchandra Vidyavagish, Ishwar Chandra Nyayratna
and one or two other brahmins were the only ones sitting there listening. Sudras were not allowed to attend.
After sunset Ramchandra Vidyavagish and Ishwarchandra Nyayratna sat in public on the vedi in the Samaj
hall. Here brahmins and sudras and all castes had equal rights. I noticed that there were very few people present.
To the right of the vedi was spread a white floor-cloth, on which were seated four or five worshippers. And on the
left were placed a few chairs, which were occupied by three or four visitors. Ishwar Chandra Nyayratna
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expounded the Upanishads, and Pundit Vidyavagish began to explain the Mimansa of the vedanta philosophy. In
front of the vedi the brothers Krishna and Vishnu sang hymns in unison. The service was over at 9 o’clock.
After this experience, I took upon myself the task of reforming the Brahma Samaj and amalgamated the
Tatwabodhini Sabha with it. It was arranged that the Tatwabodhini Sabha would look after the interests of the
Brahma Samaj. From that time forward the monthly morning service of the Brahma Samaj was instituted in place
of the monthly meeting of the Tatwabodhini Sabha and instead of the anniversary of the Sabha on the 21 st
Ashwin, the date of the opening day of the Brahma Samaj viz the 11 th of Magh, 23rd or 24th January, was fixed
upon for its anniversary.
In the month of Bhadra 1750, the Brahma Samaj was first founded in a hired house belonging to Kamal Basu
in Jorasanko. And the anniversary of this, which used to be held in Bhadra, had been discontinued since 1744,
before I joined the Brahma Samaj.
When we took change of the Brahma Samaj, we began to consider as the first step towards improvement how
to increase the number of its followers. Gradually by the grace of God and through our efforts the attendance
became larger, and consequently the accommodation also increased. This was enough to add to our enthusiasm.
Formerly the Samaj was divided into two or three rooms, in course of time these were broken up and a spacious
hall now stands in their place. As the room grew wider and the attendance increased, we thought to ourselves that
the Brahma religion was gaining ground. What source of delight this was to us!
7
In the Upanishads I found the echo of the idea of God that had been revealed to my heart after long continuous
struggle and endeavour, and in my own heart I found a response to whatever I could interpret of the Upanishads
by careful study. So that I came to regard the Upanishads with a profound reverence. My heart tells me He is my
Father, Protector and Friend; in the Upanishads I find the same thing translated, “sa no bandhurjanita sa
vidhata.”:
He is our friend, our father. He is the dispenser, the arbiter of our destiny

Without Him children and riches and honours are all as nothing to me: He is dearer than son, dearer than riches,
dearer than all else. Turning to the Upanishads, I find this translated thus:
This Atman is dearer than son, dearer than riches, dearer than all else.

I do not desire wealth, I do not desire honours, then what do I desire? The Upanishad answers:
He who worships Brahma becomes possessed of Brahma.

To this I say Aye, indeed so it is. He who worships wealth becomes possessed of wealth, he who worships
honours becomes possessed of honours, he who worships Brahma becomes possessed of Brahma. When I saw in
the Upanishads [And there is printed here in the text a short passage in Bengali which has not been translated, but
seems to be explicated in the following sentence:H] I found my inmost thoughts expressed. He has not only given
us life, but has given us our soul also. He is not only the life of our life, but the soul of our soul. He has created
our soul from out of His own. That | one constant, changeless soul, who is infinite wisdom, has created
innumerable finite souls, remaining the while eternally true to his own nature. I found this laid down expressly in
the Upanishads,
He who makes one form into many.

By worshipping Him I obtain Him as the result. He is the worshipful. I am His worshipper; He is my Master, I
am His servant, He is my Father, I am His son. This was my guiding principle. To disseminate this truth
throughout India, to induce everybody to worship Him in this manner, to ensure that His glory should be thus
proclaimed everywhere—this became the sole aim of my life.
In order to carry out this project a printing-press and a journal became necessary. | \fn{ In the text before me, the
entire passage between the vertical stops: | | :has been repeated, and, moreover, word for word; I take this to be a printing error, and have
accordingly deleted it: H}

I thought to myself that many members of the Tatwabodhini Sabha were working in a disconnected fashion.
They got no notice of meetings of the Sabha, or were often unable to be present. Many of them did not know what
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was going on in the Sabha. More especially, they could not hear the discourses of Vidyavagish, which ought to be
more widely known. It was also necessary to give greater publicity to the books written with a view to propagate
the knowledge of God by Rammohan Roy during his lifetinle. Besides this, those subjects which tend to educate
the mind and elevate the character of man should also be published.
With these objects in view, I determined to bring out the Tatwabodhini Patrika in 1765 (1843). For this paper it
was necessary to appoint an editor. I examined the essays of several members, but the literary merits of Akshoy
Kumar Datta made me select him.
In his essay there appeared to me to be good points as well as bad. The good points were that his style was
very charming and graceful. The fault that I found with it was that he had sung the praises of the matted-haired,
ash-begrimed sannyasi living under a tree. But I was not a partisan of the symbolism of outward renunciation. I
thought, however, that if I was careful about the opinions expressed, I could certainly utilize him as an editor.
And that is what practically came to pass. I appointed Akshoy Babu on a handsome salary. I used to pen
through such portions of his writings as went contrary to my opinions, and try to bring him round to my point of
view. But this was not an easy matter for me, we were poles asunder. I was seeking to know my relations with
God, he was seeking to know the relations of man with the outer world. The difference was as between heaven
and earth.
In the end, with the assistaoce of a man like him, I was enabled to realise my ambitions with regard to the
Tatwabodhini Patrika. In those days few men possessed his beauty of style. Only a small number of newspapers
then existed, and they did not contain any articles conducive to public welfare or instruction. The Tatwabodhini
Patrika first supplied this want in Bengal. The propagation of the Vedas, the vedanta and the worship of
Parabrahma, my principal object, was amply fulfilled by the publication of this patrika.
Those Upanishads which treated of Brahma, were alone accepted by us as the true vedanta. We had no faith in
the vedanta philosophy, because Shankaracharyal\fn{ The famous philosopher, a native of Malabar, born about A.D. 708. Wrote
countless works, including commentaries on the Vedanta Sutras, the Upanishads and Bhagavatgita. His name is intimately associated with
the revival of Brahmanism, which ended in driving Buddbism out of India } seeks to prove therein that Brahma and all created

beings are one and the same. What we want is to worship God. If the worshipper and the object of worship
become one, then how can there be any worship?
Therefore we could not subscribe to the doctrines of the vedanta philosophy. We were opposed to Monism just
in the same way as we were opposed to idolatry. We were unable to fully acquiesce in the commentaries of the
Upanishads as made by Shankaracharya, inasmuch as he has tried to interpret them all in a Monistic sense. For
this reason I had to write a new commentary of the Upanishads in place of the Bhashya.\fn{ The accepted commentary
of Sankaracharya} I made a Sanskrit commentary which would serve to maintain the theistic basis and I began a
Bengali translation which came out part by part in the Tatwabodhini Patrika.
8
The printing-press of the Tatwabodhini Patrika was first set up in a house at Hedua. It was the same Hedua
house where Rammohan Roy’s school was held and where I used to go. Ramchandra Vidyavagish used to come to
this press to read the Upanishads and the Vedanta philosophy with me. He dared not do this in our own house, as
something which my father had said had frightened him. One day, being annoyed with Vidyavagish, he had
remarked
“I always thought Vidyavagish was a good fellow, but now I find he is spoiling Devendra with his preaching of
Brahma-mantras. As it is he has very little head for business; now he neglects business altogether; it is nothing
but Brahma, Brahma the whole day.”
My father had some reason to be annoyed. When Lord Auckland was Governor-General a grand dinner was
given in our Belgachia garden to his sister Miss Eden and other distinguished ladies and gentlemen. Beauty and
wit, rank and elegance, dancing and wine and dazzling lights all combined to turn the garden into a veritable
paradise. Some well known Bengali gentlemen, after seeing this sumptuous feast in honour of the English
remarked,
“All that he cares for is to entertain English people, he never invities Bengalis.”
This remark reached my father’s ears. So after some time he gives a brilliant party with nautches and music in
the same garden to which all the notable Bengali gentlemen were invited. On that day it was especially incumbent
on me to receive and entertain them. But it so happened that that very day was the date fixed for the meeting of
our Tatwabodhini Sabha.
I was ardently engrossed with the Sabha on that day; we were to worship God, therefore I was unable to
neglect this all-important duty and attend the garden party. Lest I should incur my father’s displeasure I put in an
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appearance on the scene of gaiety and then hurried back.
This event dearly demonstrated to my father my utter distaste for the world. From that time forwards he took
care not to let me be perverted by reading the vedanta and giving myself up to Brahma. His great desire was that I
should follow his example and reach the topmost heights of rank and fame and worldly honours. But he was
greatly grieved and pained to see the very reverse of this in my mind. And yet he had not grasped all my thoughts
and aspirations—did not know that at that very moment my heart was repeating, “What is life to me without
Thee”—that I had read in the Upanishads these words:
Man cannot be satisfied by riches.

Was it possible for anyone to drag me down into the world again?—to lure me away from God any more?
Vidyavagish got frightened and came and said to me
“The Karta is against it, so I can’t give you any more lessons.” It was for this reason that I asked him not to
come to the house, but to come and read with me at the printing office and this is what he used to do.
When I first visited the Brahma Samaj, I noticed that the Vedas were recited in a private room from which
sudras were excluded. As the object of the Brahma Samaj was to popularise the worship of Brahma, as it was
expressly mentioned in the Trust Deed that all men should be able to worship Brahma without distinction of caste,
I was deeply grieved to find the very reverse of this in practice.
Again I saw one day that Ramchandra Vidyavagish’s colleague, Ishwar Chandra Nyayaratna, was trying to
establish, from the vedi of the Brahma Samaj, the fact of the incarnation of Ramchandra, King of Ayodhya. This
struck me as being opposed to the spirit of Brahma Dhanna.
In order to counteract this, I arranged that the Vedas should be read out in public and forbade the exposition of
the doctrine of incarnation from the vedi. In those days there was a dearth of learned men who could recite the
Vedas and preach the doctrines of the Brahma religion. So I set about finding pupils in order to train them up. I
advertised in the papers that whoever successfully passed a given examination in Sanskrit would be admitted into
the Tatwabodhini Sabha and would get a scholarship to enable him to prosecute his studies. On the day fixed for
the examination five or six candidates were examined by Vidyavagish. Out of these Ananda Chandra and
Taraknath were selected. I was very fond of both. Because Ananda Chandra wore his hair long I playfully used to
call him by the pet-name of “Sukesha.”\fn{A man with a fine head of hair}
32.1, 226.92, 265.13 & 265.35 A. Excerpt from The Anglo-Saxon And The Hindu B. Excerpt from The Heart
Of A Rebel Poet: Letters Of Michael Madhusudan Dutt C. 1. Sonnet One 2. Sonnet Two 3. Excerpt from The
Captive Lady D. 1. To A Star During A Cloudy Night 2. Excerpt from Visions Of The Past: “Satan” \fn{by
Michael Madhusudan Dutt (1824-1873)} Sagordari Village, Jessore District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 17
A
… I stand before you—not as a Columbus, proudly claiming the meed of a discoverer of unknown worlds; I
stand before you—not as a Newton, whose god-like vision penetrated the blue depths of ether and saw a new and
a bright orb, cradled in infinity; I deal in no mysteries; I am no sophist, ravishing the ear with melodious yet
unmeaning sounds; captivating the eye with sparkling yet meretricious ornamentalism—beautiful, yet artificial
flowers, glittering yet false diamonds.
No!—the fact I enunciate, is a simple one;—even he who runneth may read it. But its simplicity ought not to
destroy its grave importance. You all know it—you all see it.
Why has Providence given this queenly, this majestic land for a prey and a spoil to the Anglo-Saxon? Why?
I say—it is the Mission of the Anglo-Saxon to renovate, to regenerate, to Christianize the Hindu—to churn this
vast ocean, that it may restore the things of beauty now buried in its liquid wilderness; and nobly is he seconded—
will he be seconded, by the Science and the Literature of his sea-girt father-land—the Literature of his country—
baptized in the pure fountain of Eternal Love!\fn{Cowper.}
And here let me pause for a moment.
When a man suddenly stands before her, to the golden shrine of whose beauty, his impassioned soul kneels in
the sinless idolatry of love; the lustre of whose eyes is dearer far to him than the light of sun, or moon, or star; the
sound of whose voice is sweeter far to him than strains from angel-harps; a lock of whose raven hair—in the
enthusiastic words of the Prince of the Persian Lyre—is far more priceless to him than Samarkand and Bokhara—
he is as one dumb. What tongue can utter the thoughts of delirious joy, which oppress his bosom? I acknowledge
to you, and I need not blush to do so—that I love the language of the Anglo-Saxon. Yes—love the language—the
38

glorious language of the Anglo-Saxon! My imagination visions forth before me the language of the Anglo-Saxon
in all its radiant beauty; and I feel silenced and abashed.
I have heard the pastoral pipe of the Mantuan Swain;\fn{ Virgil.} I have heard that Mantuan strike, with a bolder
hand, the lyre of heroic poesy and sing of arms and the man whom the hatred of white-armed Juno imperilled both
by land and by sea! I have listened to the melodies of gay Flaccus, that lover of the sparkling bowl, and the joyous
banquet; I have heard of bloody Pharsalia,\fn{ Lucan.} and learned to love Epicurus, the honor of the Greek
race;\fn{Lucretius.} I have sighed over the sad strains of him, who in his cheerless exile, sang of the hapless and the
absent lover;\fn{Ovid.} the harp of the blind old man of Scio’s rocky isle,\fn{ Homer.} singing of the wrath of
Achilles, the direful spring of woes unnumbered to Greece, has often hushed my soul to awe; I have seen
gorgeous Tragedy, in sceptered pall come sweeping by presenting Thebes’ or Pelop’s line;\fn{ The Greek Tragedians
(Milton).} I am no stranger to the eloquence of fiery Demosthenes, of calm and philosophic Cicero; I am no
stranger to marvel-relating Livy; to sententious Thucydides; to the delightful out-pourings of the father of historic
novelists—the man of Halicarnassus;\fn{Heroditus.} I have heard the melodious voice of him\fn{ Valmiki.} who
from the green tree of Poesy sang of Ralna like a Kokila; I have wept over the fatal war of the implacable
Courava and the heroic Pandava;\fn{ The Mahabharata.} I have grieved over the sufferings of her who wore and lost
the fatal ring; I have wandered with Hafiz on the banks of Rocknabad and the rose-bowers of Mosellay; I have
moralized with Saddi, and seen Roustum shedding tears of agony over his brave but hapless son; I have laughed
with Moliere; the melody from the dismal prison-cell of Torquato Tasso, has soothed my ears; I have visited the
lightless regions of Hades with Dante; I know Laura’s sad lover\fn{ Petrarch.} who gave himself to fame with
melodious tears; but give me the literature, the language of the Anglo-Saxon!
Banish Peto, banish Bardolph, banish Poins, but for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff, banish him not thy
Harry’s company; banish plump Jack and banish all the world!\fn{ Henry V, Part I.} I say, give me the language—the
beautiful language of the Anglo-Saxon!
I have heard would-be Quinctilians talk disparagingly of this magnificent language as irregular, as anomalous.
I disdain such petty cavilers! It laughs at the limit which the tyrant Grammar would set to it—it nobly spurns the
thought of being circumscribed. It flows on like a glorious, a broad river, and in its royal mood, it does not despise
the tribute waters which a thousand streams bring to it. Why should it? There is no one to say to it—thus far shalt
thou go, and no farther! Give me, I say, the beautiful language of the Anglo-Saxon. …
B
1
13th October 1841 1841, to Gour
I am sorry, really sorry to inform you my dearest Gorurdass, that a cause unheard of—an unthought of, an
undreamt of couase—has disconcerted all the plans we formed the other day. A cousin of mine is ill—most
dreadfully ill—in short—on the last stage of illness: poor fellow! I am really affected by his suffering. Well: on
the Bhasan-day\fn{The day when, at the end of the puja, the idols are “sacrificed”, i.e. immersed into the water of a river } of the
approaching Kartic Poojah;\fn{A puja following Durga Puja, which is the most important festival of the Bengali Hindus } depend
upon it; nothing earthly shall prevent us. If you take any friend of yours with you that day—(Monday next) mind
it must be a liberal set of friends. Because I intend on that day, most noble Gour, to worship “Bacchus”\fn{ The god
of wine—hence wine. Dutt’s friends wrote that he had started drinking during his student days, but they did not mention any specific time.
From Dutt’s own admission it seems he had not tasted any wine before this date } with you, a pleasure which I have not yet

enjoyed. I am sure you won't disappoint me. On that day—on that eventful day—we shall have a dinner from
Mars and Stone.\fn{Possibly a restaurant in Calcutta} On the Budgerow,\fn{Bajra-a large boat for hire} I will only take with
me one friend—a man (I mean a youth) that is dying to be introduced to you. He is my companion—my associate.
From this you must judge of his character. Write to me fully on this subject: by the bye, shall we not meet today at
our “blest assignation?”\fn{A place called the Mechanic’s Institute, where Dutt and his friends used to learn drawing, but which was
more like a club where friends used to meet } Perspective drawing I hate, but who the devil can resist the temptation of
going to where such glorious “points of vision” as thy eyes are disclosed to his sight!—Not I—upon my word—
not I. Shakespeare and Hurkaru\fn{The largest circulated English language paper of that time } you cannot have today—
tomorrow you will. They are both out with friends. Perhaps you will have them at the Mechanic’s9 (our
assignation “blest place”!). But no more of jesting and joking. Let me be serious and with an “Owlish gravity”
assure you that I am truly yours.
P. S. For Lavender,\fn{The perfume} I have told the man:--I hope you will read this letter with “pleasure”.
2
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October 1841, to Gour
Your thundering letter of Saturday last came over me like a thunderbolt. Oh! With what a beating heart I read
it! In every line, in every word there were Rage-Fury-Hell-and-Death!—Well, I was guilty, and I offer many
apologies for it. Your friends, if they are gentlemen, “a set of liberal creatures” as I am sure they are, since they
are your friends, will, I hope, readily admit of my apology. Tomorrow—depend upon it—nothing earthly shall
hinder me from retrieving my honour. The boat shall be kept at Juggennauth’s\fn{ Juggernath’s? One of the piers or ghats
where boats could load and unload. Jagannath’s Ghat was one of the largest ghats at that time }—and I will be with you at 10, 11, 1,
2 or any hour you please, and will embark together, for it will be very inconvenient for me to go (from here) at
once with the boat. By the bye, today is a glorious day. How do you like to see the Tamasha,\fn{ Tama-sha means fun
or farce. It seems Dutt refers to a show which was being held that evening } if you please, I can be with you at 7 in the evening,
and sally together.
Dear Friend, I entreat you do not disappoint me in this. The eatables I intend to take with me tomorrow shall be
(if you like) biscuits and mutton pates (mutton-pates are made of flesh remember).\fn{ Biscuits and other confectionery
(made either by Muslims or Christians) were considered forbidden food, along with beef. Moreover, Basak, a Vaishnava, was expected not
to eat any food made of meat. Therefore, mutton, i.e. goat’s meat, was forbidden for him. However, he had already tasted these food items
at Dutt’s house and hence Dutt is trying to tempt him by mentioning their names }

Your Hurkaru and Shakespeare are returned with thanks. I hope you will not write an angry answer to this
letter.
Be gentle, or rather—be Gourdass “an” as I used to call you long ago—“amiable gentleman”. My cousin is
much better.
3\fn{There is little internal evidence to suggest exactly when this letter was written. However: the earlier editors placed it between 1841
and 1843. From the tone of the letter, it seems to have been written towards the end of 1841 }
(1841/42), to Gour
I have been very unhappy and unfortunate since I wrote to you last. In the first place my poor mother is ill—in
the second, one of my best friends in College\fn{ What Dutt writes in this letter seems mysterious, particularly his reference to
one of his best friends at Hindu College. His best friends were, of course, Basak and Bhudeb Mukherji. It is strange that he does not
mention any name, as Basak would know them all } is lying almost on his deathbed I haven’t had a wink of sleep for the

last 4 days. What can I do? Do have patience with me, my dear Gour, all shall be right soon.
4\fn{There is no internal evidence in this letter that might suggest exactly when this letter was written. However, the earlier editors of
Dutt's letters put it in the first phase, i.e. between 1841 and 1843}
[1841-43], to Gour
I was too busy when your man called for the walking stick. What have you decided upon? Yea or nay? Kindly
get the accompanying posted. I believe it double.
5\fn{Probably written towards the end of 1842, or towards the beginning of1843. He seems to be refering to going to a play or to a
cultural event}
1842, to Gour
Perhaps you won’t see me this evening. If I go—as I hope I will, I will be in the upper hall where you cannot
go without a pass.—D.L.R. has given me one. I didn’t ask him for it, because I didn’t know any such thing should
be required. What a pity, I didn’t ask him for another for yourself. If you go—go early. Stand at D.L.R’s gate, I
will meet you there and if possible procure a pass.
6\fn{It seems that Raj Narayan Dutt thought that his son was wasting too much time with his friends and not studying seriously enough.
Therefore, he thought that if he sent his son to their counrry home in Jessore for some time he would be able to get over the “bad” influence
of his friends including Gourdas Basak. However, Dutt was very upset at the prospect of separation from Basak. It shows that his love for
Basak at that stage was similar to the romantic love berween a man and a woman }
August 7, 1842, to Gour
True, too true, my dearest Gour! The storm has at last hurled upon me! I am ordered to depart from
home\fn{Dutt’s own home in Khidirpoor} this very night for our country-house. But Oh! Where shall I go? Had I had
the power of opening my heart, I could then show you the state of my feelings! Language cannot point\fn{ Might be
“paint” as well} them! To leave the friends I love—particularly ONE—(imagine, who that “one” could be) my poor
heart cannot but break! Well, may I exclaim in the language of the poet—Oh! Insupportable, Oh! Heavy griefl—I
wish I could see you; but Oh! That cannot be!—I am not allowed! Dear, dear, Gour!—dearest friend! Do not
forget me!
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If I do not start tonight, I shall see you tomorrow at the College. As I am to embark at Balliaghata,\fn{ The only
means of transport at that time berween Calcutta and Sagardandi (also spelt Sagardari) was by boat; Balliaghata or Beleghata as it is now
called was one of the piers that had loading and unloading facilities for boats } I shall once step into the College when I go there.
Your Byron\fn{Thomas Moore’s The Life and Letters of Lord Byron (1838)} shall be sent tomorrow with the fatal letter to
Mr Kerr.\fn{James Kerr, the Vice Principal of Hindu College. Dutt mentions at a number of places that he hated Mr. Kerr. However, it is
not clear what he means by “the fatal letter” } Farewell! I don’t know when I shall return from our country-house. When
you go to the Mechanic’s?\fn{ Mechanic’s Institute where Dutt and his friends learnt drawing } give my compliments to
Harris.\fn{Harish Chandra. It is not clear who this Harish was} “FAREWELL FOREVER”
P. S. The accompanying copy of Forget me not is a present to you. I had no time to get it bound. Pray, get it
bound yourself for my sake. This is a token of the unfortunate giver’s respect, esteem and love.
7\fn{The fact that Dutt published a number of poems in different periodicals in Calcutta and received generous comments from his friends
and teachers must have made him bold enough to write this letter to the Editor of Bentley’s Miscellany}
4 Oct 1842, to the editor of Bentley’s Miscellany
It is not without much fear that I send you the accompanying productions of my juvenile Muse, as a
contribution to your Periodical. The magnanimity with which you always encourage the aspirants to “Literary
Fame” induces me to commit myself to you. “Fame”, sir, is not my object at present; for I am really conscious I
do not deserve it;—all that I require is Encouragement. I have a strong conviction that a Public like the British—
discerning, generous and magnanimous—will not damp the spirit of a poor foreigner. I am a Hindu, a native of
Bengal—and study English at the Hindu College in Calcutta. I am now in my eighteenth year—“a child”—to use
the language of a poet of your land, Cowley, “in learning but not in age”.
8
7 October 1842, to Gour
Don’t condemn me because I write to you without any very important cause. Don’t say—“your man came to
me overpowered by the Sun” and so forth, and never as that cutting, wounding, piercing, killing and keen style
you got in once. So far for a poem—preface—preamble—exordium—or whatever you please. Dear Gour! I have
not seen you for a long time, long time, I say, it is, and perhaps will not have the pleasure (Oh! It is something
more exquisite than the vulgar word “pleasure”) of seeing you for some days more. I am going away, not to
Jessore,\fn{Dutt’s home district} man! but to a noble friend of my Father’s, the Rajah of Tumlook.\fn{ A place more than
fifty miles to the south-west of Calcutta } Wednesday last I did go to the Mechanic’s\fn{ Mechanic’s Institute where Dutt and his
friends learnt drawing. It seems Dutt did not enjoy drawing but used to go there to meet his friends, particularly Basak }—not to learn
Drawing—“Oh! No ’twas for something more exquisite still!!” That is to see you, but the door was shut. By the
bye, I have not yet received the Gleaner.\fn{A monthly literary journal published in Calcutta } The beggar Carey\fn{The
editor of the Gleaner and a missionary. Son of William Carq. Dutt used the word “beggar” as a swear word } hasn’t sent it to me tho’ I
have written to him, I write to him today again. Have you received the Blossom\fn{Another literary periodical published
from Calcutta} (I haven’t)? Pray, send i.to me. Good heavens—what a thing have I forgotten to inform you of!—I
have sent my poems to the Editor of the Blackwood’s\fn{ Blackwoods Magazine, a well known literary periodical, published
from Britain} Tuesday last. I haven’t dedicated them to you as I intended, but to William Wordsworth, the Poet. My
dedication runs thus: “These Poems are most respectfully dedicated to William Wordsworth Esq, the Poet, by a
foreign admirer of his genius—the author.” Oh! To what a painful state have I committed myself. Now I think the
Editor will receive them graciously, now 1 think he will reject them.
Shall I see [you] at the Mechanic’s tomorrow? O! Come for my sake!—By the bye! Dull fellow! Stupid
creature, thou hast forgotten thy promise of honouring my poor cot with the sacred dust of your feet! When will
you do that? If you do not do it, my last calling on at yours, or rather Raj Krista’s,\fn{ It is not clear who this Raj Krishna
was; perhaps a common friend} would be the last. What a long letter have I written! But I cannot help doing so when I
seize my pen with the intention of writing to you. Where is B.B.D?\fn{ Banku Bihari Dutt, one of Dutt’s close friends} Is
the beggar gone home? Where is my Eutropius? (Roman History in Latin) Gour, If you do not call on me here,
some day or other during this vacation, you will break my heart; nay, never shall I set my foot on the ground
where stands a Bysack’s house. With compliments, thanks, respects, tenderings of.love, affection, I remain, most
beloved Bysack truly yours.
P. S. Your Byron [and] Vol. 2nd Crabbe\fn{The reference to Crabbe is not clear. It might have something to do with the poet
George Crabbe (1754-1832), who was admired by the Romantics} with thanks are hereby returned.
9
[18 Oct. 1842], to Gour
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I write you this letter from a distance of 50 miles. I left Calcutta with my father on the day—or rather—night
of the Saptami Poojah\fn{The first day of Durga Puja, the most important festival among the Bengali Hindus } and reached this
place on the morning of Navomi.\fn{ The third day of the same puja—navami literally means the ninth day of the lunar month }
We were welcomed with the greatest cordiality. Here was a fine Jattra.\fn{ Jatra or Yatra is a kind of open-air folk theatre }
… Believe me, my dear Gour, tho’ treated here with the greatest respect, cordiality and honour, I am dying for
Calcutta; all my dreams of pleasure—that is—about your visiting my house—and my visiting yours, have
vanished like Alnaschar’s “Castle!” How truly doth Burns\fn{ Robert Burns (1759-96), a Scottish poet } says:
The best laid scheme o’ mice an’ men
—Are often disconcerted

(I do not remember the second line)—I here do nothing but sleep and eat, and now and then read a little out of
Campbell\fn{Thomas Campbell (1777-1844), a Scottish Romantic poet } and a book called Letters from Italy.\fn{The full
stanza from Burns (To A Mouse) is actually: The best laid schemes | o’ mice an’ men | gang aft a-gley, | And lea’e us naught but grief an’
pain, | for promised joy}

You need not write to me here; I will be with you on Monday next at the College. Well, in this vacation you
haven’t honoured my house with your “Royal presence”—but, others are fast approaching—Kartik Poojah—
Sama Poojah—Jagut—Dhatree.\fn{Three different pujas close to one another. Shyama (spelt Shama by Durt) or Kali Puja is
another important puja, to some people more important than Durga Puja} I had here a little love affair. Thus, you see, from an
anchorite and monk, I am becoming a decided Rake: If B.B.D.\fn{ Banku Bihari Dutt, as before} is there, give him my
compliments and remember me to your dear uncle. I hope I will take you by surprise one day at yours before our
school commences again.\fn{Hindu College was to open on 24 October after the puja holidays}
10
20th October 1842, to Gour
Here’s the last letter I shall have to write you from Tumlook. Perhaps we will leave this nasty place tonight.
Well, we will meet very soon, Good bye.\fn{ From the next letter it becomes clear that it was written on Friday and it was not 20,
but 21 October}
11
[23 October 1842], to Gour
Last Friday I wrote a letter, which I believe, has reached you by this time. That letter was written in the
greatest haste imaginable. I recollect to have written you in that letter [that] I will start tonight but I have not, nor
do I think I shall be able to do so in the course of a few days more. I know our school recommences tomorrow,
but I have no power to fly to Calcutta. Now do I curse the moment in which I gave way to the desire of
accompanying my father to this nasty place. I am grieved to think that I will not meet ye tomorrow; but, Gour,
there’s one consolation for me—I am come nearer the sea which will perhaps see me at a period (which I hope is
not far off) ploughing its bosom for “England’s glorious shore” … The sea from this place is not very far; what a
number of ships have I seen going to England! But to depart from this subject, it is always a very awkward task to
write to persons from whom we receive no answer. And why is the task awkward? Because the writer may not
know whether the persons he writes to is vexed at his writing or pleased. Well I do not—nay, Gour Dass, I cannot
give way to such an idle fear that you are vexed with me for this constant scribbling. If you are, for charity’s sake,
keep it concealed. Do not write to me for I am uncertain of my stay here. Believe me as happy as I can be at so
great a distance from you, and that I am truly yours,
P. S. Excuse if I have made any mistake, I cannot peruse what I have written for want of time.
12
28th October 1842, to Gour
Do you receive the letters I write to you? ’pon my word—a most tormenting—torturing—excruciating
uncertainty it is. You have no fault. I myself always prevent you to write to me. If you continue the same sort of
thing I left you, that is if some grand revolution of sentiments and feelings has not taken place in you—I need not
trouble myself with the idle fear that you are vexed at my constant scribbling. But to depart from this subject I am
sorry to inform you that the little English I had is, by this time, gone by half, and my little talent at versifying is
also gone. Know, then, that I attempted lately to write some verses on a certain subject, but could not write a
single line in about four hours. I have either left my Muse with you or she is no more. Don’t think my “Day is
over”. I believe my Muse disdains to retire\fn{ According to Nagendranath Som, “repair”. See his Madhu-smriti (2nd edn,
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Calcutta: Gurudas Chattopadhyay & Sons, 1954), p. 577 }

to such a place as I am writing from i.e. Tumlook. But when I go
to Calcutta I will drown you with poetry. This, I hope, is the last letter you shall have from Tumlook. We start
either tonight or tomorrow. Well, Monday\fn{ 31 October. The College reopened afrer the autumn holidaYs on 24 October } next
at the College we will meet.
Be sure of that, as well as that I continue truly, eternally, and most affectionately yours,
13
25th Nov. 1842, to Gour
I believe you recollect my once hinting to you of a resolution or rather desire of keeping away from college,
during D.L.R.’s\fn{David Lester Richardson, the Principal of Hindu College. While Dutt adored Richardson, he hated the VicePrincipal, James Kerr. Richardson was on leave prior to his retirement } absence. Now I have made up my mind to it, that is, I
will not go to college until D.L.R.’s return, be it of whatever duration—I don’t care. I have no great liking for any
of my fellow collegians, except a few souls who love me, and whom I loveand I hate the damned fellow
Kerr.\fn{James Kerr. He was first the headmaster of the junior section of Hindu College (1841) and then became the Principal when
Richardson returned to England in April 1843} This will do me no harm—none whatever—
A fig for your scholastic fame,
Your Scholarship and Prizes:

except one—a mighty one—that is, it will deprive me of the pleasure of your company, of which I am
passionately fond—as I am of you. This sounds like flattery, but it is not so. It is truth. There is not in this wide
world a soul I prize so much as thine. You have in you all that is noble, generous, disinterested, tender, and what
not? God bless you, my lad! Never did I dream of finding a heart so true, so susceptible of true friendship as
yours, in this “deceitful” world of ours. As long as I live—in whatever climate may my Fates lead me, thou shalt
be remembered, and that with the tenderest feelings of friendship. When I go to England, which period, I hope is
not very far—(next cold season)—I intend taking a picture of yours, let it cost me whatever it will. I will sell my
very clothes for it—a miniature picture of course. This is what I have been thinking of today; I must do it. If
circumstances allow, I intend taking one, even, before my departure for England. If you are acquainted with any
artist—native—English—let me know of it.\fn{Photography had not started in Bengal at that time. William Radice in his D.Phil.
dissertation (Oxford, 1987) pointed out that this mention of taking a picture is strikingly similar to a letter written by Lord Byron and
quoted in the biography of Byron by Thomas Moore. Byron was Dutt’s favourite poet at that time and he was still reading Moore’s
biography while writing this letter} I am resolved to possess a picture of thy sweet-self I am afraid I have written enough
on this subject. Don’t think it flattery—don’t—don’t—don’t. Will you come to see thy poet\fn{ Dutt was already
dreaming of becoming a poet like Byron and had asked Basak to write his biography } here on Sunday next? If you do, bring Moti

with you; and let me know that I may be prepared, (poor as I am), to receive so beautiful a guest as yourself But
this is idle—I know you won’t—you have everything but inclination to honour my “humble shed” with your
handsome presence!!! This letter is already too long. However, let me write a few lines more.
My father is going to a noble friend of his tomorrow. We won’t have the Jatra. When you go to college,
remember me to Moti and Madhab\fn{ Madhab Mitra, Dutt’s class friend and Digambar Mitra’s younger brother. Moti was also
one of his classmates. I could not find his full name } and Boncu,\fn{Banku Bihati Dutt, Dutt’s class friend } if the beggars\fn{Dutt
used the term beggar as a swearing word } come to college. Don’t forget. I am reading Tom Moore’s Life of my favourite
Byron\fn{Thomas Moore’s biography of Lord Byron, called The Life and Letters of Lord Byron (1838). This book is mentioned in at
least two other letters}—a splendid book upon my word! Oh! How should I like to see you write my “Life” if I
happen to be a great poet—which I am almost sure I shall be, if I can go to England.
P .S. An answer shall be very, very, very pleasing, my Gour!
2nd P. S. I know there is nothing that deserves any reply, yet—write—write—write!!!
14
26th November 1842, to Gour
There’s a bottle (or whatever you please to call it) of Pomatum\fn{ Pomade or perfume} for you. I don’t require
your thanks, but you must praise my readiness in obeying you; I am sorry, I am not yet able to procure
Lavender\fn{A kind of perfume made from lavender flowers} for you; you must excuse this; I am very much importuning
the man, the damned shopkeeper who supplies me with these things. Tomorrow I won’t go to college, this is my
resolution. I hate college, I hate Kerr, I hate B.\fn{ It is not clear who this was; it could be Beni Bose } I am now plotting
against my own parents. (I won’t explain this, understand it yourself.) By the bye, last evening you had
impudence to tell me (at M.I.’s)\fn{ Mechanic’s Institute} that you will inform my father about my intension of
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running away to England and thereby prevent me from doing so! If these are what really you think, you are no
friend of mine, I can assure you. If these are your sentiments, you would be damned! Perhaps, you think I am very
cruel, because I want to leave my parents. Ah! My dear! I know that, and I feel for it. But “to follow poetry,” (says
A. Pope)\fn{Alexander Pope (1688-1744) English poet} “one must leave father and mother.”\fn{Pope's exact words are: “to
follow Poetry as one ought, one must forget father and mother, and cleave to it alone.” } Too much of this. You are wise, think on
it. I intend to write you a long letter but unfortunately a host of friends (acquaintances) are sitting round me. I am
called away to play the chess, my favourite chess. Write as long a letter as you please. I like to read long letters
from you. The answer of this will, I believe, begin, “Surely you are loading me with presents, etc.” How acute my
memory! I read your letters with so much attention that I can repeat them (each of them) word per word, tho’ you
could not recollect something of a letter of mine last evening at the M.I.’s!
Excuse this shameful scrawl. My pen is bad and I don’t know how to mend one! Mind, I won’t go to College
tomorrow. I intend writing a note to the damned fellow Kerr for leave of months. I hope he will grant it. If he
won’t I don’t care: but I will absent, I will, I will.
This is not a long letter! Write one exactly as long (longer if you can) as this, and believe me.
15\fn{When he wrote this letter, Dutt did not know that his parents had arranged his marriage with an underage girl. Later that night, he
came to know about the proposed marriage}
27th Nov. [1842], to Gour
There! I begin this with a critique on the pigmy letter you sent as an answer to the gigantic one I wrote you.
You begin—“to stumble at the threshold is no good omen”—mind, you begin—I send you the “Shakespeare”.
Had you been my pupil, Gour—depend upon it—I would whip you to death or do something worse. “The article
‘The’ (A, too) is never used before a proper noun”—&c. &c. Again, ‘The’ Moore’s Poem!!! etc. etc. Be careful for
the future. “You like my letters”—eh?—I’m flattered— very much flattered—and gratified—I have done with
Tom’s Life of Byron.\fn{Thomas Moore’s The Lift and Letters of Lord Byron (1838)} The chapter, wherein the death of my
noble favourite is detailed, drew forth tears from me rather in an abundant degree. But who the devil can read that
part of Tom (excellent fellow!) without shedding tears? I send you the book and it is my particular desire—(mind
you must obey me, as I do you) that you should read this book thro’ at the expeme of anything it might cost you. It
belongs to M.\fn{Possibly Madhab Mitra, one of Dutt’s class friends } Here is a letter for him; give it to him when you see
him at College. By the bye, how are you getting on, ye Collegians! H. C.\fn{ Hindu College} is an earthy
“Pandemonium” with his damned Satanic Majesty Kerr at the head of its vile occupants; (you and a few others
excepted, of course). But to depart from this, are you coming to the M.I.\fn{ The Mechanic’s Institute} this evening?
An “ay or nay” is all I require for an answer. We will meet there. Pray, answer the last question about going to
M.I. and believe (as usual) Yours ever,
P. S. Send me Tom’s Byron’s Life. I can assure you—it will well repay the trouble of a perusal. So interesting it
is that nothing can be pleasanter—at least to me than its pages—full of everything to make the reader gay, sad and
thoughtful and so forth.\fn{This P.S. seems to belong to another letter. Whereas in the letter itself Dutt says that he is sending the
Byron biography to Basak, in the P.S. he asks Basak to send it to him }
P. S. 2nd. My resolution (of not going to College during D.L.R.’s\fn{ David Lester Richardson, Dutt’s most favourite
teacher and patron} absence) now and then gives way to the desire of going and enjoying your company there. But
that is foolish—isn’t it?—eh, what do you say?
P. S. 3rd. I intended to write you a short letter, as you are, so I opine, by this time, quite disgusted with my long
ones; but so Fate wills and let her will be done.
16\fn{From what he wrote in the earlier letter, ir seems at that time he was not aware of the fact that his parents had already arranged a
marriage for him with an underage girl. This letter shows how upset he was at the possibiliry of this marriage. How strongly Dutt believed
in a love marriage and feared an arranged marriage is reflected in this letter. This incident later changed the course of Dutt’s life }
27th Nov. [1842], to Gour
It is the hour for writing love-letters since all around, now, is love-inspiring. But, alas! The heart that
“Melancholy marks for her own”,\fn{ The original of Thomas Gray (Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard) is slightly different:
“And Melancholy marked him for her own.” } imparts its own morbid hues to all around it; and how can I, the most
wretched being, on whom yon “refulgent lamp of night”\fn{A quotation ftom Alexander Pope: “As when the moon, refulgent
lamp of night, | O’er heaven’s clear azure sheds her sacred light, | When not a breath disturbs the deep scene | And not a cloud o’ercasts the
solemn scene; …”} now shines, write love-letters or gay letters? You don’t know the weight of my afflictions, I wish

(Oh! I really wish) that somebody would hang me! At the expiration of three months from hence I am to be
married; dreadful thought! It harrows up my blood and makes my hair stand like quills on the fretful porcupine!
My betrothed is the daughter of a rich zamindar;\fn{This was the zamindar Dutt mentioned as his father’s “noble friend” in
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Letter no. 13}—poor

girl! What a deal of misery is in store for her in the ever-inexplorable womb of Futurity! You
know my desire for leaving this country is too firmly rooted to be removed. The sun may forget to rise, but I
cannot remove it from my heart. Depend upon it—in the course of a year or two more—I must either be in
England or cease “to be”\fn{ Obvious reference to Hamlet} at all;—one of these must be done! You are my friend,
Gour! I disclose these secrets to you, without the slightest fear of their ever seeing the light: You are a gentleman.
Hitherto I kept these secrets even from you. But now I cannot; I want sympathy—and to whom am I to look for
it? I won’t go to College tomorrow; excuse me for this piece of haughty disobedience. You are loved—and
honoured—and ever shall be so, I will show you my wretched-self, now and then;—but to College—I will not, I
cannot go. I hate the damned fellow Kerr. He wounded my feelings. By the bye—what do you mean by writing to
me—“I will act the part of a friend”? Upon my word, I don’t understand it; you really mystify me; explain this
fully. If you don’t go to College today, let me know of it. Perhaps I might give a call on you—but if you have
nothing of importance to keep you away, pray do go. Don’t absent for my sake—that would be quite silly—
foolish. Remember me to Madhab\fn{Madhab Mina, Digambar Mitta’s younger brother and Dutt’s close friend } and
Moti.\fn{Dutt’s class friend. His full name is not known } Give my love to both of them. Pray send me my Tom
Moore,\fn{Thomas Moore’s The Lift and Letters of Lord Byron (1838)} and that volume of your Shakespeare which contains
his Othello and Hamlet. If Othello and Hamlet are not in one volume, send me the two that contain them; and
believe me,
17fn{This letter was written most probably at the beginning of the second week of January 1843—soon after the prize-giving ceremony at
the Town Hall on 5 January 1843. By that time Kerr had sent the medal to Dutt’s father }
[8 or 15 January 1843], to Gour
You are such a boy that you scarcely deserve any favour at all. You see how many times you have disappointed
me, but, however, I should be glad to see you at any time you please. Give my compliments to Babu B.N.\fn{ Full
name not known} I have got my medal sent me yesterday by Mr Kerr.3 Excuse me, Gout', I can't write anything else,
today being Sunday.\fn{The first Sunday after the prize-giving ceremony was 8 January 1843} Yours as ever,
P. S. By the bye, I am writing a long poem.
18
[Mid January 1843], to Gour
Well, if you can’t bring B.\fn{Most probably Banku Bihati Dutt, a close friend of Dutt. In his memoirs he wrote that he had
dined a number of times at Dutt’s house. It is certainly not Bhudeb; Bhudeb was a Brahmin and never dined at Dutt’s house, the latter being
a Kayastha} and M.,\fn{Madhab Mitta, Dutt’s class friend and Digambat Mitta’s younger brother } don’t come this evening—I
mean to my dinner, but you are welcome to come and see me. Do come. My medal\fn{ This is the medal he referred to
in the previous letter, which he won for an essay on female education } is with my father—I am very busy about sending to
press a poem (not for publication, but merely to have a proof copy for myself). My respects to Boloy.\fn{ Obviously
a common friend of Dutt and Basak, but his full name is not known } If you don’t come this evening, I will be sadly

disappointed. I have many things to tell you. On the other side of this paper there goes a note to B.
19\fn{From the mention of the hymn which Dutt wrote on the occasion of his conversion and of giving a copy of that to Mr. Kerr, as well
as from the acknowledgement that some copies of the hymn were still left, it seems this letter was written some days after his conversion
on 9 February 1843—perhaps towards the end of February}

[February? 1843], to Gour
Most dearly-loved and much-valued friend. What’s the matter with you? Can’t you write a few lines to me? Do
not forget me, for by that you break a most solemn and oft repeated promise. There are some copies of my hymn:
Give one to Mr. Kerr with my respects. If you like to write to me send your letter to the care of the Revd. K. M.
Banerjea,\fn{Krishna Mohan Banerji (1813-85) was one of the students of Henry Derozio. He was profoundly influenced by the latter
and lost his faith in Hinduism, especially in its social customs. He was, among high-caste Hindus, one of the early converts to Christianity,
who later became a priest. When Dutt wanted to convett to Christianity, Banerji helped him. Apart from his missionary work, Banerji was
known for his scholarship. He published a number of books of which a Bengali encyclopaedia called Bidyakaipadrom was the most well
known. Banerji was a priest at Christ Church (in Calcutta) when this letter was written by Dutt } Christ Church. Give my
compliments to Bholanath,\fn{Bholanath Chandra (1822-1910) was a class friend of Dutt at the Hindu College. He later became a
well-known scholar on the history and society of Bengal. He published quite a few books and was also known for his contribution to early
political activities in Bengal} if you see him.

P. S. Excuse haste.
20\fn{Dutt wrote this letter from Old Church after his conversion; however, it is difficult to say exactly when he did so. It might have
been soon after his conversion, when at the end of all the excitement Dutt suddenly found himself deserted both by his Hindu friends and
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the missionaries. His friends might also have been at that stage under some pressure from their parents not to go to the church to see the
baptized Dutt. Later, Dutt was able to establish a more or less close communication with some of his friends, especially Basak. After
several months, Dutt left Old Church and started to live with the Rev. Thomas Smith }

[February/March 1843], to Gour
“He is a friend indeed, who helps you in need”—says the proverb. Well, I am “in need” and if you are my
“Friend indeed” show it now. Do you think I want to borrow money from you? Do you think I want to tease your
interest with friends to procure me anything? No. No. No. Nothing of the sort. Don’t startle. Alas! I am alone! and
am “in need” that is I want company. Well, will you come and pass this day with me? I am almost sure you won’t,
but still as you profess to be my friend, I think it something like duty in me to inform you that I am dreadfully “in
need”.
21\fn{Although no dates have been mentioned, it is not difficult to guess when this letter was wtitten. The Principal of Hindu College,
Richardson, left Calcutta by the ship Bengal on 15 April 1843. Therefore, this letter must have been written after 15, but before 19 April, as
it was on this day that James Kerr was appointed Principal of Hindu College }
[April? 1843], to Gour
“Can I cease to love thee! No!”\fn{ The quotation is from Byron’s Maid of Athens: “Though I fly to Istambol, | Kiss thy soft
cheeks’ blooming tinge; | Athens holds my heart and soul: | By those wild eyes like the roe, Can I cease to love thee? No! …”}—said the
poet to his mistress, but so say I to a dearer being, a friend, a true (which is very rare), a true friend! I plead
myself guilty for not answering your affectionate letters. I won’t go to England till December next. I am now
about to come and live with or rather near to my father.\fn{ It seems from this letter that Dutt and his parents reached an
understanding. It was planned that he would live somewhere near his parental home. However, in spite of this understanding, Raj Narayan
Dutt was not able to ignore the social outcry that was raised at his son’s conversion. Therefore, he did not ask his son to come back home
and live with them} I am not going to England with Mr. Dealtry;\fn{ Thomas Dealtry (1796-1861), the Archdeacon of Calcutta,
who baptized Dutt} my father won’t allow that. I saw D.L.R.\fn{ David Lester Richardson resigned and wanted to return to
England permanently. However, he later came back to Calcutta and taught at a number of colleges including Hindu College. He finally
returned to England in February 1861} no less than 50 times before his departure and was one of the first persons that

knew of his intention. I saw him a few hours before his setting off. Well, how are you getting on? Don’t fear that I
should ever forget you, but don’t forget me yourself. I have bought four beautiful books from D.L.R. at 26 Rs. I
have written very little poetry ever since my baptism; I am plotting something though. They will appear, where do
you think, boy? In no less a place than London itself Do you see Beny Bose?\fn{ One of Dutt’s class friends} I wonder
I can’t forget the fellow, tho’ he has been never, at least for the last two years, a friend to me. Remember me to
Bhoodeb,\fn{Bhudeb Mukherji, Dun’s close friend} Bunco,\fn{Banku Bihari Dun, Dutt’s close friend} etc.
Post Scriptum. Who is going to be the Principal? Kerr, I suppose. D.L.R. told me so. Has Bhoodeb got his
medal?\fn{The silver medal Mukherji won for his essay on female education. Dutt won the gold medal, awarded at the annual prizegiving ceremony on 5 January 1843 at the Town Hall. Kerr sent Dun’s medal to Raj Narayan soon after this ceremony }
22\fn{This letter was probably written in May 1843. D.L.R. left Calcutta on 15 April and James Kerr was appointed Principal on 19 April.
He soon issued an order asking the students of the college not to see Dutt without written permission from the Principal. It is obvious that
Dutt, who used to be surrounded by his friends, started to miss them as a result of Kerr’s order. He particularly missed Basak, and refers to
that at the beginning of the letter}

[Old Church, 1843], to Gour
Doodeen chardeenetei ato!!!\fn{The Bengali phrase follows, and then this translation: So much of change in so few days! }
Now if you are really desirous to see me, come here, Old Church,\fn{ Dutt was baptized in this church, where he later
lived for several months until he started living with the Rev. Thomas Smith, a missionary of the Scottish Church }Mission Row. You
will say you have no conveyance; well, hire a palkee,\fn{A palanquin} do, I will pay, .I will. I have plenty of money.
If you say you have no paper for writing to Mr. Kerr\fn{ James Kerr. After his conversion, Dutt lost his place at Hindu College,
which was open only to upper caste Hindus; moreover, the governors of the College became alarmed at the conversion and advised all
students not to see any Christians, including Dutt, without wtitten permission of the Principal } for giving you permission to come
away, here’s a bit. I conjure you by the ties of friendship to come and see me here (O.C.)\fn{ Old Church}
Come brightest Gour Dass, on a hired palkee,
And see thy anxious friend

Please do request Shib\fn{Shib was one year higher than Dutt} of the first class to return my Eutropius.\fn{ Author of a
Let him keep my Eton Grammar. I have got one, but let him return my Eutropius as soon
as he can. Let him read this note.
Latin history of the Romans }

23\fn{This letter seems to have been written not long after Dutt’s conversion—perhaps within a couple of months or even less }
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[1843], to Gour
Many, many apologies for this delay in answering your kind, sweet and balmy letter. It came to hand just as I
was preparing myself for dinner. I am extremely gratified at the friendly feelings you evince towards me. But I
cannot help pitying you for some mistakes you seem to labour under. (I mean unfortunately labour under.) Why
should the hour that brought Mr. Dealtry here be stigmatized as inauspicious? Do you think that he persuaded me
to embrace Christianity? You are miserably, pitifully mistaken. I am so happy to think that I shall see sweet you in
our “old assignation”.\fn{Mechanic’s Institute} But why not come and see me here today? Come, take Mr. Kerr’s
permission; hire a palkee, I will pay.
24\fn{The date of this letter is difficult to determine as it has little internal evidence. However, this letter seems related to Letter no. 7
and/or Letter no. 28, in which Dutt makes a similar complaint of not finding Basak at home. It might have been written towards the end of
1842 or even 1843}

[1843?], to Gour
The Baboo M. S. Dutt’s cqmpliments to the Baboo G. D. Bysack, and begs to inform him that he called here at
sacrifice of time—and some money too—to have the pleasure of the Baboo G’s company; The Baboo G. it should
seem is now peculiarly fond of being “not at home.” The Baboo M. wants language to express the keenness of his
disappointment, but, as it is, the Baboo M. has no alternative but to make his “exit”. He can’t sit alone.
25\fn{It is difficult to say how long after his conversion Dutt wrote this letter. However, the same form of address—“Christian M.S.
Dutt”—can be seen in two other letters, one dated 1845. Therefore, it is reasonable to guess that this letter was written more or less at the
same time}
[1843/44?], to Gour
I am sorry to say that I did not read your very kind letter (of this morning) till many hours after your man left it
here. I was fast asleep when it came to hand. What a pity my dear fellow! However, here are three tickets for you.
I ought to have had 16, but they've sent me eight.\fn{ It seems Dutt means the ticket to a show } Wait, I will not let it pass
with silence. What treachery-what falsehood! What abomination!
P. S. You write on the back of your letter “To Christian M.S. Dutt from G.D.B.” I do not like it.
26\fn{From the scant internal evidence, it is difficult to say when this letter was written. However, from the reference to George
Thompson it might seem that it was written in 1843, as Thompson was in Calcutta at that time and had generated a great deal of interest
among the Bengali elite by actively supporting social reform and encouraging reform of the East India Company’s laws }
[1843?], to Gour
Here’s the pamphlet which contains (not Mr. George Thompson)\fn{An English social reformer, who worked for the
abolition of slavery in many countries and who came to visit Calcutta with Dwarakanath Tagore. He was in Calcutta during 1843 and
participated in many discussions on social and political reforms } but an article about him. I am very much obliged to all your

friends. I will be very glad to see them at any time you would appoint, except Sundays and Thursdays.
I do not like “My dear Christian Friend M. etc.”\fn{Dutt told Basak about his dislike of being called or addressed “Christian
Friend Madhusudan” in the earlier letter as well}
27\fn{The internal evidence suggests little other than the fact that the letter was written sometime after Dutt’s conversion }
[1843], to Gour
You ought to know, Baboo, that I have no longer 50 people under me ready to do anything and to go anywhere
I like. Your cap has lain with me from time immemorial. I had no one to send it to you through. Now I send it with
apologies for this delay—and the assurance that (though you have forgotten me) I love you with the same zeal and
affection that I had for you once.
28\fn{From his mention of an exam, it seems this letter was written after Dutt moved to Bishop’s College in November 1844 }
[1845?], to Gour
I can’t deny that I have given you cause of complaint; but the thing is—I have been most woefully off with
regard to health—headaches etc. etc.—my old tormentors\fn{ The use of the Latin phrase also suggests that this letter was
written from Bishop’s College. Dutt had started to study Latin and Greek at Bishop’s College. However, it seems from what the Principal of
Bishop’s College wrote soon after his admission to that College that he had, in addition to Latin, learnt some Greek as well at the first
school he attended in Calcutta. See Professor U. Wither’s letter to E. Hawkins, dated 20 November 1844, C. Ind; 1/12/11, S.P.G. Papers,
Rhodes House, Oxford University} have been bothering me for the last month; besides, my time is too much engaged. I
am also preparing for Examination!!! What say you to that, “O tempus, O mores!” as the Latin poet\fn{ Marcus
Tullius Cicero’s original is: “O tempora, O mores! (Oh, the times! Oh, the manners!” in Catilinam Speech 1, ch. 1 } says that is in plain

English—“Oh, the times! Oh, the manners!” By the bye—I called at your place some evenings back, I fear your
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infernal servants didn’t apprize you of it. You were out, well, I fear you are giving way to the vices too prevalent
amongst our Indian youths of education.\fn{Dutt made a similar comment in an earlier letter. From what Shibnath Sastri
(Ramtanu Lahiri O Tatkalin Bangasamaj) and contemporary newspapers wrote, it seems that in the 1830s and 1840s it was quite common
among young men to go to prostitutes and it was not looked down upon as a great vice } But, hang me, I don’t know what I am

writing—amy head is not at all steady now—don’t think I am drunk—but I have a horrible attack of rheumatism,
gout now grinding my poor bones.
29
27th January 1845, to Gour
It is a matter of regret to me that I haven’t been able to answer your two very kind letters ere this; but if you
were to know how my time is engaged here, I am sure you would excuse me. However, at any time that is
convenient to you, I should be extremely happy to see you as well as the friends you intend to bring with you. By
the bye, you ought to address me [in] the following manner:
“M. Dutt Esqr. or Baboo” (if you please), Bishop’s College; and nothing more.\fn{ Gourdas Basak addressed Dutt as
“Christian M. M. Dutt” in the previous letter as well. Dutt did not like this communal and narrow-minded address and wrote about his
disapproval in that letter. However, in spite of this, Basak addressed Dutt in the same manner in this letter. Dutt, therefore, directly told
Basak how he should address him } I must beg pardon for this short letter, but upon my word, I can’t afford a minute

more; so good-night.
30\fn{“Fear for publicity” and “believe me to remain yours eternally” both suggest that this letter was almost certainly addressed to
Bhudeb Mukherji. However, it is difficult to say exactly when it was written. Most probably it was written soon after Dutt joined Bishop’s
College. It might have been written before as well, but certainly after he had converted to Christianity}
[1845], to Bhudeb?
Thank you for your kind note. Just drop me a line or two in the morning previous to your and friend
Madhab\fn{Most probably Madhab Mitra, Digambar Mitra’s younger brother } and Gour’s honouring me with a visit. I would
beg of you three to come in full dress, id est quite Mirza-like (Hindustani dress I mean) as the place we shall have
to go is a European’s. Don’t fear for publicity, it is as private as the inmost core of old Nick’s heart. Remember
me to M\fn{Madhab} and believe me to remain yours eternally.
P. S. Excuse paper, haste and all.
31\fn{Although the date given by Dutt at the top of this letter is incomplete, it is not difficult to find out when it was written. 17 August
was a Sunday in 1845, when Dutt was a student of Bishop’s College}
17th August [1845], to Gour
It is very lucky that our Michaelmas vacation commences from 9 o’clock tomorrow. I shall be most happy to
do anything for you. If you want me, just let a carriage wait for me either at Baboo’s or the Kidderpore
Ghaur\fn{Baboo’s Ghat and Kidderpore Ghat were both piers or places with loading and unloading facilities for boats} precisely at 9
o’clock—the latter place would be more convenient. As it is Sunday, I cannot write to you at any length, so
goodbye.
32\fn{From the scant evidence the letter offers. it is difficult to say exactly when it was written. However, from the reference to what
dress Basak should wear it seems it was possibly written in 1845. Later Basak got used to the kind of formal dress acceptable at Bishop’s
College}
13th October [1845?], to Gour
Come by all means, if you can; but make up your mind to remain to a late hour, as I cannot exactly be at your
service the whole day. I am very busy just now, but come by all means. If you don’t find me in my room when
you come, sit down and amuse yourself. Come in your proper dress, as you may see people in my room to whom I
would wish to introduce you. What a cool and splendid day!
33
7th January 1846, to Gour
It is very unfortunate that your letter should reach me just at this time. I am about to dress to go out to a party!
Altho’ I cannot fully reply to your kind and affectionate note, or rather, letter just now, I hope to do so soon. I am
sure, I am a great villain not to mind more those who really love me and do not suffer the all-destroying hand of
time to work any change in their hearts towards me. Soroop\fn{ Swarup Banerji, one of Dutt’s class friends} was here the
other day. More by and bye. Good evening, my beloved friend.
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34
20th July 1846, to Gour
I am really sorry to say that for various reasons I have suffered our last vacation to pass without giving you a
call. I cannot, of course, call on you now, as it is term-time with us. I shall be most happy to see you whenever
you come down. We would talk over the subject of your examination as soon as you come down to see me. As for
your sircar,\fn{Accountant} I don’t know Mr. C. C. Dutt at all. I only saw him once three years ago. However, I
know others who know him well, and if I can manage to procure him a letter, I will try my best to do so. Come
over as soon as you can, and you will know the result of my interference on behalf of your Sircar. By the bye, if
you still possess a book called Sohorab or some such thing—rnslation from Persian of Perdouse Toosee\fn{ A work
of the tenth-century Persian poet Ferdousi Tusi. The story of Sohrab was one of many in Shahnama or The Stories of Kings} by a Mr.
Robertson of the Bengal Civil Service, send it to me as soon as you possibly can. I hope I have given you a
correct description of the book. If not, you must try to find it out yourself.
As it is already past seven, I must go to dress. Come over as soon as you can and don't disappoint.
P. S. I once sent a man to your house but he could not find it.
35
19th May 1847, to Gour
Since I last heard from you, I have been almost half-dead with all manpers of trouble.\fn{ At the time, the relation
between Dutt and his father had become very bitter. From a letter written by one of Dutt’s teachers at Bishop’s College, it seems that, as a
result of this bitterness, Raj Narayan Dutt had either stopped paying for his son’s education (Rs 100 a month) or was going to stop. Within a
few months after this letter was written, Dutt was obliged to give up his studies at Bishop’s College and leave Calcutta for Madras. It seems
one of the causes of this bitterness was Raj Narayan’s second or possibly even third marriage } I shall be happy—very happy

indeed to see you. Come tomorrow at 11 o’clock. It’s the only day I can promise you for several weeks to come. If
your business is urgent, come by all means. Is it true that Buncoo\fn{ Banku Bihari Dutt, a class friend of Dutt. However, B.
B. Dutt was not dead after all; in fact, he survived Dutt and wrote a short memoir of him for the biographer Jogindranath Basu (1894) } is
dead? Poor fellow! I heard of it only the other day!. If you come tomorrow, send your man with a note by 5
o’clock in the morning that I may be prepared to receive you. How are you, old fellow?
C
1
I am not rich, nay, nor the future heir
To sparkling gold or silver heaped on store
There is no marble blushing on my floor
With thousand varied dies:—no gilded chair,
No cushions, carpets that by riches are
Brought from the Persian land, or Turkish shore;
There is no menial waiting at my door
Attentive to the knell: and all things rare,
Born in remotest regions, that shine in
And grace the rich-man’s hall, are wanting here.
These are not things that by blind Fate have been
Allotted ever to the poor man’s share
These are not things, these eyes have ever seen,
Tho’ their proud names have sounded in this ear!
2
But oh! I grieve not;—for the azure sky
With all its host of stars that brightly shine,
The green-robed earth with all her flowers divine,
The verdant vales and every mountain high,
Those beauteous meads that now do glittering lie
Clad in bright sun-shine,—all, oh! all are mine
And much there is on which my ear and eye
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Can feast luxurious!—why should I repine?
The furious Gale that howls and fiercely blows,
The gentler Breeze that sings with tranquil glee,
The silver Rill that gaily warbling flows,
And e'en the dark and ever-lasting Sea,
All, all these bring oblivion for my woes,
And all these have transcendent charms for me
3
I: The First Canto
The star of Eve is in the sky,
But pale it shines and tremblingly,
As if the solitude around,
So fast, so wild, without a bound,
Hath in its softly throbbing breast
Awak’d some maiden fear—unrest:
…\fn{After more lines in this vein, the author writes:}
’Tis eve—the dew’s on leaf and flower,
The soft breeze in the moonlit bower,
And fireflies with pale gleaming gems
Upon their fairy diadems,
Like winged stars now walk the deep
Of space soft-hushed in dewy sleep,
And people every leaf and tree
With beauty and with radiancy.
*
There’s light upon the heaving stream,
And music sweet as heard in dream,
And many a star upon its breast
Is calmly pillowed unto rest,
While there, as on a silver throne,
All melancholy, veiled, alone,
Beneath the pale Moon’s colder ray,
The Bride of him—the Lord of Day,
In silence droops, as in lone bower
The lovelorn maid at twilight hour.
*
She looks not on the smiling sky,
The wide expanse blue, far and high,
She looks not on the stars above
Throbbing like bosoms breathing love;
Nor lists she to the breeze so gay,
Which whispers round in wanton play,
And stirs soft waves of starry gleam
To waken her from that moody dream.
*
The moon-light’s on yon frowning pile,
But oh! how faint and pale its smile!
Methinks yon high and gloomy tower
And battlement and faded bower,
With awful hush and solitude
Have chilled its soft and joyous mood.
…\fn{This fortress is the prison of the captive princess whose guards deplore the duty that keeps them from the more active service of
their time:}
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You tell me that yon captive lone
Would grace the proudest monarch’s throne,
And that from regal bowers she came,
And halls whose splendour has no name,
Because she loved some chief whose pride
Would stoop not, e'en to win his bride,
To her proud father; for his hand
Could wield as well the warrior brand,
And his the race who ne'er hath shown
Submission to a stranger's throne;
And ne'er hath lowly bent the knee
To Powers of this wide earth that be
I grieve to hear her piteous tale;
And must such cruel fate bewail;
I grieve to hear that maiden fair
Should shed the tear of dark Despair,
And dim the luster of her eye,
And blanche her cheek’s soft, rosy dye.
But why should warrior come to dwell
Like captive in his lightless cell,
Nor list to charger’s neigh so shrill
Re-echoed far from hill to hill,
Nor midst the battle’s maddening roar,
Nor on wide plains all bathed in gore,
Wield his bright blade where foe-men throng
To spare the weak—to crush the strong!
*
“They say the Crescent’s on the gales
Which whisper in our moonlit vales:
They say that Moslemfeet have trod
The fanes of him—the Bramin’s God;
And that from western realms afar
Fast flows the tide of furious war,
Like torrent from the mountain glen,
Like lion from his bloody den,
Like eagle from the airy peak
Of skiey mount and high and bleak.
What—must we here on this lone isle
Watch yon pale Goddess’ pensive smile,
Like cravens who will shrink to bleed
E’en for the Hero’s deathless meed?”
…\fn{The guards decide to while the weary hours with song and one of their number, a soldier-minstrel or troubadour, tells the story of
the Feast of Victory:}
“The Raja sat in his gorgeous hall
In pomp the proudest earth had known,
While monarchs bowed them to his thrall,
And knelt them lowly round his throne,
The brightest gems of the South lay there
And the North’s treasures from afar.
And of the East and West so fair,
The home of Even’s dewy star:
For all were his—o'er earth and sea
His flag had waved in Victory,
From proud Himala’s realms of snow
To where upon the ocean-tide
Fair Lunka smiles in beauty’s glow
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And breathes soft perfumes far and wide,
And sits her like a regal maid
In her gay, bridal wreathes arrayed!
*
“A prouder scene the fiery sun
Had never, never shone upon!
Like golden clouds that on the breast
Of yonder Heavens love to rest,
Unnumbered hosts in bright array
Glittered beneath the noon-tide ray;
A thousand flags waved on the air,
Like bright-winged birds disporting there;
A thousand spears flashed in the light
In dazzling splendour high and bright.
The warrior-steed so fierce and proud
Neighed in wild fury shrill and loud.
The jeweled elephant too stood
In solemn pride and quiet mood;
And in the glittering pomp of war
The mail-clad hero in his car.
For nations on that glorious day
Met there from regions far away—
The mightiest on this earth that be
In all the pride of Chivairie—
To celebrate thy feast, proud Victory!
And all around the dazzled eye Met scenes of gayest revelry
For, here beneath the perfumed shade,
By some bright silken awning made,
Midst rose and lily scattered round
That blushed as if on fairy ground,
Bright maidens fair as those above
Sang softly—for they sang of Love.
…\fn{After more like this:}
“But there was one—a monarch he—
Came not to that high reverie:
They said he once had sought to gain
That chieftain’s daughter but in vain;
And that his slighted love had taught
Hate, deathless, deep and unforgot:
Such as the bosom’s inmost core
Will darkly nurse for ever-more:
Such as will ever fiercely blight
Love, Friendship, Mercy—all that's bright
And gilds Life’s path with starry light,
And parts but with the latest breath
That heaves the breast embraced by Death!
Perchance this was a whispered lie—
An idle tale—foul calumny.
Yet—tho’ Inquiry all around
Breathed from each hurried look and sound—
‘Why comes he not ?—once in this ball,
‘Now gay with blithesome festival,
‘How oft he came—a welcome guest,
‘Best loved —best cherished—honoured best?’
Calm was that chieftain’s brow and stern
From which conjecture naught could learn:
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Yes—calm it was as is the grave
Or some unruffled slumbering wave.
*
“But suddenly a warrior shell
In loud defiance rose and fell;
As if the Thunderer from on high,
To crush vain mortals met below,
In pomp and grandeur which might vie
With realms above the starry sky,
Came there to work fierce scenes of woe!
And loud it swelled and hall and bower,
And turret high and skiey tower
Shook, for it was the call to war,
Wild, fierce, and rolling from afar
The maiden’s blushing cheek was pale,
And hushed her lover’s whispered tale
The hand which strung the breathing lyre,
Seized falchions,\fn{Broad, slightly curved swords} bright as blazing fire;
And thousands from that blithesome hall,
Rushed madly forth to slay or fall!
Loud was the trumpet’s shrilly yell,
And loud the warrior’s deafening shell,
And maddened war-steed’s whirl-wind tread,
Which crushed the dying and the dead
As when within the starless gloom,
Of Himalaya’s snowy womb,
Ten thousand torrents madly roll,
To burst from out its dark control
They roar, as if each furious wave,
Writhed wild with life some Fury gave!”
…\fn{The tale of the troubadour recited to the guards was heard by the captive princess to rescue whom the singer, in reality the King of
Delhi in disguise, had thus made known his mission and identity. They managed to escape together in the night following the recital. The
second Canto opens with the Moslem siege of Delhi}

II: The Second Canto
High in his tent of costliest shawl,
Which towers midst thousands, glittering all,
Like fair pavilions Fancy’s eyes
View limned on sun-set eastern skies,
The Moslem-chief holds glad divan,
Nor fasts and lists to alcoran,\fn{ Poetic license for “listens to the Qur’an” }
And that grim brow where bigot zeal
Oft set its sternest, fiercest seal,
Smiles gaily like a lightless stream,
When Chandra sheds her silver beam,
As sweetly sounds the gay Sittar,
Like voice of Home when heard afar,
Or wild and thrilling rolls along,
Ferdousi’s high, heroic song;
For ceaseless orison and fast,
Have won Heaven’s favouring smile at last,
And when tomorrow’s sun shall rise,
On car of light from orient skies,
The first, faint blushing of his ray,
Will lead proud Conquest to her prey,
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And see the Crescent’s blood-red wave,
Gild fallen Husteena’s lowly grave!
*
A thousand lamps all gaily shine,
Along the wide extended line
And loud the laugh and proud the boast,
Swells from that fierce, unnumbered host,
And wild the prayer ascends on high,
Dark Vengeance! Thine impatient cry—
“Oh! For a glimpse of Day’s fair brow,
To crush yon city towering now,
To make each cafir-bosom feel,
The unerring blade of Moslem steel
By Allah! How I long to be,
Where myriads writhe in agony,
And mark each wretch with rolling eye
Call on false gods,—then curse and die,
Meet pilgrim for the dire domain,
Where Eblis holds his sunless reign
Tomorrow—oh!—why wilt thou, Night,
Thus veil the smile of day so bright?”
*
We want not now thy Moon and Star,
In pensive beauty shrined afar,
We want not now thy pearly dew
To dim our falchion’s blood-red hue,
Thy lonely breath thus passing by,
Like Beauty’s whispered, farewell-sigh
Go—hie thee hence!—where Rocnabad,
With murmuring waters wildly glad,
Doth woo thy stars to silver rest,
Upon its gently-heaving breast,
Or, where soon as the sun hath set,
And dome, kiosk and minaret
Glow with thy pale moon’s gentler beam,
Like the bright limnings of some dream,
The lover gaily tunes his lay—
The rosy bowers of Mosellay!
We want thee not, the brightest flood,
The fiery sun can ever shed,
Must blaze o’er warrior’s deeds of blood,
And light him on whene’er he tread,
The field where foemen fierce and brave,
Meet, slay, or win a bloody grave.
…\fn{ At this point the poem reaches its dramatic climax, and is full of fine feeling for the incidents related. The besieged monarch, the
troubadour of the first canto, knows his doom, and goes to break it to his love: }
“Oh! hast thou conquered—have they fled,
And is he come,—and are they dead?
My God—but why that hueless cheek,
Must Victory thus to true Love speak!
Oh! tell me, for thy tale must be
Of Joy since thou art come to me!
For fearful visions in my sleep,
Have made me shudder, shriek, and weep!
When wearied with long vigils kept,
I laid me down and thought I slept:
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Methought there came a warrior-maid,
With blood-stained brow and sheathless blade
Dark was her hue, as darkest cloud,
Which comes the Moon’s fair face to shroud,
And ’round her waist a hideous zone
Of hands with charnal lightnings shone,
And long the garland which she wore
Of heads all bathed in streaming gore:
How fierce the eyes by Death unsealed,
And blasting gleams which they revealed.
I shuddered—tho' I knew ’twas she,
The awful, ruthless Deity,
On whose dread altar like a flood,
There flows for aye her victim’s blood
I shuddered—for, methought, she came,
With eyes of bright consuming flame,
‘Daughter,’—she said,—‘farewell!—I go
‘The time is come,—it must be so:
‘Leave thee and thine I will tonight,’—
Then vanished like a flash of light!
*
“Again I dreamt:—I saw a pyre
Blaze high with fiercely gleaming fire
And one there came,—a warrior he,—
Tho’ faint, yet bold,—undauntedly,
And plunged—oh! God! into the flame
Which like a hungry monster rose,
And circled round his quivering frame,
A hideous curtain waving close
I shrieked—but, tell me why that start,
And paler brow and heaving heart?
Oh! tell me, hath my royal sire
Forgot his deep and ruthless ire,
And come and crushed our foemen dire?”
…\fn{It was the refusal on the part of the monarch who celebrated the Feast of Victory to come to the rescue of his brother king that
enabled the Moslem to triumph. The besieged sovereign implores his lady to fly. She answers in the spirit of ancient Hindu chivalry: }
Oh! Never,—never will this heart
Be severed, Love! to beat apart
I fear not death, tho’ fierce he be,
When thus I cling, mine own to thee!
For in the forest’s green retreat,
Where leafy branches twine and meet,
Tho’ wildly round dread Agni roars,
Like angry surge by rock-girt shores,
The soft gazelle of liquid eye
Leaves not her mate alone to die!
…\fn{The funeral pyre consumes the lovers, and the tale ends with the disappointed Moslem’s entry into the doomed city. }
High flames the fiercely kindling pyre
Like Rudra’s all consuming ire
And many a spark ascends on high
Like light-winged birds which wildly fly
Or gaily sweep along the sky;
The Rishi with his gods is there
But weeps as swells his solemn prayer,
And all around the brightening glow
Lights hueless cheek and pallid brow
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And there be murmured voice of wail,
Like mournful sigh of midnight gale,
And must he die so young, so brave,
Is there no god above to save?
*
There is a hush:—a warrior stands
Fast by that pyre of blazing brands
With all a warrior’s fearless pride
He shrinks not from the fiery tide,
Which rolls, a golden lava-stream,
And darts full many a lightning beam;
A glittering crown is on his brow
Of beauty,—tho’ all pallid now,
And in his hand a broken blade
Bathed in red gore but lately shed
He looks him round with dauntless eye,
As one who never fears to die
‘Farewell!—Death’s but a short-lived pain,
‘I Live not for a captive’s chain;
‘And now, ye gods who love the brave,
‘Smile o'er a warrior’s fiery grave!’
He paused—they looked—‘oh! he is gone,
‘His last, his boldest deed is done,
‘Husteena see thy hope expire,
‘Upon yon pile of blazing fire!’
*
But, hark! there is a shriek,—a cry,
Of wild, controlless agony
How fearfully around it rung,
As one burst thro’ that weeping throng,
And plunged into that flaming pyre,
And clove awhile the columned fire
They looked—they knew—yes, it was she,
The bride of him whose spirit there
Had burst its prison, joyously
To fly far to the realms of air
Go—ope the portals far and wide,
And let the overwhelming tide
Of foemen like an ocean glide;
What boots it now, since they must sheathe
Their blades in hearts have ceased to breathe,
And Conquest in proud triumph read
A lone, wide city of the dead!
D
1
Shine on, sweet emblem of Hope’s lingering ray,
That while the soul’s bright sunshine is o’ercast,
Gleams faintly through the sable gloom, the last
To meet beneath Despair’s dark night away!
Though lawless clouds rest round thee, and they seem,
As if, impatient to enshroud thy brow,
Yet, O sweet Star! thy dim and struggling beam,
That, like the weed which angry tempests throw,
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Far from their native soil in the dark wave,
Now, sinking, as if buried, disappears,
Now bursting forth from its dark cloudy grave,
Sails trembling on, pale with a thousand fears,
Has charms that still may please the gazer’s eye.
Than solitary tenant of the sky!
2
A form of awe he was—and yet it seemed
A sepulcher of beauty—faded, gone,
Mouldering where memory fond mourner keeps
Her lonesome vigils sad—to chronicle
The Past—and tell its tale of coming years.
Of like a giant tree in mighty war
With storm on whirlwind car and fierce array
Blasted and crushed—of all its pride bereft.
Or like a barque which oft had walked the deep
In queen-like majesty—and proudly brave—
But by the fiery hand of some dread fiend
Nursed in starless caves of ocean, shorn
Of all its beauty in the boundless surge
A phantom of departed splendor lone
289.27 A Short Account Of My Public Life\fn{by Nawab Abdul Latif Khan Bahadur (1828-1893)} Rajapur, Faridpur
District, Bangladesh (M) 9\fn{In what follows I have reproduced the exact text of those letters of commendation and notices which
the author saw fit to include in the body of his account, but have chosen to omit those attached to it in some twelve appendices, having as I
do no doubt whatever that their recipient was the very perfection of an Imperial Civil Servant, the very existence of which should excite the
admiration—and the jealousy—of the class of ladies and gentlemen which has, in the fullness of time, replaced them in those several republics which have devolved from the Empire of India. I have also suppressed his tendency—also noted in a few other authors—to the
overcapitalization of proper nouns, as that sort of stylish excess whose existence has been perhaps unduly lengthened. It was also the fashion then—even now, occasionally—to subscript letters with the addresses of their recipients, and I have also chosen to excise these:H }

In March 1849, when holding the post of Anglo-Arabic Professor in the Calcutta Mudrussah, I was appointed
Deputy Magistrate in the 24-Pergunnahs, on a salary of Rs 200 a month, by the late Sir Herbert Maddock, Deputy
Governor of Bengal.
In April 1852, I was invested with the full powers of a Magistrate; and in the following July, I was made a Jus tice of the Peace for Bengal, Behar, and Orissa.
In January 1853, I was promoted to a higher grade by the Marquis of Dalhousie, Governor of Bengal, and
placed in charge of the newly-formed Sub-Division of Kalaroa, in the 24-Pergunnahs.
From there I was transferred, in June 1854, to the more important Sub-Division of Jahanabad, in Hooghly,
where I was also subsequently made Deputy Collector. My five years’ successful administration of that troublesome Sub-Division, notorious for its frequent dacoities and highway-robberies, attracted the notice of Govern ment, and when an official of my standing and experience was required at the Sudder Station of the 24-Pergun nahs, I was transferred to Alipore in June 1859. On the eve of this transfer, Lord H. Ulick Browne, then Magis trate of Hooghly, wrote to me an exceedingly complimentary official letter of which the following is an abstract:
As the tenure of his office is drawing to a close, his services are acknowledged with thanks, as he has discharged
very satisfactorily the duties of a most difficult Sub-Division, such as Jahanabad, where his loss is to be deeply regretted.—No. 325, dated 27th June 1859.

The most respectable and influential Zemindars also of the Sub-Division,—headed by the late Baboo
Ramapersaud Roy, the well-known Pleader of the late Sudder Dewani and Nizamut Adawluts (and afterwards the
first Native Judge appointed to the High Court of Bengal), whose family residence and Zemindari were situated
within the Sub-Division,—presented me with a very flattering Farewell Address expressing their great satisfaction
at my administration of the affairs of Jahanabad and their regret at the separation of my connection with it.
In 1867, the newly-created Suburban Police Court at Alipore was placed under my charge.
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After ten years of such incumbency, I was appointed to officiate as Presidency Magistrate in Calcutta.
On being relieved by the return of the permanent incumbent, I was, on the 1 st October 1877, appointed to the
Suburban Police Court at Sealdah, and continued in this charge till the 31 st December 1884, on which date I retired from the Service of Government.
The above will shew that, for a period of close upon thirty years, it was my good fortune to occupy a position
of some prominence at Alipore, Sealdah, and Calcutta, under the direct eye of the Heads of the Local Administration.
It would not, I think, be out of place here to mention that, after receiving increases from time to time, I was, in
January 1862, promoted to the then First Grade of the Subordinate Executive Service, on a pay of Rs.700 a
month, and in July 1875, when an appointment on Rs.800 a month was sanctioned for this service, I was adjudged
entitled to it and for many years before my retirement, I occupied the position of being at the head of the Subordi nate Executive Service.
I have thus far confined myself to a bare narrative of the different steps which I attained in the ordinary course
of promotion by the efficient discharge of my official duties. Judicial officers cannot claim infallibility, and in stances must always occur of a Superior Court taking a different view of facts upon the evidence, or arriving at a
different conclusion upon a debateable question of Law, or exercising its discretion in a different way. But I may
confidently say, that for the long period of about thirty-six years, there has not occurred a single instance in which
my decision as a Judicial Officer has been reversed by a higher tribunal, as wilful, perverse, totally unfounded, or
oppressive.
In addition to my work as a Magistrate, I have frequently been called upon to undertake onerous and important
honorary public duties, which afforded unmistakeable proofs of the confidence of my superiors in my judgment
and usefulness, and were very gratifying to my personal ambition.
In January 1862, during the Administration of the late Lord Canning, when Legislative Councils were first cre ated in the several Presidencies of India, Sir J. P. Grant, Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, did me the high honor of
nominating me to the Bengal Council, being the first Mahomedan ever appointed, and at that time, the only one in
any of the Legislatures, Local or Imperial.
On the expiration of such service, extending over two years, I received the official thanks of Sir Cecil Beadon,
then Lieutenant-Governor, in the following terms:
The Lieutenant-Governor fully recognises the value of the services you have rendered to the State as a Member of
the Local Legislature, and desires to express his acknowledgements for the valuable counsel and assistance he has re ceived from you.

In 1870, during the Viceroyalty of the late Lord Mayo, I was a second time selected for this honorable post by
the late Sir William Grey; and for the third time in 1872, when Lord Northbrook was Governor-General and Sir
George Campbell, Lieutenant-Governor. Upon this last occasion, His Honor addressed me as follows:
Belvedere, Alipore.
The 30th December, 1872.
My Dear Moulvie:
I don’t think the Mahomedan Community could be better represented in the Legislative Council than by your self,
and I shall be glad if you will serve for another term. I understand that you have only served two years since you last
came in.
Yours sincerely,
G. Campbell

Sir George Campbell’s resignation occurred very soon after this appointment, and my term was principally
passed under the Presidency of Sir Richard Temple, who afterwards wrote to me from Bombay to say that he had
“a very favourable impression of my services in the Legislative Coucil of Bengal.”
Besides taking a keen interest in the general legislation of the country, I took an intelligent part in almost all
the measures which came before the Bengal Council during my incumbency.
During my first term particularly, I introduced and finally carried through, in the face of strong opposition, a
Bill for the Regulation of Hackney Carriages in the Town and Suburbs of Calcutta. This Act has been in force
Since 1863, and has proved a great boon to the public.
During my third term, I took an active part in carrying through the Council a Bill for the Voluntary Registration of Mahomedan Marriages and Divorces.
The abolition of the posts of Kazi-ul-Kuzat, Mahomedan Law Officers, and Town and Mofussil Kazis, by Act
XI of 1854, not only deprived a large number of Mahomedan gentlemen of the learned class of their appoint58

ments—in many cases the sole means of their subsistence,—but had a far wider effect in disestablishing the one
class of functionaries upon whom the entire Mahomedan population relied, as affording the only means whereby a
record might be preserved of their marriages.
A very real hardship and inconvenience was thus occasioned; especially to the poorer classes of Mahomcdans,
—the insecurity and uncertainty respecting marriages leading to serious disorganization among the lower Mahomedan population. By reviving, therefore, the offices of Kazi, in the shape of Registrars of Mahomedan Mar riages and Divorces, I felt that while a crying evil affecting the whole Mahomedan population would be remedied,
a means of livelihood, altogether independent of Government, would be also afforded to those officers whose
posts under Government had been abolished as well as to men of their class from which such appointments used
to be made.
Strongly impressed with these views, which I had held ever since 1859, when the question of the abolition of
the Office of Kazi, as one under Government, first came under the consideration of the Government of India, and
also after the passing of the Act of 1864, I was urgent in bringing the question to the attention of the Authorities,
until at last Sir George Campbell, being persuaded in favour of my project, per mitted the introduction into his
Council of a Bill for the Voluntary Registration of Mahomedan Marriages and Divorces. This Enactment has also
been of great public benefit to a large Community of Mahomedans in the several Districts in which it has been introduced in Lower Bengal.
I have had the honor from time to time of being consulted by the Government on all points concerned with the
details of the working of this measure, and at my suggestion, in May 1884, a Permanent Committee was appointed to supervise the work of the Mahomedan Registrars. Of this Committee I was nominated a Member, and I
still continue to hold this appointment.
I have been frequently asked, as a representative of the Mahomedan Community, to give my opinion upon numerous measures pending before the Legislative Council of India, and upon almost all important questions pend ing for decision before the Local and Imperial Governments, affecting the interests of the Mahomedan Community, and I have always endeavoured to furnish the Government with the best advice in my power and within my
humble comprehension.
In 1860, Sir J. P. Grant appointed me a Member of the Board of Examiners—an office which I still have the
honor to hold. A few years later, when a separate body was appointed by Government under the designation of the
Central Examination Committee for the Departmental Examination of Assistant and Deputy Magistrates and Assistant Superintendents of Police, I was honored with a place upon this Committee, and I have ever since regularly
discharged the duties which have thus devolved upon me.
In July 1861, when the Income Tax was first introduced into India by Act XXXII of1860, I was appointed by
Sir J. P. Grant to be a Member of the Board of Commissioners for carrying it out in the Town and Suburbs of Calcutta; and for a period of four years, I performed the delicate duties of the office to the best of my ability, and, I
believe, to the entire satisfaction of Government, up to the time of the repeal of the Act.
When a Municipal Corporation was first created in 1863 for the Town of Calcutta, with the Justices of the
Peace as Members, I had the honor of being placed in this civic body and so remained until 1876, when it was dis solved in favour of the establishment of Municipal Commissioners under a mixed system of election and nomination. On the introduction of this new system, I was appointed one of the Government nominees to the Municipal
Board, and continued to take a diligent part in its proceedings for two terms of three years each. In the year 1878,
when a new road was opened by the Calcutta Municipality in the Mahomedan quarter between Toltollah and
Collingah, the Municipal Commissioners were good enough to name it after me, in consideration of my services
in the interests of the Municipality.
In 1864, when a Municipality was first created for the Suburbs of of Calcutta, I was appointed a Commis sioner, and held this position until the old regime gave way to the elective principle in the beginning of 1885. I
naturally took a great interest in the Municipality of my judical jurisdiction.
In 1882, I was appointed to the post of Chairman of the North Suburban or Burranuggur Municipality, an office which I held, together with that of President of the Burranuggur Bench,—to which I had been appointed several years previously,—until my retirement from the public service. When my connection with this Municipality
was about to cease, the Municipal Commissioners held a meeting at the end of last year, presided over by the
Vice-Chairman, and recorded a vote of thanks for my services in connection with that Municipality, and also
named a newly-metalled road at Beighurria after me. At the same time, they formally adopted and placed on
record a Note, prepared by the Vice-Chairman, recounting my services as Chairman and as President of the Bench
Court of the North Suburban Town, in the course of which it is said:
During the time that Nawab Abdool Lateef, Khan Bahadoor, has been with us as our Chairman and as President of
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the Burranuggur Bench, he has done a great deal for us, and though I am confident that the Government which has hitherto delighted to honor him, will not allow him to leave its service without recognising the work that he has done, I
think it is our duty to express our gratitude for the kind interest he has always evinced in our welfare, and the valuable
assistance he has rendered to us in our first efforts at Municipal Self-government. A man of sound judgement and principle, he is one of the best Administrative Officers of the day, and I think the Burranuggur Mnuicipality was most fortu nate in getting him as their Chairman. If any proof were required of his ability and sound good sense, I think it is furnished in his popularity with the community and the respcct which is everywhere shewn to him by all classes alike.

I had some share in bringing about the establishment of the Reformatory for Juvenile Offenders at Alipore; and
when a Board of Management for that Reformatory was appointed in 1876, I was nominated one of its Members,
and I continue to be so still.
To the cause of the Education of the Natives in general and of Mahomedans in particular, I have devoted the
best years of my life; but as it is not possible to condense all that I have done and wish to say within the limits
which I have prescribed for this brief record, I give here only a resume of my work in this connection.
In 1852 and 1853, the question of educating Mahomedan youths in the English Language and Literature at tracted the attention of the Council of Education, as the attempts that had been previously made to introduce English in the Calcutta Mudrussah and to impart English Education to Mahomedan students in other parts of India
had proved failures. It was discussed with great vigour by the Members of that Council, four of whom only are
living at this time, and notably by the late Mr. J. R. Colvin.
Finding that the Mahomedan Community in general were in those days rather averse to giving their children an
English education, and even to discuss the question amongst themselves, I offered a Prize of Rs.100 for the best
Persian Essay “On the Advantages of an English Education to Mahomedan Students,” to be competed for by all
students of the Mahomedan persuasion throughout India. I offered this Prize with the sanction of the Council of
Education, and a Notification to that effect was published in the Calcutta Gazette of the 10th August 1853, under
the signature of the Secretary of the Council.
My chief object in offering this Prize was to invite to the subject the attention of those of the Mahomedan
Community throughout the country, who had not even given a thought to the question of imparting an English education to their children,—apparently as one beyond discussion,—and to elicit their opinions upon it.
The time for the competition was at first limited to five months, but was afterwards extended, with the object
of further enabling the intelligent members of the Mahomedan Community to discuss the question amongst themselves. The object aimed at was attained, as it roused the attention of the Community to the subject, and the result
was perfectly satisfactory, elaborate essays were received from the Punjab, Oudh, the North-Western Provinces,
Bengal, Behar, and even Bombay. While some of the essayists wrote strongly against giving English education to
Mahomcdan children, quoting Scripture for their purpose, and even denounced the giver of the Prize as an enemy
and revolutionizer of Islam, others took a more favourable view of the question.
A Committee of four of the most learned and influential members of the Mahomedan Community was appointed, with the sanction of the Council of Education, for the examination of the Essays; and the late Mr. J. R.
Colvin, a prominent Member of that Council and an eminent Oriental Scholar, kindly consented to serve as the
President of the Committee. Before, however, the essays were received, that gentleman was promoted from the
post of Judge of the late Sudder Dewani and Nizamut Adawluts, to the higher office of Lieutenant-Governor of
the North-Western Provinces. The question was considered of sufficient importance to induce Sir Frederick Halli day, the first Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal,—also an Oriental Scholar of great repute, —to accept the post of
President of the Committee in succession to Mr. Colvin.
The essays were accordingly examined under the presidency of Sir Frederick Halliday, and, strange to say, the
best essay was that of a Native of Bombay, who took a very practical view of the question, and the Prize was
awarded to him in 1856, by a Notification quoted in Appendix C.
About the same time, I helped the Educational authorities in the establishment of the Anglo-Persian Department of the Calcutta Mudrussah.
Shortly after, I pressed upon the attention of the authorities the necessity of making provision for giving the
Mahomedans a higher standard of education than the Anglo-Persian Department could give, and this led to the
creation of the Presidency College, chiefly with a view to enable Mahomedan students to qualify for higher Eng lish Education.
I afterwards took an active part, under the orders of Sir William Grey, in the reorganization of the Arabic De partments of the Calcutta and Hooghly Mudrussahs, and in the establishment of a Boarding-house for the students
of the latter Institution.
Subsequently, my representations, unceasingly made and pressed upon the Government from 1861, for the
proper administration of the princely Endowment of the late Haji Mahomed Mohsin, of Hooghly, attracted the no60

tice of Sir George Campbell and Lord Northbrook, and His Lordship had the kindness to make an additional grant
of Rs.50,000 per annum to the cause of Education in 1873, for the purpose of liberating the funds of the Mohsin
Endowment, which had up to that time been devoted to the support of the Hooghly College, resorted to chiefly by
Hindoo students. The funds thus liberated, helped in the foundation of three Mahomedan Mudrussahs, one at
Dacca, one at Chittagong, and the third at Rajshahye, in the creation of a large number of Scholarships for the
benefit of Mahomedan students throughout Bengal, and in the payment of two-thirds of the fees of all Mahome dan students, attached to English Colleges open to all classes of the Community.
It was also my good fortune to be able to assist, on the occasion of the Marquis of Ripon’s visit to the Calcutta
Mudrussah in January 1883, in securing a large number of permanent Prizes and Scholarships for the benefit of
Mahomedan students who had passed the Entrance Examination.
I feel gratified that, under God’s mercy, it was permitted to me to be of such service to the Government and to
my co-religionists; for, apart from the selfish view of my own success in this direction, I feel happy in the thought
that I have, in an humble way, contributed to the cause of enlightenment and good government—words which, in
a certain sense, are convertible terms.
My humble services in the cause of Education attracted the notice of the Head of the Government so early as
January 1863, when Lord Elgin honored me with the appointment of Fellow of the Calcutta University, in the following flattering terms
Calcutta, Government House
29th January 1863.

My Dear Sir:
Many reasons have combined to cause the Governor-General to deem it desirable to increase the strength of the Sen ate of the University of Calcutta, and the result of inquiries instituted by His Excellency having induced him to consider
that your nomination to this body would be attended with benefit to the University, and would be regarded by all as a
public acknowledgment of the services which it has already been in your power to render to the encouragement of let ters, and to the promotion of the interests of general education, I have received His Excellency’s commands to inquire
of you whether the appointment in question would be in accordance with your wishes. I remain,
Yours obediently,
T. J. Hovell-Thurlow,
Private Secretary

Being fully aware of the prejudice and exclusiveness of the Mahomedan Community, and anxious to imbue its
members with a desire to interest themselves in Western learning and progress, and to give them an opportunity
for the cultivation of social and intellectual intercourse with the best representatives of English and Hindoo Society, I founded the Mahomedan Literary Society in April 1863, which, by its Meetings, Lectures, and Annual Conversaziones, held at the Town Hall, has done a great deal to quicken the Mahomedan intellect and lead it in the
path of advancement, besides constituting a consultative body for advising Government on all occasions wherein
Mahomedan interests may be concerned.
This Society has now been twenty-two years in existence, and has been the means of giving a remarkable im petus to the cause of Mahomedan advancement throughout India. In every direction in which it has worked, it has
given a new tone to Mahomedan thought and feeling. It has never ceased to bring to the notice of successive Administrations, the requirements of the Mahomedan Community in regard to Education, Legislation, and other cognate subjects, bearing upon the well-being of society.
The Association has been the parent and precursor of many similar Institutions in other parts of India, and has
received the countenance of successive Viceroys and Governors-General from its birth up to the present time.
Perhaps, no better testimony to the usefulness of the Society can be given than the following extract from the
Reply made on the 2nd May 1877, by Sir Ashley Eden, to the Address presented by the Society on His Honor’s assuming the Government of Bengal
My acquaintance with the Mahomedan Literary Society is of very long standing. I have watched its career from its
commencement in 1863, and I am well aware of the good work which it has done in making known to Government
from time to time the requirements of the Mahomedans in regard to Education, and in assisting to bring the Govern ment System of Education into accord with the Special Educational Institutions of the Mahomedan Community. Much
remains to be done in this respect, and the subject is, as your Secretary is aware, already occupying my serious attention.

The Annual Conversazione of the Society, of which the Tweny-first was held on the 20 th February 1885, has
passed into one of the regular institutions of the Metropolis.
I may remark in passing, that this Coriversazione, due to my initiation, was the first of its kind, as a Social
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Gathering ; and its success induced the holding of numerous similar gatherings, although on a much smaller scale,
by members of other Communities, not only in Calcutta, but also in other parts of India, resulting in a very wholesome rapprochement in social relations between the different Nationalities subject to Her Majesty in India.
As a public recognition of my services to the cause of Mahomedan Education, I may refer to what was said by
Sir Cecil Beadon and Sir John Lawrence at the Town Hall, Calcutta, on the occasion of the Third Annual Conver sazione of the Mahomedan Literary Society, held on the 2 nd March 1867.
When His Excellency the Viceroy was about leaving the Hall, after a stay of about an hour, His Honor the
Lieutenant-Governor addressed him\fn{In the Hindoo Patriot, of May 13, 1867} to the following effect:
With Your Excellency’s permission, I wish to take this occasion of bringing formally to your notice the valuable services which have been rendered by Moulvie Abdool Lutcef to the cause of Native Education, especially the Education
of those of Her Majesty’s subjects who, like himself, profess the Mahomedan Religion.
The exertions of Moulvie Abdool Luteef in this cause have been constant and unwearied for many years, and have
been repeatedly recognized by the Government; but I will now only allude especially to the intelligence which led him
to conceive the idea of founding the Mahomedan Literary Society, and the steady perseverance with which he has organized it and brought it to its present condition of vitality and usefulness.
The Society meets for the discussion of Literary and Scientific subjects, and is otherwise actively engaged in the en couragement of Ancient and Modern Learning. It comprises about 500 members, and the example it has set has been
followed, as Your Excellency is aware, in other parts of India. The large numbers now assembled in this Hall to witness
the display of experiments in Physical Science, carried on under the auspices of the Society, bear witness to the suc cess
of the movement and the general interest with which it is regarded.
The credit is chiefly due to Moulvie Abdool Luteef, and I shall be very glad if Your Excellency should deem him de serving of special approbation.

Sir John Lawrence then addressed me in the following terms in the full hearing of the large assembly:
Moulvie Abdool Luteef, it is with much pleasure that I comply with the wish of the Lieutenant-Governor, by expressing my hearty approbation of your efforts, to which Sir Cecil Beadon has alluded, and the great interest I take in
them. I am satisfied that much good may result from such well-directed endeavours. This Meeting 1s of itself an evi dence that those efforts have not been in vain, calculated as it is to create an interest in Physical Science, which may
prove very valuable.
It has been, and it will ever be, a pleasure to me to encourage in every way the friendly meeting together of Euro peans and Natives of all classes and creeds; for I am sure that much benefit must ensue from such assemblies. You have
my hearty good wishes for the extension and success of the Mahomedan Literary Society. It will afford me pleasure to
bestow upon you, through the Lieutenant-Governor, a suitable token of my approbation of your services in this good
cause.

The token alluded to in His Excellency the Viceroy’s speech took the form of a complete set of the Encyclopaedia
Britannica, with the following autograph inscription on the flyleaf of the first volume:
Presented to Moulvie Abdool Luteef, in recognition of his services in promoting Native Education, especially the
Education of those who, like himself, belong to the Mahomedan Religion.
Calcutta,
25th March, 1867
John Lawrence,
Governor-General

It was forwarded to me under cover of the following letter
From
S. C. Bayley Esq.,
Officiating Secretary to the Government of Bengal.
To

Sir,

Moulvie Abdool Luteef,
Khan Bahadoor,
Fort William, the 23rd April, 1867.

1. I am directed by the Lieutenant-Governor to present you with the accompanying Medal and Set of Books in
recognition of your public services in the cause of Education.\fn{Inscription on the obverse of the medal: “Presented by
the Hon’ble Sir Cecil Beadon, K.C.S.I., Lieutnant-Governor of Bengal, to Moulvie Abdool Luteef, Khan Bahadoor,
(1876.)” and on the reverse: “In recognition of his services in promoting Education among the Mahomadens of Ben gal”}
2. On the flyleaf of the First Volume of the Encyclopaedia is an Autograph Inscription by His Excellency the
Viceroy and Governor-General, setting forth the reasons for which this gift has been bestowed upon you.
3. A still more gratifying reward of your exertions consists in the desire now shown by the Mahomedans of Bengal
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for the acquisition of sound and useful knowledge, and their growing appreciation of Modern Science and the Learning
of the Western Nations.
4. By founding the Mahomedati Literary Society (a Society which now comprises nearly 500 members, and has become the parent of similar Societies in other places), you have successfully led the Mahomedans, not only of Bengal,
but of India generally, to look beyond the narrow bounds of their own system, and to explore those accumulated trea sures of thought and feeling which are to be found embodied in the English Language; while, by your active and rea sonable interposition on many occasions, you have led them to form a just conception of the policy and intentions of
the Government, and to express their opinions freely, not only on questions of Literary and Scientific interest, but on
those affecting their own Social and Political condition and the general welfare of the Country.
5. In this way, you have materially promoted a good understanding between this class of the Community and their
Rulers and fellow-subjects; and so far as the present altered state of feeling is owing to your active and liberal exer tions, to the judicious exercise of your influence, and to the force of your example, the Lieutenant-Governor considers
you entitled to the gratitude of your countrymen and the cordial acknowledgements of the Government.
I have &c.,
S. C. Bayley,
Officiating Secretary to the Government of Bengal

I had also the good fortune to obtain the following testimony from Sir Ashley Eden, who, after a personal
knowledge of my antecedents for many years, wrote to me as follows, when leaving the Bengal Secre tariat for the
Chief Commissionership of British Burmah:
Bengal Secretariat, Calcutta
The 11th April, 1871.

My Dear Moulvie.
Many thanks for your note. I am afraid that I have not been able to do very much for you, but I should like to take
this opportunity of conveying to you my thanks for the assistance which you have given to Government during my incumbency, by ascertaining and making known the views of the Mahomedan Community on the leading questions of the
day; and also my sense of the great benefits which you have conferred on your own co-religionists by your constant endeavours to promote the cause of Mahomedan imporvement, in the face of great opposition. I say this the more willingly, because I am aware, that your employment in extraordinary work of this sort has occasionally exposed you to
blame from your immediate superiors for neglect.of your regular duties. I can state, that both Sir Cecil Beadon and Sir
William Grey valued your services in this direction very highly.
Yours sincerely,
A. Eden.

After an interval of six years, when Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal, Sir Ashley Eden, at an Investiture Durbar
held at Belvedere in August 1877, for conferring Sunnuds and Khilluts,\fn{ Warrants and Awards} publicly addressed
me\fn{In the Hindoo Patriot of 20th August, 1877} as follows, while handing over to me the Sunnud of the Title of “Khan
Bahadoor,” bestowed upon me on the occasion of the Delhi Imperial Assemblage:
Moulvie: you have been all your life a faithful and zealous servant of Government; you have done much to promote
the interests of your co-religionists, and it is to you that it is mainly due that they are now adopting the study of Western
Literature, and fitting themselves to compete with the young men of other classes as candidates for the Public Service.

Again, on the 20th April 1882, when Sir Ashley Eden was on the eve of his departure for England, on being
promoted to a Membership of the India Council, His Honor addressed me the following letter:
Belvedere,
20th April 1882.
My Dear Abdool Lutee,
I have to thank you for your letter of this morning, and for the very friendly sentiments which you express. Anything
which I have been able to do to promote your interests has been willingly done, in recognition of your unceasing endeavours to promote the Education and the general improvement of your co-religionists.
I shall always be glad to hear of your continued success in life. I am,
Yours sincerely,
A. Eden

As stated above, not only in the cause of Education have I striven hard to serve the Government and the Coun try, but in a variety of other ways have I tried to make myself useful. It may sound vainglorious, but it is neverthe less the fact, that for upwards of thirty-six years, I have almost alone represented the Mahomedan Community in
Bengal in all public movements and proceedings. At all Public Meetings held in the Metropolis for the discussion
of educational, social, and political matters, as at all Committees entrusted with the onerous duty of promoting
works of charity or public utility, I have been its spokesman and done its share of the work. I believe I was the
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first Mahomedan gentleman on this side of India, who at all took any prominent or active part in such public con cerns.
So far back as 1863, one of my speeches, delivered at a Public Meeting, held in Calcutta, on the 9th March, to
offer a Vote of Confidence to Sir Charles Wood, the Secretary of State for India, attracted the favourable noice of
Mr. G. O. Trevelyan. (“Competition-Wallah,” page 365, First Edition 1864.)
There was another Meeting held in the same year, of which I may make special mention here. On the occasion
of the Marriage of His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, I convened a large meeting of the leading Mahomedan gentlemen of Calcutta, at my house, on the 27 th April 1863, for the purpose of adopting Addresses of Congratulation, on behalf of the Mahomedan Community of the Metropolis, to Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen and
to Their Royal Highnesses the Prince and Princess of Wales, on the happy occasion. These Addresses were for warded to their destinction, through the Secretary of State,—the event being unprecedented in Indian History, and
attracting favourable notice at the hands of the public press.
Another of my speeches made at the public meeting held in Calcutta on the 5th March 1872, to express profound sorrow at the untimely death of the late lamented Lord Mayo, elicited from Sir George Campbell a most
kind letter of approval and acknowledgment.
When I began my public life, the Mahomedan Community did not evince any cordial desire to seek intercourse
either with the Europeans or with their Hindoo fellow-countrymen, and it was with much difficulty and great perseverance, that I succeeded in bringing about a favourable change in this feeling,—a selvice which has been acknowledged by Government.
Again, in my general intercourse with my coreligionists, I have in various ways tried to make them—(as observed in Sir Steuart Bayley’s letter above quoted)—
from a just conception of the policy and intentions of the Government, and to express their opinions freely, not only on
questions of Literary and Scientific interest, but on those affecting their own Social and Political condition and the general welfare of the Country.

Dealing with a backward community, my task was not always an easy one; and the extracts from The Company and the Crown (page 63, First Edition, 1866), written by the Hon’ble T. J. Hovell-Thurlow, now Lord Thur low (late Private Decretary to Lord Elgin), and from Sir Ashley Eden’s letter to me, (given in Appendix H) shew
that the opposition which in the beginning I met with from the ignorant and ill-disposed, was well known to the
high officers of Government.
At the close of 1863, when the First Agricultural Show was about to be held at Alipore, vague and disquieting
rumours pressed upon the mind of the masses as to the real scope and objects of the Exhibition. As a Member of
the Exhibition Committee, and anxious for its ultimate success, I prepared and published a paper in Hindustani
upon the subject with the view of allaying popular apprehension and enlightening the people as to its teal character. This paper was approved of by Sit Cecil Beadon, and at His Honour’s suggestion, I translated it into Bengali,
and circulated several thousands of copies in the Mofussil with the best results.
Similarly, when the project of taking the First Regular Census of Calcutta (in which I was interested as a Mem ber of the Special Committee of the Justices charged with its execution) was set on foot in 1885, I prepared and
read a paper on the subject at meetings of the Bethune Society and the Mahomedan Literary Society, and vernacu lar translations of it were widely published and circulated throughout the town to the best advantage,—a work
mentioned in very flattering terms by Mr. P. M. Tait in his Paper on the Population and Mortality of Calcutta,
read before the London East India Association on the 11 th February 1868.
In 1865, when a Bill was introduced into the Legislative Council of the Government of India, “to legalize, under certain circumstances, the remarriage of Native Converts to Christianity,” and referred to a Select Committee,
the Mahomedan Community were exceedingly alarmed to find that several Sections of the Bill were opposed to
the principles of the Mahomedan Law, and that their practical operation, where the converts were from the Mahomedan Religion, was calculated to militate against its expressed ordinances.
Finding that the excitement amongst the respectable members of the Community was on the increase, under
the belief that in case the Bill were passed into Law, it would not only seriously interfere with their Religion, but
also with the privacy of their female relatives, I convened a meeting of the leaders of Mahomedan Society at my
house and under my advice a Memorial was prepared and forwarded to the Legislative Council, about the end of
1865, pointing out in detail, in earnest but most repsectful language, supported by legal authorities, the objections
to the provisions of that Bill being made applicable to converts to Christianity from the Mahomedan faith.
This Memorial was fully discussed at the meetings of the Select Committee and of the Legislative Council;
and His Excellency the Viceroy (Sir John Lawrence) and the Council, finding the argumerts therein advance to be
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fair and reasonable, were pleased to exempt the Mahomedan community from the operation of that enactment
(Act XXI of 1866).
This result gave immense satisfaction to the Mahomedan community throughout the whole of India, and reassured them of the justice and toleration of the British Government.
In 1870, when there was excitement amongst the ignorant classes of Mahomedans owing to the conduct and
movements of the Wahabis, and when these movements were engaging the serious attention of Lord Mayo’s Government, I took the lead in procuring from one of the most eminent and influential preachers of his day, the late
Moulvie Karamut Ali, of Jounpore, an exposition of the Mahomedan Law upon the subject of The Duty of Mahomedans in British India towards the Ruling Power.
The moulvie’s address was delivered at a meeting of the Mahomedan Literary Society, held on the 23 rd November 1870, and proved to demonstration, by quotations from the classic works of Mahomedan jurispru-dence,
that British India was Dar-ul Islam,\fn{A term which means that if a Muslim practices Islam freely in his place of abode, even
though that place happens to be secular or un-Islamic, then he will be considered as living in the Dar al-Islam, an area where Muslims are
in the majority:W} and as such it would be unlawful and irreligious for Mahomedans to preach a jihad there against

the Ruling Power. This was in accordance with the views, sentiments, and feelings of the leaders of the Mahomedan community, and was supported by the opinions of the leading muftis of Mecca. Five thousand copies of the
Proceedings of the meeting were widely circulated throughout India, contributing not a little to allay agitation
amongst the more ignorant and misinformed of my co-religionists.
Sir E. C. Bayley, when leaving India, wrote to me as follows in this connection
Home Department, India,
Calcutta, April 4, 1878
My Dear Abdool Luteef,
At your request, I am able to say that it is true that Lord Mayo ex pressed himself pleased with your efforts to calm
the excited feelings among the Mahomedans of Lower India, or at least certain of them, about the end of 1870, and that
he thought those efforts were likely to prove useful.
There is no official record of this, but I am able to state so much of my own personal knowledge.
Yours very truly,
E. C. Bayley

On the outbreak of hostilities in 1876, between the Turkish Government and the States of Servia, &c., the sympathies of the Indian Mussulmans were strongly excited on behalf of the Sultan and his Turkish subjects. I was apprehensive lest my Moslem fellow-countrymen might, in the fervour of their feelings, forget their position as loyal
subjects of a Neutral Power, and thus compromise the Government, which it was their duty to leave as unham pered as possible during the crisis.
It then occurred to me to lay the state of the case before His Honor the Lieutenant--Governor and, to solicit His
Honor’s permission to hold a meeting, at which the Mahomedans of Bengal might give vent to their sentiments in
a proper and constitutional manner.
After some correspondence, Sir Richard Temple was pleased to accede to my suggestion, and the result was a
large meeting of the Mahomedans of Calcutta (presided over by me), held at the Town Hall on the 7 th October
1876, at which resolutions were carried, for the raising of funds, in aid of the Turkish wounded; and for the submission to Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen, of a Memorial on behalf of Her Mahomedan subjects in India,
praying for Her extending Her help to His Imperial Majesty the Sultan of Turkey.
The movement, so well inaugurated in Calcutta, gave general and unqualified satisfaction to the whole of the
Mahomedan community throughout India, and allayed much disquietude at the time.
The movement thus initiated by me in Calcutta, and followed up by Mahomedans in other parts of India, gave
satisfaction to the Turkish Government, though I was scarcely prepared for the recognition of my humble part by
His Imperial Majesty the Sultan, who conferred upon me, as the originator of the movement, the Order of the
Medjidie of the Third Class.
In 1873, when Lord Northbrook was asked by the Secretary of State for India to send to England a few qualified Natives, selected from different provinces, to give evidence before a Select Committee of Parliament appointed to enquire into the finances of India, I was invited by His Lordship, on the recommendation of Sir George
Campbell, to proceed to England, but before I could start from Calcutta, the Committee was broken up on the dissolution of Parliament early in 1874, and the subsequent change of Ministry.
Having finished my narrative, it now becomes my pleasing duty to acknowledge how, during my Official Career, I have been rewarded not only by promotion to higher grades of office and corresponding increase of salary,
but by honorary distinctions.
In January 1877, at Delhi, Lord Lytton conferred upon me the title of “Khan Bahadoor,” and presented me with
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an Empress Medal, in connection with the Imperial Assemblage being then held there, and he followed this up in
April 1880, by bestowing upon me the high title of “Nawab ;” and I was, on the 1 st January 1883, honored with a
“Companionship of the Order of the Indian Empire” by the Marquis of Ripon.
In so elevating me, the Government has also honoured the community to which I belong, and has shown to the
public all over India, that merit in any individual, however situated, is sure to be rewarded.\
Moreover, these honors, being chiefly in recognition of my humble services in the cause of Mahomedan improvement, cannot but convince my co-religionists of the interest which the Government takes in their progress.
262.131 & 269.192 1. Excerpt from Rupjalal 2. Excerpt from Rupjalal: “Book Two”\fn{by Nawab Faizunnessa
Chaudhurani (1834-1903)} Pashchimgaon Village, Comilla District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 14
1
What kind of lover are you, thirsty one
That you do not drink the nectar
Of the maiden, though she be new?
She burns with the fire of unrequited love
What wrong is there in drinking honey
From her who is your own? …
… Deprived of the play
That transpires between man and wife,
The princess burns without a night of love-making.
2
Prince Jalal lamented for his misfortune. But he was also grateful to the Lord for giving him the opportunity to
meet an innocent beauty like Rup. He then prayed for one moment of happiness with his beloved. In return, he
promised to bear all the pains and tragic consequences.
As he was reflecting on his thoughts, he walked slowly through a pebbled path. He suddenly saw a strange stone
on the roadside. He was amazed to see its bright and somewhat unusual stature. He went near and kicked it strongly
with his foot.
The moment he touched the stone, it seemed that he started a commotion under the earth. Then suddenly the
earth broke apart and two enormous giants came up and pulled him down. The giants put him in a dark, dismal
prison made out of pebbles and rocks. The prince sat on a rock and remorsefully. said,
“Dear God, how quickly you listen to your devotee’s prayer! You have shown me so much! My forefathers have
had no scope to experience what I am going through now. I wish they had. They might have warned me about all
these unearthly creatures that share the world with us, and then attack us when we are most vulnerable.”
Another vicious giant appeared, and to his surprise, the giant spoke to him softly and requested to accompany
him. Jalal accompanied the soft-spoken giant to the royal court. He was asked to wait in a corner; from there he
could hear the giant asking His Majesty to confirm if they brought in the man he had been waiting to meet. The
King stared at the corner where Prince Jalal stood, and signaled him to come forward.
Jalal advanced and bowed before the king. Dear reader, don’t be surprised to see Prince Jalal standing on his
own feet with such a calm composure! The truth is, he was so exhausted and he had suffered so much that he lost
his mental strength to be frightened any more. Or, maybe he was engrossed in his beloved’s thought so deeply that
it mattered nothing to him if he saw a giant or a ghost in front of him.
His Majesty, the giant, told his court that the man who stood there was not a simple human. He then addressed
Jalal,
“Tell me stranger, where is your kingdom? You must be a Prince. Why are you traveling like this?” Prince Jalal
replied with respect,
“Your Majesty has guessed the truth. I am a prince. My life is but a tragic tale. The intensity of my pain is
impossible for me to describe in words. I will try only to give your majesty some idea. My father was the king of a land
called Shimail. After his death, my mother ruled the kingdom. She devoted her time between the country and me. She
provided for me the best education a prince can possibly have. She brought wise pundits from far and near to teach me. I
was well educated; a little spoiled too! I got whatever I wanted.
“The only thing I failed to get was a perfect bride. My Queen Mother did her best to find a suitable bride for me, but all
her efforts went in vain. Then I decided, to take matter into my own hands.
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“Your Majesty, that started my misfortune. I was a grown man and became impatient to enjoy the prime time of my
youth. So, I left my mother and went in search of a bride. During my youthful venture, I accidentally reached a garden and
saw a pretty young lady; that was my first experience of falling in love. It was love at first sight. I corresponded with the
lady after much trouble and came to know that she was but a prisoner in her own home. I was to free her from the hands
of a giant named Fortas who intended to marry her when she grew old enough to be married.
“I set out then in search of her captor. On my way, I was captured by a fairy princess. I fled from there and eventually
destroyed the giant. But my miseries had no end. As I was planning to go back to my love, I became a prisoner of a king
named Zamzam. I had to marry his daughter to be free from his captivity. Then came another danger; I was kidnapped by
a flying eagle that belonged to an enchantress of a land under a lake. She wanted to keep me as her lover. I eventually
escaped from there with the help of a female attendant. From there I came to this land, where my curiosity caused me to
uplift a strange looking pebble that opened the gate of this kingdom under earth.”
The narratives of his bravery impressed the king of the giants. He requested Jalal to take his place beside him
praising him for his courage and wisdom. He knew only a true prince could encounter and survive such dangers.
2
Aardbel, the King of under-earth giants had his own story to tell. But before he started, he asked the prince to promise
to save him from the danger he was in. Prince Jalal remarked that being a king of powerful giants, His Majesty was
capable of helping a powerless man to achieve his goal. So he promised to help only if the King of giants agreed to help
him reach his beloved. They then mutually agreed to assist each other; the old monarch addressed Jalal as his son and
agreed to help him just the way he would help his own son. Jalal paid due respect to an elderly man and requested him to
begin his tale. The old man then narrated the following story:
“Dear human, as I have already accepted you as my son, I will not hide anything from you.
“A long time ago, when I was young, I was flying over the palace of the Persian King. As I was flying leisurely
enjoying the beauty of the royal garden, I caught a glimpse of a beautiful maiden. I flew closer to the palace and
recognized that maiden as the princess of that land. The Princess of Persia was taking her evening walk then.
“The moment I saw her, my heart pounded like a wild beast and I felt a gust of passionate desire taking control over
my willpower. I instantly flew down and snatched her away from that palace. So, I abducted her and brought her here
to make her my wife. I also fathered her child, our only child.
“We had a handsome son. He inherited his mother’s charm and his father’s strength. In short, he grew up to be the
strongest good looking man one could ever imagine. We named him Digvijay.\fn{ A Bengali word for “victorious.”} By the
time he was fifteen, he excelled in warfare. No one could defeat him in fencing, or in any game of warfare for that
matter. He became an invincible warrior. For his good looks, we used to call him a charmer. As he grew to be a warrior,
we realized that we did give him a well-deserving name; I knew that one day he would really be a great conqueror.
“Once, when he was fourteen, Digvijay wished to travel on air and asked my permission to use the royal chariot. I
ordered the charioteer to prepare his chariot properly. My prince rode the chariot with his attendants.
“A few days later, the charioteer came to me and wished to speak to me in private. He then told me that the prince no
longer wished to have company when he traveled. Now that I recall, that poor man was really trying to inform me about
the young prince’s lifestyle. But I was a blind father; I rebuked that man for trying to refute my only heir’s order.
“Since then, my son rode the chariot all by himself. I even overlooked the fact that a young man who just attained his
physical growth, only wanted to travel alone during late nights. He would wander at night and come back at dawn. I
hardly had time to meet him, for when he slept, I had to do my royal duties. When I had time for him, he would be
out riding the chariot.
“Three or four years went by, and one day, when I was having a conference with my counselors, a dashing
youth came to see me. It took me a few minutes before I realized that it was my own son that I was looking at! He
was a grown man; most of all, he was a dangerously attractive young man!
“That night I sought advice from my queen. I told her that I wanted my seventeen year old son to be married. I
told her how I was surprised to see him that day. I wanted her approval on my decision. My queen smiled, and she
sweetly said,
“‘My lord, who am I to question your decision? I have seen you before I have seen the face of any other man
besides my father. You are the only man I have been with. I am to care for you and accept your decisions. You are
my protector and counselor; why should I disagree, especially when you are taking a timely decision? The only thing
I can say is that he should have a human-female as his wife. He is born from a human’s womb. He might not find a
female of your species attractive enough to be his wife.’
“I agreed with my wife’s view and decided to send my messengers across the world in search of a suitable human
bride for my son. My giant envoys went to various parts of the world and all came back empty handed. Just we
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were all about to give up our search, the last messenger came back with good news. He had been to the land of
Tartar where he found the prettiest of all women. He described her gorgeous palace, her stunning attire, and her
dazzling beauty.
“I decided to verify his description. So, that night I flew to the land of Tartar and found out that what my
messenger said was not true enough. In fact, her beauty disabled the expressive power of any language. She was
so incredibly pretty that I was tempted to kidnap her for my son right away. Then I reasoned with myself and
decided to follow the proper procedures for a royal wedding before abducting her. The next morning I called my
son at the court, and told him about the discovery.
“To my disappointment, my young son refused to marry. He even refused to clarify his reason. I was
heartbroken. I then consulted with my queen, who sent for her son and had a private conversation with him. She
ordered him not to defy his father. Again the prince politely refused his mother; this time he warned that a
marriage might result in his death. We, the two heartbroken parents, sat quietly, trying to figure out the possible
meaning of his words.
“Now, what was that the charioteer wanted to tell me years ago? Why didn’t I give him a chance to talk? I
decided to send for that old man that night.
“‘What did you try to tell me years ago? What was it?’ I asked.
“‘Your Majesty, I lack the heart to speak before you about that,’ replied the old man.
“‘Where is the prince now?”
“‘I fear to answer that.’
“‘Speak. Have no fear.’
“‘The prince has gone somewhere, on his own.’
“‘What gave you the courage not to do your duty as a charioteer?’
“‘Your Highness, that was what I wanted to tell you last time. I can speak if you spare me your anger.’
“I promised not to punish him, and then he told me a horrible story. Remember, when I said that I allowed my son
to ride the royal chariot when he was fourteen years old? That decision was the cause of my misfortune. The old
charioteer told me that once they were faring in the sky and came in contact with another sky rider. A beautiful
woman was in that other chariot. It was covered with curtains but the lady lifted one corner of the curtain to enjoy
the outside view. As soon as the prince saw the beautiful face, he reacted as if he was struck by lightning and fell
unconscious.
“The old charioteer and others tended him, and asked him what caused the incident. The young prince told them
that he was in love and he would not live without that woman. The old charioteer warned him:
“‘Dear Prince, you are very young. What you are experiencing is not love. It is but a physical sensation. It is a
bodily urge. It will pass. It is aroused by your carnal desire for pleasure, and if you fail to reason with your desire,
there will be no difference between you and an animal. This is only kama, my Prince; man is great when he governs
his kama instead of being governed by it.’
“Paying no attention to the old charioteer’s advice, Prince Digvijay ordered him to inquire about the mysterious
lady. The old charioteer then followed the other chariot and landed where it stopped to rest. He then went to speak
with one of the female attendants of that chariot. From her, he found out that the lady was the daughter of King
Shamsher of Gandharba. Her name was Mahemanit
“While the old charioteer was speaking with the attendant, the young prince approached them. He pleaded the
servant to allow him to speak with her mistress. The young prince promised to take his own life if Princess
Mahemanir left without speaking to him.
“The attendant was in trouble. She tried to reason with the young prince of the giants by saying,
“‘Our mistress is so young and a virgin; if our king finds out about this, he will surely kill us including his
daughter and you.”
“But nothing seemed to calm him down. First he was stubborn. Then he began to weep like a child. Seeing him
suffer, the attendant went to reveal to her Princess how a stranger is inflicted with love; she came back quickly with
a proposition from her mistress. She said that the princess agreed to meet the young man on the condition that the
prince of the giants would never marry another woman once his desire is fulfilled. He would belong to Mahemanir
forever, and he would die if he ever married anyone else. This was a tough choice, the attendant warned him by
saying,
“‘Love is a rare treasure and it is difficult to achieve it or keep it. One may have to die to keep love’s honor.
Most of all, a pledge towards love is its driving power. One should pledge allegiance to love. Separation and
distance from each other may kill love; so, victorious is he who can control his kama, and constantly reflect on his
lover.’
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“Even such harsh words could not weaken Digvijay’s defiant wish. The young prince agreed to abide by the
rules of love. The old charioteer tried to prevent him from taking such a vow. He reminded the young prince that he
had duty towards his parents and towards the kingdom which he would rule one day. He told the prince not to take
such a hasty decision; after all, he had his whole life ahead to enjoy women more prettier than this one. But his
words made the prince angry. The next day, he went without taking the charioteer.
“This was what the old charioteer told me. I went to the royal suite where my anxious queen was waiting.
“‘Is this why we raise children?’ I asked my queen. ‘Are they born to make us suffer? I do not believe in any
superstitions. I will marry him with a girl of my own choice, and I will see what curse it brings forth.’
“The queen heard all but said nothing. I called Prince Digvijay the next morning at my court and told him,
“‘As our only son, you are obliged to obey us; as a prince, you are obliged to the kingdom to marry a suitable
princess so that you can beget a perfect heir to the throne. As a future king, you are obliged to the citizens of your
land to set good examples of family and social values. Do you want to perform your duties? Or do you want to
admit to this court that you are a failure?’ Sadly my son replied,
“‘I know I can not disobey my father. Do as you like. I just want to remind you that because you love me, you will
suffer the most when I am married.’
“Saying this, he left the court. All my courtiers followed him to his quarter. Prince Digvijay admitted to the chief of
my noble courtiers that he believed his death was imminent. That wise man came back and requested me to
reconsider my decision.
“But I was adamant to have my son married. I took the death warning as his attempt to divert me from my
concern for his marriage. I decided to advance with my plan; I flew one night to that land of Tartar and stole the
Princess from the palace. I placed the bride-to-be at my queen’s care, and ordered people to begin the nuptial
ceremony. Preparations were made.
“After the wedding feast, all guests left. I was proud and happy to have accomplished my fatherly duty. I went
to my palace at night to find my son and his new bride sleeping in different rooms. As I inquired, my queen
replied that our son believed a night with his wife would only hasten his death. I was blind with anger to find her
so vulnerable to her son’s mischief.
“‘Don’t you know, darling,’ I said, ‘that to a man who is in love, the smile of his ugly beloved seems prettier
than the prettiest of all smiles? It is nothing but love. Only a lover can thus neglect a wife and waste away his
wedding night thinking about another woman he loves. Disregard his illusion; ignore his superstition.’ I then
raged against my son.
“‘Ungrateful, disobedient son!’ I said. ‘You are neglecting your duty as a husband. Now go, and prove to your
wife that you are a man!’
“My son wept and went to his bride; I laughed the laugh of a winner and proudly walked to my queen’s
chamber.
“This was how I sent my own son to his death bed and slept peacefully! My queen did not sleep. She sat,
motionless, and cried when I asked her to take some rest.
“‘You may have ruined my son,’ she cried, and then ran towards the room where slept her son with his new bride.
I loathe myself now when I recall how conceited I was that night!
“I rested the whole night and slept peacefully until a sudden shrill disturbed my peace. I woke up, and
recognizing the screaming voice to be my queen’s, ran where it was coming from. She was in my son’s room.
“Oh! what did I see! My queen sat holding her only son on her lap. He was dead, or so it seemed. I ran to hold
my flesh and blood; I wanted to feel the warmth of life in his wasting body. But his mother, my queen, suddenly
turned ferocious and rebuked me in harshly. She lost her poise and screamed at me, blaming me for my
stubbornness; she held me responsible for her son’s death. She cursed me for pushing her only child towards death.
She recalled how her poor son resisted the marriage, and how I commanded him to do what he knew he should not
do.
“And I took all her words silently, for I knew she was right. I overlooked one problem and tried to cover up my
irresponsibility with stubbornness. It was I who allowed a juvenile boy to have freedom at an early age. It was my
decision to get him married. I blamed myself as much as my queen did.
“But I was too stubborn to give up. I sent for the shaman giant, who arrived shortly and detected signs of life
in the seemingly dead body of our prince.
“‘He is not dead,’ the shaman said, ‘but it is worse than death; he is in a comma. He would never wake up; the
only remedy is a sip of water from the fountain of immortality.’
“‘The Immortality Fountain!’ I exclaimed. ‘Doesn’t that belong in King Shamsher’s garden?’
“No one answered me; we all realized that the curse came true! It was King Shamsher’s daughter whose curse
fell on the prince for breaking his promise.
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“The shaman’s words somehow relieved me because I knew I could fly and get some water from that well very
easily. But that could never be, the shaman informed me. Only one person could get the water of immortality for
my prince, and that person was not me. He told me that the only man who could bring back water to cure my
love-cursed son was a lover who left his land in search of his own beloved; this man was a brave son of a
respectable king, a human who had the strongest of hearts.
“Dear Prince Jalal, my shaman said you were the man. We knew that you were coming this way. So, I had to
capture you like this for that purpose. Now that you have heard the miserable tale of a tormented father, please
help me. I have called you my son; now do your duty by making a miserable father happy.
Prince Jalal was touched by King Aardbel’s sad story. He decided to help this miserable father.
The next morning he started for the land of King Shamsher. King Aardbel appointed a giant for Jalal’s service.
The giant carried Jalal in his shoulders and flew like a bird to their destination.
3
Prince Jalal rode on the back of a giant in search of King Shamsher’s land. One night, as the giant was flying, Jalal
heard a wailing sound coming from a fortress down below. He asked the giant to stop over the fortress. As they went
near, they could distinctly hear a woman crying for help.
Prince Jalal commanded his carrier to place him inside the room from where the sound was coming. Inside the
room, Jalal saw a beautiful woman, who was constantly wailing for a lover.
Prince Jalal approached her with the intention of helping her and asked her the cause of her distress. The
wailing woman greeted this stranger with tears, and then unfolded the story of her suffering:
“Hear me, stranger. You will know how I feel, for I believe you yourself must have felt the same for your
beloved. I believe you are also pining for love. Otherwise, you would not have responded to my plea for help.
“My name is Shudhanshubadani;\fn{A Bengali compound word that means a woman whose face is bright, or shaped like a full
moon.} I am born out of a monster and an elf. My father, a monster king, abducted my mother from her kingdom and
made her his second wife. My stepmother and my stepbrother were always trying to harm me and my mother. They
were jealous because our father loved me more than he loved his older son. My mother passed away when I was
five. I was raised by a nurse since then.
“A few years ago, while I was wandering near a canyon, I met a handsome male. This man approached my nurse
and wanted to know about me. From a distance I heard my nurse having a long conversation with that stranger. He
gave me a passionate glance; my heart melted. When he left that place, I asked my nurse about him.
“‘He is a Glendoveer, a prince, named Shah Bakht,’ my nurse continued, ‘But he was raised by giants. The giants
found him in a forest and took him under their care. His foster parents have decided to marry him to a woman of
their species, but he does not want to marry her. He is only fifteen and he does not wish to live his life with a shemonster. Now, he has fallen in love with you, and wants to marry you. I told him to see your father and ask for your
hand in marriage.’
“My nurse’s words filled my heart with joy. I eagerly waited for my father’s response.
“That young man went to meet my father at his court, and he politely begged for one special wish. My father
promised to give him anything he wanted, but made sure that it was not his throne that this stranger wanted! My
father was a man of his word and he would keep any promise he made no matter how hard it would be for him to
keep it.
“Anyway, the stranger wished to have the king’s daughter as his bride.
“My father was speechless. He had to do what he promised; but he wanted to know first about the stranger’s
lineage. Shah Bakht then told my father how he fled from his home at eight and how the monsters raised him as their
own child. Now that he wanted to reunite with his birth parents, he did not want his foster parents to find out his
intention to marry a woman of his own choice. The monsters would harm him and his intended bride.
“My father decided to keep his secret to himself, but told him to return the following year for the wedding; he
was too young to marry; besides, my father had some other tasks to finish before my wedding. My father only
told his state secretary that I was betrothed to this young man, a son of a monster named Sartan.
“My father died before he could fulfill his promise. After his death, my stepbrother ascended the throne, and he
refused to marry me with a male of a lower monster clan. When Shah Bakht returned the following year, my brother
imprisoned him in a dungeon. He also kept me in this fort so that I cannot have any communication with Shah
Bakht.
“I beg you, dear stranger, save me from this misery. Consider me your sister and do what you can to make your
own sister happy. Please, help me.”
Prince Jalal promised to rescue Shah Bakht and save her from distress.
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Prince Jalal began his search for Shah Bakht. He wandered through forests and reached a dark spot where he
saw a sage meditating under a big banyan tree. The sage must have been meditating for countless years; trees
grew around his body and termites built their mounds on him. Prince Jalal prostrated before this sage and prayed
for his blessing. The sage opened his eyes and gazed at him for a moment. Then he gravely warned Jalal,
“The task you now have taken is very difficult. It will take a lot of courage and patience. But then, a good life
is always difficult to lead. You can always drown in the ocean of carnal desire. You can easily be an animal,
always searching for his mate; or, you can choose the other difficult way to live a meaningful life, to live to help
others achieve their dreams.
“I see wisdom in your eyes. You are a wise wanderer. You will succeed if only you can resist temptations of the
world. You do yourself good by helping others.”
The astute sage then endowed Jalal with some magical power. First, he gave Jalal five magical arrows with which
he could kill thousands of enemies. Then he taught him one mantra with which Jalal would be able to give life to his
arrows and destroy his opponents. He also taught Jalal a second mantra that would save him from the faces of
dangers. Prince Jalal paid his tribute to this sage and left for his destination.
The next morning, he walked until the horizon asked the light-giver to give the little moon a chance to shine her
beam. At the end of the day’s journey, he reached the shore of a fathomless sea. He had no means of crossing it; so
he sat by the shore for hours.
At last, he spotted a boatman slowly rowing away his boat. The boatman responded to Jalal’s call and came
ashore. The moment Jalal got on board, the boat sank, and once more Jalal had the experience of waking up in a
Kingdom under water.
He found himself lying under a huge tree with various animals hanging from it like its branches. What was more
shocking, the animals could talk! They all complained to Jalal how they were transformed into animal branches of
a huge tree by an evil magician.
No sooner had they spoken than a ferocious creature advanced on horseback. It shot an arrow at Prince Jalal.
Jalal shot two of his magical arrows.
The moment he shot them, a thunder storm broke; lightning struck the ground. Jalal became afraid; he closed his
eyes and started reciting the two mantras. After a long while, Jalal opened his eyes only to find that the sky was
pouring snakes of different shapes, colors, and sizes at his enemy! Along with the snake lightning, came stone-rain,
but nothing harmed Jalal. He was saved by the mantra from all dangers.
Jalal began to walk forward. He realized that this was the place where Shah Bakht was kept as a prisoner. He
began searching for a secret dungeon. As he was walking, he found an oval shaped room. Thinking that this was
the prison, he entered the room; in utter amazement, he observed that the room became alive and ran towards the
dark water. First it floated, then it sank again, and then it stopped abruptly ejecting Jalal from its “body.”
Jalal found himself in a wonderful garden.
“This time it must be paradise,” he told himself. “I must have died, and because I’ve suffered so much on earth,
God must have rewarded me by putting me here.”
But who would scream for help in paradise? He could hear collective male voices coming from a dark area. As
he advanced, he saw a huge building. People were screaming in that building. As he drew near, he could clearly
hear them asking him to be away from that cursed building.
Prince Jalal stood at the door and peeked in. He could see seven men confined in that room.
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The seven imprisoned men were happy to hear Jalal’s voice. They thought the Lord had sent him for their
rescue. Upon Jalal’s inquiry, the eldest of the brothers started narrating their tragic tale:
“We are the Sons of King Rayhan of Sirajnagat. We were seven happy princes until our mother died and our
father brought in a stepmother to torture us. Our father paid more attention to our stepmother and our stepsister
than he did to us.
“Our stepmother was a cruel hearted, vicious woman who tried to hurt us in many ways. She asked her chief
attendant to pollute our hearts with ill thoughts. One day, this attendant told me to claim the throne before my
father became weak and old. I did not pay attention to her words because I knew she was acting for my evil
stepmother.
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“May I interfere here?” asked Prince Jalal, "I do not consider it princely to speak ill of a King’s wife; besides,
she must be of noble birth, and you should not disrespect her family by speaking ill of her.”
“I apologize, dear stranger, for painting a wrong picture with my words,” said the eldest of the seven brothers,
“but if you hear about her origin, you will definitely agree with me that a woman of lower birth can never erase her
lowly nature. After my mother’s death, my father lost interest in his royal duties. He once left his kingdom to travel
through cities in disguise. During his journey, he and his companions once stopped at a small shop in the city of
Samarkand to buy some food. He was very thirsty and he requested the shop owner to give him some drinking
water.
“‘You seem to be a man of a respectable Muslim family,’ the shop owner said. ‘How can you drink water at a
Hindu’s place?’
“‘I don’t mind eating at your house either,’ replied my father.
“The man then offered my father and his group some homemade sweet pastries, yogurt, puffed rice and many
other delicious items. My father and his friends were starving; so they sat down and ate. As my father was eating, he
noticed that the bamboo thatched partition that separated that room from the next one was damaged in some places,
and he could see a pretty girl’s eyes looking at him through the tattered wall.
“My father felt restless. In fact he became so restless that he could not eat any more. He was feeling hot; sweat
broke on his forehead. He complained to his companions that he was feeling dizzy. Men tried to comfort him by
fanning him and by sprinkling rosewater on his head. After a while, my father asked the shop owner about his family
and came to know that the man, Chandra Kanta, belonged to the Baisha caste;\fn{ A lower caste Hindu} my father
also came to know that he had only one ten year old daughter, and that he had not given his daughter into
marriage yet.
“Saying nothing to Chandra Kanta or to his own companions, my father came back to his kingdom. Then he
sent a letter to the King of Samarkand requesting to send him Chandra Kanta’s daughter as a prospective bride.
The King of Samarqand ordered Chandra Kanta to do accordingly, but Chandra Kanta politely refused to obey an
order that would make him an outcast in his own community. The king of that country became furious at the
disobedience of his subject. Chandra Kanta however gave in and decided to take his daughter to Sirajnagar. So
one day, Chandra Kanta showed up in our kingdom and brought a good looking boy with him.
“I was the one who saw them first at the palace gate. I was the one who reported to our father about a stranger
who brought a good looking boy and wanted to see the King only. My father almost ran to greet the stranger and,
after the stranger left that night, my father spent his time in his quarter where he kept that boy.
“Later in the morning, he ordered his state secretary to arrange for a wedding ceremony. My father then
married that boy who was none other than Chandra Kanta’s daughter brought in to the palace in disguise. Now,
tell me dear prince, was I wrong to speak ill of a woman who belonged to a lower caste?”
“No,” replied Jalal. “You cannot grow sweet fruit out of a low grade tree even if you soak its root with juice
extracted from sugarcane. A crow can never sing like a cuckoo; similarly, money does not make a man of lower
class an aristocrat, and a noble man does not lose his class even when he is a beggar. I understand your point;
now, continue with your story.”
“As I was saying, my stepmother’s chief attendant kept on trying to provoke me to challenge my father’s
authority. But I did not fall in her trap; however, one day when she came and told me that our stepmother wanted to
see all of us, my heart was changed. I thought that our stepmother might have changed her attitude and wanted to
repent for her past behavior. We all went to see our stepmother and were surprised to have such a hearty welcome.
She fed us, talked sweetly with us, and then finally said that she wanted a favor from us: she wanted me to claim the
throne so that our old father could rest and live a peaceful life. After all, wasn’t he too old to do all those tiring
kingly duties when he had seven grown up sons? She advised us to consult with his ministers regarding this. We
agreed to obey her advice.
“That same night, she sadly told our father that she had heard a rumor that his seven sons might try to usurp the
old king. She added that she was concerned about his safety and would rather live a life of a beggar with him than
stay in a palace full of enemies.
“My father could not believe her. So she called for her chief attendant who also admitted to having heard the
rumor. Our father said nothing. The next morning he called all his courtiers for a meeting and discussed what he
had heard from his queen. One of his noble men informed the king that he was approached by one of the princes
the previous day. That man assured our father that indeed that rumor was true: we were making such a plan to
overthrow our father! The king became so angry that he ordered for our execution. Our stepmother's female servant
informed us of his decision and advised us to flee the country, which we did.
“Thus we seven wretched princes left the kingdom as if to fulfill our stepmother’s wish. As we walked through
a dark forest, we came near a stone mansion and heard a female voice asking passing travelers to stop and rescue
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her. That was what we also tried to do and reached a place near a lake where an ugly monster grabbed the seven of
us and imprisoned us in this deserted mansion.
“I have met that wailing woman,” Jalal said, “in fact, I was on my way to find out her beloved, the Glendoveer
Prince. Do you have any idea where I can find him?”
The seven brothers answered in the negative. Prince Jalal then decided to move forward in search of Shah
Bakht, leaving the brothers where they were.
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Prince Jalal thus resumed his search and reached another mansion. He started searching every room and found
a handsome prince sleeping in one of the rooms. That room was guarded by an animal that had a body of a lion,
paws of a tiger and head of an elephant. The moment Jalal went near, this strange animal tried to attack him.
Jalal used his magical arrow to kill the creature. He also uttered his mantra to cast a spell. The sky turned black
and untimely darkness of night enveloped the whole earth. Prince Jalal closed his eyes in awe. The sound and the
fury were deafening his ears, but still he kept his eyes closed.
After a few moments, the noise subsided, and as Jalal opened his eyes, he saw the mansion had vanished and
he found himself standing in an open field surrounded by hundreds of men. He saw the seven princes among
those men. They came forward and expressed their gratitude for making them free. They were all amazed to see a
simple man break the spell of the most powerful magician.
The sleeping prince woke up and expressed his gratitude. He introduced himself as Shah Bakht, the
Glendoveer prince. He requested Jalal to help him rescue his lover. The seven princes of Sirajnagar expressed
their gratitude and wanted to accompany Jalal in his task.
Thus, accompanied by the seven brothers and the Glendoveer prince, Jalal resumed his rescue mission. But
they did not have to go confront any dangers any more. Jalal recited his mantra and wished freedom for Princess
Shudhanshubadani, and from her confined room the princess felt a powerful aura around her. She saw her prison
cell vanishing in thin air; her shackles melted away like dew drops, and her limbs felt relaxed. Suddenly she found
herself sitting on [a] cold spot with no bars around her; as the cold and refreshing air touched her skin, she felt
frightened and lost her consciousness. Jalal’s giant gently picked the unconscious woman and flew her away from
there.
When she woke up, she found herself under a tree, surrounded by strangers; she could recognize jalal, who
was also a part of that crowd; the next face she recognized was that of Shah Bakht, the man of her dream!
Princess Shudhanshubadani felt the power of love that he was generating through his anxious eyes!
Now that Princess Shudhanshubadani had found her lover, Jalal felt that his duty here was done. But the
woman said that she was not safe from her stepbrother, the then king of her country. Her stepbrother would never
let her marry a man below her class. She requested Prince Jalal to resolve her problem once and for all so that she
could live a happy life with the man of her choice.
The benevolent Prince of Shimail made up his mind to ensure peace for this suffering woman who claimed
from him the duties of a brother. He accepted the bondage of her sisterly affection and concern. The Glen doveer
prince and the seven princes of Sirajnagar pledged allegiance to Jalal’s comradeship.
Now they had to either combat or correspond with King Kalkum, the stepbrother who did not want to fulfill
the promise his father had made to Prince Shah Bakht. However, it would be very hard for Prince Jalal to practice
diplomacy with a king who had magical power and was supported by the enchanters of a dark world. Besides, he
already had expressed his opinion regarding his stepsister and her lover by keeping them in captivity for years. A
battle thus remained to be the only solution for which Jalal was not well equipped.
Princess Shudhanshubadani remembered that she still had a key to a secret locker where her grandfather kept his
most powerful magical weapons: one was a cloak that made a person invisible, the other was an all powerful
sword, and the third one was a foot-long rope that could tie a thousand hands easily. She decided to go back to the
palace at night to retrieve those magical items for Jalal, in case he needed them. So, she flew to the palace at night,
sneaked into the room where that locker was, and brought back the three magical items for Jalal.
She also brought new information: her brother knew that a strange prince’s powerful intervention had destroyed
his magical prowess over his stepsister and her beloved. He also knew that Prince Shah Bakht of the Glendoveers
and the seven princes of Sirajnagar were grouped with that stranger; now he had gathered his own soldiers to start a
battle against his opponents.
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Shah Bakht, the seven princes of Sirajnagar and the giant who accompanied Jalal from King Aardbel’s land, were
all prepared for the battle. But Jalal decided to take his carrier, the giant, and confront Prince Kalkum, alone. So, all
the rest of the men stayed in a secret hiding place as Jalal flew on the back of the giant.
They reached the capital and the giant began to walk slowly on the ground carrying Prince Jalal on his back.
Ogresses and she-monsters crowded around this giant who carried a handsome man on his back. Prince Jalal’s
physical charm dazzled their eyes. They ran towards the giant and asked him about the man who was an epitome of
manly charm and youth; they wanted to keep the man for their own pleasure and offered the giant generous gifts in
return.
The giant did not respond to their inquiries, but the females did not give up. They followed the giant and cursed
their own husbands for being ugly, old, crooked or cold. They voiced their intentions to kill their ugly husbands if
they could have this handsome human as their sexual partner.
Jalal looked closely around him and felt as if he was surrounded by living, breathing mass of colossal clouds!
How ugly were their features! Words themselves would become dumb if they were to describe the beauty of these
monstrous females. Their ugliness could be surmised briefly in the following way:
Some were buffalo-heads with huge horns
Their necks were long, like a gigantic horse.
Monkey faced were some, while some had owl’s eyes.
Ears hang like warthog’s teeth; storms were their breaths.
Their lips looked like split bananas. Their bodies were
Covered all over with rope-thick hair;
As they walked, those hair ropes dangled in the ground!
Their navels were like big and muddy ponds!
Those Gorges centered the mountainous mounds
Of their filthy and fleshy abdomens.
The young ones carried heaps of mountainous breasts,
While others had stooping bosoms on their crocodile chests,
And some had udders of a cow. What more to say of their gait?
Their baboon-buttocks were supported by two, huge leg posts,
And their breath! oh! All the perfumes of Mother earth
Would turn repellent, if tainted by their rotten breath.
And yet, they considered themselves appealing.
God had filled this earth with His creations.
And all are blind as they could not detect
Their own faults. “If all could indeed
Face their ugliness, and accept and amend,
The world could be a better place,” Faizun comments.
Prince Jalal looked at the moving clouds around him and thought the Lord’s power was really incomprehensible. It
was a wonder how God could create so many different shapes and features and induce in each of his creations such a
spirit of self-glorification that each creature considers itself an epitome of beauty!
God has given all beings this power of denial and blindness in times of selfjudgment. Else, how could these
females, who had no reason to be proud of their own physical features, blame their husbands for being ugly? Did they
ever see their own reflections in a mirror or in water? He was amused to see these creatures, and addressed them
gleefully:
“Dear pretty ladies, I wonder how your lovers can resist you. It must be quite impossible. Even I have trouble
resisting you! Yet, I have to go as I am in a hurry; I wish I could stay and enjoy your company.”
The she-monsters stood still as the handsome man left on a giant’s back; they were not sure which one of them
the human was addressing. Each thought she was his center of attention. But before they broke into a fight over his
comment, they decided to ask him directly. So after a while, they followed the human again and asked him to
clarify his comment.
Prince Jalal took some time and then told them he considered all of them equally beautiful. The horribly ugly
female monsters stood still again as Prince Jalal’s giant disappeared from the scene.
As the giant reached King Kalkum's palace, Jalal suggested they should become invisible before entering the
palace; the giant used his spell to become invisible while Jalal covered himself with the cloak that princess
Shudhanshubadani had given him. They became invisible and entered without being noticed by the guards.
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They found Shudhanshubadani’s stepbrother at his court, discussing possible strategies for the battle. At one
point, Jalal heard that they decided to capture Shudhanshubadani and her well-wishers and kill all of them in front of
Jalal. Since that benevolent prince risked his life to save people, he would die in despair. So, they decided to punish
Jalal through mental\fn{The text has: mentally} torture. As he heard this plan, Jalal spoke without being seen:
“I haven’t done any harm to any of you. My crime is that I save the distressed and fight the oppressors. I serve
innocents; if helping the innocents is a crime, then I will commit that crime all my life and bear the consequences.
These two young lovers have suffered so much. You can do some good by making their wedding arrangements.”
King Kalkum became angry, hearing Jalal’s voice; he challenged the invisible speaker to come up front and act
like a brave human. Jalal removed his cloak, and the whole court sat dumbfounded.
The male ogres in that court had not seen such a handsome male in their lives. Strangely enough, they felt a
sudden affection for this stunningly handsome man. Only King Kalkum was indifferent, simply because rage
blinded his eyes. So, he roared,
“Imprudent human! How dare you come into the royal court of a monster king and insult him with your puny
words of benevolence? Don’t you know I could smash your skull with one knuckle?” The king looked at Jalal’s
attendant and retorted at him,
“How can a powerful giant like you degrade your species by taking orders from a fragile man?”
He ordered his guards to attack Jalal, but no one stirred; they were all mesmerized by Jalal’s appearance. No one
wanted to hurt this creature of perfection. They felt helpless; after all, they were but the servants of a king and they
had to do what their ruler ordered him.
“Oh! how sweet is liberty!” they thought. “Without it none has the right to do be happy. One has to serve the
controlling authority against one’s will. Only those who are not free will know our pain.”
Thus the guards advanced unwillingly to capture jalal. But Jalal took out his sword and began to fight. Jalal and
his giant disciple killed many of their enemies. He tied hundreds of his enemies with his foot-long rope and
chopped off their heads with one blow. Jalal defeated his enemies easily and captured King Kalkum and his royal
courtiers and tied them down with his magical rope. He did not kill them though; instead, he urged the King to
perform his duty as a guardian of his stepsister.
“When a girl child is born,” he said, “it is our duty to raise her properly and hand her over to a suitable husband.
Brothers and father of a marriageable girl cannot find rest and mental peace until they find a husband for her. They
suffer even more if she grows too old. You are the male guardian of your stepsister. Instead of marrying her to a
prince, you have kept her in captivity. She has crossed her adolescence and has grown into a young woman because
of your stubbornness. Before it is too late, you should hand her over to a good husband and relieve yourself of the
brotherly duty.”
His long speech had an impact on the King. But he did not intend to marry his sister to a monster of low birth.
To this, Prince Jalal replied that the man his sister loved was in fact of noble birth: he was the son of a demigod,
raised by monsters.
King Kalkum had no more objections to his sister’s marriage. He agreed to arrange for the wedding ceremony; a
truce was thus made and the wedding took place.
Prince Jalal spent some time with the newlyweds and their family. After a while, he decided to take leave in
order to finish another task: reinstatement of the seven princes of Sirajnagar in their royal positions.
Prince Shah Bakht gave Jalal a precious ring that had the power to defy fatality. Jalal would not die as long as he
had that ring. Prince Jalal accepted the gift and left that land along with the seven princes. They grabbed the giant’s
locks of hair as it flew them to their destination.
As they reached Sirajnagar, the brothers found out that their father was dead and their stepsister was married to
King Kaiser’s son.
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King Kaiser was the ruler of Jangbad
A charitable king was he.
People from far and near came to King Kaiser
And they praised him for his generosity.
Now, in a neighboring land, lived a spiteful king and
Shatabhuja was his name.
When he heard about King Kaiser’s deeds
He became jealous of that fame.
Shatabhuja always followed evil ways
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He lived to harm good men.
Now that King Kaiser was known far and near
Shatabhuja’s malice targeted him.
No one, he said, should have the heart
To overshadow his reputation.
None should supersede his charity or aid,
Or make him mad with frustration.
Kaiser had done that, and there was none
Who could save King Kaiser now
From his anger. To destroy Kaiser
He then took a vow.
Kaiser the king lacked one thing,
He lacked a fighting spirit.
Charitable though he was he had no courage
To battle, kill, or defeat.
As Shatabhuja’s soldiers approached near
Kaiser sent his messenger,
He wrote a letter to King Shatabhuja
And asked him to withdraw his soldiers.
He had done no harm, Kaiser wrote him
And there was no reason to fight.
But this was just the ways of this world;
The evil apparently would win.
“Kaiser had no choice; his destiny was
To fight his foe,” says Faizun.
King Kaiser ordered his troops to march forward and encounter enemies at the war front; he stayed behind to
observe the battle.
King Kaiser’s warriors fought their best but could not win the battle. Realizing that his destruction was
imminent, King Kaiser fled to the dark forest, taking his only son along with him. He then came to Sirajnagar and
requested for King Rayhan’s help to regain his kingdom from an intruder.
King Rayhan treated Kaiser with respect. Kaiser’s son, Chittahar received proper attention as a prince. The
following morning, King Rayhan led his soldiers to battle against Shatabhuja in the land of Jangbad.
It was a prolonged war and thousands of soldiers died on each side. King Rayhan was a brave soldier himself,
and after a horrendous fight, he was able to destroy King Shatabhuja. As he came out victorious in the war, he
found King Kaiser’s headless body lying in battle ground. With a sad heart, King Rayhan rescued all women,
including the dead king’s wife, from the prison and disclosed to her the horrible news.
He returned to his kingdom accompanied by the mourning queen of Kaiser. The queen came to Sirajnagar to be
united with her only son. Rayhan appointed one of his wise counselors as a caretaker ruler of Jangbad.
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King Rayhan came back to his palace and requested his queen to accept King Kaiser’s widowed queen as a
prospective mother-in-law of their only daughter. After the mourning period was over for Chittahar and his
mother, King Rayhan arranged for the wedding ceremony between Chittahar and his daughter.
Within a short while, death approached and claimed the lives of King Rayhan and his Queen. Chittahar took
over the throne and lived happily with his bride and his mother. The citizens of that land knew that their king had
seven sons, but they did not know where they were. So, none opposed when King Rayhan’s son-in-law became
the king.
Jalal decided to meet King Chittahar, and with that intention, he left for the palace asking the seven brothers to
wait for him in a marketplace.
King Chittahar was happy to meet Jalal, who had brought the real heirs back to Sirajnagar. He was ready to
step down from the throne; his mother, however, was a little reluctant to give up the luxuries she enjoyed as a
king’s mother.
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After many years, the seven sons of King Rayhan returned home. Both of their parents were dead; their evil
stepmother was also dead, and most of all, their stepsister’s husband was an honest man with a heart of a saint.
King Chittahar was relieved to hand over his duty to the eldest of the brothers. He then wanted to dedicate his life
to the worship of the Lord. He was even eager to retire from worldly life and live in the forest as a hermit.
The royal advisors advised him not to make a rash decision. They then suggested that Chittahar should consult
with Jalal, the wise benevolent prince of Shimail.
When Chittahar disclosed to Jalal his decision to live as a hermit, Jalal gave him a solution: that Chitttahar
could share his time with God and family. He could also either rule Jangbad, his father’s king dom, or share it
with his new-found brothers; after all, their father was the one who defeated and freed Jangbad from the hands of
Shatabhuja.
Chittahar gladly accepted this proposal. The only thing that concerned him now was his mother’s reaction to his
decision to hand over the throne to the rightful princes. Then he himself came up with a solution and acted
immediately. He went to his mother and suggested that they should give the kingdom back to those whom it
belonged; after all, how could he fight with the seven strong princes who rightfully deserved that throne?
However, his mother could establish her authority over this land by marrying her niece to the eldest of the seven
sons. Her niece would then be the queen of this land, and he could go back to rule his father’s kingdom.
His mother gladly agreed to this proposition. The wedding was arranged; the eldest of the sons got married and
ascended the throne. Chittahar became the King of Jangbad, and Prince Jalal resumed his journey to complete his
final mission.
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Prince Jalal left in search of the Glendoveer Princess for whom King Aardbel’s son suffered death in life. His
faithful carrier, the giant, flew him to the land of King Shamsher. When they reached there, they both made
themselves invisible: one had magical power, while the other had a cloak to become invisible. They entered the
gate of that kingdom, and the faithful giant asked Jalal to go alone from there, for he had no power to enter King
Shamsher’s land.
Jalal entered the enchanting land where day and night had no enmity. Jalal saw how a star-bright night could
turn into daylight and return to darkness again. He felt happy and relaxed as he entered the garden of the
immortality well. Flowers bloomed and filled the air with heavenly fragrance; everywhere was a sense of mirth
and peace.
Jalal was thankful to God for making him suffer so much through his life; after all, who could earn peace
without pain in this world? Even if one could win easily, that easily-earned victory lacked grace and satisfaction.
Jalal could enjoy the pleasures of heavenly calm in this garden because his prolonged sufferings made it welldeserved.
He saw beautiful maidens wandering freely in the garden, and because his heart was filled with love for
Rupbanu, he was not tempted by them. His heart became soft and he was not in the mood to shed any more blood.
Thus, as he reached the well and found it well-guarded by a magnanimous creature with three heads, he
refrained from killing it. He took a wide leaf of a water lily and dived into the well for its water. Poisonous spears
and nails wounded him, but he did not die; his magical ring saved him.
He carefully held the big leaf on his palms and hastened back to the place where his giant-ride was waiting.
King Aardbel’s giant gently placed Jalal on his shoulders once again and flew as fast as he could.
They reached home safely. King Aardbel was relieved to see Jalal return with the antidote. The dead Prince
came back to life after drinking water from the immortality well.
His disease of love, however, was not cured. The moment he came to life, he began thinking about his love for
his death-giver. He shared his thought with Jalal, and Jalal tried to cure him of that disease with his words. Jalal’s
words failed to convince the prince; instead, he convinced Jalal to help him attain his Beloved. Both Jalal and
Prince Digvijay knew that King Aardbel would never let his son commit the same crime. So, Jalal came up with a
plan which he thought would make the king change his mind.
The next day, Jalal went to see the king and reported that Prince Digvijay wanted to avenge his sufferings. He
wanted to punish his Mahemanir for playing with his life. The prince therefore wanted to start a war against
Shamsher—the Glendoveer king—whose daughter caused all these troubles. Jalal added that he also supported
this idea because it would set an example before wicked women who always attempted to play games with
innocent youths. Jalal’s argument convinced King Aardbel; trusting Jalal’s judgment, he therefore ordered his men
to prepare for a battle.
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With the king’s complete support, Jalal’s secret plan ran smoothly. Within weeks Aardbel’s giants were prepared
for a battle; King Aardbel took the command and rode his royal chariot, accompanied by his noblemen, Jalal, and
Prince Digvijay. Jalal worked as a war consultant and manipulated the giant king’s decision.
As soon as their soldiers flew near King Shahmsher’s territory, Jalal convinced them to land in an isolated area. He
then argued that to engage in a war without cause was not suitable for a righteous king, like Aardbel. He asked
everyone to think of a solid excuse to start a war.
Since no one offered any suggestions, Jalal came up with one interesting excuse: he suggested that King Aardbel
should send a messenger to King Shamsher with a proposal of marriage between his daughter and King Aardbel’s
son. It was sure that a demigod would never agree to marry his daughter to a giant’s son; hence, a war would be
justified. Yet, in case King Shamsher accepted the proposal, Digvijay would have his complete control over his
enemy and could take his revenge.
King Aardbel’s advisors agreed to this diplomacy and so did King Aardbel. But he wanted his son’s approval
on that; after all, Digvijay was the one who would pay the price if the plan failed. The poor man would have to
marry his enemy!
Prince Jalal and a royal advisor went to convince Digvijay. Witnessing Digvijay’s willingness to be used as a
decoy in this war, the noble man’s heart filled with admiration. He was amazed to see Jalal’s diplomatic skill. The
wise royal advisor had no idea that these two princes had planned the whole drama and had fooled everyone!
King Aardbel was happy to know that his son had no objection to Jalal’s plan. He then wrote a letter to King
Shamsher asking for his daughter as a bride for his son. When the messenger went to the city with that letter, the
guards at the city gate tried to kill him thinking him as an intruder. Then the messenger revealed to the guards his
intention and the guards escorted him to their king.
As he reached the palace, he bowed before King Shamsher and delivered the letter. King Shamsher and his court
read it, and after a long moment of silence, the King’s spokesmen expressed their view. The letter itself conveyed a
generous intention no doubt, but, said one spokesman, an ugly prince of the giants should never even imagine
marrying the princess of a demigod. This marriage proposal was an impossible effort. King Aardbel’s messenger
was brave enough to state that their prince, giant-born though he was, was not less charming than the demigods; in
fact, he believed the beauty of demigods would pale before his prince. This announcement created a thunderous
roar of laughter at the court.
“Can you show us your most handsome prince?” asked King Shamsher. “The marriage proposal is viable only if
what you say is true.”
“I need a written statement from Your Highness then,” politely the messenger replied. King Shamsher wrote a
letter to King Aardbel that he needed to see Prince Digvijay before he could consider the marriage proposal.
King Aardbel and his people read that letter and waited for Jalal’s decision. Prince Jalal stated that the soldiers
should hide in the mountains and wait for his orders; in the meantime, he decided to take Digvijay to Prince
Shamsher’s court. He ordered every member of Aardbel’s troop to be discreet; Digvijay’s life would once again be
in danger if the demigods found out the real intention of King Aardbel. Jalal manipulated the whole incident so
skillfully that no one found any reason to be suspicious about the plan.
Next morning, following Jalal’s advice, all the giants went to a secret hiding place in the mountains while Jalal
and Prince Digvijay galloped towards the palace of King Shamsher, followed by a chariot full of noble giants.
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Prince Jalal and Prince Digvijay reached the palace gate; being informed by a messenger of their arrival, King
Shamsher and his advisors came out in their own chariots to have a look.
King Shamsher did not expect to see such a good looking prince; he was impressed by Digvijay’s good looks.
He commanded his servants to welcome the royal guests to his court.
When Digvijay entered the court with Jalal, the king invited him to sit beside him. But the prince declined the
offer saying that he would not accept a seat until Prince Jalal was shown equal respect. His words impressed
King Shamsher even more. He offered Jalal and Prince Digvijay equal courtesy. He wanted to know why an
offspring of a ferocious giant had so much respect for a petty human being. Upon his inquiry, Digvijay narrated
the story of Jalal’s benevolent missions.
King Shamsher was pleased to see the dignity and self control of this prince. He gave order to take good care
of these two princes. He then withdrew from the court and went to his quarter to consult with his Queen. He had
now no reason to oppose a marriage between such a handsome prince and his beautiful daughter. The Queen saw
her future son-in-law and she also had no objection. She requested her king to arrange for the wedding ceremony
without any delay.
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After finalizing the wedding plan, Jalal went secretly to meet King Aardbel in the mountains and asked him to go
back to his kingdom in order to prepare for the wedding; King Aardbel promptly obeyed.
Both the kingdoms then started to prepare for a gala wedding. The festival in Shamsher’s kingdom ran for days.
King Aardbel made a formal appearance at King Shamsher’s court; Prince Digvijay, dressed as a bridegroom,
accompanied his father.
The wedding ceremony continued for seven days after which King Aardbel wished to return to his kingdom with
his son and the new bride. Arrangements were made for the departure of a loving princess. Relatives and friends and
well-wishers showered a rain of tears; the royal parents generously distributed gifts among their subjects; chariots
full of treasures and wealth were given to Prince Digvijay as wedding gifts.
King Shamsher also had a special wedding gift for his son-in-law: it was a magical wish-pouch. The king
explained to Digvijay that the pouch had the power to fulfill their material needs. Prince Digvijay accepted the
special gift and asked for King Shamsher’s blessings.
The moment arrived for King Shamsher to confront the truth: his daughter belonged to him no more. The most
powerful king of the demigods shed relentless tears as he gave away his daughter.
“Dear son-in-law,” he pleaded, “from now on, my little girl is moving away from my loving care to your
affectionate love. I urge you not to be cruel to her; I advise you to forgive and amend her faults. Remember, that
she will have no one besides you in that far away land. You are now responsible to provide her food and shelter;
be generous to her. I am giving her to you in God’s name, and God will punish you if you do her any wrong!”
“She deserves to be respected and loved,” replied Prince Digvijay. “Besides, I know what can happen if I hurt
her feelings! But please advise your daughter to be respectful to my parents; I will be content if she made them
happy.” King Shamsher held his daughter's hand and spoke.
“My darling, you should never disrespect your in-laws and your husband. Remember, it is your duty to obey
your husband’s every word. For a wife, her husband is the ultimate authority after God; you will be rewarded in
this world and in afterlife if you can make your husband happy.”
Princess Mahemanir promised to abide by her father’s words and left her paternal home to spend the rest of her
life with her husband.
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The wedding convoy reached King Aardbel’s territory safely. The Queen Mother gave a hearty reception to the
new bride and took her into the palace. Night appeared to allow the travelers some rest after the day-long feast
was over. All went to their rooms for a good night rest while the newly wedded resumed their marital bliss in their
own bed-chamber.
At the wake of dawn, the anxious King approached Prince Jalal; he did not want his son to punish the new bride
and initiate a war between two kingdoms for no apparent reason. True, that his son had suffered tremendously
because of the anger of the Glendoveer princess. But now that the princess became his wife, Digvijay ought to honor
his wife and respect her prestigious family.
King Aardbel also was worried about the fate of the other wife. He did not have the heart to see another woman
suffer for no crime of her own.
Jalal listened carefully and then expressed his desire to converse with the prince in private. Once the two princes
were alone, they praised each other for successfully carrying out such a dangerous plan. Digvijay expressed his
gratitude and Jalal acknowledged the brotherly bond that they had formed with each other.
The two princes embraced each other; Jalal's missions were accomplished, and Digvijay had what he desired;
King Aardbel was happy because his son had avenged his misfortune. The royal parents were happy to have their
son back with them, safe and sound; the only problem that remained was the first wife of Prince Digvijay. King
Aardbel stole her from her parents and now he felt responsible for her.
Prince Digvijay assured Jalal that he would not let his first wife suffer either. He then told Jalal how he revealed
his story of first marriage to Mahemanir the previous night, and received no rebuke from her. His new wife
accepted the truth saying,
“I now know how she feels for her husband, who is also mine. As a wife, I am obliged to wish well of my
husband; therefore, I would not object to your other marriage which came to you as a responsibility. Besides, I fear
nothing as long as I know I am the one you love.”
The new bride apologized for casting a spell that caused so much trouble. She blamed herself for initiating the
other marriage which she knew, had taken place only for the well-being of her beloved.
Jalal was thrilled to hear this good news. He wished the three a long life of marital bliss.
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The generosity of the new bride also pleased the King and his queen when they heard about it from Jalal. The
queen greeted her two daughters-in-law with affection and arranged for a grand bridal reception for them.
Now that all ended well, Jalal felt that his mission was complete and he desired to return to his own beloved.
The king and the queen along with Prince Digvijay were unwilling to let him go; but all eventually agreed that
Jalal should now return to his own kingdom and serve his own people. They therefore arranged for Jalal’s
departure and gave him a warm farewell.
269.149 Excerpt from An Unfinished Song\fn{by Srimati Svama Kumari Devi Ghosal (1837-1932)} Dacca, Dacca
District, Bangladesh (F) 11
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He who wrote the above lines\fn{“Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart, | ’Tis woman’s whole existence.” They precede the
was a great man. It seems wonderful that a man should have read the inner nature of woman so
clearly as to become aware of this subtle fact. In my own life, I feel that every word of it is true. When I retrace
the history of my life, as far back as memory carries me, I see that I have always loved, love and life have been so
blended that they became one. And were this love ever taken from me, life would be worthless, a mere blank, my
individuality lost.
What was my age when love first came? I do not know the day and year of my birth. We had no horoscope
cast, my sister and I. Once I found among a pile of waste paper an old notebook of my father’s in which the dates
of these important events were recorded. I tore out the page containing the record and pasted it in the corner of my
song book, but the book got lost in course of time as books will. A search was made for it, and all the books I had
ever possessed were brought together. The very scribbling block on which I had first practised the art of writing in
big letters from right to left and from left to right, even this appeared, but the song book, the book that was wanted
above all others, was never found.
Men will smile when I tell them of this lack of knowledge; they will grow skeptical over my simplicity. But
women know what a difficult thing it is for the female memory to retain mere numbers. Both days and years
escape them in their flight. We have no trouble in guessing the right day of the week, because weeks are short and
quick to recur. But when we are asked the exact date of some bygone event, I would not ask anyone to place
reliance on our statements.
We remember days by events and only those days interest us on which events took place in which we were
concerned. Let me, for instance, recall my sister’s marriage. Before my mind’s eye appears a moonlight night in
the month of Falgoon. I still see the calm moon in the clear sky and the merriment of the bridal fête. But the full
moon and the bridal song did not record numbers. Ask me not for the year, because years are to us only numbers,
formless things following each other silently, and like a sage meditating on the Being without form or quality, so
has the woman to stop and think and count backward and forward and backward again when she wants to trace
the year in which a certain event occurred.
But there is one thing the great God in His mercy has made impossible for her. She cannot, however hard she
may try, count backward to the day of her birth. That event is happily shrouded in oblivion. It is all a great riddle,
a mystery—this birth of man. The constellations are busily at work at a certain moment to prepare a future for
him, but he who is not concerned is oblivious to it all. So after all it is not fault of mine if I know not the year in
which my life commenced. I seem to remember 1882 or 1883, but how far these figures are exact I cannot tell.
And after all is there really anyone who is the loser by this uncertainty? The loss is neither mine, nor the
reader’s. if the want of knowledge of these three hundred and sixty-five days would shorten or lengthen a man’s
life to that extent, it would be a different matter. But as it is, man may forget time, but time will never forget man.
My age will be the same whether I realize it or not, and it does not mater much to the reader if I am twenty instead
of nineteen.
Let me assume then that I am nineteen in order to settle the question finally. I am still a spinster. This may be a
source of surprise to one who understands this land of ours; but it is gradually changing, for are there not many
maids unmarried in this advanced age who count as many years as I do? And if a surprise it be I have a still
greater in store for my readers. I, a Hindu maiden, knew love before I entered wedlock. I loved a man without
even expecting him to become my husband.
I do not remember my mother, I lost her in my infancy. But my father’s devotion offered compensation, and I
loved him with a fondness greater than which no child could bestow on its mother. It is often argued that filial and
conjugal affection are feelings of a very different nature. But my impression has been just the reverse. Here again
I may differ from my reader. What the lover is to youth the parents are to childhood, the object of worship and
text of chapter one:H}
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affection, the idol of the heart. It has always seemed to me that a parent is protector and lover blended in one.
Towards both we are drawn by the same desire, to make the beloved a part of ourselves, to have complete
possession. The disappointment is the same in each case when love is not reciprocated, and we feel an equal
readiness to embrace pain and adversity in order to promote the happiness of the beloved.
I had a sister but we had become somewhat estranged from each other. She was four or five years older than I,
and lived with our father’s sister in Calcutta for her education. I loved my sister dearly, and was delighted
whenever she came home on a visit, but if she took up too much of my father’s attention, if she claimed his
affection in too great a degree, I ceased to appreciate her.
After dinner my father was in the habit of lying down to enjoy his gurguri (large hookah). In this quiet hour he
would soon find his little girls on either side of him. When alone with him I used to consider it my special
privilege to twine my arms round his neck. In this way I chatted with him, asking every evening anew the same
question, “Whom do you love best?” to which he invariably replied that he loved both alike. But notwithstanding
this I used to be quite certain in my miond that he loved me most.
“Do you say this because you fear my sister will get angry?” I would question. This only made him smile and
remain firm in his assertion.
I still remember the many ways in which I used to show my solicitude for him. If it was cold in winter, his
warm clothing was insufficient to keep him warm, it required my little shawl to cover him and protect him from
the cold. The punkah coolie could not do his duty in the summer, father would certainly be very uncomfortable
unless I plied my little hand-fan to cool him. I remember I used to make cuts in the potatoes, and decorate them
after my own fashion, so that they might please him when they were placed before him. Although I often cut my
fingers dureing this performance I could not be induced to abstain from it.
If the cook listened to my entreaties to let me form the salt into a disc, I thought how very palatable it now
must be for father. If ever he had to hurry off to office without taking the betel I had prepared for him, I would go
without food that day. My poor widowed aunt, who superintended our household, used to be put to great difficulty
because she could get no flowers for her worship, for with the early dawn I was in the garden gathering all the
opened buds for father, and no one else dared to claim one.
I remember that I was ill once while my sister was at home on a visit, and she took upon herself the duty of
gathering flowers and presenting them to my father. Oh, how this pained me; I suffered more from it than from
my illness. If I became cross and naughyty, nothing would make me behave better so quickly as the threat “You
will not be allowed to rest with your father after dinner tonight.”
I was at most five years old at the time of which I am writing. My young life was inundated with love, and
from it I have drawn the conclusiion that love is ever the same, whether it be between parent and child, brother
and sister or youth and maiden. It is borh in affection towards the parent, then passing in its development through
the stages of love for brothers and sisters, and the fondness of friendship, it finally finds its full expression in the
passion of youth and maiden. Just as I am the same individual now that I was in my infancy, although I have
assumed a different appearance through the growth and expansion of body andmind, so love is the same, though it
grows, expands and blossoms out from infantile affection into the passion of youth. It can then no longer be
sustained by the limited ideas of childhood, it seeks another object to which to attach itself, and as it passes
through the different stages, the heart learns in the end to yearn after the supreme ideal.
That woman is blessed, who, having found her idol, surrenders herself in worship to him entirely. That man is
blessed, who once installed in the shirine of a consecrated heart, dedicates himself to her and thus justifies the end
of life. That love alone is true which, based on self-abnegation, endures in its fullness throughout all time.
Thus I love father much even now. I would gladly sacrifice myself to procure his happiness, but he is no longer
the only object of my affection, aspiration, desire, worship and contemplation, my only source of happiness. My
all-pervading, all-embracing love did not twine around him alone very long. While I was still a child a rival
appeared to share it.
2
I have not so far disclosed the name of the place where our family lives; it is in the district of Dacca. My father
has a small estate, but his income is mainly derived from service under Government.
As long as he could attend to this at home we were very comfortable, but when I was about 8 or 9 years old he
was transferred to another place. I mentioned before that my sister lived with an aunt in Calcutta, but I had not so
far ever lived apart from my father, nor could I have borne the separation. Father accordingly took me with him to
his new district.
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Here the only sort of school was at the house of the zemindar\fn{Landlord} of the village for the education of
the children of his family, but many of the children of the neighbourhood attended it as well, myself among them.
This is a custom generally adopted in India in country districts. In this school I made many warm friendships, but
the warmest of all was with Chotu.\fn{Little one}
I did not learn his correct name. Possibly he was called Chotu because he was the youngest of the family, but it
never occurred to me that he had another name. He was the nephew of Babu Krishna Mohan, in whose house the
school was. The boy had lost his father and was therefore dependent upon his mother’s brother.
One reason for my friendship with Chotu was his superiority in age. He was the eldest of the pupils and might
have been twelve or thirteen years old at the time. There is a strange fascination for children in one of superior
age. He was the chief pupil of the schoolmaster, and that worthy used to lighten his labours by entrusting him with
the duty of superintending the younger ones.
The school was conducted in one of the outer apartments of Babu Krishna Mohan’s house. It began at half-past
seven in the morning and closed at ten. But the pupils were usually on the spot at half-past six, and found Chotu
seated on one of the benches. The master did not appear as a rule until an hour after the school had opened, and it
was Chotu who took charge of us in the meantime. He explained our lessons to us, wrote the alphabet into our
copybooks, distributed sweetmeats from a supply in his pocket, and spent the rest of his time getting his own
lessons by heart, perhaps humming a song while he did so.
This seemed to be a characteristic habit of his. At times we used to press him to sing louder for our benefit, but
that would end the matter immediately. Only once we heard him distinctly sing a line or two of a song. It was one
morning as we were about to enter the school room. One of the little girls, the naughty one, Prabha, had an idea.
“Listen,” she said, “Chotu is singing. Let us wait and hear him awhile, and after we have learnt what he sings,
we will tease him and sing the song before him.”
A day or two before there had been a theatrical company from Calcutta at Babu Krishna Mohan’s house on the
occasion of his son’s marriage. I went to their performance with my aunt, but, unfortunately, I slept through more
than half of it. Once I was roused from my sleep by a tremendous noise and saw a Prince dressed in brocade
stamping his foot upon the stage in a furious passion and flourishing a wooden sword. I was very frightened but
fell asleep again. Later on my aunt woke me to see a number of houris suspended in the air, a scene that pleased
me. I thought Chotu might have learned his song at this performance:
Alas, we met:
When moon and stars had faded.
Springtime had fled and flowers withered lay,
Garland in hand through the dark night I awaited.

Having heard Chotu sing thus far we entered the room giggling and laughing at him. Later I regretted I had not
listened to the song until it was finished, and looked through numbers of books of poems, but could never find it
in print. But now poor Chotu had to endure his tormentors:
“We heard you, you thought we would never hear you sing, but we have.”
Chotu was greatly abashed, but as for me I never forgot those lines, although I only heard them that once.
Chotu gave away sweetmeats, as I said before. They were not specially good, only what we got every day at
home, but when received from his hand, they were like the sweet cakes at horiloot that are thrown broadcast
among the people and are supposed to contain special merit.
Now these sweetmeats were supposed to be the reward of good conduct, but soon became the reverse in my
case. If Chotu had occasion to chide me for any naughtiness my eyes filled with tears and my gaiety changed very
suddenly. This seemed to be more than Chotu could bear, and contrary to all rules he would give me a much larger
share of the coveted sweets, adding caresses to the bountiful gift.
This unfortunately did not make a better girl of me. I do not know whether the sweets or the caresses were at
fault, but certainly my caprices increased. I would give a wrong answer even when I knew my lesson well. If
Chotu came to examine my writing I would spill a drop of ink on his hand and laugh outright at what I had done.
If he explained a sum on the blackboard I considered it a special joke to rub out the chalk and wipe it over him. If
on these occasions he showed any annoyance, I invariably resorted to tears, but if he entered into the spirit of the
thing and retorted with further pranks my merriment knew no bounds.
The result of it all was that Chotu’s position as a schoolmaster must have been weilnigh unbearable to him, for
all the children gradually followed my example, and there used to be lively scenes in the little schoolroom.
My father no longer received the choicest flowers, for one bunch was given to Chotu every day in return for
his sweetmeats and kind treatment. When I questioned in my own little heart which afforded me the greater
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pleasure, the gift of flowers to father or to Chotu, I was unable to answer. If in the early morning I found a bud
that specially pleased me, the thought of father and of Chotu entered my mind at the same moment. I was anxious
to see Chotu every morning, but at dusk I waited as eagerly for my father’s return. I seemed to love him most with
whom I was for the time being. I became more emphatic in assuring my father how deeply I loved him, at which
he was evidently amused, for he usually replied by saying,
“Do you really?”
“Truly, father, I mean it.”
Then my father would smile and kiss me.
Now Chotu had never yet kissed me, so surely it was father who loved me most. Then why should I bestow so
much affection upon Chotu? For love expects love in return; of this I was convinced even in my infancy, although
no one had told me so.
*
Thus passed two years, years so happy and full of childish delights. Often in later life how I recalled those days
when I studied with Chotu in the little country school. Ten years have passed since then. I have known the fiery
possession of youth. Mighty joys and sorrows, ambitions and aspirations have come and gone, yet lingers still the
memory of those days, the memory of the love of my early life, when such happiness was mine as I have never
known since, because it was unmixed with any sorrow. But life has ever been a vast riddle to me.
After two years my father was again transferred, and about that time my Sister’s marriage took place.
3
I saw Him first at my sister’s house at a tennis party. My sister’s husband is a barrister who took his degree in
England. He has a small party at his house every week for tennis. He, too, has been abroad, and is distantly related
to my brother-in-law.\fn{Italics in the text}
So I met him and fell in love with him at first sight, I hear my credulous reader laugh ingly assert. No, not that,
far from it. I am not recording a romance; we only became acquainted. I saw him look at me and smile, and then
turning to my sister, he remarked in a low tone,
“You are keeping a jewel concealed in a mine, and letting a lotus fade away in a wooden box.”
My name is Mrinaline (Lotus), but they call me Moni (Jewel). I overheard his remark, and it jarred on me. My
brother-in-law, however, took it up and gave a whole verse of poetry in reply:
Full many a gem of purest ray serene
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear.
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.
Brothers and sisters-in-law in this country have the time-honoured privilege of teasing and joking with one
another as much as they like. But, alas for poor me ! I was so shy, and so unequal a match for him, that all I could
do was to smile pleasantly and grumble inwardly the whole time.
Then there was my sister’s brother-in-law, who had taken his M.A. degree in Sanskrit and would not let the
opportunity pass of showing off his learning. So he replied with a Sanskrit quotation, which meant that a jewel
does not seek anyone, it has to be sought.
Every one smiled, but I did not enjoy the joke at my expense, nor look with special favour upon the man who
had occasioned it. However, this was before tennis began, and the feeling was modified later on.
After play was over the guests assembled in the drawing-room, and he was asked to sing. He consented, and
sang an English song. But my sister was not satisfied, and urged him to sing in Bengali. He made some objections
and apologies, but finally yielded.
But what was this? The song he sang was the same I had heard Chotu sing in the schoolroom of my childhood.
Alas, we met
When moon and stars had faded,
Spring-time had fled and flowers
Withered lay.

But I heard it clearly now, no longer in the humming tone in which Chotu used to sing it. His voice blended
with the notes of the piano and filled the house with sweet melody. I stood spellbound and listened like one in a
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trance. I drank in every word of the song as one parched with thirst will drink without breathing when at last he
finds the spring he sought.
Alas, this is a world of disappointment, seldom here do we get what we long for in its entirety. Scarcely was
the song begun when it was interrupted. A friend of the family, Mr. Mullick, entered the drawing-room,
accompanied by his wife and daughter. Both the player and the singer left their places and joined in greeting the
visitors.
This formality ended, the singer was urged to finish his song, but he refused. Miss Mullick was reputed to be a
good singer; every one, except me, urged her to sing, and she remained at the piano till the time came for us to
break up shortly afterwards.
*
When the day arrived for next week’s tennis party, the guests assembled, but the singer of that song of mine
was absent. This was a source of great disappointment to me. At the dinner table I ventured to enquire.
“Why has not Mr. Roy been here today?” My sister reiterated my question.
“I was thinking of the same thing,” she said. “Why did not Mr. Roy come?” This gave my brother-in-law a
chance for a joke.
“Indeed! well, had he known he would be missed so much, he would surely have come. Shall I send for him?”
This was all lost on me. I was attracted to the singer, not to the man, and so I answered unabashed,
“Yes, send for him, he sings well. I wish to hear him sing once more.” I had no motive other than to hear the
song, but I soon saw that they had, for my sister replied eagerly,
“Romanath has called several times, but we have never yet invited him to dine. We ought to do so.”
My brother-in-law agreed very readily. Mr. Roy was accordingly invited and came in due course.
*
When I saw him again, I was somewhat disappointed I had seen him only once before, and his personality had
not made a very lasting impression upon me.
Meanwhile ten or twelve days had elapsed. During this time, my fancy had been busy. I had imagined him to
be like a vision I had seen in a dream. Though I did not remember the features I saw in my dream vision, I
recalled the deep and loving look.
The man I met at dinner was certainly handsome. He had finely cut aristocratic fea tures, a well-shaped head
with beautiful hair, and he wore a glossy jet black moustache, but his eyes—ah, there lay the difference They had
not that tender, fond expression I had seen in my dream.
In his conversation, too, I searched in vain for the ideal. His humour seemed very forced. He paid many
compliments which seemed uncalled for, jarring on a Hindu maiden’s ears. It was, perhaps, my untrained taste
that was at fault. For how could one who had so long been accustomed to the best English society show other than
good manners?
In the course of conversation my sister enquired the reason of his absence from last week’s tennis party. He
had accepted an invitation to the Mullicks that day, he explained.
“I had refused them so often,” he continued, “that I had not the heart to do so again. Did you really expect me?
If I had known that I would sooner have sacrificed a thousand Mullicks.”
“I say, Romanath,” broke in my brother-in-law, “don’t get so very eloquent, it might make me jealous, you
know.”
“What songs had you after dinner?” my sister enquired. “Does not Miss Mullick sing well?” Mr. Roy smiled as
he replied,
“Yes—at least that is her reputation, the general belief. What a lovely colour, it suits your complexion
beautifully.”
The last remark applied to the colour I wore. My seat at the table was beside him, but no conversation of any
importance passed between us. My brother-in-law conversed with him on political topics. He spoke to me at
intervals, but we did not get far beyond questions and answers.
“Could I sing?”
“Did I read poetry?”
“What poet was my favourite?”
“How long did I expect to remain at my sister’s?”
In return I expressed my admiration of his song, and most sincere I was when I expressed it. Possibly he was
pleased, for he replied,
“I do not know many Bengali songs, I see I must learn them now.”
This was the only remark I heard him make that seemed agreeable to me; I thought he spoke sincerely then.
After dinner he sang again,
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Alas, we met
When moon and stars had faded, spring-time had fled and flowers withered lay.
Garland in hand through the dark night I awaited
The bridegroom who would come when all was bright and gay.
Then the house would be filled with fragrance and soft music.
And the mellow flute the tune of Schanua would play.

The song was over, but to me it was unfinished, something was left out. I was charmed but not satisfied. He
then approached me, as ever, with a compliment on his lips.
“I wish I were an artist, I would paint you as I see you now.”
This time I was not annoyed; he seemed no longer a stranger to me. Of a sudden the dream vision and he were
blended into one. And I saw whom? Him or another?
4
I felt like one mesmerised, and this condition was repeated every time he called at the house. When I received
him, I was perfectly indifferent, even in conversation I felt towards him as a mere acquaintance, but when he
began to sing my whole nature changed. It was ever the same song, and that song was the enchantress.
I resolved not to ask him to sing again, but when the time came I could not resist. The strange fascination of
the song lay in its power to bring back to my memory the days of my childhood. It poured a flood of feeling over
me that awoke the dormant emotions of the maiden, and ere the song was ended, it created a vortex in which I felt
myself carried into the realm of the ideal, searching for something I knew and yet I knew not.
I was lost in an intense longing; it seemed as if a God had taken possession of him who sang. Anon as I
listened to the melody it broke the barriers of time until the past and the present were blended and the singer
himself became identified with one I had known of old, until I felt as if I were walking in a trance.
Nor was the spell broken by his departure; I often remained in a partial stupor during the entire night. Waking
or sleeping I could not banish that song from my heart.
In a day or two, however, I usually managed to master myself, and when I met him again after a week or,
perhaps, sooner, I was perfectly self-controlled. Still I was shy on receiving him, because I remembered the spell
his music exercised over me.
My condition became an enigma to me. As the sky assumes different colours before and after sunset, so did my
whole nature change with the coming and disappearance of the effect that that song had over me.
Gradually, however, this condition became permanent, and I began to realise the thoughts of others. There was
but one opinion, one influence around me—this man was to be my husband, and to the thoughts of those
surrounding me I yielded as every maiden of Bengal would yield.
*
No Westerner can realise what a powerful influence matrimony has upon the life of a Hindu woman. Her
husband is the representation of the Divine on earth to her, the object of her worship. There can be no mistake
whoever he may be; he is the only one, and none other ever dare claim a thought in her mind. She has been
trained in this conviction throughout the ages until it has moulded her nature and is in itself enough to awaken her
love and foster it.
Wherever I went I heard this one theme. My girl friends joked me about him. Older people discussed the
matter freely with my sister even in my presence. My sister and brother-in-law let no opportunity pass of
expressing their joy at my future happiness, sometimes jokingly, sometimes in serious conversation. There was no
ground for thinking even in my imagination that this marriage would not take place, espe cially since he himself
strengthened the Conviction from day to day. His visits became more frequent, his attentions more pronounced.
That he had not so far proposed to me, seemed to me due to a desire on his part to understand my feeling towards
him better.
Love creates love, there is no other power so potent. When the heart is not occupied with other aspirations, it
can soon be won over to love. As long as he who woos is not repulsive to the maiden of his choice he has little
difficulty in awaking sympathy in her heart, and sympathy will grow into love ere long.
There is always the desire in the female breast to make another happy by self-abnegation, for love is woman’s
whole nature, its desires and aspirations are her lifeblood. This ideal may carry her to the very gates of Heaven,
or, alas, if it is misplaced, if it finds not the right support, it may drag woman very low, and when she sins, it is
because she has loved too much, trusted too much and desired to sacrifice herself to her devotion.
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He gradually became to me the perfect ideal realised. His manly bearing, his engaging manners, these won my
heart. I became proud of the fact that one so wonderful should have chosen me as the object of his love. Nor did
the period of uncertainty last long. The day came when he told me what was in his heart, the day to which I had
learned to look forward with pleasing anticipations—but!
I was gathering flowers in the garden. It was evening, and just after a rain-shower. The air was doubly
refreshing, and the flowers more beautiful. The setting sun illuminated the western sky with crimson glory, and
reflected its hues on the clouds and on the garden in which I stood. I tried to pluck a rose but pricked my fingers.
Just then my attention was arrested by a carriage entering the compound. It was he, and he came near and secured
the obstinate rose for me.
“For whom are you plucking these flowers?” he questioned softly.
Yes, for whom was I plucking these flowers? That question I had revolved in my own mind ever since I came
into the garden. In my childhood I had gathered flowers, but there was no question about it then, they were for
Chotu, but for whom were these? I could not give them to Mr. Roy, however hard I might try.
“For my sister,” I faltered shyly.
I heard him sigh, and then he picked a rose, the most beautiful one to be seen, put it into my hand, and repeated
a verse:
A lamp is lit in woman’s eye.
That souls else lost on earth
Remember angels by.

I blushed and invited him to enter the house.
“Go first and I will follow you,” was his reply. “Do you remember you have promised to sing tonight?”
We went upstairs. My brother-in-law had not returned home, and letting my sister know through a servant that
Mr. Roy had come, I entered the drawing-room with him. He urged me to take my place at the piano and sing.
“Please do sing,” he said, “the song I love, ‘O, mellow night with moonlight softly shining.’”
But I decided since this was a song that appealed to the night, it might better be sung later in the evening. He
left the matter to my choice, selecting, however, another of his favourites.
“Sing ‘Sweet Bird of Beauty’; you know the poem, I suppose?” And then he recited the words:\
To me there is but one place in the world.
And that is where thou art;
For wherever I may be,
My love doth find its way
Into thy heart,
As doth a bird
Into her secret nest.
Then sit and sing.
Sweet bird of beauty, sing.

I urged him in return to sing to me, I wished to hear it. He took no notice of my request, but replied,
“I like one of Shelley’s poems greatly, you must have read it.”
We, are we not as notes of music are
To one another though dissimilar?
Such difference without discord as can make
Those sweetest sounds in which all spirits shake,
As trembling leaves in a continuous air?

I remained silent, but he spoke again.
“I once thought,” he continued, “that all good poems were more or less hollow, that they were devoid of truth
and consisted of mere fantasies, but I have learned to feel that I was mistaken. How do they appeal to you?”
“I have not thought about them in that way. I read poems and like them. That is all I know.”
“But,” he argued, “unless you feel them to be true can you appreciate their beauty? In earlier days I used to be
displeased with a love story because it seemed to me untrue and impossible. I see differently now; I now
understand that
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Then are dreamt of in your philosophy.
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I never would have thought that I would learn to realise all this in my own life.” Then he turned towards me with
eyes filled with sorrow and softly whispered,
To see her is to love her, and love but her forever.

“Must I speak more plainly still?”
To see you is to love you,
And love but you forever.

He was interrupted by my brother-in-law, who entered the room just then in a gay mood.
“Hallo,” he ejaculated, “how long have you been here? Just winding up the game? Final proposal in poetry, it
seems. Hurrah, let me congratulate you.”
Mr. Roy was somewhat abashed at this unexpected intrusion, but in a minute he was master of the situation.
“You are very late in returning this evening,” he said calmly. “We were whiling away the time as best we
could. By the by, did you win that murder-case of yours? Did you get that poor fellow off?”
To an advocate no subject is so welcome as a talk about his cases, and my brother-in-law forgot everything else
at this question. The two discussed the case.
Meanwhile I was like one in a dream. I tried to think. He had expressed his feelings for me,—was I happy
now?
The voice of my heart did not reply. Something displeased me, I knew not what, but I recalled my first meeting
with him and remembered that I had experienced a similar feeling then. There was something in it that jarred upon
me. I was surrounded by happiness, all was beauty; I did not deny that. I felt like one into whose cup of nectar a
drop of poison has fallen.
The light of my heart became suddenly dimmed, I knew not why. It dawned upon me that this was not what I
had longed for, it was all so short of my expectations.
While I was absorbed in my thoughts and the others talked, the servant came in with two cards and announced
the arrival of a client and a visitor. My brother-in-law took up the cards, and exclaimed,
“The doctor, Binoy Kumar Chaudhury. Moni, go and call your sister. Show him in, Durwan.”
I went, and hardly had I crossed the threshold when I heard the voice of the visitor. Curiosity got the better of
me and I stopped to have a glance at him through the partially drawn curtains. My brother-in-law had already left
the room to see his client, and the newcomer was left alone with my lover. It was thus that I over heard a most
extraordinary conversation. The doctor spoke first.
“By the way I met Miss K. just before leaving England. She seemed very anxious to know whether you had
arrived safely and why you had not sent her the money for her passage out to India. You know her relatives will
have nothing to do with her since her engagement to you. So the poor girl—”
I began to tremble, and it required a great effort to keep on my feet.
“Nonsense,” replied Mr. Roy, “there never was a formal engagement. I thought that affair was a thing of the
past. For goodness’ sake don’t start the subject here, my friends might consider me a villain if they heard of it.”
“What else can you make yourself out to be?” was the doctor’s firm reply. “Do you consider it honourable
conduct to forsake a young girl who trusted you? Before God you were man and wife.”
I do not know what happened after this. I fell fainting to the ground.
5
When I recovered consciousness, I saw a pair of tender eyes resting anxiously and lovingly upon me. Once
again that strange enchantment took hold upon me when I confounded past and present, when the days of my
childhood seemed so near, so real that I felt myself moving in the scenes of early days, surrounded by the love
that then was mine.
Ah, the look of tender love was there that I had seen in the eyes of my childhood’s friend, that look for which
in vain I had sought in the eyes of my lover. The delusion lasted a moment only, and I saw it was not he, but the
doctor who was bending over me.
“Thank God, the danger is passed, she is saved,” I heard him say.
My sister sat beside me. She looked like one who had undergone suffering and fatigue. Her voice was weak
and nervous as she spoke. She held medicine to my lips and urged me to take it. I could not realise the situation.
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“Why must I take medicine?” I questioned. “Am I ill?” My brother-in-law replied, I saw he made an effort to
be cheerful,
“There is nothing the matter with you. It is not medicine we are offering you, only a little sherbet; do take it.”
And turning to the doctor he continued,
“Romanath is anxious to see her, may he do so?”
“It would be better not to disturb her for a while,” was the doctor’s reply. “She requires sleep to recover her
nerves. Let us retire. Her sister then may lull her to sleep. There is no necessity for my remaining here any longer.
With your permission I will call and see her tomorrow morning.”
“Certainly,” replied my brother-in-law. “What should we have done if you had not been here today? I don’t
know how to thank you.” These last words were said as the doctor left the room.
I was most uneasy in mind. Some feeling weighed me down like a heavy load, and finally found vent in a
flood of tears. I knew not what came over me, but my fond sister was there to comfort me, and against her loving
heart I rested my weary head, asking the one question that occurred to me,
“Am I going mad, sister?” Dear, kind sister, how tenderly she caressed me, how solicitous she was of my wellbeing.
“Do not talk, Moni, darling,” she urged gently, “the doctor has recommended sleep. Rest quietly and you will
fall asleep soon,” and passing her hand tenderly over my head, she tried to soothe my excited nerves.
I endeavoured to be calm but could not check the flood of my tears. I could not understand the cause of my
sadness. Why I wept I knew not, for I was conscious of neither pleasure nor pain, yet I continued sobbing like a
child. At last I fell asleep, fondled by my sister’s loving hand.
*
Throughout the entire night I was haunted by restless dreams, my sleep was not peaceful. I was like one lying
in a trance. I was awake and yet the nightmare of weird dreams surrounded me. It seemed as if all the events of
my life crowded into my brain at once and then left it as quickly, leaving behind a sensation of peculiar emptiness.
I found myself talking to someone, who suddenly changed into another.
Again, I was dressing to go visiting but could not finish my toilet.
I went to secure a carriage, but could not find one.
I began to walk and walk but reached no destination, or if I did reach it, I was confused about the house I was
to enter.
Thus the night was spent in a whirlpool of confused imaginings. Only towards morning I had a vivid dream
and I remembered it on waking. I dreamt my marriage was being performed, and I looked wistfully at the
bridegroom but thought that it was not he for whom my soul had yearned. The thought seemed to break my heart,
and I cast my eyes down. Then I saw his feet and instantly I realised that it was he after all. Suddenly a divine
happiness flowed into my being and in my ecstasy I called out,
“It is he, it is he.”
The sound of my own voice startled me, and I awoke. The day was already advanced and I felt relieved and
stronger, notwithstanding the haunting nightmare. Still I was not myself, the illusion had not entirely departed.
I thought I heard again the conversation between the doctor and Mr. Roy, and the strange experience that I
underwent made me imagine I was another being from what I had been yesterday, and that the conditions of
yesterday had disappeared and today was another world. My heart was filled with disappointment, still I knew not
that anguish, that intolerable pain of which I have heard those tell who have had a similar experience.
Nor was I carried away by that ideal faith that however depraved he might be whom I was to wed, he was my
husband now and forever, and that I must worship him, be the conditions what they might. Deceived by him
whom I had trusted so intensely, I felt as did the beggar saint, Durbasa, who, when asking the love-stricken
Sakuntola for alms was roused to anger, because she noticed him not.
Even so my pride was wounded, and I began to loathe the deceiver. My indignation turned upon myself as
well. Why had I been so blind as to take a renegade for a god? Still I felt a grim pleasure at being disillusioned,
for now I knew him as he really was, and from this man my thought wandered to the other, whom only yesterday I
had seen for the first time, the doctor, who had attended me while I was unconscious and the light of whose eyes
had welcomed me back to life. I saw the difference between the two. I realised in the latter a strong and manly
character that claimed respect from all with whom it came into touch.
*
Thus passed the day. I felt my strength returning gradually. After dusk my sister again sat beside me, and
seeing me much improved she began to speak to me of my ailment, tenderly questioning me of the cause that had
brought on yesterday's attack.
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“You have not had an attack of hysteria for a long time,” she began. “We thought you were cured. I am afraid
you have stayed up late at night reading novels. Moni, will you never learn to take care of yourself ? Really if you
are indifferent as regards yourself, you ought to be careful for the sake of those who are so anxious about you.”
I assured her I had not been at all careless.
“Why then this sudden relapse ? Oh, Moni, if I could tell you what anxiety we suffered yesterday! Oh, the
terror that took hold of me when I found you lying in the corridor. I called out for help and the two visitors who
were in the drawing-room came to the rescue. Fortunately the doctor was at hand; what would have happened
otherwise I do not know. Oh, how pale and wretched poor Romanath looked. When we brought you into your own
room—you know he could not very well come in to see you, because the doctor did not wish any disturbance—I
was told he went home looking terribly sad and dejected.”
My sister’s expression of confidence in this man sounded like irony to me.
“Yes,” I replied, “he may have been dejected, but there is another cause for it besides my illness. Sister, we
have been sadly deceived. He is not an honest man, and now he has been found out. That is why he appeared
dejected.”
Again my eyes overflowed with tears, burning tears of anger. My sister became anxious.
“I do not understand what you mean, child. Did he tell you anything yesterday? Now do not weep, it will
excite you and you may get ill again. Try to be cairn and tell me what has happened.”
*
I then controlled myself and as calmly as I could I told my sister all I had heard, while standing near the door.
It made, however, no deep impression on her; she acted like one from whom a great anxiety had been suddenly
removed, and with a sigh of relief she replied,
“Oh, is that all! I have been so nervous. I cannot describe to you the state of my anxiety.”
This was more than I had expected of my sister. She surprised me disagreeably, and my reply was quick and
fretful.
“What do you mean, sister? Are you taking this matter lightl? The man is engaged to be married to one and
proposes marriage to another—is not this serious enough?”
My sister was not convinced.
“You are taking entirely too serious a view of the matter,” she said. “As for me I do not doubt in the least that
he loves you. Don’t worry yourself about that affair in England. Supposing there really was some talk of marriage
between him and someone else, what is the use of fretting about it? He is not married, and you know very well
that engagements are broken every day. Not long ago the marriage of my husband’s cousin was broken off even
after the ceremony had been performed. Then think of marriage between a Bengali and an English girl. Just
realise the difference in their habits and customs. Two people may become infatuated and yield to their emotions
on the impulse of the moment, but they certainly learn to regret their folly when they come to reason about the
matter. If the object of marriage is the promotion of mutual happiness, then such a marriage as this would be a
decided failure. Under such circumstances I consider it far wiser to break off an engagement than to yield to a
foolish and mistaken sentiment. And remember the happiness of the girl in question was involved as well as his,
and should he sacrifice her life?”
I had not the patience to listen further.
“Are you quite certain,” I interrupted, “that he did it out of solicitude for the girl? Do you not understand that
she has given up everything for this man, that she trusts him, and is waiting to hear from him? In the meantime he
deliberately breaks his troth and seeks the hand of another. Is this worthy of the dignity of manhood? I am really
at a loss to understand how you can take such a calm view of the matter?”
“Let me explain to you my reason for this,” was my sister’s calm reply. “You know that English girls are
notorious for priding themselves on being able to captivate the affections of men, and I really think the poor
fellow fell a victim to one of them. We should pity him rather than condemn. I am quite certain if we question him
about it, we shall get a satisfactory reply.”
“Do you expect me to refer to the matter when I see him?”
“You will not have to, he will do it himself. If not, your brother-in-law and I will speak to him. It is but natural,
since you are engaged to be married to him, that we should ask him for an explanation.”
“The marriage has not been settled yet,” I rejoined, “and I have no desire for it either.” My sister looked
amazed and exclaimed,
“Have you gone mad? You wish to break off the engagement for so slight a cause? Now don’t get any foolish
notions into your head. Don’t you understand that you will be disgraced in Society if you do so? He is a man, to
him a broken engagement does not mean much, but when I think of your fate, I grow very nervous. There will be
so much gossip about you, I don’t think we shall be able to marry you at all.”
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“What if I remain unmarried? I am not very anxious for wedlock.”
“Now in the name of justice,” my sister urged, “let me appeal to you not to take any foolish step. If you
wilfully refuse to marry this man, will you not commit the very wrong of which you are accusing him ? Will you
not ruin the life of one who loves you, and that for a fancied reason?”
“Fancied reason!” I reiterated her words.
“Certainly, for I feel convinced if we once hear the facts of the matter explained by his own lips, we shall find
that he was not so much at fault. At least wait until you hear what he has to say and then give him your final
answer. Even a criminal is not convicted without a trial, and you are ready to pronounce judgment upon the man
who loves you without giving him a chance to say a word in his defence. I am afraid you are hard-hearted.”
*
I was silenced. I saw it was useless to try and make her understand what I felt. She looked upon it from a
worldly point of view. In her matter-of-fact way she argued that similar occurrences take place daily in life, that a
man is not perfect but liable to the failings of humanity in general. If woman raises her ideal of him too high she
must be disillusioned, and as long as he has not committed any extraordinary offence there can be no reason for
condemning him.
But my midsummer night’s dream had vanished, and vanished forever. I no longer saw with the eyes of
Titania, to whom the most ungainly object appeared beautiful. The bandage had dropped from my eyes, and I did
not even once attempt to soothe my wounded heart with the thought that he must be mine whatever he might have
done. I was perfectly willing to pardon him as a man, but he could no longer take the place of lover with me. That
place must be filled by one inspired by loftier motives. Whatever might be the shortcomings of men in general, he
whom I was to call husband must be above all that is small and unworthy in a man.
This might appear like a fanciful illusion to a maturer mind, but the ideal being unblemished carried all the
force of reality in my inexperienced heart. Nor was I satisfied to have my husband’s love for one life only, I must
feel in my own consciousness that he had been mine in lives of the past and would be mine again in lives to come.
That at any time his life should not have been entirely mine, that his affections should ever have belonged to
another—I could not tolerate the idea.
In this respect I expected of man what man expects of woman. As a man wants undivided devotion from the
woman he marries, as she is not allowed ever to give a thought to any man but him, so did I want my husband’s
whole existence to be mine.
I do not know whether anyone sympathises with me, whether I can make anyone understand what I felt. I
might pardon him, I might even marry him if need be, but he could never now reach up to my ideal. Time was
when I thought he could be enshrined in my soul as all I had dreamed of in man, but I saw now that I had been
mistaken. Now that the enchantment was over, he had become to me a jutilated idol, which could no longer enter
the sanctuary of my being; my whole life seemed wrecked.
Perhaps there is in the world another who harbours such sentiment as mine, but I knew of none, hence I
remained silent.
238.59 Excerpt from Lord Gauranga\fn{by Shri Shishir Kumar Ghose (1840-1911)} Magura, Jessore District, Khulna
Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
1
Lord Gaurahga was born in Nabadweep (Nadia), on the sacred river Bhagirathi, on the night of the full moon,
in the most delightful month of Falgoon in the year 1486.
Just then an eclipse of the moon had taken place. This was considered to be a holy sign and all the people cried
“Haribol!” (literally, speak the name of Hari) , Hari being one of the names of God dear to the Vaishnavas.
Nadia was then perhaps the first city in the world spiritually as well as intellectually. Why was it that he was
born at a time when that learned city had reached the height of its intellectual eminence? It was, the devotees
explain, perhaps to show that he was not afraid of submitting his credentials to a thorough examination; also
perhaps, we might add, to show the insufficiency of the mere intellect to probe into the mysteries of Man.
His father gave him the name of Biswambhar, his mother called him Nimai. The name Gauranga was given on
the occasion of the sacred thread ceremony. His devotees called him Sree Gauranga or, simply, Gaur. He was also
known as Sree Krishna Chaitanya, he who awakens God in the hearts of men.
Tall for his age, the boy was extremely handsome. He was also remarkably restless. One peculiarity which
marked him even from the early years was that the mere uttering of the name of Hari could pacify the crying child
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when everything else had failed. Being the youngest—his parents had lost seven daughters—he was naturally the
pet of the family, and he knew it.
When the child had learnt to crawl it became necessary to keep strict watch over him, for he would steal away
into the street or to the bank of the river. Sometimes his mother, Shachee, would catch the scampering child and
setting him down in the courtyard quietly enjoy the spectacle with silent pride and delight.
When he had learnt to walk his parents feared that he might steal away and get lost in the crowded streets. One
day he caught hold of a cobra, after which he was guarded with even more care. Another day, a thief found the
child, with gold ornaments on his person, and lifted him with evil motives. A frantic search was made for the
missing child, but he was nowhere to be found. It was about to be given up, when the child suddenly returned and
ran into the arms of his anxious father.
The event proved to be a turning point in the career of the thief. He not only returned the child but later gave
up the world and led the life of a recluse. This was the beginning of a series of miracles which marked his life
throughout.
Nimai’s complexion resembled molten gold, the palms and soles of his feet looked as if they had been painted
with fresh vermilion. When he ran about, it seemed as if blood was oozing out of the soles of his tender feet. His
lips were ruddy, like the ripe bimba fruit, but the eyes were most lovely, “moist with lotus honey” and elongated
like the petals of a lotus. Whoever caressed the child, felt a strange thrill pass through his frame. Everybody’s
darling, his mother had but limited opportunities of enjoying his company. Only in the evening, when she had the
child entirely to herself, did the happy mother enjoy a few moments of unalloyed happiness.
Many supernatural incidents attended the child. While the boy slept a moonlike aura often floated across his
body. Sometimes his body was enveloped with light, and the mother found the room filled with luminous figures.
One night when these figures had reappeared, his mother asked him to go to his father, who was sleeping in
another room. As the boy proceeded to his father’s room, she heard the sound of. Anklets—such as little children
sometime wear. Jagannath also heard the same sound and he explained that this indicated that Gopal\fn{ I.e., Krishna
as the Child God, Bal Gopal} was present in the boy. Shachee did not think herself greatly honoured by the suggestion.
“Whatever it may be, may no evil betide my little Nimai!”
On the playfield, however, Nimai was very much like other boys. In fact, he would do nothing but play. His
mother’s entreaties went in vain. But if at any time the unhappy mother gave way to tears, Nimai would at once
run back and throwing his little arms round her neck console her in his most winning way.
Nimai was an exquisite dancer even at that early age. It seemed as if some invisible influence was at work and
ail who saw him dance felt a thrill so intense as to bring tears to the eyes. Amidst his friends Nimai would
sometimes dance of his own accord. And the children would dance with Nimai, with hands uplifted, all the while
crying
“Hari, Hari!”
Sometimes in his ecstasy, unable to control hjs feelings, he would roll on the ground. Some of the playmates
too would do the same.
One day the child was seen to dance with unusual excitement. It begun impromptu, but soon fell into a pattern:
Nimai standing in the middle, while his companions danced round him holding each other’s hands. A learned old
gentleman, who happened to be passing by, stopped to witness the game, but was soon so overpowered as to join
it. Later, ashamed at what he had done, he ran away quickly! One night, having failed to lull the restless child to
sleep, in despair his mother asked:
“Are you not a mad boy to behave in the way you do?”
“No, mother,” replied Nimai, “everyone else is mad save myself.”
Nimai was not yet five years old. But in Nadia at that age almost every child was at school. This neglect of
studies the scholarly father did not relish. Once, annoyed, he rushed out, to teach the lad a lesson. But the young
delinquent’s tears touched his father’s heart and Nimai continued to keep away from studies as before.
The child cherished some fear for his father and his elder brother, but none at all for the mother, who was
sometimes seized with a passing suspicion that Nimai was really somebody else and not her son. Like Hindu
ladies of high caste, Shachee was a keen observer of rites and a firm believer in tabus. To tease her, Nimai would
sometimes indulge in activities not permitted nor expected of a Brahmin lad.
“Are you not ashamed of yourself, you a Brahmin’s son?” asked the scandalized lady.
“The idea of external purity is a delusion,” replied the grave young lawgiver.
A strange tenderness bound mother and child. To Shachee the voice of Nimai was far sweeter than any music
and whenever she found an opportunity she tried to make the boy speak. But Nimai, knowing his mother’s mind,
would close his lips and refuse to utter a single word.
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“Now, what is the matter, Nimai? Why don’t you speak?” But all he does, in reply, is to flash a provoking
smile.
“Nimai, you don’t speak to me now. I am sure you will not look after me when I am old.” No reply.
“Nimai, when I am dead, you will be an orphan and walk about the streets hungry and uncared for.” No reply
still.
Sometimes when he sorely tried her patience, Shachee would pursue him, rod in hand. The naughty child
would then run into the midst of cast-away pots and pans, where of course Shachee could not follow him. Also he
would touch a chamar, a man of low caste, and then try to come close to his mother who, poor lady, would run
back home and close the door against the young pursuer. One day he brought a puppy home. Now, according to
Hindu conventions a dog is an unclean animal and Shachee was naturally shocked.
Much as the mother would have liked it, the child did not learn or care to deport himself as decorously as the
son of a learned Brahmin was expected to. But one consolation she had: the child loved her intensely and
devotedly. One day, when he was not more than five, Nimai suddenly began to cry. His parents tried to quiet him.
They uttered the name of Hari but even this failed.
“Tell us what is it that you want,” asked the agonised mother.
“I want the offerings which Jagadish and Hiranya have prepared for God,” came the unexpected reply.
Jagadish and Hiranya were two neighbours of Jagannath who had, on the eleventh day of the moon, as was the
custom those days, prepared some offerings for Sri Krishna. Nimai wanted these.
The question that puzzled them was how the little lad had come to know about all this. For all Brahmins do not
observe the ceremony. Of course it would be a sacrilege to offer to a child what was meant for Sri Krishna. They
tried to divert the child’s attention, offered him other and better substitutes. But Nimai would have those or
nothing else.
When it came to the notice of the two Brahmins, they hastened to see for themselves what the matter really
was. The child looked even more beautiful than ever and the Brahmins thought that Sri Krishna must have entered
his body and that it was He, Bal Gopal, the Divine Child, who was demanding what was His. They soon came
back and, placing the offerings before Nimai entreated him to accept these:
“Take them, Nimai,” they said, “and let Gopal partake of these through you.” In later life they became ardent
followers of Nimai, rather Lord Gauranga.
In Shachee’s mind the idea was gathering strength that Nimai was either partially insane or under the influence
of some evil spirit. Her sister, whom she consulted, suggested that she should take the opinion of the elderly
matrons of the neighbourhood. The self-assured matrons (ginnis) met in conference and after hearing the evidence
they voted the question to be a serious one. When Shachee related the story of the bright figures hovering over the
sleeping child, they unanimously declared it to be the work of evil spirits.
Just then Nimai appeared on the scene. One of the redoubtable matrons accosted him:
“How is it that you, the son of a Brahmin, have no respect for either the gods or the Brahmins?” With a
mocking smile the child retorted,
“I revere no one, everyone should revere me!” Shachee was shocked and she prayed to the Gods to forgive the
erring child.
“He knows not what he says,” and she burst into tears. After long deliberations the wise old crones
recommended the propitiation of the goddess Shasthi, patroness of children. Shachee approved of the idea and
prepared offerings for her. This she did with the utmost secrecy. Concealing the offerings in the folds of her sari,
she was proceeding by a private road towards the place of worship, when lo! and behold, who but Nimai was
standing straight in front of her. Shachee could only stammer,
“My dear child, go home at once.”
“But mother, what is it that you are carrying with you? I am very hungry, give some to me,” said Nimai.
“My child, you ought not to speak like that. These are meant for the goddess Shasthi. After I have offered these
to her, I shall give you sweets and fruits in plenty.”
“But 1 feel very hungry, mother. I can’t wait so long,” replied the impatient child, and snatching away a
portion of the offering he ran off!
“Oh, are you not a Brahmin.born? I shall throw myself into the Ganges and put an end to my life,” cried the
unhappy mother.
“Believe me mother, the goddess Shasthi will be highly pleased if I eat these.”
“Your conduct, little rogue that you are, will bring ruin upon you.” Weeping in the bitterness of her heart, she
prayed to the goddess to forgive the wicked child.
At this time there lived in Nabadweep a young scholar and physician, Murari Gupta. He had studied
Yogavashista with its highly philosophical and seemingly atheistical doctrine—He and I are one and the same—
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whicb he seemed to accept. One day while he was discussing this doctrine with some of his friends he noticed that
young Nimai was mimicking his gestures, much to the delight of his listeners.
“What a perverted child,” thought Murari and he said so.
“I will teach you a lesson at dinner time,” replied young Nimai.
Murari went on with his discussion without paying any heed to the threat. Indeed, he soon forgot all about it.
Later as he was sitting down to his meal Nimai suddenly appeared before him and fouled the plate from which he
was eating. For a moment Murari was stunned. But, after a pause he was roused from his stupor when he heard
Nimai speak. What the child said was quite unexpected.
“Murari, give up teaching your false and dangerous doctrine and learn to worship Sri Krishna heart and soul.
Thus do I treat those who pretend to believe that they are one with God Almighty.” So saying he vanished.
This had a wonderful effect on Murari. He felt that it was the Child Krishna who had spoken to him through
his little visitor. He hastened to the house of Jagannath Misra and prostrated himself before the shy boy who now
hid himself behind the folds of his mother’s sari.
“What are you doing, my good physician?” asked the bewildered father. "Do you mean to bring evil upon the
boy by prostrating yourself before him?”
“Misra, you will soon know who your son is,” replied Murari. Misra did not live to know it, but the world did.
2
Nimai’s elder brother, Visvarup, was now sixteen. Attractive and intelligent, he was the observed of all
observers in Nadia. His early contact with Advaita Acharya, of Santipur, had turned his already serious mind
towards ideas of salvation and the advent of Sri Krishna. Between Nimal and Visvarup there sprang up a deep and
mutual affection.
But gradually Visvarup began to spend most of his time in the company of Advaita. He would often skip his
midday meal and Nimai had to be sent to fetch him. Jagannath wanted to get him married.
At this Visvarup took fright. A worldly life had lost all attraction for him. But how could he disobey his
parents?
He determined to leave home. This, he felt, would eventually lead to the family’s real welfare, for, as the
scriptures teach, if someone in the family becomes a Sannyasi it saves or sanctifies the entire family. He had made
up his mind and one day, calling his mother aside, he dropped a hint.
“When Nimai grows up please give him this book to read,” that was all he said. Shachee suspected something.
“You yourself can do that,” she replied.
But Visvarup got round her with an evasive answer. Later he and his cousin Lokenath, planned to leave home
secretly. On the night of his departure he got up from the unused bed, bowed to his sleeping parents and with a
final prayer to Sri Krishna left for the river ghat.
At that odd hour no ferry boats were plying. So they swam across, the river. Holding a copy of the Bhagavad
Gila—his sole property—in his left hand he swam with the right!
After many hardships Visvarup was initiated by an ascetic of the Puri sect.
The next day the parents came to know the truth. The entire town was moved and expressed its admiration of
the young seekers. The parents’ lot was unenviable and friends came to console them. But Jagannath only prayed
to God that Visvarup might have the grace to keep his vow! In this, after a time, the grieved moth~r also joined.
Reader, do you understand what this means? What wisdom, intelligence and strength of mind are revealed
here?
When Nimai learnt the news he fainted. But on coming back, he pleaded with his parents not to grieve.
“I will take my brother’s place and do my duty towards you.” He was then only about six.
Two years after his initiation Visvarup left the body in a mysterious manner. Surrounded by disciples, he just
disappeared, none knew where or how.
“His soul took the shape of a mass of light like ‘a thousand suns’ and mounted up,” the reports said. The news
was naturally not conveyed to his parents.
3
After this Nimai gave up his childish pranks. Believing that it would please his parents if he minded his books
he now turned to his studies which he had neglected so far. His parents naturally felt happy. But soon an incident
took place, dark with forebodings
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One day Nimai happened to chew a betel which was part of the offerings to the household deity, after which he
fell into a swoon. On coming round he told a strange story. It seemed that his brother, Visvarup, had spirited him
away and advised him to leave the world just as he himself had done. On Nimai’s protest that he was too young to
do so, and had duties towards his parents, he had brought him back and also tendered his salutations to his
parents. At this Shachee and Jagannath felt both happy and alarmed, and it was decided to discontinue Nimai’s
studies.
“Education opened the eyes of Visvarup,” said Jagannath. “It will be the same with Nimai too.”
This time the dutiful boy did not disobey his father’s wishes. His pranks now extended to the whole town,
while his frolics on the river did not fail to annoy the sober and decent citizens. He would pull even elderly people
by their legs, take away flowers meant for worship or quietly eat up the offerings. Complaints began to pour in.
But whenever Shachee chided him, the boy replied:
“Why, you are determined that I should be a dunce, and I must act as one. You say that I should not misbehave.
But, without education, how am I to know good from evil?”
It was then suggested that the boy should be allowed to continue his studies. This time Jagannath raised no
objections.
Nimai turned over a new leaf and made surprising progress in a short time. At the age of nine he was invested
with the sacred thread. He looked his part every inch, the personification of bhakti, the ideal neophyte. Those who
saw him wondered if he was not some god in disguise.
As soon as his father had breathed the sacred mantra of inititation, Nimai fell into a swoon. After he regained
consciousness for a while he was kept, as was the custom, in a secluded place. The period of seclusion over,
people came with alms and presents. One gave him a betel nut, but no sooner did he begin to chew it than a
change came over his body. The whole body was enveloped with a halo and he again fainted. Later he said that he
knew nothing of what had happend to him.
Now a well-behaved lad, Nimai was bent on his studies and was making rapid progress. His teachers spoke
highly of his application and intelligence. His father felt happy, but the happiness was not to last. He had an attack
of fever and knew that the end was near.
“Father is a sweet word which I shall utter never more,” sobbed the little boy. Recovering for a moment,
Jagannath held Nimai to his bosom and said:
“I am going away with my desire unfulfilled. I leave you to God, my child.” These were his last words.
4
Shachee had little leisure to mourn. Besides, she had to suppress her own feclings lest these caused any pain to
the sensitive child. All her energies were devoted to the wel.are of Nimai. She was particularly anxious about his
education and decided to place him under the tuition of Pandit Gangadas, a man of irreproachable character and
unrivalled scholarship. Gangadas readily accepted the bright pupil.
Very soon Nimai distinguished himself as the first scholar in the tol, though there was no lack of senior and
even brilliant fellow students like Kamalakanta, Krishnananda and Murari Gupta.
Murari would not condescend to join battle with a stripling of fourteen. But when once he did, how easily he
was trounced! The greenhorn sought new encounters, and after he had worsted his competitors at one river ghat
he would move to another in search of fresh fights. Strange to say, the Vaishnavas were his particular objects of
attack.
It was at this early age that Nimai wrote a commentary on Sanskrit grammar which gradually became popular
even at Nabadweep, where it was no easy matter to make a new text acceptable. He then turned to the study of
nyaya\fn{Logic}. His teacher was the celebrated Vasudeva Sarbabhauma.
At first the young pupil went unnoticed. But Raghunath—already the author of a book on logic, Deedhiti—felt
in the young blade a rival. One day when their teacher asked Raghunath to explain a knotty logical fallacy it took
him a whole day to arrive at the right answer.
Nimai did it on the spot, in a flash. The boy must be a god, thought Raghu. Afraid and nervous, he asked Nimai
to show him the commentary on nyaya which the latter had written. Raghunath himself was engaged in writing
one which he hoped might be a masterpiece.
The next day, as they were crossing the river on their way to Sarbabhauma’s tol, Nimai read out pages of his
commentary. Raghu’s hopes faded before him and he burst into tears. Asked to explain, he told the truth.
“I was ambitious,” he said, “of being the first among professors of nyaya. I have given my best to write a
commentary that I hoped would better all its predecessors. That hope is now completely blasted, for my poor book
must give way to yours, which is far superior.” Nimai’s decision was direct and immediate.
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“Is that all? Then weep no more, my good brother. This nyaya is, after all, a fruitless philosophy. Here goes!”
And, with that, he flung the manuscript into the river!
The world lost a masterpiece. But it was to gain a Master. For such loss ample recompense.
*
At sixteen Nimai started a tol, the youngest professor in Nadia. His fame spread far and wide and students
flocked to him from distant parts.
About this time he was married to Lakshmi, the daughter of Vallabh Acharya. The young professor was hardly
the conventional image of the Pandit. Playful as ever, he swam, ran up and down the streets of Nadia, played with
his students, many of whom were older to him. His striking appearance and outstanding intelligence naturally
drew admirers. There was, of course, no lack of detractors either, who took him to be: merely clever and proud, a
fish that made a great deal of noise in the shallow waters.
Nimai—went his way, unconcerned. Bright and witty, he continued to make fun of the Vaishnavas. Once when
he noticed Mukunda, a professing Vaishnava, trying to avoid him on the streets, he called out,
“Why do you avoid me, Mukundii? Is if because you take me to be an infidel? You shall not escape me,
though. In time I too shall turn into a Vaishnava, but not a humbug like you!”
One day coming across his father’s friend, Sreebas, he bowed before him. Sreebas was taken in by the show of
respect and advised Nimai to lead a pious life. Sreebas wanted him to join the Vaishnava sect, to which his father
had belonged. The sect, then in disgrace and decline, would profit by his adherence. To all this Nimai gave a
mock-serious reply.
“You see, Pandit, I have become a Professor at an early age. Let me enjoy my triumphs for a time. When I am
tired of them …”
It was about this time that Nimai met Iswar Puri. Iswar Puri was known throughout India for his piety. The two
were drawn to each other and Nimai asked him to dinner, Iswar Puri sought Nimai's help in writing a book on
Radha-Krishna. Six years later they were to meet again, under rather dramatic circumstances, at Gaya. In the
meanwhile the tol prospered.
But once again Nimai was overtaken by his old malady—fainting sickness. His enemies called him mad and
would fain convince his mother that he had become a hopeless lunatic. Weeks passed before he could recover. It
was then discovered that he had gained in every way by the seeming accident. He had become more sober.
He now thought of proceeding to the eastern districts, and his mother was pursuaded to give the necessary
permission. His fame had preceded him and he was welcome wherever he went.
One day while he was sitting, surrounded by his students, an elderly Brahmin made way through the crowd
and fell at his feet. This surprised everyone, including Nimai. The Brahmin, Tapan Misra, explained that in a
dream he had seen a divine apparition asking him to seek refuge in Nimai Pandit who was no other than the Lord,
come down upon earth for the salvation of sinners.
Nimai felt abashed and advised Tapan Misra to follow the path of righteousness as laid down in the scriptures.
He also advised him to go to Banaras where he would meet him—as he did—later. Misra was the first to believe
him to be an incarnation and to accept him as such.
*
After having been away for about a year Nimai returned to Nabadweep. During his absence his young wife had
died of snake bite.
He had gone out as a professor and yet, in his wake, the eastern districts were left in a state of spiritual
convulsion. Here is a song, to prove the point:
Listen, for the Lord Nimai invites us.
Come, let us all follow him.
He has built a boat, made of the name of Hari,
In which he carries men to the other shore.
He does not charge any fee for his services.
Come all, sinners, saints, the depraved and the pure of heart,
The Lord Nimai invites us.

The means by which he made so many conversions is still a mystery. He did not, then, preach the love of
Krishna nor did he allow it to be known that he was a religious person. He was there simply as a Professor of
Language and Grammar. Yet he left behind him many bhaktas, whose descendants form even now the elite in
those districts.
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The tol grew in strength every day, till it became one of the most important in the city. As a teacher he was
un.rivalled. Donations of all kinds were pouring in. These, however, he never touched. His mother remained the
absolute mistress of the household.
About this time the “world-conquering” Keshava came to Nadia. He threw his challenge with characteristic
grandiloquence. Should he be worsted—which of course he never expected—all his property would be forfeited,
but should he win, Nadia must submit.
A rumour went about that Keshava had been blessed by Saraswati herself and whenever he entered any
intellectual argument or combat, the goddess of learning herself presided over his speech which brought him
inevitable victory. This naturally made the pandits of Nadia hesitate to join issues with Keshava.
On a moonlit night Nimai and his students were talking when Keshava happened to be passing by. They were
introduced to each other. Keshava was rather condescending while Nimai appeared to be submissive. Nimai
requested Keshava to describe the glories of the Ganges “so that our sins may be washed away”. Keshava agreed
to this and readily composed a hundred couplets. This impressed every one present—except Nimai, who now
requested him to analyse one of the couplets so that “we may better appreciate its beauties”. Keshava wanted to
know which. Nimai quoted one from the middle (he had heard it but once). This surprised Keshava and he wanted
to know if Nimai was a shrutidhar, that is one gifted with the power of retaining in one’s memory what one has
heard only once. Nimai gave an evasive reply and pressed his earlier request.
“Let us examine the couplet for blemishes, if any.”
Blemishes? This enraged Keshava and he took good care to remind Nimai that he was incompetent to judge his
works.
“True,” replied Nimai, “I am an ignorant youth, but that does not excuse the blemishes in your composition. To
me the lines seem to suffer from five defects which somewhat mar their beauty.”
Keshava of course protested, but, as Nimai pointed them out, the defects were glaring. The “world-conqueror”
had to eat humble pie. Nimai treated him, be it said, with extreme politeness. Next morning a sadder and wiser
Keshava approached Nimai and begged to be forgiven. In a dream Saraswati had revealed to him that Nimai was
one with Sri Krishna. Hence the conversion.
What Nimai did or said on that occasion is not known. But the conquered conqueror went away a totally
changed man.
*
The rout of Keshava created a sensation and set the seal on Nimai’s intellectual eminence. Shachee was in
rapttures. Her only sorrow was that Nimai was still without a wife. A search was made and a suitable bride
selected, Vishnupriya, the daughter of Sanatan Misra, a wealthy and respected pandit of Nadia. Soon
arrangements were completed. Friends and patrons vied with each other in seeing that the ceremopy went off not
“in the poor style of a Brahmin but of a Prince.” In due time a gorgeous wedding took place. Shachee was now the
happiest of women.
Nimai, though more sober than before, still retained a lot of his boyishness. As he walked down the street,
followed by a large entourage, people would ironically remark:
“There goes the Prince!”
Here is a characteristic incident. One day he arrived at the market without any money.
“Let me see if I can persuade the shop-keepers to part with their goods by argument, répartée and Brahmanical
blessings.”
He entered a weaver’s shop and after choosing a costly sari said that he did not have any money with him. The
shopkeeper allowed him credit. But this was against his principle, said Nimai. In the long run it was offered to
him as a free gift. In return the shopkeeper asked for his biessings!
Nimai’s strategy had paid. In this way he moved from shop to shop and eventually returned home laden with
many and precious articles, all of which were subsequently paid for. Sreedhar, a fruitier, whom Nimai used to
tease in this manner, once said:
“Pandit, most men as they grow older sober down. But every year you are growing more frivolous than ever.”
5
By now Nimai had left much of his unpopularity behind. About this time he sought his mother’s permission to
visit the holy city of Gaya. The obvious object was to offer pinda for the pitris, that is to appease the manes of the
forefathers. Shachee could hardly refuse even if it broke her heart. So, in the monthof Bhadm,1430, of the Shaka
Era, he set out for Gaya.
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For some reason Nimai was gradually growing more serious. A short illness left him even more indrawn. He
would often be lost in contemplation.
The journey was rather slow. When he reached the city at last, it visibly affected him. He went through the
religious rites almost in a state of trance. After this he was taken to the famous Visnnu temple to have a look at the
Footprint of Sri Krishna (Vishnu). There it was. Hundreds of pilgrims thronged before it, offering their heart’s
worship and chanting soul-stirring devotional songs. The whole place hummed with holiness and high humility.
Nimai felt thrilled. His own presence did not go unnoticed. He struggled to control himself, but tears gushed
forth.
Those who saw him were hushed into silence. He was tottering and about to fall, when one of those present
rushed forward and held him in his arms. This was no other than Iswar Puri.
The touch seemed to restore him. He opened his eyes and begged Iswar Puri to lead him to the path of bhakti
and favour him with a glimpse of Radha’s love for Sri Krishna.
Puri himself was strangely moved. He was convinced that Nimai himself was his “beloved Lord” and if it
pleased Him to use Puri as an instrument of his Leela, he would do His bidding.
Later Nimai treated Iswar Purl to lunch, which he had prepared for himself. On an auspicious day Puri gave
him the mantra of initiation:
“Salutation to the beloved of the Gopees.”
Nimai was going through a crisis. He seldom spoke, there was an inexpressible pathos on his countenance,
some great inner sorrow. His moods would change quickly—from expectation to fulfilment, often silent tears
trickled down the cheeks. One day his students heard him cry:
“O where art Thou, my Krishna, my Father? So long I have tried to live without Thy presence, but I can do so
no longer. Do not conceal Thyself from me any more!”
His companions, who wished to console him, were themselves moved by his suffering. In any case, Nimai was
not in a mood to be consoled. He wanted to proceed at once to Brindaban, “for I cannot endure the thought of
returning to Nabadweep until I have seen Sri Krishna,” he said.
“Tell my mother to forgive me for not returning to her, for I am no longer master of myself. It is Sri Krishna
who is taking me away from her. If you love me, friends, do not prevent me.”
The friends were truly in a fix. They had promised Shachee that they would return her treasure to her. But a
change came over him and he later agreed to return with the party. But throughout the journey he remained in a
state of complete abstraction. Something had happened.
6
Nimai was coming home! A joyful welcome awaited him. Neighbours, friends, relations, pupils gathered in
large numbers to welcome and congratulate him. They were amazed at his transformation—gone was the mirth,
the aggressiveness. He appeared to be the meekest of the meek. There was a glow about him, such as the poets
talk about but rarely see. He had become irresistibly and even more attractive than before. He bowed to his elders,
to his friends he was deferential, to his inferiors amiable, and to his pupils affectionate as ever.
One person, alone, was not pleased at this change’ it was his mother. To her Nimai seemed to be other than his
normal self. He seemed to care for nothing or nobody in the world. It seemed to the mother that her Nimai was no
more and someone else had taken possession of his body.
There was, of course, nothing in his attitude to offend her. Indeed, he had become even more obliging and
affectionate. But there was a difference.
In the afternoon his friends and pupils came to hear the secret of the journey he had promised to tell them. The
journey to Gaya was described minutely, even with gusto. Then he began to talk of the temple, where the priests
had taken him to show the Footprint of Sri Krishna.
“I gazed at it,” said Nimai—and suddenly stopped.
His eyes had lost all expression, there was a strange pallor and he fell down, nearly dead. After a while he
came round, but the sorrow in his soul did not pass. He proposed to tell them all about it the next day at the house
of Shuklambar. The house, on the bank of the Ganges, was not far from where he lived.
His friends were struck with the change that had come over Nimai. At night when the shy young wife came to
meet him after months of separation, Nimai could no longer restrain himself and tears streamed forth. Imagine
Vishnupriya’s embarmssment! She ran out of the room and returned with her mother-in-law. Shachee’s entreaties
seemed not to reach Nimai’s ears:
“My son. What is matter with you?”
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At last Nimai described his vision. Hence, they now understood, these tears. And he began to talk, as if to
himself, of the heart-winning beauty of Sri Krishna, while mother and, wife listened in rapture. So the first night
passed.
Early next morning one of his friends, Sreeman, went out to pick flowers. Since his meeting with Nimai. he
had been in high spirits.
“You seem to be very happy,” inquired Sreebas.
“Yes, and I have good reasons to be.” he replied. “From what I have seen of Nimai Pandit, he seems to be
something more than human. It is not possible to tell what I have seen.”
Everyone was glad to hear this. Sreeman soon left the place to go to Shuklambar’s house where Nimai was
expected to come. Gadadhar also wanted to join but as he had not been invited; he concealed himself in an inner
room.
After a time they saw Nimai coming towards the house. His gait was uncertain; he seemed to be groping at
every step. Ascended the steps slowly he just uttered the phrase, “My Krishna”, and could [say] no more.
He lost his balance, grasped a wooden post and with a crash fell on the floor; symptoms of epilepsy appeared:
fixed and half-closed eyes; the pupils had almost disappeared; the breathing had nearly ceased; the jaws were
locked. while froth appeared between the lips.
Efforts were made to bring him back to his senses. He made another attempt to speak. He touched his heart and
this is all that he could say:
“I captured my Krishna, but he has fled. There is a void in my heart and the whole world cannot fill it. Will no
one bring him back to me?”
But his voice died in his throat. In the qagony of his distress he began to roll on the dusty floor, like “one stung
by a thousand scorpions”. So he would rise and roll, his secret still untold.
They took Nimai home, where Sachee washed him and induced him to break his fast. Nimai tried hard to
conceal his inner feelings. Later he called upon his former teacher, Gangadas, who advised him to open his tol at
once. For his students would learn in no other, also, otherwise Nimai himself might forget most of what he had
learnt.
Thc tol was duly opcned and one by one the pupils came back. But no sooner had they opcned their books and
uttered the sacred name of “Hari—which was the custom those days—than Nimai fell into a trance. In that state
he went on praising thc name of the Lord. His students heard him with rapt attcntion and wondered what was
happening.
When hc camc round. Nimai felt a little ashamcd as having preached a sermon instead of doing the normal
coaching. But, he explaineq,” as we have opened the tol today, it is as well that we should first discourse about
divine matters.”
This sounded natural enough. But the second day proved to be no different, and so it continued for several
days. His expositions were as excellent as before, in fact, in some respects they were even better. But the theme
was utterly different and suggested a profound change in attitude.
After a time the students felt that they were making no prpgress and a deputation waited upon Gangadas, the
preceptor’s preceptor. Gangadas was pained to hear all this, though it was not without its amusing side—the
aggressive logician turned into a devout bhakta. He said that he would meet Nimai the next day and ask him to
mend his ways.
At heart Gangadas approved of this religious turn but he also wanted Nimai to continue his intellectual
pursuits. This he told Nimai the next day. Nimai mumbled an apology arid promised to be more careful in future.
That evening at the house of Ratnagarbha, a Brahmin from Sylhet, he once again tried to take a class. The
students felt happy that their teacher was returning to normalcy.
But alas! the happiness did not last long. Ratnagarbha, who was performing the evening puja, happened to
recite some slokas from the Sreemat Bhagabat. The moment the sloka entered his ears he cried,
“My Krishna!”
The next moment he was lying on the ground, all his resolutions forgotten. This was the first time that he had
swooned in public. Every time the sloka was repeated the swoon followed.
When Nimai embraced the Brahmin he became like a man new-born. With difficulty he was taken to the river
for a bathe and returned to his mother.
Next morning he started taking his class once again. He knew that he was neglecting the students’ interest and
talking of Hari all the time.
“I know you are getting no help from me. Is it possible that my old malady has taken hold of me again?” he
asked them. To this the students, in a chorus, said:
“No.” But Nimai continued:
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“My friends, I shall deal with you honestly. As soon as I begin my lessons, an exquisitely beautiful boy of dark
complexion comes and stands before me, playing on a flute. The sight of him takes away my senses and I forget
everything. It is no longer within my power to teach as I used to. Allow me to take leave of you all.”
His students were deeply moved. To console them Nimai proposed a Krishna-kirtan:
“Salutations to Krishna, salutation to Hari!” Others soon joined the party and the crowd, as the chronicler puts
it, was “swimming in the river of bhakti.”
Thus ended the intellectual life of Nimai Pandit. Another, and more glorious, was about to begin.
7
Shachee did not know what to make of her son. He rarely spoke, and when he did it was only of Sri Krishna.
His rival professors spread a rumour that Nimai Pandit had again gone mad. A strict regimen was
recommended for his benefit. To Shachee Nimai explained that in spite of his best efforts he was unable to control
himself. The “influence” was too strong.
In despair Shachee sent for Sreebas. At the sight of a bhakta he rose to salute him, but fell down in a swoon.
Sreebas, on his part, had not the least doubt that the bhakti displayed by Nimai was of the highest order as
described in the scriptures.
Nimai knew the reason why Sreebas had been sent for and wanted to hear his frank opinion. At this Sreebas
smiled and told Shachee that her son had attained to Krishna-prem, the highest blessing open to man and that he
was destined to work wonders.
This relieved Nimai and he gave him a friendly embrace. Sreebas invited him to his house where they could
pass their time in holy discourse and worshipping Krishna.
Shachee felt a little assured at what Sreebas had said but the fear that, like his elder brother, Nimai too might
one day become an ascetic haunted her mother’s heart. …
8
Something must be said here as to how Nimai passed his days. In the presence of friends he did not make any
effort to hide his feelings. Before others he was more careful. With bhaktas or pious folk he was humility itself.
He would bow before them and serve them in many little ways. When they tried to stop him, his invariable reply
was:
“Why do you deprive me of such a simple and agreeable way of winning Krishna’s favour?”
Nimai’s humility not only surprised the bhakias but also men of the world, who were moved by it in spite of
themselves. Pious Vaishnavas in a body went to Advaita Acharya, the head of the Vaishnava community in Nadia,
to convey to him the glad tidings.
The information affected old Advaita, who had known the remarkable child for many years. To the assembly
he narrated one of his recent visions which seemed to supply the clue to what was happening.
Failing to make out a difficult passage in the Bhagavad Gita Advaita had gone to bed after saying his prayers.
In his sleep the Lord had appeared before him.
“Grieve no more, your prayers have been heard. I Myself am come to teach the ways of salvation to men.”
Advaita had opened his eyes. and found Nimai standing before him!
Advaita had so strong a faith in the coming of the Lord that he was led to look at the matter from a purely
practical point of view. At that time Nimai too was planning to pay a visit to Advaita. On presenting himself
before Advaita, Nimai was overcome with emotion and with a cry he fell at his feet. unconscious. Advaita who
knew the mysteries of the inner life, wondered at the dazzling figure that lay at his feet.
Advaita was a strict observer of rituals. But even he began to worship the feet of Nimai.
Now, when a superior shows respect to an inferior it is supposed to bring misfortune. Therefore, one of
Nimai’s companions, Gangadhar, protested at this. Advaita replied with a smile,
“Don’t worry, Gangadhar, you will soon know who your young friend is.”
At this Gangadhar, poor fellow. could not help feeling a little puzzled. In the meantime Nimai, awaking from
the trance, had opened his eyes. He was pleading with Advaita to save him from the “sea of worldliness” and lead
him to the lotus-feet of Sri Krishna.
The request disturbed Advaita’s faith in Nimai and, under a pretext, he soon left the place.
“Why should Krishna speak to me in this fashion? Was I mistaken in taking him to be Krishna himself?” So
Advaita asked himself. He soon left for Santipur, all the while thinking,
“If Nimai is really He, he will no doubt seek me out.” …
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226.125 Excerpt from Autobiography: Narrative Of The Incidents Of My Early Life\fn{by Sarat Chandra Das
(1849-1917)} “in an obscure village of Pergannah Chaksala”, Chittagong District? Chittagong Division,
Bangladesh. (M) 12
When you asked me, Mr. Editor, to contribute a short biographical sketch of mine for your illustrated Bengali
Magazine, the Pravasi, the question that I put to myself was: Had not I had a life of incidents and adventure? I
thought it over and over and recounting the troubles that I had, unwittingly, with the civilized man, to serve whom
I had often risked my life, I saw the possibility of a sketch of it.
In my life I have come into close contact with two classes of men, the cultured European and Indian, and the
Chinese and the Tibetans, whom the former call half-civilized men. The lesson that I have learnt from my
experiences with these two is that the latter are simple and sincere. The so-called model of perfection sheds a
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lustre, the glare of which, like the sun on snow, blinds us—his artifices being successfully concealed beneath
unquestionable honesty of intention.
I lived among the Chinese and the Tibetans, and trusted them. I opened my heart to them. I had, hardly, any
occasion for regret in doing so. During my residence in Tibet I did not lose a sigle rupee. On my return to India,
the first Indian whom I trusted cheated me of one hundred rupees.
It was chiefly with the help of the Lamaic Government that I travelled in Tibet. What ups and downs I had with
my own Government, how unwilling some officers were to believe that I had at all visited Tibet, I shall narrate
later on. The bulk of my countrymen can hardly conceive the troubles of exploration in wild and inhospitable
region, because they seldom venture out of home. They are, therefore, unable to appreciate tbe humble services
that I have rendered to geography and science.
My relation with the Government, whom I have served with continued and unswerving fidelity, for a period of
thirty-three years, are and have been such, for some years, that I derive solace from the following lines of the
famous Persian poet:
Oh Hafez, have patience, when in difficulties, day and night,
In the long run, you will attain your object, some day.
Hafez! day and night, be patient in adversity,
So that, in tbe end, thou mayest, one day, gain thy desire.

As both light and shade are essential to create a picture, so success and failure make a life eventful. The
delineation of the career of my early years would appear uninteresting but the vicissitudes which checkered my
later life, sould make it rather instructive.
*
Dr. Paul Carus, that eminent student of Buddhism, in whom a Lama would have seen the spirit of the founder
of the Mahayana incarnate, if his Gospel of Buddha and other contributions to Buddhist philosophy were writen in
Tibetan, while noticing some works of my brother Nabincbandra, the well-known translator of Raghuvamsa,
namely, Legends and Miracles of Buddha and the Ancient Geography of Asia, made a passing allusion to me. He
put our names under what he thought was our family name—“Chandra Das,” it occourring in the two names.
In Christian Europe an individual is called by his surname i.e., the name which is over and above his Christian
name. In polytheistic India it has been the custom from Pauranic times to name an infant after some divinity,
earthly or celestial. The name Kali Dasa, by which India’s great poet is known, signifies “servant of (the goddess)
Kali.” That was certainly not his family name. As a Brahmin he must have borne some surname like Upadhyaya
(Professor), Dvivedi or Trivedi (Professor of two or three Vedas). The name Ramacandra by which the great hero
of the Epic Ramayana is known, means “delightful moon.” On account of his Ksatriya origin, his family, might
have borne some designation of that warrior caste signifying heroism. In like manner, the names Vikramaditya
and Pratapaditya, by which the two great personages of Malwa and Bengal are known, signify “powerful (like
the) sun.”We know the family name of the latter was “Ray” meaning “lord.”
So it is clear from these instances that in India the surname has always been an unimportant factor in the
system of naming individuals. Occidentals, therefore, ought to know that we Indians should be called by our real
names and not by our family names, which are generally indicative of caste and profession. My name is
Saratchandra and that of my brother is Nobinchandra—these were given to us by our parents during the
namakarana (naming) ceremony which was solemnly held in the first month of our birth.
*
We were born in a respectable Vaidya family which came from Raha (West Bengal) and settled in an obscure
village of Pergannah Chaksala in Chittagong, shortly after its conquest by the Moguls. Though our first ancestor
Gopalchandra bore the surname of Ray, yet our family on account of its isolation [was] called Das Gupta—a
designation signifying Vaidya observing religious ceremonies of the Bharadwaja clan.
This introduction would be incomplete if I did not attach to it the result of our first and earliest adventure in the
Sikkim Himalayas. It was written by Nobinchandra. Nobinchandra thus describes our Excursion in Sikkim in
February. 1877.
We left Darjeeling on the afternoon of the 27 th January, 1877, and walked down hill continually till we were
overtaken by night. We passed the night at a place near Badamtam under the open sky. Here we met a somewhat
warmer climate; and a screen set up on bamboos protected us from the inclemency of the wind that blew chill from the
higher regions. Several Bhuteas who were on there way to Darjeeling stopped also by our side and became our
temporary neighbours.
At daybreak we were roused by the warbling of birds and the murmur of mountain rills. These rills are the sources
on which the natives depend for the supply of water. They generally mark the sites of villages. Every village has in or
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near it, one or more of these streams of water, so necessary for the support of human life. Their passage invariably lies
through pebbles ad masses of stones worn out by the continuous flow of water. In many rills the force of the current is
so strong that nothing can withstand it. They cut their way through solid rocks; stupendous masses of stone and huge
trunks of trees are carried away in their onward course. In some places the water flows gently down a slope, elsewhere
it falls from a height of several hundred feet with a noise with which the valleys resound proclaiming to a distance of
several miles its bountiful career, coverihg the irregular projection of rocks and detached stones in the way, with a
coating of foam which rises and boils for ever and ever.
The air is charmed with the everlasting music of these dancing and playful rivulets, as the sight is gratified with their
wild grandeur, while the cooling effect is almost indescribable. They are the sources of the rivers which wash and
fertilize the plains. We saw many of the streams which combining with others have swelled into the furious rivulets, the
Rungeet and the Teesta, of which the latter has its origin among the snows of the gray-headed Kanchanjunga as the
holy Ganga is said in the Puranas to have descended from the clotted hair of Siva’s head, too true to be mythic, if the
snow-clad peaks of the Himalaya were meant to be a symbol of the god. It is true that many of the rills are melted snow
dripping directly down the slopes of the hills; but some of those we saw issued directly from the sides of the hills in
which the water has been absorbed. Here the water falls from a projected rock, there a piece of bamboo has been fitted
for an easy flow, elsewhere the water is collected in open cavities of the rock to which a bamboo tube is applied for the
purpose of drinking.
In this exquisite way has Providence provided for an easy supply of water to the natives of the hills, with respect to
which the scarcity of water is the first idea which strikes a man of the plains. But in this respect the native of the plain
may know that the hillman is placed in a better position than he is. He has to dig ponds, or construct wells for the
purpose, while the hillman is under no such necessity; he has simply to open his mouth under the flow of a rill or also
to apply his little tube, or to fill his large bamboo, 3 to 4 feet long, no other water-pot made of earth or metal, large or
small, is either necessary or convenient to him. We ought to remember with a sense of gratitude that the children of the
hills first drink the bounty of nature; that the excess after they have satisfied their want, unlimited as is the supply, is the
source of our rivers and with then of our civilisation.
We went on our way downwards and at 8 A.M. reached the great Rungeet which marks the boundary between
English possessions and those of the State of Sikkim.\fn{ Since late in the 20th century a part of India, Sikkim was at one time
an independent state, located between Nepal and Bhutan, and bordering both:H } Over the Rungeet for the first time I saw the
cane bridge so much heard of, the bridge appeared to be very old and not much used except during the rainy season. We
crossed the rivulet by a boat which was a hollowed trunk of a tree.
We stopped for a few hours on the Sikkim bank of the Rungeet and set out on our journey at noon. We rode up the
hills for the rest of the day and just reached the first Bhutea monastery in the hill of Namchi when the shades of
evening closed fast around us. There is a solid pile of stones of an oblong form, the sides being about 24 feet by 10 feet,
and the hight about 6 feet. On all sides of this rough pile there are small niches, the inner walls being smooth slabs of
stone, on each of which is painted the image of Buddha in his various postures, the image of Rudra or Mahakal or the
mysterious Padma, and on which are engraved the sacred characters. On the exterior side of each stone of the walls are
engraved the names of the deities or mantras in Tibetan.
In front of, and behind the fantastic “stupas” are posted reeds bearing flags written all over in Tibetan letters in a
beautiful form, resembling a fresco. The flags are peculiar in their shape—a long piece of cloth, generally silk, about
half a yard wide is attached by its long end to the pole. When it flutters in the wind, the appearance is like a blade of
knife placed in the direction of the wind. Similar flags are also set up in front of every Bhutea village, fixed on tall
bamboos, the object being to drive on, according to popular belief, evil spirits. Scraps of inscribed paper are seen
fastened to branches of trees for a like purpose.
As we approached the monastery, several Bhuteas, both young and old, gathered round us-a strange people with
strange faces. The Lama or the head of the monastery who was distinguished from the rest by his age and venerable
appearance, received us with some regard.
The Gompa, or the monastery at Namchi is a new one. The capitals of the wooden pillars are tastefully ornamented
in the Buddhist style and are very beautiful to look at. After dinner we drowned the day’s weariness in sound sleep.
In the morning we mounted our ponies and wended our way up hill. The hills of Sikkim are not like those of the
plains of Bengal, they are hills overtopping hills. As soon as we ascend up one, a new height presents itself to the sight,
with a vaporous top, as far as the eye can reach, while looking behind, we find the hill we struggled to climb up, to
wear the aspect of a plain.
It was noon when we reached a vast forest of oak trees. As far as the eye could reach on either side of the way, I saw
nothing but an infinitude of oaks, young and old, standing erect in their sylvan majesty in such a thick body that a deer
can hardly run through it without hindrance. Most of the trees count their age by centuries. Their trunks are straight like
flag poles to the height of 3 or 4 hundred feet, above which spread the branches in the likeness of umbrellas. It struck
me with a feeling of awe to look up at their tops. The trees are, without exception, covered with green moss, several
inches thick, giving them an appearance of wild grandeur almost unspeakable. I was reminded of the Hindu sage, a hair
of whose body is said to drop by the lapse of an age, yuga. The moss looks just like green velvet, and serves to protect
the body of the trees from tbe effect of snowfall to which they are forever exposed. Inummerable creepers, hundreds of
feet long, wrapped up with the moss, hang down like rods in tbe firm grasp of hoary age. Many of the creepers bung in
splendid festoons over our heads, connecting the oaks on either side of the way. The height, the magnitude, the position
and the wear of ages visible on the ancient Himalayan oaks cannot fail to impress a poet with the idea that they are
pillars posted on the heights of the Himalaya to support the vault of heaven.
At noon we experienced the gloom of evening while we passed through the forest. We could hardly see things at a
distance of 20 yards and I had to call my brother Babu Sarat Chandra to lead me, whenever I lost sight of him on
account of the misty gloom. The fact was we passed through a cloud which had enveloped the forest. Our clothes were
all wet with dews or rather dense vapours. The extreme cold penetrated through the lined robe of Bhutea blanket I
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wore, my hands and legs were almost benumbed, and it was with difficulty that I could hold the rains of my Bhutea
pony.
After crossing the forest we threaded our way down a difficult descent. Our troubles were increased by rain which
rendered the whole path slippery and extremely dangerous. We were often obliged to dismount as the ponies could with
difficulty carry their own body down the perilous path. At every step the foot tended to slip, and I was in fear of falling
headlong into the abyss thousands of feet deep. It was despair of life which gave me strength and patience to struggle
with the faithless path.
Our Bhutea servants and coolies felt no such difficulty as we did. With them the steep and slippery path seemed to
be a genial element.
The descent took us three hours and just when the gloom of night spread like a pall over the face of nature, we took
shelter in a Bhutea house in the village of Timi. The house was a homely one. The four slopes of the roof were thatched
with twisted bamboo pieces instead of long grass, but exactly by the same method. The bamboo thatching though not so
even and good as that made of grass, is yet more lasting than the latter. The floor consisted of planks resting on wooden
pillars about 4 feet above the ground. The lower story under the floor is reserved for swine and goats.
There are two apartments in the house. In the front room is the hearth, round which the family circle is formed for
enjoying the genial warmth. The fire place is paved with stone and clay. The hinder apartment is very spacious and is
the parlour and common bedroom. Over this there is an inner roof made of close packed bamboos. on which provisions
are stored. From this roof is hung in beautiful rows the maize or the Indian corn presenting to the eye uniform globules
of pearl and ruby. The walls are made of bamboos. The only thing which shocks a Hindu is meat hung in a part of the
room with the ribs opened, sickening to the sight.
Close to the hindmost wall of the room there is a large wooden structure in the form of an almyrah. This frame is
decorated according to the means of the family to serve the purpose of a chapel. On the shelves are placed little figures
of Sakya Muni\fn{The Buddha:H} and his disciples. A lamp is allowed to burn all night in front of the images.

2
In narrating the incidents of my early life, I should hardly omit mentioning what part my brother had at its
inception.
In March 1874, when I was preparing to graduate myself in Civil Engineering, at the Presidency College,
Calcutta, I fell ill of malarial fever. About this time, the offer of an appointment as Headmaster of the proposed
Bhutea Boarding School at Darjeeling, came to me from Prof. C. B. Clarke, M.A., the great botanist, who then
happened to be Inspector of Schools in the Rajshahi Division.
At first I declined the offer. When I spoke of it to Nabinchandra, he said,
“Brother, you ought to have accepted the appointment. In refusing it you have lost an opportunity of recruting
your health by residence at Darjeeling, during the approaching summer.” He begged me to see Prof. Clarke
immediately, which I did, and secured the appointment.
Mr. (afterwards Sir John) Edgar, the then Deputy Commissioner of Darjeeling, having approved of my
appointment, I set out for Darjeeling on the fourth of April. At Sahebgunge, on the E. I. Rly., I took the ferry
steamer to Karagola ghat where I engaged a bullock cart to take me to Silliguri via Purnea town, Krishnagunge
and Titalia in the Purnea district. From Silliguri I walked to Kalabari on the old pony-road to Kurseong. While
clambering up the hill above Kalabari, I saw a paharia woman with a child in her lap, riding on a pony. On
reaching Kurseong I hired a pony and rode to Darjeeling. This was my first venture on horse back. I reported my
arrival to the Deputy Commissioner on the 10th of April, 1874.
*
I was now in the 25th year of my age. Mr. Edgar told me that it was the intention of Government to establish a
Boarding School for giving English education to the Kumar (now His Highness the Maharaja) of Independent
Sikkim and to the sons of the chiefs and kazis\fn{Members of the local law enforcement } who would accompany him,
and also to train up some interpreters. He had previously secured the services of a young Lama named YgyenGya-tshoi from the monastery of Pema-yang-tse, in Sikkim, to assist me in the school work. I wrote to the late
Mabaraja kusho Sridkyong Namgyal to send his son the Kumar and also to tbe chief kazis of Sikkim to send their
sons for education under my care. I also collected a few Bhutea lads from the neighbourhood of Darjeeling and
started the Boarding School.
Not being acquainted with the Bhutea dialect, we bad, at tbe outset, to speak by signs. In the course of a few
weeks I picked up a little of the Bhutea colloquial. The boys, also, learnt a few Hindustani word of common use. I
then commenced my study of the Tibetan language, of which the Bhutea spoken at Darjeeling and in Sikkim was
a dialect, the Lama reading both Tibetan and English with me.
In the month of August, Sir James Herschel accompanied by Mr. Edgar, visited the school and noted the
progress the teacher and the scholars had made in the acquistion of Tibetan and English within four months of its
establishment. So pleased was he with the humble beginning we had made that he wrote an official memorendum
on the working of the school from which I quote the following passages:—
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I have just inspected the Tibetan Boarding School established by Mr. Edgar at Darjeeling. It is intended to train a
few Tibetan lads for the purpose of facilitating intercourse in future with that country. It was commenced only four
months ago when the master arrived from the plain and the results already obtained are very remarkable. There are
14 boys in the house, of ages between apparently 10 and 15 … One boy is the son of Chebu Lama, the largest
landowner in Darjeeling. He was being educated at the Pema-yang-tse monastery in Sikkim. Mr. Edgar has obtained
his transfer. Of these boys 6 are Lamas. Their parents are not so, but they have been made Lamas in order to prevent
their early marriage. One of the boys who is not a Lama is in fact already married.
The apearance of the boys is quite a pleasant sight. They have been taught to bathe twice a week instead of twice
a year, and the master hopes to get them to bathe thrice. They wash every day. Their hair is nicely cut. Their black or
scarlet cor ties (a good deal like Blue-coat boys) are clean and the contrast between them and ordinary hill boys was
striking in consequence. They were full of animation and interest in their work, and the progress they had made was
most unusual. All of them could read a good many sentences in printed English. Most of them could write known
sentences from dictation. Three or four of them wrote very good or thoroughly excellent hand, with a rapidity and
grace (due to chalk and a board) which would have been satisfactory in a finished clerk. They would all write Tibetan
in the formal and fluent hand. This they had mostly learnt before.
Their comprehension of English has been very rapid. The master understood not a word of Tibetan when he
arrived four months ago, the boys no word of English. They have had no go-between except a vocabulary in Tibetan
and English. The Lama teacher is trying to learn English, but the two parties have absolutely on common language.
and depend on their wits and study to understand each other. Yet the boys could spell a large number of words of the
meaning of which they had no conception; and had mastered the meaning of a small vocabulary; a beginning even
has been made in grammar.
They had made good progress, too, in Arithmetic and worked simple sums in the board with ease. Besides this
they have commenced to learn carpentry and have made the benches and map-stands that they use, and had just
turned out a round table top. They are delighted with the work. They are taught to be handy in gardening and laying
out the paths and are soon to begin gymnastics.
The master Saratchadndra Das deserves warm praise for his energetic devotion to the work.

About this time the old Maharaja of Sikkim died and the Kumar named Thutob Namgyal, who was to have
come to my school, succeeded to the Guddee. Five fine looking young men (sons of Kabi, Karmi, Laso,
Yangthang, Ringyon Kazis) took their admission in the school. I now applied myself assiduously to the study of
the Tibetan language.
*
In the following year the school was visited by His Excellency the Viceroy (Lord Northbrook), Lady Baring
and the Hon’ble Major Baring (now Lord Cromer). They were so pleased with our work that the former sent his
portrait from England as a memento of the visit to the school. Sir Richard Temple, who came to present the
portrait at the special request of the Viceroy, made a short but impressive speech. In it he pointed out the great
work of exploration in an unknown country which was before us and also foreshadowed the work of Research
that was in store for me particularly.
When I began to enter deeper in the study of the written language I was struck with the richness of its literature
and the regularity of its structure which was wholly based upon Sanskrit. The names of places and individuals in
Sikkim, Tibet and Bhutan were Indian in signification. For instance the very common names of individuals such
as Dorij means Vajra, Tamdin—Hayagriba; Dolma—Tara; Norbu—Ratna; Dondub—Siddhartha; Nima—Surya or
sun; Dao—Chandra or moon; Yangchan—Sarasvati; Lhamo—Devi; Samdub-phug—Siddha Kalpa Guha, etc.
The Tibetans, in early times, had translated almost all the Mahayana Sanskrit works in their language. Those
that were attributed to Buddha and called Buddha-Vachana were collected together in 108 volumes, which formed
the Scriptural Cyclopaedia of the Kahgyur.
The translation of the Shastra comprising the commentaries and other original works of Sanskrit authors, both
Buddhist and Brahmanical, formed the second Cyclopaedia called the Tangyur. I give a few passages from the
Kahgyur, Do. Vol. II, in English translation:
Priests! like as gold is tried by burning, cutting and filling, the learned must examine my commandments (doctrines)
and receive them accordingly, and not out of respect (for me).
Who is the True Protector?—(Brahmanism versus Buddhism). “Brahma, Vishnu, and Mahadeva etc.,—the Naga,
Yaksha and Kabandha; the sun, the moon, and the planets; any mountain, lake and green tree; and rock and the hillgods; all these are no protections. The two kinds of moral instruction (dogmatic and argumentative), and the collective
body of priests are no permanent refuge.”
Who is the supreme of all with whom refuge may be taken ?—“Who is void of all defects, and who possesses all
good attributes—perfections, who is all-knowing and merciful, to Him will I fly for protection”.
Who is the Supreme of all?—Gautama Buddha said to a Brahman named Padma Garbha:—“Homa (burnt offerings)
is the chief of all sacrifices. The prince of Poetry is the God of the sun (Apollo). The chief of men is the king. The
Ocean is the chief of all waters. The moon is the principal of the stars. The sun is the principal of all luminous bodies.
Whatever moving beings are in this world, above, below, and round about us, including all the gods, the Lord of them
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all is, the all-perfect Buddha”.

The last and not the least interesting of all the passages which I had then noticed, in Alexander Cosma’s
Tibetan grammar, was the following:
Thams chad chosni myan-par bya
Thos-nas rab-tu gzung-bya ste;
Gang-shig bdag-nyid mi hdod-pa,
De-dag gshan-la bya ho.\fn{“Hear ye all this maxim, and having heard it keep it well. Whatever is unpleasing to yourself never do to another.” }

The phrase that expresses this moral maxim, both in Latin and French, agrees very closely with the Tibetan
text; thus in Latin: Quod tu tibi nonvis, alteri non-feceris. In French: Ne faites pas a au truice quevous ne
vendriez pas quon voxes fit. The same maxim is found in the Gospel of St. Matthew, [7:12]:
“Whatever ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them.”
Such were the temptations the then accessible Tibetan text had placed before me, inducing me to attempt to a
deeper diving into the Buddhist lore of Tibet.
*
In January 1876, I went to Sikkim with my school-boys on a holiday excursion and visited some of its
important monasteries including Pema-yang-tse from which Lama Ugyan-Gya-tsho had come.
The elaborate ceremonials, religious rites and grave recitation of the Buddhist scriptures by the Lamas,
produced in my mind a keen interest in Tantrik Buddhism, which prevailed in Sikkim. I learnt from the Lamas
and also Tibetan books that Indian Pandits had been reverentially received in Tibet in early times. We enjoyed the
trip, gaining both pleasure and health.
On my return to Darjeeling, when I gave a short account of my visits to the monasteries to Mr. Edgar, he very
kindly gave me his copy of Dr. Emil Schlaginweit’s Manual of Buddhism to read, that I might know more of
Tibetan Buddhism. At a subsequent interview he gave me three more books including Markham’s Mission of
George Bogle and Thomas Manning to Tibet in 1776 and 1841.
I read the1ast book over and over again. It kindled in my mind a burning desire for visiting Tibet and for
exploring its unknown tracts. About this time Mr. Edgar told me that one of the objects of the Government, in
establishing the school was to train up some intelligent Bhutea lads in surveying so that they might be sent to
explore the Trans-Himalayan regions and it was for that particular purpose that I had been brought from the
Engineering College. I now commenced giving lessons in surveying to the higher class boys.
*
In February 1877, I paid a second visit to Sikkim. This time Lama Ugyen-Gya-tsho, the sons of Sikkim chiefs
and my younger brother Nabinchandra accompanied me. We visited Yangang, Tashilding and Sangnag-choiling
and Pema-yang-tse monasteries. In nearing the monastery of Pema-yang-tse we were overtaken by a fall of snow
which was a novel sight to my brother.
We were everywhere very hospitably received. The rich and the poor welcomed us. We found the Lamas
goodnatured and kind. They were remarkably polite, learned in their Shastras and well disposed to the Indians. In
the monasteries my reception was warm and respectful. The Lamas of Pema-yang-tse presented me with a rich
orange-colour silk robe and a piebald Tibetan pony. My brother and I were guests at Yangthang Kazee’s residence
near Pema-yang-tse. His wife, the chomo, who read and wrote Tibetan and also recited many elegant sayings in
the course of her conversation with us, impressed us with her good nature and culture. My brother, who had
passed the M. A. Examination in English in the previous year, enjoyed this pleasure trip very much and wrote a
short account of it, which being the first account of our excursion in the Sikkim Himalayas I have preserved in my
little book called Indian Pandits in the land of Snow.
*
I now vigorously applied myself to Tibetan studies. Having made sufficient progress in the colloquials of
Sikkim named Bhutea and Lepcha dialects, I applied to government for leave to present myself for examination in
either of them. My application having been recommended both by the Deputy Commissioner and the Director of
Public Instruction, the Government of Bengal in their letter No. 5962A, Appointment Department, 28 th December,
1877, para 2, said:—
In reply I am to say that the Examination referred to, is not open to officers of the Subordinate Educational service
and that to extend the rules to any officer of that Service would require the sanction of the Government of India … But
the Lieutenant Governor understands that Babu Sarat Chandra Das has been put to some expense by visiting Sikkim to
study the Tibetan language and he is of opinion that the Babu deserves great credit for the exertion he has made to
qualify himself in a language which will be of much use to him in the appointment he fills. His Honor is, therefore,
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pleased to sanction the grant of a reward of Rs. 300 to Babu Sarat Chandra Das. (S[igne]d) C. Macaulay, Under
Secretary.

*
In January, 1878, I communicated to Lama Ugyen Gya-tso what was so long uppermost in my mind i.e., a
desire to visit Tibet, if possible in that year.
In February Major Herbert Lewin was appointed Deputy Commissioner of Darjeeling. About this time Sir
Frederick Haines accompanied by his private secretary Major (now Lord) Roberts, visited the school. He praised
our work and particularly me and my assistant for our attainments both in the written and colloquial language of
Tibet, which, he said, would be of much use to Government when relations were opened with that country. The
expression of the Commander-in-chief’s opinion, induced Major Lewin to take up the study of Tibetan in right
earnest. At his wish both Lama and I used to read Tibetan with him.
When a month had passed in its study and we found our official chief ready to exchange thoughts with us, one
morning I ventured to place in his hand a letter in which I simply asked that permission might be granted me for
crossing the Tibetan frontier to enable me to visit Tibet which I much wished to do at my own risk. I explained to
him the object I had in view for visiting Tibet. They were—first, to complete my Tibetan studies and then to make
some work of Geographical exploration, in the manner of Dr. Livingstone. Major Lewin simply smiled and
quietly returned the letter to me.
The next time that I came to read Tibetan with him, I again put the letter before him. This time he seemed to
think that I was rather in earnest about the project. Taking the letter in his hand he grimly observed, “Here is an
absurd request,” and threw the application on the floor. When I picked it up, he went on saying,
“It has been a great achievement for you—a native of Chittagong to come up to such a place of difficult access
as Darjeeling and then to visit Sikkim, which is within British influence. Tibet is a wild country and its people are
determined not to have anything to do with us. Is it not preposterous on your part, being a Bengali, to think you
could cross the eternal snows and enter Tibet to explore it as Livingstone of African fame; Europeans—Russians,
Germans, not to speak of us, have all failed to penetrate into Tibet. Recently General Prejewalsky, GovernorGeneral of Siberia, was turned out from within a hundred miles of Lhasa by the hostile Tibetans. So please do not
come again to me with such an absurd proposai. I cannot grant it. Even if I recommended it, the Governor would
not let you go where you would be immediately killed.”
He then related to me some of his adventures among the savage and naked Lushai tribes of Kookiland—
particularly how a Shendu chief had pierced his knee by flinging at him a poisoned arrow.
This unexpected refusal produced in my mind a keener desire for doing the impossible. Returning home, I
thought over the matter again and at last formed the determination to visit Tibet at any risk. I asked my assistant,
if he could go to Tibet, i.e., Lhasa and Tashilhunpo where he had once before been, with presents from the Pemayang-tse monastery. He readily agreed to go if I gave him leave and money for his expenses. The Lama had, by
this time, earned three months’ privilege leave, and I became very hopeful of success, having the prospect of his
assistance.
*
In the beginning of March Mr. (afterwards Sir Alfred) Croft, then officiating Director of Public Instruction,
came to Darjeeling and inspected my school for the second time. In a private interview, I refreshed his memory
about my having been a pupil of his at the Presidency College. He remembered me and observed how glad he was
to notice in a pupil of his so great an aptitude for linguistic attainments.
I now availed myself of the opportunity of asking his powerful help in my project of visiting Tibet for studying
its language and literatue. I also mentioned to him the arrangements I had made to obtain a passport from
Tashilhunpo and the manner in which Major Lewin had lately disposed of my application for leave to cross the
frontier.
He, however, plainly told me that unless I explained to Government the kind of service that I intended to
render to Government by studying Tibetan in Tibet, the Government would hardly be inclined to entertain my
proposal.
*
About the middle of March of that year I wrote to Mr. Croft to say that I had read in the Times of London that a
convention had been signed at Chefoo in which Sir Thomas Wade, the British Minister at Peking, had secured for
Her Britannic Majesty’s Government a concession; the Chinese Government agreeing to the despatch of a
Mission to Lhasa by the Indian Government. As there was no European or Indian, at the time, who knew Tibetan,
I thought I should qualify myself for the post of Secretary to the proposed mission by visiting Tibet. The Lama
informed me that he would set out on his journey to Tibet to obtain for me sanction from the Tibetan authorities to
travel to Lhasa or Tashilhunpo as soon as I had arranged for his leave. Mr. Croft in reply to these wrote me the
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following letter:—
Office of the Director of Public Instruction,
Calcutta, the 17th March 1878.

My dear Sarat Chandra:
Your letter, and the Lama’s, reached me on my return to Calcutta. If I understand you rightly, you wish for two
things:
(1) To be appointed, at some future time, Secretary to any embassy that may be sent to Lhasa under the Chefoo
convention, when ratified. But in order to fit yourself for the duties of this post you ask—
(2) Te be assisted by Government (in money and other ways) in your project of visiting Tibet this year if possible.
The first proposal may stand over for the present. If you carry out your present intention of visiting Tibet, you would
probably be the most eligible person to accompany the expedition as Secretary, if such an expedition should ever be
made.
But as regards the second proposal, (namely, visiting Tibet this year) it. appears that you are not yet clear how this is
to be accomplished—whether openly, as an Indian Pandit, and by consent of the Tashilhunpo authorities, or secretly, in
the disguise of a Nepalese merchant, in case permission is refused. Now until this is settled (and I learn that it cannot be
settled until May, when you expect the answer from Tashilhunpo), it is impossible for me to make any proposals, or to
ask for any defnnite assistance for you. I will, however, let your intention be known in proper quarters, and I will find
out whether, and how far, it is possible to assist you with money for the necessary expenses, with scientific and other
instruments. If you had to go in disguise the number of instruments you could carry would, I suppose, be very limited.
The example of Pandit Nain Singh (who was often in peril of his life, even though disguised) makes me doubtful
whether you would get permission from Tashilhunpo.
Let me know what instruments you would wish (and be able) to take with you.
Yours truly,
(Sd) A. Croft

Shortly after receiving Mr. Croft’s letter I commenced taking lessons from a Mongolian monk of Tashilhunpo
who had come to Darjeeling for visiting Nepal. I was told that the Mongols of Urga on the Amour River were in
high favour with the Tashi Lama, and that they were better Buddhists than the Tibetans. I picked up a good
knowledge of the Mongolian from Lama Tenzing.
*
In October, Sir Ashley Eden informed me that he had obtained Lord Lytton’s sanction to my crossing the
frontier for visiting Tibet for the purpose of prosecuting my Tibetan studies in the monastery of Tashilhunpo. Mr.
Croft told me that he had induced the Bengal Government to create the post of Deputy Inspector of Sikkim with a
view to afford me opportunities to travel in the neighbourhood.
I was relieved of my appointment as Headmaster in the middle of December, by Mr. John Durham, when I
proceeded home on leave. In the middle of January, 1879, I received the following letter of appointment, the
concluding sentence of which eabled me to travel beyond the boundary of the British Government:
Government Order-Education No. 11,
January 3, 1879 Para 2.
In reply I am to say that Sikkim being foreign territory the Government cannot appoint a Deputy Inspector for that
State chargeable to the revenue of Bengal. The Lieutenant-Governor, however, has been pleased to sanction the
appointment, with effect from the 18th December, 1878, of Babu Sarat Chandra Das, Head Master of the Bhutea
Boarding School at Darjeeling to be Deputy Inspector of Schools for British Sikkim, that is for the Darjeeling district.
He will devote special attention to the Monastic schools there, and there is no objection to his getting information
regarding any similar schools in the neighbourhood.
(Sd.) A. Mackenzie
Secretary to the Govt. of Bengal.

*
About a month after the distribution of prizes, Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho proceeded to Tibet, and shortly after his
departure, the holiday for worshipping the Kanchanjunga snowy mountains, whom the Sikkim Bhuteas called the
king of the yaksha or the arch mischief-maker, came about. It was on this day only, that the Lepchas and Bhuteas
generally bathed. I gave leave to some of the Bhutea boys to bathe in a small tank that was in the compound of Dr.
O’Brien’s residence at Geen. Two brothers (twins), sons of the Lepcha Police Daroga of the Station, also went
there to bathe with my permission.
The Bhutea boys returning to the school brought me the news that one of the twins was drowned. They feared
he was pulled by some Naga demigod, towards the bottom of the tank. I immediately ran to Geen, a distance of
four miles, called Dr. O’Brien, but life was extinct by the time he arrived.
Major Lewin took this opportunity of writing to the Director that I did not possess to the full extent the
qualifications of a Boarding School Teacher. Mr. Croft, in reply, observed that the Lepcha boy’s death was
accidental, and that if the qualifications of a Boarding School Headmaster were to be found in any person of any
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nationality, in his opinion. they existed in Babu Saratchandra Das.
*
On Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho’s return to Darjeeling from Tibet, in September, I informed Mr. Croft of the
passport, which he had secured for me from the authorities at Tashilhunpo. In April, Sir Ashley Eden and Mr.
Croft visited the school, the former examined the boys of all classes in almost all the subjects taught in it. Pleased
with the result, His Honour promised silver medals to the successful boys. The Director recommended the award
of a medal to Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho whom he had carefully examined on a former occasion. The distribution of
prizes and medals took place on June 12, when Lama dances and Tibetan theatricals entertained the visitors and
the Lieutenant-Governor gave away the prizes. Four Tibetan songs, of which I had made translations in English
rhythm, were sung by the boys, of which two are reproduced here:—
1
Oh! the reed of Tsari country,\fn{Easternmost Tibet, north of Assam Himalayas, is called Tsari, the hill tracts where grow long grass and reeds}
Oh! the reed of Tsari country,
Your root is for mother Ambrosia’s use.
You are born to give pleasure to life,
You are born to give pleasure to life.
If your own life is not pleasant to you
Go back to Tsari country,
Go back to Tsari country.
Your stem is meant for generous prince,
To be turned into handy arrows,
To be turned into handy arrows.
Say, If you are not fit to make arrows,
Go back to Tsari country,
Go back to Tsari country.
Your slender top the Supreme Lama takes
And hangs his banners thereon,
And hangs his banners thereon.
Say, if a flagstaff you cannot be,
Go back to Tsari country.
2
With a splendid sword on the right,
And a white silver bell on the left,
Sprinkling water to those, the excellent gods,
And also to him, Ugyen, who has won perfection,
Rewarded with garland of gems.
To all seated on couches and chair to the right and the left
We offer this cycle of songs,
The salutation of noble Tibet;
The way of the Rongs\fn{The Tibetan designation for the Lepchas of Sikkim} in making obeisance;
The Chinese manner of Kneeling down;
The Kashmerian mode of Salaam;
The Nepalese by shaking the head and holding the arms a-kimbo;
The Dukpa mode-by waving the arms;
The Khamba mode-by drawing the knife;
The monkish custom of spreading the cloak;
The nun’s customs of shaking the head;
The Mongol custom of pulling the ears,
With a splendid flag on the right,
And a heroine’s wheel on the left,
Shoot forth five hundred arrows
On whose feathers are messages written in water
Oh ! The shrine of Potala,
The sacred shrine of Potala,
Filled with rainbows and lustre!
To act our play and to meet again,
Oh! to act and to meet again,
This is a day of happy omen.
The salutation of noble Tibet,
Dance! Dance! Dance!
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On account of the attention that the Lieutenant Governor and the Secretaries had paid to me on this occasion,
Major Lewin became soon somewhat displeased. Sir Ashley Eden, Messrs. Horace Cockerell, A. Mackenzie, and
Croft congratulated me on the success of the school. The status of the school was raised and the annual grant that
it enjoyed was now increased by Rs. 1,000.
*
About this time two very important political refugees from Bhutan came to Darjeeling. They were
accommodated in the Government barracks at Geen.
I cultivated their acquaintance and used to converse with them, generally in the afternoon and almost every
Sunday. One of them named Deb-Zimpon, who had been the private secretary of the then Deb Raja of Bhutan,
was a shrewd observer and skilful courtier. The second refugee was Paro-Penlo, the young Governor of Western
Bhutan called Paro. With them was Deb-Tungchen, the chief personal assistant of the Deb Raja. Sometimes they
used to come to my school to return visits.
I picked up a little of the colloquial of Bhutan by conversation with them. I arranged to employ Deb-Tangchen
in the place of Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho when the latter went to Tibet. Deb-Zimpon presented me with one of his
most valuable possessions, viz. an old dagger.
I was told that in Bhutan the custom of carrying several daggers concealed in one’s robe-sleeves and also in
arm-pits existed from olden times. This, I afterwards learned, was a survival of the custom of the Huns who had
once occupied the Plateau of Tibet in early times. The Bhutanese make free use of it with a view to rise in the
estimation of their countrymen. The man who has stabbed the largest number of men was thereby qualified to
hold the highest office in the State. The Deb Raja of Bhutan makes his way to the throne, through bloodshed and
slaughter, in Bhutan. A confirmation of this practice of the Bhutanese I read in Captain Pemberton’s report, on my
return from Tibet.
3
Sir Alfred Croft, M.A. LL.D, K.C.I.E., Director of Public Instruction, Bengal, in one of his official letters to
the Government of Bengal, wrote in the following terms:—
Sarat Chandra’s first journey\fn{The author says: It may be noted here that I performed this journey at my own book and
expense, the Government contributing not a rupee to it. As Deputy Inspector of Schools, I used to draw Rs. 150 a month. I got only a
month’s pay in advance, which I took with me } was made in 1879, when he proceeded to Tashi-lhunpo, where he resided for
six months in the house of the Prime Minister, as the guest of the Tashi Lama, and whence he brought to India a
valuable collection of Sanskrit and Tibetan manuscripts;\fn{ The author says: I made a present of these books to the
Government Bhutia (Tibetan) Boarding School} having explored, in the course of his travels, the country north and northwest of Kanchan Junga, of which nothing was previously known. Of this journey Major General J. T. Walker, R.E.,
C.B. Surveyor-General of India to whom I communicated Babu Sarat Chandra’s notes and observations, wrote in the
following terms: “His journey has been fruitful of information; the observations of bearings and distances have been
carefully taken and recorded, and are of much value for the requirements of mapping.”\fn{ General Report on the
Operations of the Survey of India, 1881-1882, paragraph 196}

In the prefatory note attached to the first account of my journey to Tibet entitled Narrative of a Journey to
Tashi-lhunpo in 1879, Sir Alfred wrote as follows:\fn{Dated 1 August 1881 and signed A. W. Croft}
Babu Sarat Chandra Das, the writer of this Narrative, was in 1874, while a student of the Engineering Department of
the Calcutta Presidency College, appointed head master of the Tibetan Boarding School, then opened at Darjeeling
under the orders of the Lieutenant-Governor, Sir George Campbell. Babu Sarat Chandra Das applied himself
assiduously to the study of Tibetan and paid several visits in subsequent years to the monasteries and other places of
interest in independent Sikkim, where he made the acquaintance of the Raja, his ministers and other persons of
importance. In 1878, Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho, a monk of the Pema Yang-tse monastery, who held the post of Tibetan
teacher in the same school, was sent to Tashi-Ihunpo and Lhasa with tribute from the Pema Yang-tse monastery; and
advantage was taken of this opportunity to find out whether it would be possible for Babu Sarat Chandra Das to visit
Tibet, as he much desired to do. The Lama met with little encouragement at Lhasa; but at Tashi-lhunpo the Prime
Minister of the Tashi Lama, with the permission of the latter, sent by the hands of Ugyen Gyatsho an invitation to the
“Indian Pandit” Sri Sarat Chandra to visit Tashi-lhunpo, where his name had been inserted as a student in the grand
monastery; offering him his choice of routes, and commanding all jongpons (District Magistrates and Collectors) or
other persons to whom the letter might be shown, to help forward the Pandit with all his baggage. In accordance with
this invitation Babu Sarat Chandra, accompanied by Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho taking with him a few scientific and other
presents, together with a photographic cameras set out for Tashi-lhunpo in June 1879.\fn{ Equipments, &c., for the journey:
a) one Bhutia guide from Jong-ri (in Sikkim) to Kang-la-chen in Nepal territory at the foot of Kangchen Junga; b) two Sikkim coolies
from Darjeeling to Jong-ri; c) one pocket sextant; d) one prismatic compass; e) Two hyposometers; f) one field glass. I took a copy of
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Tassendiers’ Manual of Photography with me. The Prime Minister made a verbal translation of this work in Tibetan. I taught him the
old “wet process photography” with collodion film}

The travellers returned to Darjeeling towards the close of the year, after a residence of three months at the capital.
They were hospitably entertained by the Prime Minister, who gave Babu Sarat Chandra Das a cordial invitation to
return to Tashi-lhunpo in the following year.\fn{ Note: At the time of my returning to India, the Minister gave me a loan of
money, in Tibetan coin, sufficient to cover the expenses of my journey back } This, however, he was prevented from doing,
owing to the disturbed state of Sikkim in 1880.

Besides the letter of invitation mentioned above Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho brought with him a Tibetan Lam-yig or
Road-letter from the Tashi Lama’s Court called Gyal-tshan thonpo, (in Sanskrit Uccadhvaja) which afforded us
facilities for travelling from the Tibeto-Sikkim frontier to Tashi-lhunpo, the Grand Lama’s capital. Its text is as
follows:
PASSPORT
Required of the Headmen and Residents of (the districts of) Darrgyas, Gur-me
and Gam-pa (Kham-ba Jong), en route to furnish the two: Sikkim Em-je
(physician) and Stonkhai Da-wa (Sarat Chandra), a relay of three riding ponies
and ten beasts of burden and also cooking necessaries, fuel &c., at halting
stages, free of charge, in their through journey across Tibetan territories, (in
coming) to the capital via Tang-lung (Cold valley) and (in going) back via Lachen, on the frontier, only once, both ways, without delay or detention. Dated,
Tashi-ihunpo, the first day of the eighth month of the year EarthHare.\fn{September, 1878}
-------------Seal of the
Court of the
Tashi Lama.

In July, 1881, I submitted the following proposals to Government:
To A. W. Croft Esq., M.A., Director of Public Instruction, Bengal
Darjeeling, the 12th July 1881.

Sir,
You are aware that the vast and extensive mountainous regions lying between Peking and India (Kashmir) including
the whole of Western China, the steppes of Southern Mongolia, the Eastern portion of the great desert of Gobi
bordering Southern Jungaria, Eastern Kham and the most easterly provinces of Tibet from which rise the rivers of the
Ultra Gangetic Peninsula, are yet unexplored and form terra incognita to the civilized world. Many illustrious travellers
supported by the powerful aid of their respective Governments, attempted to penetrate regions adjacent, where the
influence of their Governments was to a certain extent felt, but yet failed to achjeve their objects, into which I need not
enter here. Possibly, had they succeeded, they might have attempted to explore the terra incognita above alluded to.
The difficulties of traversing these vast regions extending over 2,000 miles in a direct line which are filled with most
formidable obstacles of nature and where man is still more hostile than the devastating nature itself, that those
illustrious personages, never thought of traversing them. Their aim, and very properly, was to explore in the first
instance, those parts which presented lesser difficulties, but when they found that they could not succeed even in that,
they must have thought it was hopeless to undertake a task which presented far more difficulties and barriers chiefly
political and physical. Even recently Baron Richtofen and Count Setzcheni, though provided with all that was
necessary for a safe journey by the Imperial Court of Peking, yet were obliged to come back leaving their task
unfinished.
Having succeeded in my own humble way in my late travels in Western Tibet, where I was fortunate enough to
secure the earnest and sincere friendship of some of the great men or the country, including the Prime Minister, and
observing the vast regions above alluded to, remaining, even in the nineteenth century, unknown and unapproachable,
dead, as it were, to Science, I, after long and mature thought, made up my mind to discover the treasure that may be
concealed therein. The task is however, very great, in the performance of which I may perish, and the political and
physical difficulties are so great that they can be better imagined than expressed, and the heart sinks to contemplate on
them. A traveller must pass, if he succeeds in surmounting those difficulties, thousands of miles in detour, through
innumerable bloodthirsty, cruel and savage tribes, liable to be cut up at any moment that no traces of him will be found.
Yes, I may exclaim in the language of General Prejevalsky, the late Governor-General of Siberia who explored with all
the prestige of the Russian Government at his back, only about one-half of what I intend doing:
“Farewell my country, a long farewell! Shall we ever see thee again or shall we never return from that distant land.”
I am prepared to undertake the proposed task in my own humble way, if I get sufficient encouragement. It is known
to you that the celebrated travellers referred to, spent large sums of money, supported though they were by their own
Governments in exploring small portions of regions, which presented far less difficulties. But I do not require as much
help as they needed. I shall go not with the prestige of the British Government, publicity upholding me, not like
General Prejevalsky who while exploring a portion of Mongolia, in which the arms of the Czar were long felt, had
guards of armed Cossacks to escort him to put to flight hordes of marauding Oeleuth Tartars, or savage Tungyuts of
Eastern Gobi. It is my desire to travel like Abbe Huc and Gabet, subjecting myself to all the perils and privations of
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exploration in wild and unknown regions and to the inclemencies of nature as well as those of man. My knowledge of
the language of Higher Asia, of the ways and manners of the Tibetans and their brother races, will, I hope, help me very
much. I feel sanguin of being crowned with success.
I have obtained an excellent and most experienced guide in the persons of Lama Sherab, the old Mongolian teacher
of the Bhutia School. He says that the journey will take full two years to complete in the way that I propose and the
expenditure will be large and uncertain, that it is impossible to make an estimate even approximately now. According to
his rough calculation the least sum of money with which we should go is Rs. 20,000.\fn{ The author says: The cost of
passage of three persons from Calcutta to Peking by P. and O. Company's Boat was estimated at Rs. 2,000 at the time. Lama Sherab
did not accompany me in my journey to Lhasa } He advises me to set out from Peking, in perference to the route via Lhasa

from Tashi-lhunpo. Lama Ugyen Gya-tsho, who accompanied me in my last journey, has also consented to join me in
my proposed expedition.
I have explained to you the outlines of a scheme grander than which it is hardly conceivable at the present time; its
magnitude and importance you are well aware of.
I have the honour to be Sir,
Your most obedient servant,
Sarat Chandra Das

On the recommendation of Mr. Croft, the Government of Bengal, with the consent of the Government of
India, sanctioned an altogether different scheme, discouraging geographical exploration. They made the following
agreement with me:
The conditions upon which Babu Sarat Chandra Das, Deputy Inspector of Schools, Darjeeling, will proceed to Tibet
are the following, as agreed on by Mr. Cockerell, Mr. Croft, and Babu Sarat Chandra Das:
1. He should start for Tashi-lhunpo in the month of September 1881, and thence for Lhasa at some subsequent date,
either this year or next spring at his discretion, according to circumstances and the opportunities that may present
themselves for a safe journey. Arrived at Lhasa, he will endeavour to place himself under the protection and to cultivate
the friendship of influential persons, and he will avoid general observation as much as possible. He will keep a diary
and record in it from day to day and points of interest that he may note with regard to place and people. He will also
pursue his investigations into the religion, literature and history of Tibet, with regard to which separate instructions will
be given to him. With this object he is authorized to purchase books, manuscripts, or whatever else may throw light
upon the subject of his inquiry, and also to employ natives of the country for the same purpose. He will exercise his
discretion as to extending his journeys beyond Lhasa; but journeys for the mere purpose of geographical exploration
are discountenanced, as likely to create suspicion.\fn{ The author notes: I did not however lose sight of the real object of my
original proposal, i.e., the exploration of a large tract of terra incognita. Accordingly, I surveyed the country from Sakya to Zang-riKhamar, exploring the lake country of Yam-do, on a scientific basis. This was so accurately done that the late Tibet Mission under
Colonel Younghusband, did not consider it necessary to resurvey it. The proposal to send a Survey Party eastward was rejected by the
Government of India} He may, however, find it advisable to visit a distant town or monastery, for the purpose of his

investigations, and in such cases he will take the observations necessary for a route survey, but he should make no maps
of the country. No limit is fixed as to the duration of his stay at Lhasa; but, special reasons apart, he should endeavour
to return to India within twelve months. He should also endeavour to maintain regular communications with India
during his absence, reporting his proceedings, from time to time to the Director of Public Instruction, and making
arrangements for the safe transmission of letters to himself.
2. A sum of Rs. 5,000 (five thousand) will be placed at his disposal in gold, pearls, corals, or other objects of value
in Tibet. With this sum he will defray all necessary expenses of himself and of those who accompany him, including
any purchases that he may make in relation to the objects of his journey. He will keep a strict account of all his
expenditure, and will submit it on return, together with the balance remaining in his hands, to the Director of public
Instruction.\fn{The author notes: On my return to India I paid Rs. 2,000 to the Comptroller-General of Indian Treasuries, it being
the unexpended balance, out of Rs. 5,000 that was advanced to me for our expenses in the journey, which extended over four months }
Signed,
Horace Cockerell
Secretary to the Government of Bengal Darjeeling,
September 4, 1881
A. W. Croft
Director of Public Instruction
Sarat Chandra Das

*
In the morning of the 17th June we set out for Jong-ri.\fn{From the monastery of Dub-di in Sikkim} At 10 A.M. we
reached a zone where we met with new families of trees. The vegetation changed abruptly and varieties of
rhododendron, juniper, and birch displaced the oaks and chestnuts of the lower zone. The leeches had
disappeared. This slope, from 9,000 to 12,000 feet above the level of the sea in height, is known by the name of
Mon Lapcha. The scenery was exquisitely beautiful, chiefly owing to the profusion of flowers, amongst which the
varieties of rhododendron (red and pink) were conspicuous. The beauty and variety of the vegetation made me
deeply regret my ignorance of botany.
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Midway between Bakhim and Jong-ri I met Dr. Inglis, a venerable old gentleman, who had come out from
Darjeeling to see Jong-ri—the mountain of nature's cultivation. Owing to the stubbornness of the coolies and the
improvidence of his guide, he had been reduced to great straits for want of provisions, and was unable to proceed
further towards the snows.
Dr. Inglis told me that he had taken a fancy to visit the Himalayas on his way to New Zealand, where he was
going to take charge of his estate. I was sorry that I could not give him all the assistance he required, but I did
what I could for him to the best of my power and means.
At 5 P.M. we reached Jong-ri, and took shelter in a yakherd’s house, the walls of which were built with
boulders piled one above another without any mortar. Its roof was made of planks cut out of firs by the axe, and
kept in position by the weight of boulders laid on them. People here do not know the use of the saw nor have they
any idea of iron or wooden nails.
Water boiled at 187° giving a height of 13,700 feet; the temperature was 49° F in the shade. I was much struck
with the extreme beauty of Jong-ri. Sir Joseph Hooker the great botanist and Himalayan traveller, who is now
alive, visited Jong-ri in January 1849, i.e., six months before my birth. He described the place in the following
language:
I sat at the entrance of my gipsy-like hut, anxiously watching the weather, and absorbed in admiration of the
moonrise from which my thoughts were soon diverted by its fading light as it entered a dense mass of mare’s-tail cirrus.
It was very cold, and the stillness was oppressive.
I had been urged not to attempt such an ascent in January, my provisions were scanty, firewood only to be obtained
from some distance, the open, undulating surface of Jong-ri was particularly exposed to heavy snow-drifts and the path
was, at the best, a scarcely perceptible track. I studied every change of the wind, every fluctuation of the barometer and
thermometer, and the courses of the clouds aloft.
At 7 P.M., the wind suddenly shifted to the west, and the thermometer instantly rose. After 8 P.M., the temperature
fell again, and the wind drew round to the north-east, when the fog cleared off. The barometer rose no more than it
usually does towards 10 P.M., and though it clouded again, with the temperature at 17°, the wind seemed steady, and I
went to bed with a relieved mind.

The slopes were neat and trim to the eye, with flower and dwarf shrubs scattered over them, and a few yaks
(chamari-cow of Tibet) grazing here and there. The trees were in full foliage, and the valleys below were a mass
of rhododendrons and other flowering plants. The evening breeze was cool and bracing; and the parting rays of
the sun gave a crimson tinge to the peaks of snow and the whole atmosphere.
The Hindu poets had tried in vain to describe these regions which they had never seen; but even when seen,
language fails to convey any idea of their beauty. To my right Kha-bur raised its snowy peak; in front the great
Kangchan-joi-nga looked down on me; to the left were the icy cliffs of Kang-La (Nangma); while behind me the
Rathong kept up its ceaseless roar as it rushed away to the south. Here we spent a whole day. …
226.193 Excerpt from Magadhan Literature\fn{by Mohammed Haraprasad Sastri aka Haraprasad Bhattacharya (1853-1931) }
Kumira, Khulna District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 5
During the 5th century of the Christian Era, when the Guptas were the masters of nearly the whole of India,
there was in the Vatsyayana family, a vedic scholar named Kuvera of wide fame and deep learning. He was the
master of all the sciences of his day and an expert in all sorts of sacrifices.\fn{ This is the sixth lecture of a series of
discussions about certain literary works written at various times during the late Magadhan Empire (which in its recorded history stretches
from 545BC-c.550AD, or from the Late Stone Age to the Early Classical Age), a State embracing, among other parts of the Indian
subcontinent, the territory now known as Bangladesh. I have had to restore to some extent the actual printed text before me, which seems to
have been printed in its second ecition of 1986 from either a worn typeface or damage done to the plates made for the first edition of 1923;
and I beg also the reader’s indulgence for being unable to reproduce any of the diacritical marks so necessary to the proper pronunciation of
an Anglicized reproduction of non-Latin-alphabetical texts. I was, however, forced to choose this particular lecture as opposed to any of the
others because they all, without exception, included actual Bengali text as part of their repertoire—which I also have no way of
reproducing in a text-editable format:H}

He had four sons of whom the last was Pasupati; his son was Arthapati who performed innumerable secrifices.
His son was Cittrabbanu who kept up the reputation of his ancestors by his learning and piety. His son was Vana.
Vana lost his mother early and his fathers at fourteen. Vana received his education in his own family, but
became very unruly and led a wild life. He went on travel. In his tour round Northern India he had a large
following including dancers, actors, musicians, nuns etc. Though people admired him for his learning, his
reputation for Brahmanic purity of life was not very great! However, after some years of wild and roving life he
become chastened. On his return home he took his position as the head of the Vitsyayana family which could then
boast of many learned and highly cultured Brahmanas. He took a great delight in Vedic sacrifices, both Srauta and
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Smarta and in many of the fine-arts.
Once upon a time when after the day’s work he was eujoying the cool breeze of the Sona, a man came
gallopping on horseback. and alighting from his horse was introduced to him by his low-caste brother
Candrasena, unfolded his turban, handed him a letter. He read it with intense attention, as it was from Krsnagupta,
the Prime-Minister of Harsavardhana of Thanesvara. Krsnagupta pointed out to him that this was a fine
opportunity to seek an interview with the great Emperor.
Next morning Vana prepared for the journey and in a few days came to where the emperor was in camp. The
encampment was of a vast dimension and. Vana describes it with a vividity and minuteness which would do
honour to any poet of any country and of any age.
On entering the Imperial Court Krsnagupta beckoned to him to sit quietly close by, while he was conferring
with the Emperor on state affairs. The conference was long and in whispers, which irritated Vana very much.
However, at the end of the conference Krsnagupta introduced Vana to the Emperor who simply remarked,
“Mahanayam bhujangah.”
The remark irritated Vana most. The word means not only a serpent but also a “dandy” a “ladies’ man.” Vana
thought that the king railed at him for his behaviour during his tour, but Krsnagupta soon found an opportunity to
soothe his irritation and in a short time Harsa and Vana were friends. Vana’s posiion in the Imperial Court was
very high and he was very happy.
After prolonged stay at the camp with the Emperor, Vana became anxious to be in the midst of his family and
secured permission to visit his native place. At home he found the whole family engaged in, listening every
evening to the recital of a Pravamana-prokta Purana. A reciter of the Purana came every evening, opened a
palm-leaf manuscript, read out long passages from it and went away just before dusk to say his evening prayer.
Among the attentive listeners were the four cousins of Vaba. One of them remarked after hearing rhe history of
ancient kings in the Purana,
“These kings of antiquity had but small territories, yet the Purana records so much of their achievements and
of their virtue. Our Emperor Harsa has vast territories and he is so virtuous and popular. Why do you not, O Vana,
write a Purana embodying an account of his work.”
Vana nodded consent and began to write the Harsacarita.
*
Thus began in the early years of the Seventh century a historical literature in India, which though not very
fruitful in the beginning is now putting forth the best results. One of the reasons why it was not fruitful in the
beginning is the unfortunate fact that Vana did not live to finish his work. If he could have finished it, in his
vigorous and inimitable style, others would certainly have followed in his wake. Because Vana could not finish it,
people thought that history was an inauspicious subject and by all means avoided it.
The same was the case with the Katha Literature which Vana began with his Kadambari, but which he could
not finish. The Katha Literature, therefore, did not flourish, though his worthy son Bhusana completed his work.
Vana’s Harsacarita is the first historical work written in Sanskrit. In ancient India there were histories and I
have already told you that. history ranked as a fifth Veda. But we get no historical works of that time. The only
thing we get is the list of kings of the various dynasties that ruled in India, and in Magadha only we get along
with the names the duration of each reign. Mr. Pargiter, who has investigated the subject carefully, says that the
lists were kept in Prakit. Be that as it may, there is no doubt that the men who prompted Vana to write the
Harsacarita thought they were asking him to do something new. They were asking him to do for a modern king
what the Puranas did for the ancient kings and Vana did his work in the spirit of. a modern Nineteenth or
Twentieth century historian. He gives a history of his gotra,\fn{His descendendants in the male line from his first ancestor }
then of his immediate ancestors to the 5 th generation, and an autobiography of himself, and also the occasion
which induced him to write the history of the king he served.
In writing an account of his own life he did not paint himself as an immaculate person but painted himself as
he was, without hiding any of his faults. He was an ardent admirer of the king but he has not spared his faults. In
the true spirit of a historian he gives the history of the dynasty to which the king belonged. What he says about
Pravakaravardhana, Rajyavardhana and Haravardhana\fn{ All of whom succeeded each other as the three monarchs of the
Vardhan Dynasty (550-647AD)} is well known from the histories of India which have all exploited what historical
information he has given. The book throws a flood of light on Indian life at the beginning of the 7 th century A.D.
Vana’s Kidambari is a tale, but it is a wonderful tale. It extends over three births of a number of its characters;
there are words which are three four lines long and sentences, which run over four or five pages. One of my
professors measured a sentence by a string in the old edition of the Kidambari in very small type and the string
was 36 feet long.
The story is a wonderful mixture of the natural and the supernatural. The moon becomes in one birth Tarapida,
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the Prjnce of Ujjain, and in another Sudraka, the king of Vidsa; and Punndarika, the son of Laksmi becomes
Vaisampayana in one birth and in another—a parrot. The story resembles in many features the Pali Buddhist story
of Syamavati translated into Bengali from Chittagong about 30 years ago. That story, too, goes through several
transmigrations of the soul. The story of Kidambari comes from that ininxhaustible source of stories, the
Vrhatkatha of Gunadhya, now lost but represented by the Kathi-Sarit-Sagara of Somesvara.
The only other work of Vana known is Candisataka which contains one hundred verses on goddess Durga.
Three Satakas were written about that time. This one by Vana, the Suryyasataka by his father-in-law, Mayura, and
the Bhakta-marastotra by Manatunga—the three Satakas representing the three great religions flourishing side by
side in the capital of Harsa.
*
The Pancatantra names two physicians, (1) Silihotra and (2) Vatsyayana. Salihotra, the author of Asvasastra
was an inhabitant of Western Punjab.\fn{This section is headed: Vatsayana the Physician} But Vatsyayana certainly
belonged to the family of Pritikuta on the banks of the Sona. Modhusudana Sarasvati in his Prasthanabheda says
that Kamasutra is a part of Ayurveda. From this Weber\fn{See Weber’s Sanskrit Literature 166 & 267 and note} seems to
think that Vatsyayana the Physician mentioned in the Pancatantra is the same as the author of Kamasastra.
From the mere mention of a name it is impossible to draw any inference. But I am inclined to think that there
may have been a physician of the family of Vatsyayana, as the Gotra was a learned and an extensive one, and the
period of their influence in Magadua extended over many centuries. The author of the Pancatantra which was
translated into Pehlevi under orders of Khusru Nauservan in the 6 th century A.D. knew more of the Vatsyayana
family than we in the 20th century and even Vana in the 7th century.
Madhusudana Sarasvati’s inclusion of Kamasastra in Ayurveda seems to have the result of modern neglect of
the study of the sastra. In modern times Kamasastra meant only the sastra of union, and of aphrodisiac mdicines.
But in ancient times it meant much more. It included five hundred and eighteen fine arts, in fact all that
contributed to make human life tolerable and pleasant.. It included also domestic and social regulations of the best
kind.
The ancient Kamasastra was one of the four recognized divisions of the sastras aud ranked with
Dharmasastra, Arthasastra and Mekssastra. The author of the Pancatantra in ancient times would not venture to
make it, as Madhusudana Sarasvati did, a branch of Ayurveda which is but an Upaveda to the Artuarva-Veda
which goes under the head of Dharmasastra.
*
Subandhu, I believe, belonged to Magadha under the Gupta emperors.\fn{ This section is entitled: Subandhu} All the
speculations about his date by Fitzedward Hall and Mr. Grey of the Columbian University seem to be of not much
avail. In the new series of the Journal and Proceedings of the Asiatic Society of Bengal Vol. I, I wrote in page 253
—
In discoursing on the excellences of style Vamana, who belongs to the 9 th century A.D. in his Kavyalamkarasutravrtti
quotes a verse as an example of'the excellence named significance (sabhiprayatva). The verse, or rather
hemistich,\fn{A halfline of verse} runs thus:
Soyam samprati Candraguptatanayas Candraprakasoyuba.
Jato bhupatirasrayah krtadhiyam distya krtarthasramah.\fn{The son of Candragupta, the young raja Candraprakasa has now
become the refuge of learned men and fortunately his endeavours are successful}
Commenting on this, the author says that the words “the refuge of learned men” are significant because they bring to
mind the fact that Subandhu was one of his ministers. Now there were two Candraguptas in the Gupta line. Both were
called Vikramaditya. The first was the founder of the empire and the second his grandson. The second Candragupta was
a patron of learned men. Is it not likely that Subandhu served under one of his sons. Candraprakasa?\fn{ I suppose this is
where the excerpt stops; but there is no such indication in the text before me:H}

A controversy was raised in the Indian Antiquary in later years in which an attempt was made to make the
words ca Subandhu into Vasubandhu. But Mr. Narasimha Cariar, after consulting many manuscripts, pointed out
that it was ca Subandhu and not Vasubandhu. So my theory stands that Subandhu belonged to the reign of
Candragupta II and the subsequent reigns. The only argument that can be urged against this theory is that
Subandhu in one place writes Nyayasthitiriva Uddyotaka- rasarvasva, and so Subandhu knew Uddyotakara, the
author of Nysyavarttika, who, Vacaspati Misra says, defended Vatsyayana against the attacks of Dinnaga. But the
facts so far known make the dates of Dinnaga and Uddyotakara later than that of Candragupta II. But I think these
questions should be left open. One cannot get over the fact that Subandhu served under Candraprakata who was
the son of Candragupta II and Subandhu in his preface to his Vasavadatta laments that after the death of
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Virkramiditya (Candragupta II) the world is going to rack and ruin. He is very bitter against khalas or envious
people, who, I believe, brought about the ruin of his patron Candraprakasa and of himself.
The plot interest of his work is nil and the author seems not to care much for it. All he cared for were his puns
and in that he has shown a mastery never surpassed. He was conscious of his superiority and as prefaces are
always written after the works themselves to which they are prefixed, he gives a criticism on his own work which
is endorsed by all subsequent critics—
Sarasvatidattavaraprasadah cakre Subandhuh sujanaikabandhuh:
Pratyaksaraslesamayaprabandhavinyasavaidagdhyanidhirnibandham.

There is a pun in every letter as he says. The story is easily told.
Kandarpaketu, the son of Cintinami, a king, dreams in the morning of a damsel of exquisite beauty and goes in
quest of her. He sleeps under the spreading arms of a mighty tree in the Vindhyas and awakening at midnight
hears the quarrel of a parrot and his consort. She was angry for his coming late and he falters forth an apology—
“I had been to Pataliputra. There Vasavadatta, the daughter of the king, had a Svayambara but she rejected all
the assembled princes and in a dream saw a youth of great beauty and sent her female friend in quest of him. I
have brought the female friend here.”\fn{There is no closed quote here; I suppose from the context that this is where it ends:H }
Kandarpaketu was greatly interested, he rose up and saw the young woman. She took him to Vasavadatta
where they learnt that the king had resolved to give her in marriage to another the next day. They fly away and
hide themselves in a bower of creepers in the Vindhyas.
But when the prince awakes in the morning he finds Vasavadatta missing. He roams over great many places
and at last finds a stone statue exactly of the same shape as the object of his love. He touches the statue and lo!
she is Vasavadatta.
She tells him of her adventures. Anxious that the prince may have some food on awakening, she goes into the
wood to find roots and fruits and she was assailed by an army of wild tribes; luckily there was another army of
wild tribes close by, and the two tribes fought with each other to obtain the possession of her person. But both
armies perished, but at this time in came a rsi whose hermitage the armies in their fight had destroyed. Thinking
that she was the cause of the destruction, he cursed her to be turned into stone. She implored him not to be angry
as she was innocent and he said the curse will terminate at the touch of the prince she loves.
There the story ends and they return to the capital of the prince’s father where they passed their days happy and
prosperous.
*
Pataliputra was the birthplace of another very great man, namely, Aryabhata, the father of scientific astronomy
and mathematics of the Hindus. He was born in 476 A D. and wrote his Kalakriyapada here at the age of 23, that
is, [in] 499 A.D. He was a student of Greek astronomy and the unique notation which goes in his name and which
he gives in his Dasagitika seems to be an adaptation of the Greek system. (The consonants from ka to ma are
valued at 1 to 25 and the eight vowels i, u, r, e, 1, ai, o, ou represent multiples of 100 each. Thus ka is 1, ki is 100,
ku is 10,000, kr is 10 00,000, k1 is 10,00,00,000, ke is 10,00,00,00,000, kai is 10,00,00,00,00,000. This is a
modified form of the Greek system.)
One of Aryabhata’s works is called Dasagitiki from the fact that it consists of ten verses in the Gitika metre
which is a modification of the Arya. His other work, the Aryasiddhantika, consists of 108 verses and is divided in
three sections Kalakriyapada, Golapada and Ganitapad.
In these two works the extent of which does not jointly go beyond 118 verses, Aryabhata has explained the
whole system of Hindu astronomy. He is even more concise than the philosophical sutras and is in strange
contrast with the astronomical Siddhantas which seem to have been written in prose and are very diffuse.
There seem to have been a conflict of eras at the time when Aryabhata flourished. There was the Malava Era in
Western Malwa, the Gupta Era known in the Gupta Empire, the Saka Era, the Kalacuri Era and so on—all local
and tribal eras. Not knowing in which to date his works which was meant for universal use among the Hindus he
took up the Kaliyuga Era known to all. But in subsequent ages the Saka Era was adopted by all astronomers in
India. The reason is not far to seek, for in India astronomy and astrology were, if not exclusively, very generally
studied and professed by the Sakadvipi Brahmins or Scythian priesthood—the old Magii—settled in India from
remote ages, for neither the Brahmins or the Buddhists favoured astrologers. Buddha has expressly excluded
Astrology from samyak ajiva, or proper livelihood.
Aryabhata is said to have discovered the diurnal motion of the earth, which he thought to be spherical. I leave
the explanation of these scientific matters to those who are making scientific investigations of Hindu astronomy.
But one thing is certain that it was about this time that the old Ktttika series of asterisms was discarded and the
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new series commencing from the 1 st point of Asvini was adopted. The first point of Asvini recedes one degree, or
by one day in 73 years and it has receded twenty days now giving a total of twenty into seventy-three (20 x 73)
that is, 1460 years. The point was on the equinoctial circle on the first day of Vaisakha and now it is on the 10 th of
Chaitra. So the point was seen there 1460 years ago, that is, 1921-1460 that is 461 A.D. This is only an
approximate calculation. If accurate calculation is made it will fall within the active period of Aryabhata’s life.
Aryabhaata had many students and his next successor, Lalla, was one of his pupils and some say Varahamihira,
too, was his pupil.
Aryabhata had another celebrated astronomer as his contemporary. This was Varahamihira. In his Vrhajjataka,
in the 26th chapter, he says that he was son of Adityadasa, that he was an Avantaka, that he received his
knowledge from his father and that he obtained a book from the sun god at Kampillaka or Kapitthaka. Bhattotpala
tells us that he was a Migadha dvija.\fn{I.e., one of the class dvija, who was by membership therein was privileged to study the
Vedas:H} Some say that he was a Magadvija, i.e., one of the Magii long settled in Inda.
From all this the late Pandit Sudhakara Dvivedi, in his Ganakatarangini, infers (p. 12) that it is not impossible
that Varaha was a Magadha Brahmin. He might have gone to Ujjain for livelihood. He studied with his father at
his own house in Magadha and also studied the works of Aryabhata there; he travelled to make himself known; he
worshipped [the] sun god at Kimpillaka (Kalpi) and obtained a book from him. I acquired a manuscript of his
son’s work (Prthuyasah-Sastra) at Samkhu, the northernmost part of the Nepal valley, the opening verse of which
says that the son Varihamihira asked his father some questions while he was residing at the beautiful city of
Kinyakubja on the Ganges.
Varaha might have retired to Kanyakubja in his old age to be on the Ganges and there imparted his knowledge
to his son Prthuyasah.
Amaraja, the commentator of Khandanakhandakhadya says that Varahamihira died in the Saka year 509, that
is 581 A.D. Some people think that Varaha wrote his Panca-Siddhantika in 505 A.D., that is Saka 427. But this is
impossible if we are to believe Amaraja. Varaha would then be only 18. Therefore Dr. Thibaut after carefully
considering all the facts of the case thinks that 427 Saka was the date when Lalla revised the Romaka-Siddhinta
and that the Panca-Siddhanta was composed about 550 A.D. If so, Varahamahira was a later contemporary and
perhaps a student of Aryabhata.
The Ganakatarangini has given a list of. Varaha’s works and thinks that the Varaht-Samhita is his last work. It
is an Encyclopædic work. It treats not only of astronomy and astrology but of such subjects as gardening,
agriculture, sculpture, strilaksana, purusalaksana and so on. His great work is the Panca-Sidhanta in which he
gives a summary of all the sidhantas current in his time. They are five in number: Paulisa, Romaka, Vasistha,
Paitamaha and Suryyasiddhanta. Varaha says that of these five, Paulisa and Romaka have been explained by
Latadeva. The Siddhanta made by Paulisa is accurate. Near to it stands the Siddhanta proclaimed by Romaka,
more accurate is the Savitra (Saura) and the two remaining are far from the truth.
Kern says that the third Skandha of Jyotisa, namely its Jataka section, has been borrowed from the Yavanas or
Greeks. This is a fact. The Yavana-Jataka of Yavanacaryya is still regarded as an authoritative work on the subject
and there are other works like Minaraja-Jataka also taken from the Yavanas. I found in Nepal a manuscriptof a
Yavana-Jataka written in the character of the tenth century on palm-leaf which contains the following statement at
the end—
Iti svabhasaracanabhiguptam
Visnugraha …………………
……ratnakara-vak-samudrat
sudhaprsa .. nvitatattvadrstih.
Idam vabhase niravadyavaktro
Horarksasastrm Yavanesvarah prak
Sphujidhvajo nama babhuva raja
Ya Indravajrabhiridam cakara.
Narayanankendu mayadi drstva
Krtva caturbhir-matiman sahasriah.
Yavna-Jataka de……….parisamaptah (UpendraVajra Vrttam).

From this it is apparent that Yavanesvara translated in Sanskrit a work which long remained hidden in his own
language and that a Raja named Sphujidhvaja rendered the Sanskrit prose into 4000 verses in Indravajra metre.
The translation was done in the 91st year of an unknpwn era and versifications in 191st year of the same era.
Here is one independent evidence of the translation of Greek works in Sanskrit. Varahamihira wrote a work on
Jataka or Horoscopy called Vrhajjataka. According to Ganakatarangini, in that work Varaha quotes from three
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works of the Greeks, Maya, Yavana and Manittha (Menetho) and he used many Greek words.
All this showss the influence of Greek Astronomy on Indian Jyotisa. There is a saying in Gargya that—
Mlechha hi Yavanastrsu samyak sastram-idm sthiam
Rsivattepi pujyante kim punar Vedaviddvijah.

*
The next important book that was written in Magadha and at Pataliputra was the Desavalivivritih in the 17th
century. But from Varahamihira in the 6th to the Desavalivivritih in the 17th century is a great jump. But Magadha
was not idle all these thousand years, rather its activity was intense. But unfortunately I cannot include that period
of intense activity within the limited scope of my course of six lectures. So I have confined myself to strictly
Brahmanical literature. The activity of the greater portion of these intervening 1000 years was confined to
Buddhist literature.
The rise of Nalanda in the 6th century is a great event in Indian history. Nilanda continued to command the
attention of the world for more than five centuries when Vikramasila rose under the Palas of Bengal, and after
Vikramasila we come to Jagaddala in Bengal. Nalanda used to send its learned monks all over the world and it
drew students from all parts of. the world specially the east. Yuan Chwang received his education here and on his
return became the second founder of Buddhism in China and his students carried the learning and religion of India
to Japan, Korea, Mongolia and Siberia.
When the Chinese ceased to come, came the Tibetans and Nalanda was the place where they began the
translation of Sanskrit works in Tibetan which have preserved ten thousand of works from destruction and
oblivion. Then the centre of Tibetan translation shifted to Vikramasila and thence to Jagaddala.
The literature of Nalanda was in the beginning Mahayanist and philosophical. It began Tantra which flourished
in all its luxuriance at Vikramasila, the philosophy of which was more scholastic than that of Nalanda. In spite of
Vikramasila and in spite of Jagaddala, Nalanda continued to flourish and we have manuscripts written there even
in the eleventh century. I have got rnanuscripts copied at Badgaon in Bengali character which professor Bendall
thought belonged to the 14th ceutury, but which I think was copied before the Muhammadan conquest. Badgaon is
well known to be an integral part of Nalanda.
The Buddhist literature of this period is most interesting and most edifying but unfortunately it does not exist
either in Sanskrit or in any Indian language. Most of the works exist only in the Tibetan and Chinese translations;
some of them in original Sanskrit or Bengali have been found in Nepal, and the western and evn Southern India
are contributing their quota of these Sanskrit works. Japan is doing much in contributing to the history of the
literature of this period from Chinese translations and Tibet also is showing activity in that direction. A small body
of very learned men with centres in London, Paris and Berlin are actively engaged in reconstructing a history of
this period and I hope India, specially this province which is most interested in it will not be lagging behind.
*
The last work which I wish to describe is the Desavali-vivrti, a gazetteer of Eastern India composed in the 17 th
century at Mogultuly in Patna under the patronage of a Chauhan zamindar named Vijjala Bhupati by his pandit,
Pandit Jagamohan. One may think that the compilation of the work was inspired by the Aini Akbari, but I think
that the inspiration came from a different quarter and the inspiration is absolutely indigenous. Mithila’s great poet
Vidyapati was a great man; he was the first to write a gazetteer under the name of Bhuparikrama.
He was followed by a zamindar named Vikrama and his work is called Vikramasagara Vijjala Bhupati appears
to have been one of the descendents of Vikrama. So Vijjala’s inspirations need not have come from Delhi.
But unfortunately good manuscripts of the Gazetteer Literature are not yet forthcoming. Horace Hymen
Wilson collected a mass of fragments and it is now deposited in the Sanskrit College Library, Calcutta and I
acquired some fragments from Bankura which are now deposited in the Asiatic Society of Bengal. A study of
these fragments has given us a mass of information about the Hindus three hundred years ago in Bihar, Bengal
and the adjoining districts, their temples, their places of pilgrimage, their administration, their trade, their
manufactures, their fortifications, their manners, their customs, their foibles and their habits.
Vijjala was followed in in this department of work by the Raja of Pañcakot whose poet Ramakavi wrote a
work under the name of Pandavadigvijaya.
*
Here I bring my course of six lectures on the Magadha Literature to a close. When I undertook to deliver my
lectures I thought I would ha.ve to fill up most of my pages with the history of Buddhist and Jaina literature of
Magadha for I thought it would be difficult, nay impossible for me to locate any work of Hindu Literature except
Kautilya’s in Magadha. But luckily the Kavya-Mimamsa of Rajasokhara and the Harsacarita of Vana helped me to
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locate a number of works there and these works instead of being of sectarian interest are such that all Indians, nay
the whole world may be interested in them. I have, therefore, neglected the sects and selected such works only as
are of general interest.
It would have afforded me the greatest pleasure if I could have finished these lectures during the administration
of Sir Edward Gait who took a keen interest in everything Magadhan and always encouraged me in my researches
in this province. But as it is he will read these pages in his retirement and have the satisfaction to know that his
humble friend has not neglected to fulfil the task imposed on him.
226.110 100 Songs Of Hasan Raja\fn{by Hasan Raja (1854-1922)} Lakkansree, Sunamonj District, Sylhet Division,
Bangladesh (M) 12
I forbid anyone who is devoid of love to hear my songs. I swear that no such person should touch my book.
Again and again I say that they should not read my book This world is not for those who are lovers. Those
without love in their hearts won’t understand a thing when they hear my songs. A blind person can’t see the bright
color of gold by touching it. Hasan Raja forbids anyone who does not know love to hear his songs
*
When love’s intoxication came upon him Hasan Raja lost all sense of direction. I’ll leave my homes in
Lakhansiri and Rampasha, I’ll leave my neighbors and Lakhansiri, I’ll live in the jungle keeping only my Friend
in my heart. With this in mind Hasan Raja remains devoted to his Friend. The servant Hasan Raja says,
“I don’t want anything else.”\fn{In so far as it is possible, I have cast these songs into a prose format:H}
*
One can only meet Khoda if one is a lover. You won’t get Khoda by performing namaz\fn{Prayers performed by
Muslims five times daily} and fasting. If you want to catch Khoda you must increase your love. You will find Khoda
by becoming drunk with love. You won’t get Khoda by counting on your beads or by repeating Khoda’s name.
Whether you chant Allah Allah or read the kalama,\fn{The foundation of Islam: it is the recitation, “There is no God but Allah,
and Muhammed is His prophet.” } or bang your head on the ground until you die. You won’t find your Dearest. Hasan
Raja says,
“Give up other paths and travel on the path of love. You will find Khoda there.”
*
Oh Hasan Raja Miya! Bind yourself to Him with the shackles of your heart. He won’t be able to escape just as
a lover is bound to his beloved. Bind your heart to Him in such a way that you’ll be intoxicated with His love.
Love too with a determined mind and understanding. Look upon His face day and night. Don’t forget Him even
for a blink of your eye. He’ll take you into his arms and fulfill your heart’s desires. The love of Hasan’s life says
to him,
“I’ll stay within your heart and you’ll find great pleasure if you do what I say.” Hearing this, Hasan Raja says,
“I will never give You up.” Hasan will surely marry his Beloved.
*
They’re selling gold and jewels in the bazaar of pure love. Whoever knows their value gains all the wealth in
the universe. The premiks\fm{Devotees} do their business in the bazaar of pure love. Others don’t set foot there;
they’re blind though they have eyes. For those who have set up a stall at love’s market, they have conquered death
and keep it afar. Hasan Raja became mad at love’s market place. He dances while he sings his song of love.
*
Who set my heart aflame with the fire of love? The Friend of my heart does not care that I suffer without Him.
If whoever burned me with these flames of love would cool me, then I could remain on this earth. Otherwise I
will die. I can’t live without the One who set this fire. He doesn’t show Himself, nor come close. But He has
stolen my heart just the same. The One who stole Hasan Raja’s heart and mind can’t be caught. He has bound him
with love, but stays at a distance.
*
Those of you who are not lovers don’t listen to Hasan Raja’s songs. Apremiks\fn{Those who have no love in their
hearts} are not humans, they are the living dead. If you have no love, then don’t come near, get out of my house!
Don’t just stand there like a wooden statue or ghost! In love, Hasan Raja dances. When he sees a premik he seats
them close, and greets them with kisses. This is Hasan Raja’s way.
*
The fire of love has burned Hasan Raja’s body. This fire will not go out even after diving into the Surma river.
The fire crackles and bums, what will he do? Bring my Lover to me so I can put my arms around His neck. Hasan
Raja wants nothing else except for his Friend. He dances on waves of love in anticipation of meeting Him. Hasan
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Raja says,
“I will go away with my Friend. By giving up my ego, I will become one with Him.”
*
What has happened to me, this fire of love burns, burns and bums. In some way or other it burns inside and
out. I don’t know how he tricked my mind. If I could find Him I would keep Him tied by the neck. I have no idea
how this fire got started. This fire of love has killed me, killed me, killed me. Love’s trap has caught me and taken
my life away. Hasan Raja says over and over,
“I care for nothing but love.”
*
Not knowing the ways of love Hasan Raja has become imprisoned. When I try to show my love to my
Beloved, they try and stop me. I lose all good sense just by seeing my Lover. My Beloved’s eyes shine like the
stars in the sky. When Hasan Raja sees this, he dances and is slain by love. Hasan Raja’s love has conquered
death. But no matter how hard he tries, he cannot catch his Beloved.
*
Hasan Raja has become mad for his Golden Friend. How he’s happily singing so many songs! Mad with love
Hasan Raja has become possessed. He doesn’t heed the warnings of quarrelsome mollas.\fn{Teachers of Islam}
Hasan Raja dances and claps his hands. When people from his Friend’s house come by He welcomes them with
an embrace.
*
Love has made me indifferent to the world. In loving my Friend, my life’s breath has left me. When I speak to
the Love of my life I laugh. When I see His manifest beauty I lose all consciousness of the world around me. Love
is a wonderful and strange thing—the world’s most valuable wealth. The premiks love without caring about
prestige of family honor. Take special care of the jewel of love and know it to be the essence of everything. Love
will enable you to catch a glimpse of the Friend.
“Hasan Raja has found his Friend through his love for Him.” Saying this, he sings again and again
*
Hasan Raja has become indifferent to the world because of love. He can’t stay still for a moment without his
priya’s\fn{Means “dearest” in the feminine”} presence. He doesn’t care for wealth or followers or a king’s throne to sit
upon. All Hasan Raja wants is to see his Beloved. He spends the whole night awake calling for his Sweetheart. Oh
Life of my life, why have You left me and where have You gone? Where did You take my heart and hide after
showing Yourself to me? Hasan Raja says,
“My Friend, it’s my humble request to You. I can’t think of anyone else but You. How can I keep on living
without You? I’m burning in the fire of love night and day. Love’s fire is burning me and I can’t take it any more.
Hasan Raja can only scream in agony while he burns.”
*
The fire of love is very strong. Know for sure that it will strike without warning. Whoever’s heart burns with
love’s fire. They won’t be able to put it out with all the water in the Surma river. That very fire has burned Hasan
Raja’s body. He jumps up and down and cries out from the pain.
*
Love has made me possessed. Hasan Raja is drunk with love. Everyone in the neighborhood knows now.
Hasan Raja has fallen in love with Shyama. He doesn’t listen to the warnings of the molla. But he beats the
dholak and tabla and sings songs
*
Those who are lovers, they’re all crazy. Hasan Raja has loved and lost his head. Love is such that it consumes
the soul. It imprisons those who’ve been caught in its shackles. Hasan Raja has lost all sense and calls out the
name Maula!\fn{Master} He dances and jumps around, then dies from his thirst for love.
*
This love burns so much, my beautifully colored face has become blackened. Because of love’s burning
nothing seems pleasurable anymore. I once had a handsome face, but this love has taken away my good looks.
People see me and shake their heads, some even shove me away. Hasan Raja has loved and for this he wanders
aimlessly. Bring me my Dearest one and let this love’s fire be extinguished!
*
Hasan Raja is a man of love, he dances the dance of pure love. Oh mind, sing the name of Hari. Do your
business in Hari’s marketplace of love. We’ll all go from house to house and sing harikirtan.\fn{The devotional
singing of the names of Hari (Krishna, Vishnu, etc.)} Oh Brother, Hasan Raja invites you to come to love’s
bazaar. You and I, all of us will distribute love to every home together. Hasan Raja will scheme with all the
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premiks and go to the town. When we find those ignorant of love, we’ll take them to the love bazaar. Hasan Raja
dances and holds on to the feet of Hari. Oh mind, sing Hari’s name! I’ll never let Him go.
*
Hasan Raja was immolated in love’s fire As he burned he said,
“I don’t feel bad as I burn and die, because as I am consumed I’ll see the face of my Friend.”
While Hasan Raja burns up and dies he dances and leaps. Love’s fire has burned his whole body. When anyone
tries to put it out it crackles and flares up with greater intensity. Hasan Raja rolls on the ground just like a lutan
kobutora.\fn{A breed of pigeon that rolls on the ground} Hasan can’t keep still, he looks all around him. When my Friend
sees my pain He’ll come to me.
*
This machine laughs, becomes mad. It performs many tasks. Oh mind you’ve become one with it. When Hasan
Raja sees the Master of this machine He becomes maddened. For the sake of fun He sits me in that machine and
plays with it. Honest and intelligent people understand this. Gentle machine, ecstatic machine, the heart machine
drums out a beat. The breath fills the machine and sings a song in it. Oh Operator of this machine, come here.
Hasan Raja recognizes You. Come my Friend, sit next to me, why do You hesitate? When Hasan Raja sees the
machine’s Operator He becomes entranced. He dances love’s dance and pays no mind to other’s warnings. Oh
heart, you’ve lost yourself completely!
*
Come to me Lord and sit on my lap. I’m humbly requesting You, Your wretched Hasan Raja begs you! I have
no need for wealth or anything else in this world. I’m not wanting for companionship, Lord. My need is only for
You. I don’t want wealth or followers or family life. In my heart I only want to see You. Please show Your moonlike face to me and let me be at peace. If You don’t corne to me now Lord, Hasan Raja will slit his own throat and
die.
*
Lord, take me across the river. Oh Ferryman who is most merciful, I don’t have any money. Whatever wealth I
once had has all been stolen. How can I cross this river? I could die! I’m standing on the riverbank feeling
anxious and distressed. In my heart I’ve placed all my hopes on Allah and the prophet. When I see the face of the
Ferryman I feel hopeful Hopeful that He’ll take me across this river Crying pitifully, your servant Hasan Raja
begs,
“Take me across and keep me at Your feet as your servant. I beg You to let me stay with You. Promise that You
won’t reject me. Hasan Raja is humbly requesting: either keep me with You or destroy me.”
*
After much consideration, I look around and see that I am everything. I am the Supreme Truth! I am the
Supreme Truth! This has made me infamous. Allah, the prophets, the whole creation comes from me. Crazy
Hasan Raja says,
“There’s no mistake about it. The sky and land with the horizon all come from meh. The three
worlds\fn{Heaven, earth, and hell} come from me, as does sound. I’m the beginning, the end and all things manifest
as well as hidden. The people of this place don’t understand and think of me as other. This world was created from
me. You think about it carefully!”
This is my belief. Mabud Allah was created from my intelligence, the prophet Rasul’ullah from my faith. The
sky and earth come from my eyes. The duties of a Muslim\fn{ Daily prayers, and fasting in the Arabic month of Ramadan }
are born from my ears. There are so many other things born from me that are worth hearing! All sounds and
noises and everything related. Everything soft and hard as well as hot and cold come from my body. Sweet and
bad smells are born from my nose. Hasan Raja says,
“Everything that exists comes from me. There is no birth or death for me, think about that! Houses are broken
apart and then rebuilt—I see this all the time.”
Hasan Raja has become mad, what is he saying? If the people here spread around what I’ve been saying I’ll
surely be killed. My tongue has made the sweet and the bitter. There is no death of the soul, it always lives on. By
knowing one’s self one can know Khoda. Hasan Raja recognizes himself and sings this song.
*
Hasan Raja says,
“I am nothing, I am nothing. Within and without I only see the All Merciful.”
In the bazaar of love Hasan Raja has dissolved. Besides You, Hasan Raja sees nothing. I’ve died from the
scorching fire of love and can’t tolerate more. Whatever direction I look in I only see my Beloved. You are me, I
am You. I’ve given up all fear. Hasan Raja dances madly
*
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I have identified myself. You’re everything, I’m giving up my “I”. I am nothing, nothing besides You. Besides
You there is nothing, I’ve understood that much. Giving Your/myself the name “I” You come here to play on
earth. How much fun You have, I see You dancing. You’re within the room\fn{ The body} and without. You’re
inside everyone’s heart. Who can understand You and all Your twists and turns? Hasan Raja has this much to say:
“You are everything, You are the great power, the Mother. You and I aren’t different, we are the same.”
*
I’m the original lover. I’ve come to play in this ocean of impermanence. I’m Radha, I’m Krishna, I’m Shiva
and Parvati. I’m the moon that can’t be captured, I’m gaur bari\fn{A name of Sri Chaitanya} I’ve come to play games
in this world’s bazaar. Without recognizing who I am, who can catch me? I’m the root of everything, I’m all that
exists, I’m everywhere. Besides me nothing exists in this world Dance, dance Hasan Raja, of whom are you
afraid? Give up your ego to the One with whom you’re merging.
*
People ask,
“Hasan Raja who are you?”
I am the play of the Almighty, He built me that way. He created me and stays within. From within me He rides
around and observes the world. ‘Besides Allah there is no other’\fn{ From the Qur’an:H} nothing exists but Him.
People ask,
“Hasan Raja who are you?”
“Besides the One there is no other,” Hasan Raja laughs. ‘Besides Allah there is no other’ madmen think
otherwise.
*
Whoever says they don’t see Khoda, they are forever blind. I know that soul is blind. Allah is the beginning
and the end, the manifest and hidden. Whatever else you see has no other source (besides Allah). I only see one
Khoda, everything else is empty space. Look carefully and you’ll see that besides Allah there is nothing.
Whatever direction I look in there I see Allah. Besides Allah I see nothing else. The trees, the leaves, All is Allah.
Besides the One my eyes see nothing else. Hasan Raja has lost himself while singing this song. Giving up the “I”
see that there is nothing but Allah.
*
Oh the murshid\fn{Spiritual teacher, guru} is Allahji, the hadi\fn{Preacher of Islam} is Allahji. Allah has tossed me
into the ocean of mundane existence. I can’t seem to stay on the shore for even a moment I’m being tossed in the
whirlpool of this ocean. I don’t have the strength to save myself, what can I do? This dangerous whirlpool is
impossible to escape from. Oh Allah, come to me as a teacher and show me the way! Hasan Raja says,
“Oh murshid, devise a way for me. Save me from this ocean of worldly existence. And keep me at Your
beautiful feet.”
*
You wander aimlessly and cry for the pleasures of this world, but you can’t take it with you when you go. How
can you understand this while you enjoy the company of your family? People of this world, what on earth are you
crying about? Hasan Raja doesn’t want to see the faces of those attached to worldly pleasures. Hasan Raja shits on
whoever cries for this world! Look at Hasan Raja: he performs all his worldly duties. He spits in the world’s face
and cries for his Friend. No one will go with you when you leave here. How will you realize this while immersed
in the pleasures of the world? When the king of death Yamaraj comes with a rope in his hand, he’ll tie you up and
drag you away just like a flock of sheep. Hasan Raja laughs and says,
“Then what will you do? When you’re being torn away, will you be able to protect your wife, child and
mother?”
Why do you cry for this realm, it’s an obviously cruel place. How smart can you be to take so much trouble for
the things of this world? You don’t have a penny’s worth of intelligence, you cry for others.
Your real Friend is sitting, waiting for you in your own room. Your Friend is residing in your heart, you don’t
bother to look at His face. You don’t have an ounce of sense, you all just waste your days.
Get away, get away from me all of you deluded fools!
“They don’t bother to keep in touch with the One who loves them most,” Hasan Raja says, “whoever has no
affection for the Dearest I piss in their fathers’ faces and throw ashes in theirs.”
*
(Oh faithful brother) I didn’t take the name of Allah, nor did I do His bidding. Hasan Raja has spent his days in
useless pursuits. The days have gone by intoxicated with worldly pleasures. I didn’t do what I should have and
forgot what was really important in life. I said I’ll take His name, I’ll take his name, but now my life is done.
(Knowing this) I still haven’t done anything for my Friend.
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Hasan, you’ve gotten so much wealth and become a big zamindar. You know Hasan Raja, Lakhansiri won’t be
around forever.
Hasan Raja cries and cries. What will happen when Khoda questions you on judgment day? Give up your
worldly desires, Hasan Raja. Only think of becoming the Friend’s servant.
*
Hasan Raja only wants Allah. Besides Allah Hasan Raja wants nothing else. Hasan Raja is immersed in Allah’s
affection. Giving his heart to Allah, Hasan Raja sings,
“Allah is both manifest and hidden, I am nothing.” Hasan Raja becomes one with Allah and sings this song
*
Hasan Raja always sees Allah. What can the molla understand of this? Hasan Raja always sees Allah There is
nothing but Allah. Whatever I see in this world, all is Allah. Besides Allah there is nothing, “There is no God but
God”.\fn{la ilaha il’allah} Hasan Raja sings this song and loses his self. In his heart he knows “There is no God but
God”. What can the molla know of this?
*
Don't forsake Allah. Hasan Raja, don’t keep anything in your mind but Allah. Don’t forsake Allah. Don’t look
upon anything else but Allah with your heart’s eye. Keep your beloved Allah in your heart and become one with
Him. Become one with Allah and don’t listen to anyone’s condemnation. Hasan Raja, don’t keep anyone but Allah
within your mind. Besides Allah, I want nothing else. Immerse yourself in the love of Allah and sing ecstatically.
Sing, merge into Allah and don’t listen to anyone who forbids you .Hasan Raja, don’t keep anything in your mind
but Allah. Don’t stay without Allah.
*
Oh my best Friend, my life has been fruitless. I came to this earth and didn’t remember Your name. What have
I understood sitting here? What am I doing? I’m just doing a useless dance to the tune of worldly pursuits. Hasan
Raja took his birth and now his days have gone by, wasted. He didn’t take Allahji’s name.How much longer will
he live? Hasan Raja says to all of you,
“What are you doing sitting there in your rooms? The day is done, hurry and go to love’s bazaar.”
*
Allah, save me from the ocean of mundane existence. I’ve fallen in a sea of trouble and call on You. I’m far out
at sea and can’t find the shore. I’m unlucky and don’t know how to swim. Have mercy on me knowing I’m an
orphan. Forgive me, Your servant, and save me with Your boat. Hasan Raja says,
“Lord Your name is Mercy.”
“Death has come to me directly, see for Yourself!” Hasan Raja cries out loudly.
“Hasan Raja, don’t be afraid, I’ll save you.”
When he hears the Lord’s words Hasan dances with glee. In the midst of the sea, Hasan Raja dances a dance of
love.
*
Hasan Raja says,
“Oh Allah, I’ve bumped up against trouble in this world. I’ve forgotten myself and looked for enjoyment in the
world’s games. I had a desire to involve myself in a love affair with my Friend. Instead, I got tangled in a net that
caused my sad situation. My wife has become shackles on my feet. My son is the bolt on the prison door.
How can Hasan meet with his Friend in this situation? I’ve stayed mired in illusion because of love for my
family. When I die they won’t remain with me My father and brother died and my mother too. Hasan now knows
the price one has to pay to live in the world. The days have gone in neglect and the nights wasted by insulting
others. Hasan Raja awakens at dawn and cries. Sitting in Arpin Nagar, Hasan Raja cries and says,
“I’m here both day and night, only wanting my Friend’s feet.”
*
Who turned Hasan Raja into a madman? Who is it who made him crazy? The one who made him mad is
named Maula. When Hasan Raja saw the effulgence of His form he became deranged. Hasan Raja has become
crazy because of his Friend. Besides his Friend he acknowledges no one else. Hasan Raja sings this song and
claps his hands. His Dearest stands before him and listens.
*
I’ll go away with Allah, Oh I’ll go away with Allah. Besides Allah Hasan Raja wants nothing else. Hasan Raja
sees Allah’s beauty and loses himself. He dances and sings this song.
Allah’s form! Allah’s play! Allah’s beauty! Allah’s face is effulgent! What more can I say? Hasan Raja sees
Allah with the eyes of his heart. He dances and becomes drunk with love. He dances madly when he sees the
gestures of Allah. He’s oblivious to anything else except for Allah’s presence. A sure way to know Allah is
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through the beautiful form of Adam.\fn{ I.e., the human form} The beauty of Allah pervades the human form, this is
the highest truth. Seeing Allah’s forms and gestures, Hasan Raja has been dissolved in it. He doesn’t bother to
listen to the objections of the so-called learned.
*
Hasan Raja became mad. For Mabud Allah, Hasan Raja has lost all sense of propriety. Hasan Raja has lost his
sanity He madly calls out Maula Maula! Maula hears his yelling and looks towards him. aula comes over and
takes Hasan Raja on His lap As I sit there He says to me,
“I won’t let you down.” When He says this Hasan Raja looks up in His direction, and says,
“There is no one but Allah”.
Hasan Raj a has lost his mind for Mabud Allah. Because of his love for Allah he has become a madman.
*
Oh Hasan Raja you lunatic, always keep Allah in your mind. If anything else enters your mind pay no attention
to it. Always keep Allah in your heart. Always keep the One Allah in your heart. If you keep only Allah in your
heart, the Lord will take you in His lap. Hasan Raja is mad to merge into Allah.
*
Oh my Friend Kala Cband\fn{The “black moon,” a name of Krishna} my life breath has left me because of
You. Because of You my loved ones have forsaken me. I fell under Your spell, worshipped Your feet. And now
the honor and respect of my family is gone. I’ve become a fallen woman because of You. Everyone knows now.
There’s gossip about us in every house. Wherever I go people see my face and laugh. No one loves me anymore.
And I can’t visit anyone out of humiliation. I don’t want brothers or friends, nor do I care about Muslim or Hindu.
All I want is You. All that Hasan Raja wants is to stay with You, and be Your servant forever.
*
Kanai, why do you make me play this game? You’re having fun at my expense. Why do you make me play
Your games? This subject arises in Hasan Raja’s mind. Kanai came from His own abode down to earth. Hasan
Raja asks,
“Why did He come here?”
Kanai plays and jokes and Radhika plays along. We’ll all jump up like crickets and our play will be done.
Hasan Raja asks,
“Who is this Kanai fellow?” Thinking awhile he answers,
“Kanai is Hasan.”
*
I’m your crazy girl and You are the enchantress of my mind. Besides You I see everything in existence as one
with You. You are my “I,” besides You I know of nothing else. Besides You I see nothing else as “other”.
Whichever way turn I only see You. I keep You in my heart as my most valued jewel. I’ve fallen under Your spell
and am transfixed by Your beauty. The night goes by spellbound by ecstasy. Hasan Raja the Bengali is your
kangali\fn{Beggar} His life burns in the fire of love.
*
Oh Radha’s Kala Chand, why haven’t You arrived? You steal my heart by playing Your flute. You always play
that flute while sitting on the branch of a tamal\fn{A tree native to Brindaban that has black bark and is often compared to
Krishna] tree. When I heard the sound of that flute I became indifferent to everything else. I can’t avoid the flute’s
melody
I run to the back corner of my room and pace back and forth. I’ve lost my good name and now everyone
knows People are talking around the neighborhood. My mother, father, friends and relatives are all saying nasty
things. Still Hasan won’t give up his beloved Kanai. Hasan Raja says that love is such a troublesome affair.
People give you a bad name yet you still love.
*
Stop blocking the path beautiful Kanai, I’m going to the Yamuna. Kanai, Oh Hey, Kanai! When you find
other’s wives on the road you stop and harass them. I’m Radha’s, the stain of dishonor will remain on us. My
mother-in-law and sister-in-law are my enemies. Their harassment is killing me. Again You pour salt on an open
wound. You grab me and won’t let go of my hand. I’m just a weak girl. And right on the main road no less! You
make a big scene and I could die of shame. People watch us and laugh. The jug I keep under my arm is going to
break, then I’ll really be scandalized. Radha’s bad name will last forever here.
While Radha and Kanu argue with each other Hasan Raja sings this song. Think about it and look at Radha and
Kanai, who is Hasan Raja?”
*
Oh merciful Kanai! Help this poor soul cross the ocean. I don’t have any money to pay the fare. Have mercy
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on me and help me get back home. Hurry and help me across this vast ocean. It’s getting to be the end of the day
and I’m afraid. In this world everyone knows You as the Merciful One I am worthless, take me across so I can
make it to my home. Seeing Hasan Raja’s anxiety Kanai feels merciful towards him.
“Hurry, hurry,” Kanai says, “I’ll take you across.”
*
Hasan’s boat has left the dock. Go, let’s ride on the wind’s back like a horse. Don’t drop your oars! We’ll fly in
the sky!
I loved for pleasure, I sailed along the banks of that river. Now why have You left me bobbing on the ocean?
Love is a jewel but the effort of loving You Has left me burning. Love has left me for dead. It’s because I had no
idea what I was in for. Hasan Raja will stay on that boat. He shouts out,
“Hey brother. Don’t fall in love without knowing what you’re doing!”
*
Come Hasan Raja, this is your home. Hasan’s Lover calls,
“Hurry!”
Your room, your home, your garden. That which you see is real, what you don’t is not. In the garden I’ve built
a gazebo with a room of flowers. I sit in that room and call you constantly. I see all the beautiful colors and enjoy
them. Hasan says to his Lover after seeing the brightness of His form,
“My mind has been caught by You for all time.”
*
How long will Hasan play the games of this world? After playing for so long Hasan Raja is bored. Look at
everything in this world’s market, it’s all the same. Wife, children, no one can leave with you. In the end you’ll go
by yourself. Hasan’s Beloved has freed him from this world with one push. Go, go swiftly to the glorious throne
of Allah.
*
Think about it Hasan Raja. Why did you come here to this earth?
“Oh, I came here because I forgot everything I knew before.”
You forgot all that you knew and came to enjoy earthly pleasures? What work did you come here to do and
what did you accomplish? You came to take the name of Allah but you wander aimlessly. Hasan Raja, you’ve
forgotten everything when you became a zamindar. Someday the king of death will come and grab you.
*
How long will you push this broken boat? The boat has become old. Its dried up wood has become rotten. I
don’t know how to fix it. I will I build it back up? This boat has become old. How will I stay on it? When people
see it they laugh. So I’m going to get rid of it. Hasan Raja thinks to himself,
“I’ll get rid of this boat. This time I’ll find a beautiful ship and buy it.”
*
What thoughts are you thinkig, Hasan Raja? The day is over. What are you sitting there thinking aboub in
whose direction are you staring? The day has gone its own way and night has come. When it gets dark you won’t
be able to go anywhere. You’ll fall down and hurt yourself. When night comes what will you do Hasan Raja? You
won’t be able to go home, hurry and run home Hasan!
*
Hasan Raja will not die. He’s thinking he’ll break up one house and build another. He’ll go somewhere and
play with his Playmate. Oh compassionate Mother, I’ll stay holding on to Your feet. Hasan Raja’s heart’s desire is
to have a place at Your feet. I’ll become Your servant for all time and never let You go.
*
Catch hold Dilararn, Catch hold Dilararn and don’t let go! Tie Hasan Raja to your house. Hasan Raja is like the
wind, he’ll fight to fly away. Once he goes you’ll never hear from him again. Catch hold Dilararn, catch hold with
both hands. Sonajan, grab hold of my two feet with affection. Hasan Raja is like the wind, he’ll fly away. Keep
Hasan Raja bound with the shackles of your heart.
*
Hasan Raja says,
“I have stopped performing my prayers and fasting out of fear of going to heaven. If I perform namaz and fast,
I will go to heaven for sure. I have given up doing bad things to people out of fear of hell too. Oh Master, please
do not send me to heaven, hell, or purgatory! I can not leave You my Friend to go anywhere else. I hold on to
Your feet, this is my heart’s desire. If I had to leave You I could not stay alive. I could not leave You for a
moment, or my mind and life force would dry up.”
Hasan Raja dances and sees You everywhere. Fulfill my desire and let me become one with You
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*
His face shines and glitters! How can I open my eyes, the light has blinded me. When I see the moon-like face
of my Beloved, my mind feels strange. I don’t wish for anything else, I just want the riches of His presence.
Seeing that shining form Hasan Raja’s mind is arrested. Even Cupid is practically dying from the sight!
*
My Friend is more beautiful than the full moon. Seeing the moon-like face of my Friend has made me
indifferent. I don’t see anything like this incomparable beauty anywhere. Now that I’ve set my eyes on it how can
I forget? The sun has fled upon seeing the my Friend’s moon-like form. He (the sun) was shamed into covering
his face. Still, my Friend’s beauty can’t be compared to the sun or moon. Hasan Raja’s mistake was thinking that
he could.
*
Close your eyes and see that form, see it by closing your eyes. See the true form of the Friend with the eyes of
your heart. Kaliya\fn{Krishna} is sitting in a black room. The fire of love lit everything up so I could see Him. See
how beautiful His amazing form is! I don’t have the words to describe this amazing beauty. That form is electric,
it’s bright as lightning. What power do we humans have to see it? Hasan Raja has lost himself seeing this form. It
is Him, it is Him! say Allah, Allah!
*
When he sees Your light filled body and beauty shining brightly, Hasan Raja becomes mad to get close to You.
Who in this world is as beautiful? Your form is amazing as is Your play and the way You move. What can I say
about it all? I can see that your beauty defeats the gods and goddeses. You defeat the sun and moon. When I see
You I’m caught in love’s noose. When Hasan Raja sees You all he can do is cry. I die, I die and become whole.
*
Look at my Friend’s beauty. She’s sitting at Dillalpur\fn{“Town of the heart”} my best Friend and Lover. In
Dillalpur is the city of Dilli\fn{The Bengali pronunciation of Delhi; a play on words with the Persian word for heart, dil} where
the Badshah’s throne is Whoever hasn’t seen this is wretched. Light love’s lamp and look upon the Friend’s face.
If you see that moon-like face the sorrow of a lifetime will vanish. Whoever sees that moon-like face their sorrow
has gone. Their life has become successful in this birth. When Hasan Raja sees his Friend’s beauty in a dream, he
dances and dances in ecstasy. My Friend spoke with me directly. She treated me nicely too.
“I am yours you are mine,” she said. She sat very happily in my heart
Hasan Raja cries and dances, he takes his Lover in his arms. I’m keeping You against my chest, Friend, and
won’t put You down.
*
Oh beautiful Friend. Stay, oh stay within me. Seeing Your form has made me confused. I’ve never seen anyone
like You in any city or port. What can I say about Your beauty and Your eyes! When I see Your gorgeous face I
become greedy for it. Your face defeats the moon’s luster, my mind’s desire is to always see it. Whether it’s night
or day I look upon Your moon face. I keep You within my chest. My wish is to never let You go. I’m determined
to never leave You ever. I’ll tie bells around Your waist and keep You tightly in my fist. Hasan Raja won’t leave
You as long as he lives. He’s burning with the fire of love since he met You.”
*
Love of my life, don't keep me apart from You. You and Hasan Raja are not two. We are not two, besides our
oneness I know nothing else. Besides our unity I accept nothing else. Hasan Raja has lost himself in You and sings
it out loud. Aside from Allah Hasan Raja knows nothing else. You and Hasan Raja, we are not two. Oh Love of
my life, don’t keep me apart from You.
*
Friend, why don’t You love me? It’s been six months, no nine. He hasn’t come here once. I tell Him to come
over and He goes to another’s place. I bow and scrape, still He doesn’t sit with me at my house. Whatever has
been written on my forehead\fn{ Indicates fortune} has been written by my best Friend. Come and show Yourself,
come close or I’ll die. What can I possibly do to change Your mind? How I take pains for Him, still nothing
happens. Hasan Raja cries and says,
“If You come again I’ll embrace You and never let go.”
*
Oh girlfriend, I’ll keep my Friend within my heart. If I see Him will I be able to stay alive? I could die from
the shame girlfriend. My mind goes blank when I see Him, I always look His way. Oh my companion, I keep Him
in my heart of hearts. Seeing His moon-like face makes me agitated. Nothing in the world pleases me any more.
What land, what relatives, what family life? My girlfriend, I don’t want a family, I’ve become His servant. Hasan
Raja has become the slave of his Friend. Oh my companion, I want nothing else but Him.
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*
Oh molla’s daughter, who will the Friend take with Him? Who will the Friend take across [the ocean of
material existence]? Your father does his prayers and fasting and I’m a sinner. Your father does his prayers and
fasting day and night Why does society sit in judgment and insult me? Your father always does his religious duties
I’m a sinner because I don’t follow the rules of small-minded mollas. You say “namaz namaz” mollaji, But you
don’t even know what a prayer rug is. You bow down in a field; you keep Allah behind you And show Him your
rump. You say “Khoda Khoda” but you don’t know who Khoda is. You ignore the cows udder and pull on its tail
for milk.
The molla doesn’t see Hasan Raja’s Allah. The dust of stupidity has affected his eyes. While I have my sight I
can’t accept the advice of the blind. There my Friend is standing in front of me. And the molla asks,
“Where?”
*
When my soul leaves me I’ll go to my Friend’s house When my soul leaves my body Hasan Raja’s soul will
fly to Allah. Those who said their prayers will go off to heaven. The materialists who only think of worldly
pleasures night and day will make their home in hell. Those who neglect their religious duties but don’t care for
the world know for sure that they have a place in purgatory. The loving souls will remain at the foot of Allah’s
throne. Hasan Raja the lover dances and sings this song.
*
Now that I’m leaving for my Friend’s house what should I take with me? I’ll take my humble entreaties and
ride away on waves of love. In this way I’ll go swiftly to my Friend’s house. I’ll go there dancing and become one
with my Friend’s beautiful form. I’ll merge with my Friend in such a way that there will be no more Hasan Raja.
Now I’ll be destroyed as I become one with His body.
*
Oh Golden Friend, You’ve made me oblivious to everything. You’ve turned me into a madman and made me
demented I don’t know what mantra or magic You’ve used on me. I have no idea when this all happened or when
I first saw Him. He has no accomplice, He is One. When I saw that beautiful form I became lost in it. From then
on Shyam’s love pulled at me. Hasan Raja became crazy and everyone knew it. He dances, jumps about and sings.
All my colleagues look at me and laugh. I see my Friend’s beauty and I can’t forget it. Whatever awful things
people say about me doesn’t bother me I’ve given up shame and embarrassment I’ll not care what anyone says
and hold on to His feet. Hasan is oblivious to what anyone says. Beat me, stab me, whatever you do I’ll remain at
His feet.
*
Show Yourself to me Friend, You’ve enchanted the whole world. If You appear to me, Hasan Raja will stay
alive. Show Yourself Friend! Let me see You who are my heart’s desire. If I can see You Hasan’s life will be
saved. Love’s fire has burnt my body. Now I hear You’ll be coming to my place. I’m humbly calling, come to my
arms Friend. I made You a necklace and will place it around Your neck. I’ve adorned my room with so many
colorful decorations, and purified the house by sprinkling rose water everywhere. Fulfill Hasan Raja’s wish by
letting him see You. Hasan Raja is burning for You.
*
Oh girlfriend, my Friend can’t be bought or sold. I can’t stay without Him. What has happened to my mind? I
can’t seem to keep my mind still because of Him. I don’t know what He did to me to steal my heart. There’s no
one like Him in the whole Universe. I’ve never found anyone like Him through either dhyana\fn{Meditation} or
jnana\fn{The cultivation of knowledge} My Friend has made me mad but I don’t know how He did it. Hasan Raja
can’t stay alive without his best Friend. Oh my girlfriend, Hasan Raja always keeps his Friend’s feet in his heart
of hearts.
*
I’ll give up everything for my Golden Friend, and I’ll go and stay with Him. Hasan Raja, the unlucky fellow!
My mind thinks to give up my home,everything that goes with it. I’d become His servant and stay at His feet.
Please make this wish come true, I’m no one else’s. Look my way just once. Save my life by showing Yourself to
me. Hasan Raja’s only wish is to find a place at Your feet. I’ll give up my home in Ramapasha, and hold on to
Your feet.
*
I don’t know what my Friend will do with me, oh girlfriend, I just don’t know what He’ll do. When I think
about it, I shake with fear in my heart. Will He keep me close, or discard me and keep me at arm’s length? Oh
girlfriend, when I think about it I could die! I worry so much, what should I do? Hasan Raja has lost his mind and
wanders here and there. My mind won’t be still. I wander aimlessly, dejected Then I have the hope that maybe I’ll
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go to my Friend’s door.
“I beg You my love, let me see You!”
“I’d stay, I’d stay and do whatever You say.” I’d say that, my girlfriend. Give me only this, I’m begging You.
Either that or take a gift from me, I gave myself to You. Either take me as a gift or give me Yourself. Hasan Raja
begs only for You.
*
My Friend has come, my Friend has come! Seeing that moon face Hasan Raja has gone crazy. How it shines,
what a sight for the eyes! Not black and not white, it shines with incredible brightness. Upon seeing it, love’s fire
is ignited. I’m burned up in this fire, what magic did He use on me? My friend showed Himself to me in the year
of the great earthquake.\fn{This could be a reference to the serious earthquake that occurred in Bangladesh in 1897 } He kindly
had a conversation with me.
“You are mine and I am yours,” this He said to me. He listened to all of my sad stories and encouraged me. He
fulfilled all my heart’s desires and satisfied me completely. Taking a beautiful human form, He stood before me.
Hasan Raja saw His radiant face with the eyes of his heart. He made me lose all sense of myself and took me
within Him. Now He has veiled Himself and made his seat in my heart. Not seeing Him, Hasan Raja cries. There I
saw Him, then I didn’t, what can I do? Mad with love Hasan Raja sings this song.
*
Oh Friend within, I’m calling on You my Friend. Show Yourself to me and save my life! If I don’t see Your
face I’ll surely die. I stay awake all night waiting for You. You stay afar, how can I catch You? The night ends, the
cuckoos sing and crows call I can only sigh. You haven’t shown up. Has the antaryami\fn{The Lord of the heart who
witnesses everything} found out the faults in my heart? And because my ill-reputation You don’t come?
I live only for You, if I’m at fault in any way forgive me and come over. I hold on to Your feet and am humbly
begging You. I fall at Your feet, save my life and let me see You. Hasan Raja says,
“Friend, if You don’t show Yourself to me there’s no way I can be saved, I’ll die because of You.”
*
I saw You my Friend! I saw the moon (that is You) rise from my call. My Friend stood right in front of me. My
Friend! He stood right before me, His face full of light. Seeing that beautiful form my mind can’t stay still. I can’t
stay put in my house! Mad with love I dance and jump around. What can I say about this divine beauty, the words
don’t come. Hasan Raja’s heart and mind have been taken by ban\fn{A name of Krishna; but the word also means thief}
When I see His beauty and style I become a beggar of love.
*
My friend dances and dances. He made Hasan Raja lose his mind. Besides the Friend no one has been able to
affect Hasan Raja. When Hasan Raj a sees his Friend he kisses His feet. And he wears those kisses on his
mustache. Hasan Raja has surrendered his heart and soul to his Friend Allah. Allah. Allah has filled Hasan Raja’s
mind. Mabud Allah has taken Hasan Raja in His arms. Hasan Raja is lost in Allah while he sings this song.
*
Hasan Raja thinks he’ll play with his Friend this time. My Friend knows how to play dice all day; and chess.
Hasan Raja will have great fun and not let up on his opponent. He’ll sellout honesty, he’ll wager his family name
and honor. I’ll play this time with my Friend.
With full concentration and certainty Hasan Raja places his bets. We’ll understand who wins or loses when we
see the prizes.
*
Who are You explaining to Friend? Your crazy Hasan doesn’t understand. Your mad beloved Hasan can’t
understand anything besides you Friend. Your tricks and my cheating; Hasan Raja knows all about it. Wherever
He goes and whatever He does Hasan Raja seeks him out. What, do you think I’m like You? Is this kind of
behavior appropriate for someone like You? When I see Your deceptions Hasan Raja dies from shame. When Your
Hasan dances You enjoy me. Hasan Raja keeps You in his mind and heart. Oh my Friend, Your Hasan Raja just
doesn’t understand why.
*
For His amusement, the Artisan built a house with great skill. He built that house for fun and now He sits and
plays in it. He used earth to build the rooms and skin to make the roof. He inaugurated this house whose main
wealth was water. He set a clay lamp under the roof’s arch. He’s done all the work by the light of this lamp. He
made many pleasant looking rooms They’re built all in a row, they look gorgeous. In the center of each room is a
guard station arranged in a row. A watchman sits inside of each station. In the second room sits the angel Michael,
in the first room Israfil. Gabriel resides in the region of the mouth. He who built the house wants to enjoy it.
But because of the six enemies\fn{ Lust, anger, greed, illusion, arrogance and envy } interfering, how can he have fun
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with his Playmate? Hasan Raja says,
“I applaud my Artisan. He sits in the house that He made and plays many games.”
*
No one can catch Him. A person of many colors stays in my room. That person stays in my room outside and
inside. For that One Hasan Raja is mad and goes here and there. How He jokes, poses and plays! That person has
made a festival in the midst of this world. Hasan Raja has become mad while searching for Him. If you want to
catch Him then you had better stay up all night.
*
Save this madman Yourself. The crazy Hasan Raja doesn’t understand. You Save this madman by Yourself. He
leaves his house and searches for You in the homes of others. You don’t care to embrace Him. Why do I search
elsewhere for You? You are within me. I’ll keep You in my heart, why should I be embarrassed? Hasan Raja
devotes himself to Himself, he worships Himself. “I” am nothing, You are everything.
*
I can’t catch Him. I can’t even recognize Him Who stopped in front of my house? When I go to catch Him He
avoids my grasp. In that dark room, He makes noises. How He plays in many ways inside my house. He works
His magic here and there. If I could just catch hold I would see Him. I looked and looked and finally caught Him.
Hasan says to.his Beloved,
“I would follow Your every order. Take me with You wherever You go.”
*
The day has gone its way, what were you staring at? When the day is done where will I stay? Tell me that my
girl friend?
The day has gone its way, what will you do in the end? You’re confused but you don’t see it. You’ve forgotten
everything and spent your time uselessly. You didn’t take Allah’s name, what happened? Crazy Hasan Raja cries
out to You Maula! Take me in Your arms, Your face is like the moon. Hasan Raja, you’ve forgotten everything and
your day is done. In whose direction are you staring, do you know?
*
You have not remembered that you will die Hasan Raja. You have forgotten about your death. When you die
your home will become the earth. Then where will your beautiful homes in Lakhansiri and Ramapasha be? The
worms will eat your bones, mites will grind up your spine. Because of youthful arrogance I did not recognize the
right path. My home will not remain nor will my family and friends. My favorite place Lakhansiri will not remain
either. Hasan Raja cries and says,
“Make Allah your all. What are you thinking Hasan when you dance within a void?”
*
Who will go with you when you die? You’ve forgotten everything while enjoying your wife and children.
What will you do with your.body and property? If one doesn’t serve their husband he’ll take another lover. I didn't
serve my Lord and now my days are over. I’ve forgotten what I was supposed to do. Which way do I go now?
Allah has thrown me into the Surma\fn{ The Surma runs through Sunamganj where Hasan Raja’s home was located } river. As I
float down the river, I only wish for Your feet.
*
I floated up like a kite and the string is in the hands of Maula. Hasan Raja flies in the direction he is led. The
string is in the hands of Maula, I am bound to Him. The way He makes me fly depends on how He pulls the
string. He made the kite then lifted me into the air. He plays with me however he feels. He decorates me with
many colors and plays with me. When He’s finjshed playing, He’ll take His kite and throw it away.
“Hasan Raja,” the kite cries, “I’ll not get His mercy. He’ll mix my golden-colored body into the earth.” Hasan
Raja humbly says as he holds on to the feet of Maula,
“Keep me Your servant under Your protection.”
*
I have untold wealth within my heart. A fortunate person can understand. Whoever doesn’t understand this
wealth in my heart should serve the feet of the guru. If you follow the words of the guru You will gain
Niranjan\fn{The superior truth, free from blemish}
“Listen, you blind mind. You see but don’t realize it. You’re caught in the net of illusion and don’t know
yourself. By devotion you’ll become free,” says the lowly Hasan
*
My own worship wasn’t fruitful. What did my demented mind understand about it? I didn’t perform my
worship. Who is within me? I didn’t bother to look. That moon-like Lord is in my room. But I didn’t look in His
direction. While He’s in your home grab Him. Once he goes, He’s gone.
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What are you doing sitting there, why don’t you grab Him? If he leaves your room you’ll never find Him
again. You’ve become an old man, Hasan Raja. Still you don’t understand. While the Lord is in your room, catch
hold and don’t let go.
*
Oh mind, you can’t recognize who you are, and what day and hour you’ll be fitted with a shroud. You haven’t
chanted Allah’s name, or figured out that He’s residing in your body. You’ve forgotten this, enjoyed earthly
pleasures, and didn’t get to see Allah.
Oh mind, you didn’t get to see that land of light, nor found anyone residing within your body. Listen to me,
you idiot Hasan You didn’t recognize your Friend while you were alive. You won’t be able to catch him when He
goes away. Hurry, Hasan Raja, search Him out now! You’ll be left crying with your family members and friends.
They’ll all gather together, dig your grave and bury you. I am within you, telling you this.
*
Youth is just a dream seen while you sleep. I wasted my most valuable wealth in the company of women. How
many have dissolved caustic lime in water and called it yogurt? Unaware of the truth they burnt their mouths
because of their greed. Other than the Auliyas,\fn{The saints} one who sits by the river of worldly love has his neck
broken by crocodiles because of ignorance. Fakir Hasan Raja says,
“I’ve tasted that river’s water with difficulty. In my drunken state I caught my lip on the hook of a trap.”
*
Oh mind, you don’t know the One you cry for. You don’t recognize the One you think about. The day has been
wasted through neglect. The night has gone in darkness. Oh mind, the efforts you’ve made for the things of this
world! You never recognized the murshid. You came to this earth to search for something You’ve taken the
mahajan’s\fn{Merchant’s or great person’s} wealth and wasted it all. You kept no accounts. The lowly Hasan Raja
says,
“Hasan the merchant opened a shop and spins wool.”
*
Oh mind, you’re spending your time scheming. While you have your life’s breath you don’t use it to chant
Allah’s name You haven’t chanted “There is no god but Allah.”
What will happen when your time of judgment arrives? Chant only Allah, and you’ll attain His kingdom. You
ignorant mind, you’ll see Allah directly. Hasan Raja says,
“Oh mind, make only Allah your highest goal. If you chant only Allah you’ll overcome your obstacles.”
*
My soul is a little mynah bird, oh my mynah! One day it’ll fly away. You are a little mynah, you’ll fly off into
the sky.
I’m an earthbound mynah bird, I stay on the ground. My soul mynah will leave me and go to another city.
Then that little bird will lose touch with me. You have no loyalty or affection in you.
Mynah, how sad that you’ll leave, I’m so unlucky I think about the fact that you’re leaving Hasan Raja
wanders about crying because of it. Oh my mynah, my soul’s mynah!
*
Oh my sweet grandson; an old crone gardener grabbed a hold of me. Who knows what kind of spell she put on
me. She kept a hold on me, and my son as well She’s toothless yet she’s even taken a shine to my grandson! That
old woman is a wretched pig; she calls me big brother. She put a spell on me, turned me into an ass, and put a
heavy load on my back
Hasan Raja spits in that old woman’s face and leaves her behind. He’s decided to find someone beautiful to
marry.
*
Oh my crazy boatman! Take up your oar madman, take it! There’s a nor’easter on it’s way. It’s thundering in
the northwest. Here I am, stuck with a mad oarsman. The boat is pulling in the opposite direction.
Hasan Raja’s boat is broken. He has no money or a helmsman to guide it. Here I am in the middle of the river
sinking. Who can I tell this to and who will listen?
*
How much burning pain have You given me oh my love? Loving You has left me in big trouble. For You I’ve
stayed up awake all night long. All my close relatives have1eft me, I’ve lost my honor. Come to my lap Friend,
come and sit on it just once. Come to Hasan Raja’s side and cool his burning soul.
*
Oh mind, who are you thinking about that you’ve become so crazy? Think about it and answer me you
madman! Who are you thinking about? Where have you been and where are you going? Where is your home?
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Where do you stay?
You don’t even keep track. Always laughing, always playing, always having fun. When you die, you crazy
mind, who will go with you? Your mother won’t go with you, and neither will your wife, when the king of death
comes to take away your life.
“Sorry,” Hasan Raja says, “I don’t understand, Allah, I don’t understand You or the way You work.”
*
What is this house, what is this room and what about this estate? These so-called friends at your side are
nobody to you. You are alone in the world. All your riches, servants, and beautiful wives: none of them will go
with you when the king of death takes you away. All your dreams, all your homes and this place called
Lakhansiri: all of it is nothing, everything is gaur hari.
Listen to me, Hasan, you are mine. Give up your illusions and stay at My feet.
The Master explains this to Hasan Raja and keeps a firm grip on him We have a relationship between us that
can never be broken.
*
Oh my beautiful big sister, listen to me before you go. Where is my Beloved, tell me where He is. When I
don’t see my Friend, I’m as good as dead. What can I do, oh what can I do? Where is the one who stole my heart?
How can I catch the one who can’t be caught? Hasan Raja says,
“Oh sister how I desire Him! My mind has become contrary. Without my Friend it won’t obey me.”
109.9 The Wicked Mendicant: A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Braja Sundari Devi (1855- )} Jhalua Village, Mymensing
District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 1
Once upon a time there was a king who had seven queens. But still he had no peace of mind because he had no
children.
One morning the sweeper did not show up, and the king sent a policeman to fetch him. The policeman found
the sweeper at home eating his meal and asked why he was taking his meal at such an unusual hour instead of
being at work.
The sweeper replied that since the king was childless it was inauspicious to see his face in the morning. When
he did, he had to fast for the rest of the day. So, to avoid that discomfort, he was finishing his main meal before
going to the palace to work.
The policeman returned to the palace and informed the king of what the sweeper had told him. The king was
mortified. He shut himself up in his chamber and resolved to put an end to his own life.
Soon a mendicant came to the palace and asked to see the king. The king came out of his chamber and
received the holy ascetic with great respect.
The mendicant knew the reason for the king’s seclusion. He gave the king the root of a particular plant and told
him to grind it into a powder and distribute the powder to each of his queens. If this was done, he assured the
king, his queens would conceive. However, he made it a condition of the conception that the best of the king’s
children must later be given to him.
The king agreed. The root was ground into a powder and given to the seven queens. But the six older queens
took all of the powder for themselves and wouldn’t let the youngest have any. So, the youngest queen took some
water and washed the stone on which the root was ground. She then drank the water.
In due course, the queens all gave birth. The sons of the six elder queens were born with defective limbs, while
the youngest gave birth to a conch shell. Seeing this, the king drove this queen away from the palace. She was
forced to take shelter in the forest, where, with her conch shell, she built a straw hut and passed her days in
misery.
At night the youngest queen began to dream that a beautiful baby had come out of the conch shell each
evening and suckled at her breast. One night she only pretended to be asleep in order to see whether this was
really happening. Indeed, as she lay there, a baby emerged from the conch shell and began to suck at her breast.
The queen then caught the child before it could retreat into its shell, and took it into her arms, giving it tender
affection and holding it to her side. The young child then spoke to her, saying,
“You have done me great harm, mother. The mendicant is sure now to come and take me away. It was for fear
of that that I concealed myself in the conch shell.”
The mother assured the child that this would not happen. Together they returned to the palace and appeared
before the king. Seeing the beautiful male child in the queen’s lap, he realized his mistake and received the queen
back to the palace with great respect.
When this prince reached the age of twelve, the mendicant returned and demanded that the king give up his
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best son. The king could not refuse.
The misery of the youngest queen knew no bounds. Seeing her plight, some neighboring women advised her to
worship the goddess Sankata Mangal Chandi. This was her only chance of getting her son back. The queen, in her
misery, devoted herself to the worship of that deity.
The mendicant, accompanied by the young prince, now entered a dense forest. At a certain place the mendicant
stopped and said to the prince,
“There are two ways to my house. One is a shortcut, but it is infested with wild beasts. The other is a
roundabout way, but it is safe. Which would you like to take?”
“I am the son of a king! I am not afraid of anything. I wish to take the shortcut,” the prince replied.
Following this path, the two reached a Kali temple. The mendicant was a devotee of this fierce goddess and
worshipped her at this shrine. The mendicant next asked the prince to take his daily bath in the temple tank but
forbade him to look toward the south.
As the young prince was bathing, his curiosity got the better of him. He turned to see what lay to the south. He
was horrified to find a huge heap of human skulls which laughed horribly as he stared.
“What are you laughing at?” the boy asked. The skulls replied,
“We laugh at the thought that one more skull will be added to our pile today.”
“What do you mean by that?” asked the boy.
“We were all brought here by the mendicant in the same way you have been. All of us have been sacrificed to
the goddess. Today it is your turn. There is only one way you can avoid this fate, but it is a difficult way, indeed.”
“Tell me what it is and I shall do my best,” said the prince.
The skulls told him that at the end of his worship the mendicant would ask the boy to bow down in front of the
idol of the goddess. They advised him to ask the mendicant to show him the proper way to bow at that moment
since, as the son of a king, he had never had to bow before. When the mendicant demonstrated how to bow, the
prince was told to take the sword from the hand of the idol and behead the mendicant with a single stroke. He
should then sprinkle the man’s blood on the heads of all the skulls. In this way they would all be brought back to
life.
The prince carried out the plan and ended the life of the wicked mendicant. The skulls were revived and they,
as well as the young prince, then returned to their respective countries. The parents of each missing child were
delighted.
226.56 Excerpt from Memoirs Of My Life And Times: “The Days Of My Youth”\fn{by Bipin Chandra Pal (18581932)} Poli, Habiganj District, Syllhet Division, Bangladesh (M) 11
1
I was born in village Poil, in the District of Sylhet, on Kartik 22, Shakabda 1779, (1265 Bengal era)
corresponding to November 7, 1858. Sylhet is now a part of the administrative province of Assam; but at the time
of my birth, and for many years afterwards during the whole of my boyhoodt it was a Bengal District in the
Commissionership of Dacca. Assam too was then a part of the Lieutenant-Governorship of Bengal, under a
Commissioner. When the Commissionership of Assam was made into a separate Province under a Chief
Commissioner in 1874, Sylhet and Cachar were transferred to the new Administration very much against the
wishes of the people of these Districts, who are all Bengalees and are still crying out for reunion with Bengal.
Poil is a large-sized village, one of the largest, in the District of Sylhet. It has a large population of Brahmins
and Kayasthas, two of the higher castes of the District, with a fair proportion of the other Hindu castes. It has also
a large Mahomedan population, headed by a zemindar family, who are connected with almost every aristocratic
Mahomedan family of Tippera, Mymensing and Dacca.
It is difficult to say off-hand who were the original or aboriginal natives of this District; but the family history
of most of the higher caste Hindus, at present resident in the District, clearly shows that their fore-fathers came
and settled here in some long forgotten past from Bengal, particularly from that part of it known to old Bengalee
geography as Dakshin Rarh. And it seems that our family was the very first, among the higher class Hindus of
Poil, to come and settle here.
I read in our family history and genealogical record that one Hiranya Pal came with his wife from a village
called Mangalkot in Burdwan District and took up his abode on the “south bank of the river Booriganga” and
gave the name of Poil to his new settlement. There is no “Booriganga” now in the neighbourhood of Poil. Perhaps
the river “Khoai,” which flows by the village at a distance of about a couple of miles from it, was called
“Booriganga,” at one time; or it may have been mistaken for the river of that name which flows by Dacca and
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which name must have been familiar to the wanderer from distant Rarh.
My father, Ram Chandra Palj stood twenty-fourth in a direct line from this Hiranya Pal, reputed to be the
founder of the clan of Pals of Poil. The village of Mangalkot still exists in the Katwa Sub-Division of the
Burdwan District. I made enquiries of my friend Babu Kumudranjan Mullik, the well-known Bengalee poet, who
is familiar with Mangalkot and its neighbouring villages, whether there were any Pals of the Batsya Gotra in that
village. He wrote to me to say that though there were no Pals now in Mangalkot, a big tank there still goes by
their name as ”Paler Dighi”, from which it appears that at one time there must have been a rich and influential
family of Pals in that locality.
My father was educated in Persian and was reputed to be a good Persian scholar according to the standards of
those times. Persian was the court-language in Bengal in those days, and his proficiency in it secured for my
father, first, the position of a clerk and then of Peshkar or bench-clerk in the court of the Sadar-Ala or Subordinate
Judge of Dacca. He was living at Dacca at the time of the Mutiny,\fn{ 1857} and I heard it from him that on the
Sunday morning, when the sepoys in the Dacca Fort were betrayed by one of their own men and cut down to
pieces by the British, the drains of his house ran in blood.
A story of my father’s official life, when he was Peshkar or bench-clerk in the Subordinate Judge’s court at
Dacca, may be recorded. The Subordinate Judge liked his bench-clerk very much and so entrusted him with a
local enquiry in connection with a dispute between two very wealthy zemindars, Babu Kali Narayaq Ray of
Bhowal and Mr. Wise. Both of these were powerful men and a terror to the people. When my father arrived at the
locality, he was approached by the agents of Babu Kali Narayan Ray with a present of a purse of two thousand
rupees. My father dared not refuse this. He could not accept it either. So he asked them to send the money to
Dacca, as It was not safe to carry so much cash with him, and especially as he would not submit his report before
going there. This was done. He put in a true report of the case and refused the present; and was called a fool for it
by the Subordinate Judge in open court.
It was not Indian officers only who, like this Sadar-Ala at Dacca, connived at or even openly encouraged these
corruptions, but English officers also sometimes took the same view. A retired English Civilian, who entered
Parliament, once declared many years ago that there were few Indian officers who did not accept bribes. A
Bengalee gentleman, who had served under this English official, corroborated this. This British officer himself
used to distribute the work of assessing values in land-acquisition cases among his Bengalee subordinates, and
openly appraised their worth by their capacity to reap the highest financial benefit to themselves from this work.
Examination for the grant of sanads, authorising the holders to appear and plead before British courts, was first
instituted when my father was still employed as Peshkar in the Subordinate Judge’s court at Dacca. He appeared
at this examination. Somehow or other all the examination papers from the Dacca centre were lost in transit to
Calcutta; and in consequence of it all those who had sat for it were granted diplomas.
Armed with it, my father commenced to practise at Dacca. Shortly after, he was offered and accepted the post
of Munsif in the District of Jessore. I do not know how long he was stationed at this place. It could not have been
very long; because my mother never went there.
When I was about three or four years of age, my father was posted to Koterhat, near Nalchiti, in the District of
Backerganj. In those days the Munsif was not only a civil judge, but also exercised some measure of criminal
jurisdiction as well. At Koterhat my father combined in him the functions of both Munsif and Deputy Magistrate.
My mother was my father’s second wife. Her name was Narayanee. She was born in the village Shatiajuri near
the present railway station of that name on the Assam-Bengal Railway. My maternal grand-father, Ramkrishna
Kar; belonged to the well-known Kars of that village. My father married her, a girl of ten or eleven, during the
life-time of his first wife. I heard the story of this marriage from my mother. My step-mother was without any
issue and when, humanly speaking, she despaired of getting any, she wanted my father to take a second wife for
the preservation of his line. My father would, however, hear nothing of it. What was the use of going against the
Divine Will, he urged. This did not satisfy my step-mother; so she commenced to look out for a suitable bride for
her own husband. And she herself selected my mother for him.
I do not remember how long my step-mother lived after my mother’s marriage. My mother told me that she
died when I was about two years old. My mother used to tell me that she never tended me herself; my step-mother
looked after me as long as she lived. She was quite conscious when death commenced to close upon her; and
when she was nearing her end, she took out her jewels and despite the fact that her brothers were then in
straitened circumstances placed these in my mother’s hands with the request that these should be preserved for my
future wife. My mother used to say this also that though sometimes my step-mother had her differences with my
father, her treatment of my mother was uniformly most sincerely loving and considerate, and never did an angry
look or word escape her towards my mother.
At the .time of my birth father was, 1 think, still employed as bench-clerk or Peshkar in the Subordinate
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Judge’s court at Dacca. But I saw the first light of day not at Dacca but in our village home at Poil. My earliest
recollections go back, however, not to my native village but to Dacca, where I must have been taken when I was
hardly two years old. I have a faint picture still clinging to my mind of a fairly good-sized brick-built house with a
high gate. One of the windows of this house overlooked a mosque; and I remember that I used to sit at this
window and holding my ears with my small hands imitated the man who called the Faithful to prayer.
I have, however, more vivid recollections of Koterhat in the Backerganj District. It was a small place, on the
bank of a small river, which was infested with crocodiles. Backerganj is in the very heart of the Delta of the
Ganges and forms almost a part of the Sunderbans, the notorious habitat of the world.famed Bengal tiger. As the
waters about Koterhat were infested with crocodiles, so the land was infested with tigers. We used oftentimes to
hear the growl of tigers at dead of night from our beds. Huge beasts were almost every week killed in the
neighbourhood and brought and laid out in front of my father’s court-house by peasant-folk in the hope of some
reward. Reports of people having been carried away by crocodiles or killed by tigers used also to reach us every
now and then.
The Munsif’s court stood upon somewhat high ground on the bank of the river. It was a thatched bungalow.
The Munsif’s private quarters consisted of a number of detached huts, covered with thatch, the walls being of
mats and bamboos, with mud floor. My father’s quarters were surrounded by a cluster of huts, which formed a
small colony of our own people from Sylhet, who had gone with my father in search of their fortunes to his new
place of work. Some were my father’s relations; many were his neighbours and retainers.
But my father religiously refused to acknowledge his relationship with them. I still remember how he
summarily dismissed a near relation, who was employed under him, because he had inadvertently given it out that
he was connected with the Munsif. My father never employed him in his office again, and, if I remember aright,
he had to leave Koterhat soon after his dismissal.
One incident of our life at Koterhat has clung to my mind for the seventy years. I think I was then about four
years old. My father used to have me with him during his meals, particularly during his morning meals. One day
as we, father and son, sat down to our meals together, my mother served some green, called “Kalmi” in our
vernacular that grows wild in tanks and other pools of water. It seems that my father had not seen this particular
kind of green in his house at Koterhat; and so he asked my mother wherefrom she had got this green. She said that
a Patuni woman had brought it from the other side of the river. My father queried,
“Did you pay her for it?” My mother said that it was a very common kind of green which grew wild, and no
one either asked nor was paid any price for it.
At this my father pushed off the platter set before him and walked out in great anger, severely admonishing my
mother for having accepted it from this woman without paying for it. He had this woman immediately sent for
and having paid her some coppers as the price of her green, he strictly forbade her his house, threatening her with
condign\fn{Appropriate} punishment if ever she came near it again.
Now, the reason of it was that this Patuni woman had a scape-grace of a son who used to be hauled up every
now and then before my father for petty thefts and other minor criminal offences. My father could not, therefore,
afford to have his mother about his house for any consideration whatever.
This incident resulted in my father’s, and necessarily in my mother’s also, going without breakfast that day;
and my mother remembered it as long as she lived.
My mind has very often gone back to my memories of Koterhat, the natural scenery of which impressed me
very much. It was a wild place and the play of the tides upon the river and the tanks and other pools of water
captured my infant imagination very powerfully. How the waters would overflow the banks, sometimes flooding
our courtyard during high tide, was a great wonder and mystery to me, and how I loved to wade through the
shallow tidal currents, how I longed to see tiny fishes coming out of their hiding places, as it were, for a stroll
along the high-ways of the village—all these used to fascinate me very much; and I remember the sensation still!
One other incident of our life at Koterhat has also tenaciously clung to my memory. My younger sister was
then about a year and a half or two years old. One morning she was lying asleep on the floor of our bed-room, my
mother was engaged in cooking in another hut. Coming to see how she was, in the interval of her cooking, she
found two big reptiles, “Go-shap” (iguanas), lying flat and evidently asleep in the vicinity of my sister’s bed, one
on each side. I had followed my mother into this room; and I seem still to see before my very eyes how she stood
petrified by sudden fear at the sight of these monsters lying almost on her child’s bed. But with great presence of
mind she did not scream or do anything to frighten the beasts. In a few moments the reptiles opened their eyes
and, seeing my mother standing near, slowly moved out by a side-door. and rushed to the bush in our back-yard
which was infested by their tribe.
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“For five years a son shall be treated with great tenderness. For ten years he shall be subjected to rigorous
discipline. When he attains his sixteenth year the father shall treat his son as a friend.”
This is a translation of an old Sanskrit couplet attributed to the great Chanakya. The tenets of Chanakya were
much in vogue among the higher classes of Bengalee society seventy years ago. My father shaped his life in many
respects by these wise sayings. He followed this injunction of Chanakya almost religiously in my up-bringing. Up
to my sixth year I was treated by my father almost as a young divinity. Every whim of mine was satisfied. No one
was permitted to lift a hand against me. Though my mother did not observe this law, my father followed it
scrupulously and, resented its violation even by my mother.
I was not at all a very quiet child. And my parents found it difficult to keep me out of harm’s way. Nor did their
moral and educational code allow them to leave me in charge of the servants. My father tried, so far as he could,
to keep me constantly near him. But he had his work to do. So every morning, while my father was poring over
the the files of the cases that he would have to try in court, I found myself inside a large bamboo-and-cane “topa”
or “polo”, as they are called in our parts, with which the village folks catch fish in shallow waters during the dry
months. I still remember the scene how my father used to sit and read his papers or books or write his judgments,
and I used to sit and play near him inside that “polo”. At meal-time I used to have a seat placed for me at right
angles to my father’s and he used to feed me with his own hands. Father and son used to take their food out of the
same platter. It was my father who gave me my daily bath at the time he had his own. And every night I slept by
him, almost inside his protecting embrace.
Looking back from this long distance upon those early memories, I oftentimes feel tempted to try and realise
how my father felt towards me, and ask myself very often, have I the same feelings and mental attitude towards
my sons? I cannot say whether my father tried to “spiritualise” and “idealise” the carnal relations of life, as the
modern-educated people try sometimes to do with the help of what is called the “religious imagination”. I know
also this, how we try but frequently fail, to touch reality with the help of these exercises.
But I have a feeling that the way my father tended me in my infancy was part of his real practical religion. He
looked upon me—and in later life he plainly said this more than once—not only as an earthly or family asset but
as an instrument of his well-being on the other side of the grave also.
My father personally never worshipped, that is, tended with his own hands any Idol or Divine Image. The caste
to which he belonged has not this privilege, which is exclusively allowed to the Brahmins. But I have an idea that
up to the fifth year of my age, my father tended me with the same devotion and almost with the same spirit of
holiness and religion with which the devout Brahmin tends the image of the God he worships.
My father was a Vaishnava, and I sometimes wonder if in the scheme of his personal religion I did not
represent to him, during my innocent infancy, the symbol of Bala-Gopala or the child Shree-Krishna. How I long
to know all these things! How I wish I had understood something of the Vaishnavic cult and culture during my
father’s life-time, so that we could talk these deep things of life together and understand each other more
intimately than what was possible in the days of my youth.
My mother, however, did not follow the rule of Chanakya. She was a very strict disciplinarian. I do not
remember to have been treated by her, in my early infancy much less in my later boyhood, with outward fondness.
In this she differed from most mothers that I knew in my early days. She was remarkably reserved and selfcontained. I cannot say if it was part of her original make of mind and soul, or whet.her it was acquired by selfdiscipline, which she felt called upon to exercise by the invidious position she came to occupy in my father’s
house as co-wife. But in my infancy and boyhood she was so studiously eager to conceal her affection for me that
for many years, indeed until I was quite a young man of fifteen or sixteen, I could never free myself of the idea
that she was not my mother, but only my step-mother.
I was not very strong as a boy, neither was I as quiet and inoffensive as weak children usually are or ought to
be. I had consequently many a quarrel with other boys in our neighbourhood, when we left Koterhat and my
father came and settled in the town of Sylhet; and not being very strong physically I frequently got licked. It was
my double misfortune. Because whenever the story of such a quarrel reached my mother, as it generally did, she
never cared to enquire into the cause of the quarrel, and whether that was just or unjust, but used to give me a
severe hiding for it. The one question with her was, why should the son of a gentleman quarrel and fight with
another person? A gentleman, in her rule of life, never fought or quarrelled or did anything that was mean and
selfish.
I did not understand these things then, and always inwardly resented the injustice and cruelty of her treatment
of me. But now I know and understand how her one aim and intention in bringing me up was, to make me a
gentleman, a Bhadralok, as she used to say, according to her ideal. She was indeed, in a way, a very proud woman,
proud of her blood and her husband’s family, though this pride never sought any obtrusive or offensive
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manifestation but simply organized, itself in her mental aloofness and moral reserve, never in her self-assertion
but only in her self-suppression.
But the indulgence and tenderness which I never received from my mother in my infancy and boyhood I had in
a super-abundant measure from my nurse. It was the custom in those days to send a maid-servant from the
paternal home of a young bride to her new home in her husband’s family.
Slavery of a kind was still extant in this province during the early life of my father. Every “respectable” family
had a few “slaves” attached to it. They were not labourers like the slaves in the Western Colonies before the
system was abolished in the last century but were really members of the family with an inferior social status. This
maid-servant, who came to my father’s household, was really a member of this class and belonged to my mother’s
family. She lived with us until I grew up into quite a young man, when my maternal uncle’s marriage took her
back to his home, as there were no female members in his house at that time who could look after his young wife.
For nearly twenty years she lived in our house, not as a servant but only as a loved and respected member of
the family. My mother called her Didi, which is a term with which elder sisters are addressed in Bengali. I used to
call her “Mashi”, which is the term for auntie—mother’s sister—in our language. My father never addressed her
by her proper name but used to call her “Kanchaneer-Ma” or Kanchanee’s mother, Kanchanee being the name of
her daughter.
To call any elderly person by his or her proper name, whatever be the caste or social rank of that person, was
considered very uncivil and a sign of low breeding in those days in Bengalee society. Elder brothers are regarded
to rank almost with the father and elder sisters as entitled to about the same respect as the mother in Bengal.
Wife’s elder sisters are, therefore, entitled to almost the same honour as the mother-in-law herself. And
Kanchaneer-Ma was treated in my father’s house in every respect as if she was really my mother’s elder sister.
In my early infancy my father rarely talked direct to my mother before others. My grand-mother died when my
father was a little boy. My father had no brothers or sisters nor any cousins either as members of the joint family.
There were, therefore, no elderly ladies in the house except my step-mother, when he brought his young second
wife to him. As long as my step-mother lived she must have been the controller of his household.
Upon her death, which took place when my mother was hardly seventeen, Kanchaneer-Ma came to occupy that
position. My father always treated her as if she was almost his mother-in-law, and through her he used to consult
the wishes of my mother even when she had attained the maturity of a matron. She was literally my mother’s and
also to some extent even my father’s, friend, philosopher and guide in all matters concerning their family and
household.
She never hesitated to admonish my mother whenever she went wrong, particularly when she treated me with
undue severity. In my boyhood, she used always to stand between me and my angry mother whenever I did
anything wrong. I still remember how many a time she threw herself between my back and my mother’s birch and
took the chastisement upon her own body in going to save my skin.
I got, therefore, quite naturally, far more attached to her than I ever was in the days of my boyhood to my
mother. I still remember how I used to fly at people who teased me by saying that Kanchaneer-Ma was dead; or
when they said that they were going to get her re-married according to the new Widow Re-Marriage Act of Pandit
Iswar Chandra Vidyasagar, which was then the universal talk of the people.
She was much older than my mother. I think she had lost her only child Kanchanee before my mother was
born, and had nursed my mother with all the love and longing of a bereaved mother’s heart. Her love and
affection for me had its root, it seems, in her early love for my mother and grew in strength and volume as it came
down from her to me, her first-born. Considering the stern and reserved nature of my mother, my young heart
would have been starved of all love and tenderness if it had not been tended with such fondness by my auntie or
“Mashi”.
At the age of five, after Sarasvatee, the Goddess of Learning, had been duly worshipped, I was initiated into
the mysteries of the Bengalee alphabet by our family priest, one of the finest specimens of the old race of
Brahmins, simple and unostentatious, without the least suspicion of conceit of caste or of sanctity of religion in
him. He was not a Pundit, that is, had no title from any “Tol” or seat of Sanskrit learning but he knew Sanskrit
sufficiently well to be able to read and understand such spiritual books as the Bhagabad-Geeta and the Adhyatma
Ramayana, which I heard him recite and expound in my schooldays.
The first character which I was made to trace, after my initiation, was called “Anzi”. It finds no place in either
the Sanskrit or the Bengali alphabet, and the sound or the sign is never found in use anywhere. I wonder what this
“Anzi” really stood for. We read in Manu that all learning must begin with the recitation of the mystic syllable
“Aum” or “Om.” We read in the Upanishads that this “Aum” or “Om” is the Everlasting Reality, that it is
Brahman Itself.
181

This Om is Param or the Highest; this Om is Brahman.
Knowing this Om the devotee is glorified in the realm of Brahman.
But mediæval Hinduism had interdicted the study of the Vedas, including the Upanishads, to Sudras. In my
infant days, the Bengalee Kayasthas had not remembered that they were not Sudras but Bratya Kshatriyas or
Kshatriyas who had fdllen from their high state as Dvijas or twice-born among Hindu castes, and they had not as
yet revived their claim to the rite of initiation or Upanayana and the study of the Vedas. We could not then utter
the sacred and mystic syllable “Aum” or “Om”.
Was this “Anzi” a substitute for “Aum” or “Om” for the use of Sudras, I wonder? I do not know if this “Anzi”
still figures in the initiation of our people into the mysteries of the Bengali alphabet and forms a part of the ritual
of “Vidyarambha” even today.
Shishu-Bodh was the name of the first printed book placed in my hands. I do not know if it has entirely ceased
publication; but though possibly less scientifically arranged and much less nicely got up, I liked this book much
better than I did the more modern Shishu-Shiksha or Varna-Parichaya which I had to read later in the school to
which I was sent. These modern primers take the youthful minds, for whose benefit they are written, to be far less
mature than they actually are. A boy of five or six knows, feels and understands much more than what is usually
taken for granted by the manufacturers of the present-day primers. Their interests in life are very much deeper and
wider than what the stories of familiar animals and little boys, which are served out to them through these books,
seem to take for granted.
Shishu-Bodh had, of course, the Bengalee alphabet but instead of placing a number of single words before
boys and girls to help them to be familiar with the alphabets, it at once started with nice attractive stories, the
subject-matter of which riveted the attention and oftentimes enthralled the imagination of little folk, and thus
taught them the use of the alphabets without any serious and conscious effort. Most of the stories in our current
school primers of the class to which Sishu-Shiksha belonged are commonplace, stale, jejune; these neither excite
youthful curiosity nor inspire youthful enthusiasm or idealism. They do not touch any of the deeper emotions,
neither of wonder nor fear, nor any other, which are so common in the psychology of little children. In this respect
Shishu-Bodh was much better than most of our present-day primers.
Another distinguishing feature of Shishu Bodh was the collection of Sanskrit slokas which it contained. These
were mostly taken from Chanakya or were at least believed to be his. These are in very simple Sanskrit, so that
even our peasant folks, innocent of reading and writing, can sometimes understand what they mean. They can be
very easily committed to memory. They serve therefore both as moral instruction and as exercises for the memory.
When taking my lessons from Shishu-Bodh I was never put to the amount of torture to which I was subjected, I
very well remember, in learning my lessons from Varna-Parichaya or Shishu-Shiksha; yet while I soon forgot
practically everything that I had been forced to commit t.o memory from these latter text-books at my school,
many of the things that I learnt from the former book still live in my recollection.
Looking back upon these ancient memories, it seems to me that I received my first lessons in democracy, even
as a little boy, from the text reproduced in this book from Chanakya. Among the very first stanzas which I was
made to read and commit to memory was one which said that of the two, the master of a kingdom and the master
of knowledge, the man of culture was superior, because,
Swadeshe pujyate raja bidwan sarvartra pujyate
While the king is honoured only in his own country, the man of learning is honoured everywhere.
Of the stories in this book, that of “Data Karna”, the man who sacrificed his first-born to do his duty as a
house-holder by a guest, made the profoundest impression upon my child-mind. I read and re-read it and eagerly
committed the whole poem to memory until it became almost a part of my mental life.
I did not go to school until I was about ten years old. The custom of engaging private tutors had not come into
vogue in those days. My father was my first tutor. He taught me the alphabets. He made me recite Sanskrit slokas
from Chanakya and other books, all of these slokas having been retained in his own memory, and which, taught
by him, formed the whole of my mental repertory in my early boy- hood. It was he who taught me my first
Arithmetic through the old addition and multiplication tables which I was made to repeat after him and commit to
memory. Every evening after his court work was over, he used to sit with me and teach me these things until
dinner was ready, when father and son went together to our evening or night meal.
When I was about seven years old, the “Chowki” at Koterhat in Backergunj was abolished, and my father was
temporarily thrown out of employment. He went home to our native village, Poil. And here an incident happened
which showed the strength of my father’s character, that has had possibly very great influence in shaping my own
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also.
Upon reaching home, my father heard it that the leaders of the village society had unfairly put a poor Brahmin
family out of caste through the spiteful influence of a few powerful people. My father sent for those who could
help him to know the whole truth about this matter; and having heard them all, he sent for the head of this
ostracised Brahmin family and at once installed him as his family-priest, and asked him to come and perform the
Durga Puja, which was near at hand, in his house.
In consequence of it, my father was himself put out of communion by the village Bhadraloks and I was told
that for sixteen years he lived in this social isolation because he would not be party to what he believed to be a
wrong and would not submit to the tyranny of the majority. He did not know English and had no idea of this thing
which we call conscience in our modern parlance; but his own sense of truth and right always towered above all
considerations of material advantage or social expediency. I came to know later in life many other instances of
this trait in his character.
My father was, however, not long out of employ. Before the long Puja vacation was over, he was offered, and
accepted, the post of Munsif at Fenchuganj, in his own district of Sylhet. Fenchuganj is a station now on the
Sylbet-Kulaura Branch of the Assam Bengal Railway. Before this line was opened, it was a very important station
of the Cacbar-Sunderbans Steamer Service of the India General Steam Navigation Company, which has, since
some years past, been amalgamated with the River Steam Navigation Company and a joint service is maintained,
now by the amalgamated Company between Calcutta and Cachar via the Sunderbans. When my father went to
Fencbugunj (about 1864 or ’65), it was a small village.
I went there with my father. Our house stood upon a hillock, on the bank of the river, and commanded, a very
long view of the land and watercourse. The Munsif’s court-house stood upon another. I do not remember if my
mother came to live here, it seems that she did not. My one joy here was fishing with the rod in the river below
our house. My father also loved this sport very much; and though following the injunction of Chanakya he
imposed all sorts of disciplines upon me at this time, and ceased to treat me with the manifest tenderness which
marked our life at Koterhat, we found a common object of pleasure in fishing and helped each other very often to
catch the poor fishes of the stream flowing by our bungalow.
3
My father did not continue in service for long. I was growing up and it was time that I went to school. But in
those days there were no schools except in the district headquarters. The exigencies of his service gave him,
however, little chance of being stationed at headquarters. He found, therefore, as he wrote to me many years after,
no alternative to his resigning his post as Munsif and returning to his practice as pleader. From Fenchuganj he
soon came and joined the Bar at Sylhet. This was in 1865 or 1866.
There was no English-knowing lawyer in Sylhet at that time, and my father found no difficulty in soon getting
to the very top of his profession. He had the reputation of being a good Persian scho1ar—was especially noted for
the quality of his Persian style or ebarat, as it was called. Owing to his service on the Bench, his knowledge of
law and procedure was also very sound and of a high order. And all these helped him very materially in his
profession as lawyer. I have no idea what his actual income was; but I think it stood somewhere bet ween two to
three hundred rupees a month, which was quite a high income in those days, when the cost of living was very low,
and a man generally counted fairly rich on hundred rupees a month.
Life also was very simple. Even among British officials, the District Judge alone had a carriage which was
driven by a single horse. The Magistrate and other high officials maintained their dignity by riding on ponies to
and from their offices. Among Bengalee gentlemen, one person only owned a four-wheeler, and he combined with
his profession of law the ownership of a big zemindary. Another brother-pleader of my father’s had a buggy
which he used to drive himself. The rest of the local gentry walked about their business on foot attended by a
servant, who held a huge bamboo umbrella over their head and carried their papers in a big bundle on their back.
These umbrellas were from four to six feet in diameter, and were held up with strong and long bamboo poles. To
walk under the shade of these state-umbrellas, as they might very properly be called, was considered quite
aristocratic in those days.
Good, fine rice sold at about two rupees a maund. Any time a big fresh fish of the best species could be had for
from four to six annas. Milk could be had at the rate of twelve to fifteen seers a rupee from the milk-men. In the
villages, every peasant household had its go-dhan or wealth of cattle, and they oftentimes gave away their excess
milk for the mere asking, as their dignity as cultivators would not let them sell milk, which might even lead to loss
of caste. Ghee or clarified butter sold at from eight to twelve annas a pucca seer of eighty tolas. Pure mustard oil
was usually sold at about four annas a seer. Wages were correspondingly low, and domestic servants could be had
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at monthly wages of from eight to twelve annas, with all found. And in view of it all, it was nothing strange that
people passed for rich on forty to fifty rupees a month, and could spend freely on religious and other ceremonials.
Rent was very low even in the towns. My father rented a fairly big building, though not quite in repairs, which
he had to do himself, standing by the public road in the very heart of the town, almost at a stone’s throw from the
District Judge’s Court and close to the other courts and the Saddar Bazar (called Bandar Bazar), and he paid, if I
remember aright, eight rupees a month for it. It stood upon more than four acres of land. In the course of a year or
so quite a small colony of officials and lawyers grew on this plot.
The central portion with the brick structure was occupied by my father and a friend and very distant relation of
his, who was employed as Deputy Inspector of Schools. This gentleman, the late Rai Saheb Nabakishore Sen, was
for some time with my father at Dacca in his college days. His sister had been married to a maternal uncle of my
father’s. He shared the central brick building with us. Babu Deenanath Sen, (father of Babu Priya Nath Sen, editor
and proprietor of the Herald of Dacca, who has left his mark upon the history of English education in Dacca, and
who rose to the position of Inspector of Schools, was a classmate and contemporary of Babu Nabakishore Sen.
Nabakishore Sen might have risen as high in the service, if he had not been transferred from Bengal to Assam
upon the institution of the new Province and the transfer of Sylhet and Cachar, which formed his jurisdiction, to
the new Administration. But though deprived of the larger opportunities which the Bengal Educational Service
offered to his colleagues and contemporaries Babu Nabakishore rose to the highest place in the Subordinate
Educational Service of Assam.
Sylhet owes the organisation of her primary and middle vernacular schools and, indeed, that of the entire
school system of the district to Babu Nabakishore Sen. A man of very exceptional native intelligence and purity of
character, combined with very rare tact and great dignity of deportment, due to his high birth—because his family
held a very high position among the Bhadraloks of Sylhet, Tippera and East Mymensing—Babu Nabakishore Sen
became the recognised leader of Sylhet society long before his retirement from service with the title of Rai Saheb.
After settling down at Sylhet, my father first sent me to school with a Mahomedan Maulavi. It seems he
wanted that I should not be entirely cut off from the culture which claimed him as its own. But I did not stay long
with this Maulavi. Having learnt the Arabic alphabet, I started, in about six months’ time, I think, to read ShahNama. But I could not proceed farther than the first page, or possibly even less, only the first few sentences of this
book, a word or two of which Karima babaksha etc., I still remember. And my father in utter despair took me
away from the Maulavi and put me in an English School.
Looking back upon my early attempt to learn Persian, it seems to me that not my native intelligence or my
capacity for application was really at fault and was in any way responsible for my failure. The system was
unsuited to my nature. I was asked to commit to memory things that I did not understand and the meaning of
which was not explained to me. The Maulavi evidently wanted to train my ear and memory first, and when I had
committed the story to memory, he would take me through its grammar and meaning.
That process did not evidently suit my impatient intellect, which was eager to know and understand, before
trying to remember things. I found this out when I was put, to read English. I had absolutely no interest in this
new study until I could essay to express my thoughts in this language. And an English letter which I wrote to
Babu Nabakishore Sen, who had gone on his inspection tour to Cachar, when I was just commencing to read and
spell “b l a bla” etc., was the talk of the elders for many a year to come. It was the first English letter of mine,
which like all primitive language was simply a string of words without or with very little verbs or prepositions.
Thinking of it now, it seems to have been an indication of my mental character and constitution. Words without
meaning never could enter my mind or were retained by my memory. Even to this day I can never keep in my
mind non-essentials in the things that I read, while the essential facts or thoughts are retained in a very fair
proportion. My memory is like a very faithful record.keeper, who furnishes me with whatever may be wanted for
my work, out of its own store-house of facts or thoughts, which, however, for the very life of me, I could not
recall at any other time.
And this mental constitution of mine is, I think, responsible for my failure to study Persian. I wish, however,
providence had otherwise ordained my early education and that I had been able to get a fair hold upon Persian
before I went to the English school. That would have stood in very good service today, and would have been of
immense help and profit to me, both intellectually and spiritually, in making a comparative study of our Bengalee
Vaishnavic poets and the great Persian poets, among whom there seem to exit so many deep and soulful affinities.
But what was to be has been.
There were three English schools and one vernacular school in the town of Sylhet when my father went and
joined the Bar there in 1866. Of the three English schools one was a Middle school, owned by a Bengalee
gentleman and the two others taught as far as the Entrance standard of the Calcutta University. The first English
school in Sylhet was a Government school. It was established, I think, before the Mutiny, in pursuance of the new
184

education policy laid down in Sir Charles Wood’s historic Despatch of 1854, which is rightly regarded or, more
correctly speaking, was regarded before the present reaction set in as the “great educational Charter” of the Indian
subjects of Great Britain. This school was, however, abolished during the dark days of the Mutiny and for some
little time Sylhet was without any English school. I have no notion as to what results were achieved by that first
English school in Sylhet, but it could not have been much; for when I went to Sylhet I found that one Rev. Mr. W.
Pryse was described as the Father of English education in my district.
Mr. Pryse was still living in Sylhet in 1866, though he no longer was a regular teacher in the two missionary
schools which had been started by him and were owned by the Mission to which he belonged. Pryse belonged,
though in a smaller way, to the type which was represented by Carey, Marshman and David Hare; and latterly, by
Duff in the larger history of English education in Bengal. He was educationist and philanthropist combined; and
the first generation of English-educated men of Sylhet always cherished his memory with deep love and respect.
A library, got up by public subscription and located in the Town Hall of Sylhet, is a small attempt of our people to
keep the memory of this good and kind man green among them.
The town of Sylhet stretches from east to west along the bank of the river Surma. And these two schools were
located almost at two ends of it. One was situated in the eastern part of the town, known as Nayasharak; while the
other was at Sheikh Ghat, on the western boundary of it. Nayasharak was close to my father’s residence and I first
went to this school. The school at Sheikh Ghat was however reputed to be the better of the two; and in a few days
I got my transfer to it. When I went there, the late Babu Jay Govinda Shome, an Indian Christian gentleman from
my own District, a student and convert of Dr. Duff, and one of the graduates of the Calcutta University, the very
first to win the distinction of passing his B.A. and M.A. Examinations in the same year—was the Head Master.
Babu Jay Govinda Shome rose subsequently to considerable distinction as a leader of the Bengalee Christian
community. He was a life long friend of Babu Kali Charan Banerjee, the finest specimen of the Bengal school of
oratory, who made his mark both at the High Court Bar and at the Calcutta University of which he was a Syndic
for many years and became, towards his closing days, its Registrar. Babu Jay Govinda with the help of his friend,
and co-religionist, Babu Kali Charan, founded the weekly newspaper, the Indian Christian Herald, of which he
was the editor. Later in life, he realised the need of organising a truly Indian Christian Church which would graft
the fundamental doctrine [of] pure disciplines of Christianity on to the general social and spiritual traditions of
Hinduism. I had talks with him on this highly interesting topic, after I too had settled down in Calcutta and was
engaged as a lay preacher of the Brahmo Samaj; and Babu Jay Govinda’s idea, I found, was to secure recognition
of the worshippers of Jesus Christ as a sect of the Hindus.
Babu Jay Govinda Shome did not continue for long in his post as Head Master of the Sheikh Ghat School. He
was succeeded by Babu Durgakumar Basu, whose services were subsequently transferred to the Government
school at Sylhet when it replaced the missionary schools about the year 1869 or ~70. Babu Durga Kumar spent his
whole official life in Sylhet as Head Master of this school
The school houses both at Nayasharak and Sheikh Ghat were very simple structures of bamboo and mat, with
the roof covered with a kind of straight and smooth grass, very much like the English hay, without the smell of it.
It is called “Chhon” in our local vernacular. The posts were either of trunks of trees or of a kind of strong and
straight bamboos which grow in abundance in the district, particularly in its hilly tracts. The partitions were of
mat. Wooden benches for the boys and chairs, made of split bamboo and cane which grow in the district in large
quantities, for the teachers, constituted the principal school furniture. The boys had no desks; and the school
library consisted of just a few books, which found place along with the school registers and other school records,
inside an almirah.
There was no clock or time-piece in my first school. At Sheikh Ghat we had a sun-dial set upon a brick
platform in front of the school house. But it was of no use on cloudy days; so there was another device also to
mark time. It consisted of a light metal cup with a very small hole, almost of the size of a very small pin, in the
centre. This cup was placed on a vessel of water, and the time it took to get filled and sink marked one hour. The
chowkidar or watchman of the school kept watch and ward over this time-marker, and took out the cup as soon as
it sank, and rang the gong indicating the hour of the day.
The boys played tricks with this time-cup whenever the chowkidar was either absent or was found dozing
away; and unless they overdid the thing and tried to steal not minutes but quarter or half hours from the regular
school time, they were not detected. During the last period, between three and half past three in the afternoon,
which last was the hour for dismissing the classes, there was an almost constant procession of little boys to the
room where this precious hour-cup was kept, and many a time they gave a little push to the cup to hasten its
sinking. We used to call this device water-clock or jal-ghari.
There were eight classes in our school, counted from the first or entrance class—the class which prepared
students for the University Matriculation Examination, called Entrance Examination in those days—to the last or
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infant class, where boys commenced to learn the English alphabet. Murray’s Spelling Book and Pyaree Charan
Sircar’s First Book of Reading were the text-books for the lowest class in English schools in Bengal in those days.
I read Murray’s in preference to Pyaree Charan Sircar’s, I do not know why except this, that that was the
prescribed text in the Sylhet Mission School in my time. Iswar Chandra Vidyasagar’s Varna-Parichaya Part II,
and Madan Mohan Tarkalankar’s Shishu-Shiksha Part III, were my earliest Bengali text-books at school. In the
lowest class of my school, I read these, and was taught mental arithmetic.
English and Bengali caligraphy or hand-writing formed also an important and compulsory subject in this class.
When I got promoted to the next higher, the seventh class, elementary geography, notation, numeration and
simple addition and subtraction were added to my curriculum, along with Vidyasagar’s Akhyan Manjaree for my
Bengali text-book. At the close of my second year at school in 1868, I got what may be called a double
promotion, that is, I was allowed to pass over the sixth and was taken into the fifth class. I forget what my English
text-book was in this class, possibly it was Third Book of Reading. It was in this class that Lennie's English
Grammar was first placed in my hand. Akshay Kumar Datta’s Charu-Path Part I; Vidyasagar’s Charitabali (a
collection of biographies of European savants and philanthropists and men of science) with Padya-Path Part I and
Loharam Shiromani’s Bengalee Grammar were among my text-books in this class.
But this double promotion instead of being a help became a very serious handicap to me in my studies; and
from this time onward I lost the position which I had secured in my eighth and seventh classes. My growing
intelligence could not evidently keep pace with the subjects of my school studies, and I commenced to take a
lower place among my class-mates.
There was, however, one subject in which I fairly maintained my position, and that was English. I remember
how the District Judge, coming to visit our school at this time, saw my English exercises, and highly commended
me for my English composition. It may have been partly due to the fact that my teacher introduced me to him as
the son of my father whom he knew so well and held in great respect. At least this was how the superior boys in
my class tried to explain his partiality for me. But I think I really had even then a certain aptitude for languages. I
know this much in any case, that I used to write English in utter disregard of the rules of grammar, but yet with
some distinction of childish style, and a certain amount of flow; and it seems this was what attracted the notice of
the District Judge.
Bat and ball, not the more scientific game of cricket, which came into vogue a few years later, when I was in
the third or second class of my school, and Kabati or a kind of wrestling, were the principal school games in those
days. But I was never an expert in these games, having been rather sickly in my boyhood. Fishing with the rod
and line was my principal sport at home; and a small tank in our compound, just in front of our house, which was
full of small fish, and a small rivulet which flowed by the public road and lost itself in a marsh at the back of our
quarters, that ran down in fairly strong currents during the rains, carrying a lot of fish from neighbouring tanks,
found very good ground for this sport. As at Fenchuganj, so here also, my father used very often, after his return
from his work at court, to join me in it. During the Puja vacation, when the courts and schools used to close for
about a month we enjoyed very good fishing in our own tank at Poil which had quite a large stock of big fish.
The present Government school at Sylhet was established when I was in the fifth class of the Missionary
school at Sheikh Ghat. It was in 1869, I think. There was trouble between the Missionaries and the local gentry. I
forget what was the cause of it, possibly some conflict between Hindu orthodoxy and the teachings of
Christianity. The Missionaries either themselves or through their Indian converts, some of whom were employed
in their schools, gave some cause of offence to the sentiments of the Hindu community; and the latter became
very anxious to boycott their school. I have a very faint recollection of a new school having been set up in
opposition to the Mission school and I was transferred temporarily to it.
An agitation was also set up to secure a Government school in the town, and my father took a fairly active part
in this agitation. As a result of all this, the Government school was established about the middle of 1869. An
unoccupied bungalow standing on a small hill in the northern part of the town—just opposite a higher hill known
of old as Monaray’s Tila (Tila is a hillock in the local vernacular) which subsequently accommodated the
Government school in a big brick building that stood on it—found the first habitation for the new school; and we
all went to it. Babu Durga Kumar Basu also resigned his place as Head Master of the Mission School at Sheikh
Ghat and assumed charge of it.
It was about this time that a soda-water machine was set up in Sylhet and a Mahomedan from this factory
commenced to bring soda-water and lemonade to our school every day to sell to the boys. We used to enjoy this
new drink very much and treated one another with it. It so happened that I had a bottle of lemonade from this man
the price of which had not been paid at the time. One morning, as my father was just starting for his court, this
man appeared at our house. Asked as to who he was and what brought him there, he said he had sold some
lemonade to me and he had come for the price of it. My father called me at once, the debt being admitted and
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immediately paid, he caught hold of me and gave me a severe hiding, the memory of which still sends my flesh
creeping into my bones.
I was guilty of a double offence, first, of enjoying something which I had not paid for, and second, which was
far more serious from my father’s point of view, outraging the rules of caste by drinking water touched by a
Mahomedan. All this came through my reading English, he said, and at once took me away from the school. For
full six months I did not go back to school after this incident.
My mother was not with us at Sylhet at this time, but was staying at our home at Poil. She came back after six
months; and seemed to have convinced my father of the futility of keeping me away from school and thus ruining
my future in a hopeless fight against the inevitable tendencies of the times. So I went back to school again.
In this connection I remember another anecdote of my school-days and how I tried to pay back my father for
the chastisement which I had for drinking lemonade. This happened about a couple of years later. I had an attack
of choleraic diarrhrea. My father, though otherwise a man of very strong character, used to get unusually nervous
if there were any illness in the family. This illness of mine made him very anxious. He sat by me the whole day.
Towards evening a large number of people, his brother pleaders and other officers from the court, came to see me.
I was exceedingly thirsty and the doctor in attendance said I might have some lemonade. It was immediately sent
for, and my father himself poured out a glass of it for me and held it to my lips. But I nodded my head and refused
to touch it, saying that it was unholy, having been manufactured by a Mahomedan.
I was of course not at all serious. I simply wanted to settle old scores with my father. He insisted upon my
drinking it, as there was no harm in taking even forbidden things if prescribed as medicine.
“Everything of Narayana if it came as medicine”—aushadh rupe Narayana—he urged. After much coaxing at
last I drank the refreshing draught. And I have never forgotten the sense of satisfaction I had as a boy by scoring
this point against my father.
In those days I used to read a fair number of outside books. The Calcutta School Book Society was then the
chief purveyor of English and Bengali books. Babu Naba Kishore Sen, my father’s friend and co-tenant, was the
agent of this Society in Sylhet; and he used to regularly indent all the new Bengali publications of this Society.
These publications mainly consisted of pleasant stories from foreign literature. Cheendeshiya Rajkanyar
Upakhyan or the Story of the Princess of China, was one of these Bengali publications which fascinated me very
much. The Story of the Weaver of China was another book of this kind. Gulevakaolee—translation of some
Persian story, and Kaminikumar, both of which were rather prurient publications, which modern-educated parents
would be sorry, if not very seriously angry, to find in the hands of their children, were two other books that caught
my boyish fancy. I read all these however, before reaching adolescence; and I do not think that they did much
harm to my mind or morals.
My father’s discipline did not extend to my readings. He rarely took any notice of what I read. He was quite
satisfied as long as I did not keep evil company; or did anything revolting to his sense of propriety or piety.
As I gradually advanced towards the Entrance or Matrieulation Class, my text-books approached the standards
of that University Examination. Bain’s English Grammar, Morell’s Analysis, Clarke’s Physical Geography,
Todhunter’s Arithmetic, Euclid’s Geometry, Barnard Smith’s Algebra, Mensuration and Surveying with Field
Exercises, Sanskrit Grammar (Vidyasagar’s Upakramanika) and Rijupath (selections from Vishnu Sharma’s
Hitopadesh and the Ramayana and the Mahabharata), Bengali Charupath Part III, Hygiene or Swasthya-raksha,
Indian History (Lethbridge’s) and English History (Collier’s), McMordie’s English Composition, Rowe and
Webb’s Hints on the Study of English, Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield, Addison’s Spectator, Johnson’s Rasselas—
these were the principal text-books which I read at school between the fourth and the First or Entrance Class.
Scott’s Tales of a Grandfather and Gulliver’s Travels were among my home studies at this time.
Babu Durga Kumar Basu, our Head Master, used to teach us English and History. And I have always felt that I
owe whatever aptitude I may have got in handling the English language to the training which I had from him in
my school-days. He used to take us to the central concept of every word which we read, by giving its root, the
historical developments and the changes in its meaning, wherever there were any. Trench’s Study of Words was a
favourite book of his, and I read it, at his instance, when I was in the Second or Preparatory Class of the Sylhet
Government School. This was a very useful training for me, and I have often wondered if I could use English
words with the freedom and felicity with which I am credited if Babu Durga Kumar Basu had not led me through
this training. He helped me also very materially in this by recommending suitable English books for my private
studies, as soon as he found that I was fairly able to read and understand them without the help of a coach. In this
way, I read many English books as a school boy, which most Bengalee students read now, if they read them at all,
after they have left school and joined the University. Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare and Thackeray’s novels were
already more or less familiar to me when I left school for the University. …
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289.36 Excerpts from Life Movements In Plants\fn{by Jagadis Chandra Bose (1858-1937)} Mymensingh,
Mymensingh District, Bangladesh (M) 7\fn{In what follows I have provided the preface to the author’s work, and then the
declarations of intent for the first six experiements printed, followed by the summaries of their results:H }
The phenomenon of movement in plants under the action of external stimuli presents innumerable difficulties
and complications. The responding organs are very different: they may be the pulvini of the “sensitive” or those of
the less excitable leguminous plants; the petioles of leaves, which of act as pulvinoids; and organs of plants in a
state of active growth.
Taking first the case of the pulvinus\fn{ The joint-like thickening at he base of a plant leaf or leaflet that facilitates growthindependent movement, consisting of a core of vascular tissue within a flexible, bulky cylinder of thin-walled parenchyma cells:H } of
Mimosa, we find that it responds to mechanical stimulation, to constant electric current, to induction shock, to the
action of chemical agents, to light, and to warmth as differentiated from thermal radiation. The reactions induced
by these agents may be similar or dissimilar. An identical agent, again, may give rise to movenents which are not
merly different, but sometimes even of diametrically opposite charac-ters. Certain organs, for example, direct
themselves towards light, others away from it. Some plants close their leaflets on the approach of darkness, in the
so-called position of “sleep”; apparently similar “sleep” movement is induced in others by the action of the
midday sun.
In Mimosa, the responsive movement is brought about by a sudden diminution of. turgor in the pulvinus. But
very little is definitely known about the responsive reaction in growing organs. Thus in a tendril, one-sided con traction causes a shortening of the concave side and a sudden increase of growth oil the convex. No explanation
of this difference has hitherto been forthcoming.
Under the action of light of different intensities a growing organ may approach the source of light, or place
itself at right angles or move away from it. Again under the identical stimulus of gravity, the root moves
downwards, and the shoot upwards. The sign of response in different organs thus changes, apparently without any
reason.
It is thus seen, that there is hardly any responsive movement that has been observed of which an example
directly to the contrary may not be found.
For this reason it has appeared hopeless to unify these very diverse phenomena, and there has been a tendency
towrds a belief that it was not any definite physiological reaction, but the indivithality of the plant that determines
the choice of its movement.
The complexities which baffle us may, however, arise from the combination of factors whose individual
reactions are unknown to us. I shall show, for example, how the movement of a pulvinus under a given stimulus is
determined by the point of application, direct stimulus producing one effect, and indirect the diametrically
opposite. The normal reaction is again modified by the tonic condition of the plant. There is again the likelihood
of the presence of other modifying factors. It is clear how very different the results would become by the
permutation and combination of these diverse factors.
For a conprehensive study of the phenomenon of plant movement, it is therefore necessary to investigate in
detail the effect of a given stimulus under definite changes of the environmental condition. With regard to a given
stimulus we have to determine the effects of intensity of duration, and of the point of application. The investiga tion has to include the effects exhibited not merely by the pulvinated but also by growing organs. As a result of
such a comprehensive study, it may perhaps be possible to discover some fundamental reaction operative in bringing about. the responsive movement in all plant organs.
I shall, in the course of the following series of papers,\fn{ Of which the summaries only are reproduced here:H} describe
the different apparatus by which the movement of pulvinated organ and its time-relations are automatically
recorded. In a growing organ the induced movement under stimulus is brought about by the change in its rate of
growth. That the change is solely clue to the particular stimulus can only be assured by strict maintenance of
constancy of external conditions, during the period of experiment; this constancy can, in practice, be secured only
for a short time. The necessity for shortening the period of experiment also arises from a different consideration;
for numerous and varied are the stimulating and mechanical interactions between neighbouring organs. These
effects however, come into play after a certain lapse of time. They may be eliminated by reduction of the period of
experiment.
In order to shorten the period of experiment for the study of growth movements, the rate of growth has to be
very highly magnified, so as to determine the absolute rate and its variations in the course oi a minute or so. I
shall in a subsequent paper give full account of an apparatus I have been able to devise, by which it is possible to
record automatically the rate of growth magnified many thousand times.
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I stated that anomalies of plant movements would disappear, if we succeeded in carrying out in detail
invgestigations of effects of the different individual factors in operation. In illustration of this I shall, in the frirst
paper of the series, give an ccount of the mysterious movement of the “Praying” Palm of Faridpur, and describe
the investigations by which the problem found its solution.
1
Perhaps no phenomenon is so remarkable and shrouded with greater mystery as the performances of a
particular date palm near Faridpur in Bengal.
In the evening, white the temple bells ring calling upon people to prayer, this tree bows down as if to prostrate
itself. It erects its head again in the morning, and this process is repeated every day of the year.
This extraordinary phenomenon has been regarded as miraculous, and pilgrims have been attracted in large
numbers. It is alleged that offerings made to the tree have been the means of effecting marvellous cures. It is not
necessary to pronounce any opinion on the subject; these cures may be taken as effective as other faith-cures now
prevalent in the West.
This particular date palm, Phœnix dactylifera, is a full-grown rigid, tree, its trunk being 5 metres in length and
25 cm. in diameter. It must have been displaced by storm from the vertical and is now at an inclination of about
60º to the vertical. In consequence of the diurnal movement, the trunk throughout its entire length is erected in the
morning, and depressed in the afternoon. The highest point of the trunk thus moves up and down through one
metre; the “neck,” above the trunk, is concave to the sky in the morning; in the afternoon the curvature
disappears, or is even slightly reversed. The large leaves which point high up against the sky in the morning are
thus swung round in the afternoon through a vertical distance of alout five metres.
To the popular imagination the tree appeárs like a living giant, more than tvice the height of a human being,
which leans forward in the evening from its towering height and bows its neck till the crown of leaves press
against the ground in an apparent attitude of devotion. Two vertical stakes, each one metre high, give a general
idea of the size of the tree and movements of the different parts of the trunk. For an investigation in elucidation of
this phenomenon it was necessary
1. To obtain an accurate record of the movement of the tree day and night, and determine the time of its
maximum erection and fall.
2. To find whether this particular instance bf movemeat was unique, or whether the phenomenon was universal.
3. To discover the cause of the periodic movement of the tree.
4. To find the reason of the remarkable similarity between the diurnal movement of the tree, and the diurnal
variation of rnoto-excitility in Mimosa pudica.
5. To determine the relative effects of light and temperature on the movement.
6. To demonstrate the physiological character of' the movement of the tree.
7. To discover the phyiclogical factor whose variation determines the directive moveinent
*
The “Praying” Palm of Faridpur, growing at an inclination of about 60º to the vertical, exhibited a diurnal
movement by which its head became erected in the morning and depressed towards the afternoon, the outspread
leaves pressing against the ground.
The record of the diurnal movement showed that the head was erected to the highest position between 7 and 8
in the morning, after which there was a continuous fall which reached its climax at 3:15 P.M.; after this the movement was reversed and the maximum erection was again reached next morning.
This phenomenon is not unique, but is found exhibited, more or less, by all trees and their branches and leaves.
Diurnal record of temperature, and movement of the tree showed, that the two curves closely resembled each
other. Rise of temperature was attended by a fall of the tree, and vice versa.
The movement is brought about by the physiological action of temperature; it may be arrested by artificially
induced physiological depression, and is permanently abolished at death.
The movement is primarily determined by the modifying influence of temperature on geotropic curvature. Rise
of temperature is found to oppose or neutralise geotropic curvature, the fall of temperature inducing the opposite
effect. The ever present tendency of upwards geotropic movement is opposed or helped by the effects of rise and
fall of temperature respectively.
The movement of the “Praying” Palm is a thermonastic phenomenon. The tree, apparently so rigid, responds as
a gigantic pulvinoid to the changes of its environment.
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2
The leaf of Mimosa pudixi undergoes a rapid fall when subjected to any kind of shock. This plant has, therefore, been regarded as “sensitive,” in contradistinction to ordinary plants which remain apparently immobile un der external stimulus. I shall, however, show in course of this paper that there is no justification in regarding ordi nary plants as insensitive.
*
A radial organ responds to stimulus by contraction in length; as all its flanks are equally excitable there is no
lateral movement under diffuse stimulus.
Physiological anisotrophy is induced in an organ, originally radial and isotropic, by the unequal action of the
environment on its different sides. Diffuse stimulus induces a greater contraction of the more excitable side.
In a curved tendril the concave side is less excitable than the convex. Diffuse stimulus tends to straighten the
curved tendril.
In the pulvinus of Mimosa pudica, the lower half is eighty times more excitable than the upper, and the fall of
the leaf is due to the predominant contraction of the more excitable lower half.
A diminution of turgor takes place in the excited cells. Restoration of turgor brings about recovery of the leaf
to its normal erect position. Independent experiments show that the fall of the leaf may be brought about by an ar tificial diminution of turgor, and the erection of the leaf by an increase of turgor.
3
Several phenomena of daily periodicity are known, but the relations between the recurrent external changes
and the resulting periodic variations are more or less obscure. As an example of this may be cited the periodic
variation of growth. Here the daily periodicity exhibited by a plant is not only different in varying seasons, but it
also differs in diverse species of plants. The complexity of the problem is very great, for not only are the direct ef fects of the changing environment to be taken into consideration but also their unknown after-effects. Even in the
case of direct effect, different factors, such as light, temperatre, turgor, and so on, are undergoing independent
variations: it may thus happen that their reactions may sometimes be concordant and at other times discordant.
The nyctitropic movement of plants affords another example of daily periodicity. The fanciful name of “sleep”
is often given to the closure of the leaflets of certain plants at night. The question whether plants sleep or not may
be put in the form of the definite inquiry: Is the plant equally excitable throughout day and night ? If not, is there
any definite period at which it practically bees its excitability? Is there, again, another period at which the plant
wakes up, as it were, to a condition of maximum excitability?
In the course of my investigations on the irritabiiity of Mimosa pudica, I became aware of the existence of
such a daily periodicity; that is to say, the moto-excitability of the pulvinus was found to be markedly diminished
or even completely abolished at a certain definite period of the day; at another equally definite period, the excitability was observed to have attained its climax.
The observations on the periodic variation of excitability appeared at first to be extremely puzzling. It might be
thought, for example, that light would prove to be favourable for inoto-excitability; in actual experiment the results apparently contradicted such a supposition, for the excitability of the plant was found much higher in the
evening than in the morning.
Favourable temperature, again, might be regarded as an important factor for the enhancement of the moto-excitability; it was, nevertheless found that though the excitatory response was only moderate at that period of night
when the temperature was at its minimum, yet the excitahility was altogether abolished at another period when the
temperature was several degrees higher.
The obscurities which surrounded the subject were only removed as a result of protracted investigation and
comparison of continuous automatic records made by the plant itself during several months, beginning with winter and ending in summer.
The question whether a plant like Mimosa exhibits diurnal variation of excitability can be experimentally investigated by subjecting the plant at every hour of the day and night to a test-stimulus of uniform intensity, and
obtaining the corresponding mechanical responses. Under these circumstances the amplitude of response at any
time will serve as a measure of the excitability of the plant at the particular time. Any periodic fluctuation of re sponse will then demonstrate the periodic character of variation of excitability.
The investigation thus resolves itself into:
1. the sucesiul construction of a Response Recorder which will automatically record the response of the
plant to uniform periodic stimulation at all hours of day or night;
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2. the study of the effects of various external conditions on excitability;
3. the diurnal variation of excitability and its relation to the changes of external conditions.
*
The moto-excitability of Mimosa was gauged every hour of the day and night, by the amplitude of the response
to a testing stimulus. This is effected by means of automatic devices which excite the plant periodically by an absolutely constant stimulus, and record the corresponding mechanical response.
From the record thus obtain, it was found that the excitabiity of the plant is not the same throughout the day,
but undergoes a variation characteristically different at different times of the day. In a typical case in spring the
excitability attained its maximum value after 1 P.M. and remained constant for several hours. There was then a
continuous fall of excitability, the minimum being reached, at about eight in the morning. The plant at this time
was practically insensitive. The moto-excitability was then gradually enhanced in a staircase manner till it again
reached a maximum next afternoon.
The effect of sudden darkness was found to induce a transient depression, followed by revival of excitability.
The effect of persistent darkness was to induce a depression.
Exposure to light from darkness caused a transient depression, followed by an enhancement of excitability.
Excessive turgor induced a diminished response.
Lowering of temperature induced a depression of excitability, culminating in an abolition of response.
The after-effect of excessive cold was a prolonged depression of excitability.
Excitability was enhanced by rising temperature up to an optimum; above this point, depression was induced.
Owing to physiological inertia the change of excitability induced by variation of external condition lags behind
the inducing cause.
The diurnal variation of excitability is primarily due to diurnal variation of temperature. The effect is modified
in a minor degree by variation of light.
4
The most suitable plant for researches on irritability of plants is Mimosa pudica, which can be obtained in all
parts of the world. An impression unfortunataly prevails that the excitatory reaction of the plant can be obtained
only in summer and under favourable circumstances; this has militated against its extensive use in physiological
experiments, but the misgiving is without any foundation; for I found no difficulty in demonstrating even the most
delicate experiments on Mimosa before the meeting of the American Association for the Advancement of Science
held during Christmas of 1914. The prevailing outside temperature at the time was considerably below the freezing point. With foresight and care it should not be at all difficult to maintain in a hothouse a large number of these
plants in a sensitive condition all the year round.
In order to remove the drawback connected with the supply of sufficient material, I commenced an investiga tion to find whether a detached leaf preparation could be made as effective for the study of irritability as the whole
plant.
Here we have at the central end of the leaf the pulvinus, which acts as the contractile organ; the conducting
strand in the interior of the petiole, on the other hand, is the vehicle for transmission of excitation. The problem to
be solved is the rendering of an isolated petiole-and-pulvinus of Mimosa as efficient for researches on irritability
as the nerve-and-muscle preparation of a frog. On the success of this attempt depended the practical opening out
of an extended field of physiological investigation which would be unhampered by any scarcity of experimental
material.
In connection with this it is well to note the surprising difference in vegetative growth as exhibited by plants
grown in soil and in pots. A pot-specimen of Mimosa produces relatively few leaves, but one grown in the open
ground is extremely luxuriant.
As an instance in point, I may state that for the last five months I have taken from a plant grown in a field
about 20 leaves a day for experiment, without making any impression on it. A large box containing soil would be
practically as good as the open ground, and the slower rate of growth in a colder climate could be easily made up
by planting half a dozen specimens. The protection of the plants from inclemencies of weather can be ensured by
means of a glass cover with simple heat-regulation by electric lamps, in place of an expensive greenhouse.
Returning to the question of the employment of an isolated leaf, which I shall designate as a petiole-pulvinus
preparation, instead of the entire plant, the first attempts which I made proved unsuccessful. The cut leaf kept in
water would sometimes exhibit very feeble response, at other times all signs of excitability appeared to be totally
abolished. It was impossible to attempt an investigation on the effect of changing environment on excitability
when the normal sensitiveness itself underwent so capricious a change.
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These difficulties were ultimately overcome from knowledge derived through systematic investigation on the
relative importance of the different parts of the motor apparatus, on the immediate and after-effect of section on
the excitability of the leaf, and on the rate of decay of this excitability on isolation from the plant. The experience
thus gained enabled me to secure long-continued and uniform sensibility under normal conditions. It was thus
possible to study the physiological effects of changing external conditions by observing the responsive variation
in the isolated petiole-pulvinus preparation.
I propose to deal with the different aspects of the investigation in the following order:
1. the effect of wound or section in modification of normal excitability;
2. the change of excitability after immersion in water;
3. quantitative determination of the rate of decay of excitability in an isolated preparation;
4. effect of amputation of the upper half of pulvinus;
5. effect of removal of the lower half;
6. influence of the weight of leaf on rapidity of responsive fall;
7. the action of chemical agents;
8. effect of “fatigue” on response;
9. the influence of constant electric current on recovery;
10. the action of light and darkness on excitability.
*
On isolation of a petiole-pulvinus preparation, the shock of operation is found to paralyse its sensibility. After
suitable mounting the excitability is restored, and remains practically uniform for nearly 24 hours. After this a
depression sets in, the rate of fall of excitability becomes rapid 40 hours after the operation, sensibility being
finally abolished after the fiftieth hour.
Experiments carried out on the effect of weight, and the influence of selective amputation of the upper and
tower halves of the pulvinus, show that in determining the rapidity of fall of leaf, the assumed factors of the
expansive foice of the upper half of the pulvinus and the weight of the leaf are negligible compared to the force of
active contraction exerted by the lower half of the pulvinus. The excitability of the lower half is eighty times
greater than that of the upper.
Chemical agents induce charactistic changes in excitability. Hydrogen peroxide acts as a stimulant. Barium
chloride renders the recovery incomplete: but tetanisation\fn{ Induced convulsion} temporarily removes the induced
sluggishness. Acids and alkalis induce antagonistic reactions, abolition of excitability with alkali taking place in a
contracted, and with acid in an expanded, condition of the pulvinus.
The responses exhibit fatigue when the period of rest is diminished. The passage of constant current is found to
remove the fatigue.
Response is enhanced on exposure to light, and diminished in darkness. Light is shown to exert a direct
stimulating action on the pulvinus, independent of photosynthesis.
5
The plant Mimosa offers the best material for investigation on conduction of excitatian. With regard to this
question the prevailing opinion had been that in plants like Mimosa, there is merely a transmission of hydromechanical disturbance and no transmission of true excitation comparable with the animal nerve.
I have, however, been able to show that the transmission in the plant is not a mechanical phenomenon, but a
propagation of excitatory protoplasmic change. This has been proved by the arrest of conduction by the
application of various physiological blocks.
Thus local application of increasing cold retards, and finally abolishes the conducting pcwer. The conducting
tissue becomes paralysed for a time as an after-effect of application of cold; the lost conducting power may,
however, be quickly restored by tetanising electric shocks.
The conducting power of an animal nerve is arrested by an electrotonic block, the conductivity being restored
on the cessation of the current. I have succeeded in inducing similar electrotonic block of conduction in Mimosa.
Conductivity of a selective portion of petiole may also be permanently abolished by local action, of poisonous
solution of potassium cyanide.
Having thus established the physiological character of the transmitted impulse in plants I shall now proceed to
give some of the principal results of my earlier and recent investigations on the effects of various agencies on
conduction of excitation in plants.
Apart from any question of hydro-mechanical transmission, it is important to distinguish two different modes
of transmission of excitation. In a motile tissue contraction of a cell causes a physical deformation and stimulation
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of the neighbouring cell. Examples of this are furnished by the cardiac muscle of the animal, the pulvinus of
Mimosa, and the stamen of Berberis. This mode of propagation may better be described as a convection of
excitation.
The condtition of excitation, as in a nerve, is a different, process ef transmission of protoplasmic change. The
conducting tissue in this case does not itself exhibit any visible change of form. In the plant the necessary
condition for transmission of excitation to a distance is that the conducting tissue should be possessed of
protoplasrnc continuity in a greater or less degree.
This condition is fulfilled by vascular bundles. There being greater facility of transmission along the bundles
than across thrm, the velocity in the longitudinal direction is very much greater than in the transverse.
For accurate determination of velocity of transmission the testing stimulus should be quantitative and capabie
of repetition. Abnormal high velocity has been observed in Mimosa by applying crude and drastic methods of
stimulation, by a transverse cut or a burn. This is apt to give rise to a very strong hydro-dynamic disturbance,
which travelling with great speed, delivers a mechanical blow on the responding pulvinus. Such hydro-dynamic
transmission is not the same as physiological conduction.
In the primary petiole of Mimosa the highest velocity under electic stimulation I find to be about 30mm per
second. This velocity is considerably lower than the velociy in the nerve of higher animals, but higher than in the
lower animals. As an example of the latter, mention may be made of the velocity of 10mm. per second in the
nerve of Anodon\fn{A genus of fresh-water bivalves} and 1mm. per second in the nerve of Eledone.\fn{A genus of
octopus}
*
There are two different types of propagationof exditation: by convection, and by conduction. In the former the
excited cell undergoes deformation and causes mechanical stimulation of the next; example of this type is seen in
the stamen of Berberi.
The conduction of excitation consists, on the other hand, of propagation of excitatory protoplasmic change.
The transmission in the petiole of Mimosa is a phenomsnon of conduction. This conduction takes place along
vascular elements. The conductivity is very much greater in the longitudinal than in the transverse direction.
Rise of temperature enhances, and fall of temperature lowers, the rate of conduction. Excitation is transmitted
in both directions; the centrifugal velocity is greater than the centripetal.
Dessication of conducting tissue by glycerine enhances the conducting power. Local application of cold
depresses or arrests the conduction. Application of poison permanently abolishes the power of conduction.
Conductivity is modified by the effect of season, being higher in summer than in winter.
The power of conduction is also modified by age. In young specimens the conducting power is low, the
conductivity is at its maximum in fully grown organs; but a decline of conductivity sets in with age.
The tonic condition of a tissue has an influence on conductivity. In an optimum condition, the velocity is the
same for feeble or strong stimulus. Excessive stimulation induces a temporary depression of the conducting
power.
The effects are different in a sub-tonic tissue: velocity of transmission increases with intensity of stimulus;
after-effect of stimulus is to initiate or enhance the conducting power. The conducting path is canalised by
stimulus.
6
I have in my previous works described investigations on the conduction of excitation in Mimosa pudica. It was
there shown that the various characteristics of the propagation of excitation in the conducting tissue of the plant
are in every way similar to those in the animal nerve. Hence it appeared probable that any newly found phenomenon in the one case was likely to lead to discovery of a similar phenomenon in the other.
As the transmission of excitation is a phenomenon of propagation of molecular disturbance in the conducting
vehicle, it appeared that the excitatory impulse could be controlled by inducing in the conducting tissue two
opposite 'molecular dispositions, using that term in the widest sense.
The possibility of accomplishing this by the directive action of an electric current had attracted my attention
for many years.
*
The variation of conductivity induced by the directive action of current has been investigated by two different
methods:
1. the method in which the normal speed and its induced variation are automatically recorded;
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2. that in which the variation in the intensity of transmitted excitations is gauged by the varying amplitudes
of resulting responses.
The great difficulty arising from leakage of the exciting induction current into the polarising circuit was successfully overcome by the interposition of a choking coil.
The following summarises the effects of direction and intensity of an electric current, on transmission of excitation through the conducting tissue of the 'plant.
The velocity of transmission is enhanced against the direction of a feeble current, and retarded in the direction
of the current.
Feeble heterodromous current enhances conductivity, homodromous current, on the other hand, depresses it.
Ineffectively transmitted excitation becomes effectively transmitted under heterodromous current. Effectively
transmitted excitation, on the other hand, becomes ineffectively transmitted under the action of homodromous
current.
The after-effect of a current is a transient conductivity change, the sign of which is opposite to that induced
during the passage of current. The after-effect of a heterodromous current is, thus, a transient depression, that of
homodromous current, a transient enhancement of conductivity.
The characteristic variations of conductivity inuced in animl nerve by the direction and intensity of current rate
in every way similar to those induced in the conducting tissue of the plant.
These various effects are demonstrated by the employment of not one, but various kinds of testing stimulus,
such as the excitation caused (1) by a single break-induction shock or (2) by a series of equi-alternating tetanising
shocks or (3) by chemical stimulation.
226.122 What Are The Superstitions That Must Be Removed For The Betterment Of Our Country?\fn{by
Bamasundari Devi (before 1861- )} Pabna, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 3
The betterment of this country would be possible if the hatred that the majority of the people here feel against
Brahmoism is removed. When faith shines brightly all evils that this country suffers from will disappear by
themselves. With the spreading light of Brahmoism caste differences and caste hatred will evaporate; the system
of marriage will become purer; no one will be able to attribute to the Bengali nation the sins of falsehood, deceit,
perjury, betrayal of faith, and so on. If we devote ourselves to religion and to God, good fortune will dawn upon
us.
Ah! Let this pure faith be enthroned in all our hearts; let all our thoughts, our aspirations, our discourses and
our practice follow this ideal. Whether we are by ourselves or in society or in our place of work let it remain
constantly with us. O my Brahmo brothers and sisters, everything relating to Brahmoism depends on you. When
you shall be clad in the beauty of this religion; when it shall make you transparent and pure both externally and
internally; when you shall be able to show honesty in your work, firm perseverance in danger and gratefulness to
the giver of all blessings in happiness and prosperity; when in performing God’ work you shall not regard labour
as labour; when you shall not regard grave danger as danger; when the pure austerity of your lives shall be a
preventive to all excess, when your home shall be the repository of unalloyed peace, and constant love and
affection shall be present in your family; then and then only shall you be a living example to all; your lives shall
be like scriptures and the strength of Brahmoism will disseminate itself all over the country.
So long as our faith in the one God is not complete, instead of gaining in happiness and prosperity we shall
gradually move to a state of extinction. Alas! The people in our country suffer from such dreadful illusion that
they perceive divinity in material forms and worship them with all kinds of offerings, and even offer bribes to
such imaginary deities to rid themselves of whatever misfortunes might befall them.
Alas! What vanity is this! How can any welfare take place so long as such illusions are not removed from all
minds! No, it is quite impossible. O worthy people of my country! Take the sword of knowledge and with one
stroke cut down from the roots the thorn tree of false opinions.
The noble Raja Rammohan Roy had established the Brahmo Society in our country, look what improvements
have come to the country as a result of that.
If Brahmoism spreads over all places and enters the realm of all our minds, oh! what an inexpressible
happiness will then pervade our lives! At thjs moment all our hopes, all our courage rests on this Brahmo religion;
if it declines our country also declines, if it blossoms our country will blossom too. What can erase the shameful
vices that exist in Bengali society? How can the roots of superstitions, lack of faith, shame and indiscipline be
destroyed? Only through the Brahmo religion. Who can uproot the terrible hatred that persists between castes and
between nationalities and transform all castes into one nation and all nationalities into one family? That too can be
done by Brahmoism alone.
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In this world there is nothing more vicious than hatred and arrogance. Our first duty therefore is to abjure these
vices.
Great good might come of the habit of travelling if it can be inculcated among the people of our country. We
may then learn about the system of governance in different countries, and also learn many languages. It might
benefit us if we acquaint ourselves with the qualities of many wonderful trees that grow in other countries but are
not to be found in ours. We may also know to what extent the light of education has spread in other lands than our
own. If students can travel to England and sit for examinations there, their prestige and fame may be enhanced.
But in our country people have this wholly false superstition about losing one’s caste by going to England. The
one Lord has blessed some communities so that in them this fear of losing caste has disappeared. Believers in the
Brahmo religion as of now do not acknowledge caste divisions. If these campaigners of the new outlook decide to
go to England and express that desire, their father, brother and others vent their anger upon them, alas! How much
this is to be regretted!
Women’s education can benefit the country in many ways. Women of our country are completely ignorant
about good domestic management, proper behaviour with relatives and the rearing and educating of children. In
our country many women who become pregnant do not take proper care of their health. Instead of doing that
which would keep them healthy they indulge in practices which are likely to impair their health. They take food
according to their whims without any discrimination, and are most careless in their daily movements. They do not
know what harm can befall the child in the womb as a result of these irregularities. Had they known they probably
would have desisted from these. During pregnancy some women have an irresistible craving for harmful treats,
such as unripe kul, [a kind of plum] unripe tamarind, chillies, red and green, and potsherds. It is perhaps for this
reason that among our people when the ritual of feeding a pregnant woman with objects of her desire takes place a
feast of unripe things is laid out. However, this desire for out-of-the way food is merely the outcome of their
imagination.
In this country we have the atrocious custom of allotting the worst part of the house as the labour room. The
clothes that the women wear are those which are unfit for others’ use, alas! The children who are born come out of
one prison only to be incarcerated in another.
Their lack of education also prevents our women from appreciating what good results might ensue if women
act according to the bidding of their husbands and if they serve their husbands and try constantly to give them
satisfaction.
It is the duty of parents to hand over their daughter to a good husband. Oh! If both husband and wife are
educated there is no gainsaying how much pleasure they may have in mutual communication. Adequate examples
of this are provided by virtuous educated men who live in the company of wives endowed with many qualities.
Everyone should without delay look upon the members of his own household with favaur and impart education to
them. It is incumbent on women to obey their parents when they are children; when they attain maturity it is
necessary for them to serve their husbands and carry out their commands, to look after the household and their inlaws, to excel in cooking and to nurture their children.
No waman should regard any man other than her husband with eyes of desire. Nor should she live with any
other man or keep the company of unchaste women.
A wife who is competent in housework, dear to her husband, soft-spoken, modest, bashful, chaste, virtuous,
paying homage to the one God, enjoys eternal happiness both in this world and the next. The wife whose praises
are not sung by her husband, whose husband is displeased with her, is not a wife at all. On the other hand, the wife
who serves her husband gladly and without anger in spite of being continually greeted with her husband’s cruel
words and wrathful eyes alone succeeds in winning her husband’s heart and sharing his religious faith.
A husband may live in the city or in the forest, be chaste or unchaste, fortune’s favourite or bereft of riches, he
may reside in a palace or a hovel, be virtuous or without virtue, handsome or ill-favoured, it is meet that a woman
should always be satisfied with him. O women of my country! Practise learning whenever you can spare time
from housework, then you will truly know what a great pleasure it is to serve one’s husband.
We are unable to describe in words what harm is being done by the absence of education among women. If a
learned, liberal, broad-minded man marries an ignorant, quarrelsome, and mean-minded wife the company of that
illiterate spouse can never give him any mental satisfaction. Whatever practices are known to the husband to be
vain and harmful are followed by his superstitious wife who considers them to be the very stuff of life. The
extreme disharmony between the two causes that which is highly respected by one, to be held in neglect and
contempt by the other.
Thus these couples endure intolerable suffering all their lives due to lack of knowledge and education. Most
wives continually quarrel with family members, and counsel their husbands to relinquish them and live separately.
Alas! Brothers who loved each other dearly are separated very soon by their mischievous wives.
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This country may benefit infinitely if the evil practice of Kulinism is withdrawn. Kulin brahmins may take as
many wives as they wish to. Even octogenarians among them have no difficulty in finding brides. The shrotriyas
and bangshajas (who are inferior to the kulins in status) consider themselves fortunate to be able to hand over
their daughters to them. A five-year-old child may be handed over to a sixty-year-old groom. It is said that many
kulin brahmins go through forty, fifty, sixty; seventy; eighty; even one hundred marriages.
Alas! When such a polygamous man dies what numbers of wives fall into widowhood and go through
unbearable suffering! Therefore, it is this marriage system which has become the repository of all evil and all
kinds of sins. We must admit that acts of adultery and foeticide proceed from it.
Large numbers of kulin maidens have to spend their whole lives in an unmarried state, their guardians having
failed to find suitable grooms for them. Alas! Their lives are submerged in the sea of sorrow. Noble men of my
country! Wake up from your slumber of error, open your eyes to knowledge and see what great evils are taking
place due to the practice of Kulinism.
Good may ensue if the system of remarriage for child widows becomes accepted in society. O what untold and
intolerable anguish has to be endured by these poor, powerless, ill-nourished young widows who are always
weeping in their grieving hearts; no one taking pity on them or giving them the treatment that might redress this
pain. They receive no redress even when it is there. The fire within their hearts consumes them constantly No-one
is merciful enough even to give them a drop of water which may quench this fire. Even while there is water there
is not a drop for them to drink. O One God! Where are you? O Truth! Are you still living? O Virtue! Have you
disappeared altogether?
A stone might break apart on hearing the sorrows of child widows. Those who are penalized by life
imprisonment for some heinous crime at least have the consolation that their suffering is in consequence of their
sins. How can child widows console themselves? Women who have their sole support in their husbands weep and
wail after being widowed, finding the whole world immersed in darkness as on a new moon night. Yet, alas, what
matter of regret! No one feels the slightest mercy even after seeing and hearing such things all around him. O allgood, all-powerful God, look at our country with eyes of pity; the unfortunate plight of this country cannot be
tolerated anymore.
The status of our country may improve if the system of child marriage is abolished. Alas! 0 God, is the
influence of this evil custom of our country going to multiply with time? Will it never abate? What tribulations
people endure by being married off while still in a state of ignorance! Those who have committed this great sin of
child marriage have to spend days and nights in finding bread to maintain their families. They have to endure
continuous insults in their daily transactions, cursing themselves every moment on hearing the heart-rending cries
of their hungry children, and to tolerate the fiery torment of remorse each time they are looking at the sad faces of
their wives. A child produced before the body is fully matured can never be strong and healthy.
To marry in one’s old age is as much of a sin as child marriage. A child born in one’s old age just like a child
produced before physiological maturity cannot be strong and healthy. A decrepit seed even if it is planted often
fails to germinate; even if it germinates it cannot become a strong seed-yielding plant. Similarly; marriage in old
age ends in childlessness; even if a child is born that child remains weak and sickly, and suffers throughout life.
Sometimes the child is devoured by death, leaving the parents who are responsible for it disconsolate.
Of all the principal causes of the present state of decline of our country, caste prejudice is the foremost. We
cannot imagine any betterment so long as this is not abolished. The Hindus look down upon English people as
mlechhas. They have to purify their bodies with Ganges water if there is any contact, but the great achievements
of these mlechhas in recent times remain inaccessible to Hindus even in their dreams.
It is strange that we cannot get rid of our arrogance even after experiencing all this. To be arrogant one needs
to have some qualities. The people of our country have arrogance even without possessing the qualities.
O universal benefactor, saviour and giver of joy! Please look upon us mercifully, then and only then can all
evil be uprooted. You are dearer to us than father, brother or friend, so to whom else but to you should we make
our appeal for the redressal of our fallen state? This is why I appeal to you.
O Greatly Merciful! Relieve our country of its sore distress by raining upon us drops of mercy from your
infinite storehouse.
226.213 Excerpt from Life And Experiences Of A Bengali Chemist\fn{by Prafulla Chandra Ray (1861-1944)} RaruliKatpara, Khulna District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
I was born on August 2, 1861. This year, it is interesting to note, is memorable in the annals of Chemistry for
the discovery of thallium by Crookes. My native village is Raruli, in the district of Jessore (at present Khulna). It
is situated, on the banks of the river Kapotakshi, which follows a meandering course for forty miles (only 16
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miles as the crow flies) till it reaches Sagardari, the birth place of our great poet Madhusudan Datta. And higher
up lies the village of Polua Magura known of late years as Amrita-bazar, the birth place of Sisir Kumar Ghosh, the
veteran journalist. The village adjoining Raruli on the north is Katipara, the residence of the
zamindars\fn{Landlords:H} of the Ghosh family, from which came the mother of Madhusudan.\fn{ Janhavi Dasi, the
mother of Madhusudan, was the daughter of Gouricharan Ghosh, zamindar of Katipara } These two villages are often hyphened
together and called Raruli-Katipara.
My father was born a little over a century ago (1826).\fn{ I.e., from 1932, the date this book was published:H} He
learned Persian, which was then the court language, under a Maulavi (a Moslem teacher of Arabic and Persian),
acquiring considerable proficiency in this tongue and also picking up a smattering of Arabic. He often used to say
that, though he was born and brought up in an orthodox Hindu family, it was the divan of Hafiz that completely
changed his mental outlook. He even used to partake secretly of the savoury dish of. chicken-curry. It is scarcely
necessary here to add that if any member of the family had come to know of it, he would have been shocked and
scandalised at such conduct.
After completing his education under the parental roof, my father was sent to Krishnagar (Nadia) about the
year 1846, in order that he might have the benefit of an English education at the collegiate school, which had just
been founded. While preparing for the junior scholarship examination he was among the fortunate ones who sat at
the feet of the renowned and saintly teacher, Ramtanu Lahiri. As Captain D. L. Richardson was then Principal of
Krishnagar College, my father, though not exactly a student of his, must have imbibed something of his spirit and
fervour. I have still with me a copy of the Lives of British Poets by this pioneer educationist of Bengal. It is a book
I have read over and over again and treasure as a priceless heirloom.
Had my father not been abruptly called away he would surely have made progress in the college department in
due time and sat for the senior scholarship examination.\fn{ These were pre-university days} He had to give up his
studies prematurely because he was the only surviving son of my grandfather, who held a Seristadarship at
Jessore, a lucrative post in those days; and there was no one at home to look after the family estates. Another
reason seems to he that about this time Madhusudan Datta had embraced Christianity, which sent a thrill of horror
into Hindu society. My grandfather feared that my father, after imbibing the heretical notions then preached by the
alumni of the old Hindu College, might be led to renounce the faith of his ancestors.
Here I may allude for a moment to our family history in a setting of the political, social and economic
conditions prevailing at the time. The Ray Choudhuris of Bodh-Khana belong to a prosperous, enterprising, and
adventurous stock. Many of its scions had held important appointments under the nawabs\fn{Formerly, powerful
ruling Muslim princes or landowners of India } of Bengal and got large grants of lands in the newly colonised abads
(settlements) in the deltaic regions of Jessore.
The Muslim firs in the 14th, 15th, and 16th centuries, with tbe zeal of the Pilgrim Fathers, carried the banner of
Islam to these quarters and planted colonies’ and the very names of the places round about bear eloquent
testimony to their zeal and activities, e.g. Islamkati, Mahmudkati, Hoseinpur, Hasnabad (i.e. Hosein Abad).
Conspicuous among those Islamic path-finders stands the name of Khanja Ali, who built the famous Sat Gambuj
or “Sixty domes” near Bagerhat about I450 A.D. Some ten miles down Raruli on the river Kapotakshi is another
structure which is also attributed to the above-named pioneer coloniser.
When, during the extension of cultivation into the Sundarban forest, some people were clearing the jungle
along the banks of the Kapotakshi river, at a point about six miles south of Chandkati, they came upon an ancient
mosque, close by the river-bank and they called the village by the name of Masjid Kur—“the digging out a
mosque.” The building, thus found, proclaims at first glance that it owes its origin to the same hand that built the
Sat Gambuz.
My remote ancestor migrated to this village at the time of the Emperor Jahangir\fn{ Emperor 1605-1627} or it may
be a little later and held grants of land in several of the adjoining villages. My great-grandfather, Manik Lal Ray,
rose to the position of Dewan of the Collector of Nadia (Krishnagar) and Jessore. In the early days of British rule,
the Dewans, the Nazirs and Seristadars were the right-hand men of the British Collectors of land revenue, and of
Magistrates and Judges.
Lord Cornwallis, the author of the Permanent Settlement in Bengal, evidently prejudiced against the system of
corruption and venality, which obtained under the Nawabs of Bengal and at the beginning of the East India
Company’s rule up to the time of Warren Hastings, practically excluded Indians from all the higher and lucrative
posts in the administration. No doubt he had apparent justification for the course he adopted. Navakrishna,
afterwards Raja Navakrishna, and the founder of the Sovabazar Raj family, Munshi of Robert Clive, drawing a
nominal monthly pay of Rs. 60/-, spent nine lakhs\fn{900,000} of rupees on the occasion of his mother’s sradh
(funeral ceremony), and nine lakhs of rupees in those days would represent at least half a crore (=£400,000) at the
present day. The Dewan of Warren Hastings, Gangagobind Singh, who was the founder of the Paikpara Raj,
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accumulated immense wealth and acquired rich zemindaries by expropriating the older territorial magnates, while
Kanta Mudi (mudi-lit. a grocer), who harboured Warren Hastings in his petty shop at Cossimbazar at imminent
risk of his own life, was not forgotten by his grateful protégé when he became the arbiter of the destiny of Bengal.
Hastings sought out his old benefactor and showered rich rewards on him in the shape of escheated estates wrung
out from the hapless owners who failed to meet the iniquitous exactions of the Company. It is unnecessary here to
allude to the atrocities perpetrated by Gangagovind Singh and by Devi Singh, founder of the Nashipur Raj, at
Rungpur, for they are familiar to the readers of Burke’s Impeachment of Warren Hastings.
One might suppose that I am making a laboured apology for the ostracism of Indians that is justly regarded as
a blot on the otherwise beneficent rule of Cornwallis.\fn{ “It has been the opprobrium of our administration ever since the days
of Lord Cornwallis,” that “with the progress of our empire a blight comes over the prospects of the higher and more influential classes of
native society”, that “there is no room for their aspirations in our system of government; they sink down to one dead level of depression in
their own land. … It would be difficult to discover in history another instance of this ostracism of a whole people. The grandsons of the
Gauls, who resisted Caesar, became Roman senators. The grandsons of the Rajpoots, who opposed Babar in his attempt to establish the
Mogul power and at the battle of Biana all but nipped his enterprise in the bud, were employed by his grandson, Akbar, in the government
of provinces and the command of armies, and they fought valiantly for him on the shores of the Bay of Bengal and on the banks of the
Oxus. They rewarded his confidence by unshaken loyalty to the throne, even when it was endangered by the conspiracies of his own
Mahommedan satraps. But wherever our sovereignty was established.in India the path of honourable ambition, and every prospect of fame,
wealth and power, was at once closed on the natives of the country. This proscription was rendered the more galling by comparison with the
practice of the native courts around where the highest prizes were open to universal competition.”—Marshman: History of India. [This is
the same Cornwallis who was obliged to surrender his army after the battle of Yorktown, Virginia, to French and American besieging
forces, one of the pivotal events in the defeat of British arms in their adventures with the North American colonials:H] “But we place the
European beyond the rea,ch of temptation. To the Native, a man whose ancestors perhaps bore high command, we assign some ministerial
office, with a poor stipend of twenty or thirty rupees (£2) or £3) a month. Then we pronounce that the Indians are .eorrupt, and no race of
men but the company’s European servants are fit to govern them.”—Sir Henry Strachey (1820) }

Nothing can be farther from my object. In fact, the remedy adopted proved worse than the disease. The Civil
Servants, utterly ignorant of the language, manners and customs of the people, were often helpless tools in the
hands of their unscrupulous Indian subordinates, who would have been more than human, had they failed to take
advantage of the enviable position they held. There would be, say, a failure of the crops and the unlucky
zemindar, trembling lest the rigorous enforcement of the “Sunset Law” would reduce him to abject penury at one
stroke of the auction hammer, would apply to the Collector who in exercising his discretionary power was often
guided by the Seristadar or Dewan; the latter would throw his influence into the scale in proportion as his palm
was greased. In criminal cases the decision of the Judge was also more or less coloured by the hints and
suggestions of the Peshkar, and as there was no jury system, the importance of these underlings can well be
guessed. Instances were by no means rare in which the conscience of the helpless Judge was in the safe custody of
the Peshkar.
My great-grandfather, Manik Lal Ray was, as has already been said, a Dewan\fn{ The term dewan was used in a
somewhat loose and comprehensive sense. Thus Dwaraka Nath Tagore, grandfather of Rabindranath, was the Dewan of Nimak Chouki that
is, the “Salt Toll” house. Mr. Digby. in the account prefixed to Ram Mohan Ray’s translation of Kena Upanishad and Abridgement of the
Vedanta says, “He (Ram Mohan) was afterwards employed as dewan or principal native officer in the collection of revenues, in the district
of which I was for five years (1809-14) Collector in the East India Company's Civil Service.”—Miss Collet’s Life and Letters of Raja Ram
Mohan Roy, London, 1900, pp. 10-11. … “In Settlement work in those days, the trusted native seristadars were, as a rule, the chief agents
employed by the Collectors, who were guided to a large extent by their decisions and counsels.”—Sivanath Sastri, History of the Brahmo
Samaj, p. 12 … See also an article in the Modern Review by B. N. Bannerji, May, 1930, p. 572 } of the Collector of Krishnagar and
later of Jessore a century ago, in which capacity his emoluments in the shape of douceur\fn{Bribes} must have

been enormous. When I was a child I used to hear fairy tales of the wealth amassed by him. Company’s sicca
rupees used to be periodically despatched home in big earthen pots swinging equipoised from the ends of a
bamboo pole flung over the shoulders of trusty carriers. As the Nadia-Jessore Grand Trunk Road was infested
with dacoits these pots were superficially covered with batasa (thin sugar puffs) to disarm all suspicion.
My grandfather Anandalai Ray was Seristadar of Jessore and added considerably to the family estates. He died
suddenly of apoplexy at Jessore; my father hurried to the place from Raruli but was too late to receive from his
lips his parting message.
My great-grandfather must have piled up what may be regarded as a fortune, but the landed property he
purchased about the year 1800 represented only a fraction of his wealth. Several explanations have been offered to
account for the disappearance of his surplus wealth. When a mere child I often used to hear from the lips of the
oldest surviving ladies of the family that my great-grandfather was one day playing chess when a letter was
delivered to him; he stopped for a moment. read it through and only heaved a deep sigh. There was, however, no
visible manifestation on his countenance and he went on with the game as if nothing unusual had happened.
It appears that the bank in which a considerable portion of his savings was deposited had failed. He was.
however. as I have indicated. too shrewd a man to have placed all his eggs in one basket and he seems to have
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followed the custom of the good old days of hoarding his wealth underground or secreting it in the vaults in the
ground floor or inside the pucca\fn{Real} brick walls. As a matter of fact, one such empty vault I came across
when I was a child. The family tradition is that my grand-father knew the secret, but the abrupt termination of his
life prevented it from being communicated to my father.
The upper story of the inner quadrangle of our ancestral house, still existing, has its doors armour-plated, so to
speak; i.e., coated with sheets of iron riveted with bolts, so that dacoits might not easily break open the doors, and
a portion of it still goes by the traditional name malkhana (lit. in Persian, “treasure house”). My father probed
several places in the walls in search of the treasure but to no purpose and patches can still be recognised here and
there in which new bricks and mortars have been inserted. Years after, when my father was illvolved in pecuniary
embarrassment and the family estates began to be sold one after another, my mother, though singularly free from
superstitious notions, considering the time in which she lived, sought the help of a guni (lit., an accomplished
man, adept or diviner) and according to his indication dug open a place underneath the staircase but to no purpose
and to no little merriment on my part as I never had any faith in such divinations.
At the age of 25 or so, my father undertook the management of his estates. His intellectual equipment was of a
high order. He knew Persian well and as I have already said had; also a smattering of Arabic and Sanskrit. He had
a fair knowledge of classical English literature and it was from his lips that I heard for the first time in my life,
when a merc boy, of such works as Young’s Night Thoughts, and Bacon’s Novum Organum. He was a regular
subscriber to Tatwabodhini Patrika, Vividhartha Sangraha, the journal conducted by Rajendra Lal Mitra, Hindu
Patrika, and Amrita Bazar Patrika and its forerunner Amrita Prabahini and Soma Prakasa. Carey’s translation of
the Holy Bible, Mrityunjaya Vidyalankar’s Probodh-chandrika and Rajabali, Lawson’s Paswavali (Tale of
Animals) and Krishna Mohan Banerjee’s Encyclopredia Bengalensis\fn{A bilingual reader in five parts (1843), dedicated
to Lord Hardinge} were also on the shelves of his library. My great-grandfather was also evidently a man of a fair
degree of culture, considering the age in which he lived, and a proof of it is afforded by the fact that he was a
regular subscriber to Samachar Darpana, almost the first Bengalee journal started by the Serampore missionaries
in 1818, and during my boyhood I found files of it rotting in the library.
My father began his career like a country gentleman in the days of Fielding and he had many traits in common
with Squire Allworthy. Being a man of means he could well afford to indulge his tastes; he was much of Calcutta
and mixed in the refined society of that city, made tbe acquaintance of such leading men as Jatindra Mohan
Tagore, Digambar Mitra, Kristo Das Pal, and Iswar Chandra Vidyasagar. My father was also enrolled as a member
of the British Indian Association in the early sixties of the last century. He was fond of music and could play on
the violin with the skill of an ostad (adept). In the evenings he used to have regular musical soirées and later he
was naturally drawn towards Sourindra Mohan Tagore and his sangitcharyya (an expert teacher in music) Kshetra
Mohan Goswami, both of whom have done great service in the way of revival of Hindu music in Bengal.
One of the first acts of my father, when he took up the management of his estates, was to dismantle the sadar
(outer) quadrangle of the ancestral residence and build it anew. In architecture also his aesthetic taste found ample
scope. Diganibar Mitra (afterwards Raja and C.S.I.\fn{ Companion of the Most Exalted Order of the Star of India, a chivalric
order founded by Queen Victoria in 1861}), who purchased a zemindari called Soladana adjacent to our village, partook
of the hospitality of my father for a day or two and expressed his agreeable surprise at seeing a house with a
furnished drawing room which might vie with any in Calcutta, though situated almost on the boundary of the
sundarbans.\fn{Lands for new, frontier settlements carved out of the jungle:H}
As I have said above, my father settled down on his estates in the year 1850 i.e. eleven years before my birth.
As he had imbibed the ideas of “Young Bengal”, he was one of the pioneers of the educational movement in the
district and almost the first girls’ school was opened by him at Raruli; side by side with this a Middle English
School was also started. Seventy five years ago such schools were rare in most parts of Bengal and were the pride
of the villages in which they were located. At present the district of Khulna alone boasts of as many as forty-five
High English Schools teaching up to the Matriculation standard as also of two first grade colleges and a Girls’
High School.
The economic revolution during my life-time, which is vivid and distinct to my mind’s eye, should demand
some attention here. But as it would break the thread of my narrative, a separate chapter has been reserved for it.
My father was heir to landed estates fetching an annual income of nearly Rs. 6000/- a year; but it was only a
fraction of the actual income enjoyed by the family for the previous two generations; for my great-grandfather and
grandfather had, as I have already said, held lucrative posts. As an instance of the additional property inherited by
my father, it may be mentioned that on the occasion of his marriage my grandfather presented my mother with
ornaments worth some ten thousand rupees; the silver plate in his possession was also worth a good round sum. I
remember seeing in my childhood several guests of position, being served simultaneously on silver plates, dishes,
and cups. My mother used to show me with conscious pride gold mohurs with the stamp of the Mogul Emperors.
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A portion of her ornaments was sold off with my mother’s consent so that it might be converted into a profitable
investment. In fact, a zemindary was purchased in her own name. My father, who was evidently familiar with the
principles of political economy, often used to say that it was sheer folly to lock up savings in jewellery as they
brought in no return. As he also had considerable cash in hand, he opened a money-lending business, which for
several years was a profitable concern. In those days, there was no safe investment for people of limited income
and it was a constant source of anxiety with them how to guard their life’s savings against theft or robbery. As a
result it was the prevalent custom to bury ornaments and cash underground.
When, therefore, my father opened a loan office on his own account, his co-villagers flocked to him with their
savings, to be deposited with him at a fixed rate of interest; the more so as he had a high reputation for probity.
The amount of fluid money in my father’s hand was thus considerable. Years after he came to grief over this new
venture. My father’s, total income, all told, amounted to about ten thousand rupees a year; but on what may today
appear to be an insignificant sum, he lived in almost regal splendour. There were several circumstances that
contributed to this enviable position.
If a circle be drawn round our ancestral abode as the centre and with a radius of four miles, most of our estates
would be found within it. Thus my father lived, moved and had his being in the midst of his own tenantry. The
family mansions, consisting of a pile of two quadrangles—one for the andarmahal (zenana or inner-apartment)
and the other for the sadarmahar {outer quadrangle) and the chandimandap (where pujas are celebrated) with its
double row of pillars, added not a little to the exterior grandeur.
I have already stated that my father’s income all told seldom exceeded Rs. 10,000 a year, but it is evident that
Rs. 10,000 in those days represented at least Rs. 50,000 or half a lakh of the present times. The economic
condition of Ireland in the middle of the eighteenth century is no doubt fairly reflected in Goldsmith’s village
pastor “passing rich with forty pounds a year”. It will also be thus easily understood why my father could live
with the pomp and munificence of the English country squires in the 18 th century living in the midst of their
tenants. There were half-a-dozen paiks and curkandazs carrying long, polished bamboo poles and clubs posted at
the suddurdarwaza. The kutchery over which my father presided from eight till noon bore a brisk and lively
appearance. On one side sat the munshi, on the other the khajanchi and there were also naibs and gomastas
receiving dues from or settling accounts with the ryots and borrowers.
The kutchery was also a regular court for the administra- tion of justice, which was dispensed in a rough and
ready manner, but on the whole to the satisfaction of the parties; as the evidence of the plaintiff and the defendant
was taken in open court so to speak and in an entourage which had local knowledge of the matter in dispute, any
attempt to throw dust in the eyes of the deciding officer by bringing in false witnesses was seldom successful nor
was there any such temptation to do so as is found in our modern law-courts. The system was no doubt open to
reproach as even in those days there were not many resident zemindars and even these had to be approached often
through corrupt and unscrupulous naibs who were not above temptation, whose palms had often to be greased by
the adversary or the defendant. The system in vogue had however one commendable feature. Justice (or injustice)
was dealt out in a rude and patriarchal, but summary and expeditious, manner.
The matter at any rate ended then and there—it had an aspect of finality. I have elaborated this point in a
separate chapter.
2
In those days most of the zemindars were residents in the midst of their tenantry and even if they were
sometimes oppressive there was the compensating virtue—they spent most of what they exacted and screwed out
in the midst of their own ryots and thus a considerable portion flowed back into. the pockets of the latter. Kalidas
in his Raghuvansam thus pithily puts it:
It was only for the good of the people that he collected taxes from them, just as the sun draws moisture from the
earth only to give it back a thousand-fold.

From the middle of the sixties onwards the exodus of the zamindars to Calcutta slowly commenced and at
present most of that well-to-do fraternity are permanent residents of the town. Even in the early thirties of the last
century some of the biggest zemindaries in Rangpur, Dinajpur, Rajshahi, Faridpur, Barisal and Noakhali had
passed into the hands of Calcutta magnates. No wonder that James Mill, the historian, in his evidence before the
Select Committee of the House of Commons of 1831-32 should observe in reply to the query:
Are the greater portions of the zemindars resident upon their zemindaries?—I believe a very considerable portion of
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them are non-resident; they are rich natives who live about Calcutta!
Therefore the experiment of creating a landed gentry in India by means of the zemindary settlement may be
considered to have entirely failed?—I so consider it. As Sinha observes:
“Though apparently milder than the old method of realising revenue—through imprisonment—the sale laws gave
the last blow to the old aristocracy of Bengal. In the course of the twenty-two years following the Permanent
Settlement, one-third or rather one-half of the landed property in Bengal was transferred by public sale, mostly to
absentee landlords in Calcutta.”\fn{ Sinha says elsewhere: At first the zemindaries were sold not in the districts to which they
belonged but in Calcutta at the office of the Board of Regvenue. This gave rise to extensive frauds and intensified the rigours of the
measure. The sale notification of revenue-paying estates took up the bulk of the issues of the Calcutta Gazette of the time and in
addition Extraordinary issues had to be printed}

The immense harm which this vicious custom has inflicted upon the country can scarcely be overestimated. In
the pre-British days it was the custom, religiously observed, to excavate tanks or to construct bunds and also to
build roads. I will have occasion to refer to the miserable condition of the once flourishing reservoirs of water
both for drinking and irrigation purposes in Bankura. I shall now give here a brief account of similar beneficent
arrangements in lower Bengal.
Rani Bhowani, of pious memory, excavated numerous tanks throughout her big estates. In the 16 th and 17th
centuries those Hindu feudal chiefs of Bengal, who for a time asserted their supremacy and semi-independence
even against the great Mogul, excavated tanks of immense dimensions, practically lakes, which even today extort
our admiration. The early colonizers of the lower delta of Bengal—the Mahommedan pirs and gazis—were by no
means behindhand in this respect and this is perhaps the main reason why their pious acts are graven on the
tablets of the hearts of the Hindus. They not only pay homage to their sacred memories by offers of cakes, etc.,
but also by holding annual fairs. Speaking of the tank of Raja Sitaram, Westland [Jessore, p. 29] says:
Though now 170 years old, it is still the noblest reservoir of water in the district. Its area I would estimate by sight at
450 to 500 yards from north to south, and 150 to 200 yards from east to west; and it contains rarely less than 18 to 20
feet of water. It is the greatest single work that Sitaram has left behind him—the only one to which he himself attached
his own Ram\fn{Beveridge in his Bakerganj gives an account of similar big tanks. The digging cost nine lacs of rupees … The tank
is no longer full of water, but Kamala’s good deed has not been unfruitful, for its bed now yields a rich harvest of rice, and its lofty
walls or sides support forty or fifty homesteads, luxuriant in tamarind-trees, gab-fruit trees, and bamboos. It is pleasant to see these
homesteads raised high above the surrounding swamps, and to think that their inhabitants owe their comforts to a forgotten Bengali
princess. We are reminded of the noble language used by Burke when speaking of the tanks in the Carnatic [of Orissa State, then part
of Bengal]: “These are the monuments of real kings, who were the fathers of their people; testators to a posterity which they embraced
as their own. These are the grand sepulchres built by ambition, but by the ambition of an insatiable benevolence which, not contented
with reigning in the dispensation of happiness during the contracted tenure of human life, had strained, with all the reachings and
graspings of a vivacious mind, to extend the domain of their bounty beyond the limits of nature, and to perpetuate themselves through
generations of generations, the guardians, the protectors, the nourishers of mankind. … Dakhin Shahbazpur and Hattia have many
large tanks, which must have been constructed at much expense and labour. They are surrounded by high walls of earth in order to
keep out the salt water. … The work for which Kamala is famous is the excavation of a large tank at a place not far from Kachua, and
near the mouth of the Kalaia river. The tank is now in ruins, but enough remains to show that it was larger than any tank, not excepting
Durga Sagur, which has since been dug in the district}

The erection of the residential quarters of the old landed aristocracy, sometimes of a palatial character, gave
employment to skilled masons and excited the emulation of architects; but partly on account of the decay of old
aristocratic families, and chiefly of the absenteeism of their descendants this class is all but extinct … The old
tanks are nearly all silted up and their beds have become rice fields. Water-famine during six to eight months in
the year is now a permanent feature and the muddy pools supplying the drinking water are often no better than
polluted sewage. Virulent epidemics of cholera pay their annual visits—and levy heavy customary tolls. The
village, overgrown with jungles and choked with weeds, breeds malarial fevers. Those who can afford go away
with their families and live in towns. The college-educated class, the only people with liberal education, have to
earn their livelihood by seeking clerical jobs elsewhere and have become so many runaways. Only the idlers and
the parasites of the bhadralog class and the peasantry are the dwellers in the village.
The absentee landlords living in the Chowringhee quarter of Calcutta have imbibed up-to-date habits of
modern “civilized” life. In their furnished drawing rooms you seldom come across any furniture or articles of
swadeshi (home-made) manufacture. Their garage shelters a Rolls Royce or a Dodge; by a curious irony or
coincidence as I am writing these lines, my eyes are turned towards a “nationalist” paper which devotes a full
page to a motor car advertisement with the heading “The Embodiment of Elegance and Luxury” which offers a
tempting bait to our sybarites of the land-owning and barrister classes. The English merchant princes or
Marwaries, it is true, indulge in these luxuries, but then they are business men; as brokers or managing agents of,
say, half-a-dozen jute mills, they have to run from Budge-Budge to Kankinara and, therefore, they might find it
necessary to detail one or two motor-cars for their daily round. They earn a hundred, nay a thousand, times more
than they spend and in many cases they are the producers of real wealth whereas our anglicised zemindars and the
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“Lions of the Bar” are mere parasites—they do not add a single farthing to the country’s wealth, but have become
the chosen instruments for the draining away of the country’s wealth—the life-blood of the peasants—to foreign
lands. Lalit Madhab Sen-Gupta, M.A., writing in the Advance, July 6, 1930 on “Deserted Village” observes:
Whoever happens to go to a village in Bengal and stays there for a couple of months will be simply amazed at the
ways the people in a village spend their days. In fact, the special feature of the village life is its idleness. A villager may
be seen sitting with his friends and idly gossiping for the better part of the day. Even in the harvest time he is not found
to be as energetic as he ought to be. He follows- mechanicaly the mode of cultivation of his grandfathers, and, as soon
as the crop is cut he again idles away his time. He never cares to consider whether this process of cultivation, which he
has been mechanically doing, can be improved upon.
The special characteristic of the village is, therefore, idleness. Now idleness naturally brings poverty, quarrelling
brings litigation and all other things with it. A man cannot always remain sitting idle. He must be engaged in doing
something. An idle brain is the Devil’s workshop. They [the villagers} quarrel with one another, set one person against
another and try to do harm to persons who are seriously and sincerely trying to do good to them. Thus they waste their
time and energy, their money which, if better utilised, could have removed some of the great social and economic evils
which are eating into the vitals of village life.

3
To resume the thread of my narrative.
My two elder brothers and I received our early education at our father’s village school and when my elder
brother passed the minor scholarship examination, a different situation was created, which changed the entire
course of my father’s future career, of which more hereafter. I was educated in that school till I was nine years of
age.
In August 1870, I came to Calcutta for the first time. I have a vivid recollection of the impressions produced on
my mind. My father took lodgings opposite Jhamapukur Lane and the late Raja Digambar Mitra’s house, and very
near the Brahmo Samaj just then built by Keshab Chandra Sen when he seceded from the Church of
Devendranath Tagore (The Adi Brahmo Samaj). Digambar Mitra kept an open table at which his friends were
always welcome and my father was almost a constant guest for several years. He used to recapitulate to us the
table-talk of the host as also of Rajendralal Mitra, Hemchandra Kar, Muralidhar Sen and other shining lights of
those days.
I spent the month of August in Calcutta, to my great joy, almost every day seeing new sights. I caught glimpses
of a new world. A panorama of gorgeous vistas was opened to me. The new water-works had just been completed
and the town enjoyed the blessings of a liberal supply of filtered drinking water; the orthodox Hindu still hesitated
to make use of it as being impure; but the superior quality of the water carried its own recommendation; by slow
degrees, reason and convenience triumphed over prejudice, and its use became almost universal.
The construction of underground drains had just been taken in hand. If anyone were to present to the new
generation the picture of the Calcutta of the early seventies, it would scarcely be recognisable. The long row of
streets in northern Indian quarter had open drains on both sides in which sewage of abominable stench used to
flow. The privies attached to the houses were veritable cesspools of decomposing night-soil. The arrangement for
its removal, which was left to householders, was of a most primitive character. The citizens had to submit
patiently to a plague of flies and mosquitoes.
The Suez Canal had just been opened; but there were only a few ocean-going steamers .to be seen on the
Hugli; the river was then dotted with sailing ships with a forest of masts. The High Court and the new Indian
Museum buildings were approaching completion. There was then no Zoological Gardens but the menagerie of
Raja Rajendra Mullick of the Marble House was a miniature zoo and attracted large crowds. of visitors. There
were then only a few jute-mills on the Hugli—less than half-a-dozen.
The economic conquest of Bengal by the Marwaris had then scarcely begun to be perceptible. It should be
noticed that it was not by means of a single pitched battle that this conquest was effected; on the contrary, it has
been achieved by means of a slow, subtle and peaceful penetration.
A century ago Motilal Seal, Ramdulal Dey, Akroor Dutt and others had become millionaires as export and
import merchants; later on Sibkrishna Daw and Prankrishna Law. ancestor of Raja Hrishikesa, did extensive
business as importers of hardware and piece-goods respectively. Ram Gopal Ghosh, one of the most brilliant
products of the old Hindu College,. a pupil of Derozio, who, as an orator and political agitator, was named the
Indian Demosthenes by a London paper,\fn{The epithet “The Stormy Petrel” is engraved on his monument on the
Calcutta Esplanade:H} did not care to seek employment under Government as was the mania of almost all his
fellow-students. He commenced his career in the mercantile line and with an English partner opened the firm of
Kelsall & Ghosh. His friend and classmate Pearychand Mitra preferred commerce to Government service and
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traded with America.
Moreover from the early days of the British connection, Bengalis were banians of European houses, and in
that capacity they amassed large fortunes. When I first came to Calcutta traditions of Gorachand Dutt, Ishan Bose
and others were fresh in the memory of persons then living. But these early Bengali merchant-princes and
banians took care to sow the seed of ruin and dissolution of their own descendants or families. The Permanent
Settlement has always offered rich temptation to invest money in zemindaries, which often go a-begging for sale
—thanks to the rigidity of the “Sunset Law” and the indolent and extravagant habits of their possessors. The
founder of a zemindary was usually a self-made man of active habits and not generally given to dissipation. But
his successors, born with silver spoons in their mouths, found everything ready at hand and were often surrounded
by a swarm of parasites and sycophants.
Small wonder that they should go wrong; they neglected to cultivate their minds and gave themselves up to a
life of ease and self-indulgence. The idle brain is the Devil’s workshop. When Doctor Johnson was asked what the
effect of primogeniture was, he coolly replied:
It had the merit of perpetuating but one fool in the family.

But the law of inheritance among the Hindus and still more among the Moslems being more equitable leads to
the endless partition of ancestral property, and hence any number of fools, idiots and extravagant debauchees are
produced.
It was but natural that the descendants of those who were banians of European Firms, or who carried on
commercial enterprises should be gradually elbowed out from their position of vantage by the hardy, adventurous,
patient, toilsome sons of Marwar, Bikanir and Jodhpur. In the early seventies a considerable portion of Burrabazar
was already in their grip, but there were still a good few, opulent Bengali families, whose ancestors had dealings
with the East India Company.
But the opening of the Suez Canal brought about a revolution in the trade with the East and its effect can be
best realised by comparing the table of exports and imports of Calcutta in 1870 with that in 1927—28. London,
Liverpool. and Glasgow were brought within easy reach, so to speak, of Bombay and Calcutta and the rapid
extension of the railways and connecting inland steamer services side by side co-operated in this direction.
Burrabazar including Clive Street is now a bee-hive, swarming with Marwari and Bhatia businessmen and the
Bengalis have been, or rather willingly and wantonly allowed themselves to be, completely ousted from the
mercantile world. The southern adjunct of Burrabazar which represents the city proper, in that it locates the Royal
Exchange, the Banks, and the Share Market, is no doubt dominated by the European element, but the Marwaris
and Bhatias are active participants in the daily transactions of crores of rupees going on there.
The very proprietorship of the land of this quarter as also of Burrabazar with the unearned increment of its
value has practically passed out of the hands of the Bengali. Want has driven him to sell his patrimony. A golden
opportunity which occurs but rarely in a nation’s life was allowed to be snatched away. Bengal has irretrievably
lost her chance. Her sons of the old aristocratic families and middle bhadralog classes have become homeless
wanderers in the land of their birth, starving or at best eking out a miserable existence as ill-paid quill-drivers.
Now to continue my story. My eldest brother having passed the minor scholarship examination had to come to
Calcutta to finish his education. My next elder brother and myself were approaching the M. E. standard. My
father had now to face a serious situation. He was very much in advance of the average rural gentry in intellectual
attainments and culture and had himself tasted and drunk of the. Pierian Spring. He was therefore naturally
anxious that his sons should have the benefit of the best education then available.
In those days the journey by boat from our village to Calcutta took three to four days, but now the distance has
been abridged owing to the combined railway and steamer communication and the journey occupies only 14
hours. There were then no palatial hostels or “attached” messes under University supervision. My father had only
two alternatives to choose between. One was to keep a separate establishment in Calcutta under the supervision of
a guardian-tutor; the other was that my parents should remove to Calcutta so that we might not be deprived of
their personal care and healthy influence.
But there were. almost insuperable difficulties in the way of the latter plan. My father was by no means a big
zemindar and could not afford to leave the management of his estates to the care and direction of a well-paid and
fairly honest agent. His estates consisted of a cluster of small taluks and he had, moreover, embarked on the career
of a miniature banker and money-lender in which capacity he had advanced money to several people on mortgage
of their landed properties. It was, therefore, incumbent on him that he should be on the spot in order to conduct
his own affairs and not be away in distant localities for any length of time.
The question what course should be adopted now began to be debated in the family. I well remember that
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frequent consultations used to be held between my father and mother and it was by no means easy to decide
between the conflicting claims. At last it was settled that they should themselves live in Calcutta with their
children, since boys of tender age like ourselves could not be expected or relied upon to make arrangements for
messing and boarding in a strange and distant town away from the tender care of parents.
My father, however, made no secret of one drawback, incidental to his rural life at which he always chafed. He
often used to complain bitterly of the society of the village gentry into which he was thrown. They lived in a
world entirely differeIrt from his. One whose mind had been formed and character moulded on Hafiz and Sadi
and some of the masterpieces of English literature—one who had sat at the feet of Ramtanu Lahiri and had
already come into contact with the enlightened of the metropolis—could not be expected to enjoy the company of
men who were half-a-century behind him in culture and who were steeped to the marrow in orthodoxy and
superstition and old-world ideas.
One or two incidents may be cited here to illustrate what I am labouring to bring out. The widow-remarriage
movement started by Vidyasagar had caught the imagination of young Bengal and my father was anxious to give a
practical proof of his zeal for the cause. One Mohanlal Vidyabagis who was a pandit in our school and who,
though brought up in a tol, had thrown away the sacred thread of the Brahmin, was easily persuaded to marry a
widow of our village. The news, however, of this projected sacrilege spread li.ke wildfire and was not long in
reaching my grandfather at Jessore. He was an orthodox Hindu and was simply shocked at the enormity of the
crime about to be perpetrated. He ran to Raruli post-haste with relays of palanquin bearers and peremptorily
forbade the approaching nuptials. My father had to submit to the dictation and the programme fell 1hrough.
On the occasion of the Sradh ceremony of my grand- {ather many people in the villages round about refused to
join it on the score of my father having become a mlechchha. It was also given out that a neighbour’s calf, which
was missing, had been slaughtered and the veal made into cutlet and other viands and served at the table.
Umanath Roy, Zemindar of :Satkhira, composed a doggerel which was popular at the time, :the first distich of
which may be thus interpreted:
Oh my God! what are things coming to,
Raruli like Taki will hasten this land to perdition!\fn{Kalinath Munshi of Taki was a liberal supporter of Ram Mohon Ray in his reform
movement and had scandalized his orthodox co-villagers}

66.11 & 226.176 1. The Adventures Of Goopy And Bagha 2. Excerpts from The Wonder Tales Of
Upendrakishore Ray\fn{Upendrakishore Ray aka Upendrakishore Raychowdhury (1863-1915)} Moshua, Mymensingh
District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
1
Can you all sing? This is the story of a man who knew only one song. His name was Goopy Kyne and the
name of his father, who ran a grocer’s shop, was Kanu Kyne. Although Goopy knew only one song, no one else in
the village could sing at all and so they all treated him with respect and called him Goopy “Gyne”—Goopy “the
Singer.”
Goopy knew only one song, true, but that song he sang without pause; if he was unable to sing it even for a
moment, he felt choked. If he happened to be at home, his father’s customers all fled. If he went into the fields,
the cows all broke their ropes and turned tail. In the end, the customers stopped coming to the shop and the cowherds stopped grazing their animals in the fields, for fear of Goopy. Then Kanu Kyne picked up a hefty bamboo
and chased his son away into the fields; whereupon the cowherds set upon him with their sticks and drove him
into the forest. There he would be able to practice without interruption.
In another village not far from Goopy’s lived someone called Panchu Pyne. Panchu’s son had a passion for
playing a big drum. When he played he swayed from side to side, nodded his head and rolled his eyes; he also
grinned and frowned. The villagers would stare at him open-mouthed and emit appreciative sounds expected of an
audience—in this case “Aha! Ah! Arghh!!”—but when he gave his concluding beats accompanied by several
“Hah!’s” like the snarls of a tiger, they would grab the chance of a quick getaway, falling over each other in the
attempt. From this he got the name Bagha—“Tiger”—Byne. It quickly caught on; soon his real name, whatever it
was, was entirely forgotten.
As Bagha went on playing he destroyed a drum a day. There came a point when Panchu could cough up money
no longer. But Bagha could not stop playing. What was to be done? The village people said to Panchu:
“If you don’t mind, we’ll club together and buy you a drum. The village maestro must have a chance to play.”
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And so each of them made a contribution and together they presented Bagha with a drum built to survive even
his savage beating.
What a drum it was! Three and half cubits wide, with a skin of buffalo hide. Bagha was bowled over with
excitement:
“I shall play it standing!” he said.
So from now on he stood and played the drum with sticks—for a month and a half non-stop, day and night,
without making so much as a dent. By then his mother and father were going crazy and the heads of the entire
village were spinning. If the playing had gone on any longer, it is hard to say what might have happened. But one
morning the whole village banded together and, brandishing sticks, they paid a visit to Bagha.
“Dear chap, dear boy, we’ve brought you ten pots of sweets. Go somewhere else, anywhere you like, otherwise
we shall all go bananas!”
What could Bagha do? He had to head for another village. But he had not been there two days when the
occupants ejected him. Wherever he took himself he was soon expelled. In due course he began to roam the fields
all day until the pangs of hunger drove him back to his own village; there, the moment he began to play people
came running and shut him up with gifts of food, commenting:
“What a relief!”
But after a while they stopped feeding and began threatening him with sticks the instant anyone in the neighborhood heard the notorious beat. The poor fellow decided:
“No more! Better I live in the forest than live with these brutes. The tigers may get me there, but I’ll be able to
play!”
So Bagha put his drum on his shoulder and set off for the forest.
Now he felt free to have some fun. Now, if anyone happened to hear his playing he did not chase him with a
stick. Being eaten seemed a remote worry, since the forest was both tiger-less and bear-less. Only one ferocious
beast bothered him; he had yet to spot it, but the sound of its cry made him quake with fear and think:
“Goodness me! If I meet that it’ll have me in one gulp, drum and all!”
The creature was none other than Goopy Gyne. The noise that was making Bagha tremble was the sound of
Goopy practicing. Goopy, for his part, had heard the sound of Bagha’s drumming and was as terrified as Bagha.
He had been telling himself:
'Stay here in this forest and you’ve had it, better escape right now.”
He was in the process of creeping out of the forest on tenterhooks when he noticed a man with a huge drum on
his shoulder, also emerging from the trees. Much astonished, Goopy asked him:
“Who are you?”
“I am Bagha Byne,” said Bagha. “Who are you?”
“I am Goopy Gyne,” said Goopy. “Where are you off to?”
“Wherever will have me, that’s where I’m off to. These village asses don’t appreciate music, so I’ve been
living in the forest with my drum. But you know, Bhai, there’s a ferocious beast nearby. I heard its call. If I bump
into it I won’t last long. So I’m getting out now.”
“Same here!” said Goopy. “I too heard a beast calling and I’m running away. Tell me, from where did you hear
its roar?”
“Over there, on the east side, underneath the banyan tree.”
“Achchha, that was my singing!” said Goopy cheerfully. “No need to think of a beast. But the howl I heard
came from the western part of the forest, underneath the balsam trees.”
“That was my drumming, I was playing right there!”
It dawned upon them together that each was fleeing the other’s music. They roared with laughter! Eventually
Goopy suggested:
“Bhai, I seem to be as keen a singer as you are a drummer! If we join forces we’ll surely do better still.”
Bagha totally agreed. And so, after a short discussion, they decided to go to the King together and sing for him.
He was certain to be happy to hear them, of that there could be no doubt: perhaps he would give them half his
kingdom and his daughters in marriage?
The idea of their royal command performance made them immensely happy. Laughing and dancing with glee
they reached the bank of a large river, beyond which lay the palace.
The river had a ferry, but the boatman wanted a fare. The two friends had recently come from a forest—how
could they have any money? They said to the boatman:
“Bhai,\fn{Brother; friend (both male and female) .} we don’t have money but we can sing and play for you. Let us
cross over.” The ferry passengers, hearing them, were enthusiastic and said to the boatman:
“We’ll all contribute and find you the fare. Take these two along.”
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The boatman himself, seeing Bagha’s drum, felt a desire to hear music, so he made no objection. With Goopy
and Bagha aboard, the boat cast off. It was crammed with people: where was the room for a performance? By the
time everyone had managed to make space, the boat had reached midstream. Then Goopy began to hum and
Bagha began to drum—and in a flash all aboard tumbled over each other and became entangled. The boat swiftly
capsized.
The danger was tremendous. Luckily for Goopy and Bagha, the drum was so big that by hanging on to it tightly they saved their skins. But their journey to the palace was over. They drifted all day in the current and finally, at
evening time, they pitched up at the edge of a fearsome forest. To have gone there in daytime would have been
frightening enough, let alone at night. Bagha said:
“Goopyda, I’ve really got the creeps! Now what do we do?”
“What can we do?” said Goopy, “other than I sing and you play. If a tiger’s going to eat us anyway, let’s at
least show off our skills.”
“Absolutely right! If we must die, let us go like maestros not like those village fellows, as feeble as ghosts!”
So saying, still in their wet clothes, they opened their hearts. The fact that Bagha’s drum was wet gave it an
unusually deep note. And the fact that this might be their last song made Goopy’s voice deeper too. Drumbeat and
voice combined, were the gravest sound anyone could imagine. The dark deepened towards midnight, but there
was no let-up in their music.
Then they both began to sense something strange happening around them. Shadowy figures were perched in
the trees, peering at them from high up, their eyes like fiery discs, their teeth protruding like long radishes.
Bagha’s hands stopped moving; they felt as if they had shrunk, along with his feet; his back felt hunched, his head
sunk into his neck, while his eyes popped out and his mouth gaped. Both of them were shaking so much, their
teeth were chattering so noisily, that escape was out of the question.
But the ghostly beings—the bhuts—did not touch them. They had overheard the music and dropped in to enjoy
the concert, and also to book the musicians for the wedding of the bhut-king’s son. When the music suddenly
stopped they said encouragingly:
“Why stop, friends? Play on, play on, play on!” Their words gave Goopy and Bagha heart; they thought:
“That doesn't sound too awful, why not play a bit more.” They went on singing—and all of a sudden the bhuts
sprang from the trees and started to dance. Such a sprightly hullabaloo is impossible to describe to someone who
has not seen it for himself. In all their lives Goopy and Bagha had never had such a responsive audience. Soon the
night was over. Dawn was near, the hour after which no bhut may remain outdoors. The bhuts said:
“Come, friends, come and meet our leader. We will reward you.” Goopy said:
“But we want to go to the palace!” The bhuts replied:
“Go later, first come and play a little at our place. We shall reward you.”
So the two of them picked up the drum and went with the bhuts. There is no need to go into what they played,
but when the time came for farewell the bhuts asked them:
“What do you desire?” Goopy spoke:
“We desire that when we sing and play, all shall be delighted.” The bhuts said:
“Granted; whoever hears you sing and play shall be unable to leave his place until the music is finished. What
else?”
“We desire to have no want of food or clothes.” At this the bhuts produced a sack and said:
“Whenever you desire food or clothes, put your hand inside this sack and you shall have them. What else?”
“I can’t think of anything else,” said Goopy.
The bhuts enjoyed this remark and then produced two pairs of shoes, saying:
“While you wear these shoes, if you desire to go somewhere you will suddenly find yourself in that place.”
Their worries thus spirited away, Goopy and Bagha took leave of the bhuts, slipped into the shoes and said:
“Well now, we desire to go to—to the palace!”
*
That very instant the dreaded forest vanished and Goopy and Bagha saw that they stood before the main gate
of a grand mansion. Such a vast and splendid building was way beyond their ken. It must obviously be the palace.
They were confronted with a problem. Several guards with terrifying expressions were on duty. They had already
set eyes on Goopy and Bagha and the drum: grimacing, they challenged them:
“Who are you? State your business!” Goopy said falteringly:
“Baba,\fn{Father.} we have come to play for the King”—which only served to anger the guards further; they
lifted their truncheons and shouted:
“Clear off!” Goopy’s lip curled with contempt:
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“Eh! We’ve come to see the King.” A moment later, thanks to the shoes, they were in the presence of His
Majesty.
The King was having a nap in the inner apartments, the Queen fanning his head, when, without so much as a
by-your-leave, Goopy and Bagha and the powerful drum suddenly intruded. Bolted doors and closed windows
offered no obstruction to them, courtesy of the shoes. But even if no hurdles hindered their arriving, there were
certainly hurdles in the way of their staying. The Queen had such a fright she screamed and fainted; the King shot
up and started running around like a lunatic; everyone else was in pandemonium. Soon sepoys and sentries came
running with swords and shields.
The tight corner confused Goopy and Bagha. If they had only said, “We wish to go to place X,” the shoes
would have got them out of their fix. But words deserted them. Instead they tried to run, and before they had gone
two paces the unlucky fellows were set upon. Shoes, sticks, whips, fists—every possible kind of blow, ear-pulling
included, Goopy and Bagha received. Finally the King ordered:
“Take them away and produce them before me three days from now. Then I shall announce if they will lose
their heads or be hanged or be fed to the dogs.”
Poor Goopy! Poor Bagha! They had come to the King to sing, hoping for some bakshish,\fn{Monetary
recompense.} and look what had befallen them! The guards tied their hands and beat them, and then dumped them
in a gloomy cell. There, for a whole day, they lay, unable to move for pain. That was bad enough, much worse
was the loss of Bagha’s drum! Bagha struck himself several times in despair and blubbered:
“Oh Goopyda! Boo-hooh! Oh, Goopyda! I can take a beating, I’ll even risk losing my life—but not my drum,
never!”
Goopy was by then a bit calmer. He patted Bagha’s head and said:
“Don’t despair, Dada.\fn{Elder brother, but also sometimes used to address strangers.} The drum’s gone, but we still
have the shoes and the sack! We look pretty foolish—but we’re not beaten yet. Never mind what’s happened, let’s
have some fun now.” Bagha relaxed a bit and said:
“What fun can we have, Dada?” Goopy replied:
“Let’s have some fun with food first, then we’ll see about other kinds of fun.” He stuck his hand into the boonsack given them by the bhuts and said:
“Kindly bring us one dishful of pilau.”
What an aroma wafted out! Such a pilau was not often found, even in royal kitchens. And what a giant-sized
portion! Would Goopy be able to extract it from the sack? Somehow he managed, and then once again he spoke to
the sack:
“Some fries, some spicy dishes, chutneys, sweets, curd, milk pudding and sherbet—and look sharp about it
please!”
In no time the cell floor was covered in gold and silver platters of delicacies. How much could two people eat?
As they gobbled this unrivaled feast, their aches mysteriously disappeared. Bagha said to Goopy:
“Dada, shouldn’t we run away from here, before they feed us to the dogs?” Goopy replied:
“Are you crazy? We have the shoes—how can they feed us to the dogs? Let’s stay here and see what happens.”
Bagha was reassured. He could see that Goopy had some real mischief in mind.
*
Two days went by and the day of judgment set by the King was upon them. That night Goopy woke up early,
put his hand in the sack and said:
“We desire royal costumes.”
He pulled out clothes of superfine, not to mention superhuman quality. When they had dressed themselves,
they rolled up the serving dishes in their old clothes and made two bundles, slipped on their shoes and said:
“Now we wish to take some air in the open fields.”
A moment later they found themselves in a field some distance from the palace. They concealed their bundles
in a corner, and strolled in the direction of the palace. The King’s men spotted them while they were still some
way off, and ran to give their master the news: '
“Maharaj, two Kings are approaching.”
The King sallied forth to the main gate in order to greet the visitors. When Goopy and Bagha arrived he
hugged them handsomely and ushered them inside. They were settled in magnificent chambers. Innumerable
servants, cooks, flunkeys and guards were put at their beck and call.
When in due course Goopy and Bagha had washed and refreshed themselves and taken some rest, the King
appeared. From their dress he took his guests to be rulers of considerable stature. At last he could not resist asking
Goop:
“Of which lands are you Kings?” To which Goopy replied with folded hands:
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“Maharaj! You call us Kings? We are but your obedient servants.” Goopy had spoken the truth, but the King
did not really believe it. He thought, “What modest people, how courteously they speak. They are as gentlemanly
as they are mighty.” Without any further enquiry he conducted them to his court. There, this very day, he was to
give judgment on the two persons who had trespassed into his bedchamber some three days before. The appointed
hour had come, the guards had been sent to fetch the accused, where were they? Three days previously, they had
been locked away—but when the locks were opened, there was no one there, the cell was empty.
There was a hell of a hubbub. The commander-in-chief furiously upbraided the guards. They, folding their
hands, begged:
“Huzoor! The fault is not ours, we kept the doors locked and stood outside them every minute. They were not
humans, they were bhuts—otherwise how could they vanish while inside?”
On this point all were agreed. Even the King, whose first reaction was to condemn the commander-in-chief and
threaten him with execution, finally admitted that, yes, the two strangers truly must have been bhuts.
“My bedroom was bolted, how else could they get into it with that drum?” Then everyone said:
“Yes yes, quite right, quite right, those two were bhuts!” And as they said this, their bodies shivered and
sweated at one and the same time. Then they remembered Bagha’s drum and called out:
“Maharaj! The bhut’s drum—what a vile thing! Don’t keep it here any longer. We beg you—burn it immediately.”
“Goodness me! Is the bhut’s drum still here? Bring it here this moment and burn it!” the King ordered.
No sooner had he commanded than Bagha covered his face with his hands, yelled “Ow! Ow! Ow!” and began
to roll around the floor.
Goopy was in a real hot spot. If Bagha behaved like this at the mere mention of burning his drum, what on
earth would he do if the drum was actually burned? Would he, Goopy, be able to stop Bagha from letting on that
the drum was his? What a mess! It looked as if they would be found out and lose their lives.
At that instant Goopy’s sole desire was to disappear with Bagha. But that was impossible; to attend court, one
had to remove one’s shoes.
Bagha's outburst had provoked absolute chaos amongst the courtiers. Everyone decided that Bagha was seriously ill, about to die. The royal physician was called, took Bagha’s pulse and shook his head extremely gravely.
A strong dose of purgative was administered and a hot poultice applied to Bagha’s stomach. Then the doctor
advised:
“If one poultice does not cure him, then another must be applied to his back and, failing that, two more, one on
each of his sides.”
Bagha listened: immediately his writhing ceased. Everyone thought—what wonderful medicine that cures pain
so fast! And despite the agony of the poultice, Bagha did feel somewhat relieved because his seizure had made
everyone forget about setting fire to his drum. After this, he was taken with great care to his room and put to bed.
Goopy remained beside him, fanning the poultice. When everyone had gone Goopy said to Bagha:
“Hey, Bhai, did you have to yell like that? Don’t you see what a pickle you’ve got us into?”
“If I hadn’t shouted,” said Bagha, “by now they would have burned my drum. I may have a smarting tum, but
at least I know I’ve saved my drum.” They chatted like this for some time.
Meanwhile, in the court the commander-in-chief put his lips to the King’s ear and said:
'Maharaj, I would like a word, if Your Majesty pleases.”
“What is it?”
“That man who was rolling about on the floor, and the one with him, they are the bhuts; I recognize them.”
“So it seems,” said the King. “I too thought they were familiar. We have a big problem. What’s to be done?”
Whispers broke out all over the court. Someone said, “Call the exorcist. He’ll soon drive them out.” “But if he
can’t,” countered someone else, “those two could lose their tempers and create havoc. Better to burn them at
night, while they’re sleeping.”
The idea found general approval, but immediately a further difficulty arose: if the bhuts went up in flames,
then so would the palace. There was a lot more debate and ultimately a decision was made: they would offer the
bhuts a garden house; burning that down would be no great loss. The King added:
“That drum—it can be placed in the garden house too, then everything will burn together and preserve us from
this peril.”
When Goopy and Bagha heard about the garden house they were thrilled. They knew nothing of the dastardly
scheme behind it; they thought only of moving into secluded comfort, of being able to practice music to their
hearts’ desire. The house was indeed secluded and lovely. Though made of wood it was wonderfully designed.
Just being there soon made Bagha’s feet better. But Goopysaid:
“Bhai, why stay here any longer? What’s the use? Let’s move on.” Bagha replied:
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“Dada, such a fine place—we may never have the run of somewhere like it again; let’s stay two days. Oh! if
only I had my drum!”
Bagha went off wandering through the house, while Goopy took a seat in the garden and began to hum. Quite
suddenly he heard Bagha shriek. He could not catch any of his words except, “Oh, Goopyda! Oh, Goopyda!” But
he was plainly speaking at the top of his voice. Goopy ran back and saw Bagha prancing around like a half-wit,
babbling endlessly, “Goopyda, Goopyda.” He was so overjoyed to have his drum back that he could not put his
words in the right order. It took nearly half an hour before he was calm enough to say:
“Goopyda, look, look at this! In this room my drum—what fun, eh, hey!” Then he danced again for another ten
minutes. “Dada, after all this sadness it’s come back! Let’s sing! Let’s play a bit.”
“I’m ravenous,” said Goopy. “Why don’t we eat, then we can sit on the verandah tonight and have a long
session.”
The King, however, had fixed that night to burn them. His orders to the commander-in-chief were to spread a
delicious feast in the garden house in the evening. The commander-in-chief and fifty or so men were to attend.
When Goopy and Bagha dropped off to sleep after eating, fire was to be set in every part of the wooden building
and all means of escape blocked off.
The food was truly outstanding. Yet Goopy and Bagha sat thinking—once everyone goes we can begin to play;
while the commander-in-chief sat thinking—once these two go to bed, I can have the place set ablaze. He was
keen to see sleep overtake them. From the look on his face they realized that he would not leave them until they
went to bed, so Goopy, followed by Bagha, laid himself down on his couch and started to snore.
Shortly after, the two of them sensed that everyone had vanished, there was not a murmur to be heard. They
waited a little longer and when the garden seemed totally empty, they crept into the verandah and struck up. The
commander-in-chief had instructed his men:
“Make sure the fire’s properly lit at each door. Take care it’s well and truly burning before you go.” He himself
went to fire the stairs. Just as the flames had taken proper hold and he was thinking, “It's time to be off,” Bagha
began to beat and Goopy began to sing. Neither the commander-in-chief nor his men could move a muscle, and so
they were all burnt to death. Meantime Goopy and Bagha caught sight of the flames; they at once grabbed the
drum and the sack and used the shoes to decamp from the garden.
Very few of the men in the party survived the fire that burned their commander. When these few carried the
news back to the King he was sore afraid. Several more men from his court appeared; they reported that having
gone to watch the blaze, they had heard unearthly music and before their very eyes the two bhuts flew off into thin
air. How the King trembled now! He could not attend his court. He rushed inside his bedroom, bolted the door
against the bhuts, hid himself under a quilt and did not come out for a whole month.
*
Having escaped a fiery death, Goopy and Bagha happened to land in the forest where they had first encountered each other. Their dearest wish after such an adventure was to see their parents once more. Looking about
him Bagha asked:
“Goodpyda, isn’t it here we met?” Goopy said:
“Yes.” Bagha suggested:
“Don’t you think the fact calls for a little musical celebration?” Goopy replied:
“It certainly does, Bhai. Why delay? Let’s begin right now.” They started to play with full hearts.
And then a peculiar thing occurred. A gang of dacoits had robbed the King of Halla’s treasury and made off
with his two sons as ransom. The King’s soldiers were following them in hot pursuit but they had been unable to
catch up. As Goopy and Bagha began to sing the dacoits were passing through the forest. When the song reached
their ears, they could run no further until it was finished; they were forced to halt. The music lasted all night long
and still the dacoits could not budge! And so, in the morning, when the King of Halla arrived, he easily captured
them. And when he learnt that he was able to do this because of the magic of Goopy and Bagha’s music, he
naturally fell upon them in gratitude. The princes too said:
“Father, such extraordinary singing you’ve never heard; let them come with us.” Then the King said to Goopy
and Bagha:
“Come with me. I will give you five hundred rupees every month. Goopy saluted with folded hands and said:
“Maharaj, kindly permit us two days’ leave. We should like to visit our parents and seek their permission to
attend you in your capital.”
“Achchha,” said the King, “we shall stay here two days. Go and see your parents and come back. Then we can
return together.”
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Ever since Goopy’s father had driven Goopy away, he had been very sorrowful. When he saw him returning,
he was overwhelmed with happiness. But Bagha was not so lucky. His parents had died some time before. When
the villagers saw him coming, his drum resting on his head, they said:
“Oh no! That fellow Bagha’s back, come to rattle our bones again. Throw him out!” Bagha said humbly”
“I only want to see my parents; I’ll be off in a couple of days, I won’t play at all.”
Did they listen? They just gnashed their teeth, shouted that his parents were dead and then attacked him with
big sticks; he had to run for his life under a hail of stones that wounded his leg and cracked his head, covering him
in blood.
Goopy was on the verandah of his parents’ house talking to them, when he saw Bagha hobbling towards him at
a frenzied pace, his clothes in tatters and soaked in blood. He ran up and questioned:
“What’s this? Why this state?” Bagha looked at him and grinned broadly. Catching his breath he said:
“Dada, I’ve had a close shave! Those blockheads nearly broke my drum.”
He spent a blissful two days at Goopy’s house under his parents’ tender care. When their time was up Goopy
bade farewell, saying to his parents:
“Keep yourself ready; the moment we have leave again, I shall come for you.”
*
Several months passed. Goopy and Bagha settled happily in the palace of the King of Halla. Their names were
spoken far and wide:
“Such maestros have never been heard before, and never shall be heard again!”
The King adored them; he could not let a single day pass without a concert. Soon he confided in Goopy all his
joys and woes.
One day Goopy saw him looking exceptionally glum. He seemed to be brooding continually on some calamity.
At length he revealed to Goopy:
“I have a terrible worry, I don’t know what will happen. The King of Shundi wants to snatch away my
kingdom.”
The King of Shundi was the one who had tried to burn Goopy and Bagha. The mention of his name gave
Goopy a fantastic idea. He said to the King:
“Maharaj! Put your worries aside. At your command your servant will sort this business out, and have some
fun too.” The King smiled and said:
“Goopy, you are a singer, don’t tangle with war, which you don’t understand. The King of Shundi’s army is
huge. What can I do against it?” Goopy said:
“Maharaj, if you permit us, we can try once. It can’t do any harm.”
“All right, do as you wish,” permitted the King.
Goopy was extremely pleased. Calling Bagha he went into a huddle with him. They plotted and planned a long
time that day. Bagha became highly excited. He said:
“Dada, I want to go through with this. But I’m scared of one thing; if we suddenly have to run away I might
just forget to wear the shoes and get a sound thrashing like some ordinary fellow. Look, you can still see the
marks of attention from those blighters in my village.”
Somehow Goopy allayed Bagha’s fears and the next day they set to work. For several nights in succession they
traveled to Shundi and wandered about the palace picking up information. The war preparations were certainly
fearsome; if they ever hit Halla no quarter would be given. The prayers in the royal temple were equally ferocious. There were ten more days of rituals, then the army was set to head for Halla.
Goopy and Bagha saw everything. They closeted themselves in their room, bolted the door and spoke to the
bhut-given sack:
“We desire a new type of sweet, superior in quality.”
The sweets that popped out cannot be described. No one had ever consumed such sweets before, or even seen
their like. Then, with the sweets in tow, Goopy and Bagha perched themselves on the tallest pinnacle of the tallest
tower of the King of Shundi’s temple. Down below them the pre-dawn puja was in full swing; incense was swirling, conches were booming, bells were clanging without cease, and in the courtyard was a sea of worshippers.
Then, from above their heads, with a whoosh the sweets came pouring down. Aloft, clinging to the temple pinnacle, Bagha and Goopy relished their game. In the darkness, in the smoke and dazzle of the ritual, no one could
see them.
The sudden sweet fall silenced the courtyard momentarily. Then many people leapt up while many others
shouted and tried to flee. A handful of brave souls picked up sweets and fearfully inspected them by lamplight.
One finally shut his eyes and slipped a sweet into his mouth; he said nothing, instead he grabbed sweets from the
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courtyard with both hands, stuffed them into his mouth and began to prance and gesticulate. Everyone pitched in
like a swarm of scrambling and squabbling birds. Several people ran to tell the King:
“Maharaj! God is really gratified by today’s puja. Today he sent his bounty from heaven above. And what
heavenly prashad it is, we can’t find words to describe its taste.”
Even as they spoke the King hitched up the back of his dhoti and proceeded post-haste to the temple.
Alas, disaster! By then the prashad had all been eaten. The courtyard was scoured but not even a particle of the
holy food could be procured for His Majesty’s consumption. He grew wrathful and said:
“You call this fair? I offer the puja but you all eat the prashad leaving me none! Couldn’t you save me even a
tiny scrap? I shall impale the lot of you!”
Everyone shook with fear and cried as humbly as they knew how:
“Mercy Maharaj! We have eaten all the prashad, we admit, but can it be finished for ever? Surely not! We
gobbled it today, please forgive us; tomorrow you’ll have it all to yourself, Maharaj!”
“Achchha,” said the King, “all right. But mind you remember.”
The following day the King, looking forward to his prashad, was up extra early pacing the temple courtyard,
staring at the night sky. Not far away, his courtiers sat anxiously in a circle, awaiting the blessed event. The puja
was a hundred times grander than usual: they all thought to themselves:
“The gods should be even happier and send the King even finer prashad.”
Goopy and Bagha had been sitting atop the temple since midnight with sweets of the rarest refinement. They
were attired in gorgeous raiment, crowns, necklaces, bangles and earrings; they looked as if they were gods themselves. Because of the incense nothing was visible, but the King was nevertheless staring impatiently upwards.
With much giggling Goopy and Bagha launched the shower of sweets. There was a shout and the king jumped
three feet in the air. Immediately, he pulled himself together and began to grab fistfuls of sweets with both hands.
Having filled his mouth, he whirled about like a dervish.
A moment later Goopy and Bagha descended from the pinnacle of the temple into His Majesty’s presence.
“The Gods have come, the Gods have come,” everyone chanted and began to bow, assuming that this was the
correct thing to do. The King prostrated himself full-length on the ground and touched it with his forehead. Goopy
said:
“Maharaj! Your dancing has pleased us mightily; come, let us embrace each other!”
The King was in seventh heaven: to embrace the gods!—could there be greater good fortune than that?
The embrace began. The worshippers cried loudly, “Hail! Hail!” Grabbing the opportunity and the King
between them Goopy and Bagha called together:
“Now, take us to our rooms!”
No sooner had they spoken than they arrived, King and all. The people in the temple were left gawping at the
sky. When their ruler did not reappear they went home saying to each other:
“What a miracle! The King has gone to Heaven while still a mortal. The Gods came down in person to take
him there!”
In fact, the King had fainted in Goopy and Bagha’s embrace and did not revive, even after his arrival. When,
early the next morning he awoke, he saw the two bhuts sitting beside his head. He leapt to his feet and said
shakily:
“Please, have mercy! Don’t eat me! I will sacrifice a hundred buffaloes to you.” Goopy replied:
“Maharaj, you need not fear. We are not bhuts and we are not going to eat you.”
But the King did not have much confidence in their words. He kept quiet and sat trembling with his head
between his knees.
Bagha went to the King of Halla and said:
“Last night we kidnapped the King of Shundi; now what do we do?” And the King of Halla said:
“Bring him here!”
When the two Kings came face to face, the King of Shundi realized he was a prisoner. His fate was not to win
Halla, but more likely to lose his life. But the King of Halla did not take his life, only his kingdom. He turned to
Goopy and Bagha and said:
“You have saved me. Without you both my kingdom and my life would be gone. How can I repay you? I shall
give you each half the kingdom of Shundi and my two daughters.”
On all sides there was wild applause. So it was that Goopy and Bagha became royal sons-in-law, received half
the kingdom of Shundi each and were able to practice their music in total peace. The honor and happiness of
Goopy’s parents knew no bounds.
2
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1: The Timid Kama
Kama was a little boy. He was very thin and tiny and pot-bellied. Whenever he went to play, boys of his age
bullied and beat him. He was too frail to cope with them or hit back. He suffered in silence. He often dreamt of
performing heroic deeds, but could hardly do anything because he was so feeble.
His neighbours poked fun at him and called him “Timid Kamma.” The village elder declared that everyone in
that countryside should be strong and brave. But Kama showed no improvement—he remained a weakling, and
before long the village chieftain told him to leave the village. Kama naturally grew sad and worried.
“What will I do? Where will I go from here?” he wailed. “No one loves me here. I’d rather go to the fairies.
May be they’ll care for me,” the little boy mused.
Now the fairies lived on a small, round hill on the outskirts of the village. The villagers feared to tread that
path. Kama went sobbing to the mount and trudged up slowly. But no sooner he reached the abode of the fairies
than he was surrounded by dark, pint-sized imps who seemed to be very cross with him for daring to enter their
realm:
“Why have you come here?” their king screeched. “We will kill you.” Kama trembled at the words.
“Have mercy on me, O King,” he cried, “please don’t kill me. I’m Timid Kama. I can’t do you any harm. I
don’t have the power.” The fajry king softened.
“Are you Timid Kama? Surely we’ve heard about you. We know that you are weak, but a brave boy. Don’t
worry any more, my child. I’ll make you strong.” The fairy king then placed a lion skin on the floor and said,
“Lie down on this for a while and take a nap.”
Kama did as he was told. When he woke up after sometime, he found that he was no longer skinny. He had
suddenly grown into a powerful lad. He felt he was so strong now he could kill an elephant with a slap.
Kama looked around. He found himself standing all alone. Not a soul could be seen. Only a shield and a spear
that the fairies had left for him, lay by his side. Kama picked up the weapons, descended from the hill and walked
homewards.
After he had gone some distance, he saw a lion snarling and ready to pounce on him. Kama did not cowe or
flinch. He stood up to his full height and gave the beast a poke with his spear. The fierce animal’s eyes bulged out
and it fell on the ground, dead.
Kama soon reached his village, carrying his spear and his shield and his booty. The villagers stood in awe. The
strongest in the village rushed at Kama and tugged at his weapons and the lion, but could not move them an inch.
The village chief, who had banished Kama only the day before, now scratched his head wondering how well
they could welcome him, what honours they could bestow on him. He sat in council for an hour and then decided
to present Kama with a cottage and some cattle.
Kama soon started living in the new cottage with his mother. He was no longer poor or sad. Everyone in the
village also showed their reverence by calling him “Kama, the Magnificient.” And those who used to jeer at him
even a few days back, now bowed their heads in his presence.
2: The Wicked Ogre
An ogre and a farmer were playing a game of dice. The farmer lost. Alas, the defeat left the farmer brokenhearted. Before the contest, he had wagered that should he lose, the ogre would have his son. What could be done
now? The ogre was adamant.
“Tomorrow I shall come and take the child. If you want to save him from me, hide him so that I may not find
him. But mind you, if I do come upon him, I’ll not leave him behind,” he declared.
The farmer was in a predicament. Where on earth could he hide his son? The ogre was sure to get him no
matter where he was hid.
The poor farmer grew desperate. At last, he prayed to the king of the gods. The king of the gods took pity on
him. He said,
“Fear not, I shall hide your son where even that demon’s father cannot discover him.” So saying, he concealed
the child in a grain of wheat in the field.
Next day, the giant came striding. He hunted inside the farmer’s hut, garden, pond, box, oven, pot, even his
hookah. He looked and searched, but could not find the child.
Now, this ogre was wicked and cunning. He soon realized that the child was hiding in the field. He went at
once to the field and began cutting the wheat with his sickle. He cut all the wheat. He then took the grains one by
one and pried into each. Before long, he discovered the child nestled in one.
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The ogre was about to pick out the farmer’s child from the grain, when the king of the gods came, whisked the
kid away from the monster’s grasp, made him over to the farmer and said,
“I have done my might. I can do no more.” The ogre was highly peeved.
“Take care,” he rumbled, “you cheated me. I can’t allow that. I shall return tomorrow.”
The farmer next approached the god of light. The god of light turned the little one into a tiny feather and set it
on a swan’s neck. But could the ogre be fooled by such a ploy? He came, promptly tore off the swan’s neck and
put it in his mouth.
By a stroke of luck, the feather stuck on the giant’s lips. That saved the child. The god of light spotted the
feather sticking on the giant’s lips. He straightaway blew it off to the farmer. He then told the farmer,
“I can do no more.” The ogre was once again 6utwitted. He left in a huff, repeating,
“I shall return again tomorrow.”
The king of the gods had given up. So too had the god of light. This time the farmer invoked the god of fire.
“Lord, I beseech thee,” he implored, “save my son.”
The god of fire then took the child to the sea and hid it within an egg inside a fish. The ogre, however, sensed
all this. He came ready with a fishing-rod.
Now, there were fish by the millions in the sea. Still the ogre caught the right fish in no time. Again, there were
millions of eggs inside that fish. But soon he came upon the right egg. At that very moment, the god of fire
swooped that egg off the giant’s palm and whispered in the child’s ear,
“Run home fast and as soon as you enter, bolt the door.”
The giant could not hear this. Only after the child had fled far; far away did the ogre gauge what was on. He
leapt with a grunt and chased. The little one by then had entered his room. The giant followed on his heels. But
little did he know that the god of fire had fixed a three-arms-length iron nail on the door.
The ogre, fuming with rage, tried to barge in. Even as he did so, the skewer pierced his head truough and
through. The giant slumped to the ground with a yell. The god of fire ran up to him and promptly cut off one of
his legs.
But that was not the end of the wicked ogre. The severed leg, by his charm, instantly glued itself to his body.
Luckily for the child, the god of fire himself was a wizard. He knew that if iron and stones were applied to the
wound, the limb wound not join again. He quickly cut off the demon’s other leg and covered the wound with iron
filings and stone chips. This was beyond the ogre’s evil healing power. In a short while he breathed his last.
The farmer was beside himself with joy. He went on paying homage to the god of fire and he kept telling one
and all that there never was a god like this god.
3: Grandma’s Prowess
We had a Grandma. We also had a Grandpa. Well, well, can there be a grandma without a grandpa? His name
was Ramkanai Ray. He was popularly known as Kanai Ray.
Some, of course, addressed him more formally as Mr. Ray. For some unknown reason, the boys in our
neighbourhood did not know who Grandpa really was. We came to realize this one day when some of the boys cut
a piece of bamboo from Grandma’s grove. They were taking it away to make a fishing-rod. Everyone knew that
Grandma’s bamboos made fine fishing-rods.
The boys dragged it through the grove as stealthily as they could. They came to the pathway. But, as luck
would have it, there stood Mr. Ray blocking their way. The boys fell on their knees and begged,
“Please, Sir, don’t tell Grandma that it’s from her grove.” Grandpa stood bewildered.
“What,” he cried, “you’re stealing my bamboo and you have the cheek to ask me to keep quiet?”
The boys did not seem to heed his words. They kept imploring,
“We beg of you, Sir, don’t tell Grandma.”
After some time, Grandpa gave up. He then asked them,
“What will you do with the bamboo?”
“Sir,” they said nervously, “we’ll make a fishing-rod.”
“Very well, take it away,” said the old man and waved them off. With a parting “please-don’t-tell-Grandma”
the boys scampered away with the pole.
When we heard this story we knew that the boys were not aware that the old man was none other than
Grandpa. Strangely enough, those very boys knew Grandma’s house, Grandma's bamboo grove, Grandma’s jackfruit tree, not to speak of her berry tree and her guava tree, but not Grandpa.
Grandpa had three daughters but no son. The elder girls were married. The youngest was nine or ten. Grandma
herself was on the wrong side of forty. There was no one else in the house. Grandma was brave at heart. She was
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not afraid to stay home alone whenever Grandpa was away.
Once, Grandpa was away from the village for a few days. Grandma remained at home with the youngest girl.
One midnight, the little one whispered,
“Ma, I think somebody touched me.”
Grandma knew instantly that a thief was in their room. Mother and daughter lay still. The thief was feeling his
way to the coffer. As he tip-toed to the other end of the room, Grandma got up quietly and quickly placed a stone
slab against the wall. This shut the opening through which the thief had sneaked in. I’m sure people who are born
and brought up in towns and cities have never seen such an opening.
Now, people in the villages live mostly in mud huts. Thieves dig under or through the mud walls with a
burglar’s tool and sqeeze in. Now you’ll ask,
“What is a burglar’s tool? What does it look like?”
To tell you the truth, I’ve not seen one myself. I reckon it is some sort of a spud or a tapering iron rod. Do you
know how a thief gets his tool made? A burglar’s tool, as you know, is made of iron. Naturally, it is made by some
ironsmith. But in our villages they say,
“A thief and an ironsmith never meet.” Then, how does a thief manage? Surely he can't go to an ironsmith and
say,
“Mr. So-and-so, please make me a burglar’s tool.” For then the ironsmith would immediately make out who
his customer was. He can’t take such a chance even it he and the ironsmith were the best of friends. For all you
know the ironsmith could, without intending to do so or meaning any harm, expose him some day or the other. So
the question remains,
“How does a thief gets his tool made?”
In our childhood days we were told that when a thief wants a tool, he leaves a piece of iron and a coin in a
smithy. This he does in the night. He takes care to place the iron and the money at a particular spot so that the
ironsmith sees it first thing in the morning when he opens his shutters. The ironsmith knows what it means. He
leaves aside all his other jobs and quickly finishes the tool before anyone drops by. In the evening, he puts the tool
back at the very same spot and closes his shop. The thief comes along in the dead of night and takes it away.
Where were we in our story? Yes, Grandma covered the opening with the slab and waited quietly. All this
while, the thief was busy with the chest. He dragged the chest to the hole. He crouched, looking for the opening.
All of a sudden, Grandma nabbed him. The thief was taken unawares.
“Grandma, please let me go,” cried the knave in his nasal tone.
“Who are you, you rascal?” shouted Grandma. “Tell me, or else I’ll call in the neighbours,” she threatened.
There was no escaping Grandma's clutches, and the thief knew it.
“Grandma., I’m Seetal,” he said meekly.
“You wretched fellow, couldn’t you fmd a better place to bury yourself?? said Grandma. “There’s a pitcher
outside. Go and get water from the pond. Then seal that opening with mud. There is cow-dung in the shed over
there. Plaster that wall on both sides with the dung. I’m not going to take all that trouble in the morning,” she
added.
Seetal obeyed without a murmur. It was late winter. It was pretty chilly in the countryside. Shivering to the
bone, Seetal fetched water, prepared the clay, sealed the hole and plastered the wall. Only then did Grandma let
him go. You must be thinking,
“What a fool the thief was? Why didn’t he run away with the pitcher?”
Why the thief did not dare to act smart, I’ll tell you some other day.
4: The Able Servant
There was once a Kazi who had a servant named Spooney. Spooney came from a remote village and was rather
dumb. He lacked manners and was uncouth especially when entertaining the Kazi’s guests which often
embarrassed the Kazi.
One evening Spooney, instead of doing what he was asked to, stood staring at the gentlemen who had called on
the Kazi. After the guests left, the Kazi chided him, saying,
“Next time I find you behaving so awfully, I’ll teach you your life’s lesson. I want you to conduct yourself
properly and pay your respect to everyone you meet.”
Spooney followed his master’s words and from that day he saluted and wished everyone he came across. It did
not matter if they were young or old, or had two legs or four.
One day a man was passing by with his donkeys. Spooney went up to the stranger and greeted him. Then
turning to the animals he bowed low and said,
214

“How do you do?” The man with the donkeys laughed aloud an4 cried,
“Fie, you dunce. Why did you salute them? They should be driven with ‘Hey, hey’.”
Spooney's face fell and he went his way. Before he had gone very far, Spooney spotted a hunter’s trap and
found several birds hovering close by. He fluttered his hands and shooed them off shouting,
“Hey, hey.” The hunter rushed forward and gave poor Spooney a piece of his mind.
Some days later, the Kazi was invited to a dinner party and he took Spooney along with him. The host was not
only rich but he came from a nawab’s family and was proud of his cultural background. Even his men were prim
and proper and extremely courteous.
While the dinner was on, a speck of rice fell on the host’s beard. At once a servant hummed softly,
A nestling nestles beneath a petal,
O set it free, or it may be fatal.

The host imrhediately took the hint and removed the particle from the tuft on his chin. Back home after dinner,
the Kazi called Spooney and said,
“Did you notice what they did? Next time a crumb sticks to my beard you’ll do likewise, do you follow?”
A few days later, the Kazi invited several of his friends to dinner. While the feast was on, the Kazi wanted to
show off how clever and polished his servant was. He let a tiny morsel fall on his beard and winked at Spooney.
Without thinking twice, Spooney cried in a sing-song tone,
The other day, at so-and-so’s party something funny occurred.
The same thing has happened to your beard—tra la la, tra la la

The guests were highly amused, but not the Kazi. Another day Spooney’s master told him,
“You are hopeless when it comes to cooking rice. You don’t even know to strain off the water after the rice is
boiled. Today you’ll signal to me as soon as the rice is semi-boiled. I’ll show you how to do it. Don’t try to do
anything else before I teach you.”
As soon as the rice started boiling, Spooney went and stood outside his master’s chamber and beckoned with
his forefinger. Now the Kazi was sitting with his back to the door, busy with his writing and naturally did not see
Spooney. Spooney went on motioning in this way for an hour or so. When his master still did not respond, he got
exasperated and whispered,
“Sir, how much longer will I signal? The rice has turned to ash.”
The Kazi swung round when he heard this and found Spooney still mutely signalling with one finger. The rice
was far from being edible.
One night; a thief broke into the Kazi’s house. Spooney heard the footfalls and cried out,
“Who goes there?”
“No one, I’m no one,” came the reply.
Spooney was happy with the answer and he went back to sleep. Next morning the Kazi found he had lost
practically everything. When he later heard Spooney’s story, he lost his temper and rebuked him.
“What could I do?” said Spooney, looking quite lost. “The thief said, ‘No one, I’m no one’ and I believed the
rascal. Now I find that fellow was not only a thief, but a first class liar.”
Once, the Kazi was to be away from town for a few days. Before leaving he warned Spooney.
“Be careful,” he said, “keep an eye or the door—never leave the door, or else thieves will come and steal my
things.”
A couple of days passed with Spooney guarding the door with a stick in his hand. On the third day he heard
that a big circus was in tow. The poor man was in two minds. He thought over it for a long time and then he had a
bright idea.
He yanked the door off its frame and carried it on his shoulders to the circus ground. Before long, some
burglars made the best of this opportunity and cleared the Kazi’s safe and almirahs.
When the Kazi returned, he looked about in vam for his valuables, his door and his trusted servant. Little did
he know that Spooney was watching the tamasha, with one eye dutifully on the door.
5: Red Thread And Blue Thread
One day a weaver called his wife and said,
“I’d like to have sweet rice porridge. Would you mind cooking me some?”
“There’s no wood at home,” said his wife, “get me a faggot or two and I’ll make porridge for you.”
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The weaver left to fetch wood. Soon the weaver came to a big mango tree. He climbed to the end of a branch
and began to chop it. A gentlemen, who was passing.by, saw what the weaver was up to and called out,
“My dear fellow, don’t, cut that branch or you’ll fall.” The weaver looked annoyed.
“Are you a fortune~teller? How do you know I’ll fall if I cut this branch? I need wood for my porridge, don’t
you know that?” he screamed.
The passer-by went his way without another word, and by and by the weaver crashed to the ground with the
branch. As the weaver lay in pain, he thought,
“How did he know I’d fall?”
Suddenly it struck him that the gentleman must be a wizard. He got up and ran after him. In no time he caught
up with the stranger and sank to his knees before him.
“Sir, I’m sorry to have offended a person like you. I beg of you, tell me when I shall die,” he cried.
The passer-by did not know what to say, and he tried to move on. But the weaver was in no mood to let him go
till he had a definite answer. The moment the gentleman. realized this he made up his mind. He turned to the
weaver and said,
“The day you find a red thread and a blue thread coming out of your belly, you’ll die.”
The weaver was pleased with the knowledge he had gained and returned home, leaving the gentleman to go his
own way.
Then on, the weaver examined himself every day, looking for the red thread and the blue thread. He firmly
believed in what the stranger had told him.
One day as he sat inspecting himself, the weaver chanced upon a piece of red thread and a piece of blue thread
clinging to his loin-cloth. At once he lay down crying,
“O dear, where are you? Hurry up and come. My red thread and blue thread have come out.”
His wife came running and she too saw the threads. She was at her wit’s end. Somehow she dragged her
husband on to the bed; shrouded him with a sheet and sat wailing. Their neighbours heard the crying and came
over. When they saw what had happened, they swore the man was dead.
Now arrangements had to be made for the weaver’s cremation. But as soon as the weaver heard what the
others were discussing, he exclaimed, “O no, I’ll get burnt,” and refused to be cremated. Those who had gathered
there scratched their heads for an alternative.
“Let’s bury him,” someone suggested. But the weaver would have nothing of it either.
“Dear me, I’ll get suffocated,” he whimpered. At long last and after much coaxing and cajoling, he agreed to
be buried, but only up his neck.
“Please do me another favour,” he said, “give me something to eat when I’m hungry.”
The others did not have the heart to turn down his last wish. The villagers then bore him to the woods and
buried him by covering his body, neck downwards, with earth.
Hours passed. Well into the night, the weaver had some food after which he was too tired to stay awake.
That night seven thieves had set out for the king’s palace to steal. Now thieves, as you know, avoid the main
roads and the ways of honest folks. They feel safer to pass through dark woods and lonely paths. As they went
along, one of the thieves stepped on something soft and muddy, which had a foul smell. The thief looked about in
the dark for a place to wipe his foot. Close by, the weaver lay buried. As luck would have it, the thief wiped his
sole against the poor weaver’s face. The rubbing and the stench awakened the weaver. He grit his teeth.
“Oh, oh, oh, don’t you have eyes?” he muttered. The thief started.
“Who’s here?” he cried.
“I’m a weaver,” came the reply.
“What on earth are you doing here?”
“Why, my red thread and blue thread have come out and I’m dead. That’s why they’ve buried me.” When they
heard this, the thieves could not help laughing aloud.
“Let’s take him along,” one of them suggested. The others nodded, then grouping round the weaver they told
him that he was not a dead man and that if he joined them they would treat him to good food.
“Can I have sweet rice porridge?” the weaver asked.
“You’ll have what you want,” the thieves responded.
The weaver was happy with the promise of his favourite dish and agreed to go with them. The thieves then dug
him out and he followed them. Soon they came to the king’s place. The thieves quietly bore a hole through a wall.
“Go and bring the crown of the king’s head,” they told the weaver and pushed him in.
The weaver somehow found his way to the king’s bedroom. The king was asleep in his bed. There was a
mosquito net rigged on the royal bed. Now the weaver had never seen a mosquito net before. He went round and
round the canopy, but could not fmd any door or opening. He returned to the thieves, puzzled.
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“Nay, I couldn’t. Inside the chamber there is another room and it has no door,” he said.
“You fool, it’s not a room—only a mosquito net. Why didn’t you try and lift it? Now go back,” the thieves
hissed. The weaver once again slid into the room.
This time the weaver tried with all his might to raise the curtain but could not—simply because the poor fellow
was heaving the whole bed. He returned to the thieves, exhausted.
“No brother, it is too heavy for me,” he gasped. The thieves did not know whether to laugh or cry.
“We’ve never in our life come across such an ass. Did you try to lift the net with the bed? Better go back and
pull up the net only, or else—”
The weaver was back in the king's bedroom before the thieves could utter anything more. This time the weaver
made no mistake. He gently and quietly lifted the mosquito net and peered inside. The king lay snoring on a thick
mattress, covered with a soft, frilly quilt. The weaver’s heart sank when he saw the king lying in this manner.
“Has he been buried?” he said to himself. Then he looked closer and found the king’s face was uncovered.
“This is exactly how I was buried. Did a red thread and a blue thread come out of the king’s belly also?” he
pondered.
Every time his eyes fell on the king, the weaver grew more and more curious. He found it difficult to resist the
urge to find out the truth and he started to shake the king. As soon as the king opened his eyes, the weaver
whispered,
“Have your red thread and blue thread come out?”
The king sat up straight, alarmed. He yelled for his guards. There was a hullabaloo. Everyone in the king’s
household woke up. The seven thieves were caught, and as for the weaver, he was too stupefied to move.
Next day was the trial. The weaver made a clean breast of everything-the red thread and the blue thread, the
burial, the thieves and how one of them wiped his foot against his cheek, the sweet rice porridge. The king and his
men were all ears.
The seven thieves got the sentence they deserved, while the weaver was sent off after a hearty meal of the best
sweet rice porridge.
6: The Humpback And The Ghosts
Kanai was a hump-back. He was a good soul. He helped the sick with medicme. But no one cared much for
him because of his ugly shape.
He wove baskets and sold them for a living. He was by far the best weaver around. The others of his trade
were jealous and spoke ill of him. Those who believed those rumours, took Kanai to be a wicked fellow. They
turned their faces from him. There was no end to the poor man’s misery, and he bore his burden with great
difficulty.
One day he went to a place some distance away to sell his wares. He could not return home before nightfall.
By the time he reached an old building on the way back, it grew so dark and he felt so tired that he found it
impossible to walk any farther. It was a god-forsaken place. Ghosts were said to live in that house and no one ever
dared to go near it. But Kanai’s tired limbs cried out for rest and he slumped to the ground.
He did not know how long he spent lying in that state. Suddenly he heard a tune floating in from the direction
of that haunted house. Many a voice, it seemed, were singing in chorus. The melody soothed his nerves. He
listened intently and wondered. The tune was appealing, but the words were gibberish and made little sense.
We have asafoetida, salt, also tamarind and oil.

This was the burden of their song. Kama was so bewitched by the tune that he could not resist the temptation
of chanting aloud:
We have asafoetida, salt, also tamarind and oil.

His own effort inspired Kanai and he added with greater gusto:
Pepper, garlic and seasoned toads and dry shrimps that coil.

The sound of his voice passed the walls of the old house and reached the singers’ ears. Those singers, by the
way, were ghosts. They were so pleased with the new line that they ran to Kanai, hoisted him on their shoulders
and danced their way back into the house. They gave him a warm reception and treated him to sweets. Then they
all danced in a circle chanting:
217

We have asafoetida, salt, also tamarind and oil,
Pepper, garlic and seasoned toads and dry shrimps that coil.

Kanai also joined in, dancing and singing that couplet. Suddenly he thought,
“How strange! I find it so difficult even to walk with my hump—and here I am jumping and frisking."
He tried to feel his hump. But, by Jove, he could r not trace it. The ghosts were watching him all this while.
“What are you looking for?” asked one of them. “You don’t have it any more. See, it’s lying there beside you,”
he added.
Tears of joy rolled down Kanai’s cheeks. With the hump off his back, he felt so light and free that he soon fell
asleep.
When he woke up next morning. Kanai found himself lying on the wayside facing that house. The ghosts had
dressed him in new clothes and left him there. Kanai got up and hurried home whistling a merry tune.
Back home, people were amazed to see him. At first they even failed to make out who he was. And, it took
Kanai a long time to make the villagers believe that he was the same Kanai in a new frame and how the good
ghosts had taken off his hump.
Soon the story spread far and wide. No one had heard such a wonderful story before. No longer people turned
away from him. Now they came over to him and invited him to their places to hear from him his strange tale.
Many a villager now bought his baskets only to listen to his experience. This way, he had many more customers,
his sales went up and before long he became rich.
Days passed. One day, while Kanai sat in this courtyard weaving baskets, an old woman came along and
asked,
“Which way is Kebolhatty?”
“This is Kebolhatty,” informed Kanai. “What do you want?” he asked.
“We’ve heard of a Kanai who lives in these parts,” the old woman said, “I wish I could learn from him how he
managed to get rid of his hump so that I could help our hump-backed Manik to be cured of his.”
“I’m the Kanai you’re looking for,” said Kanai. He then gave his story in brief. The old woman, however, kept
nagging until she had all the details from Kanai. She then gave Kanai her blessings and left.
Now Manik, the old woman’s son, had a bigger hump and his neighbours did not like him at all because he
was wicked and boorish. One night, Manik’s relations took him in a carriage and left him near that haunted house.
Manik waited impatiently for the ghosts to start singing. He was ready to join a new line to their refrain, hoping
that his deformity would be cured in the same way. At about midnight the spirits hummed,
We have asafoetida, salt, also tamarind …

Before they could even complete the line, they were interrupted by Manik who uttered in a monotonous voice,
We have posset from our Gurucharan’s confectionery.

This upset the ghosts and their rhythm. And, to make matters worse, the ghosts started vomiting at the mention
of posset.\fn{A British hot drink of milk curdled with wine or ale, often spiced } Ghosts, as you know, hate posset. No wonder
they got furious and scowling at Manik, muttered,
“Who are you, you miserable fool who has no sense of rhyme or rhythm? You have spoilt our song. We'll teach
you a good lesson.”
So saying, they brought Kanai’s hump and fixed it squarely on the hapless Manik’s back. Next morning, when
Manik’s relatives came to pick him up, they were taken aback. They felt sorry for him. The others of their village
felt otherwise.
“The rascal has got his due,” they were heard to say.
7: Grandpa
Bhavani Bhatcharjee was an old Brahmin. He was very fond of the boys of his village and they lovingly called
him Grandpa. The old men, I’m told, was “Grandpa” to one and all.
The boys got a lot of indulgence from him. He did not scold them even when they had a good laugh at his
expense.
Grandpa was well read and wise. He had only one weakness. He could not bear the sight of constables. If
anyone uttered the word in his presence, he shuddered. The boys knew this and played pranks on him.
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Grandpa sat outside his worship chamber everyday and wrote books. This was part of his daily routine. Once
in a while, a boy or two would hit upon a plan to tickle the oId man’s nerves. Then one of the boys would put on a
beard and a red turban, tuck in his loin cloth and arm himself with a stick. He would take a peep from behind a
wall and in a deep voice call out.
“Who is Bhavani Bhattchaj?”
This would shake Grandpa out of his wits. The result would be worse if he caught a glimpse of the red turban
out of the corner of his eyes. He would not wait to find our who it was. He would fly straight into the worship
chamber to Grandma.
At such times, so the boys said, Grandma would promptly send Grandpa off to take a bath. But then, boys love
to exaggerate a little, don’t they? For his part, Grandpa never blamed the boys. To tell you the truth, he did not
suspect them. They were the apples of his eye.
The berries that grew on Granfpa’s tree were by far the sweetest in the region. When the fruits ripened,
Grandpa called the boys and gave them one berry each. He saw to it that every boy got his share. But he never
gave two to any of them even by mistake.
The boys were happy but were also sad because there was no chance of getting a second. It is not that the boys
never tried. But Grandpa had a clear view of the tree from where he sat. He also had a sharp eye. If ever he spied
anyone creeping up to the tree, he roared,
“Who goes there?” At the sound of his voice, the naughty little boy would take fright and slink away, and
everyone would say,
“There’s Grandpa guarding his tree.”
Grandpa never gave the boys anything but the berries. One day, however, the boys were lucky to get something
else from him. That day, too, Grandpa was sitting on the terrace in front of his worship chamber, busy with his
writing. He did not notice when the pet monkey of the Boses slipped in and made off with his hookah.
The hookah was very dear to Grandpa. It was gilded and had been his constant companion for the last thirty
five years or so. After sometime, Grandpa felt like having a puff. It was then that he realized that his precious
possession was missing. He searched every room. But the ape was in no mood to oblige. Instead, it made faces at
the old man.
This went on for a while. Then the imp swung across to the mango-grove next door with the hookah. Grandpa
stood helpless. There was little hope of recovering it. That day the boys came to his rescue, but only after Grandpa
had promised them a treat.
Next morning Grandpa went to Bechu’s shop, bought half a pound of sweet-meat and gave it to the boys. Half
a pound was too small a quantity and you could make out from their faces that the boys were not at all happy.
Grandpa, too, noticed this. But when the old man asked them they just said,
“It was too sweet.” Grandpa nodded gravely.
“Well, well,” he said, “you never told me that you all liked bitter sweets. I’m sorry I got the sweet ones for
you.”
No one in his dreams would call Grandpa a spendthrift. Never in his life did he give anyone a treat, not
counting of course that one instance when he gave away sweets to get back his hookah. The village folks were
ready to believe that Grandpa had three barrels full of money buried in his room. But Grandpa always gave the
impression as if he did not have the means of having two square meals a day.
He could go to any length to save a stiver.\fn{ A nickel-metal coin used in the Netherlands at one time and worth about onetwentiety of a guilder; but used here to mean any unit of currency of small value:H } He did not spare Grandma even. Once he
stopped talking to her for two months, and all because Grandma had one day carelessly dropped an extra spoon of
ghee in their cereal.
Now coming back to the boys—they were a little disappointed with Grandpa ever since that sweet-meat
incident. Can you blame them for it? Just imagine the trouble they took to recover the hookah. A score of boys
went after that monkey for no less than three hours. The ape made them run into every nook and corner, roll in the
mud and climb trees before parting with the hookah. They were left battered and bruised, their legs scratched by
prickly nettles. At the end of all this, what was their reward?—half a pound of sweets.
Durga Puja was round the corner. The clay-modellers were busy giving fmishing touches to the images. The
boys loved to see them at work. One day, the boys who had gathered there held a secret meeting. They longed to
take it out on Grandpa. They did not want to harm the old man or make him suffer a heavy loss. All they wanted
was to make him spend some money—preferably a little more than he had spent on those sweets. The question on
every boy’s mind was,
“How?” The old man was so miserly! Suggestions came. One said,
“Let’s go and chop down the berry tree.” Another piped,
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“We’d better hide his hookah.”
But these were ruled out. Who would have the heart to cut down the tree? And as for the hookah, there was no
point in hiding it because sooner or later it would have to be returned. In any case, these tricks would not help
them in achieving their goal which was to make Grandpa spend some money.
The boys scratched their heads and racked their brains. Pretty soon they realized that it was no easy job. They
sat crest-fallen. All this while an oldclay-modeller was watching them amused. When the boys had nearly given
up, he drew close to them and whispered something in their ears. They jumped at the idea. They returned home in
a jolly mood, ready for action next morning.
Grandpa was a man of regular habits. He would wake up in the wee hours of the morning everyday and chant
hymns while still in bed: Then just before sunrise he would get up, take his bath, finish his prayers and sit down to
write. That day, too, the old man woke up before the cock crew and sitting on his bed started his chant. But before
he had recited a verse or two, someone barked outside,
“Is Bhowani Bhattchaj at home?”
His chanting stopped. He sprang up, too.k a quick bath and rushed through his morning prayers. He did not sit
down to write. Instead he went straight into Grandma’s kitchen and took shelter there. There he remained till midday. When he found that no one called him again, Grandpa gathered enough courage to leave the kitchen. He
tiptoed out.
But once on the terrace, he froze, his heart sank. There in the middle of the worship chamber stood an image of
the goddess Durga in all her glory. Grandpa was in a fix.
“The goddess is here. If I do not worship her,” he thought, “I’ll be committing a sin. But if I do, I’ll be
spending no less than three hundred rupees. Oh, what do I do?”
He wailed and cursed the crook who had done this to him. Grandpa may have been a miser, but he was learned,
and above all, god-fearing. He said to himself,
“I’m a man of means, but I never bothered to worship as I should. The gods have taught me a lesson. Why
should I feel sorry? Now on, I’ll worship the goddess Durga without fail every year.”
Quite unnoticed, the boys had trickled in and gathered round the old man to see the fun. They tried hard to
control their laughter lest they gave themselves away. Even then, one look at them, and Grandpa had no doubt
who were the culprits.
Grandpa stood facing the boys who now feared the worst. They grew tense, but Grandpa’s reaction gave them
a pleasant surprise,
“May god bless you my sons,” he began, “you don’t know what good you have done me. You’ve kindled good
sense in this old sinner.” Then coming closer to them he said,
“But tell me, how’ll I manage such a big affair alone, with none to help me?” The boys were in good cheer.
They shouted all together,
“We’ll do everything for you. You don’t have to worry at all. You’ll only sit there while we arrange
everything.”
Even as Grandpa smiled a loving smile, tears of joy welled up in his eyes. He then kissed the boys and bade
them good-bye.
The boys did not turn up their noses at the sweets Grandpa distributed this time,
7: The Weaver and the Seven Ghosts
Once there was a weaver who was very fond of sweet pies.
“Ma,” he said one day, “I want to have sweet pies today. Please make me some.”
That day his mother cooked seven sweet pies for him—all crisp and round and flat and very tasty. The weaver
danced with joy and sang:
One and two I’ll muzzle,
All the seven I’ll munch and guzzle.

“If you go on with your antics,” his mother chided him gently, “when will you eat them?”
“Do you think I’ll have them here? Oh no. I’ll have them where everyone can see.” So saying, the weaver left,
dancing and chanting:
One and two I’ll muzzle,
All the seven I’ll munch and guzzle.
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The weaver hopped and skipped all the way to the banyan tree that stood in the market place. He went on
dancing and singing beneath the tree:
One and two I’ll muzzle,
All the seven I’ll munch and guzzle.

Now it so happened that seven ghosts\fn{ The text uses the word “spooks” throughout, but this word carries other connotations
in American English not appropriate to its present context, and I have accordingly substituted the word “ghost” in its place:H } had
nestled in that tree. They heard the weaver’s “All the seven I’ll munch and guzzle” and they grew mortally afraid.
The seven huddled together, trembling.
“Oh, what a cruel fate. Tbis horrid man—who knows where he’s come from?—he says he’ll chew all seven of
us. What do we do now?” They pondered for a while, then brought an earthen pot and offered it to the weaver.
“Sir,” they begged with folded hands, “please don’t eat us. Take this pot and leave us.”
The weaver was so alarmed at the sight of these seven ink-black, lanky spirits, with ears like winnowing
platters and teeth like radishes and eyes like pyres, that he could not move. After some time he asked,
“What’ll, Ido with this pot?”
“Sir,” the ghosts said, “whenever you feel like having something—we mean some food—you’ll find it inside
the pot.”
“Is that so?” the weaver cried. “Well, I want a plateful of sweet rice porridge.”
No sooner he uttered these words than his mouth watered with the sweet fragrance of delicious porridge. The
weaver had never tasted such a delicacy, neither had his mother nor evnn his father. No wonder the weaver was
pleased beyond measure and left with the pot. The spirits crossed themselves.
“It was a close shave, brother,” they muttered.
It was almost midday and the weaver was still a long way from home. He said to himself,
“The sun is too hot. How can I go all the way? There’s a friend of mine who lives close by I think I’d better go
over to his place and cool my heels. Later, when the sun is less hot, I’ll return home.”
So the weaver went to his friend’s cottage. Now this friend was a crafty wretch. He set his eyes on the pot and
asked the weaver,
“Where did you get this?”
“My dear friend,” said the weaver, his face beaming, “this isn’t an ordiriary pot. It can do wonders.”
“Indeed,” said the host looking surprised. “Let’s see what it can do.”
“Name any item of food and I’ll serve it to you from this pot,” replied the weaver. The greedy friend placed his
order.
“I’ll have, well, sweetmeats and rosogollas and …” he went on naming the sweets, and one by one the weaver
took out every item his friend wanted from the pot. As he saw the spread, the host’s only thought was how to
pinch the magic pot.
All of a sudden he started treating the weaver very cordially. He fanned him and wiped his brows with a towel.
“Poor brother,” he said, “you must be awfully tired. You are sweating. Why don’t you take a little rest? I’ll
make your bed for you.”
The host made a bed and put the weaver to sleep. He then replaced that pot with one that looked alike. The
weaver knew nothing of this. He woke up in the afternoon and took his leave. He returned home and called out his
mother.
“What’ll you like to have, Ma” he cried, “sweet-meats or sweet pies? Look, this pot can give whatever you ask
for.”
Alas, this pot was not the charmed one. Why should it obey the weaver? Nothing came out of it. All he got was
a scolding from his mother as he stood quite perplexed.
The weaver fretted through the night. In the morning he went up to the banyan tree and, standing beneath it,
yelled,
One and two I’ll muzzle,
All the seven I’ll munch and guzzle.

The spooks again shuddered. This time they brought a goat and, after saluting the weaver, they begged for his
mercy.
“Please don’t take our lives. Take this goat instead,” they said. The weaver asked,
“What can this goat do?”
“He'll laugh if you tickle him and spout gold mohurs,” the spirits said.\fn{The mohur was a gold coin that was formerly
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minted by several governments including that of British India (including the 175 Princely States), the Moghul Empire, Nepal, and
Afghanistan. It was usually equivalent in value to fifteen silver rupees and was last minted by the British India administration in 1918,
though some of the Princely States continued to mint them until they were absorbed much later into independent India:H }

The weaver, when he heard this, tickled the goat which made it laugh “Hee hee, haw haw,” and coins began to
gush out of its muzzle. The weaver was naturally very pleased with this gift. He took the goat and left, deciding to
stop on his way for a short while to show it off to his friend.
That day his friend made an even cozier bed and fanned him with a fan in each hand. The weaver, not
suspecting any foul play, slept soundly. He woke up after sunset. The host in the meanwhile had stolen the gift
and replaced it with another goat.
The weaver got ready and left in a hurry, trailed by his friend’s goat. On reaching home he found his mother in
a sour mood because he was so late.
“O Ma,” he said, “don’t be cross with me. Look what I’ve brought. This goat has magic powers and you’ll
dance with joy when you see what he can do.” So saying, he tingled the goat’s flanks. The goat, however, would
not laugh. No coin dropped either. The foolish weaver again gave it a poke and cried,
“I’m tickling you, why don’t you laugh?”
The goat was not amused. It got irritated and butted the poor weaver so hard on his nose that he fell flat on the
ground and sobbed. His nose bled and, to make matters worse, his mother heaped insult on injury.
The weaver could bear no more. He was very annoyed. He returned next day to the banyan tree and sang at the
top of his voice:
One and two I’ll muzzle,
All the seven I’ll munch and guzzle.

Then he started screaming at the ghosts,
“You good-for-nothing-blokes, you’ve fooled me twice. You’ve had my nose battered. This time I’m not going
to spare you.” The ghosts were surprised when they heard the weaver.
“Why Sir, how have we deceived you? Why do you blame us for your bruised nose?” they asked. The weaver
caressed his nose and said,
“Just see how your goat has treated me. I’ll chew you all up.”
“That could never be our goat,” the spooks protested. “Did you go home straight from here?” they asked.
“No, I’d been to my friend’s place first. I took some rest there and then went home,” the weaver confessed.
“No wonder,” the spirits said, “your friend prigged your goat while you were enjoying your nap.” Everything
now became crystal clear to the weaver.
“It must be so,” he said, “that knave must have stolen my pot and also my goat. But what’ll I do now?” The
ghosts gave a him a stick and said,
“With this stick you can get back your pot and your goat. Go to your friend with this stick. Just say “Stick,
beat” and watch the fun. The stick will set him straight. In fact. it can thrash a hundred such crooks at a time.” So
the weaver went over to his friend’s cottage once again.
“Are you in a mood for some fun?” he asked his friend, who was delighted with the idea. The weaver held his
stick and uttered,
“Stick beat.”
The stick immediately started beating. Never in his life had the fellow had such a drubbing. The stick beat him
black and blue. He tried to run away. The stick went after him and he was forced to retrace his steps. The friend
cried and begged for mercy.
“Spare me, please,” he wept, “I’ll give you back your pot, I’ll give you back your goat, I promise.”
“First let me have the pot and the goat,” said the weaver, “only then will I stop the stick.”
His friend was left with no choice. With the stick still striking him, he handed over the pot and the goat to the
weaver. The weaver touched the pot and said, “Let there be sweetmeats”—and there were sweetmeats. He then
tickled the goat. The creature laughed and four hundred gold coins popped out. The weaver picked up his pot and
his stick and left, followed by his goat.
The weaver soon became a rich man. He had a palatial house and a set of grand carriages, fine horses and
majestic elephants. Everything about him was regal—his food, his manners, his gait, and even the men around
him. The king of the land treated him with respect and sought for his advice every time the king undertook a new
venture.
Years passed. One day a neighbouring king came with thousands and thousands of his troops and started
looting and plundering the land where the weaver lived. The good king’s guards lay wounded and his palace was
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under siege. The king called for the weaver.
“Brother, what do I do now? There seems to be no escape,” he said. The weaver consoled his king.
“There’s nothing to worry about,” he said, “please go to your chamber and relax while I set things in order.”
The weaver then took his stick and stationed himself at the main gate of the king’s palace. The other king was
approaching fast, leading his men, horses and elephants. They destroyed everything that came their way. Cries,
trumpets, neighing and wailing rent the air. The enemy king was atop an elephant that looked like a mammoth
and, as he rode along the dusty path, he dreamt of all the treasure that would soon be his. All this while, the
weaver stood guard, waiting patiently for the troops to come a little nearer. As soon as they came within striking
distance, the weaver held aloft his stick and commanded,
“Stick, beat.”
Lo and behold! Blows rained on that king and his cohorts as if there were a million sticks. They writhed in
pain. Soon the enemy king cried,
“Stop it, please. I’m sorry indeed. Leave us and we shall return to our land.”
The weaver pretended not to hear. Only a naughty little smile escaped his lips. When he could bear no more,
the beaten king begged,
“I’m returning all that we have looted. You may even take my kingdom. But, upon my honour, please set us
free.” The weaver then went to see his king.
“The enemy king has surrendered. He has promised to return everything and to give his kingdom also. He begs
to be pardoned and set free. What is your desire?” he asked.
The good king asked the weaver to stop the thrashing. The vanquished fell at his rival’s feet and with tearful
eyes begged for mercy. The good king then motioned towards the weaver and said,
“If you give half of your kingdom to this friend of mine and give your daughter’s hand in marriage to him, I’ll
let you go.”
The other king readily accepted the proposal—only a moment ago he had offered the whole of his kingdom to
gain freedom.
Within a few days, amidst grand festivity, the weaver was enthroned and his wedding with the princess took
place.
I only wish you and I could be there at the feast!
278.67d Excerpt from Bangali Striloker Bartaman Abastha\fn{by Mankumari Basu (1863- )} Jessore, Jessore
District, Bangladesh (F) -1
Although men are still holding a superior position in society compared to women, it is absoloutely unreasonable that they will abuse or oppress women and that they will enlighten themselves by education, leaving women
behind in the darkness of ignorance. Childbearing, childrearing and housework are duties that God has given
women to perform, but these are not the prime objectives of their lives.\fn{ In Bangla Mahila (July-August 1875, p. 241}
227.25 The Fruit Of The Tree Of Knowledge\fn{by Kamini Roy (1864-1933)} Basenda, Barisal District, Barisal
Division, Bangladesh (F) 2
The English poet Gray has observed:
“Where ignorance is bliss, ’tis folly to be wise.”
The story of the first man and woman in the Old Testament of the Bible also speaks thus. According to the
Bible, mankind’s thirst for knowledge is the original sin and the source of all human sorrow and misery. Partaking
of the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge has subjected humans to disease and illness, old age and death, violence and
grief; or else they could have enjoyed eternal youth, immortality, and a blessed life beyond pain and suffering in
heavenly Eden.
One wonders why knowledge—which lends eyes to the blind, bestows strength unto the weak, destroys
distances, and brings infinite powers within human grasp—is regarded as evil and the constant companion of
darkness in ancient Jewish religious texts, whereas in reality it is more like the holy; bright, life-giving light. Yet
there is a profound truth embedded in this ancient narrative. A whole world of human woes would have vanished
if we did not have a sense of good and evil.
Animals cannot distinguish between honesty and dishonesty, well-being and illness, truth and lies, virtue and
vice. Hence they are untroubled by any feeling of shame, internal remorse or external punishment. Where there is
no knowledge, there is neither depravity nor piety.
But why should knowledge—which has invested mankind with true humanity and elevated him from the status
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of beasts, has made him the descendant of the Gods and which is indeed a rare gift from the Almighty—bring
such sufferings to the human race; and how?
When the first man, Adam, and the first woman, Eve, standing on the brink of knowledge, exchanged glances,
their comely faces must have reflected the bashful rosy hue of a blooming flower. I do not know whether they
considered the new gamut of emotions, never experienced before, sad or happy: is it likely that it was shot
through with searing agony? Did they not feel on that fateful day that although they were bound by the closest ties
and were each inseparable from the other, they inhabited two different bodies: that the whole universe was a
strange entity outside their single unified existence? Did not the combined worship of beauty and restraint start on
the day when they first covered their nakedness with leaves?
A new current of thoughts and actions to sustain and please each other displaced the indolent stasis of their
hitherto placid and idle lives. Did this not enrich and beautify their hearts even more? Had not the evening rest
after their daily labour been sweetened by the knowledge of togetherness and mutual companionship? Had not
compassion, generated by approaching dangers and tribulations, intensified their conjugal love? See how sweatstained Adam relaxes under the sweet words and gentle care of his wife, the exertion of tilling the land is
completely forgotten. And again observe how Eve, who has just become a mother, discounts all physical pain as
she clutches her newborn baby to her breast.
It is useless to debate whether it is a curse or a blessing for a man to toil for his wife and child, for a woman to
spend her life looking after her husband and son. To live solely for oneself is pointless. Dying for another makes
even death seem desirable. A sense of for the sake of another is very important in life.
Human beings were no better than animals in their infancy; with the aid of knowledge, they gradually
developed and approached divinity. In the Bible God says,
“See how man has become like us—he can discriminate between the good and the bad.”
The Lord has banished him from the Garden of Eden lest he reaches out for the fruit of the Tree of Life and
becomes immortal. The Tree of Knowledge and the Tree of Life were beside each other, and still are. Yet even
now, after millions of years, people still refer to knowledge as the Poison Tree.
The Biblical God was against human access to knowledge; in the new society, one class has always sowed
thorns in the path of another class trying to gain knowledge, and continues to do so. The sole reason for this is the
age-old fear of losing one’s primacy—“lest they become like us”. The priestly community has for long attempted
to monopolize the Scriptures—the repository of knowledge. Their overpowering domination derived from their
knowledge of the ancient texts. In order to perpetuate their dominance over the lower orders and the women, they
took every care to keep them away from the light of learning.
The male desire to rule is the primary if not the only stumbling block to women’s enlightenment. We often
notice that lack of practice renders education futile. Because women are also mothers they have much less leisure
than men to nurture their acquired knowledge. Just as the dual role of the wife and the mother has circumscribed
the women’s zone of functioning, it has also constricted their period of study.
Are women unhappy because of this? It is not possible to answer this question with a single word at this
juncture.\fn{This was originally published in 1905:H} A large number of women, and men too, are indifferent, even
averse to the idea of learning. Yet the kind of educational facilities available for men are not available for women.
Not all men pursue knowledge after entering family life; most are busy with their business or profession. But the
road to education for women is barred from before because they will be embroiled in domesticity and household
work. One who is born blind does not pine for light. But one who has had a glimpse and then shut out of its
radiance is infinitely more wretched. Such unhappy and deprived women are not rare upon this earth.
The entire human race is progressing inexorably with the light of knowledge. Wisdom acquired through
tremendous hardships many centuries ago by the learned elders of the community is now readily available to
people as inherited wealth from their childhood. New knowledge is opening fresh avenues of pain, joy; desire and
aspiration, awakening novel forces and energies.
Despite living in this enlightened world and acknowledging the need to educate and instruct men of the lower
classes, the people of this country are totally apathetic towards women’s literacy. They are extremely afraid and
suspicious of women’s emancipation. Why?
The same old fear—“Lest they become like us”. But is this at all possible? Woman, will the light of knowledge
dazzle you to such an extent that you will ignore the sweet virtues of motherhood and sisterhood, and eagerly
adopt the authoritarian ways of your father! Can that be true learning, which does not teach you to discriminate
between the beneficial and the harmful, the beautiful and the ugly; the useful and the useless? Cradled in your
mother’s arms, you have been nurtured by the white nectar flowing from her breasts and in time you yourself will
become a “mother”—the abiding deity of affection/the embodiment of love—I fail to understand how you can fall
from womanhood. Can you?
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Even if one concedes that in certain spheres women may “become like us” how does that harm “us”? In the
Puranas we see that when a man or a demon engaged in austere, steadfast meditation, Indra and the other Gods,
afraid that he might wrest their divinity; tried to disrupt his prayers. Are “we” assailed by similar fears?
Men highlight certain faults in order to prove that women are deficient: Will it help or hinder society if women
are freed of these shortcomings through enlightenment and education, if courage and tranquility replace timidity
and ignorance, if fickle minds become resolute, if women escape charges of shortsightedness by weighing the
pros and cons before acting, if they discard bias and dispense rewards with a steady hand upholding the scales of
justice? Will home and family be greatly imperiled if women act with responsibility instead of being mere
mechanical dolls, can comprehend the meaning of the prayers they chant instead of merely parroting them, can
sweep away superstition and appreciate the real significance, poetry, beauty and utility of hereditary practices and
rituals?
The sorrows entailed in acquiring wisdom have been stated earlier. If one can identify good as good, then that
which is evil is bound to disquiet the mind. With knowledge, new aspirations are born; new goals beckon; virtue
resides in following one’s ideal; the opposite is vice.
Every article of knowledge imposes a responsibility over our moral lives. In this sense enlightenment is indeed
the source of grief. But the difference between animals and human beings, learning and ignorance, is this
distinctive suffering.
On the other hand there is a permanent connection between knowledge and happiness. Wherever there is
wisdom there is light. Error, doubt and fear cannot survive there. It is a world of pure, joyous, meaningful
existence; had it been otherwise, human life would have been nothing but a burden.
263.104 1. A Fragment Of A Newspaper Article 2. Comment on the character of Saroj Nalini\fn{by Lady Abala
Bose (1864-1951)} Barasil, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (F) -1
1\fn{Writing in Modern Review, a leading English magazine in those days, she argued that women should have a deeper and extended
education}
not because we may make better matches for our girls … not even that the services of the daughter-in-law may be
more valuable in the home of her adoption, but because a woman like man is first of all a mind, and only in the
second place physical and a body.”
2\fn{In a writing not otherwise attested, at MMMCCXLVI, p. 41}
I often wondered how she could manage to do so much work and to do it so well. I think it was because she
had succeeded in moulding her life into a beautiful system. So much work is remaining undone in our country
merely because of lack of workers. When I was in despair of finding a woman worker for my institutions, ‘Saroj
Nalini came of her own accord and joined the Nari Siksha Samiti\fn{Women’s Education League} and volunteered to
take upon herself the heavy duties of the secretary of the Bani-Bhaban.\fn{Widows’ Home} She never oignored our
call for help, and whenever we sought her help she gave it unreservedly and with enthusiasm. It is impossible
adequately to express the loss that all women’s movements in general, and the Bani-Bhaban in particular, have
sustained by here death.
233.53 Excerpt from The Memoirs Of Dr. Haimabati Sen: “From Child Widow To Lady Doctor”\fn{by Haimabati
Sen (c.1866-1933)} Naihati Srirampur, Khulna District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) 15
1
So far I have talked about my family,\fn{ The first chapter was entitled Family and Ancestors:H} now I shall write
something about myself.
I was born unfortunate. From birth I was neglected by my mother because I could never be an heir to the
ancestral property. Punti-ma brought me up. Eventually my mother also cared for me but my father was delighted
with me from the time of my birth. That is why he ordered a musical performance for one entire month.
As a child, I spent only a little time in the inner quarters and lived mostly in the outer quarters. For the first
five years of my life my name was Chuni Babu, and I dressed like a boy.
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One day I went on my father’s boat to Khulna. He had a budgerow with thirty-two oars. Lathiyals used to pull
the oars. My father used to go on his boat with one veteran lathiyal, four boatmen, one peon, one servant, one
brahmin cook, and a few friends and sycophants. I used to accompany him.
On the day in question, since there was a rain-storm all day long, the boat could hardly move forward.
Between morning and midday we barely covered two miles. My father ordered that khichri\fn{Rice and lentils cooked
together with spices} be cooked. The necessary ingredients were there and soon a large pot of khichri was cooking.
But a single potful would hardly be enough for so many people. My revered father ordered that all the ghee in
stock—nearly three pounds—be poured into the khichri.
Never again have I tasted khichri like that. No one could eat more than an ounce of it and so one potful proved
adequate for everybody.
We returned home at nighttime having traveled hardly any distance at all. What a terrible storm! At last the
boat entered a canal allowing us to anchor at one end of the village. My father sent me home with a peon. Alek
Sardar wrapped me in a blanket and went off carrying me in his arms.
But what misfortune! Which way could he go? The storm was bringing down trees and blocking the path. As
we walked under a wood-apple tree, five or six of the wood-apples fell and hit me. I began to scream. The peon
then took me to the house of a kaibarta.\fn{A fisherman or peasant caste} His large house had collapsed in the storm
and the family had taken shelter on one side of a smaller building where the cows were kept. Alek Sardar took me
into this shed. They were very agitated when they saw me in this condition; they gave me some milk and laid me
down on some nice quilts. I do not know why my father sent me home. Had I been allowed to stay in the boat, I
would not have suffered so much.
The peon failed to carry out his responsibilities and I fell asleep in that shed. The next morning the storm
stopped. My father returned home first, shortly after Alek Sardar arrived carrying me. My wounds from the woodapples took some time to heal.
The outer quarters were my resort. I spent all my time there, staying in the schoolroom during the office hours.
The teacher was very fond of me and I greatly enjoyed listening to the lessons, but I had no right to an education.
Though I lived like a boy in every other respect, in matters of education I remained a woman. It is a popular
superstition in our country that women, if educated, have to suffer widowhood; hence that path was entirely
closed to me.
But I was inspired by an eager wish God had planted in my heart. I listened to and memorized whatever the
teacher taught the boys. I still remember parts of what I learned. I knew most of what was taught in the primary
school by heart but I did not know a single letter of the alphabet.
I remember the school inspector visiting the school on three or four occasions. Once, when a Sub-inspector
named Sarada Babu was cross-examining the boys, I answered the questions they did not know. Sarada Babu
turned to me and said,
“Keep quiet for the moment, I shall examine you later.”
I sat quietly. The inspector summoned me when the examination was over. When I went to him, he asked,
“What books do you read?” I replied,
“I cannot read.”
“Then how did you answer all those questions?” I answered,
“I have learnt only by listening.”
He opened a primer and showed it to me. I did not know a single letter. He said to me,
“Tell me what you have learnt by memorizing.”
I recited the poem on milk sweets from the poetry selection, the poem beginning “I do not want a beautiful
face,”—the story of Bhuban from Charitabali,\fn{Biographical Sketches} and poems from Kabita Kusumanjali.\fn
{Poetry Selection} The inspector was very pleased and said,
“Why don’t you study?” I answered,
“Doesn’t that lead to widowhood?” He laughed and said,
“If that happens, let it. But you have so much talent, it shouldn’t be wasted.”
I was very pleased. He gave me a copy each of Part One and Part Two of the primer and met my father. He
praised my intelligence and asked him to arrange for my schooling. My father said,
“I have no objection. But the ladies of the family are opposed to the idea.” The inspector said,
“It would be an excellent idea if this girl could be given education.” My father said,
“So be it. The ladies will not be told about this.”
*
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I was overwhelmed with joy. I went to the teacher immediately and asked him to teach me. He performed the
initial ritual and my lessons began. I studied with great earnestness, allowing the teacher hardly any time for the
other pupils. The teacher cautioned me,
“If you study that fast, the goddess of learning will get angry. Then you won’t be able to acquire any
knowledge.”
My speed was somewhat checked on hearing this, but I did not stop. I knew the two books by rote in less than
two months.
I was now impatient for more things to read and began to read whatever came my way. 1 very quickly
memorized the Subhankari.\fn{Versified arithmetical and accounting formulas traditionally used in vernacular primary schools in
Bengal} But my aspiration was to read the Mahabharata like my Uncle Trailokya and elder cousin Ramcharan.
The grandmothers and grandaunts would realize how much I had learned only if I could read the Ramayana and
the Mahabharata. I therefore started tearing out pages from the Ramayana and read these to my friends when we
played in the woods.
One day I intoned the Ramayana for the benefit of my teacher. The teacher was very pleased and said,
“Mani,\fn{Jewel} you have indeed learned to read the Ramayana very well.” I asked,
“Would it be all right to read it to the grandmothers and grandaunts in the same way?” He told me,
“Of course, you can read to them.”
I was very pleased. That afternoon, when the grandmothers and grandaunts were sitting together with cousin
Ramcharan’s Ramayana, I went and said,
“I shall read the Ramayana.” They said,
“How can you read? You have no education!” I said,
“Yes, I do know how to read. Let me read. You can tell me off if I fail.”
I then began to read the Ramayana with the appropriate intonation. Everyone was amazed. I had read out a fair
portion when cousin Ramcharan came and saw what was going on. He praised me a great deal and said,
“She can read very well indeed. From now on she will read.”
After all this talk, everybody suddenly woke up. How did she learn all this, they wondered and began to lament
the possible consequences. They summoned my mother and said,
“Go and see what your hussy of a daughter has done. She is certainly going to be a widow. With such a
daughter you are sure to lose caste. You allow her to spend all her time in the outer quarters, and now she has
grown into a masculine woman. Despite all our objections your daughter has acquired education. Now she is quite
somebody.”
Hearing this, I lost all my enthusiasm for reading the Ramayana to them. Considering this “ovation”, any other
person would not have touched a book again in her life. But I was not the girl to give up. Since I could not read at
home, I would go out into our quarter of the village and read all the books in the afternoons—Ramayana,
Mahabharata, Kalikapuran, Gangabhaktitarangini, Bhaktirasamrita and the rest.
Everybody began to praise me and my enthusiasm was rekindled. The inspector carne again, cross-examined
me, and expressed his pleasure. At the prize-giving ceremony, he gave me two books, a silver hairpin shaped like
a flower, a mirror, and a comb. When saying good-bye, he commented,
“This girl has a fine brain. If properly educated, she will be a great woman. Unfortunately, no one will allow
her the chance.”
*
The fact that I got prizes became a source of misfortune. I was now renowned as a hussy given to masculine
ways.
“She has brought home prizes; now nobody will marry her. Her reputation will suffer no end if people get to
know of this.”
This “generous” reception did not stamp out my enthusiasm. I thought that it would be a good idea if I could
teach someone else as well. But who would join me?
I stopped going to school because I had learned enough to read books as big as the Ramayana and the
Mahabharata. I looked only for a pupil to my liking. But who could that be? Then my younger aunt\fn{ The wife of
my father’s third youngest brother} came to live in our home for the first time. She was my uncle’s second wife. When
sht first came she was thirteen and I was eight. I was her constant companion, the only person she could talk to.
We used to eat, bathe, go to bed and, in short, do everything together.
From the time this aunt arrived, I spent much less time in the outer quarters of the house. She was such an
obedient student that my joy knew no bounds. I gave her the first and second parts of my primer,
Sisusiksha,\fn{Education for Children} and all my other books. One day she looked at me wide eyed and said,
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“You are but a little girl, and you can read big books like the Ramayana and the Mahabharata. This is indeed
very surprising.” I assured her,
“I shall read to you one day.”
My aunt was pleased to hear this and agreed to be my pupil. Secretly, I began teaching her the first part of the
primer in the afternoons. I could not keep the matter secret from my father. I told him that I was giving lessons to
my aunt every day. My father said,
“I see, you have hatched a plan to get the poor girl thrashed within an inch of her life. If anyone finds out, both
of you will get a sound beating.”
We used a small secluded room beside the kitchen. This room was where the new brides in the family used to
go to play cards and dice, or work at some craft like weaving hanging baskets made of yarn or stitching quilts. At
that time there were no other young brides in the family and only my aunt and little girls from the locality went
into this room. But most of the time I would not allow the other girls to stay there. Since I wanted to teach my
aunt, I would quarrel with them or beat them up until they left. We continued like this for a while but soon my
education had to stop.
*
Everyone in the family began to worry about my marriage. My two grandmothers sent for the marriage broker
and asked him to look for a suitable groom. They were anxious to perform the act of gauridan\fn{Giving a girl in
marriage before she reached puberty, ideally before the age of eight } which would earn them religious merit. A few days later,
the marriage broker, with his travel expenses paid in advance, set out in quest of a bridegroom. In about fifteen
days he returned with news of several likely grooms.
They were all from kulin families. Grooms were located in Sridharpur, Sobhana, Narail, Khejura. They were
aged twenty-four, twenty-five, twenty-six, thirty, and so on.
My father did not approve of any of them. They were a bunch of illiterates.
Then there was another search. The Rajas of Sam and Raykathi, the zamindars of Bangram all came and
inquired. They all said:
“But an educated girl and so thoroughly spoiled! We will not be able to cope with her.”
This news reached the ladies in the inner quarters and now I was in for a grand reception. Of course, they had
known from the very beginning that a girl who had won so many prizes would eventually have no choice but
conversion to Christianity. They said,
“We will have to give her in marriage to the Christian Gang Babu’s son.”
I burned with indignation when I heard such things. I had to tolerate these comments day after day, but I
ignored them and put all my energy into teaching my aunt. She too finished the second part of the primer and
learned to read other books. Now how could I teach her to write?
I got a couple of sar pens\fn{Firm shoots of a weed that were sharpened } from the teacher and scraped and collected
the soot from the bottom of the pot in which rice was cooked. I also fried rice until it was burned black, melted it
in water, and kept the liquid in a clay pot. I used this as ink and wrote on banana leaves.
We copied whatever we found in the printed books. We also tore pages from other books to copy what was
written on them.
Meanwhile there was a new proposal of marriage. The groom was a Deputy Magistrate in Jessore and his
brother was the police inspector of Khulna. The prospective bridegroom was kulin-kayastha by caste and fortyfive years old. He had lost two wives and was now planning a third marriage. He had two daughters by his first
marriage; the son of his second wife had died with his mother. Two other children born to the first wife were also
dead.
This was the groom everyone approved of. My father was a little hesitant because of the groom’s advanced
years, but his opinion was swept aside by the harsh comments of the grandmothers. They said,
“There is no harm if there is a great difference in age between the bride and the bridegroom. A woman, when
married\fn{The meaning of the Bengali phrase according to the note is: literally, when the water of marriage falls on her body } will
flourish physically. Moreover, the groom is a Deputy Magistrate, two of his brothers are police inspectors, they
have a brick-built house, and they are wealthy enough to celebrate the worship of Durga at home. Both the family
and the groom are very suitable. We must give her in marriage to this man. If we do not accept this groom, it will
be impossible to find another one for this girl.”
My father did not raise any further objections and sent emissaries to meet the groom. They came back and said,
“The groom is very handsome indeed.”
My mother had no more objections. The arrangements for the wedding festival began. I was nine years and six
months old at the time.
*
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In the month of Sravan,\fn{July-August} I was given in marriage to that handsome groom. I was asleep at the
time of the wedding. When I woke up I found that instead of my elder grandmother, a strange man was lying on
the big bed. This was an old-fashioned bed; one had to climb a set of stairs about thirty-six inches high to get into
it. I saw that someone had removed the stairs and thought,
“Oh, God, how will I get off the bed?” At last I jumped down. All my ornaments made a clanging noise and
everyone in the house woke up and knew what had happened. Everyone was surprised. What a samkhini
girl!\fn{According to tradition, one of the four types of women} No one ever had ever heard of such a thing before this. I
said that I was hungry. When my mother heard this, she said,
“But she has not eaten anything. Please don’t criticize her any more.”
I sat down to eat and before I had finished eating, it was already daybreak. The ritual of “stale wedding” was
scheduled for the morning. My mother asked me to hurry with my meal and I quickly ate my food. I sat like a
lump of inanimate matter covered in a Benares sari with huge ornaments all over my body. I was plunged in
anxious thoughts. I have no memory of what was going through my mind. I only remember thinking: when there
is a dolls’ wedding the bride has to go to her in-laws’ house; probably the same thing will happen to me. But 1 did
not want to go to their house and knew I must talk to my father about this. Otherwise they would force me. This
had to be stopped straightaway.
I looked for my father everywhere, but could not find him. When I tried to go to the outer quarters, people
raised a hue and cry. I stood there in a state of shock. I was going to my father. What was wrong with that? Then
several persons explained to me that it would be improper to go to the outer quarters now. That part of the house
was full of people from the bridegroom’s family.
“You are now their bride. You are not supposed to go to them.” I only said,
“I don’t want to be their bride.”
They caught hold of me and pulled me back and did not let me go to my father. What was I to do? I had to
keep quiet. Tears came to my eyes. I sat and wept. I kept thinking my childhood was at an end.
In the afternoon the women were engaged in some ritual involving the groom. When I was sitting in that new
room, one of the girls came to call me. I ran away as soon as I heard this. I only kept wondering how I could
escape from this danger. Many people were feasted but I did not see any of that. My aunt brought some rice and
fed me. I fell asleep where I was. I felt miserable thinking of my fate. I thought something had gone seriously
wrong.
But the neighbors complimented me on my good fortune. I thought that my destiny had taken an evil turn. I
felt so agitated. I only kept wondering how I could escape. Since my birth I had spent my time in the outer
quarters. Now even that had ended. What woe! I kept quiet in my misery. The ladies of the family said to one
another,
“See, in only a single day the girl has become so reserved and shy!”
Oh God! Such comments made me burn with indignation. Only a free bird put in a cage knows of this silent
pain. If a wild doe is captured and has to keep quiet, her condition would have been similar to what I was
suffering. I could not go to my father or to my teacher or even to the temple.
Who are these people who have come and closed all my doors? Who are they? When will they go?—this was
all that I could think. Then I heard that they would leave the following day and I would have to go with them.
Oh Heavens! I could not possibly do that. I was even more desperate to find my father and say something
about this. Why should I go with them? Why did I have to go alone and why couldn’t anyone close to me also
come? This must not happen. I cried and thought I would kill myself by beating my head on the floor, but I would
not go.
Such were my thoughts all day long. I was deeply distressed. People were feasting all through the day.
Everyone was tired out. Even my aunt had no time to come to me. Only one or two girls of our locality called and
told me about that groom, the cause of my misery and disgust.
Their talk gave me no pleasure. I was sick with hunger and thirst. I lay down where I was. Who would enquire
after me? Everybody was so busy!
*
This upheaval in my life jettisoned me into endless misery. This was not obvious at the time. Yet this event
began an endless cycle of misfortune that would overshadow the rest of my life. At the time I was overwhelmed
with anguish but that anguish was the mere whim of a spoilt child.
I had little understanding then of the true horror of what had happened to me. Everybody gets married and they
rejoice when they see the gifts of ornaments and clothes. I also received ornaments and clothes and much fuss was
made of me.
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But instead of joy, I felt a profound misery at all of this. I neither knew nor understood the reason for that
sorrow.
Next day, there were great preparations for sending me to my in-laws. My hair was stylishly arranged and they
dressed me up as well. I do not know what things were packed. I could not stand it any longer and rushed to my
father. I put my arms round him and began to weep. My father asked me,
“Why do you weep?” I said,
“Where are you sending me? I cannot bear to be away from you for a single day. I will not go.” My father
burst into tears on hearing this and said,
“All right, I shall come with you and we will return home after a few days.”
I felt reassured by my father’s words. Why should I worry if my fcrther was going to accompany me? I felt
somewhat comforted by the thought that I should be able to come back home whenever I wanted.
Then began the preparations for saying farewell. The bridegroom’s party, myself, the maidservant, and the
servant—we all went by father’s budgerow. All the luggage, the bedsteads, came by Basanta Babu’s boat.
*
We reached Khulna in about an hour. Everyone in the bridegroom’s party and the groom himself got off there.
Only my father, myself, and the maidservant were left in the boat. Some cooking utensils were left in the
budgerow. My father ordered his meal cooked, because he could not eat at their house.\fn{ According to Bengali Hindu
custom, a father is not supposed to have any meal in his married daughter’s home until a grandson is born } On hearing this I said that
I too would not eat at their house. But the maidservant said,
“No, one is not supposed to have meals in the parental home today.”
I had to keep quiet. Later, the palanquin came and I got in to be carried to the bridal chamber.
I was deeply disgusted when I saw their house. It was a number of damp and small cottages. The mother-inlaw was thin like a skeleton. She made me sit down in the room and went and fetched a girl of six or seven who
was all skin and bones. She put this child on my lap and told her,
“She is your mother.”
I stared dumbfounded. The girl too kept staring at me. We both kept wondering. She must have thought,
“Can one be a mother at so young an age?”
I wondered in what sense I was her mother. After a while we talked to each other. I asked,
“What illness do you suffer from?”
She said that she had been suffering from stomach ailments and fever for the last eighteen months. She had
taken many medicines, but was not cured.
Alas! When I think that these were educated people! Yet, the father wanted to remarry when his child was
virtually on her deathbed. Who can have any respect for such a race of men? But at the time, I did not think
anything and asked,
“What do you eat?” She replied,
“I eat rice.’ I thought,
“Do these people feed a regular diet to a child so ill?”
Meanwhile, lots of people came and amidst that hullabaloo, the bridegroom came into the house. I shook with
fear when I saw him and asked the maidservant to go and fetch my father. She said,
“Your father has gone to the boat to have his bath and his meal. Where do you want to go at this time?”
Then another girl came. She was a little younger than me; her hair was tied in a huge bun with a variety of gold
and silver hairpins, shaped like flowers, stuck in it. She came and straightaway said,
“They are asking you to come to the other room. Come and have some refreshments.” The maidservant also
said,
“Come along. They are asking for you, don’t you see?”
*
What could I do? Who else did I have but the maidservant in that place? I accompanied her to another room.
They gave me something to eat. The girl with the bulging tummy came with us and I gave her a share of my food.
The older girl also sat down to eat. The person serving food was a wife with children. The elder girl said,
“Elder aunt,\fn{Literally, the wife of one’s father’s elder brother} give me more food.”
The aunt gave her sandesh\fn{A sweet made from home-made cheese} and rasgollas\fn{Home-made cheese balls boiled in
syrup} and I saw that they were the sandesh and rasgollas from our house. My mother had sent potfuls of these
sweets, as was customary, to be given to guests during the evening of the ritual of “flowered bed.”\fn{ This is the
night when the bride and bridegroom first share a bed without anyone else being present. The bed is wreathed with flowers } Here they
were already giving them away to everybody! I was thinking of such things when a gentleman came with a piece
of cloth and said,
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“Please take this. This is your cloth for the ritual of rice offering to the bride.”\fn{ The ritual of bou bhat has a double
significance. The husband offers rice and cloth to the bride as a token of his pledge to maintain her. The rice cooked and touched by the
bride is eaten by the kinsmen as a token of their acceptance of her } They began to talk about that cloth. That gentleman asked,
“How old is the bride?” The married lady answered,
“Probably thirteen or fourteen.” The maidservant said,
“No, Madam, she is just going on ten.” The lady retorted,
“You say ten? Or, is she just one year old?” The maid replied,
“Truly, Madam, they grow very fast in that family, that is why she looks older than she is.” The gentleman
said,
“You are a very good pleader. Now, shut up.” The maidservant fell silent.
I was suffocating. The maid had told me that these people would never let me go home unless I covered my
face. That is why I had pulled the end of my sari across my face as best I could and was sweating to death. A
brahmin brought a dish piled with rice, fish curry, a piece of fried fish tail, lentils, and vegetables for me. The
married lady said,
“Ask my husband’s younger brother to come here.” Then the bridegroom came, covered the dish of rice with
the piece of cloth and handed it to me, saying,
“Take herewith food and clothing for the rest of your life.” The married lady said,
“What a way to say it! Say, ‘Let me provide you with food in all our lives to come.’”
He repeated these words. I looked on amazed. I had never seen such things. People did not act like this in our
part of the country. How strangely did they observe the ritual of rice offering to the bride!
Three or four of us shared that rice. I do not recall what other things happened. Later I went into the other
room and lay down.
When I woke up I found my father had come and was talking to that emaciated old lady. I could not get up and
go near my father. I was feeling very distressed. When he saw that I was awake, he came near me. I hid my face in
his lap and began to cry. My father gently petted me and said,
“You have to stay here. We have just come and will stay for three days.” I asked in utter distress,
“Do we have to stay three days? I feel so unhappy here.” My father said,
“Nevertheless, you have to stay.” I said,
“Where will you sleep?” He answered,
“Why? I shall sleep in the boat.” I said,
“I shall sleep near you at night.” My father said,
“That is not possible. They will not let you go.” The old woman came and said,
“Behai,\fn{Father or uncle of one’s son-in-law or daughter-in-law}you have not taught your daughter anything at all.”
My father said,
“Behan,\fn{Mother or aunt of one’s daughter-in-law or son-in-law}she is a mere child. She is barely ten.” On hearing
this she laughed and said,
“That is hardly possible. Her figure suggests that she is about thirteen or fourteen.”
After these exchanges my father did not say anything more. Three days passed and then my father brought me
back home. It is impossible to describe what my father suffered those three days. On returning home he said,
“At last I have been rewarded for the merits I earned by bathing in the Ganges. The girl has been buried alive.
There is no further reason to worry.” …
2
Now I was a married woman. I was told not to go out, run around, or go to the outer quarters of the house. It
was my duty to remain hidden in a corner of the house. It caused me much pain when I heard all these restrictions.
Within a few days it was clear to me that my childhood now lay buried. I said to myself,
“Why have they killed me?”
After some time I heard I would have to go to my in-laws at the time of the puja for the mother goddess Durga
in the month of Ashwin.\fn{September-October} I began to cry but no one paid any attention to my tears.
Occasionally my aunt said,
“Why do you weep so much? Don’t you see we all have to go to our in-laws. We are allowed to go home when
they decide to send us back.” I said,
“The grandmothers rebuke you. Will my in-laws treat me the same way?” She answered,
“That they are sure to do to some extent. Everyone has to put up with some harsh words at her in-laws.”
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My notion of what the in-laws’ house was like came from my aunt. She taught me what I should and should
not do there. Her mother-in-law often abused her without reason. Heavens, what abuse! Even now tears come to
my eyes when I remember. Once my aunt was sitting somewhere and the elder grandmother came and said,
“Why are you sitting here with a sour face; don’t you have anything to do? Have you heard the news of some
death in your father’s family? Have your father and brothers died that you are sitting like that?Ah my child! One
can hardly say a word to you, lest floods of tears flow from your eyes. And what a beauty you are. Your brows are
joined together, you have a burnt face, your eyes are cat-like in color and you traipse around as if you were some
wild bird in the bush.”
I was accustomed to hearing such words of greeting, yet felt profound sympathy for my aunt. The poor thing
was abused for no reason at all. And there was nothing she could do. Her real fault was that a copy of
Annadamangal\fn{A ballad from the sixteenth century} was lying around!
I burned with anger when I witnessed this young bride’s life of oppression. Now I was distressed by the
thought that I had been thrown into an identical situation. My in-laws would also treat me in the same way. But let
that pass. There is no point in talking about these things. But it is necessary to say something about the misery
which wives and daughters had to suffer in those days.
Wives did not always get a share of the good things cooked for the family. They could have these only after
everyone had finished eating, but not otherwise. In many families the wives did not get even enough rice to satisfy
their hunger, and so they used to keep aside some gruel. If the wicked mother-in-law came to know of this, she
would feed it to the cows or goats just to harass the daughters-in-law. There was no way a daughter-in-law could
let her husband know of this.
Sometimes, a daughter-in-law told her husband; if he talked about it to his mother, then all hell broke loose.
His mother would not rest until she had informed the daughter-in-law’s family, sent her packing, and got her son
remarried. The husbands in those days were also wretched. It is beyond our understanding how they could treat
their innocent wives like this. Many parents did not even hesitate to marry their daughters to polygamous
husbands. Most husbands and mothers-in-law were of the nature I have described.
Everything has its reaction. In this century, I have seen mothers-in-law being harassed by their daughters-inlaw. Neither pattern of behavior is good. A child bride comes to her husband’s home expecting maternal affection
from the mother-in-law. But she is mistreated until her heart breaks. In rural society, the husbands also mistreat
their wives for fear of their parents.
Later the same people do not hesitate to ill-treat their mothers. The misery of the aging mothers-in-law should
not be underestimated. Just as formerly mothers-in-law mistreated their daughters-in-law, nowadays the
daughters-in-law treat their mothers-in-law like maidservants. The children keep their mothers in as miserable a
condition as possible. Many sons do not hesitate to make their mothers do all the housework usually left to
maidservants. The mother even prepares the tobacco pipe for the son. Washing dishes, sweeping the courtyard,
cooking—all these are the daily duties of the old mother. The daughter-in-law wakes up late because daughters-inlaw generally suffer from headaches!
I do not think either pattern is justified. But let this pass. These are not my main concern. The thought that I
would have to go to such an in-laws’ home and live such a life was what caused me concern.
*
The time for the worship of Durga approached and the summons arrived for taking me back. If I went to my
in-laws at Khulna on the fourth day of the bright fortnight and left the same night, we would reach there by the
evening of the following day. Arrangements were made accordingly. I wept all the way to my in-laws’ house. My
entire frame was quaking with fear. I did not know what faux pas I might commit unwittingly.
This time the maidservant did not accompany me; Uncle Bishe\fn{ A servant} had come in her place. To whom
could I turn for guidance? Uncle Bishe was no use to me. I moved about quietly with fear in my heart but my
ankle bells tinkled merrily in spite of me.
I had a few young girls as my companions. They were not my stepdaughters. One was my husband’s
cousin,\fn{Daughter of his father’s younger brother} and there were three or four other girls who were the daughters of
my husband’s elder brother. One was named Bidhu, another Kantali, and a third Matu. Two others were my
husband’s nieces—\fn{Sister’s daughters} Kusum and Chamatkar. Besides, there was another young bride—the wife
of Asutosh Mitra. I felt a little reassured when I had these companions. I told Matu,
“Friend, I do not know how I should conduct myself or where the toilet is or where I take my bath.”
This girl was somewhat older than me and she helped me a lot. Kusum also helped, but she would tell
everybody if I did not understand something. I therefore depended more on Matu’s help.
I tried to get to know my husband’s sister, but did not get very far. She would falsely accuse me and say to
everyone, “She has scratched me, the bride beats me up,” and so on. I would be taken aback and was too scared to
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try and be friendly with her. The fact that I avoided her made her all the more angry and she would carry more
false complaints to her mother. My protectress, Matu, told everybody,
“The young aunt has not done anything. That girl is making up lies.”
My elder sister-in-law used to escort me to the bridegroom’s room. I would lie silently, stiff like a piece of
wood. When I fell asleep, someone removed my clothes. I woke up, felt scared, and again wrapped my clothes
around my body.
The puja season passed. My mother-in-law did not shout at me even once, nor did she abuse any of the other
daughters-in-law. I was much less scared now. After the puja everybody left for their homes with their families,
and only my mother-in-law, my two stepdaughters and I stayed back. The members of the other branch of the
family, those who habitually lived in this house, also remained there. It would have been necessary for my
mother-in law to accompany me to my husband’s house at his place of work because I was but a child. How could
she send me alone?
Till then, my mother-in-law had not mistreated me in any way. The three of us used to sleep near her. Matu’s
mother looked after the household and did all the domestic work. She had one small child, her youngest at the
time. I used to carry him around all the time and feed him milk. Matu’s mother was very fond of me for this
reason. I used to perform the small tasks she gave me and never disobeyed her.
Finally we had the first rice-taking ceremony for her little son. She asked me to cook rice. I cooked rice as well
as pats\fn{Milk pudding} with great enthusiasm. Everybody praised my efforts and said that I would grow into a
very efficient housewife. But nobody knew then to what end God would guide this ever-active life of mine. From
then on cooking rice for the children in the morning was my duty and I performed this task gladly.
*
Two months passed. My father sent the customary seasonal gifts. The gifts for the puja had been sent with us.
His gifts this time were for the winter season and with them was a request to take me back home for a visit.
I truly danced with joy, but my mother-in-law said that she would send me after we reached Jessore, for there
was no one to accompany me now. No matter, I now had hope that I would go home.
After a few days two palanquins arrived. Panchi and I occupied one and my mother-in-law and Buchi the
other. The palanquins began to move. The palanquin-bearers in those parts were Muslims and they shouted a
great deal while traveling. There were sixteen of them for the two palanquins. It is easy to imagine how much
noise they made when they shouted together. It seemed that they were out to conquer the world. People began to
gather on both sides of the road. Uncle Bishe had already left at night with the luggage in a bullock cart. We met
on the road.
We started early in the morning and ate some gooey rice before we left, but my mother-in-law asked us to eat
something as we traveled. I began to compare my mother-in-law’s behavior with that of my grandmothers’
towards their daughters-in-law. This mother-in-law was so kind and my grandmothers were so cruel. I had never
found my grandmother treating my aunt with any affection or kindness. So far, whatever kindness I had received,
had been from Matu’s mother, so I was not aware of my mother-in-law’s fondness for me. Now I experienced her
affection directly. I felt in my heart a degree of respect for this mother-in-law.
We reached our house after a while. There were four small structures as in the house at Khulna, a guava tree,
and a small pond in front named Laldighi.\fn{Red Lake} There were many houses nearby in a row—the houses of
the older Urnes Babu, the younger Urnes Babu, and so on. Here, unlike Salkia, one was not free to go out of the
house. The girls visited some neighbors because they were acquainted with them, but since I was a bride, I stayed
indoors.
So many people came to visit us. My mother-in-law drew back the veil from my face so that they could see it; I
kept my eyes shut. Such was the custom those days.
When we reached there, the rice had already been cooked. A boy named Sasadhar used to cook in that house.
As soon as we reached, he addressed my mother-in-law as jethima.\fn{Wife of father’s elder brother} He brought all
that was necessary for cooking. My mother-in-law cooked vegetable dishes in clarified butter, lentils, and so on,
and kept aside some to be eaten in the evening. This routine was followed every day.
Here I had to keep to my room because everyone in the house was male—the servant Sasadhar and two others
—Asutosh Mitra and I do not remember the name of the other one. I could not stay in my mother-in-law’s room
either because Asutosh and Sasadhar were always there.
Sasadhar had to do all the work for my mother-in-law—he fetched the water, ground the spices, and lit the fire
for the oven. He did all this wearing only a thin towel tied around his waist. Asutosh had nothing to do but he too
was always there.
Another room had a proper bedstead, a rack for the clothes, and trunks. This was the master’s room. This room
became my shelter. My stepdaughters and I had nothing to do. The three of us used to play with dolls in the
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afternoon. My husband went to his office in the afternoon and since there would be no one in his room, we could
play there. We made dolls with broomsticks and dressed, fed, and put them to bed. One afternoon I was in my
mother-in-law’s room, eating off her platter after she had finished her meal, when the babu turned up, brought out
the broomstick dolls, and asked his mother jokingly,
“Mother, whose children are these?” The two girls answered,
“Those toys belong to our mother. We all play with them.”
I was scared to death, but next day I found some porcelain toys in their place. I was very pleased to get them.
We divided them in three and each took a share.
*
Again it was arranged that I would have to sleep in that babu’s room. After the evening meal my mother-in-law
said,
“Go and sleep in that room.”
What could I do? I had to stay wherever they put me. I used to feel very scared lying alone in that room, but
then I would fall asleep. One night, when I woke up at a very late hour because I wanted to go to the toilet, I saw
the babu and a woman clasping each other and thrashing around. The woman said,
“Hey, what are you doing? What if the wife wakes up?” The babu said,
“She does not wake up at night.”
I lay like a corpse on my side of the bed. After a while they poured some drinks and drank them together. Later
that woman opened the door towards the road and went out. In a little while the sky cleared and I got up carefully
and went out to piss. I did not return to that room but sat waiting in the bathing place. Later, when my mother-inlaw woke up, I went to her room and slept there. When I woke up rather late in the morning, my mother-in-law
asked me,
“Are you suffering from any illness?” I said,
“No, I could not sleep because I was very scared.” She said,
“What is there to fear in your husband’s bedroom?” I said,
“Some people came into the room and were drinking. That is why I was scared.”
“Who drank?” I said,
“I do not know who they were.” She did not say anything further, nor did I.
Next evening I lay down on my bed as usual after the meal. Very late at night a woman called out from the
street,
“Oh Precious One. Do open the door.” The babu said,
“Who is it? Braja?” She said,
“No, I am Tyanpa.” The door was opened. That woman entered and said straightaway,
“I see you have a great crush on Braja these days.” The babu said,
“You see, she had called here. That is why. These days I cannot stay out very late. My mother tells me off. I
have a new job, you see, I have to keep hatching the egg.” Tyanpa said,
“Where is your egg?” The babu said,
“Over here, she is sleeping on the bed.” Tyanpa said, “Let me see” and looked at my face in the light of a lamp.
She commented,
“You have indeed got a pretty bride. In another two years you will hardly remember us.” The babu said,
“Yes, indeed, by the time the lady will wake up and dance, his honor will be asleep in his grave.”
“Don’t worry, she will soon grow up. Has she reached puberty yet?” The babu said,
“No none of that has happened. As of now, she hardly understands anything.”
“Now that she has fallen into your hands, she will understand soon enough. You are not exactly a chap one can
ignore. I remember well the trouble you caused me. I don’t like that sort of thing any longer.”
“But truly, Tyanpa, I do love you. Just think of the amount of money I spend for you.”
“That you surely do. But then why are you so chummy with that lot?” The babu said,
“But what can I do when you go out to dance? That’s why I pay them a few rupees—to keep on their right
side. Last night she turned up at my house. Please, chum, do forgive me. Have you brought anything? Why not
give me some?”
Then they spread a mat on the floor, sat down, and began to drink. And after that—good heavens! When I saw
what was going on I began to quake with fear and lost consciousness. A little later that girl was pouring water on
my head. She was saying,
“She has been scared by what you were up to. She is still shivering. Precious, don’t do such things again. She
comes from a decent home and is a mere child. What do such people know? She has been scared by the very sight
of what was going on.” The babu said,
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“I think you are right, chum, the hussy probably saw what we were doing. But how else would she learn?”
“Don’t you worry. The end of a thorn gets pointed by itself. One should not do these things at home. It is not as
if I do not have a place of my own so that I am forced to come to your place. I won’t come back again. You will
have to come, do you understand? Tell me when you will come.” Having said these things, she got up and went
out of the door.
I was frightened out of my wits. Whenever I remembered the events of that night, I fainted. My mother-in-law
said,
“What is all this?” The son answered,
“She had a bad dream at night and developed these symptoms.”
I was astounded. What was he saying? Is this how one tells the truth? This gentleman, a Deputy Magistrate,
was a person of this sort! For shame, this man is my husband! I cannot put in words the sense of revulsion I felt.
The mother-in-law said,
“She has been here a long time; I suppose she misses her parents and feels depressed. That would explain what
has happened. They have also sent for her. I said that I would send her from Jessore.” The babu said,
“That is fine. All we need to do is to send her people a message.”
That afternoon my husband’s elder uncle took the message to our house in Nilganj and it reached my family.
Next day my father came in his boat; an auspicious day for my departure was selected, and I left with him.
*
I did not keep anything secret from my father. He did not say a word in reply, not even Yes or No. He only
looked somber and I realized he was deeply hurt. He used to react this way whenever he felt very sad. At night a
meal was cooked in the boat. I ate and fell asleep. The boat was anchored at Phultala in the morning on their
market day. The chief oarsman and a messenger boy went to the market and brought back a very large fish. They
also brought a variety of vegetables. My father said,
“We will eat after we reach home. Ply all the sixteen oars so we can reach there soon.”
On hearing this, all the oarsmen took up their oars and we reached Khulna in a matter of minutes. Large
quantities of edibles and milk were bought there. The milk was thickened on a slow fire and we all took it with
chire\fn{Dry flattened rice} and murki.\fn{Puffed rice coated with syrup or molasses } We also had a variety of sweets and
before long we reached our destination.
I was bursting with joy when I reached home. I wandered around and was so full of happiness that everyone
shared in my bliss.
These were the last moments of happiness in my life as a young girl. Never again did I have a chance to
wander around with such joy in my heart. My mother and my aunts showered me with so much affection and
care! I stayed there a few months.
Whenever I remembered what I had seen, my heart would palpitate and I would faint. Since I frequently lost
consciousness, everybody began to say that I was possessed by my co-wife’s evil spirit. Some said it was a case of
possession by some brahmadaitya,\fn{A brahmin’s spirit} some said it was a ghost.
Frightened by such diagnoses, my playmates stopped coming near me. This caused me a great deal of distress.
I used to wonder to myself—where is this ghost, I never see it; so why do they talk like this? These thoughts
numbed my consciousness. I do not know where my laughter and joy disappeared. The more anxious I became
about ghosts, the more depressed I became. One day my mother told my father,
“I don’t know what has possessed our daughter. You have done nothing by way of remedy. She will just pine
away and die.” My father said,
“Spirit possession indeed! Like hell! Because of your pestering, I have thrown her into deep water, her hands
and feet tied before she had even grown up. Now if she dies, let her. I shall not do anything about it. Now you are
full of commiseration for her. In your view she is possessed by some evil spirit. I say she is possessed by the god
of death. Let her die. She will suffer a lot more if she survives.”
“Why, what has happened? Why do you say such things? We have such a fine son-in-law who happens to be
rich as well! True he is a little old, but what does that matter?”
“It indeed matters. He is a drunkard and a whoremonger. Does anybody give his daughter in marriage to such a
person?” My mother retorted,
“What about yourself? Don’t throw stones when you live in a glass house.” My father said,
“Shut up. There is a great deal of difference between him and me. The fellow has a job which pays him almost
nothing. How can he afford to drink? If he drinks, how can he also afford his meals? Such indeed is his situation.”
Mother did not say anything more. My father added,
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“Listen, O daughter of Loknath, as to the money I spend on drinks, not a pice of it comes from the income of
the estate. It all comes from the additional taxes I collect from the peasants. Besides, he and his ancestors to the
fourteenth degree together would not be able to earn what I do.
“I do not know whether I shall have the strength to survive the blow you people have inflicted on me. I loved
this girl dearly. You pestered me until I was forced to cast this lovely child, as pretty as the image of a deity cast in
gold, into water. Now you are onto a new whim—that she is possessed by some evil spirit. If she is, let her be. Let
the girl die. What does she gain if she lives?”
Having spoken, my father went to the outer quarters.
My mother was worried to death wondering what should be done to exorcise my ghost. I too was worried.
Why was it that I never saw the spirit which possessed me? What did it look like? There were so many people
around, why did it have to possess me? How would I know exactly when that spirit chose to arrive? Everyone
says that evil spirits make people eat raw fish. But I had never eaten raw fish.
While all this was going on, the grandmothers brought an exorcist from somewhere. He came and did a lot of
mumbo-jumbo, sketched a room on the ground, made me sit inside it, and said,
“Tell me your name.” I told him my name, but he would not accept it and kept asking for my—that is the
ghost’s—true name. I kept repeating my own name, but that did not satisfy him. Suddenly, he hit me with a short
broom and said,
“Pick up a torn shoe with your mouth; otherwise you will be thrashed again.”
I found such conduct on his part intolerable. I jumped up and ran. The exorcist thought I would soon come
back but I went straight to my father and reported everything. My father came with me into the inner quarters and
found the exorcist chanting incantations and saying,
“She will return without delay.” My father planted a kick on the exorcist’s back which made him fall on his
face. Father said,
“You scoundrel, have you come inside my house to practice exorcism? Today you will be exorcised enough to
last you the rest of your life. I won’t let you leave in one piece.”
My father thrashed him. So heavy was the thrashing that the exorcist’s own spirit was about to leave his frame.
He begged for mercy with his hands folded,
“Babu, I have done nothing wrong. The ladies sent for me, that is why I came. Please forgive me, Babu.”
“You scoundrel, you hit my daughter with a broom. I shall not spare your life today.”
On hearing this, that scion of a dynasty of exorcists began to quake with fear and clasped my father’s feet.
When Father was about to hit him again, I screamed out and he desisted. He told the exorcist,
“Now go, you wretch. I am fining you ten rupees. If you fail to pay this, I shall raze your home to the ground.”
Until now, the ladies of the family had stood near the exorcist. But now they performed a disappearing trick,
and the exorcist ran away through the back door. My father called out,
“Elder mother.” Elder grandmother came out and said,
“What is it, my son?”
“Whose was the brain behind all this?” My elder grandmother said,
“Several of us thought she had been affected by some evil wind and arranged this exorcism. But son, your
daughter is such a termagant! She pushed the chap aside and rushed to you and got the poor fellow thrashed for no
reason at all. She also got him fined. What a to-do! We were scared out of our wits by all this.” Father said,
“Mother, you have no sense. If you had an iota of good sense, you would not have had the girl thrashed by that
lowly creature. You do not even have a sense of self-respect. She is a married girl. What will her in-laws’ family
say if they get to hear of all this? What can I say? If you were not my mothers, I would have shot everyone’s head
off today. A lowly chap hits my married daughter with a broom! Elder Mother, I am astounded by this exhibition
of your wisdom and common sense. Mother, this is the last time I shall make this request: don’t ever do such
things again.” The elder grandmother said,
“But she faints from time to time! She will fall dead one of this days!” Father said, “Let her,” took me by my
hand and we went to the outer quarters.
Now there was a new rumor: the ghost had left me. My playmates began to come back and I had no further
trouble. Everyone asked me,
“Chum, what did the ghost do to you?” I answered,
“It didn’t do anything.”
*
After this I passed some time quite happily. In the month of Chaitra,\fn{ March-April} my mother-in-law sent
gifts and a message that she wanted me back in the month of Baisakh.\fn{ April-May} My mother agreed. A few
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days later the first of Baisakh\fn{The Bengali New Year} was celebrated, new account books were opened, and the
pitcher was filled with cash gifts from the peasant tenants.
The third of Baisakh was the date for my departure. Pitchers full of spices and piles of clothes were brought. I
began to cry. The maidservant Barna had come to fetch me. She baby-talked me and said,
“Don’t cry. We will bring you back again.”
I started in the afternoon on the third of Baisakh and stayed overnight in the house at Khulna. Next morning
Mejo Babu1 sent me to Jessore with someone I did not know. On reaching Jessore, I went home by palanquin,
touched my mother-in-law’s feet by way of obeisance, and sat near her. This time I was a little more composed
than before. She was also very pleased to see the gifts which had been sent with me. She was indeed pleased to
see the clothes for Buchi and Panchi and the other pieces sent as tokens of respect for the older relations. She sent
for her son and said,
“No wife of yours except Madan Majumdar’s daughter ever brought such gifts. You have married into a very
good family this time, only the girl is a little cranky. But she will be all right when she grows up. Last time she
was so disturbed. Now I find her somewhat quieter. But she has no evil in her. She is, in fact, quite simple hearted.
However, given the record of your luck in these matters, I hope she will survive.”
“Don’t worry, Mother, she will not die. It is me that she will finish first.” My mother-in-law shivered when she
heard this and said,
“Bless you! Don’t say such things. What has she done that you say such terrible things about another person’s
daughter?” The son replied,
“It just came into my mind and so I said it.”
This time I talked to the babu. He asked me,
“How are you?” I said,
“I am well.”
“How is that illness of yours?” I said,
“Same as before.”
“But tell me, why do you faint like that?” I did not reply but he would not give up. Finally I said,
“I was scared.” He asked,
“What was it that scared you?”
How could I tell him what had scared me? I first thought I would tell him, but my heart began to palpitate
violently and I could not open my mouth. He said,
“Come near me.” I said,
“No, I am all right where I am.” He said,
“Why don’t you come near me?” He said many things because I refused to move:
“My second wife talked to me on the wedding night itself,” and so on and so on. I could not possibly write
down his words.
A few days passed like this. Then one day he began to pull me towards him. I screamed very loudly and my
mother-in-law called out to her son,
“Did you strike her?” He answered,
“No, mother, she was about to fall from the bed. I was going to help her get up and she screamed.” Nothing
more was said at the time.
Next day Paran Babu’s kept woman, Shama, called on me, took me to a lonely spot and said,
“Why don’t you let your husband touch you? Was it proper to scream like that? Don’t you understand that
people will speak ill of you? Your husband was crying on Harish Babu’s shoulder today and said, ‘My wife is a
savage,’ and so many things. Harish Babu told me, ‘Shama, go and explain things properly to that wife.’ That is
why I have come to teach you. Don’t behave like that any more. Listen to what he says and don’t disobey him. He
will lie beside you and play so many games, then alone can he love you. Otherwise he will turn you out. Try and
act like a slave. If you do what he asks, he will give you so many clothes and ornaments.” I listened in silence and
answered,
“Shama Didi,\fn{Literally, elder sister, a common form of address} I feel so scared!”
“What is it that scares you?”
“I do not know what it is that scares me, but my heart beats violently with fear.” She said,
“Try and take courage in your hands and you will see there is nothing to be afraid of.”
Shama gave me this advice and left. I sat and thought all day long. What should I do? What would happen? I
did not know what terrible things he would do to me. In the evening he returned from his office, sat near his
mother, and had some refreshments. After a while he said,
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“Mother, I think I have fever. I have had a pain in the lower part of my chest for a few days. Today it seems to
have developed into fever.”
He did not eat anything that night. The fever shot up and he asked me to massage his feet. I did so timidly until
I fell asleep near his feet. Very late at night, I found him trying to pull me up and place my head on the pillow. His
body was so warm that it felt like a hot compress. I sat up in fright. He said,
“Fan me.” I did so although I was half asleep. Somehow the night passed. Next morning my mother-in-law
sent for the doctor. The doctor examined him. He had pains in his ribs and liver. The doctor told Ashu Mitra,
“This is a very serious case. He has an abscess in his liver and pneumonia as well. It is a very serious case and
his life is in danger. His brothers should be informed.”
What could one say when such an eminent doctor from the town, Durgacharan Babu, said such things? The
temperature remained steady at 105 degrees. I took shelter in my mother-in-law’s room. Everyone was busy
nursing him. The second of his elder brothers came, so did my father. There was great turmoil in the house.
*
Three weeks passed. They gave him chicken soup and brandy with feeding bottles. Panchi and Buchi went and
sat near him. I stayed in my room alone. If anyone gave me something to eat, I would eat; otherwise, I just lay
there in silence. My mother-in-law virtually stopped eating and sleeping. Some days she would eat a handful of
boiled rice, on others, a bit of flour dissolved in water. The doctor came and examined him two or three times a
day. One day a European doctor called. The gentlemen of the neighborhood visited morning and evening. One
afternoon Panchi came and told me,
“Mother, come to the other room. Father is asking for you.”
There was no one else in the room at the time and so I was a bit hesitant to enter. My mother-in-law said,
“Why don’t you go and fan him. Basanta, Ashu, and others stayed up the whole night and are now totally
exhausted and sleeping in the outer quarters. You go to him and I shall cook some rice.”
On hearing this, I quietly went to that room. As soon as he saw me he called me,
“Come near me.” That day I went to him without hesitation and began to fan him. He said,
“Rub me gently.” I did as he told me. He said,
“You have no idea what disaster I have caused you. You are a mere child and oh, what is happening to you!
Who will look after you? I have thought of nothing else for the last few days.
“I shall not survive. The doctor said that if a drunkard contracts pneumonia, the chances of survival are very
low. I am in a worse predicament. I have an abscess in my liver as well. The day that abscess bursts I shall die. Do
come and see me once every day the few days that are left to me.”
I was so distressed to find him in that wretched state that I began to cry. He was breathing heavily and shaking
when he wiped my tears. When I saw many outsiders had come into the room, I stood up and touched his feet by
way of obeisance. He said loudly,
“What words of blessing do I have for a woman who has just been widowed.” He started repeating these words
obsessively. His elder brother came in, gave him some medicine and food and said,
“Now go to sleep.” But he kept repeating the same words over and over,
“Mejda,\fn{Second elder brother} what words of blessing do I have for a woman who has just been widowed?”
Mejda said,
“Who has just been widowed? Don’t be delirious. Do keep quiet.” He said,
“Mejda, why are you kidding me? There is my wife standing in front of me dressed like a woman who has just
been widowed.” My husband’s elder brother burst into tears on hearing this.
The doctor called in the evening, put some eau-de-cologne on his head and applied a blister to his chest.
Everyone nursed him the whole night without any sleep. A kaviraj also called and prescribed some treatment.
There was a great deal of fuss with all these doctors and kavirajs around.
Night passed. In the morning, Tyanpa, Braja, and a few other prostitutes carne to see him and wept when they
saw his condition. He said to them,
“Why do you weep now? It is you who have ruined me. Now you better go and don’t shed any more tears here.
I say my last good-bye to you. Please go home.”
They left weeping. My husband’s elder brother was annoyed when he heard of this and said,
“All sorts of undesirable elements come and gather here. The doctor has said that he will suffer heart failure if
there is any excitement. Mother, don’t let these creatures corne again. Don’t let his wife go to him either.” Having
said this he entered that room and shouted,
“Sasadhar, Ashu.” They ran to the room.
“Hold him, hold him,” they said and several persons helped carry him out of the room. Harish Babu, Ashu, and
Sasadhar began to chant
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“Hare Ram, Hare Ram.” My husband’s elder brother held my mother-in-law tightly. My father came and sat
down, his head in his hands. I stood, stiff as a piece of wood, holding on to the door. I was in a daze. What was all
this? What was happening? I had never witnessed death before this. This was my first experience of death. I was
numb with fear and anxiety. I was standing like this when my father ran into the room and held me to his chest.
Then he made me sit down and with tears in his eyes said,
“Oh my child, what disaster have I caused you! What do I do now?” I sat silently. My mind was empty of any
thought concerning what was happening. I shed no tears and felt no anxiety. There was only a numbness, a
curious feeling like loss of consciousness. What had happened? I have no memory as to how much time passed in
this way. That day I heard my mother-in-law say,
“You ogress, you have eaten up my flowering plant?”
For heaven’s sake, what were they talking about? What had 1 done? I failed to see where I had gone wrong. I
asked my father,
“Father, why are they saying harsh things to me?” My father said,
“Do you think they are abusing you? They are abusing your fate. Today you have become a widow. They are
saying these things out of grief.” I was startled to hear this and said slowly,
“I am a w-i-d-o-w!”
*
I said nothing more and fell into total silence. I paid no attention to all that was going on. I could only hear my
mother-in-law’s screams. She alone was crying and Shama from our neighbor’s house sat there holding her.
Panchi’s mother’s father came and wept. My husband’s second elder brother had gone with the bier to the
cremation ground to perform the ritual of touching the corpse’s mouth with fire. The domestic servants attended to
all the ritual tasks at home—discarding the clay cooking pots, taking out the bedding, scattering cow dung mixed
with water on the floors. After they had finished these tasks they bathed me and my mother-in-law, spread out an
English blanket, and made my mother-in-law lie down on it. She turned her back to me and moaned piteously. She
said,
“Oh you ogress, leave my presence.” I touched her feet in my misery, but no words came to my lips.
My father had left for his house. The people from this house had gone to cremate the body at the cremation
ground of Nilganj near his house. My father took my husband’s elder brother, Ashu, and whoever else had
accompanied the bier to his house after the cremation and gave them margosa leaves to eat and milk sherbet and
sandesh. He sent some milk, sandesh, and batasa\fn{Sugar puffs} with Puma Chakravarti. Uncle Puma came, made
some sherbet, and gave it to the two girls and me. My mother-in-law refused to take anything, so we had our meal
and went to sleep.
My mother-in-law could no longer cry out loud for she had lost her voice. She just lay there, as if she were
lifeless. My husband’s second elder brother came back in the evening, helped my mother-in-law get up, and made
her take a glass of sherbet. No one ate anything that day, but just lay wherever they were. My father came in the
evening. I do not know what he discussed with my husband’s elder brother. He came and said something
concerning me to my mother-in-law but she did not agree. I wept inconsolably and said,
“Father, where are you leaving me? I want to come with you.” He said,
“It is not right to go during this period of mourning. Let a month pass. Then I shall come and take you with
me. I must leave today. Try not to weep so much.”
My father left. For me everything looked dark.
I do not know why, but I had a deep feeling of shame and stopped going out of my room altogether. When no
one was around, I would go once to the toilet and take my bath. My head full of hair remained wet. I was not
supposed to oil my hair at this time. For ten or twelve days I had to eat boiled rice I cooked myself, after that I ate
vegetarian food cooked in my mother-in-law’s kitchen. We left for my husband’s eldest brother’s house with
furniture and household goods after a few days.
Who was responsible for this total reversal of fortune in my childhood? Nobody. No one gave a thought as to
what would happen to the life of this girl. There was no one to say a word of pity to me. Some days I ate; on
others I did not, I just lay in a corner. My parents had finished their duty towards me. No one was responsible any
longer for this child widow. If I needed a single pice, I would have to beg for it from others. What about my
husband—he had taken a third wife and thereby cut a child’s throat—what provision did he make?
Shame on you, Hindu society, great is your glory! A girl of ten will have to pay for the marriage of an old man
of fifty. I bow a thousand times at the feet of parents who would in this way turn a daughter’s life into a desert. In
no other country does one find either such a society or such conduct. Such oppression of women is possible only
in India; in no other country are such customs in vogue. I was but a mere child and I had already relieved my
parents of all their responsibilities for me and become a slave dependent for my sustenance on my husband’s elder
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brothers. I had to learn to accept the fact that at this tender age I would be a slave to other people’s whims for a
handful of rice.
When the funerary rituals were over, I was given fish and other edibles, mornings and evenings, from the
common kitchen. At least I escaped from the pangs of hunger.
After a few days, my revered father sent a proposal to take me back home. My mother-in-law sent back a reply
that she would arrange to have me sent home after we had gone to Khulna. She went to Khulna in the month of
Ashwin and immediately informed my father. My father came and took me home.
226.75 Excerpt from Glimpses Of Bengal Life\fn{by Rai Bahadur Dinesh Chandra Sen (1866-1939)} Manikgonj District,
Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 7
1
The Hindu Rajas of the 10th and 11th centuries—a period immediately preceding the Muhammadan invasion—
were no doubt autocratic, but an element of popular voice in administration was not altogether wanting. The
election of Gopal to the throne of Gour by the unanimous voice of the people, who were suffering from anarchy
and oppression, characterised in copper-plate inscriptions as “Matsanyaya” is an event to which attention has
rightly been drawn by recent scholars. In the songs of Manika Chandra we find, that the prime minister had the
sole charge of administration and the king seldom meddled with his procedure, though oftentimes it was highhanded. In a Dharmamangal poem we find that the king sometimes’ consulted his twelve sub-lords known as the
“Bara Bhuians,” when any political crisis disturbed or threatened the safety of the kingdom.
In the songs of Gopi Chandra we find that the rayats did not tacitly submit to oppression, but when it became
intolerable they combined under the guidance of the “Moral” or the chief rayat, and devised plans to remedy their
grievances. When they dared not break into open revolt, they performed the abhichara rites in order to upset the
rule which pressed heavily on them.
In the Gopi Chandra songs when Khetu was appointed to rule the kingdom during the absence of the Raja for
twelve years, the rayats strongly opposed the arrangement, and many declamatory speeches were made in the
spirit of stubborn resistance. One of the assembly abused Khetu as a low-born upstart and said that he would keep
the payment of twelve years’ rent in abeyance and pay the sum to Gopi Chand on his return, but by no means
submit to the rule of “the slave Khetu”.
In the Mymensing ballads (Surat Jamal) we find the people of Baniachang muster strong and attack the palace
of their chief led by prince Jamal, being unable to bear the oppression of the former. In the ballad of Malua, the
kinsmen of the heroine becam e so daring as to seize the body of the Dewan Saheb himself and assault his
boatmen, of course under gravely provoking circumstances.
There was, therefore, undoubtedly a democratic element in the political atmosphere of Bengal which is clearly
in evidence from these stray cases.
Mukundaram mentions the oppressions of Muhamad Sharif, the Collector of Government revenues of Pergana
Selimabad in the 16th century. One may be prone to believe that under Muhammadan rule such oppression of
Hindu rayats was quite conceivable, as the alien rulers were sometimes indifferent to the miseries caused to the
Hindus by administrative rigour; but when we read of the sufferings of the poor under the regime of Raja Manik
Chandra who ruled in the 11 th century, we are reminded that the chief cause of the oppression of the people in this
country has always been the weakness of a sovereign, be he a Hindu or a Muhammadan, and the high-handedness
of his officers.
The prime minister of Raja Manik Chandra is described as a man who hailed from Eastern Bengal—“with a
long flowing beard.” This man was worse than Muhamad Sharif of Mukundaram’s description. He made the poor
people “sell their ploughs, yokes, shares and all” and they were compelled to “sell even their babies who subsisted
on mother’s milk, in order to meet his growing demand for rent.”
If the minister happened to be good, the case was very different. The sovereign listened to the counsel of the
prime minister with absolute confidence, and was ever ready to spend money for charity and for a good cause, if
only the man in office brought matters to his notice. Muhamad Sharif, the Dihidar, and the East Bengal minister
of Raja Manik Chandra are not the only figures who appear in the old Bengali literature as oppressors of people.
We have the familiar figure of the Hindu minister, Mahamad, popularly known as Mahudhya, of the court of King
Dharmapal in the 10th century, whose mal-administration and wickedness became proverbial. The wicked
counsels which he gave to his sovereign, who was too weak to resist them, put Lau Sen, the king’s nephew to
infinite trouble; and the stratagem with which the minister entrapped innocent Harihar Baiti for speaking the
unvarnished truth in the king’s court, is characteristic of some of the methods of oppression used in olden times
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by the infuriated man in power.
Of course these tales are in many cases legendary and should not be used as historical evidence, but we should
more bear in mind the spirit of the poems than the events and legends described in them. Through romance and
exaggerations, through unrestrained imagination and distortion of facts, rustic literature never fails to create a
vivid impression of the real state of the country. The people describe their joys, their sorrows, their ideas and their
grievances in unfailingly convincing language, though the incidents described may be often incredible. Hence the
picture of administration depicted by them has certainly some elements of truth and often gives a better idea of the
state of things than the more reliable evidence of the copperplate inscriptions, full of enthusiastic panegyrics of a
monarch by his court-poets.
That the country was immensely rich in the Hindu Period is indicated by the incidental descriptions to be
found in the songs of Mainamati. It is said that each rayat “trod his own path” in order to reach the main road.
Even maid-servants did not wear cotton sadi but wore silk. The children of rayats played with golden balls, the
widows used silver vessels and in many houses there were golden tumblers from, which people drank water.
People were so rich that an ordinary merchant used apparels worn by a king. The general rate of a day labourer’s
wage was Rs. 6 per day. Ordinary artisans and retail dealers had horses and elephants in their stables. The pitcher
which Queen Mainamati took in hand in order to bring water from the Ganges was inlaid with diamonds and its
value was a lac of rupees. The shell-bracelets worn by the queen were also of the same value.
Certainly the pictures are often exaggerated but they give us a rough idea of the wealth of the people, though
we may not credit some points as true. In the descriptions of aristocratic houses in old Bengali poems we often
find that rich men and women used to sit on golden couches, resting their feet on silver foot-stools. Bejoy Gupta,
the celebrated poet who sang of Manasa Devi and flourjshed in the 16 th century, describes a marriage procession
of one of the mercantile communities; it is said that there were 700 palanquins of gold and silver and 70 stately
golden couches in the procession, not to speak of hundreds of other articles indicating the pomp and wealth which
were displayed on the occasion. Three thousand men were employed to light bonfires alone! In many other poems
we meet with similar descriptions of the festivities of the merchants.
That these accounts did not go very far beyond the truth, is evidenced by the description of a proeession to be
found in a Bengali work entitled the Babu Vilasa written by Pramatha Nath Sarma in 1810. This description is not
at all exaggerated and shows what an extraordinary amount of money was spent on processions by rich men.
Twenty years ago the merchants of Dacca used to spend great sums on rival Janmastami processions. The stately
show of elephants and horses with golden howdahs and caparisons on their backs on such occasions made a great
impression on the spectators.
Yet this was but a poor relic of the grandeur which characterised the festivities of the merchants of the good
old age, when they carried on trade with the whole world and earned immense wealth. The bane of the
accumulation of wealth by trade is the creation of that inequality in communities which, while raising a class of
people to the summit of good fortune, throws others into the very pit of want and pecuniary distress. The life of
the poor described by Mukundaram is well known. What more distressing picture can be imagined than that of
Phullora who spent days together without any food and wore deer skin or bark and lived in a wretched cot where
posts of ricinus broke at every gust of wind; when the rain came, the little compound and the cottage were
flooded, and the husband and wife lived on the fruits of baichi for weeks together. They spent many days without
any food at all. Though the pictures drawn by the poet may be imaginary, yet the scenes of poverty are described
in such a realistic way and in such a forcible manner that we have no doubt that they represent the actual life of
the poor in his time.
This was of course the state of things in the 16 th century, but similar scenes were not wanting even in the 10 th
century—when the rayats are described as selling their ploughing implements under mal-administration, when it
is said vast areas of fertile land looked like waste lands, as the people were too poor to purchase bullocks and
ploughs to bring them under cultivation.
*
The purity of the domestic life of the Hindus is a point which will at once strike the reader of the old Bengali
literature. We need not speak of the great virtues of women described therein. We cannot conceive of any
literature in which the chastity of women and the purity of their lives have formed the subject of such animated
panegyric as is found in our literature. What more illustrious examples of female purity and self-sacrifice are to be
found in any literature than those of Behula—the devoted bride of Lakshindara, of Ranja—the wife of Karna Sen,
of Khullana—the young wife of Dhanapati? The Mymensing ballads are full of many great figures of this type
showing the blossoming points of womanly virtues. What more edifying and lovely pictures can we conceive than
of Malua, Kamala, Madina, Chandravati, Sakhina and Sunai?
Though rustic poets have sung of them, though the descriptions often want the brilliant imageries, scholarly
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touches and the literary grace and embellishment of the Sanskrit poets, they shew in their crude forms the really
virtuous and self-sacrificing woman-kind, whose parallel it will be difficult to find in the literature of any country
outside India. Is not Phullara, clad in deerskin, her condition verging on starvation, a more glorious character than
many women born and brought up under luckier circumstances, as described in ordinary romances? Though she
does not hold a soliloquy on love nor try to convince her lover of her romantic sentiments by enthusiastic
speeches in the best of style, yet her brief words: to her husband when Chandi in disguise tries to spot him
indirectly as unfaithful, show the depth and profoundness of her love, which was no fleeting sentiment with her
but “her whole existence”.
On Behula, Ranja and others we need not dwell at large. In the crude language of the rustics which is dear to
us because they breathe the country-air, these characters are drawn with ineffaceable colour, and if we have no
respect for them because they are not written in the elegant Bengali of the present day, it is because we are unable
to distinguish between gold and its dross. True, the sacredness of a wife’s relation to her husband has formed the
main subject of the old Bengali poems, but the moral virtues are none the less emphasized in them. We find in the
Dharmamangala poems that when one Harihara Baiti being bribed by the minister, determined to give false
evidence before the king’s court, Bimala, his wife, fell at his feet and implored him again and again not to speak
falsehood. She knew full well the danger into which Harihara would be led if he told the truth, and in fact the
sentence of capital punishment was inflicted on him by the wily and infuriated minister Mahudya for his giving
truthful evidence. But heedless of all consequences, she, the true wife, dissuaded her husband with all the
earnestness and eloquence of her tongue from giving false evidence in the king’s court.
“The virtue of truthfulness must be rewarded by God if not by men,” she urged, and if her husband would
swerve from it “she would take poison and die” rather than be branded as a liar’s wife.
Whether there was actually a woman named Bimala, who advocated truthfulness in this manner or not, is
scarcely worth any historical investigation. These accounts show the rustic bard’s conception of the purity of
womanhood and this is a true index of the real state of things in our society.
The story of Kanchanmala compiled by Babu Dakshinaranjan Mitramazumdar also shews that wonderful spirit
of self-sacrifice which characterised the Hindu women-folk of older times. Khullana was unjustly abused by the
kinsmen of Dhanapati for tending sheep in the pastoral fields of Ujani—the alternatives proposed by the relations
of the merchant for vindicating her character and keeping up her social prestige being either the payment of a lakh
of rupees by Dhanapati to the merchants assembled in his house, or Khullana’s passing through the fire-ordeal to
prove the integrity of her character. The weak merchant was ready to make up matters by paying the money
demanded, but Khullana insisted on her being allowed to fulfil the conditions of the second alternative, viz.,
passing through the ordeal proposed by the kinsmen of her husband.
She said that she could by no means agree to depend on the so-called forbearance of his greedy relations, who
would avail themselves of every opportunity in future to make fresh demands for money and thus make their false
allegation a constant pretext for screwing money out of the merchant. On the other hand she was ready to pass
through the ordeal and close the matter once for all.
Instances of such firm rectitude and moral strength on the part of women are to be found all through these
vernacular poems.
2
In fact the rustic literature of Bengal, as presented to us in the ballads of Mymensing and the Dharmamangala
poems are full of noble instances of unswerving rectitude and truthfulness. It is strange to observe, that in the
lowest stratum of society, moral qualities of high order were abundantly in evidence, showing on what a solid
basis of humane virtues the whole fabric of the Hindu community stood. Lau Sen, the hero of the Dharmamangala
poems, was made to leave his kingdom of Maina and start for Hakanda across the seas in order to perform an
extraordinary legendary feat. But we need not dwell here on the adventure of Lau Sen. His queen Kalinga was a
great warrior, whose hand he had gained by fighting. But at the time of leaving Maina, he made over the charge of
his kingdom to Kalu, his faithful general, who belonged to the lowest Hindu caste, viz., the Dom. In reply to the
appeal Lau Sen made to him while exhorting him to keep his capital safe from the attacks of enemies, Kalu said
with characteristic brevity,
“You are my God, oh Lord, I shall sacrifice every drop of my blood to protect my trust.”
As expected the minister Mahudya came with a large army to attack Maina during the absence of Lau Sen, and
instead of hazarding an open combat with the dreadful general Kalu, he had recourse to several machinations in
order to gain possession of the kingdom without bloodshed.
Accordingly the services of the famous thief Inda were called for. This man, by the black art he had learned
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from the Goddess Kali, threw the whole city of Maina into a profound slumber. The poet here shows considerable
humour in describing the sleeping scenes. An old woman was blowing into the hearth to kindle the fire, there she
fell asleep and was not aware of the heat that scorched her face; a day labourer was walking in the streets with a
load of faggots on his head, there lnda’s magic put him under its spell and he rolled into the mire of the drain
alongside the road. The grocer who was weighing his goods and the customer who stretched his hands to receive
them, both fell asleep; the whole city thus lay inert and motionless like a painted thing under the spell of the wily
thief.
Mahudya attacked the city in this condition and it seemed doomed to sure destruction. Laksya, the wife of
Kalu Dom, alone in the vast city had no sleep in her eyelids by the grace of Kali and she saw that her husband’s
trust was going to be destroyed through the minister’s machinations. She roused her two sons Saka and Suka from
sleep and thirteen faithful chiefs also responded to her call as she used her own spell on them to counteract that of
lnda. The two sons with the thirteen chiefs rushed to the battlefield but were killed in no time by the
overwhelming numbers of the enemy.
Laksya saw the death of her sons, but did not waste time in vain grief. She called at the chamber of her lord
Kalu, where the invulnerable general, a victim to lnda’s evil art, lay in profound slumber. Kalu would not awake,
though she tried all means to break his sleep. She said,
“Is this the way in which you keep the trust of your monarch? At last I shall be branded as the wife of an
unfaithful man. Alas, if not for the sake of loyalty, arise for the sake of retaliating the death of your sons. Did not
the king Dagaratha die, sorrowing over the separation from his sons? Did not Arjuna take the vow to kill himself
should he fail to kill Jaydratha who had killed his son? What man is there who, afraid of death, fails to take
vengeance upon the murderer of his children? What man is there whom loyalty and the sacredness of a vow made
before his master fail to inspire? Are you afraid of death? But death is everyone’s lot. Act like a man, my lord.”
The woman here, though of the Dom caste, shows a strength of character which elicits our admiration, for she
does not grieve over her sons who lie dead only at a stone’s throw from her house, but shows her inspiring sense
of loyalty and devotedness and is keenly alive to the safety of the kingdom entrusted to her husband’s care.
Kalu awoke and became conscious of the perilous situation, but he was a hero of heroes, and when burning
with vengeance and with it noble rage at the machinations of Mahudya, he entered the field, he looked like a
veritable comet striking terror unto the enemies. They were demoralised by the mere report of Kalu’s approach,
whom they had learnt to dread from their cradle. Mahudya could not stop the precipitous flight of his army and in
less than an hour Ralu stood master of the field. He looked with satisfaction over his dispersed enemies, but as he
turned his steps homeward, his mind became overwhelmed with grief for his two sons whom his enemies had
killed.
Kalu had a younger brother named Kamba. He was a very wicked man, and envious of the success of his elder
brother, had joined the camp of Mahudya. When the minister was lost in dismay owing to the defeat of his army,
Kamba came forward and said addressing him:
“Do not grieve, oh lord, I shall conquer the great victor. I am his brother and know where he is weak.”
Saying so he asked Mahudya to employ a barber to shave his head. This done, he had his face besmeared with
soot and lime, and took an ass from the camp and rode upon it. He poured on his head a quantity of whey which
dripped. All this was the punishment of one disgraced in the court for some serious crime. Mounted on the ass
with his cheeks painted black and white and with the whey dripping from his head, he came to the spot where
Kalu was lamenting the loss of his sons. With tearful eyes he fell at the feet of his elder brother and briefly gave
out a story of his own invention which ran thus: Though he had joined the enemy, his heart could not be made of
stone not to melt into sorrow at the sight of his nephews killed in the field. As he cried like a child when he saw
their dead bodies, the minister Mahudya was angry and said he could no longer be trusted as he was so
overwhelmed with grief at the death of his nephews. The minister in fact. suspected that he was merely a spy of
his elder brother, and in great rage turned him out of the camp subjecting him to all those marks of disgrace.
Kamba at this point in course of the narration of his story, clasped the feet of his elder brother and piteously
begged him to forgive his past wickedness.
Kalu’s mind was already softened by grief and this appeal from his younger brother, whom he really loved in
spite of his wicked nature, deeply touched him. He raised his seemingly repentant brother with his hands and said,
“Kamba, don’t be sorry, you are my brother, my own blood. What is there that I can’t give you? I fully pardon
you.” Kamba replied,
“Is all that you say true? Do you indeed love me so?”
“Yes dear brother,” answered the straightforward and open-natured Kalu. “Here do I take the holy water of the
Ganges in my hand and take the vow that whatever you may demand of me I shall give to you, no matter if it be
my head or all my property.” Kamba interposed and cried out,
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“Hear holy mother Ganges, hear, ye sun and earth, hear, oh ye gods that are in heaven, my elder brother is so
pleased with me that he promises in your hearing to give me whatever I may seek of him. Is it all true, brother?”
and Kalu stretched his hands to bless him and said,
“Yes, verily do I say, solemnly do I take the vow of giving you whatever you may ask of me.” Kamba said,
“Stop brother, let your enthusiasm bear out, I want your head. Mahudya, the minister, has promised me a half
of this kingdom if I can produce your head before him; give me your head.”
For a moment Kalu lost all power of speech in anger—for a moment he intended to strike the wicked brother
dead on the spot; but after a moment he felt that he was in the grip of a villain from which there was no escape if
indeed he had to keep the purity of his vow unsullied in the eyes of God and men. He had never retracted words
nor broken promise in his life. The word had passed out of his mouth and was inviolable. He did not try to break
his word by interpreting the promise in the light of sophistry. It was clear as daylight and he saw his fate. He
addressed Kamba and said,
“I have preserved my noble virtues intact for the sake of loyalty to my king. If I violate my words it may
perchance do harm to my sovereign, whose life and future good all depend upon the good will and virtues of his
subjects. I will not kill you, dog as you are; there take the sword and cut off my head. Word is word, inviolable
and sacred.”
Kamba took the sword and Kalu stretched his neck forward, murmuring his prayers. In the twinkling of an eye
the head was severed from the trunk. Kamba triumphantly caught hold of the head and was about to march off,
when Lakhya, the infuriated wife of the murdered man, quickly came to the spot and seizing the villainous brother
by his hair, cut off his head with the sword that lay there warm with the life-blood of her husband. She briefly said
to Kamba before killing him,
“I know my husband’s temper. I heard all that passed between you two. I could have saved my husband by
killing you before. But he would shun me forever, had I stood in the way of his fulfilling his word. Hence I waited
so long.”
So saying she embraced the dead body of her hus- band and carried it to the temple of Kali, which she entered
and, after having closed the doors, sat to worship the Mother, as she had no other work left on this side of the
grave—her husband and sons being dead.
*
Next let us go through the legend of the sunrise in the west as described in the Dharmamangala poems. Of the
rectitude and integrity of Bimala’s character we have already given a rough idea, but details will follow in the
present narrative. Lau Sen, the prince of Maina, was called upon by the Emperor of Gour at the instigation of
Mahudya to make the sun rise from the west. Lau Sen protested saying that it was an impossible feat, which was
not in the power of any man to accomplish. He was neither a Yogi; nor a magician to be able to create an illusion,
nor were the gods obedient to his will. Yet the Emperor of Gour persisted and declared that unless he
accomplished the feat, he would be sentenced to death; for the monarch was convinced that the son of Ranja (Lau
Sen) possessed, by the grace of the God Dharma, great occult powers and that he alone could show the
extraordinary phenomenon of the sun rising from the west to the people of Gour, if he only wished it.
Lau Sen marched through different countries by and and sea, and ultimately reached Hakanda—a shrine of
great sanctity. There by austerity, fast, vigil and worship, the hardship of which he alone among mortals could
bear, the prince was at last able to secure the grace of Dharma who promised that he would create such an illusion
among the people of Gour that they would see the sun rising from the west.
So one morning when there was a quiet glow all over the sky indicating the dawn, the early risers of Gour were
astonished to see the luminous orb of the sky rising slowly from the western horizon. The ploughman was about
to start for the field and the shepherd for his pasture, when the wonderful phenomenon struck them mute with
awe. They bowed low before the sun and could not divine the meaning of this freak of Nature.
Lau Sen, overjoyed at his success, now returned to the capital and obtaining an interview with the king related
the great adventures and hardships he had passed through in order to accomplish the extraordinary feat. But
Mahudya, the minister, said that no one had ever witnessed such a thing as the sun rising from the west in Gour.
So evidence had to be collected to prove the achievement of the prince.
The first witness was one Prahlad. He was a potter by caste and profession, and was known to be a religious
man. Prahlad declared before the court that he had seen with his own eyes the astonishing phenomenon on a
certain day at early dawn. But Mahudya said that he was accustomed to make a fire for burning clay every
morning, and the flames of his own fire must have blinded him, so his testimony was not to be believed.
The next man who was called upon to give evidence was Harihar Haiti, a drummer by caste and profession,
who recited the name of Hari a lakh of times every day, so that his words could be fully believed. The witness was
summoned by the Emperor but in the evening of the preceding day, the minister himself had paid a visit to
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Harihar Haiti and offered him 12 gold and 200 silver coins and entreated him not to bear testimony to the fact of
the sun rising from the west. Mahudya held out a threat and promise that should he speak out the truth, he would
be a ruined man, but if he would comply with his wishes, the reward now offered was but a prelude to many more
valuable presents reserved for him.
Harihar, though a man known for his piety and truthfulness, was demoralised partly by the threat and partly by
the prospects of presents from the minister, and consented to do as he was bidden.
In the morning the constables of the court came to Harihar’s house, summoning him to the court. Bimala, the
wife of Harihar, was at this time at the river-ghat with a golden pitcher for carrying water. Suddenly she heard
cries and laments in the air all around her. But those who cried and lamented were unseen beings. They said,
“We are all going into hell and there will rot for ages. Help us, oh virtuous soul.”
Bimala asked who they were and why should they go to hell and what help she, a poor woman, could render
them to save them from their miserable destiny. The spirits said,
“We are the ancestors of your husband Harihar Baiti, who will speak a falsehood on solemn oath today in the
king’s court, and his crime will cause our ruin. You are his virtuous wife, you can, oh dear one, alleviate fate and
persuade your husband to speak the truth.”
Bimala forgot to take up the golden pitcher that floated in the stream and with tresses all dishevelled returned
home and clasping the feet of her husband, wept like a little girl, saying,
“Return the money and do not care for the consequences, speak the truth: save me from being called in all
future times a liar’s wife and your ancestors from going to hell.” Harihar was about to say,
“Wait, dear wife, when you will have a necklace of purest pearls and golden bracelets you will know which is
better at least; on this side of the grave, to tell the truth or to tell a lie.”
But Bimala indignantly refused to listen to all prospects of worldly gain and continued weeping; so when
Harihar Baiti came to the court, his wife’s just admonition rang in his ears and her tears set at naught the high
value of pearls and gold coins. Mahudya looked triumphant, sure that the witness’s testimony would be all that he
desired. But Harihar as he ascended the witness-box, showed in his face signs of such a decisiveness and moral
strength as were beyond the dreams of the minister. The drummer said that it was
his duty to beat the drum from the south, evening and morning, and on the day in question, when he came to his duty,
he suddenly saw the western pastures and fields aglow with the golden rays of the sun, the stream of the Ganges known
as the Bhairava that ran by the west, became crested with golden ripples and the sunrise was simply wonderful, for the
sun, contrary to what had been seen since the dawn of creation, for the first time rose from the west and not from the
east.

The minister's head hung down in shame and disappointment, and the prince Lau Sen appeared more glorious
than ever in the eyes of the court.
The result of this truthfulness on the part of the Baiti was an inevitable machination which brought him again
before the court on the false charge of a serious theft. His guilt was proved and the Baiti was sentenced to death.
But the Baiti did not repent having told the truth when he uttered his last prayers from the scaffold nor did his
wife show any sign of weakness when ehe expressed a wish to court death on the funeral pyre of her husband. She
said that she was happy even in death, as her husband was spotless.
*
The temptations overcome by Raja Gopichand remind us of those of the great Buddha.
Hira, the harlot, whose beauty was admired by princes, and who was fascinated by the handsome appearance
of Gopichand, had used all her coquetry and woman’s art to get him to return her love. All was of no avail. The
prince not only overcame all temptations but silently bore the severest punishment inflicted on him by the
beautiful harlot, who, with a reed for pen infuriated at his repeated refusal had adopted some harsh measures to
gain his consent.
Gopichand’s character stands before us in all the loftiness of a true Yogi. Twelve years’ persecution could not
make him break his vow. On the expiry of the term, he was sent to the Ganges by Hira to bring water, this being
one of his daily duties. There on the bank of the Ganges his grief was intolerable, and he wanted to send a
message to his dear queen telling her of what he suffered for love of her and for the sake of keeping the vow of
sacred wedlock. There were reeds on the river-bank, one of which he secured and made a cut in his limb. The reed
served him as pen and his own blood served as ink and with a heart charged with emotion and sorrow, he wrote a
letter to the queen. This he entrusted to a trained bird.
Lau Sen faced similar temptations, though he was not subjected to similar persecutions. In the village of
Baruipara, Narayani, a woman of handsome looks, the wife of Shiva Barui and daughter of Hari Pal, fell in love
with the Prince. She offered herself to him saying that if she failed to get a return of love, she would commit
245

suicide. She invited him to her house, but the prince said,
“I am an ascetic from the cradle. I never go to the house of a man when he is absent from home and the female
inmates all dwell alone. The pleasures you talk of are not for me. I am born a servant of the God Dharma. My life
is one of austerity and self-denial, dedicated to his worship.”
In the Kavi Kankan Chandi, we find the hunter Kalu, born and brought up in the lowest stratum of society,
bursting into savage indignation, when his wife made unjust allegations against his character.
In one of my lectures I have dwelt upon the wonderful self-denial of Goroknath who overcame temptations
which none else perhaps among the mortals could do.
*
So we find that the whole of old Bengali literature; in which rustic element is predominant, is permeated by a
spirit of truthfulness and a lofty sex ideal, the like of which we do not frequently meet with elsewhere. In the fable
of Data Karna we find the hero cutting the head of his son for the sake of the word he gave to his guest. Western
scholars may be inclined to think that the pictures are overdrawn, that the instances of truthfulness cited carry the
idea to a morbid and impracticable extremity. But in our country these are not mere imaginary tales. Twenty-three
tirthankars spent years of their saintly lives in Bengal. The great Buddha himself did not live very far off from
Bengal. Renunciation in the cause of truth, sacrifices of the highest order for the sake of a virtuous life are not
mere tales here told by an imaginative people. The people from the time of the Buddha and Mahavira have passed
through great austerities and sacrifices for the sake of religion and morality and the whole atmosphere here is
charged with the loftiest ideals, which to foreign peoples, may appear as unrealised dreams or figments of
imagination.
The rustic people had those ideals before them. They constantly read these poems. Hundreds of copies of the
small poem of Data Karna in which the hero with a saw assisted by his wife cuts the head of their son for the sake
of a vow, are to be found in the houses of the rustics. The purity of rural life even in its lowest form is indicated in
these poems of Bengal and we must respectfully protest against the allegation of some foreign writers who
condemn Bengalis as perjurers and forgers or say that the ideal of truthfulness is essentially Western. This rustic
literature gives a more reliable picture of the people, their ideas and characters, in its pages, than the off-hand
remarks of globe-trotters or administrators who do not know the language of the people and judge of them by the
scum of society, trained to falsehood in the towns of Bengal where a contact with busy alien nations engaged in
trade has produced a demoralizing effect on their character. For rectitude, truthfulness, sexual purity and
devotedness, some of the characters referred to in the foregoing pages are like precious pearls, though the shells
that contain them, the language of the people, may be sometimes coarse and inelegant.
9.125 Burnt Offering\fn{by Pramatha Chaudhuri (1868-1946)} Pabna, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh
(M) 6
European civilization has not yet thrust a horn into the heart of our village, that is to say, the rail line passes by
it at a distance. So when we go home from Calcutta we still have to take the help of old-fashioned conveyances a
part of the way. During the rains we use a boat and during the rest of the year mainly the palanquin.
The land routed and the water route like in different directions. I usually came and went by boat, so the land
route had been unfamiliar to me for a long time. But the year I passed by B.A., some urgent business took me
home in the month of May, necessarily by the land route. Today I shall relate to you the strange that happened on
that journey.
Getting down from the train at six in the morning, I found the palanquin bearers waiting at the station. I cannot
say I felt any particular eagerness to get into the palanquin when I saw it. Measuring it with my eye I calculated
that it was less than four and a half feet long and two and a half feet wide. The appearance of the bearers also
amazed me. People so reduced to skin and bone are probably not to be seen outside of a hospital in any other
country. The ribs of almost all of them protruded and the flesh on their arms and legs hung as loose and twisted as
string. The very first thing one noticed about them was that one part of their bodies, the abdomen, was unnaturally
distended and shiny. Without being a doctor I perceived that livers and spleens vied with each other in thrusting
outward. It reminded me that I had read in the Vrihadaranyaka Upanishad\fn{The Upanishads (of which there are
traditionally 108, but in actuality about 150) form the core of one of the six philosophic systems of Hinduism. They seem to have been
composed between c.400-200BC, though the texts of some may be as old as the 6 th century BC; and their underlying concern is the nature
of God and the relationship of the individual soul with God .} about the lives and spleens of sacrificial horses being like

mountains. I realized for the first time that the lumps of meat known as the liver and spleen may be appropriately
compared to mountains. It shamed me to see how devoid of beauty and strength the human body can be! Such
bodies are an open insult to humanity. Yet Hindu heroism in our village survives in bodies like these. They are
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Hindus, though untouchables, and heroes, though physically weak, for by caste they are hunters. They hunt the
wild boar with spears and beat tigers out of jungle brush. Of course they do it for their living. The Bhojpuri
durwan who, dressed in a red turban and white chapkan, accompanied me, looked like a prince by comparison.
At first I felt most disinclined to ride a distance of twenty miles on the shoulders of such pitiable creatures. It
seemed to me it would be cruel to inflict the burden of my weight on these emaciated, more dead-than-alive
unfortunates. Seeing that I was hesitating to get into the palanquin, the Mohammedan sirdar who had come from
home to receive me said with a smile, “Get in, Your Honor, you’ll not be uncomfortable. If you delay any longer
we shan’t be able to reach home by four o’clock.”
Ten hours to travel twenty miles! The information did not add to my enthusiasm. Still, thee being no
alternative, I went down on my hands and knees and, calling on Mother Durga, crawled into the packing-crate. I
tried to persuade myself that it is not a sin to ride on other men’s shoulders. We wealthy people spend our lives
riding on the shoulders of the world’s poor. And the last word in political economy is that there have always been,
there are, there will be and should be, a few rich people and innumerable poor people in the world. How many
mantras have we not learnt to put our conscience to sleep! At last the palanquin began to move.
The sirdar had assured me that I would not be uncomfortable. It did not take me long to discover that it was
only a pious wish. For Your Honor’s healthy body had never been so maltreated before. The vain effort to fit my
measurements into those of the palanquin forced me into an unnatural posture, a posture that could be described
neither as sitting nor reclining. Sitting and reclining may be one and the same thing for the stone symbol of
Vishnu, but they are not so for a man. I had to perform ceaseless gymnastics in an effort to achieve one or the
other of the two positions. It is not possible to change from the yogic hero posture to the lotus posture without
unbending one’s legs, yet I had to change my position from minute to minute. I don’t believe even a Hatha-yogi
could have maintained any one posture for long under such circumstances, for no sooner was the spite
straightened than the roof of the palanquin would give me a violent slap on the crown of the head. Consequently I
had to sit with bowed shoulders and lowered head like a bride before her elders. Never before had I had such an
opportunity of contemplating my navel, but for want of practice I was unable to collect and concentrate my
distracted thoughts.
This mortification of my flesh did not, however, disturb me. I was in the prime of youth at the time and my
body had not yet lost its elasticity. As a matter of fact its unwilling contortions only amused me. At the beginning
of my journey, the sight of the dawning light and the feel of the breeze blowing softly from the east delighted me.
The breeze was as pleasant as the light was lovely. This new rising of day awakened my eyes and stirred my heart.
I gazed intently at the landscape. The plain stretched barrenly all around, devoid of houses and dwellings, devoid
of trees and vegetation, only plain and unending plain from beginning to end, level and monotonous, as unlimited
and void as the sky. Emerging from Calcutta’s pigeon-coops of brick and wood into this measureless expanse of
nature a sense of deliverance thrilled me to my inmost soul. My troubles dropped away and my heart grew as
serene and fair as the sky itself, the only thing existing in it being a light rosy tint of joy. This happiness was,
however, short-lived, for with the day came the glare of the sun, which grew like a fever and before I knew it the
temperature of the air and sky had risen to 105 degrees. By nine o’clock it was no longer possible to look outside;
the blaze simply scorched the eyes. Pining for something green to rest on, they scoured the horizon and were
rewarded with the sight of a thorn-tree or two here and there. Needless to say this afforded no relief for whatever
other virtues thorn trees may possess, they are not dowered with a dark green grace, nor does a blue shadow lie at
their feet. Between the cloudless sun-sick sky and the treeless, leafless, shadeless earth, I was gradually overcome
by a tremendous sense of lassitude. This monotonous mood of nature became unbearable to my sight. I opened a
book and tried to read. I had brought Meredith’s The Egoist\fn{George Meredith (1828-1909) English novelist and poet. The
Egoist (1879) is a pitiless analysis of innate selfishness. It was greeted with almost unqualified praise, the first of Meredith’s books to
achieve success with both critics and the general public .} along with me and the last chapter remained to be finished. After

reading three or four pages of it at a stretch, I discovered that the last chapter had become the first, in other words,
not a word had entered my mind. The continual jolting of the palanquin had completely addled my brain. Closing
the book I entreated the bearers to quicken their pace, offering baksheesh\fn{Bribery.} as an inducement. This
produced results. We arrived at the mid-way village on our route where we were to rest at half-past ten, half an
hour before the scheduled time.
I cannot say that this village, set in the midst of such a desert, was a very agreeable or soothing example of an
oasis. In the center was a pond. The banks were as high as the first story of a building. A dozen or so thatched huts
clung to three sides and a peepul tree stood on the fourth. Setting the palanquin down under this tree, the bearers
rushed to the pond, plunged in and came back to lunch on curds and parched rice as they were, in their wet
clothes. Village women came crowding out to see the palanquin. It would have been difficult to write poetry about
them, for they were neither beautiful nor young, whatever else they may have been. If by chance one happened to
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be slightly good-looking, her looks were hidden beneath her black skin, and if another happened to be young, her
youth was concealed beneath her dirty clothes; their clothes were so dirty that the dirt could almost be pinched
off. It was the silver ornaments on their arms and legs that attracted my attention. I noticed a air of bracelets with
which modern jewelry cannot compete in beauty of workmanship. This showed me that though lower-class
women in Bengal may be lacking in beauty, the hands of their men are not lacking in artistic skill.
Half an hour later we started again. The palanquin proceeded leisurely, for after their meal, the pace of my
bearers had slowed down to that of an expectant woman.\fn{ A woman about to deliver a child.} By this time my body,
mind and senses were all so exhausted that I closed my eyes and tried to sleep. By degrees the rocking of the
palanquin and the heat of the May noon put me into a drowse. But the drowsiness was not sleep. Just as my body
had been reduced to a posture between sitting and reclining, so my mind reached a state midway between sleep
and waking. About two hours passed in this condition. Then a frightful jolt brought me to my senses. It was so
violent that the shock penetrated right through my six esoteric circles to the thousand-petaled crown of my head.
On waking up I found that the bearers had flung down their human burden under an enormous banyan tree and
completely disappeared. In answer to my enquiry the sirdar said they had gone for a smoke.\fn{ A smoke of bhang;
marijuana.} This was the first time I had beheld a place restful to the eyes since starting on my journey. The banyan
was a hundred trees in one. Roots hung down all around, and above them the leaves were so thick that the rays of
the sun could not penetrate. It seemed as if Nature herself had built with her own kind hands a thousand-pillared
wayside in for weary and heat-worn travelers. Here the shade was so deep that I thought it must be evening, but,
looking at my watch, I found it was only one o‘clock.
I took this opportunity to free myself from the palanquin and stretch my arms and legs. It was nearly a quarter
of an hour before I could straighten out my body and stand upright, for all my limbs were cramped, some of them
benumbed, some prickling with pins and needles and some paralyzed. When I was physically restored to normal, I
thought I would walk around the tree. I had not gone far when I discovered the bearers sitting around a Brahmin.
They were engaged in the most animated discussion. At first I was afraid they were plotting to go on strike against
me, for they were talking loudly all at once, with great gusto. But I soon perceived that there was another reason
for their shouting and wrangling. The thing they were smoking was not ordinary tobacco, but “big tobacco,” as it
is called; I recognized it by the smell. In their excitement and joy they jumped about, affording ocular
demonstration of the aptness of the name, “swift-joy,” given to hemp. One after another they took a long pull at
the pipe and shouted, “Vyom Kali, Our Lady of Calcutta!” I had never noticed before that hemp bowls are so
beautifully shaped; the bowl puts to shame even the lovely yellow kolke flower from which it take sits name.
Apparently these people were aware that intoxication should be encased in a beautiful form.
For some time it amused me to watch their smoke festival, but gradually I began to feel annoyed. Pipe after
pipe was consumed, yet no one made a move to rise. On my inquiring when their hemp smoking would be
finished, the sirdar answered, “Your Honor, they won’t get up unless they are dragged up. They are fortifying
themselves with ganja because there is terror ahead.”
“What is there to be afraid of?” I asked.
“It is something one does not name, Your Honor,” he replied, “you’ll see for yourself in a little while.”
This reply aroused my curiosity to such an extent that I went myself to call the bearers. I discovered that their
eyes, which had been tumeric-yellow from their livers, were now as red as lime and tumeric mixed, owing to the
influence of the hemp. I had to pull each one of them with my own hands and force him to stand on his legs. In
the act of doing so some of the ganja smoke entered my nostrils and went straight to my head. I felt sick, my
hands and feet went soft, my eye-balls glazed and I turned quickly and took refuge inside the palanquin. The
palanquin began to move again. This time I felt no discomfort whatever in my conveyance, for my body seemed
to belong not to me but to somebody else.
After some time, how long I cannot say exactly, the bearers began to shout loudly in unison. I had already had
proof of their voices being stronger than their bodies, but how must stronger was now impressed upon me for the
first time. One word alone was audible amidst the clamor, and that was the name of Rama. Then my Brahmin
cook also joined the bearers, and kept repeating over and over endlessly the cry of “Ram nam sat hai! Ram nam
sat hai!” This invocation made me imagine I was dead and ghosts were conveying me in a palanquin to the land
of spirits! I can’t say whether the whiff of ganja smoke I had inhaled was at the root of this idea or not. I felt a
great curiosity to know where these people were taking me. Looking outside, I discovered a sky which seemed
like that above a burning village; but of the other signs of a conflagration—the crying and shouting and general
uproar—I heard nothing. So desolate and silent were the surroundings that the unchanging peace of death seemed
to brood over the whole of creation. As the palanquin advanced, a waste land was exposed to my view—a desert
not of sand but of charred earth, like the floor of a kiln, with not a single blade of grass. There was no human
habitation upon it now, but ample evidence of its having been once inhabited lay strewn about everywhere.
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It was a land of bricks. As far as the eye could see there were bricks and bricks and still more bricks; in some
places heaped together, in others scattered in thousands over the ground. And those bricks were so red that it
seemed as if clots of fresh blood had been pressed into molds to make them. Out of this prostrate and ruined
village the only things which pushed up towards the sky were trees; but they were all completely bare, all
withered, all black, all dead. Sometimes these skeleton trees were grouped together, sometimes one or two stood
apart and aloof on one side. And these bricks, and the ground, and the sky appeared as if totally enveloped in
flames. Even I felt it to be uncanny, so it is no wonder that such a sight should frighten people like my bearers.
After some time I heard a very faint wailing sound rise out of the heart of the hush. The cry was so faint, so
pitiful and so full of anguish, that all human suffering down the ages seemed to be contained and concentrated in
it. On hearing this cry my heart was filled with a boundless compassion, and in an instant I melted in sympathy
with all the sorrows of humanity. Suddenly a storm arose and the wind blew fitfully from all directions at once.
The fire in the sky, fanned by the wind, seemed to run distractedly to and fro. The flaming waves rose and, lashed
by the gale, a river of blood surged through the heavens. Then I beheld the shadowy forms of innumerable men
and women writing and seething in the flood of fire. The forty-nine winds clapped exultantly and laughed aloud
with shouts of ha, ha! ho, ho! Gradually these conflicting sounds merged and were transformed into a single,
savage peal of laughter, whose cruel demonic shouts rolled away to the horizon. The laughter grew fainter and
fainter until it resolved once more into that gentle, pitiful and anguished wailing. The duet between this frenzied
laughter and the harrowing sound of weeping aroused in my mind old memories of this ruined and deserted
village—memories which may or may not belong to this birth;\fn{ I.e., to this particular transmigration of his soul.} I
cannot say. From within me some one related its history.
*
The wilderness of charred wood and brick was the ruins of Rudrapur. The Rays of Rudrapur were at one time
the greatest feudal lords in this part of the country. The founder of the line, Rudranarayan, was an officer of the
Moghul Court.\fn{The Moghul Empire (1526-1858) ceased to exist as an effective state after 1707 .} The title of Ray-rayan\fn{A
note reads: title of feudal lord under Muslim rulers .} and with it the proprietary rights of three estates had been granted to
him. People say the Rays possessed a firman\fn{A note reads: an imperial or royal edict.} signed by the Emperor of
Delhi himself, giving them the right to inflict the death penalty. That they exercised this right there is no doubt,
whether by virtue of the firman or not. Tradition had it that no more powerful and tyrannical chieftains had ever
been seen in these parts before. So great was the authority they wielded, that sheep and wolves were said to drink
at the same landing place in their domains. For they took not only the life of those who incurred their displeasure
but their property as well. Countless were the people whose homesteads they had devastated. Nobody with a
radius of forty miles had the courage to flout the commands of the rays. Under their severe rule, theft and robbery
and rioting were totally unknown in the domain. One of the reasons for this was that all the wielders of staves,
fencers, archers and other followers of violent professions were enlisted among the lord’s retainers.
Just as the lords’ maltreatment of people knew no limits, so was their bounty also unlimited. The feeding and
clothing of the needy and the distribution of medicine to the sick were established customs. The number of people
who enjoyed their favor was incalculable. Their ceremonial gifts of land consecrated to the deity were so lavish
that the priests and preceptors of the country had turned into prosperous farmers. Then again they spent
ungrudgingly on religious festivals like the Durga Puja\fn{A note reads: The biggest festival of the Bengali year. Puja means
divine servicve.} and Dol, and also for daily worship. At the time of the Dol, the skies of Rudrapur were crimsoned
with abir,\fn{A note reads: a red powder used by Hindus during the spring festival.} and during the Durga Puja the earth was
reddened with the blood of sacrifices. In the guest-house at Rudrapur permanent arrangements existed for catering
daily to a hundred guests. No Brahmin, burdened by the expenses of the rites prescribed for a father or mother or
daughter ever went away empty-handed from the gate of Rudrapur. The lords used to say that the wealth of
Brahmins is for spending on good works, not for saving. So if ever there was a shortage of money for good works,
they felt no compunction about looting it from the houses of money-lenders.
In short, everything they did, good or bad, they did arbitrarily, according to their own sweet will. In the time of
the Nabobs there was nobody to hold them in check. The result was that the common people feared them as much
as they respected them, because the lords neither feared nor respected the common people. On account of their
unrestricted capriciousness, an inordinate sense of their own superiority gradually took possession of their minds.
They prided themselves on their class, their wealth, their strength and their looks. All the men of the Ray family
were fair, tall and stalwart, while the fame of the beauty of their women spread far and wide. For all these reasons
it became more or less impossible for them to look upon other people as human beings.
The decline of this family had set in before the arrival of the English in this country, and their final downfall
came about during the days of the Company.\fn{ The British East India Company, which ruled British India from 1600-1858,
when the Crown superseded its military and administrative functions .} Branches of the family which had become
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impoverished as the property was divided and sub-divided with the increase of their numbers, slowly became
extinct, for they considered it extremely degrading to work for a living or gain one by their own efforts. Then the
various branches also quarreled among themselves. The Ray family were devout Saktas,\fn{A note reads: believer in
the goddess of power, Durga or Kali.} so much so that all the men of Rudrapur, young and old, drank liquor. Even the
women did not protest against this habit, for they considered it manly to drink. When, after the evening visit to the
family goddess, She-Who-Rides-the-Lion,\fn{A note reads: Durga.} these big fair men sat in the parlor and drank
together, their inflamed eyes, red as hibiscus flowers, together with the crimson mark of bloodred sandalwood
paste on their foreheads, looked like the three angry eyes of Siva\fn{ Durga’s husband.} himself. At such times there
was no deed on earth too dangerous for them to perform. Their wielders of staves would be ordered out to raid the
rice bins of some co-sharer or outrage the wife and daughters of another. A bloody business would follow. This
family enmity had taken them a long way down the road to perdition.
Then again, what was left of their property passed out of their hands thanks to the operation of the Permanent
Settlement.\fn{A note reads: land revenue was permanently settled by Lord Cornwallis, now abolished. He was appointed governorgeneral of India in 1786 and commander in chief of the army there; and among other things, he instituted land reforms, returning to
England in 1793.} They could not bring themselves to realize that if the installment of their land revenue due to the
Company\fn{I.e., their property tax.} was not paid into the Treasure by the specified date, Lakshmi, the Goddess of
Plenty, would forsake them forever. Under the former regime of the Nabobs\fn{ The governors of the various provinces of
the Mogul Empire.} they had not been in the habit of paying their annual revenue regularly. They did not pay their

dues to the Company within the time-limit, and most of their property was sold by auction in lieu of their arrears.
Hence the Ray clan had become almost extinct. Of the hundred families, all of the Ray line, which had existed in
the village, only six or seven landholders remained about a hundred years ago.
The property of these half-a-dozen also fell by degrees into the hands of one Dhananjoy Sarkar. Dhananjoy not
only knew the English law thoroughly but acted in accordance with it. He had at his fingers’ ends all the tricks and
evasions by which money could be made without infringing these laws, and even with their help. Dhananjoy had
made a great deal of money in three or four years’ time by practicing as a muktear\fn{A note reads: a class of lawyers.}
in the District court. Invested in loans, this money increased by leaps and bounds through interest, compound
interest and interest upon that again. People said that in ten years he had made no less than ten lakhs of rupees. If
not so much, he undoubtedly had three or four lakhs at his disposal.
After making this money he took a fancy to land, and began to buy up the properties of the Ray family one by
one; he knew every inch of their holdings. His forbears had been employed on the Ray estates for generations, and
he himself in his younger days had for some years served as an accountant in the revenue department of Trilochan
Narayan, one of the largest sharers of the estate. But although he had bought up all the lands and even the
homesteads of the Rays, Dhananjoy Sarkar did not dare to enter Rudrapur for a long time because the son of his
former master, Ugra Narayan, was till living. Ugra Narayan, sacred thread in hand, had touched the feet of SheWho-Rides-the-Lion and sworn that, if Dhananjoy ever so much as set foot within the bounds of Rudrapur, he
would never leave it alive. Dhananjoy had no doubt whatsoever that Ugra would carry out his oath to the letter.
For he knew that a more dare-devil and ungovernable man had never been born even in the Ray family.
Some time after Ugra Narayan’s death, Dhananjoy came to Rudrapur and took possession of the ancestral
home of the Rays. No male descendant of the Rays then remained in the village, hence if he had so wished, he
could have taken possession of the houses of all the branches of the family. In spite of this, however, he made no
attempt to oust from her paternal home Ugra Narayan’s only daughter, Ratnamayee. She was a widow. The chief
reason for this was that the tenants of Pathanpara, a village adjacent to Rudrapur, had sworn to preserve
Ratnamayee’s proprietary right to Ugra Narayan’s house. All the inhabitants of the said village had been
professional wielders of staves for generations; so Dhananjoy knew that if he tried to evict Ratnamayee, grievous
hurt and murder were sure to follow. And he was of course extremely averse to this, as there was no gentler
person in the whole of Bengal at the time. The second reason was that, in his heart of hearts, Dhananjoy still
retained, from force of habit, some of the old fear and respect for one whose substance had nourished generations
of his forbears. For the above reasons, Dhananjoy gave up Ugra Narayasn’s portion and took possession of the
rest of the Ray family’s ancestral house, and that too only nominally; for Dhanajoy’s family consisted only of his
daughter Rangini, and her husband, his son-in-law, Ratilal De.
A definite change came over Dhananjoy after moving into this house. His greed for wealth had grown with his
income, until no room was left in his heart for any other feeling. Driven by his greed, he had hitherto struggled
blindly to amass wealth by whatever means he could; the question of why he wanted money or for whom—had
never occurred to him.
But after coming to Rudrapur, Dhananjoy awoke to the fact that he had acquired his wealth for the sake of
wealth alone—for no other reason and for no person. He recalled that when his seven sons had died, one after the
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other, he had not been affected, had not neglected to transact business even for a single day. This extreme life-long
cupidity in his old age changed into as extreme an attachment to his hoarded treasure. He sought a way to
preserve it permanently; the idea gave him no rest; he lost his sleep worrying over it. Rudrapur itself afforded an
object-lesson of the fact that even incalculable riches decay and disappear with time. At length the idea became
fixed in his mind that, though a man may amass wealth through his own efforts, it cannot be preserved without
divine assistance.
Despite his verbal knowledge of the English law Dhananjoy was an altogether uncultured person. His innate
barbarity had in no way been subdued or refined by any kind of education. His mind was stuffed with the
outmoded superstitions and blind beliefs which are associated with the Sudra\fn{A note reads: lowest of the four Hindu
varnas.} type of mentality. As a child he had heard that if a little Brahmin boy is confined in a room with treasure,
the boy, after dying of starvation, becomes a yaksha\fn{A note reads for yaksa: demi-god. Guard or superintendent of riches:
attached to Kuvera, the god of wealth .} who guards the hoard for all time to come. Toi secure his wealth by this means
became so strong an obsession with Dhananjoy, that he ended by convincing himself it was his bounden duty to
do so.
Dhananjoy knew no pity and he was skilled in means to encompass his ends in the face of the gravest
obstacles. But an insuperable difficulty presented itself in this case. When Rangini heard that her father had
decided to sacrifice a baby boy she could neither eat nor sleep. It was impossible for Dhananjoy to carry out his
intentions, because, if he cared for anything at all in this world apart from his money, he cared for his daughter. As
a tree occasionally strikes root in a structure of lime and mortar, so this affection for his daughter had taken root in
some crevice of his hard heart. However, although Dhananjoy did not exert himself in the matter, his last wish
was destined to be fulfilled by the course of events.
Ratnamayee had a son three years old. His name was Kireet Chandra. She lived alone with her son in her
portion of the house. No one had access to her inner apartments and she did not see any one. Her very existence
would have been forgotten by the people of Rudrapur, had she not been in the habit of visiting the temple of SheWho-Rides-the-Lion every day after her bath. On these occasions she was preceded and followed by two retainers
bearing staves from Pathanpara, who acted as her bodyguards. Ratnamayee was about twenty or twenty-one. Not
one woman in a million in our country possesses the wonderful beauty she had. She resembled the goddess she
worshipped. Her eyes, slanting up at the corners like the eyes of She-Who-Rides-the-Lion, were as serene and
immovable as the eyes of gods. People used to say the lids never fell over those eyes. What shone forth from them
was the boundless contempt with which she regarded the men and women about her; for Ratnamayee had
inherited all the arrogance that had been accumulated by her ancestors in the course of three hundred years.
And of course it need hardly be said that she was inordinately proud of her beauty, for that beauty was the
tangible proof of her exalted lineage. Beauty, in Ratnamayee’s opinion, was not an attraction but a reproach. The
people in the street made way for her as she walked to the temple, because her whole person proclaimed in a
silent language of line and color: “Away with you! If you so much as tread on my shadow I shall have to bathe!”
It goes without saying that she looked neither to the right nor to the left, but walked straight to the temple with
downcast eyes, radiating the light of beauty around her. She returned as she went. Rangini used to watch
Ratnamayee daily from her window, and the poison of envy consumed her, mind and body; for Rangini did not
possess beauty, whatever else she may have had. And her lack of beauty was a source of agony to her, for her
husband Ratilal was an exceptionally handsome man.
Rangini loved her husband as much as her father loved his money, that is, with an immense hunger, a hunger
as blind and pitiless as physical hunger. How much of her heart was involved in that love it would be difficult to
say, for with creatures like Rangini and her father, the mind is a part of the body, not something beyond it. Then
again Rangini loved her husband exactly in the same way as her father loved his money—that is to say, as a
personal possession. The mere thought of anyone else’s laying a finger on that possession deprived her of all
sense of mercy and there was no deed on earth too cruel for her to perform in order to retain him.
Without any reason whatsoever, Rangini began to suspect that Ratilal was attracted by Ratnamayee’s beauty
and by degrees the suspicion grew into conviction. Rangini suddenly discovered that Ratilal went secretly to Ugra
Narayan’s house and spent as much time there as he could. As a matter of fact Ratilal went to smoke hemp with a
Brahmin priest to whom Ratnamayee had given shelter. The childless Ratilal had also become so attached to
Kireet Chandra, Ratnamayee’s son, that he could not pass a day without seeing him. As the door to Ratnamayee’s
apartments was guarded by Pathans, it goes without saying that he had never so much as exchanged glances with
her. But Rangini firmly believed that Ratnamayee, finding her husband to handsome, had snatched him away from
her. To revenge herself and satisfy her innate jealousy, Rangini resolved to make a yaksha of Ratnamayee’s child.
One day Rangini informed her father that she no longer had any objection to the installation of a yaksha. Not only
that, she would search for a suitable child herself.
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Of course this idea had to be carried out the greatest secrecy. So father and daughter conspired together and
decided that the room in which the treasure was to be stored, should be the one next to Rangini’s bedroom. In a
couple of days the doors and windows of the room were bricked up and plastered over. Then with the greatest
caution Dhanajoy’s gold and silver coins were put into copper vessels, and the vessels set in rows around the
walls. When all the treasure had been safely stored, Rangini told Ratilal that Ratnamyee’s boy was such a lovely
child she felt a great desire to take him up in her arms. Ratilal was to bring the boy to her by hook or by crook.
Ratilal replied that it was impossible, for if Ratnamayee’s bodyguards were to get wind of it, they would cut off
his head. But Rangini was so insistent that one evening he enticed Kireet Chandra away and brought him to her.
As soon as the boy came in, Rangini ran to him, gathered him up in her arms, kissed and fondled him with
endearing words. Then she dressed him in red silk clothes, garlanded him with flowers, marked his brow with red
sandal and slipped two golden bracelets on his wrists. Ratilal’s face beamed with pleasure at the sight. Then
Rangini, pulling the child by the hand, thrust him suddenly into the sealed treasure chamber, shut the door, locked
it from outside and went away. Ratilal went from door to door trying to open each in turn, before he realized that
Rangini had shut him up too, in her bedroom. In vain Ratilal pushed at the door and battered it with blows and
kicks. All his efforts to break it open proved futile. The door was so heavy and so stout that it would have been
difficult to break it open even with an axe. Kireet Chandra, shut up in the dark, began to sob loudly at first and
then called out to Ratilal—“Dada, dada!”\fn{ A note reads: dada: elder brother.} Two or three hours later the sound of
his crying could no longer be heard. Ratilal perceived that he had cried himself to sleep. For three days and three
nights Ratilal, imprisoned in his own room, had to listen to Kireet Chandra, who sometimes knocked against the
door with his head, sometimes cried and sometimes kept quiet.
Beside himself with grief, during these three days Ratilal beat upon the door like a madman, trying to break it
in a thousand times but he was unable to move it even a hair’s breadth. When he heard the child crying, he would
run to the door and say, “Dada, dada! Don’t cry so. There’s nothing to be afraid of. I am here with you.” The child
wailed louder at the sound of Ratilal’s voice and battered his head against the door more wildly. Then Ratilal
would cover his ears with his hands and go and cower in a distant corner of the room. Sometimes he would call
Rangini and Dhananjoy, shout abuse at them, saying whatever came into his head. So distracted was he by the
horror of the inhuman deed, that it did not occur to him for a moment that there might be some other way of
rescuing the baby. His whole mind and heart were confined in that black hole with the crying child.
After three days the sound of the sobbing began to grow fainter and fainter, until on the fifth it ceased
altogether. Ratilal realized that the tender young life of Kireet Chandra was extinct. Thereupon he seized the iron
window-bars of his room with both hands, wrenched them apart, leapt down from the window and ran straight to
Ratnamayee’s house. He found no guards at the door that day, for all the men of Pathanpara were out searching
for the child. Taking this opportunity, Ratilal presented himself before Ratnamayee and breathlessly poured out
the whole ghastly story. Ratnamayee had not been seen to smile for three years. As she listened to the account of
the cruel murder of her baby, a strange light illumined her face and eyes, and it almost seemed as if she smiled. To
Ratilal this sight was so gruesome that he fled from Ratnamayee and was never heard of again.
Then at midnight on that day, when everybody had gone to bed, Ratnamayhee set fire to her own house. The
houses of the different branches of the family were built one against the other. So within an hour the fire, like a
divine wrath, spread to Dhananjoy’s house. Dhananjoy and Rangini came out and tried to escape, but on reaching
the main gate, they found Ratnamayee standing there surrounded by nearly a hundred from Pathanpara, armed
with shields, short spears and swords. At her command they plunged their spears again and again into the bodies
of Rangini and Dhananjoy, slashing them from head to foot, and then hurled them into the blazing fire.
Ratnamayee shrieked with laughter, and her companions realized that she was mad.
The Pathanpara men ran amuck. Dhananjoy’s servants and maidservants, his officers, durwans, retainers—in
fact whoever came in their path, were attacked with swords and spears until a river of fire flowed above and a
river of blood flowed beneath the ancestral home of the Rays. A storm arose and the earth quaked. When
everything had been consumed Ratnamayee leapt into the last flames and perished. Nothing remains of Rudapur
but a mass of ruins. Only the sound of Kireet Chandra’s faint wailing and Ratnamayee’s insane laughter still float
in its air and sky.
226.24 Excerpt from Murshid Quli Khan And His Times\fn{by Abdul Karim aka Karim Sahitya Bisharad (1869-1953}
Suchakradondi, Chittagong District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
1
Mughal authority was established in Bengal towards the beginning of the 17 th century in the reign of Jahangir
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(1605-27). Thereafter the province was ruled by a series of strong governors, often royal princes or important
nobles. The province thus remained in peace for about a century, with only the occasional ravages of the Magh
and Firingi pirates in the coastal regions, which, however, did not pose any serious problem to the strong
government of the Mughals.
But towards the end of the 17th century, the Mugha1 power began to decline. Though the Emperor Aurangzib
was able to carry his sceptre throughout the whole of India including the far south, his protracted Maratha warfare
sapped the vitality of the Mughal empire, and withdrew his supervision from the northern parts of his empire.
Taking advantage of the supine rule of Ibrahim Khan (1689-97), subahdar of Bengal and Orissa, Subha Singh, a
zamindar of Chandrakona in Midnapur district, combined with Rahim Khan, an Afghan leader in Orissa, and
raised the standard of rebellion in 1696. They took possession of a huge tract of land in the south-western region
of Bengal.
The rebellion of Subha Singh and Rahim Khan had far-reaching results. The direct results were the
appointment of a royal prince to the subahdari of Bengal and the fortification of the European settlements at
Calcutta, Chinsura and Chandarnagar. Ibrahim Khan underrated the power of the rebels and did not take any
strong measure against them, fondly expecting that the rebels would disperse themselves when gorged with
plunder.
The European traders became afraid of lawlessness in the country and of possible plundering of their goods
and effects. They applied to the subahdar at Dacca requesting his permission to fortify their factories. Ibrahim
Khan ordered them in general terms to defend themselves. Taking advantage of this order, the European
companies fortified their factories and thus were established Fort William in Calcutta, Dutch fort in Chinsura later
on named Fort Gustavas and Fort Orleans in Chandarnagar.
The rebellion of Subha Singh and Rahim Khan demonstrates the weakness of the Mughal government in
Bengal. Not only did the subahdar remain inactive, but the faujdars immediately responsible for the suppression
of the rebellion showed extreme cowardice. The rebellion at the same time proved the superiority of the armed
strength of the European traders. In fact, the progress of the rebellion to the east of the Ganges was checked by the
Dutch arms at Chinsura. The fortified posts of the Europeans afforded shelter to many people and government
servants who had been dispossessed of their positions by the rebels.
The Emperor Aurangzib was much incensed at the news of the rebellion and of the inactivity of the subahdar.
He removed the indolent subahdar from Bengal. Appointing his grandson Prince Muhammad Azim al-Din (son of
Sultan Mu‘azzam, later Emperor Shah ‘Alam Bahadur Shah) to the subahdari of Bengal, the emperor ordered
Zabardast Khan, son of Ibrahim Khan, to take the field against the rebels pending the arrival of the prince.
The new subahdar reached Burdwan in November 1698. The rebels had already been put to flight by
Zabardast Khan and now the prince crushed them without any difficulty. But once the rebels were suppressed, the
prince gave himself up to pleasure, proving both lazy and covetous. In July, 1698 the English received from the
prince a letter patent, on payment of Rs. 16,000, allowing them to purchase from the owners the right of renting
the three villages of Calcutta, Sutanuti and Govindpur.
The establishment of Fort William\fn{ At Govindpur:H} and the right of renting the villages, which the Calcutta
Council always called the zamindari right gave the English a secure foothold in Bengal. From the position of
mere traders, the English became partners in the administration and co-sharer of rights and privileges with other
Mughal subjects. The English, during the last half of the 18 th century were to take full advantage of the position
thus achieved by the favour of the prince.
Apart from realising money from the foreign traders by granting privileges, the prince also indulged in private
trade through his agents. He monopolised the trade by purchasing merchandise at the place of origin or at the port
of embarkation and then selling it to the merchants at a high price. This was called the sauda-i-khas or private
trade of His Excellency. Such private trade had been in practice since the time of Shah Shuja and Mir Jumlah and
Shaistah Khan had indulged in it.
Naturally, as a result of this policy, the people suffered and Aurangzib now chastised the prince for the evil
practice. The emperor not only threatened him by letter but also reduced his rank by one thousand. The
appointment of a royal prince to the subahdari itself suggests that the emperor wanted to strengthen the executive
administration of the province. His next act, the appointment of an efficient civil servant as the diwan of the
province, suggests that he also felt the need to tighten up the financjaI administration and by so doing to both
check and strengthen the prince and his administration.
The officer chosen for the task was Murshid Quli Khan, whose life and times are to be discussed in the
following pages.
*
Muhammad Haadi, successively entitled Kartalab Khan, Murshid Quli Khan, Ja‘far Khan and finally
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Mu’tamin al-Mulk ‘Ala’ al-Daulah Ja‘far Khan Nasiri Nasir Jang Bahadur, was to be the dominating factor in
Bengal’s politics throughout the first quarter of the 18 th century, except for one interval of two years (i.e. 1708 and
1709). It is true that initially Murshid Quli Khan was only the diwan, subordinate in rank to the subahdar, Prince
Muhammad ‘Aziim al-Din. But he was so much favoured by the emperor due to his efficient management of
affairs that the subahdar was driven to leave Bengal within a short time and to administer the province in
absentia. Murshid Quli Khan became the full-fledged subahdar of Bengal in 1715-16 (in Orissa from 1704-07
and again from 1715 to his death).\fn{ Orissa was not established as an Indian State until 1936; it adjoins what is now West Bengal
(Bengal at the time of this discussion was a united province) for some miles along the eastern coast of India, and for some distance inland,
and the great majority (over 93%) speak Orya, not Bengali:H } But throughout the period of his service in Bengal, he was the

highest officer present on the spot and thus the administration largely centred round him.
Several factors add interest to the study of Murshid Quli Khan’s period in Bengal history. In the first place,
Murshid Quli Khan’s administration stands between the most glorious period of Mughal rule and the years of its
disintegration. He witnessed the life and death of the last great Mughal Emperor Aurangzib, two wars of
succession for the imperial throne, and the palace revolutions organised by powerful ministers, in a word, the
process of disintegration of the Mughal empire. He began his career at a time when the centre strictly controlled
the provincial officers, but survived to see that strict control slacken bit by bit. He was himself the last great
officer in Bengal appointed direct from the centre. After his death, the succession of hereditary subahdars in
Bengal began and all his successors were confirmed by the central government only after they had established
their position by the sword.
Secondly, the period gave rise to some forces which were later to play an important part in the politics and
economy of the country. The foreign companies fortified their position just before the appointment of Murshid
Quli Khan to the diwani of the eastern provinces. The English obtained the right of renting the three villages of
Calcutta, Sutanuti and Govindpur also before his time. The foreign companies received further privileges of trade
from the emperor or provincial officers during the early 18 th century.
But the most important privileges were obtained by the English from the Emperor Farrukh Siyar in 1717. The
emperor not only granted the English their trade privileges but also confirmed the right of renting the Calcutta
villages and allowed them to rent more villages round about Calcutta as also to strike coins in the royal mint
under certain conditions. As a result, the companies not only controlled the economy of the country by their trade,
but the English in particular, gained a political hold over their villages. From their fortified settlements in
Calcutta, the English became masters of the country only thirty years after the death of Murshid Quli Khan.
Murshid Quli Khan’s administration also witnessed the rise of the great Marwari banking family of Jagat Seth.
It is said that the House of Jagat Seth was instrumental in procuring from the imperial court their confirmation in
the subahdari for both Sujat‘ al-Din Muhammad Khan (1727-39) and Allahwardi Khan (1740-56). (Jagat Seth, of
course, played an important part in the revolution of 1757 when Siraj al-Daulah was defeated by the English).
The transfer of the capital from Dacca to Murshidabad (then Makhsusabad) was yet another landmark in
Bengal history. The process began when Murshid Quli Khan transferred the diwani offices from Dacca to
Murshidabad, for with the removal of the subahdar’s residence from Dacca to Patna in 1703, the centre of gravity
in Bengal shifted to Murshidabad, initially the diwan’s residence but later on that of the subahdar himself.
From this new headquarters the government was in a position to keep a direct watch over the growing power
of the European companies, other merchants and banias. It was this centre, which rose to a position of eminence
during the time of Murshid Quli Khan and his successors, which was eventually to witness the loss of
independence of the country and the establishment of the English supremacy.
Murshid Quli Khan’s administration, therefore, witnessed the rise of those forces in Bengal that a few years
later moulded the fate of the country and thus forms an important chapter in Bengal’s history. It is this which
makes it necessary to analyse and set in proper perspective the life and times of Murshid Quli Khan, his attitude to
the declining Mughal power, his management of Bengal affairs, his reaction to the rising power of the European
companies, especially the English, and to the rise of the banking family of Jagat Seth, and lastly, his role in the
social and economic life of the people under his jurisdiction.\fn{ The author then proceeds to an examination of his source
material; but we shall adjourn to the opening discussion of the relationship obtaining between Murshid Quli Khan and the English, at the
beginning of chapter four:H}

*
In 1700, when Murshid Quli Khan took over as diwan of Bengal, the English traders were divided among
themselves. Two years before, in 1698, in accordance with an Act of Parliament, the English king, William III,
had chartered a new company entitled “English Company trading to the East Indies”. Though the Old Company
was obliged to accept a less popular title “The London Company”,\fn{ On December 31, 1600, the Queen granted a Royal
Charter to “George, Earl of Cumberland, and 215 Knights, Aldermen, and Burgesses under the name, Governor and Company of
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Merchants of London trading with the East Indies:W}

they had already established themselves in Calcutta, having with the
permission of the subahdar secured the right of renting three villages, Sutanuti, Govindpur and Calcutta. There
they fortified Fort William and thus acquired a secure foothold to look after their trading interests. The Old
Company also had, on the strength of the imperial farman, the privilege of free trade on payment of a yearly
pishkash of Rs. 3,000 only.
The new Company, however, had to start afresh. At their instance the English king sent Sir William Norris as
his ambassador to the Mughal emperor with the object of securing for themselves the favour of the Indian
Government and “to solicit Phirmaunds [farmans] or privileges, for the English nation and to render the English
Company its representative in the East Indies”.
The mission of Sir William Norris was, however, a complete failure. Nor did their president, Sir Edward
Littleton, fare any better in Bengal. He received permission for trade only after paying Rs. 70,000 to the
subahdar. The permission was not only for a limited period but also “on the same terms as granted to the
Interlopers, that is, to pay three thousand rupees for permission to make sales and purchases for each ship, and
[to] give security for six thousand more should the Ambassador not procure a Phirmaund within the
year”.\fn{From Annals of the Honourable East India Company from their Establishment by the Chariter of Queen Elizabeth, 1600 to the
Union of the London and English East India Companies, 1707-08. Abdul Karim has provided his history with copious citations, but I have
chosen to excise his apparatus as being unnecessary to the business at hand:H }

*
No satisfactory idea can be formed of the attitude of the new diwan (Murshid Quli Khan) to the two
Companies. Both the presidents, John Beard or the Old Company and Sir Edward Littleton of the new, took him
to be friendly. Beard represents the diwan “as a man of talents and mild disposition and disposed to protect trade”,
while Sir Edward Littleton expects to get a parwanah from the new diwan even though the mission of Sir William
Norris fails!\fn{The terms farman, hasb al-hukm, nishan, sanad and parwanah mean letters patent. But in the official usage, the one
issued by the emperor was called farman, the one issued by order of the emperor and under the seal of the vizier was called hasb al-hukm,
the one by a prince was called nishan and the one by other officers like subahdar or diwan was called sanad or parwanah}

But soon the servants of the two Companies involved themselves in mutual quarrels and jealousies which
adversely affected the interests of both. The presidents or agents of the New Company demanded that the consular
powers with which they had been invested should be recognised by their compatriots of the Old Company. Sir
Edward Littleton, the New Company's president and consul in Bengal ordered the Calcutta Council of the Old
Company to suspend all applications to the Mughal government and to cease issuing passes for their goods to the
country vessels. Sir Nicholas Waite, the president and consul of the New Company in Surat went so far as to write
to the Mughal government that the servants of the Old Company were parties to the piracies in India. The
insinuations made by an English agent against his own countrymen proved detrimental to the interests of both the
English Companies, nay of all European traders.
*
Aurangzib was always worried over the depredations of the pirates and their harassment of the Muslim
pilgrims to Mecca. He always suspected that the European traders were responsible for these outrages and now he
found that the English traders themselves were accusing one another. At the end of 1701, the emperor issued a
farman ordering his officers to interdict all European trade in India.
“In as much as'”, goes the farman, “the English and other Europeans, notwithstanding that they have entered
into a contract to defend our subjects from piracies, have seized and plundered Musalman ships, therefore we
have written to all governors and diwans that all manner of trade be interdicted with those nations throughout our
dominions, and that you seize on all their effects, wherever they can be found, and take them carefully in your
possession, sending an inventory thereof to us. And it is likewise further ordered that you confine their persons,
but not to close imprisonment.”
The emperor’s farman was unequivocal and was therefore vigorously executed by his officers, and Bengal was
no exception. The farman was executed in Bengal towards the beginning of 1702 and the task of execution fell on
the subahdar and the diwan.
Diwan Murshid Quli Khan as an efficient and favourite officer of Aurangzib must have acted vigorously.
Among the English traders, the first victims were the Old Company whose servants and effects in Patna and
Rajmahal were seized in February, 1702. The loss in effects amounted to Rs. 1800 and some of their factors were
confined.2 Towards the end of the year the New Company lost heavily. The report of President Beard of the Old
Company shows that the New Company lost Rs. 62,000. But according to the report of the New Company’s
Council, “all Europeans were indiscriminately seized in Out-factories, and the English Company’s [New
Company’s] Agents at Cassimbuzar, Rajahmahl, and Patna, thrown into prison, and their effects sealed up:—the
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property belonging to the English Company seized at Rajahmahl, was estimated at seventy thousand rupees”.
This latter report, therefore, suggests that the loss in the Rajmahal factory alone amounted to Rs. 70,000, while
the total loss of the New Company was still higher. Whether the New Company’s Council gave an exaggerated
account of the loss to their masters in England is difficult to say, but even if President Beard’s report giving the
smaller figure is accepted, the loss to the New Company was heavy. The faujdar of Hugli planned to take
possession of the Old Company’s effects at Calcutta, a plan which if it had materialised would have caused heavy
loss to the Old Company as well, since they held all their effects in Fort William.
But President Beard decided to resist and the show of resistance stopped the faujdar from an actual attack. The
situation continued for about three months till the subahdar intervened in favour of the English, though the diwan
insisted upon the execution of the farman. The faujdar (of Hugli), however, stopped the transit of some of Old
Company’s boats going down the river. A present of Rs. 5,000 from President Beard incited him to demand more
at which the English stopped the passage of all Mughal ships down the river for nine days, a blockade which they
withdrew only after the faujdar had cleared the Company’s boats. The situation soon changed, however, when the
emperor issued orders towards the end of 1702 lifting the embargo upon trade.
The above account shows that Murshid Quli Khan, on his appointment as the diwan of Bengal was favourably
disposed to the protection of trade and was friendly to the English. He took action against the traders only after
the imperial farman had been issued for seizure of the Europeans. Miss Anjali Sen, however, remarks,
“As soon as Murshid Quli Khan was firmly seated in power, he set at naught the privileges they [the English]
had gained from Prince Shuja and Emperor Aurangzib.”
It is not known where from Miss Sen got this information, but as has been mentioned above, the reports of
both the Old and the New Companies in Bengal do not warrant such an opinion.
*
As soon as the emperor’s orders withdrawing the embargo upon trade were received, Murshid Quli Khan
relaxed his severity and offered freedom of trade as before. The offer of freedom of trade was, however, coupled
with a demand for a considerable amount of money from the European traders. According to a report of the Old
Company, the diwan demanded that “the two English Companies, the French and the Dutch would give the Prince
a present of twenty thousand rupees each:—this, President Beard, for the London Company [Old Company],
refused, and rested his refusal on the grants which they had obtained from the Mogul.” The report of the New
Company officers, however, says that the prince demanded “sixty thousand rupees, as a present, to be equally
furnished by the Dutch, French and the two English Companies.”
The two reports therefore differ both as regards the amount of money demanded and the person demanding the
same. But there is reason to accept the New Company’s report, because the Company actually paid Rs. 15,000 to
the prince and obtained permission for trade on the same terms as the Old Company enjoyed.\fn{ A Bengal letter dated
January 20, 1704, appearing in Abstract of Letters from “Coast” and “Bay”, also says that the diwan demanded 15,000 rupees} The
diwan probably joined with the prince in demanding this amount, because, as will be seen hereafter, the United
Company made it a point in their negotiations with the diwan for a sanad.
Charles Stewart gives an altogether different version. He says “[when the imperial orders for taking off the
embargo upon trade was received] the Dewan relaxed in his severity and offered freedom of trade to all the
Europeans provided they would make him and the Prince handsome presents; which the English refused. The
Dewan, however, insisted upon the agents of the three European nations producing the original firmans upon
which they claimed their privileges. The Dutch and French produced theirs; but the firman of Sultan Shujaa,
having been lost, by one of the English agents in going to Madras, forty years before, the English were obliged to
bribe the Dewan’s secretary to let the matter drop.”
It is not known wherefrom Stewart got this information, but in the face of stronger evidence his information
seems to be unacceptable. In the first place, Stewart does not make any distinction between the old and new
English Companies, whereas the reports of the officers of the two Companies in Bengal as cited above show that
the Old Company refused to pay, while the New Company actually paid the prince. Secondly, the Old Company’s
privileges rested not only on Prince Suja’s nishan, but on various other farmans and parwanahs issued by
Aurangzib and by the former subahdars and diwans of Bengal. As will be seen hereafter, in their negotiations
with Murshid Quli Khan they submitted some of these documents in the original. Thirdly, if Murshid Quli Khan at
all demanded the original farmans, whether he “let the matter drop” because his secretary had been bribed, is
open to question.
Miss Anjali Sen goes a step further. She accepts and quotes both Stewart and Bruce and goes on to record the
losses of the New Company which they sustained during the execution of Aurangzib’s farman and attributes these
losses to the severity of Murshid Quli Khan after the English had refused to make good his demand. She thus fails
to follow the sequence of time and also fails to notice that there were two English companies and that Bruce (the
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authority she quotes) recorded the loss of the two companies during the execution of Aurangzib’s farman in two
different places.
*
While the English traders in Bengal were facing these troubles, their masters at home were planning to unite
the two Companies. By the “Charter of Union” dated 22 nd July, 1702, the two Companies were united and
renamed “The United Company of Merchants of England trading to the East Indies.” The year 1703 was spent in
making arrangements for carrying out the union in Bengal. Inventories of dead stock of the two Companies were
made and the accounts balanced. A council of eight members was formed, with four members from each of the
defunct Companies, the senior-most member of each group presiding over the council in alternate weeks. The
arrangements were complete by January, 1704 and from 1 st February the United Council took over and began to
function!
*
The union of the two companies presented peculiar problems to the United Company in their relation to the
Mughal government. President Beard compared the two companies on the eve of the union as follows. “The
London Company,” he said, “were exempt from customs, but the English Company were under Security-Bonds to
pay them, and under worse circumstances than the Interlopers, as they purchased their goods in the name of
Native merchants, and were to pay three thousand rupees for each ship, on their being laden for England:—the
London Company,” he added, “had the power of issuing ‘dusticks’, [dastaks, passes] but could not allow the
English Company to avail themselves of them, without involving themselves in all those disputes with the Native
officers, to which the trade of the English Company had been liable;—the English Company not having obtained
a Phirmaund, and being liable to pay three years’ customs.”
The analysis of President Beard has been accepted by modern scholars, though it does not seem to be wholly
correct. The Old Company was no doubt exempted from customs on payment of Rs. 3,000 per year. In 1702, the
New Company also got the same privilege after paying Rs. 15,000 to the subahdar. It is, however, probable that
the New Company’s privilege was conditional upon their procuring an imperial farman. Both the Companies were
also in the same position in the matter of issuing dastaks (passes) from their respective headquarters at Calcutta or
Hugli. The only defect of the New Company was that they had no imperial farman and they were liable to pay
three years’ customs.\fn{The arrears were actually paid in January, 1705 } It follows therefore that the position of the two
Companies did not differ substantially.
But even so the problem of the United Company in relation to the Mughal government was very great. In the
first place, what would be the attitude of the government towards the union? The United Company would, no
doubt, claim their succession from the Old Company with all their privileges and rest their claim on the imperial
farman. The Mughal officers on the other hand might regard the United Company as a successor to the New
Company and might put pressure on them to secure a fresh farman. Secondly, would the government be satisfied
with a pishkash of Rs. 3,000 only or would they demand Rs. 6,000 as was due before the union? As will be seen
presently, these points coupled with some others remained the basis for the United Company’s long-protracted
negotiations with Murshid Quli Khan.
*
The English were not unaware of the problems facing them in the years to come. First of all they took some
preliminary measures to settle affairs amongst themselves. On the suggestion of the former presidents of the
defunct companies, the United Council agreed to “defer our making any declaration to the government till further
consideration and that both the vacquills [wakils] continue and answer if any questions be asked of them" and
"also agreed that Sir Edward Littleton's seal in Hugly and President Beard’s seal in Calcutta be used for dusticks
till our affairs be a little settled.” They also decided to postpone payment of the yearly pishkash due from each of
the defunct companies “lest there might follow some ill conveniency.”
But this policy was not continued for long. On 24th February, they decided to make a public declaration of the
union. The wakils of the companies at the faujdar’s court were ordered to pay the yearly pishkash of their
respective masters and to declare at the same time that they were discharged from their services and that the
United Company would soon appoint their own wakil “to answer for the English Nation.” On 13 th March (1704)
they agreed to use their own seal on the dastaks, a practical application of the right they inherited from their
predecessors. Thus strengthened, they now turned their attention to getting a sanad from Murshid Quli Khan as
the means of having the union recognised.
*
In March, 1704, the faujdar of Hugli was asked by the subahdar to send the wakils of the European companies
to Rajmaha1. The English therefore appointed one Ramchand as their wakil and on 27th March the wakil was sent
with directions to declare to the officers at Hugli that he had been appointed wakil in Hugli for affairs of the
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English, to desire the faujdar to write to the prince and the diwan in their favour and to declare that “both
presidents are displaced and that there is one English Company who have appointed a council to manage their
affairs”. On 20th May, 1704, the Council were informed that Murshid Quli Khan was returning from Cuttack to
Bengal and had already marched two stages and that Mir Ibrahim, the faujdar of Hugli was proceeding to meet
the diwan on his way at Midnapur. The English appointed one Rajaram their wakil to meet the diwan at Burdwan
on his way back from Cuttack. Rajaram was given the following instructions:
By order from England the two companies are united here and their affairs managed by eight persons of council;
that at present there is no chief appointed but possibly by next shipping there may be.
As for the piscash [pishcash] formerly there was several times three thousand rupees paid, by sundry English, when
the companies paid theirs, but our grant from the Mogul is for three thousand rupees per annum and no more and as
there is but one factory and one company, we expect to pay no more.
The grants and privileges being all of the same tenor, except the grant for the three towns, that the old grants be
shown if demanded by which means to stave off the demand of six thousand rupees, which was paid by the Old and the
New Company together.
As for the former demand of fifteen thousand rupees on account of the releasement of our trade, amounting to no
more than opening our warehouses, spoiling our goods that were in them, which had been sealed up a year and the
putting our servants into prison, consequently we had no great benefit from it, we being continually disturbed in our
trade, and at present, we are impeded by petty officers, such as teesury [treasury] and other mutsuddies [mutasaddis];
for which reason we have lessened our trade, so no such sum as fifteen thousand rupees is to be expected from us
having never engaged ourselves for it.
That he endeavour to procure the duan’s perwana [diwan’s parwanah], but in no other form than formerly [i. e. the
parwanah granting them privilege of trade for the three provinces of Bengal, Bihar, and Orissa ].

On 26th September, Rajaram informed the Council that the Dutch had already satisfied the diwan and the
prince and got their parwanah, and that the diwans under-officers had asked him to satisfy the diwan likewise.
The Council wrote back to the wakil emphasising their former instructions and at the same time asking him “to
procure his perwana first advising us the exact amount of what the present to the Prince himself and all other
charges will be and if it be not unreasonable we will send it”. On the 27 th October, 1704, the Council received a
letter from Rajaram saying that the diwan would take money and not presents in goods and that he would take Rs.
30,000 for the treasury not for the prince. Rajaram, however, expected to bring out a settlement with Rs. 15,000.
The Council, therefore, authorised Rajaram to offer the diwan Rs. 15,000 if necessary and to insert Patna in the
parwanah if possible.
By January, 1705, the negotiations came to a fruitless end, and the wakil returned, as the diwan did not permit
him to enter his presence before he had paid a present. The wakil however reported that the diwan’s mutasaddis
had asked him to pay Rs. 20,000 to the diwan who would then issue a parwanah “in no other terms than Kefait
Cawns [Kifayat Khan’s] a former duan was.”\fn{ Kifayat Khan was the diwan of Bengal and Orissa till 1690 and his parwanah
gave the English trade privilege for Bengal and Orissa only } The Council sent the wakil back to the diwan’s camp
authorising him to offer twenty thousand rupees to the diwan for his parwanah inserting Bihar and Orissa also.
While the negotiations with the diwan were proving to be long-drawn, the Council were determined to finish
them as soon as possible, because the annual piskash would soon become due; while the Council wanted to pay
only Rs. 3,000 they apprehended that the government demand would be Rs. 6,000. Moreover, if once they paid
Rs. 6,000 it would create a bad precedent and it would be difficult to retract from it.
The Council therefore wrote to one Manikchand Saha, an influential shroff in the diwan’s camp and friendly. to
the English, to dispose the diwan in their favour. The reply from Manikchand was not encouraging. The Council
therefore authorised Rajaram to spend Rs. 25,000 including the incidental charges and sent him a letter (of credit)
on Manikchand for Rs. 20,000. A small present was also sent to Manikchand and the diwans under-officers for
their services in getting the diwan’s sanad.
During this time the negotiations took a different turn. The wakil wrote that the diwan wanted to see the
original sanad of Kifayat Khan and Manikchand wrote that the letter given to him for Rs. 20,000 was not a letter
of credit but a recommendation. The Council wrote that, “we are not willing to send Kefait Cawn’s original
sunnud out of our factory lest by some accident it be lost but desire the duan will send some trusty man to see it
here and we will pay the expenses of his journey, our reason for this answer is the doubt we have that the duan
may neither return that to us, nor give us another. As for the letter of credit we will send a bill of exchange to the
vacqill as soon as our business is effected.”
The earlier part of the Council’s answer is quite reasonable but the latter part shows that they questioned the
honesty of the diwan. They were also unwilling to pay the agreed sum in advance to their friend Manikchand.
What led the Council to doubt the honesty of the diwan is not known. As far as his relations and negotiations
with the English are concerned, there is nothing on record to show that the diwan ever broke his promises. Be that
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as it may, the diwan was not the person to submit to the Council. Rajaram wrote back from the diwan’s camp that
the diwan would by no means be persuaded to give his sanad without seeing the original of Kifayat Khan. The
Council therefore “after mature consideration finding this the only means to procure it and that it is absolutely
necessary for the United Company’s future trade; conclude and unanimously agree that the original sunnud be
sent by the hands of the Company's oikoon [akhund] Fasseel Mahmod [Fadil Muhammad].”\fn{The word akhund
means a reader. Fadil Muhammad’s duty was to read and write the Persian documents}
On 5th April (1705) the akhund proceeded to the diwan’s camp with the original sanad of Kifayat Khan and
Ibrahim Khan and on 23rd April (1705) he returned to Calcutta with the original sanad together with a letter from
Rajaram intimating that the diwan had seen and taken a copy of the sanad and that he had received the bill for Rs.
20,000, which he would make. use of, By 12th May, 1705, the Council received letters from Rajaram and
Manikchand to the following effect:
Copy of the nashan [nishan] of Phidicauns [Fidai Khan’s] perwana and of Hagee Mahmad’s [Haj Mahmud’s]
perwana were shown by Manikchund to the duan conformable to which we desire the duan’s sunnud but he answers he
will give a sunnud conformable to the husbulhookum [hash al-hukm], on the back of Kefait Cawns perwana, and if we
have any other command from the king’s presence including the three provinces he will give a sunnud conformable to
it. But if we have not, he will not give us such snnnuds as other men have done. They had several times petitioned the
duan, in hopes he would comply but he answered they might if they please return our bill of exchange and Rojeram had
leave to return from the camp to us.

On 17th May, 1705, Rajaram returned to Calcutta and “brought back our bill of exchange for twenty thousand
rupees we sent him.”
The Council now lost all hope of getting a sanad from the diwan. They therefore ordered Rajaram to
accompany the diwan to Patna (whither they heard the diwan was going), where the wakil “is to make interest
with the prince, to engage him by his authority to grant us the sunnud desired.”
In the meantime, the Council had heard from one Khwajah ‘Abid, an Armenian merchant, that the diwan had
asked his brother, Khwajah Dailan, to intimate the English that he would give a sanad to the English on receipt of
Rs. 20,000 provided the English resettled the Qasimbazar factory. The Council authorised the Armenians to carry
on negotiations with the diwan but not hearing from them till the 29 th August, sent Ragjaram again to the diwan
“with full power to agree for the same on the best terms he can, and if the duan will not include the province of
Bihar to take a sunnud for Bengal and Orissa according to the tenor of Kefait Cawn’s sunnud”. He was authorised
to spend up to Rs. 25,000. The wakil had an interview with the diwan and the result of his discussion with the
diwan was reported in a letter to the Council. The substance of the letter gives us an idea of the diwan’s point of
view in the matter.
The duan asked him what his business was, he answered that the Council agreed to give him twenty thousand rupees
which sum the duan did formerly demand for the sunnud before he would grant it and that he hoped the duan would
please to give a sunnud agreeable with the prince’s nashan, the duan replied what is written in the nashan, to which the
vacqill answered that the subahship of Bengal and Bahar are included in it. The duan again replied that the subahship of
Bahar was not under the prince’s government and how could he include that province in his nashan, whereupon the
vacqill answered that the prince’s nashan was an accustomary including that province as other sunnuds did. The duan
answered it was unaccountable and without reason, and he resolved to take sixty thousand rupees from the English,
Dutch and French which the prince knows of, which 15,000 rupees from the Dutch, 15,000 rupees from the French and
15,000 from each of the two English Companies. The vacqill replied that there is now but one established English
Company. The duan then asked who made the two Companies one, to which the vacqill answered that they were united
by their king’s order. The duan replied I shall not concern myself whether they are two or one company but I will have
thirty thousand rupees from the English which if they pay I will give them a sunnud conformable to Kefait Cawns.

The Council “considering that that the petre-boats from Patna is daily expected down which petre he will stop
and then must not only be forced to pay his demand but also lose a great deal of time,” authorised the wakil to
offer the diwan thirty thousand rupees for the sanad conformable to Kifilyat Khan’s parwanah. Four days later,
the Council were informed from Patna that the diwan’s mutasaddi and the prince had given dastak for their petreboats going down to Hugli, at which the Council revised their decision of paying thirty thousand rupees to the
diwan. The Council adopted therefore the following resolution.
It is not positively certain whether the duan will order the stoppage of it at Rajahmal or Muxosabad when it shall be
arrived so far, a debate is therefore reassumed about our resolution in last consultation to comply with the duan’s
unreasonable demand of thirty thousand rupees to be paid him for his sunnud. If we could be certain he resolves to
cancel his mutsuddis dustick without regard to the authority he invested in him to grant dusticks and stamp them with
the duan’s own seal left with him for that purpose, we ought certainly to confirm our last resolution. But if we suppose
the duan will not be guilty of so dishonorable an action we may reasonably suspend that resolution till further
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consideration and possibly prevail with the duan to stand to his former demand of sicca rupees twenty thousand and
give us his sunnud for the sum or delay giving him anything till our ships are dispatched after which we may protract
the time till the arrival of fresh shipping from England if he does not comply and [if] in the interim he happens to be
removed from Bengal the money is saved … ’tis therefore resolved ordering the vacquill to delay to comply till we hear
it is arrived at Rajahmal, and then if the duan stops it will be time enough to comply.

Ultimately the petre-boats reached Hugli safely and the diwan did not become guilty of the dishonest act of
stopping them on the way. The sum of thirty thousand rupees was also saved.
The curtain was again raised in March, 1706. On 11 th March, Rajaram wrote from the diwan’s camp that the
diwan was willing to give a sanad provided the English resettled the Qasimbazar factory. But the Council decided
to wait for advice from Surat, and asked the wakil “to prolong the time.” The Council also wrote a letter to the
diwan to the effect that “upon the encouragement he has given us we design to settle Cassimbazar, on the arrival
of our shipping and in the meantime we shall send up our people to repair our factory, hoping therefore the
continuance of his favour in forwarding all our affairs”.
In the meantime pressure came from another direction. On 17 th June, the Council received a letter from their
factors at Patna saying that Murshid Quli Khan “still holds the duanship of Bahar” and that though they received
verbal order from the diwan’s deputy to trade as formerly, they were apprehending stoppage of their business.
They therefore urged the Council to procure the diwan’s sanad.
Upon receipt of this letter the Council again decided to continue negotiations with the diwan for procuring his
sanad. They first wrote to Manikchand, their friendly shroff, to procure a sanad from the diwan for free trade in
Bihar. The result was encouraging. Manikchand wrote back that the diwan had already ordered his deputy at Patna
“to permit our business to pass as formerly” and the English actually received a parwanah from Muhammad
Yusuf, Murshid Quli Khan’s deputy in Bihar. The English also continued the negotiations with the diwan for a
sanad through Khwajah Dailan, an Armenian merchant at Murshidabad.
On 25th November, 1706, both Manikchand and Khwajah Dailan informed the Council that “the duan is willing
to grant usual favours and designs to send his passport with horsemen and foot to tend what Englishman we shall
appoint to go to Cassimbazar”. On 13 th December, 1706, the Council nominated Messrs Bugden and Feak to go to
Qasimbazar to resettle the factory; on 9 th January, 1707, Khwajah Dailan came with the diwan’s passport,
horsemen and peons to escort the factors to Qasimbazar, and on 17 th January, they started for Qasimbazar.
The protracted negotiations which had begun in 1704 were about to come to a successful conclusion, but
before the necessary preliminaries were complete, the news of the death of Aurangzib had reached Bengal. The
Calcutta Council out of fear of a war of succession and resultant chaos in the country called back Messrs Bugden
and Feak immediately to Calcutta. The negotiations therefore came to a fruitless end.
*
In the long-drawn negotiations the points of difference between the diwan and the English deserve notice.
The English asked for a sanad for free trade in the three provinces of Bengal, Bihar and Orissa. Initially they
were unwilling to make any payment beyond presenting the diwan with goods. The diwan on the other hand
refused to recognise the union of the two Companies and demanded Rs. 30,000, that is, Rs. 15,000 from each.
Secondly, he was willing to give a sanad conformable to Kifttyat Khan’s, i.e. for Bengal and Orissa only. The
diwan also questioned the authority of the subahdar to give a nishan for Bihar, which was outside his jurisdiction.
He was agreeable to give a sanad for Bihar if the English could obtain an imperial farman for that province. Later
on, the diwan urged the English to resettle the Qasimbazar factory. The English gradually yielded to the diwan’s
demand for Rs. 30,000 but the diwan maintained throughout his original proposal of giving a sanad for Bengal
and Orissa only. The difference was therefore on a technical ground. One point, however, which strikes our
attention, is that the English never referred to the imperial farman in spite of the fact that the diwan agreed to give
them a sanad for Bihar if they had any grant of privilege for that province from the emperor’s presence.
The English inability to quote the imperial farman may be explained as follows: Aurangzib’s farman dated
1680 was ambiguous and liable to different interpretations. While the English interpreted it to mean that they were
exempted from customs in all ports except Surat, the Mughal officers interpreted it as meaning that they were
liable to pay customs in all ports including Surat. The other .farman dated 1690 granted the privilege of free trade
to the English on payment of Rs. 3,000 per year. But as the farman was addressed to the subahdar and diwan of
Bengal and Orissa, it was applied to Bengal and Orissa alone and the English had obtained a parwanah from the
subahdar and diwan of Bengal and Orissa. Bihar was therefore excluded. The only grant including the three
provinces that the English could quote was that of Shah Shuja issued in 1653 but Murshid Quli Khan was too
shrewd to take it into consideration, because .Shah Shuja had issued the grant when merely a governor, before the
accession of Aurangzib.
Modern writers fail to follow the details of the negotiations between Murshid Quli Khan and the English.
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Wilson describes the negotiations as “the higgling and huckstering which regularly characterises Indian
negotiations”; and Miss Anjali Sen simply follows Wilson. But as mentioned above, the difference was on a
technical ground and this has so far been left unnoticed by modern scholars.
*
While the negotiations with the diwan were going on, the relations of the English with the government in
general seem to have been friendly. The relation with the faujdar of Hugli, the nearest officer to the Company’s
headquarters, was cordial. The faujdar and his officers were kept in good humour by the sending of presents to
them at intervals. On one occasion, the faujdar also sent presents to the Council on the occasion of the birth of his
grandson. There were also occasional exchanges of visits between the English and the faujdar of Hugli. There are
also instances of mutual cooperation between the English and the officers of Hugli in maintaining peace. The
English, for example, helped the faujdar in detecting a criminal, one Nainsookh Pundee, who defrauded the
government of money and took shelter in Calcutta. On another occasion, the English. helped the faujdar with
lashkars (soldiers) in removing some guns which were about to tumble down into the river. The English paid their
revenues for the three towns regularly. As for the pishkash, though at first Rs. 6,000 were demanded, Rs. 3,000
were accepted in the long run.
Though the relationship was generally friendly, there were occasional cases of complaints against one another.
The Hugli government complained of the abuse of the English power to issue dastaks by the Company. The
Consultations of the English Council in Calcutta record the action taken by them in stopping the abuse. On 8 th
July, 1704, it was reported that the Mughal government had detected that the goods of Indian merchants had been
carried to Bengal by an English ship from Surat. The Council resolved that the goods be reloaded and taken to
Hugli for accounting before the government. They also wrote to their wakil at Hugli to inform the government
officers that the goods had been brought without the knowledge of the Council. On 31 st July, the Council made a
rule that “all dusticks be hereafter numbered in words at length and not figures to prevent the Indians (who
understand our figures) knowing the number of dusticks we give out”. Another complaint was made in September
of the same year. The Council investigated the matter and found that Captain Wibergh, commander of the ship
Rising Sun, brought from Madras “seven passengers, cash one thousand rupees, three small chests of China ware,
one box, ten glass hubblebubles” and “ordered to be sent to the Company’s vacqill in Hugly to acquaint the
government, if they make the king’s duties and to show them that we in no manner defraud the king of his
customs”. In March, 1705, the Council made the following rules to prevent the abuse of dastaks :
To prevent abuse of our dusticks in Hugly ordered that the vacqill constantly send us an account of what quantity of
goods are aboard of every boat he clears from Hugly meerbar [mir-i-bahr], for this place and that Mr. Robert
Nightingale, Mr. George Redshaw, Mr. Benjamin Bowcher and Mr. Edward Pattle compare that account with the goods
when they arrive here by which means we shall discover if any part is landed elsewhere on the way hither.
Ordered that a paper be fixt on the factory gate prohibiting any man’s procuring dusticks for goods not for his own
accounts or for account of some other English under the Company’s protection.
Ordered that all boats come to the bridge before the factory to be examined there before they are carried elsewhere
to be landed and that from eight o’clock in the morning till ten be the sett hours for examining the goods. If any goods
come and are landed without the dusticks, ordered that the particular account of the same be given to the Councill on
the consultation day next following.

In spite of these rules a case of abuse of dastak occurred in July, 1705. Captain Alexander Hamilton\fn{ The
brought from Madras three ships under his command which carried goods
belonging to native merchants. One of the ships, Vintegurry, actually belonged to a native merchant, Venidas
Temidas of Surat. The Council ordered that “an account of goods aboard the Vintegurry both what belongs to
English and to Moors be sent to the governour [faujdar] of Hugly also of all goods belonging to Moors aboard the
Buckhurst and St. George [the other two ships] and that the vacqill acquaint the governour that we make strict
enquiry into every circumstance relating to these ships; being fully resolved not to protect any goods but what
belong to the English”.
The Consultation dated 31st July, 1704, ordering the dastaks to be numbered in words seems odd. Its real
implication is not clear because all other Consultations show that the Council tried most earnestly to stop the
abuse of dastak. It is mainly due to the vigilance of the Council that the complaints regarding the abuse of dastak
did not take a serious turn during this period. From the side of the English there were two complaints to the
government of Hugli, of insulting their wakil and of the stopping of their trade by petty officers. On both the
occasions, the faujdar satisfied them and promised his help in future and so the questions were dropped.
*
The Patna factory was closed after the execution of Aurangzib’s farman in 1702. But in 1704, when Murshid
Quli Khan became the diwan of Bihar, he invited the English to resettle their factory at Patna. On 14 th August,
author of A New Account of the East Indies }
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1704, the Council decided to reopen the Patna factory and necessary arrangements were made. In 1705, the Patna
factors apprehended that their petre-boats would be stopped, but as has been seen the boats were allowed to go
down to Hugli. In 1706 again during the season, the factors apprehended the same trouble. The Council wrote to
their friend Manikchand to procure a sanaa from the diwan for Bihar and on 25th November, 1706, the Council
were informed that the diwan had already sent orders for clearing the boats. But before the diwan took action
there had been a skirmish between the English escorts of petre-boats and a chauki (guardhouse for receiving
customs) in which some English soldiers had been injured and some of the chauki’s peons had been killed} The
Council sent a petition to the diwan praying for action against the miscreants. What the result of their petition
was, is not known, but no further trouble is on record.
After the death of Aurangzib taking advantage of the war of succession, Prince Karim al-Din tried to extort
money from the English and other European traders. The English sent a petition to the diwan requesting him to
intervene in the matter and at the same time threatened that if they “are plundered in Patna, we will take
satisfaction in Hugly”. What action the diwan took is not known, but no harm was done to the English in Patna.
After the battle of Jajau in June, 1707, when Bahadur Shah came out victorious over A‘zam Shah, Murshid Quli
Khan was removed from Bengal.
The above discussion leads us to conclude that Murshid Quli Khan’s relations with the English were molded
by the outlook of a financier and a civil servant. As a financier, he must have realised the importance of foreign
trade in the country’s economy; hence he urged the English to resettle the Patna and Qasimbazar factories. As a
civil servant he looked the granting of the sanad in its technical aspect and demanded money to swell the imperial
treasury. Though the negotiations for the sanad were protracted, the English trade was not stopped. Again though
Murshid Quli Khan did not formally recognise the union of the two companies, he allowed the faujdar of Hugli to
accept the yearly pishcash at Rs. 3000. …
109.7 The Youngest Daughter-in-Law: A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Kumudini Devi (c.1870- )} Jhaluva Village, near
Mymensing, Mymensing District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 1
There once lived a merchant who had seven daughters-in-law.
According to custom, he regularly received presents from the homes of all these girls, except from the very
youngest. For this reason the wife of the merchant was very displeased. One rainy day all of the girls expressed a
wish to eat something they considered very special. The youngest daughter-in-law was pregnant at the time and
her desire was for boiled rice. She wanted the rice to be prepared by steeping it in cold water and to be served
with a special sour preparation made of fish.
That same evening all of the daughters-in-law went to bathe in a nearby pond. The pond was inhabited by fish
which had been hiding there since the time of a great forest fire. These fish were really serpents who had
previously lived in the woods nearby. But as the fire had raced through their forest they had changed into fish,
saving themselves by jumping into water. The youngest daughter-in-law now leaned over the edge of the pond
and seized these fish in a cloth that she had with her. Her husband’s brothers’ wives noticed her catching
something. Jealous of her luck they turned and said to each other,
“Her wish for a tasty meal will soon be fulfilled.”
The youngest daughter-in-law went home with the fish and the next day she began her preparations for
cooking them. But to her great surprise she noticed that each one had taken a snake form.
The girl then decided to nurse these snakes with a special preparation of milk and bananas. The snakes were
fed well by the girl, and they soon were invigorated and left her for Manasa’s home in heaven. There they told this
deity how the youngest daughter-in- law had fed them so well.
The goddess Manasa was pleased and went to fetch this new devotee. She dressed in a suitable way and
presented herself at the house of the merchant. The goddess then addressed the wife, pretending to be a forgotten
aunt. She spoke about her desire to take her youngest daughter-in-law away for a few days for a visit with her
family.
The wife of the merchant agreed and the goddess Manasa set out with her daughter-in-law. The aunt helped the
young girl into her chariot and told her to keep her eyes shut. She was to reopen them only when asked.
After the goddess Manasa reached her home in heaven she asked the daughter-in-law to open her eyes. The
young girl now saw that she was in a big mansion. She also found the eight snakes she had nursed waiting inside.
Manasa then said,
“You are to worship me everyday and to prepare warm milk for these eight snake brothers of yours. But be
careful! Never look to the south.” The youngest daughter-in-law thought to herself,
“Why am I forbidden to look to the south? What might I see there?”
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So one day the young girl turned her eyes in the forbidden direction and there she saw the goddess Manasa
dancing. As she watched she became enraptured. Thus the girl totally forgot to feed her serpent brothers. But
when the goddess Manasa stopped her dancing the daughter-in-law remembered.
She quickly warmed the milk. The eight snakes came at that moment for their drink. But the milk had not had
time to cool. So when the serpents put their mouths to the saucer they were scorched by the hot liquid.
The snakes now became very angry and tried to bite the young girl. But Manasa intervened saying,
“You should not bite in my house. I want to send this girl back to her own home on earth. Follow her, if you
wish, and bite her there.”
Soon afterwards Manasa left for the earth with the young girl. She now warned the daughter-in-law that her
snake brothers were angry with her. The goddess told her to praise these creatures as soon as she got home. Before
Manasa left the house, however, she decorated one side of her daughter-in-Iaw’s body with ornaments. She then
turned and laughed at the girl, saying in a deprecating voice,
“What sort of fashion is this? I see half of a person decorated with ornaments while the other half is plain.”
The youngest daughter-in-law replied to this unkind comment by saying,
“I have taken care of my eight serpent brothers, fed them, and assured them life. Will they allow me to go half
adorned? My eight brothers will decorate the other side of my body.”
The eight serpents listened from the cracks and corners of the house. Hearing the youngest daughter-in-law’s
praise they became very pleased and gave up their desire to bite her. The snakes then returned to Manasa in
heaven.
The goddess listened to the newly-returned serpents and deferred to their wishes. In compliance with their
request, Manasa embellished the other half of the girl’s body with ornaments. Later she also revealed herself
before the youngest daughter-in-law in order to clarify her true identity. She said to the girl,
“I am not really your aunt. I am the goddess Manasa. I am the queen of the serpents and my home can be
found in the sij plant. Your job is to perpetuate my worship on earth. For this purpose you are to gather specimens
of this plant each year on the day of the Dussera festival, when the river Ganges is especially worshipped. You are
also to gather the same plant on all days when serpents are worshipped. You must bathe before you make
offerings to me and you are to prepare boiled rice steeped in cold water for your gifts. If you do these things you
will never have to fear snakes.”
Saying these things the goddess Manasa disappeared.
The youngest daughter-in-law then told the rest of her family what had happened. From then on the whole
family, and everyone in the region, began to worship Manasa with the rites they had been told to use.
227.86 Outline Scheme of Swaraj\fn{by Chitta Ranjan Das (1870-1925)} Telirbagh, Bikrampur, Mushiganj District,
Dhaka division, Bangladesh (M) 13
1: Essential Principles.
Excessive centralization, and the concentration of all power in the hands of a bureaucratic clique, mindful of
its own prestige and emoluments, careless of the public weal, walling itself off more and more thickly from touch
with public opinion, in fact arrogant and disdainful towards the public, regarding itself as public-master rather
than public servant—this is the bane, in consequence of which the public servant waxes and the public wanes,
more and more, every day, in India. Genuine decentralization of administration, substantial distribution of power,
and real responsibility of the public servants to the people’s trusted representatives—this is the only remedy.
Hence the formulation of practical local autonomy as a fundamental principle.\fn{ The text (originally issued in 1923) is
bestrewn with italicized passages; I have chosen to disregard these italics for two reasons: its original vitality needs no artificial
enhancement; and I believe they were added in the interests of the government of Indira Gandhi, who republished it in 1973 at a time when
she was being hard-pressed by opposition charges of widespread corruption in her government in general and of her own re-election
campaign in particular—charges which were so widely believed that she felt forced to rule by decree between 1975 and 1977. For two
years, in the words of W: “Police were granted powers to impose curfews and indefinitely detain citizens and all publications were
subjected to substantial censorship by the Ministry of Information and Broadcasting [directed by her son, Sanjay: H] … Finally, impending
legislative assembly elections were indefinitely postponed, with all opoposition-controlled state governments being removed by virtue of
the constitutional provision allowing for a dismissal of a state government on recommendation of the state’s governor. … Simultaneously,
Gandhi’s government undertook a campaign to crush dissent, including the arrest and detentioin of thousands of political activists.” W/H }

The failure to secure ethical fitness, the philanthropic and humanitarian outlook upon life, in the elected
legislators—in consequence of which failure, the laws made by them are not wise and just, but partial to special
class interests, and promote an excessive inequality and therefore widespread discontent and conflicts of all kinds
and degrees—this is the disastrous and all-vitiating defect of [the] western system of Swaraj,\fn{Independence}
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the cause of all their internal ferments and their external wars, of the enslavement of Labour by Capital, of the
many by the few, within each State, and of the ruthless exploitation of worker nations without. This failure must
be strenuously guarded against in our scheme. Hence the formation of the second fundamental principle.
The principles which guide this outline are those which have been hopoured in India from time immemorial,
and have been re-iterated in the Presidtmtial Address of the Gaya Congress, in December, 1922, thus:
To form a scheme of Government, regard must be had
(1) to the formation of local centres more or .less on the lines of the ancient village system of India;
(2) the growth of larger and .larger groups out of the integration of these village centres; &
(3) the unifying state should be the result of similar growth;
(4) the village centres and the larger groups must be practically autonomous;
(5) the residuary power of control must remain in the Central Government, but the exercise of such power should be
exceptional, and for that purpose, proper safeguards should be provided, so that the practical autonomy of the local
centres may be maintained, and at the same time, the growth of the Central Government into a really unifying state may
be possible. The ordinary work of such Central Government should be mainly advisory.

Briefly, a maximum of local autonomy, carried out mainly with advice and co-ordination from, and only a
minimum of control by, higher centres, which will have some special functions besides.
To this should be added that every possible care should be taken to ensure that the people’s elected
representatives, who will constitute the Chief Authority for each grade of centre, local and higher, with power to
make laws and rules, shall be, not self-seekers, but seekers of the public [well-being; there is here a word in a
script I do not understand; but “well-being” or something like it is what is clearly meant by the impulse of the rest
of the sentence:H].
2: Administrative Divisions
This scheme of administrative divisions is in accord with the time-honoured traditions of the country. The
agricultural village and the village community were, are, and ought to continue to be, the natural basis of our
special type of culture and civilisation, and of all wise administration in a country ninety per cent of the
population of which is rural. Most writers and thinkers about India are agreed in this. In the most ancient days, of
which accounts are available, the socio-politico-economical divisions were the village, the group of ten villages,
the group of ten tens or a hundred, the group of ten such or a thousand— grama, janapada, pranta, vishaya,
mandala, and so on. In medieval times and the days of the Moghals, the arrangement was much the sarne—
mauza, tappa, pargana, zila, sooba, etc. It is the same to-ay in the Indian States and in the territories under British
occupation. The names of the divisions and sub-divisions differ in the different provinces. No radical change can
be made in this principle of groupings and integration. But for the purposes of the electoral principle, which
worked sub-consciously in the old days of the panchayat and the village community, and has to work consciously
and deliberately now, a population basis is suggested for the initial groups, and also for the next intermediate
groups, though with greater elasticity.
For the third grade, linguistic basis is the most natural and has been already recognized by the Congress. The
fourth and the final grade is governed by many considerations, geographical, political, economical, cultural, etc.;
for fixing the outermost boundaries of this whole, no single-principle suffices.
The single village cannot well be accepted today as the initial unit of administration. The population of the five
hundred thousand villages of British-occupied India varies from a few dozens to a few thousands. Therefore, in
the interests of a convenient uniformity, a population basis of approximately ten thousand is suggested. This will
give about three to four thousand electors for the Local Panchayat (dealt with in a subsequent chapter)—not too
large a number for such common consciousness and general acquaintance, by reputation or directly, as is needed
for electoral purposes. For the whole of India, the proportion of women over twenty-one is, roundly, about sixtyfive millions out of one hundred and fifty; and of men over twenty-five, also about sixty-five millions, but out of
one hundred and sixty.
The treatment of towns as separate entities is suggested for obvious reasons. The difference between the
conditions of the two, town and country-village, pura and janapada, shahar and dehat, has been recognised in all
times and climes. The one represents (by no means exclusively, but only by predominant feature) the intellectual
power (budhi, aql) of the People; the other, their vital power (prana, jan). They are interdependent. Both are
necessary for a full civilized life for the People as a whole.
But the modem western plutocratic and bureaucratic centralizing tendency causes the town to grow excessively
and absorb the vitality of the country inordinately. This excess needs to be checked, and a just balance between
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the two to be restored, in order to prevent disastrous devitalization of the soul and the body of the vast agricultural
population, and the consequent crashing down, before long, of the whole much too top-heavy organism.
This balance will be restored by emphasing the separate autonomy of the village groups and the towns—the
needed co-ordination and mutual support being secured by the advice, and where absolutely necessary, the control
of the Provincial Authority. The need of this separateness is recognized even under the British regime by the
distinction between Municipal Boards and District Boards, though, of course, in that regime, the local “selfgovernment” of the Boards is carried on under the strict “other government” of the district officials.
The reason for fixing more elastic population limits for the District and Town Groups is this. In the Punjab, the
population of the existing twenty-nine districts varies from five lakhs to ten lakhs, and gives an average of about
seven lakhs. The twenty-six districts of Bombay vary between three and twelve lakhs, and given an average of
eight. The average for Bengal is sixteen; the largest population, not only in Bengal, but the whole of India, being
that .of Mymensingh,\fn{When this was written, of course, there was no East Pakistan (let alone Bangladesh), and no East and West
Bengal; these changes finally took place in 1947, and 1971, respectively. (There had been an attempt to physically partition Bengal earlier
on at the beginning of the 20 th century, but the British themselves, after carring out such a scheme, rescinded their own decision a few years
later.):H} i.e., forty-five lakhs. The average for Madras is also sixteen. Also for Behar. That for the U.P.,\fn{ Uttar
Pradesh} ten. Some of the larger districts, (e.g., Mymensingh with forty-five lakhs, Vizagapatam and Gorakhpur

with thirty-two each. Dacca and Darbhanga with thirty each, Muzaffarpur and Midnapore with twenty-eight each)
are too bulky for convenienece of autonomous administration. Even the men of the British regime have been
thinking of dividing some of them into two or three districts each. The capital towns\fn{ The provincial capitals} have
eleven or twelve lakhs. The lower limit for towns may be regarded as ten thousand.
The Census officials of the present regime have defined the town as every continuous collection of houses
inhabited by not less than five thousand persons. Ten thousand is suggested in the text, later on, in view of the fact
that figure has been suggested for the rural Local Centre also. In British-occupied India, there are about twelve
hundred “towns” or villages, with a population between five and ten thousand, or a total of about eighty lakhs. In
view of such facts, elastic limits, of five to twenty lakhs, have been suggested for the District. For purposes of
symmetry, the figure might have been fixed at ten lakhs uniformly. It is the actual average for the two hudred and
seventy-five districts of British-occupied India. But the centre of a district has, ordinarily, to be a fair-sized town.
And in tracts where towns are few and far between, large agricultural areas and populations have to be grouped
around and with them. Natural boundaries, rivers, forests, ranges of hills, etc., also make for variation of area and
population.
(a) Local Centres.
1. The foundation of the whole administration should be in Local Centres (grama), small but practically
autonomous.
2. A Local Centre should ordinarily consist of a number of villages of which the population should total
about ten thousand souls.
(b) Town Centres.
3. Towns (nagar), shouJd form separate entities, and might, as necessary, be sub-divided into wards or
quarters, of about the same population limits as the rural Local Centres.
(c) District Centres.
4. Rural and urban Local Centres should be integrated into larger groups or District Centres (zila) with
populations of from five to twenty lakhs.
(d) Provinces.
5. District Centres should be integrated into Provincial Organisations.
6. Provinces (soba) should be demarcated on the linguistic basis. Any which are considered too large may
be divided into smaller ones.
(e) All-India Organisatoion.
7. The Provincial Organisations should be integrated into and be co-ordinated by an All-India
(Bharatavarsha or Hindustan) Organisation according to population.
8. Subject to these general principles, each Province should draw up its own scheme of administrative
divisions to suit provincial variations.
3: Administrative Functions
Western writers divide the functions of government into (i) Constituent or Protective, and (ii) Ministrant or
Promotive. The former are what may be called negative mainly, (a) the prevention of crimes and breaches of
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peace, and (b) adjustment of wrongs; in other words preventive and curative, or police-military and judicial. The
others are positive and constructive, the active promotion of the welfare of the community.
The laisser faire school of socio-political thought, looking at the mischievous consequences of overinterference by the State, i.e., the Bureaucracy, would confine the duties of govrnment to the former only; and
would give to the individuals, regarded as units, who compose the Public or People, full liberty to work out their
own destmy in their own ways, in competition with each other, so far as positive welfare or “success in life”—
whatever that might mean—is concerned. This is the school of Individualism. Another school, looking at the
immense waste of energy and life, which results from unregulated competition, and at the exploitation of the less
cunning and less able “many” by the more cunning and strong “few”, (so that the evils of bureaucracy reappear as
the evils of plutocracy) and also realising that widespread and substantial and lasting “success in life” depends
more upon “mutual aid” and co-operation and communal organization, than upon individual enterprise,
recommend State-regulation and the free exercise of promotive functions by the State in new ways which will
ohviate the evils resulting from bureaucracy. This school of thought is generally known as that of Socialism; but
by differences of views as to the ways, becomes divided into many, known as Collectivism, Communism,
Anarchism, State-socialism, Guild-socialism, etc.
As usual, the truth is in the golden mean, and error in the extremes. The best course is the middle course. Our
Swaraj must maintain a balance between Individualism and Socialism (swartha, and parartha); must reconcile the
two. For bath are necessary to full civilized 1ife, even as the pronouns “I” and “We”. The needed reconciliation
will be effected by maximising local elective autonomy and minimizing centralizaton.
As to the preventive and curative functions, Police-Military and Justice, there is no dispute. Also as regards
Medicative and Sanitative, which may be regarded partly as protective and partly as promotive, Sanitation being
preventive of disease and promotive of health, and Medication being curative of ills.
But a certain amount of “promotive” work must also be done by the various grades of Centres. This work may
be grouped under two main heads, the promotion (i) of right Education, the very foundation, of an communal
welfare, (and therefore placed here before even Protcction) and (ii) of Economic and Industrial Well-being.
Education will include Recreation also, as being indirect education in a popular and elastic and almost more
effective form.
It is the duty of the elders of.the family (i) to protect the younger generation, (ii) to amuse and educate them,
(iii) to settle them in life, to put them in the way of earning a livelihood. The duty, the right, the: function, of the
elders of the villages, of the districts, of the provinces of the country as a great whole, is none other. All the
functions of government are either these, or subsidiary to these.
A word may be specially added here on the subject of Recreation. The object of measures under this head
would be two-fold; (i) to provide such refined entertainment, for young and old alike, as will give healthy relaxation, as well as healthy tolne, and also indirect yet very useful education, to the mind and body of all sections of
the public, in leisure hours; and (ii) at the same time to displace the evil recreations of drink and drugs and other
social vices and harmful indulgences. It should be borne in mind that some recreations human beings will have;
and where healthy ones are not easily available, evil ones will be resorted to.
The desirability should be considered here, of putting provision for “Places of public worship for the various
creed[s]” among the duties of the Panchayat, under the head of Education and Recreation, and putting it even in
the forefront. The Worship of the Infinite, (a more indubitable fact than the Finite, is Recreation, creation anew of
the soul and the finer elements of the body, nourishment for the inmost heart, in a very real sense). That the Elders
of the Commune should have the duty of making this provision duly (and separately only to the extent
unavoidably necessary, and with at least one place where members of all and any creed might join occasionally in
a Common Prqyer worded so as to be acceptable to all)—this would conduce to the liberalization of all the creeds
concerned and thence to the Religious Peace which is indeispnsable fo India’s and the world’s progress.
Functions should be as below:
A. (i) Provision for appropriate Education of all educable children and youth of both sexes (shiksha or talim).
(ii) Provision for Recreation (vinoda or dilbatsagi) e.g., Pubilc Gardens, Parks, Museums, Playing-grounds,
Libraries, Reading Rooms, Art-galleries, Popular Lectures, Recitations, Processions, Pageants, Religious Festivals
(Katha, Yatra, Kala-kshepam, Kirtana, Ram-lila, Krishna-lil2., Maulud, Christmas and Easter celebrations, etc.)
refining, elevating and instructive Dramas, Cinema and Magic Lantern Shows, Games and Sports, etc.
B. Provision for Protection (Raksha or Hifazat), by means of
(i) Police and Local Militia and Regular Military Forces;
(ii) Justice and Settlement of Disputes, through Arbitration Courts or Panchayats in the narrower sense, and
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Registration of Deeds;
(iii) Appropriate Medical Help and Sanitation.
C. Provision for Economic and Industrial Welfare (Jivika or Maash), by promotion of
(i) Agriculture (Krishi or Zira-at);
(ii) Cattle-breeding (Go-raksha or Taraqqi-maweshi), i.e., increase and preservation of domestic animals of
all kinds, for the purposes of milk, wool, plough, transport, etc.,
(iii) Other Productive Industries relating to Mines, Forests, Fisheries, Salt, Sericu.lture, Arboriculture, etc.,
(Akara-karma or Madaniyat, etc.);
(iv) Arts and Crafts and Manufactures of all kinds (Shilpa or Sanaat-hirfat);
(v) Trade and Commerce (Vanijya or Tijarat); and
(vi) By promotion and regulation of the various means which subserve the above, e.g., Railways, Post and
Telegraph, Shipping, Roads, Waterways, Canals, Bridges. Ferries, Presses, Public Buildings, Monuments, RestHouses, Currency, Measures of Flood and Famine Relief, Rates and Taxes, Tariff and Customs, Surveys of
various kinds (Geographical, Geological, Botanical, Meteorogical, Statistical. Archaeological, etc.), Friendly
Relations with other States, etc.
D. The above provisions would be made
(i) by means of laws and rules which would be filled by the different grades of Panchayats, and would have
force within the domains of their respective makers, the enactments of the lower grades of Councils being made
with advice from and co-ordination by the higher when needed;
(ii) by appointment of executive officials (who would 00 wholly responsible to the Councils appoir1ting
them) to carry out the laws and rules; and
(iii) by supervision of their work.
4: Pancyayats and Allocation of Functions
The placing of the headquarters of the District Panchayat in the largest town of the district will make the coordination of the administration of the town and the country easy. And it is in accordance with natural tendency.
The danger that the town may begin to dominate the country, is guarded against by the provision that the country
members of the District Panchayat should be in the majority.
The proportion of the two classes of members is made equal in the provincial panchayat, and reversed in the
India Panchayat. because the upper bodies have to deal more and more with technical and non-agricultural affairs.
The Essential Change
“Advisory and not mandatory—excepting in rare cases”—this is the essence of the change needed in the
administration. The change is one of spirit. The details of the official executive machinery may remain much as
they are now; but if the executive, the judicial, and the legislative powers are separated, and the “legislators” (in
the broad sense) who compose the Panchayats, of all grades, are elected, and the higher Panchayats ordinarily
advise and not command the lower Panchayats, and the executive officials are really responsible to the
Panchayats, then it is expected [that] the evils of the present regime will be cured.
For the autocracy and the Bureaucracy will be replaced by what may be called an aristo-democracy.
Aristocracy, because the Panchayats will be composed of the best and most trusted and honoured of the people;
democracy because the people will choose them. The members of the Panchayats would not exercise any
executive powers directly, either in their individual or their corporate capacity, but would only make laws or rules
or pass resolutions. These would be carried out by the Executive. And the Executive, or at least the chief officials
thereof, would be appointed and, if necessary, dismissed or otherwise punished, by the Panchayats. In some cases
the executive official may be an elected one. He too would be subject to the supervision of the Panchayats. The
control of the Panchayat-Legislative would thus be exercised over the Executive by means of this power of
appointment, dismissal, or advancement. The Judiciary would be mostly elective also, subject to approval by the
Panchayat-Legislative.
This separation of powers would minimise the temptations to, and opportunities of, corruption for all, and
would make Executive (and also the Judiciary) responsible to the People, in the persons of their Elect, which
responsibility is the one great desideratum today.
It will be remembered, that, Mr. Gokhale suggested and endeavoured that Advisory Committees should be
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formed in each district, to advise the district officer in all important matters. Of course, the Bureaucracy declined,
on the ground that it would interfere with the individual responsibility of the district office. When they said
“responsibility”, they, of course, mean irresponsibility; for when was the district officer responsible, and to
whom? If he was or is responsible at all, it was and is only to the Bureaucratic Clique. If Mr. Gokhale could have
agreed, as was suggested in some quarters, that the Advisory Committee should be nominated by .the district
officer hinself, then, indeed, there would have been no difficulty in the acceptance of his suggestion. Only, then,
each, district officer would have had a standing Darbar of so many courtiers, the nawabic arrangement would
have been completed, and the People would have been worse off than before.
What is needed is that the Advisory Committee should be a Panchayat made up of the Elders of the People,
which will not interfere with the pretended and non-existent responsibility of .the e:xecutive official, but will
make it real and enforce it.
Measures are outlined later on, for further safeguarding and ensuring, as far as is humanly possible, the
uprightness of the members of the Panchayats themselves; for such safeguarding is the very heart of the whole
scheme.
1t should be noted that, though option is given, the presumption is that the majority of the members of the
higher Panchayats will be chosen from among the members of the lower, who be all directly elected by the
People. Constant and sympathetic touch and unity of spirit and of work will thus be maintained throughout, and
the People will, for all practical purposes, directly elect to all the Panchayats, Local, Intermediate, and Central,
even though, technically, the election to the latter will be by a process of distillation through electoral colleges.
The latter process has some advantages, which too will be secured by this method. The immense worry and
trouble and expense of holding huge elections, by millions upon millions of voters over and over again, for a
handful of seats, would be all saved. And in the Local Panchayats, with their small area and population, and
through them, in the upper ones, the elected and the electors will be in constant touch with each other, public
opinion will carry its full weight and receive its full due, influencing the members of the Local Panchayats and
through them those of the upper ones effectively.
It is very desirable that there should be a certain number of persons who should belong to all grades of
Panchayats. They will serve as the personal linking medium and would bind together all parts of India
continuously and effectively, and at the same time keep all the centres in real touch with each other. And this
would be one important measure for guarding against the possibility (which is always present in federations of
practically autonomous areas and communities) of their falling apart, under the influence of false provincialisms
and insularities and other such causes (which are very liable to be fostered by the linguistic demarcation) and so
weakening the whole. Another measure is connected with finance, in the shape of some special All-India taxation;
and a third, with the use of a common language by the All-India Panchayat. Both are mentioned in their proper
places.
In this way, the virtuous (and not the vicious) circle of (not to use the harsh word “government”, but)
administration of the affairs of the People, for the People, by the Peoples (Trusted and Chosen Elders) will be
wholesomely completed. Human affairs should be administered by those who know human nature in mind and
body; and People’s affairs should be administered by those who are its Elect and are in constant and sympathetic
touch with, and therefore know, the People and their requirements of body and mind.
It will be seen that, under the scheme, the District Councils will be fairly large in point of numbers. A district
of the maximum population of twenty lakhs, will have a Panchayat of one hundred members; whereas the
provinces which are largest in population (at present) will have no more in their Provincial Panchayats. As the
bulk of the administrative work will be disposed of by the Local and the District Councils, when they are really
autonomous very large numbers for the upper Councils are unnecessary from the standpoint of disposal and
distribution of work between and by sub-committees. Very large numbers are also otherwise undesirable in
deliberative bodies. The personnel may be changed at short intervals, by framing rules in that behalf. It may be
observed here that these sub-committees properly framed and used, would correspond to heads of guilds, and
would secure to the communal administration the advantages, on a higher level, of the village-community as well
as the city-guilds-system.
A. Local Centres or Communes and Local Panchayats.
(a) For each rural or urban Local Centre or Commune there should be one Local Panchayat of twenty-one
periodically elected members.
(b) This Panchayat should be in charge of the different functional departments mentioned above, so far as the
Commune affords scope for them, and should carry on the work by means of sub-committees.
(c) Under Education,
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(i) they would maintain local Schools, giving elementary cultural and vocational-technical instruction, and
(ii) would provide for suitable Recreation.
(d) Under Protection,
(i) they would appoint their own chaukidars (watchmen), and would form Local Militia out of such
chaukidars and other able-bodied men, and would provide for their proper training;
(ii) they would arrange for Arhitration Courts (the members of which would be separately elected), which
would deal with simple civil (including what are now known as rent and revenue, divani and mal or artha-vivada)
and criminal (faujdari or parushya-vivada cases). .
(iii) they would also maintain an adequate Hospital (chikitsalaya or shafakhana) and Medical Staff which
would provide treatment free and be responsible for the proper Sanitation of the Commune.
(e) Under Economical and Industrial Ministration, the Local Panchayat would be responsible to its Electorate
primarily, on the one hand, and to the higher Panchayats, on the other, secondarily,
(i) to see that arable lands are properly tilled, and village commons, playing-grounds, pasture-lands, groves,
orchards, etc., are properly maintained, and a sufficiency of necessaries, specially corn, cotton, and cattle, (or
other forms of food, clothing, and accessories, in specially circumstanced tracts), for the use of the Commune, is
always available within their jurisdiction;
(ii) that co-operative organisations, in the shape of Stores, Banks etc., are maintained in the needed
numbers:
(iii) that wells, tanks, tals, canals, and all means of supply of good water for drinking and other domestic
purposes, and for irrigation, and all roads, etc., within their commune, are properly maintained;
(iv) that production of surplus corn, cotton, cattle, and other necessaries as well as comforts, and of mineral
and other products and means of increasing the wealth of the locality, is encouraged, cottage-industries promoted,
and arrangements made for commercial dealing with this produce in such a manner as to avoid competitive waste.
B. Intermediate Centres or Districts and District Panchayats.
(a) The District Panchayat should be constituted by each Local Panchayat (or group of Local Panchayats)
periodically choosing one member, who may or may not be one of them; provided that the total number of
members should not exceed one hundred; and provided also that at least two-fifths of them should he residents of
towns.
(b) They would form sub-committees among themselves on the lines before mentioned.
(c) The District Panchayat would generally advise and not control the Local Panchayat, in respect of all
functions. Speeial provision would be made for such control as may be occasionally or absolutely necessary.
(d) Under Education,
(i) the District Panchayat should maintain one or more higher educational institutions (like colleges and
high schools) as may be necessary, which will give cultural as well as technical instruction.
(ii) They would also provide Recreation, arranging for the more expensive items which may not be within
the means of the Local Panchayats.
(e) Under Protection, they would
(i) co-ordinate the Local Police;
(ii) arrange to maintain some special Reserve or District Police;
(iii) organise and co-ordinate the Local Militia, so that they might discharge the functions of a disciplined
Army; and
(iv) maintain one or more larger Hospitals and supply medical and sanitary advice to their Communes.
(f) Under Economic and Industrial Ministration, the District Panchayat would
(i) co-ordinate the Local Banks and Stores and other local economic and industrial and commercial
enterprises; and
(ii) organise or promote such independent enterprises.
C. Town Centres and Town Panchayats.
(a) Aggregations of dwellings containing ten thousand or more inhabitants should be regarded as towns.
(b) Towns should be organised in the same way, generally, as the rural Local Centres; and the same general
principles should be applied to their functioning as to the rural Local Centres, as far as practicable, but regard
must be had to the special variations, the economic and other circumstances.
(c) For the purpose of the integration of the District Centres and the election of the District Panchayats, the
rural and the urban Local Centres should be counted side by side as component units, and the headquarters or the
seat of the District Panchayats would ordinarily be the largest town of the district.
269

(d) For the purpose of unifying the adm.inistration of each town as a single whole, the Town Members of the
District Councils, together with such other members as may be specially elected by the Ward Panchayats, in the
proportion of two per ward, should form a Town Panchayat (like the present Municipal Boards), which would be
intermediate between the urban Local (i.e., Ward) Panchayats and the District Panchayat and would discharge as
many of the functions of the District Council, towards the whole Town, as may be convenient1y possible.
D. Provinces and Provincial Panchayats.
(a) The Provincial Panchayats should consist of members elected by the District Panchayats in the proportion
of one for every two lakhs of the population; provided that the total number shall not fall below twenty.one, nor
exceed one hundred; and provided also that at least half the number should be urban residents. They mayor may
not be members of the District Panchayats.
(b) The Provincial Panchayats would advise the District Panchayats and co-ordinate them and their work,
using residuary powers of control under proper safeguards.
(c) Its special work would be,
(i) to maintain advanced Educational Institutions (in the nature of Vidyapithas, Darulilums, “Seats of
Learning”, “Centres of Knowledge,” (Universities) which would give expert cultural and technical training and
promote research;
(ii) to maintain special Police and Military Forces, for the guarding of Frontiers, Sea-boards, etc.,
(iii) to make provision for Justice in Special cases;
(iv) to administer Provincial Railways, Water-work Canals, Roads, etc.
E. The India Panchayat.
(a) The All-India Panchayat should consist of members elected by the Provincial Panchayats in the proportion
of one for every thirty lakhs of population, but Provinces which may have a total population of less than thirty
lakhs would send one representative. At least three-fifths of the members should be urban.
(b) The functions of the India Panchayat would be similar to those of the Provincial Panchayat, mutatis
mutandis; a special one would be to deal with neighbouring States (including Indian States) and Foreign
Countries.
(c) The India Panchayat should create a Consulting Senate, consisting of eminent men and women of thought
and special knowledge, belonging to all parts of India, who would be elected by the India Panchayat, from time to
time, without restriction of members, and who would be asked for advice on any subject, as needed, by the India
Panchayat or the Provincial Panchayats.
(d) The language of the India Panchayat should be Hindustani, while the Provinces would use their mothertongues.
F. Special Provision for Filling up Vacancies.
Generally, if a member of a lower Council is elected to a higher, his place may be filled up by a new election
by the same electorate.
5: The Qualifications of the Choosers and the Chosen
1. Every individual of either sex, who has resided in India for at least seven years, and is at least twenty-five
years of age if a man, and twenty-one years if a woman, should be entitled to elect to the Local Panchayat.
2. The members of the Local Panchayats should elect to the District Panchayat.
3. The members of the District Panchayat should elect to the Provincial Panchayat.
4. The members of the Provincial Panchayat shoul elect to the India Panchayat.
5. The members of all four grades of Panchayats should be penn anent residents of the country, preferably of
the particular centre, and should be chosen irrespective of their creed, caste, class, colour, race, or sex, but subject
to adjustment, where unavoidably necessary, for purposes of creedal or communal representation.
6. Such representatives should ordinarily be not less than forty years of age; should have done some good work
in any walk of life; should, if rural, be at least literate, and, if urban, should possess higher educational
qualifications, and, in the case of rural and urban members of the Provincial and India Councils, should have
corresponding higher and superior educational qualifications or equivalent expert experience; should have retired
from competitive business or other professional life of bread.winning or money-making, and be able to support
themselves on their own savings, or be assured of all necessaries and personal requirements by their families or
friends; should give practically all their time to national work, and should do so without any cash remuneration.
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But their traveling and other ex.officio expenses, which might be necessary to enable them to discharge their
public duties, should be met from State funds, and their status as Members of Panchayat should be regarded as
having greater honour attached to it than any salaried office, so that they would receive precedence at public
functions.
7. The members of each Panchayat should possess, between them, experience of all the main departments of
the communal life which they have to administer.
8. No one should offer himself or canvass for himself, as a candidate for election; but, if requested by electors,
he might publicly signify his consent to accept the burden of office, if elected.
With regard to the ages suggested for Electors, the,idea is that only those who are mature in body and mind,
and have had some experience of life, and specially of family responsibility, should be entrusted with the duty of
choosing those who would rule their affairs. The ages suggested would ordinarily give these requisites in India. It
seems that in England the difference is reversed, twenty-one is fixed for men and thirty for women. Perhaps it was
thought that at the earlier age, women would be too busy with family cares and work inside the home, to be able
to take much interest in the work outside. In India women are as mature in body and mind at twenty-one as men at
twenty-five; and these different ages, if fixed as suggested, would generally enable husband and wife to go to the
poll together.
As regard the qualifications of the elected it has been said at the outset that the conditions for election should
be such as would make it humanly probable that the electors may be seekers of public weal and not self-seekers.
The qualifications mentioned in the Outline Scheme are as “the outward symbols of the inward grace”. They are
such as ordinarily go with the wise and self-denying and philanthropic nature. The reasons for suggesting them
may be mentioned in greater detail as below.
(a) Legislators shold be permanent residents of the country for which they are to legislate; but their creed,
caste, class, colour, race, or sex should not, as such, be regarded either as a qualification or as a disqualification.
Without permanent residence in the country, sympathetic understanding is not possible; while taking account of
creed, caste, etc., in the elections, imports into the resulting legislature the vicious spirit of confiicting interests
and party-politics in place of the virtuous spirit of each caring for all. But if, because, at present, there is much
creed and caste and class jealousy existent in the country, it should seem necessary that some exceptions should
be made, there is provision for communal representation. It is to be trusted, however, that once the scheme begins
to work, the whole atmosphere will change so that these jealousies will disappear, and it will be realised by all
that civic well.being is independent of creeds and sectarian beliefs, as has been realised in Japan.
(b) At forty, persons have well passed middle age and usually have children of their own and thus experience
of the household life. This will make reasonably probable that the legislator possesses intimate knowledge of
human nature in its more common and important aspects, knows what responsibility for the well-being of others
means, and has sober and mature judgment. But he should have also retired from all competitive bread-winning or
money-making and should be living on his past earnings or on a “pension”. So he would feel financially
independent; his outlook upon life, his attitude towards his fellow-beings, would have changed from that of
selfish taking to that of unselfish giving; and he would have all the leisure needed for his public duties.
It may be that many persons are not able to retire from their business or profession at forty. But we do not want
many. Exceptions will be able to. And we want exceptionally selfless men for this essential and highest kind of
public work. Twenty-one persons in ten thousand are not too many to expect. If the country cannot provide even
so much self-denial, it may as well give up all attempts at Swaraj. But the country has been showing capacity for
self-denial; and there is no need to be doubtful.
Moreover, if few people are in a position to give up business or profession at forty, many can, and ought to, at
forty-five or fifty with considerable benefit to the whole moral tone of themselves and their communuity. And if
the Panchayat members are fifty years or more, there is no harm done, but rather more mature wisdom and
experience secured. After all, even under the current managements, the deliberative and legislative and guiding
assemblies of most nations and communities are composed of gray-haired persons. A younger and physically
more vigorous and active age is wanted in the executive offices, where action is required more than thought. It has
to be remembered that the old have been young, and know what the young know; but the young have not been
old, and do not know what the old know; though it is devoutly to be prayed that they may all become very, very
old and learn all that the old know, except tbe pains of old age!
It may be that many persons tend to become mentally inactive also, after fifty-five or sixty. But between fortyfive and fifty-five is, ordinarily, a very good age for the kind of deliberative and legislative work we have in view
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here. And there are cases, though rare, in which the mind is thoroughly capable and active, and the body healthy,
right up to seventy or more. But it may be worthwhile to fix a maximum age limit also, say sixty or sixty-five as
the minimum is forty.
Provision may also be made for exceptions. It may be that these high age-limits will sometimes exclude really
brilliant younger men. Our conception of the legislator requires not brilliance but wisdom. Brilliance comes and
goes, and plays false, and proves tinsel, and makes messes, but wisdom lingers. Wisdom is matured knowledge
plus philanthropy, patriarchal benevolence. Brilliance may well wait and mature into a softer, steadier, soberer
light and do its duty so much the better after attaining the forty years. If it is substantial, it will not get
extinguished by waiting a few years. Yet, for cases in which the work of the Panchayat concerned is likely.to
suffer if any particular person is shut out because of the age limit, provision may be made for exceptions, as said.
(c) We want another qualification in our Panchayat member. He should have done outstandingly good work in
some walk of life—whether literary, scientific, educational, priestly, medical, artistic, etc., or administrative,
official, military, etc., or commercial, agricultural, industrial, financial, etc., or as a labourer and manual worker;
and he should have done this and at the same time acquired a reputation for uprightness and honest dealing and
sympathy for fellow-creatures. An aged agriculturist who has tilled his few acres successfully, has raised up a
good family, is respected and trusted in his own and neighbouring villages, and can express his views clearly—is
a wise village-elder, in short—may be a more useful member of a legislature which has to deal with vast
agricultural interests like those of India, even though he may be only just able to sign his name, than many
brilliant speakers or writers with only a college education that has little touch of reality.
(d) Another desirable condition is that the legislator should not receive any cash remuneration for his work
from the public funds. Such cash payment, while perfectly right and even necessary in other fields of work, taints
the peculiar fiduciary status of the legislator, who should stand in the position of Trustee and Elder to the people.
He should therefore meet all his personal expenses himself. But, of course, all his ex-officio expenses must be met
out of public funds. This would invest the legislator with the venerable dignity which naturally belongs to such an
Elder. Trust, honour, reverence—these are the proper, the only, and the natural price of patriarchal benevolence
and caring; and they usually are paid, where the generous instincts and traditions of the community have not been
perverted. Also, the giving and receiving of such honour—a reward greater than power and wealth and
amusements, for it can be enjoyed not only in life, but also after the death of the physical body, which the others
cannot be—is a great nourishment to the heart of both giver and receiver, and is a continuous inducement to
benevolent works on the part of the latter (when it is not mixed up with and corrupted by power and wealth), and
a powerful check against temptations to corruption. The natural corollary of this is that in all public functions, the
unsalaried legislator should have rank and precedence above all salaried office-bearers as well as persons engaged
in competitive money-earning professions.
It will be readily seen that the idea underlying this condition is that which has been discussed and emphasised
before, the idea of spiritualising politics by changing the whole culture and civilization of society from its present
mercenary to a missionary basis, even as the work of the elders in a family is done for the youngers, not for
mercenary motives, but of “missionary” benevoJence. The right instinct is already there; it has only to be revived.
Many western countries do not, or until recently did not, give any salary to their legislators. Aldermen are not
paid. Nor are justices of the peace. The theory about the honorarium of the barrister is the same. But the
prevailing mammonism of western civilization has corrupted the whole moral atmosphere of human life and
penetrated into and vitiated even the most sacred domestic and fiduciary relations. If this atmosphere cannot be
purified by the introduction of the missionary and patriarchal spirit in the Panchayats, the Legislators and the
Courts of Arbitration, then there is no hope of true Swaraj.
(e) It goes without saying that, grade after grade, each Panchayat should have, in its personnel, members
possessing between them, all the knowledge and experience needed for dealing with all the different kinds of
work which the Panchayat as a whole has to attend to; for making rules for, and dealing with, each main
department of work, the Panchayat will have to form a sub-committee out of its own members; and it is obvious
that these should have special knowledge of that kind of work.
(f) Another important point is this: there should be no “standing” offering of, or canvassing for, himself by any
one, as a candidate for election. The idea of self-display and seeking election is wholly incongruous with the spirit
of philanthropic public service. Favours are sought, not burdens. The conception here should be, not that the
electors confer a favovr or honour on the elected, but that they place a heavy burden of public work on him; and it
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is therefore they who are to be placed under obligation, and should request the electee, instead of being requested
by him. Seeking election for oneself has an inevitable savour of selfishness of some sort or other about it, which is
quite inconsistent with our ideal of the legislator.
Of course there will always be possibilities of abuse. But the point to be considered is whether they will be less
or greater than under the current systems, under which the gross abuses of “electioneering”, are as much a byword as commercial and financial “profiteering” and bureaucratic “domineering.” And it has also to be
remembered that the mere public acceptance and declaration of the principles and ideas here suggested will
change for the better, the whole tone and atmosphere of politics.
It may be objected that we may make a rule that there must be no canvassing, etc., but—will not persons
surreptitiously get others to nominate and canvass for them? The reply is that obviously we do not profess to be
able to abolish all evil. Whoever or whatever made the Universe has not succeeded in doing so. Human beings
can obviously not do better. Indeed, some people think and believe that if evil were abolished, good would
disappear automatically also.
But what human beings ought to and can do is to try to minimise the evil and maximise the good in a given
time, place and circumstance. We profess only to make suggestions towards this. No doubt, there will be room for
underhand doings. But the other conditions which we propose must not be overlooked. They will blunt the edge of
the temptations to such doings. Thus, legislators will not be entrusted with executive powers, as they are today, in
the capacity of Ministers or Executive Councillors, etc. Judicial powers will also be separated off from the other
two, and the reformed public opinion will make a different atmosphere altogether. The general recognition of the
non-mercenary principle; and of the principle of the division of the reward of extra honour, and special official
powers, and extra wealth, and more amusements, etc., in correspondence with the division of labour and functions
and the difference of the main kinds of temperaments and capacities, the condition that legislators should not be
engaged in any money-making business, which will naturally keep the public eye alertly and wakefully upon his
purity—all this will make the election something to be accepted only from a sense of duty, as a burden for which
the only (but great) recompense is honour, rather than to be eagerly sought for as a means of easy selfish joys.
6: Separation of Functions
Throughout the whole administration, Legislative, Judicial, and Executive functions shall be kept separate
from one another.
That Judicial functions should be separated off from Executive functions is admitted even by the Bureaucracy
in profession; though they are avoiding, might and main, the carrying out of their profession into practice. But it is
not equally generally recognised that the Legislative function should also be separated off from the other two.
Even more radically dangerous than the combination of Judicial and Executive, is the combination of Legislative
and Executive. If the Executive-Judge will always decide in favour of himself, or of his class or clique, the
Executive-Legislator will make laws in favour of himself or of his class or clique—a far more radical danger,
mischief at the very root.
In the ancient Indian scheme, the man of thought was the Legislator, and the man of action was the Executor of
his law. Such a pioneer of reform in India as Raja Ram, Mohan Roy has expreessed an opinion that the downfall
of India began when the Rajas usurped the power of making laws from the Pandits. The ancient Smritis are all
composed by Rishis, not by Rajas. The Islamic tradition is similar, too. Therefore no legislator should have direct
executive power; but the Legislature should supervise and control the Executive which should be responsible in
every way to the Legislature. This is the very essence of responsible government and self-government as
conceived here.
Where the chief Executive and the chief Legislative are practically identical, and the members of the former
are substantially or heavily salaried as in England, true responsibility ceases, manoeuvres and intrigues of party
politics become rampant, and legislation cannot be disinterested. In other places the opposite error is observable,
viz., that if the Legislative is separated from the Executive, the latter is free of control by the former.
7: Finance
1. The revenues needed to meet necessary expenditure should be raised by the Local Panchayats by means of
taxation, with advice from, the upper Panchayats.
2. State factories might be opened as necessary, with a view to prevent waste by individual competition, overproduction, bad production, etc., to cheapen commedities and to reduce taxation, but not so as to create
monopolies and stifle private enterprise.
273

3. Where practicable, Local and District Councils should make such improvements in the locality as might
result in addition to the communal income, e.g., public wells, tanks, canals, roads, groves of timber and fruit trees,
etc., and thereby lead to reduction of taxation.
4. Contributions would be made by the Local Panchayat to make up the revenues of the District Panchayats; by
them to the Provincial; and by the Provincial to the India Panchayat.
5. Special taxation might be imposed by the Provincial and India Panchayats.
These provisions will reverse the present order of things, secure financial autonomy, and provide a safeguard
against the disastrous extravagance and top-heaviness which are the consequences of excessive centralization,
have plunged western countries in hopeless indebetedness and bankruptcy, and are ruining India also.
8: Proprietorship
Private property would be recognised and maintained and the growth of individual wealth, both movable and
immovable, would be permitted, but so as not to encroach on or make impossible or impracticable the growth of
public posseessions as well; and the owner of individual wealth, who spends it on pious works, i.e., works of
public utility as requested by a Panchayat, would receive special marks of honour.
Two opposite tendencies are patent in politics and economics, as throughout human and other nature, in all the
aspects and manifestations thereof. The current names for them are Individualism and Socialism. Other names for
them are egoism and altruism, the separative “I” and the communal “We”, mutual struggle or struggle for
existence and mutual aid or alliance for existence, competition and co-operaton. To endeavour to suppress either,
and retain the other only, is a fatal error, due to ignorance of the very elements of human nature, or to blinding
arrogance and greed for power and wealth. Bureaucracy and all other “-cracies”, as also the many current schemes
of collectivism—one of which is being tried in Russia under the name of Bolshevism—are always committing
this disastrous error of one-sided and lop-sided excess and exaggeration, and therfore are always committing
suicide while causing grievous disturbance and injury to the People.
Russian Bolshevism, after a vain endeavour to abolish private property, in the course of which widespread
misery of the most awful character has been caused, seems now to have decided to recognise private property, as
was inevitable. Safety lies in recognising both these indefeasible and unabolishable aspects of human nature, and
in trying to reconcile them wisely. The growth of the sense of separate Individuality, the growth of egoistic
intelligence, of the institution of monogamous marriage and the sentiments connected with it, of the definition of
the family life, of the sense of private property, of the customs of inheritance, of the incentive to productive efforts
of an ever more complicated order—all these are interconnected, interdependent, flourish or decay together. At
the same time, by that paradox of antimonial duality or ambivalence which is the very nature of the Universe,
their flourishing is possible only in the setting of a Society.
Society and Individual. “We” and “I”, are interdependent, yet opposed. The reconciliation must be found in a
National Organisation of Society, such as will give due play to the instincts, or forces of individualistic
competition, (droh-atmaka-vibhuti) as well as socialist co-operation (Sambhuya- samutthana. sangh-atmaka
sambhuti). Refinement of life is not possible without accumulation of wealth; and that is not possible without
some play of Individualism (vyashti-briddhi, bheda buddhi, swartha, khud-gharazi, khudi) the sense of private,
exclusive, separate possession. But the excess of individualism leads to class-wars and disruption of communities
and (when the spirit of Individualism puts on the mask and the larger form of Nationalism) to world-ruining wars,
like the recent or indeed still continuing European War; and so it defeats its own ends and commits suicide.
To guard against this excess to set due limits to private accumulations, to ensure even the refinement against
degenerating into vulgar loudness, to bring about an equitable distribution of necessaries and comforts—this is the
work of the spirit of Socialism (Samashiti-buddhi, abheda buddhi, parartha, aql-I-jamaati). The recocilation is to
be found in making the private life simpler and the public possessions richer, by putting “private” individuals in
charge of “public” properties of common use and enjoyment (like public parks, museums, zoos, childrens’ and
youths’ playgrounds, reading-rooms, libraries, roads, tanks, wells, places of worship, rest-houses, dharmashalas,
sarais, almshouses, bathing ghats, hospitals, etc., and inducing them, by the incentives of public honour (and
public censure in the opposite case) to lay out their individually-accumulated wealth on these.
In this connection the principle of the separation of the four main prizes of life should be very carefully borne
in mind. The preservation of the integrity of the central authority (in other words, of the purity of the Legislature),
and the inducing of all the individuals composing the community to put forth the best work that there is in them—
these are the main problems of government and social organisation. Modern governments and modern collectivist
schemes and experiments are all failing to find a solution for them.
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As said before, that Lenin, in Russia, after extraordinary efforts to abolish private property, has realised that
capitalism has to be restored (though, no doubt, with limitations). He is reported to have found out that the
peasants avoid working more than will produce enough for their necessary wants, and are not interested in
supporting the “intellectuals”, etc., who are necessary for the “State”, unless special inducement is applied. Now
the simple old traditional solution, in India, of these problems is the separation of the four main prizes, of life,
viz., honour. power, wealth, and amusement, which constitute the main ambitional inducements to strenuous work
of correspondingly different kinds.
The possibiliy of combining them, of securing them all, is the one prime cause of all kinds of social and
political corruption. Separate them, and you at once minimise the temptations of the central authority. and at the
same time provide an adequate (if not excessive) inducement to every worker to put forth his best. Socio-political
reform of the affairs of human beings, if it is to be successfully carried out, must not ignore these facts and laws of
the Science of Psychology, i.e., of Human Nature.
By taking due account of these laws and facts, it is possible to minimise the disadvantages and pick out the
advantages of all the many forms of socio-political organisation, man has tried the village community, the city
guild system, the city-state, the country-state, theocracy or sacerdotatism, autocracy and monarchy and despotism,
aristocracy and feudalism and militarism, plutocracy and commercialism bureaucracy and oligarchy of many
kinds, and finally democracy and collectivism of many shapes and forms—each one only a lop-sided and
excessive exaggeration of one constituent and necessary element in the corporate life of humanity—and
synthesise[d] them all anew, in a truly beneficial form of Self-government or Swaraj.
226.35 Excerpt from Fall Of The Moghal Empire\fn{by Jadunath Sarkar (1870-1958)} Singra, Natore District,
Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (M) 9
1
The first Muslim State of Delhi was born at the close of the Twelfth century, and from this centre it continued
to expand with varying fortunes for two hundred years till at last it embraced the whole of Northern India and
even overflowed into the Southern land beyond the Vindhya range. Thus all Hindustan came to be placed under
one civilization, one official language, and during some short fitful periods under one sceptre also. Then, at the
end of the Fourteenth century came the hopeless decadence of the royal house; the unifying and protective Central
Government disappeared; the Empire broke up into jarring fragments whose mutual conflicts and the consequent
set back to culture and material prosperity fill the next century and a quarter, till 1526, when the Turkish
adventurer Babur laid the foundation of a mighter political structure in India.
This newborn Mughal Empire, after a short and all but fatal contest with the Afghan house of Sur, became
established beyond challenge under Babur’s grandson Akbar soon after 1560. In the succeeding hundred and
thirty years, its growth in territory, wealth, armed strength, art and industry was rapid, uninterrupted, and dazzling
to the eyes of the Asiatic world and even of visitors from beyond the confines of Asia. The whole of Hindustan
and much of the Deccan too bowed under one sceptre; administrative and cultural uniformity was given to nearly
the whole of this continent of a country; the artery roads were made safe for the trader and the traveller; the
economic resources of the land were developed; and a profitable intercourse was opened with the outer world.
With peace, wealth, and enlightened Court patronage, came a new cultivation of the Indian mind and advance of
Indian literature, painting, architecture and handicrafts, which raised this land once again to the front rank of the
civilized world. Even the formation of an Indian nation did not seem an impossible dream.
But in the second half of Aurangzib’s reign we first see this natural progress arrested, and then, after a quarter
century of heroic struggle by that monarch, when at last he closed his aged eyes in death (1707) we find that
decline had unmistakably set in; Indo-Mughal civilization, whose agent was the Empire of Delhi, was now a spent
bullet; its life was gone; it had no power for good left in it.
But dissolution did not take place immediately after Aurangzib’s death. His wonderful capacity, strength of
character, and lifelong devotion to duty had generated a force which held together the frame of the Delhi
Government seemingly unchanged for thirty years after him. Whatever might happen in the frontier provinces, the
Central Government still stood intact.
But with a succession of weaklings and imbeciles on the throne, the downfall of the Empire was bound to
come at last. The dry rot in the heart of the Mughal State manifested itself publicly when Baji Rao’s cavalry
insulted the imperial capital in 1737 and his example invited Nadir Shah’s invasion and the utter collapse of the
Government of Delhi in 1738.
*
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By the end of April 1739 the horrors of Nadir's invasion came to a natural close in Delhi. Laden with the
plundered treasure of the richest empire in Asia, the Persian conqueror left the Mughal capital on his homeward
march on 5th May. Eight days later the Emperor Muhammad Shah held his first public audience after his
restoration and coins were once more stamped in his name, replacing those issued for Nadir Shah in the interval.
The Court chroniclers record that on this occasion the nobles offered their presents and the Emperor on his side
confered robes of honour and rewards on them. Thus the usual ceremonies of the imperial darbar were gone
through as if no political disaster of the first magnitude had taken place in the meantime.
But nobody present could forget that things were not as before the Persian invader’s coming. The Emperor and
his wazir were there as before, but the second officer of the realm—the Head of the Army, Khan-i-Dauran—had
perished as well as Sadat Khan Burhan-ul-mulk, the most powerful of the provincial governors, and the
Emperor’s personal favourite Muzaffar Khan, besides a host of officers of lower rank but high connections. Ten to
twelve thousands of the regular soldiery had fallen on the field of Kamal and 20,000 people had been put to the
sword within the city of Delhi itself. Sack and massacre had devastated lesser towns like Thaneshwar, Panipat,
Sonipat etc. The imperial treasury and the nobles’ mansions had been drained dry to supply the indemnity exacted
by the victor—fifteen krores of rupees in cash besides jewellery rich clothing and furniture worth 50 krores more.
The imperial regalia had been robbed of its two most famous and costly ornaments, the Koh-i-nur diamond and
the Peacock Throne. The imperial family and the proudest peers had been forced to descend to a still lower depth
of humiliation. The Khurasani leather-coat weaver’s son had married his son to a princess of the family of the
Padishah, and he had dragged to his bed all the handsome wives and maiden daughters of Muzaffar Khan, lately
killed in battle.\fn{“D.C., Ashut, ii, 367 and 375” occurs here. I have chosen to excise these citations as not being necessary for the
purpose for which this text is to be used as a part of the Protocol for World Peace:H }
In the months immediately following Nadir Shah’s invasion Heaven seemed to have taken pity on the sorely
afflicted people of Northern India. In the next season there was adequate and timely rainfall, the earth yielded a
profuse harvest, and all foodstuffs became cheap and plentiful, “as if to make amends for the people’s recent
sufferings.”
But Nature is not half so much the cause of a nation’s misery as Man. To outer seeming, “dignity and
splendour returned to the Delhi Court after Nadir had left India, and the Emperor and the nobles turned to the
management of State affairs and gave up all sorts of uncanonical practices.” But the moral canker in the Mughal
Empire was too deeply seated to be killed by such outward shows of piety and obedience to lifeless convention. A
Nemesis worked itself out inexorably on the destiny of the Empire from the character of the Emperor and his
leading ministers.
*
Muhammad Shah had come to the throne in 1719 at the age of 17. For seven years before that event he had
been kept under confinement in the palace harem and had received no education such as might fit a man to rule a
kingdom or lead an army. He possessed natural intelligence and a good deal. of foresight; but the fate of his
predecessors, who had been set up and pulled down by their wazirs, effectually crushed any desire that he might
have once had to rule for himself and to keep his nobles under control. He, therefore, totally withdrew himself
from public business, leaving it to his ministers, and plunged into a life of pleasure and amusement, hardly ever
going out of Delhi during his 28 years of reign, except to visit parks in the neighbourhood (usually at Loni) and
occasionally to see the annual fair at Garh Mukteshwar (a hundred miles east of Delhi). His only two military
movements were his marching in his wazir’s train in the short and futile campaigns against Nadir Shah and Ali
Muhammad Ruhela.
At his accession he was a fresh youth, extremely handsome, large and strong of limb. But his sedentary life of
inactivity and sexual excess soon impaired his constitution and he became a confirmed invalid by the time he was
only forty. The evil was aggravated by his taking to opium, and this drug habit made him weak and emaciated, till
at last it became impossible to move him from his palace. His sole diversion outside the harem was witnessing
animal fights on the sandy bank of the Jamuna below the window of morning salute in the Delhi palace,
occasionally varied by the cares and joys of a bird-fancier.
We can understand his wish to enjoy from a safe distance the excitement of the heroic and dangerous game of
elephant combats, which his forefathers had reserved as an imperial prerogative. But when we read how
Muhammad Shah spent his morning hours not in doing public justice or holding State councils, (as they used to)
but in viewing a wrestling match between two bears, or a fight by “three pairs of bears, a goat, a ram, and a wild
boar, which were wrapped in tiger skins and trained to attack an elephant” (as he is recorded to have done on 25 th
April 1743), we wonder whether such spectacles would be considered a worthy diversion by anyone outside a
nursery unless he were a country clown, and whether the lord of a hundred and fifty million souls at the ripe age
of 41 had no more serious use for his time and no more refined tastes.
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When the fires of youthful passions had burnt themselves out, a deep melancholy settled on Muhammad Shah,
and towards the end of his life he loved to frequent the society of faqirs and to hold long converse with them,
discussing spiritual questions like an initiate. Three such hermits became his spiritual guides, and the Court nobles
and the common people followed his example..
Thus, throughout his long reign the administration was utterly neglected by its supreme head, the nobles
divided the land and political power among themselves or fought for these things, as if no common master existed
over them. Muhammad Shah would assent to every good advice of his wazir or any other minister, but could
never summon up enough courage to take the necessary step; like other weak men he found supreme wisdom in
putting off action from day to day, till a crisis precipitated itself and things took their own turn. Such a man was
destined to go through life as a puppet moved by his favourites, who were shrewd men with the most charming
manners and strength of will, and this was Muhammad Shah’s ignoble fate too.
But though he was a mere cypher in respect of his public duties, there were some redeeming traits in his
private character. Naturally timid and wavering, he was also free from insolent pride, caprice and love of wanton
cruelty. Nor did he lack consideration for others and courage of a certain kind, as was illustrated when, instead of
fleeing to Bengal as advised by his friends, he voluntarily went forth into Nadir’s captivity in order to save his
people and capital from the horrors of a violent assault and forcible subjugation to incensed victors.
“He never gave his consent to shedding blood or doing harm to God’s creatures.\fn{ Note: The following anecdote
given in Chahar-Gulzar (397a) is characteristic:—One night a Baksari foot-soldier placed as guard over the imperial jewel house dug a
hole in its roof, entered it, and stole a jewelled necklet (kanthi). When trying to creep out of the hole, he fell down on the floor, broke his
leg, and lay there helpless. Next day he was discovered there and taken before the Emperor. Muhammad Shah asked him, “O shameless
wretch! You committed theft where you were appointed a watchman. Could you not find any other place more appropriate for stealing in?”
The Baksari replied, “My salary for 12 months is due from Government. It is not fair that my salary should remain in this room and I
should commit theft elsewhere. I also thought that there could be no better place than the Emperor’s palace for stealing.” The Emperor
smiled at the reply, paid the man his arrears of salary and retained him in service as a watchman } In his reign the people passed

their lives in ease, and the empire outwardly retained its dignity and prestige. The foundations of the Delhi
monarchy were really rotten, but Muhammad Shah by his cleverness kept them standing. He may be called the
last of the rulers of Babur’s line, as after him the kingship had nothing but the name left to it.” Such was the head
of the State in India in the second quarter of the Eighteenth century. We shall now examine the character of his
highest instruments.
*
Ever since the death of Aurangzib, the Padishah had been a non-entity—Bahadur Shah I by reason of his age
and softness of nature, and his successors because they were mere puppets set up and removed by their prime
ministers. Therefore, the destiny of India’s millions lay in the hands of the wazirs, and the wazir’s character and
strength of position alone determined the nature of the administration in an empire of continental vastness.
The first wazir of Muhammad Shah after the overthrow of the Sayyid brothers was Muhammad Amin Khan
(surnamed Itimad-ud-daulah I), the son of the Nizam’s grandfather’s brother. He was installed in office in
November 1720, but died only two months later (16 th January 1721), men said as a divine chastisement for his
having helped to shed the blood of the Prophet’s kith and kin (the Sayyids of Barha).
Nizam-ul-mulk succeeded him, but being thwarted by the false and fickle Emperor and his unscrupulous
confidants, he at last resigned in disgust, in 1724.
The next wazir was Qamr-ud-din (entitled Itimad-ud-daulah II), the son of Muhammad Amin Khan. He was a
great drunkard, but, happily for the people, an extremely indolent man. For the quarter century (1724-1748) that
he held the supreme office in the realm, the administration merely drifted along, under this harmless kind old man
who always foresaw the trend of affairs and the effect of every measure, but never had the courage to tell the
honest truth to his master or dissuade him from any wrong course on which his heart was set. In fact, he
considered it supreme wisdom merely to keep his post and do as little work as possible.
And yet the condition of the empire, even before Nadir Shah gave it the death stab, was such that only a wise,
strong and active wazir, exercising dictatorial power, could have saved it. On the contrary, king and minister alike
were now more dead than alive. As the historian Warid, whose youth had been nurtured in the dignified and
strenuous reign of Aurangzib, wrote in the bitterness of his heart about the times of Muhammad Shah,
“For some years past it has been the practice of the imperial Court that whenever the officers of the Deccan or
Gujrat and Malwa reported any Maratha incursion to the Emperor, His Majesty, in order to soothe his heart
afflicted by such sad news, either visited the gardens—to look at the newly planted and leafless trees—or rode out
to hunt in the plains, while the grand wazir Itimad-ud-daulah, Qamr-ud-din Khan went to assuage his feelings by
gazing at the lotuses in some pools situated four leagues from Delhi, where he would spend a month or more in
tents, enjoying pleasure or hunting fish in the rivers and deer in the plains. At such times Emperor and wazir alike
lived in total forgetfulness of the business of the administration, the collection of the revenue, and the needs of the
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army. No chief, no man, thinks of guarding the realm and protecting the people, while these disturbances daily
grow greater.”
*
With a foolish, idle, and fickle master on the throne, the nobles began to give free play to the worst forms of
selfishness. They found it necessary to form parties of their own for their support and advancement, and even for
their very existence. The controlling and unifying centre of the government having ceased to function,
disintegration became inevitable in the Court itself. The instinct of self-preservation drove the nobles to group
themselves in factions according to race, to divide the administration among themselves, and to gird themselves
around with a body of clients from among the vassal princes and the provincial governors. The Court was divided
into the two armed camps of Turanis and Iranis, each with its hand ever on the hilt of its dagger, and this civil
dissension spread throughout the realm.
Itimad-ud-daulah II, as became an emigrant from Samarqand, was the patron of the Turanis, while his rivals
and enemies perforce joined the opposite party, composed of the Persians, whose leadership after the death of
Sadat Khan (March 1739), was taken by Abul Mansur Khan Safdar Jang, the subahdar of Oudh. And the history
of the later Mughals, from 1736 onwards is only the history of the duel between these parties. After 1765, when
Oudh became a dependency of the English and the Nizam entirely dissociated himself from Northern India, the
imperial Court continued to be the same scene of struggle, though the competitors for power now were mostly
Afghans or individual adventurers of other races, rather than parties knit together by tribal connection.
*
Where the king has no inborn capacity to rule a realm, government by a responsible prime minister is the only
alternative, unless administration is to disappear from the country and the State to break up. But no fainéant
Mughal Emperor would give his wazir the same chance of working that George II gave to Walpole or Pitt with the
happiest results for both king and people. Muhammad Shah, like Farrukhsiyar, was too imbecile and inconstant to
inaugurate any statesmanlike policy, conduct operations in the field, or control his officers; but he had cunning
enough to countenance and even initiate conspiracies among his personal favourites against the publicly
responsible wazir and secretly to lend the prestige of his name to the rebellions of the wazir’s rivals.
Therefore, an honest and capable wazir, under such a sovereign, would soon discover that if he insisted on
administrative vigour and purity or tried to force honesty and consistency of policy on the Emperor, he would be
only courting his own death, and that if he wished to escape the fate of the Sayyid brothers he must give up all
noble ambitions and statesmanly projects and swim with the current, leaving the realm to drift. He would
probably console himself with the belief that if the State escaped a catastrophe in his own time, he had done
enough for one man.
In the Court of Delhi as it stood after Nadir Shah’s departure, Qamr-ud-din Khan Itimad-ud-daulah was the
wazir or Chancellor as before. The office next in importance, namely, that of the Army Chief (Mir Bakhshi) with
the title of Amir-ul-umara, had been recently bestowed upon Asaf Jah Nizam-ul-mulk, a cousin of the wazir.
Both of them continued at these posts during the remainder of the reign. The head of the imperial household,
called the Khan-i-saman (Lord High Steward) was Lutfullah Khan; but he died at this time and was succeeded (on
21st May) by Danishmand Khan, who lived for only twenty days more and then gave place to Saduddin Khan (12 th
June). This last-named noble also held the office of Mir Atish or Chief of Artillery, which gave him control over
the imperial palace within the fort and consequently charge of the Emperor’s person and treasures. But his
influence was less on the administration of the Government than on the Emperor’s mind by reason of the constant
personal association with the Emperor which his office ensured. The same was the position of the Diwan of
Crownlands.
*
But with a timid and unwise sovereign like Muhammad Shah and an ease-loving negligent wazir like Qamrud-din, it was not the high ministers of State that counted so much in shaping the policy of the empire and the fate
of the people as the household officers about the Emperor’s person and his favourite companions, whose
influence was constandy exerted and supreme over his mind.
Throughout life Muhammad Shah had never thought out any problem or made a decision for himself. He had
always been led by his favourites. In early youth he had emerged from the bondage of the Sayyid brothers only to
fall completely under the tutelage of a vulgar woman named Koki-ji and her associates, Raushan-ud-daulah of
Panipat and Shah Abdul Ghafur.
These three fell from favour and were sent into disgrace in 1732. Thereafter, for seven years the Emperor’s
feeble mind was dominated over by Samsam-ud-daulah Khan-i-Dauran and Samsam’s brother Muzaffar Khan
without a rival. When Samsam and Muzaffar died (1739), they were succeeded as the Emperor’s guiding angels
by Amir Khan and three other men brought to the Emperor’s notice by Amir Khan, namely, Muhammad Ishaq,
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Asad Yar, and (four years later) Safdar Jang. The life and character of these men therefore deserve study with
some fulness.
*
In the highest place among the Emperor’s confidants and personal favourites stood Amir Khan II, Umdat-ulmulk, a son of that Amir Khan I, Mir-i-miran who, had been Aurangzib’s famous governor of Kabul during
twenty-two years. He belonged to a very high family which was honoured in Persia as well as raised to supreme
eminence in India. His father’s mother was a daughter of the Empress Mumtaz Mahal’s sister and his paternal
uncle was Ruhullah Khan I, the ablest Bakhshi of Aurangzib’s times, while his own sister was married to
Ruhullah Khan II, another Bakhshi of that reign.
In spite of such notable connections and incentives to emulation, Amir Khan II never showed any capacity for
civil government or war, nor rose to any higher post than the Third-Paymastership. But he was a darling in private
life. His remarkable and varied personal accomplishments and cleverness drew scholars and artists to him, while
his power of extempore versification, apt reply, eloquent and lucid exposition of every subject, and above all his
command of bons mots and unfailing skill in jesting made his conversation irresistibly fascinating and gave him
boundless influence over the frivolous Muhammad Shah’s mind.
Some foundation was given to his reputation for wisdom by his versatile general knowledge of many things
and his power of quickly mastering the details of any kind of work. But his real capacity was insignificant. In the
end pride led to his tragic downfall. His complete sway over the Emperor’s mind turned his head and he came to
despise and insult the highest nobles of the realm, as is well illustrated by his reply to the wazir and the Nizam:
“So long as the shadow of my master’s grace is cast over my head, I am prepared to confront Gabriel and
Michael, not to speak of peers like you.”
*
Muhammad Ishaq Khan I, surnamed Mutaman-ud-daulah, was still dearer than Amir Khan to the Emperor. His
father, who had emigrated from Shustar in Persia to seek his fortune in India, did not rise very high. Ishaq himself
was for long a petty subaltern in the imperial artillery on a cash salary of Rs. 200 a month. He was an
accomplished speaker and ready versifier in Persian, which was his mother tongue, and his elegance of taste,
perfect manners and innate discretion made him easily take the foremost place in society far above his official
rank. He attached himself as a private companion (musahib) to Amir Khan II, both being Persians by race and
Shias by faith, and soon won his heart. Amir Khan could not help praising this jewel of a companion to the
Emperor, who asked to see him. Muhammad Ishaq was presented; the Emperor was charmed with his
accomplished manners and smooth tongue and immediately enlisted him among his personal attendants (khawiis).
Ishaq was day and night present with Muhammad Shah during the terrible period of Nadir’s invasion. While
the Emperor was staying in the Persian conqueror’s tents at Kamal, Ishaq’s speech and judgment, in a man
occupying such a low position, so favourably impressed Nadir that he asked Muhammad Shah,
“When you had Muhammad Ishaq, what need was there for you to appoint Qamr-ud-din as wazir?”
When the Padishah stole back to Delhi from his camp at Kamal in deep humiliation, Ishaq accompanied him
on the same elephant and tried to keep up his spirits. By this time he had completely cast his spell over the
Emperor’s heart and his rise was startlingly rapid. On 3 rd June 1739, from superintendent of the royal gardens at
Delhi he was promoted inspector of the Crown Prince’s contingent, and soon afterwarrls reached the summit of
his greatness as Diwan of the Crownlands with the rank of a 6-hazari and the title of Mutaman-ud-daulah, besides
a plurality of minor lucrative posts, and finally (on the 8 th of November) received the highest insignia of honour
called the mahi and maratib. But his meteoric career ended as rapidly in his death within a few months (18 th April
1740).
Ishaq was a devoted and sincere well-wisher of the Emperor and honestly gave him very sound advice
regardless of his own interests. He enjoyed the Emperor’s greatest confidence and favour and never abused his
power. His eldest son, Mirza Muhammad, who succeeded to his title as Ishaq Khan II, (Najm-ud-daulah) in 1740
and seven years later (13th Aug. 1747) to his post of Diwan-i-Khalsa, gained the Emperor’s trust and personal
affection in an even greater degree than his father and “became the Emperor’s life as it were,” so much so that
Muhammad Shah used to say,
“If Muhammad Ishaq Khan had not left Mirza Muhammad behind him, I do not know how I could have
survived him.”
Other sons of the first Ishaq Khan rose to high rank in the Emperor's service and his daughter (later known as
Bahu Begam) was married, by the Emperor’s express command, to Safdar Jang’s son and heir, Shuja-ud-daulah,
and became the mother of Nawab Asaf-ud-daulah of Oudh.
*
Another protégé of Amir Khan was Asad Yar Khan, a native of Agra. After filling some very subordinate
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offices, he was introduced to the Emperor by Amir Khan on 3 rd June 1739, and immediately created a 5-hazari
and Darogha of harkarahs or Postmaster-General and Head of the Intelligence Department. In time he rose to the
rank of a 6-hazari with the title of Asad-ud-daulah and the mahi and maraib insignia of the highest grade of the
peerage (8th November).
Though his education in the arts and sciences had been elementary, he had a very agreeable well-balanced
nature and could compose impromptu verses in Persian, which were pleasant to hear though not marked by
scholarship. Benevolent and discreet, he never shut his doors on the crowds of suitors who daily thronged the
audience chambers of the great, but had a kind word for everyone. Well-born persons, however poor and low of
rank, were treated by him like friends and brothers. His perfect courtesy and consideration for others made all
men like him.
Though Amir Khan in the end turned hostile to him out of envy and got his troops (Shamshir-dagh) disbanded
by influencing the Emperor, Asad Yar continued grateful for the Khan’s early favours, and sold his own jewels
and household goods to discharge the dues of Amir Khan’s unpaid and mutinous troops and thus saved his former
patron from insult and outrage.
*
Mirza Muqim, entitled Abul Mansur Khan and Safdar Jang, was the nephew and son-in-law of the late Sadat
Khan (Burhan-ul-mulk) and succeeded to his subahdari of Oudh immediately after his death (1739). He was now
at the maturity of his powers, being about thirty-five years of age, and maintained the best equipped and most
martial contin-gent of troops in the Empire next to the Nizam’s. The most valuable core of his army consisted of
six to seven thousand Qizilbashes (i.e., Turks settled in Persia) who had once belonged to Nadir Shah’s army, but
elected to stay on in India.
Safdar Jang was extremely lavish of money on his army and would pay any price, without the least thought, in
order to secure famous captains or good soldiers. Iranian Turks (popularly called “Mughals” in India) were the
best fighting material then available in Asia; these were his special favourites and he paid them Rs. 50 a month
per trooper against Rs. 35 only which India-born horsemen drew. When he reviewed his forces, if his eyes were
struck by a soldier’s look of smartness or efficiency, he would on the spot raise his pay, by Rs. 10 for a trooper
and Rs. 2 for a foot-soldier. In addition to giving high pay, he took care to supply his' men with complete
equipment and good arms and to keep them in comfort.
The fame of his liberality and personal care for his troops spread abroad and large numbers of recruits flocked
to his standard for enlistment. According to one writer, “his Mughal troops numbered 20,000, but among those
were many Hindustanis, who dressed themselves as ‘Mughals,’—spoke the Persian tongue, and drew the [higher]
pay. This, was especially the case with men from the district of Jadibal in Kashmir, who were all Shias,” like
Safdar Jang himself.
In short, he came to be looked upon as the sword arm of the Shia party in India. His character will be described
in the course of the history of the next reign when he dominated the stage for five years.
Such being the real state of things at Court in the last nine years of Muhammad Shah’s reign, we can more
easily understand the shape that events took during that, period.
*
When Nadir Shah left India, the administration of the Mughal Empire seemed to have been dissolved by the
shock of the foreign invasion. In provinces where there was no. strong governor public peace disappeared as the
people lost their wonted fear of a Government which was now so utterly discredited. Predatory instincts, so long
kept in check by Mughal rule or imperial prestige, now asserted themselves in the very heart of the Empire. Thus,
we read in the Chahar Gulzar that in the year following Nadir’s invasion a large number of Jats and Sikhs
gathered together, marched towards Sarhind and created a great disturbance there, by setting up one Daranat Shah
as their chieftain and seizing many villages. They were subdued only after an expedition had been sent from the
Court under Azimullah Khan.
In another corner of India, when the Peshwa Balaji Rao’s agent was conveying the money that the Nawab of
Bengal had paid to him as subsidy for armed help against Raghuji Bhonsle (1743), this agent, though escorted by
some troops of the governor of Patna, was attacked and robbed of his money at Saseram, by a Persian soldier of
fortune who had entered the Oudh subahdar’s service.
In the Ganges-Jamuna Doab, Ali Muhammad Ruhela, a former retainer of the local governor, “daily increased
his power during the neglect following Nadir Shah’s invasion, when no noble of the Court gave a thought to him.
He used to plunder the districts in his neighbourhood and brought the whole country up to the Kumaun hills under
his control. Strong in the strength of his fort (of Bangarh), he attacked the imperial territory and dreamt of
rivalling Sher Shah and Salim Shah.”
But there was no army under the Emperor to enforce peace and order. During Nadir’s invasion many of the
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imperial troops had fallen in the battle of Kamal or in the massacre of Delhi, and the survivors had dispersed to all
sides in order to escape from the prevailing disorder and scarcity of food. Thus, Muhammad Shah on his
restoration found himself practically defenceless. Asad Lar Khan, a new favourite and a very wise and thoughtful
man, convinced him of the urgency of the case and secured his permission to enlist 10,000 soldiers on a monthly
salary of Rs. 50 for each trooper and infantryman taken together. The horses of this cavalry were ordered to be
branded with the mark of the sword and hence the entire corps was called the Shamshir-dagh risiila.
*
Amir Khan and his protege Ishaq Khan having been installed in the Emperor’s supreme confidence (1739),
these Persian Shias began to work for the overthrow of the Turani Sunni nobles, whose leaders were the two
highest officers of the realm, viz., the Wazir Qamruddin and the Bakhshi Asaf Jah Nizam-ul-mulk. The Emperor
had long been harbouring a distrust of his Turani nobles, and their conduct during the late Persian invasion had
only confirmed his belief in their utter selfishness and disloyalty. He therefore lent a ready ear to the counsels of
Amir Khan. The plan hatched in the secrecy of the innermost circle of the palace was to remove Qamruddin from
the wazir-ship and appoint Amir Khan, who persuaded the Emperor that he himself could fill that office with
greater success and benefit to his master.
But how to bell the cat? The richest and best-armed noble in the realm, the Nizam, was the cousin and ally of
Qamruddin, and common danger was sure to knit them together still more closely. It was, therefore, decided to
effect the change of wazirs after the Nizam had left the Court for his viceroyalty of the Deccan and had gone too
far off to assist his cousin in Delhi. On 3 rd April 1740, the Nizam set out from Delhi to march to the Deccan where
his presence was demanded by the increasing Maratha pressure on his son and deputy Nasir lang. But he halted
outside the capital at Laisinghpura for some days in order to complete his preparations for the journey.
Amir Khan could hold himself no longer. He talked high in his private circle as if the wazir-ship had been
already bestowed on him, and he spoke with insolent contempt of Qamruddin. His words were reported by talebearers to the wazir, who easily divined the nature of the plot against him, and wrote to the Nizam a full report of
the state of affairs at Court and sought his advice. The Nizam replied counselling his cousin not to court the tragic
end and infamy of the Sayyid brothers by taking up arms against his ungrateful master, but to resign his office,
leave the worthless Emperor to his own devices, and accompany the Nizam to the Deccan.
The Delhi exchequer was empty, the secret hoards of the palace had been carried away by the Persian
conqueror, the provinces were withholding their tribute and the managers of the Crownlands their due revenue.
Thus the Court of Delhi was faced with starvation. By trying to squeeze money out of the nobles, Amir Khan
precipitated the crisis. He advised the Emperor to enforce the old rule of escheating the property of deceased
nobles. Badr-ud-din, a son of the wazir Qamruddin, having recently died leaving property worth 12½ lakhs of
rupees, Amir Khan on behalf of the Emperor demanded from the wazir the rent-roll of the jagirs of his late son,
with a view to resuming the grant. The wazir sent him a note of warning, saying,
“If in recompense for his servants’ sacrifice of their lives for him, the Emperor resumes their jagirs, what hope
of promotion and support can his hereditary slaves, devoted to him till eternity, have?” To this Amir Khan replied
insolently,
“So long as the shadow of my master rests on my head, I am prepared to confront Gabriel and Michael, not to
speak of two lords like you and Asaf Jah.”
*
The plot was fully unmasked by this time. Qamruddin immediately left Delhi, joined the Nizam in the suburbs,
and wrote to the Emperor,
“I have never been, nor will I ever be, disloyal to my sovereign. But as I have lost his favour, I beg to resign
my post and leave it to him to get my work done by some one more in his confidence.”
This letter and the news of the junction of the wazir and the Nizam in anger with him thoroughly cowed the
chicken-hearted Muhammad Shah. In utter perplexity and alarm he summoned Amir Khan and Ishaq Khan for
taking counsel. Then ensued an amusing scene truly characteristic of the empire’s degeneration. Amir Khan
insisted on their past agreement. The Emperor remained silent and then sent Amir Khan away for the day. He next
took Ishaq Khan apart to his private chamber and urged him with the most solemn oaths to give him without fear
or favour the counsel that he considered really best for the State.
Ishaq Khan had been raised from obscurity by Amir Khan and had promised him never to give the Emperor
any counsel opposed to the policy of his first patron. He was now in a dilemma and remained silent. Muhammad
Shah again took the strongest oaths and asked for his honest advice.
Ishaq explained the conflict between his duty to his two patrons and begged to be excused from giving any
answer. Then for the third time the Emperor asked for his advice and with still stronger entreaty. So, Ishaq Khan
had no help but to reply. He said,
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“Although Amir Khan is an amir and the son of an amir and possessed of bravery and skill in making
arrangements, yet he is known to the nobility and populace of Hindustan as light in character and manner. I and
certain other nobles were raised to the peerage (mansab) only yesterday. But Asaf Jah and Itimad-ud-daulah are
regarded by all the leading people of Hind with eyes of expectation, and obedience to them is considered as a gain
and a blessing. In my humble opinion it is inexpedient to break with such chiefs in reliance upon men like us. You
are the best judge of your own interests.”
On hearing this, Muhammad Shah fell back from his purpose and decided to conciliate Itimaduddaulah and
Asaf Jah. Next day Amir Khan, on coming to the Emperor, found him entirely changed from their previous
agreement. Muhammad Shah told him,
“It is not wise to antagonise the Turani nobles, who have such absolute power. The best policy is to conciliate
them. You, in loyalty to me, ought to refrain from doing anything that may excite their anger or hostility.”
The wazir-to-be discovered that he was not to be. Amir Khan’s game was lost; he found that in hoping to oust
Qamruddin with the Emperor’s support he had been leaning on a broken reed. Only one way was left for saving
his master and himself; it was an abject surrender. He was sent to the two nobles, as from the Emperor, with his
wrists tied together with a handkerchief like a culprit’s, and delivered this message from his master,
“This man has offended against you. Do what you like with him.”
The defeated plotter excused himself by laying all the blame on the wicked advice of lshaq Khan and other
courtiers! The two nobles considered such a man as beneath their contempt, but the Nizam commanded him,
under the guise of advice, to leave the Court:
“Now that differences have arisen between you and the wazir, it is best that you should go away from the
Court to your province of Allahabad for some time.”
Thus Amir Khan was removed from the society of the Emperor where he had so long been only making
mischief. He delayed his departure from the capital as long as he could under various pretexts, in the hope of
something turning up in the meantime, but the Nizam was inexorable and refused to leave Delhi before Amir
Khan had been actually expelled. Nearly four months were thus wasted. At last Amir Khan set out for Allahabad,
and then the Nizam began his southward march from the Jaisinghpura suburb (27 th July 1740). In the meantime
Ishaq Khan had died on 18th April, and the Emperor’s Court was purged of the Irani intriguers.
*
Three uneventful years passed in this state, and then the political chess-board underwent a dramatic change.
While on the North-western frontier profound peace and even safe defence were purchased by the cession of the
trans-Indus provinces to the king of Persia, a new danger arose in the east.
From April 1742 the Marathas of Nagpur began to make annual raids into Bengal, Bihar and Orissa which
were to continue for nine years and end only with the loss of Orissa to the Empire. The danger even threatened to
overflow from Bihar westwards into Allahabad at a time when the Emperor had secured peace in the south by the
virtual surrender of Malwa to the Peshwa. In the autumn of 1742, the Emperor, in response to the Bengal
subahdar’s urgent appeals for aid, ordered Safdar Jang (the subahdiir of Oudh) to march into Bihar, and if
necessary into Bengal also, and restore the imperial authority there by expelling the Marathas. As the price of this
service, Safdar Jang’s possessions were increased by handing over Chunar fort to him. The inner meaning of this
affair needs explanation.
In his enforced exile from the royal presence, Amir Khan had been spending three years at Allahabad and
constantly writing to the Emperor and brooding over the means of regaining his position at Court. His success
depended on his getting on his side an able general at the head of a powerful army who might naturally serve as a
counterpoise to the Nizam. This sword-arm of the Persian Shia party he discovered in his near neighbour Safdar
Jang, the subahdar of Oudh, and he now turned all his plans to enhancing his power, as he had once elevated
Ishaq Khan I.
Taking advantage of the Maratha invasion of the eastern provinces, Amir Khan played upon the imbecile
Emperor’s greed to push his own plan through. Since the viceroyalty of Murshid Quli Ja’far Khan (1713-1727),
the provinces of Bengal, Bihar and Orissa had practically become independent under his family. Though the
surplus revenue was regularly sent by the subahdar to the imperial Court, yet he was his own master in the matter
of the appointment and control of officers and the expenditure of public money.
Alivardi Khan (officially entitled Hisamuddaulah Mahabat Jang), who had seized the viceroyalty of Bengal by
killing Murshid Quli Khan’s grandson Sarafraz Khan (10 April 1740), delayed in sending to the Emperor the
property of the last two subahdars (Shuja Khan and Sarafraz Khan) which had legally lapsed to the State and
which would have been most welcome at the starving Court of Delhi. This was Amir Khan’s opportunity. He
wrote to the Emperor,
“Now that Alivardi Khan, the slayer of his master, is entangled with the Marathas and has no force to spare, if
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you order Safdar Jang he will easily conquer that province for you. Safdar Jang is a loyal servant and will pay you
the tribute of the province every year.”
Muhammad Shah agreed and wrote to Safdar Jang to that effect. The Oudh subahdar marched into Bihar,
causing more alarm than relief to the people whom he came professedly to rescue. But by that time (January
1743) Alivardi had gained the upper hand over the invaders and no longer needed help from others. So, Safdar
Jang returned from Patna to his own province (early in February). This futile and short march was represented to
the Emperor as a great achievement and a proof of Safdar Jang’s military capacity.
Amir Khan induced the Emperor to summon him and Safdar Jang to Court. Similar invitations were issued in
August 1743 to the other leading nobles of the provinces and the Rajahs, to come to Court and advise the Emperor
how to meet the annual Maratha threat to the eastern provinces.
*
Amir Khan reached Delhi on 5 th November 1743 and at once re-established his old ascendancy on the
Emperor’s mind. Safdar Jang arrived some eight days later, rode into the city at the head of 10,000 splendidly
dressed troopers with full pomp, and was lodged in Dara Shukoh’s mansion within the walls. The Persian
influence was now supreme at Court and the Turani party went down. The post of Mir Atish (Chief of Artillery)
was very important, as its holder guarded and controlled the Emperor’s person, family and treasures within the
palace of Delhi. On the death of the last incumbent Saduddin Khan (on 20 June 1741), this office had been
conferred upon his son Hafizuddin, a Turani and a protégé of the wazir. But now, on 11th March 1744, it was taken
away from him and given to Safdar Jang, at Amir Khan’s suggestion, as Muhammad Shah had lost all faith in his
Turani nobles. Safdar Jang, by virtue of his office, now took up his residence in the palace-fort and pluralities
began to come thick upon him.
His influence henceforth swayed the Emperor’s counsels as against the wazir’s. And the first manifestation of
it was the imperial campaign undertaken against Ali Muhammad Khan Ruhela, the lord of Aonia and Bangarh
whose patron was the wazir (1745), as will be described in Chapter II.
The Shia influence now rapidly extended itself at Court. Late in 1745 the Emperor dictated a marriage between
Safdar’s son and heir Shuja-ud-daulah and the sister of his greatest favourite Ishaq Khan II Najmuddaulah. This
illustrious lady was Bahu Begam, the tragic heroine of the impeachment of Warren Hastings for the ill-treatment
of the Begams of Oudh. On 12 th July 1747, Najmuddaulah was appointed diwan of the Crownlands, the post held
by his father at his death.
*
But in this very year 1745 died one of the main pillars of the Persian party at Court, Asad Yar Khan. His
project of raising a new army, the Shamshirdagh, 10,000 strong, had been wrecked on the rock of finance. This
force cost 30 lakhs of Rupees a year. But after Nadir Shah’s retirement, many of the dispersed soldiers of the old
imperial army gradually returned to their master’s standards, and the State income soon proved insufficient to
meet the army bill. So, the Emperor at first decided to discharge half the new Shamshirdagh corps. Amir Khan on
his return to power showered all his favour on his new protégé Safdar Jang and displayed a mean jealousy of
Asad Yar Khan whom he himself had once raised from obscurity to the Emperor’s notice. On 24 th September
1744, he caused Asad Yar to be removed from the absentee governorship of Kashmir in order to make room for
Safdar Jang.
He next induced the Emperor to disband the Shamshirdagh altogether on the ground of retrenchment. The
soldiers’ salary was then in arrears for nine months. When Asad Yar begged the Emperor to pay the sum due (Rs.
22½ lakhs), Amir Khan objected to the payment saying that the men had enjoyed their salary for 4½ years but
done nothing for the State. The weak Emperor therefore refused to clear their arrears.
The soldiers, on hearing of it, marched round the palace in a riotous crowd and meeting Amir Khan, on his
way to the audience, in the streets, abused him heartily and pelted him with brick-bats. Asad Yar at last pacified
them by taking the responsibility for their arrears of salary on himself and discharged this self-imposed obligation
by selling his household goods and jewels. His troubles only ended with his death, c. 15 April 1745.
*
His former patron and later persecutor outlived him only twenty months. Amir Khan had never been
remarkable for wisdom or self-control, and now unlimited sway over the Emperor’s counsels without the public
responsibility of any official duty completely turned his head. During the recent campaign against Ali Muhammad
Ruhela there was a widespread public expectation that he would soon replace Qamruddin as wazir. In his insane
pride, he acted as if he had already become his master’s master and a king-making wazir like Sayyid Husain Ali.
He began to press his advice and demands upon the Emperor with disrespectful vehemence and to treat the other
nobles with contempt as no better than the rabble. Even personal friends and favourites of Muhammad Shah, like
Ishaq Khan II and his brothers, suffered public scorn at his hands.
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The worm turned at last. One day Muhammad Shah’s devoted head eunuch Roz Mzun Khan (the
Superintendent of the Palace) ventured to protest against some act or word of Amir Khan as discourteous to their
master; immediately there was a scene at Court, the timid Emperor quailed before the torrent of Amir Khan’s rage
and threats and yielded to his demand that Roz Afzun should be dismissed and a creature of Amir Khan appointed
in his place.
This change would have made the Emperor the helpless slave of Amir Khan. So, at his instigation Roz Afzun
Khan set an aggrieved servant of Amir Khan to stab him to death, on his way to the select Audience, near the
lattice-door of the Diwan-i-am (25 December, 1746).
The soldiers of Amir Khan’s contingent, whose salary he had left unpaid for fourteen months, immediately
after his death surrounded his mansion and would not allow his burial to take place till their dues were satisfied.
Four days passed in this way, till the corpse began to suffer natural dissolution. Then Safdar Jang took it on
himself to discharge this debt, and gave to the soldiers two hostages for the payment, when at last they allowed
the Khan’s body to be consigned to the grave. And yet this man, though he was childless, had been thus starving
his soldiers and servants, while he had 50 to 60 lakhs of Rupees worth of jewellery hoarded in his house. These
were now taken by the Emperor at the unfair valuation of ten lakhs only.
Two months after Asad Yar Khan’s death, Zakariya Khan, the able governor of the Panjab, passed away. This
event introduced a most momentous change in the fortunes of the Delhi monarchy, which will be narrated in
Chapter V. …
278.67b Excerpt from “Bangladesher Mahillaganer Swadhinata Bishay”\fn{by “a lady from Boalia” (before 1871- )}
Boalia Upzila, Rajshahi District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) -1
In the absence of any freedom, the women of our country live as persons bereft of any sensations …
They always live at the same place and know the sam set of eople. Consequently they are unable to converse
and communicate with honest and educated people and visit beautiful places. There are laces by visiting which
one can benefit both in this world and in the world after, and there are people conversing with whom you can have
invaluable instructions, but Bengali women can have none of these. Tghey are deprived of the excellent things
that this world has to offer …
It cannot be considered as a matter of disgrace if women are allowed to go out with their husbands or other
relations. Now they can go neither to the Brahmo Samej for attending the services nor to school for receiving
education. They are like fcaged birds who can only toss about in their small world. Consequently their intellect
remains absolutely undeveloped …
Women have neither any freedom of action nor any freedom of choice. Alas! Men have so unlimited authority
over women, they can do whatever they want to, but women have no rights. .\fn{In Bamabodhini Patrika (May-June,
1871, pp. 62-64)}
269.166 1. Excerpts from Patralekha 2. Excerpts from Angshu\fn{by Priyambada Devi (1871-1935)} Gunaigacha
Village, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 2
1
I [can] not hold thee, can not hold thee, blend thee in my heart and make thee mine—though light of the skies
—I can not hold thee, can not hold thee, although I love thee ever and love thee much.
I can not bind thee, can not bind thee, weave thee and twine thee even into new rhymes, oh my love, my all—I
can not bind thee, as I can not find the words to create the form I dream of, love and long for.
*
Alas, I never can make thee out of my heart, for at times I find thee lying in me like the dull, hard, insensate,
insensible stone, heavy and unbearable, or unceasing claim of ever tiring and constant pain.
And suddenly again I find thee blowing away like the sandal scented southern breeze, breathing life into myriads of
flowers, awakening in them all the colours of the rainbow, overflowing with sweetness of sound and touch, deliciousness
of scent and colour, at every breath—quite beyond all possibilities of control.
*
The longing and the eagerness of spring is nurtured by summer when young fruits cluster round the branches and
dainty buds droop away.
Flowers shake off the scent and lie on the scattered petals on the ground, but slowly the fruits swell up filled
with sweet juice, scent and colour.
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Alas this longing, this eagerness borne in by autumn, when shall it find its fulfilment, where its end? The distant void
sky holdshot a speck of cloud, and the flowers and leaves of other days, where are they? The trees all over stand bare, dry
leaves scatter and cover the face of the earth, and thirsty dust fl[ies] about in the whirlwind.
2
We rifle thy heart for gems, and churn thy breast for pearls,
with sharp iron ploughs delve deep into thy soft green body
and with careless ease appease our hunger and thirst.
Merciful mother, with patient diligence, we pile granite slabs on thy bosom,
and build palaces and theatres and temples,
that spear the clouds with their spires.
With eager greedy hands, we pluck at thy bridal vesture
and laughingly make our beds of love delightful
with the first fresh flowers of thy spring.
Yet alas, day and night our inconstant hearts fly away to that distant horizon afar,
where birds rush on with wings outspread,
carried over by joy and suddenly vanish in the unbounded light;
where the dark clouds foster the lightning
and the sun and moon and stars lay bare the heart of darkness.
*
With thee in my arms I awake,
and rouse thee with the ray-caress of my eyes.
With thee beside my heart, I slumber and I dream.
And all through the burning day,
often and often I suckle and soothe thee with my life nectar,
so that thou mayst live and live forever.
*
The stormy winds howl along,
the rain beats from all sides,
against my lonely being,
overhead the sky is torn to shreds by cruel lightening,
and all around the night is dark and dreary.
I stand drenched and shivering at thy threshold, seeking sanctuary.
Throw thou open the fast locked portals of the unmoved monastery
and in mercy sweet, grant me shelter benign.
*
Response there is none of floating boats on those waves.
They rise and fall and overflow with the ever joy of soul.
And out of their depth rises a mountain king, with brow serene.
The roaming ground of lights glorious,
where misty vapours in self-forgetfulness gather in clouds of grace.
On that mountain crown my companion-bird has built his nest.
And in the moonlight, before it is dawn he sings alone, calling to me by my name.
Ah that sweet name call, comes gliding through the air, sweeter and sweeter.
Swimming through an ocean of dreams I shall surely reach there, the nest Elysian.
*
All my thoughts have flown seeking thee,
like arrows from the tense bow,
and will alas never come back and fill the empty quiver of my heart.
*
Unknown stranger, why dost thou send
unceasing thoughts, innumerable,
like a swarm of rushing bees,
seeking for the honey of lotus heart?
The soft flower has long enclosed in a crystal case.
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The initiated know that there lives
Not a hope for a drop of honey.
Honey tempted delicate messengers,
go back one and all go back home.
Do clever diplomats ever waste life on a futile embassy?
*
Speak, speak to me, though from afar,
let thy words rouse response in the breeze
spreading an echo of murmuring melodies, all through the sleeping woods.
Let crickets chirp, bees hum and butterflies flit on rainbow wings,
whispering thoughts to opening buds,
that make them bloom in colours and unfold in fragrance.
Breathe, breathe the songs to the sky, thy reveries pour, gliding they shall overcome all space,
prompting nightingales, at the dead of night, to sing a sleepless serenade to my dream,
coaxing doves, to coo twilight caresses to the glare of my mid-day thoughts.
*
Like a conch washed ashore, I live dead silent.
Out of an ocean of song I had come and the melody of endless music throbs in my heart.
Come my warrior, hold me with both thine hands and blow into my soul thy trumpet call,
So that roused I may summon a host of songs, making every grain of mute sand awake and sing in chorus the
paean of fathomless life’s rhythmic ever-flow.
291.50 The Tree With The Golden Branches: A Folktale\fn{by an otherwise unknown Pali informant (before 1872- )}
Dinajpur, Dinajpur District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (M?) 5
1
There was once a king who had two queens named Duha and Suha. Suha had two sons, but Duha had only one
lame son.
One night the king dreamed that he saw a tree whose stem was silver, its branches were of gold, the leaves were diamonds, the fruits were pearls, and peacocks were playing in the branches and eating the fruits.
When the king saw this, he lost the sight of both his eyes, and he again dreamed that if he could really see the silver tree with golden branches, diamond leaves, pearly fruits, and peacocks playing in the branches, his eyesight would
be restored to him; otherwise he would remain blind for the rest of his life
Then he rose up, and retired to his House of Anger, as was the custom, when he was angry and slept there.
*
Early next morning the Prime Minister with the officers and attendants came to court, and not finding the king sitting on his throne as usual, they went to enquire what had happened. But the king would not speak a single word to
any of them.
Shortly after that he two sons of Queen Suha came, and after offering the king much consolation they asked him
why he refused to speak, and why he had slept in the House of Anger. Then the king told them all about the dream
which he had seen, and how he had become blind, and how he had been told that if anyone would show him a tree
like the one he had seen in his dream, he would recover his sight, otherwise he would regain blind for the rest of his
life. The king’s sons said that they would find some way to show him the tree, and comforted him; so that he left the
House of Anger and sat on his throne, and began to attend to his public business as usual.
*
Meanwhile the king’s sons mounted their horses and started to search for the tree. When Queen Duha’s lame son
heard of it, he went to his mother, and told her how his father had become blind, and how his brothers had mounted
their horses to search for the means of curing their father by bringing the tree with the golden branches, and that he
wished to go with them and help to search for the tree.
His mother told him that the king could not bear the sight of him or her, and that he could not go.
After this he was very angry and said that he was determined to go; so his mother told him that he might go, but he
must first obtain leave from the king. So he went into the king’s presence, but as he did not dare to approach him, he
remained standing in a corner of the court.
*
The Prime Minister saw him, and went and told the king that the son of Queen Duha had been standing there for
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some time, but he was afraid to come near and tell what he had to say. The king ordered the Prime Minister to enquire
why he had come. So the prince told him that his brothers had gone to search for the silver tree to cure the king, and
he wished to go with them.
The king said that he was lame, and could not go, but the Prime Minister replied that in the dream it was only said
that somebody must bring the tree, it did not matter who brought it, and that no one’s name had been mentioned, and
if the prince wished to go, the king might allow him to do so. The king told the Prime Minister to do as he thought
best; so he gave the prince some money and a horse, and sent him away.
*
The prince went to his mother, Queen Duha, and as he was taking leave of her, he gave her a plant, and said,
“Mother, take care of this plant, and look at it every day, and when you see that it is fading, you will know that
some misfortune has befallen me, and when it is dead, I shall be dead too, and if it be flourishing you will be sure that
I am well.” So saying he left his home and raveled for some distance till he came to a tree where his brothers were sitting with their horses tied near. When his brothers saw him, they said to each other,
“Look, brother, the lame boy is coming, it is a very lucky thing, we will make him cook for us.” So they all met together, and after they had cooked and eaten, they lay down at the foot of the tree, and went to sleep; but the son of
Queen Duha sat up wide awake.
*
Now it happened that a pair of birds had built their nest in the tree, and at night the old birds went out to seek food,
leaving their young ones in the nest. After they had gone, a great snake climbed up the tree to eat the young birds;
they all began to cry out when they saw it, but Queen Duha’s son drew a sword from his belt and cut the snake in pie
es. He then cut off the snake’s head and tail, and gave them to the young birds to eat.
At the end of the night the old birds returned to their nest, and the young birds told their father and mother all that
had befallen them, and enquired who the three men were who had come to the foot of the tree. The mother bird told
them that the men were the sons of the king of a certain country, and that the lame man who had saved their lives and
given them food was the son of Queen Duha, and the king could not bear to look on him.
The young birds then enquired why they had come and whither they were going. So the mother bird told them that
the king had seen a dream, and become blind, and his sons had come to search for the silver tree to make him well.
The young birds then asked if the princes would find the tree, and the mother bird told them that the princes would
find it if they would descend into the well which was at the foot of the tree.
*
Now the son of Queen Duha was awake all the time and heard all the talk of the birds, and in the morning he told
his brothers, and asked them if they would go down into the well. But they told him to go himself, thinking that he
would probably be killed. Queen Duha’s son agreed to go, but told his brothers that they must weave a rope of grass,
and lower him down into the well, and draw him up again when he shook the rope and must not leave the place until
he had shaken it. So he fastened the rope round his waist, and was let down into the well.
2
When he reached the bottom, he saw a path before him, and went up along it for some distance, till he reached a
city built of stone, into which he entered, and found that the whole place was covered with the bones of men, there
was no living thing to be seen, nothing but bones. He could no help thinking that he was very unlucky in having come
there.
After he went into one of the houses, and saw a dead woman lying stretched upon a bed; again he wondered what
ill-luck had brought him there; then he looked again and found a golden wand and a silver wand lying one on each
side of the dead woman; he took them up, and as he was moving them from side to side, he touched her body with the
golden wand, then she turned on one side and awoke. When she saw the man, she said to him,
“Why are you, and why have you come here? This is a city of Rakshasas, the ogres, who will kill and devour you.”
He prince told her that now hat he had come, she could either save him or destroy him as she thought best. So the
woman arose, and cooked food, and gave him to eat, and after she had presented him with betel-nut and tobacco, she
said,
“It is now time for the Rakshasas to return, you must touch my body with the silver wand, and make me dead
again, and you go and conceal yourself in the large cauldron which my father used in performing worship.” So the
prince touched her body with the silver wand, and went and hid himself in the cauldron.
*
When the Rakshasas came they brought her to life, and after she had bathed, she cooked twenty-two maunds of
rice and twenty-two buffaloes, and gave to the Rakshasas to eat. At nightfall they all went to their own homes and the
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woman began to shampoo the feet of the old Rakshasa with an iron rod of twenty-two maunds weight.
In the morning the Rakshasas returned, and made the woman dead as before, and went away. Then the king’s son
came out of the cauldron and aroused the woman, and she cooked for him, and after they had both eaten, she again
presented him with betel-nut and tobacco. As they were talking together, he said that he should be forced to remain in
concealment all the time he was in that place; so she must go to the old Rakshasa, and ask him how the Rakshasas
could be destroyed.
*
The woman said it would be impossible for her to discover that, but he told her that she must begin to cry when she
was shampooing the feet of the old Rakshasa. She asked what she was to do if tears would not come into her eyes,
and the prince replied:
“You must mix some salt with the water which you pour over the Rakshasa’s feet, and put some of it into your
eyes, and when the old Rakshasa asks you why you are crying, you must say to him, ‘You are now very old, and will
die soon, and when you are dead, the other Rakshasas will kill me, and eat me, a d this is the cause of my tears.’”
After the king’s son had given her this counsel, he went and concealed himself in the cauldron as before.
*
After a little time the Rakshasas came and ate their food as usual, and went to sleep. Then the woman went to the
old Rakshasa to shampoo his feet, and as she was doing it, she put the salt-water in her eyes and made the tears flow,
as the king’s son had told her. When the old Rakshasa saw it, he asked her why she was crying, and she said, it was
because he was old and would die in a few days, and after his death, the others would eat her. Then he said,
“It is impossible that we should die, but still your father had a tank, and in that tank there is a pillar of crystal and a
great knife and a bitter gourd; now in a certain country there is a king who has a queen named Duha, and she has a
lame son; if he were to come and cover his eyes with a cloth folded seven times, and lift all these things out of the
tank at one dive, and cut through the crystal pillar at one blow, he would find the gourd in the middle of it, and inside
the gourd are two bees; then if anyone could smear his hands with ashes, and catch the bees as they flew away, and
squeeze them to death, we should all die; but if a single drop of their blood were to fall to the ground, we should be come twice as numerous as we were before.”
The woman replied that it was quite impossible that Queen Duha’s son could come there and kill them.
*
When the morning had come, the Rakshasas made the woman dead as before, and went away, but the king’s son
revived her, and she tld him all that she had heard from the old Rakshasa; so they both of them went to the bank of the
tank, and the woman bound a cloth seven times over his eyes; then he plunged into the water; and at one dive brought
up all the things, and at one blow split open the crystal pillar. Just as the two bees were flying out from he gourd, the
woman smeared her hands with ashes, and caught them, and killed them so that not a single drop of their blood fell to
the ground, and at that very instant all the Rakshasas died, no matter where they were.
*
After this the king’s son and the woman lived quietly together for some time, till one day he said that although he
had been some time in the country, he had never visited the different part of it, and that day he would go and see the
northern part. The woman told him that he might go and see the northern part of the country if he wished, but he must
be careful not to go into the northernmost corner.
So the king’s son went and saw all the northern part except the farthest corner; but he could not help wondering
what was there, and why the woman had forbidden him to visit it. At last he determined to go and see for himself.
*
When he reached the place he saw a woman sitting weaving a garland, and some sheep feeding in front of her. As
soon as he saw how beautiful she was, he thought that was the reason the woman had forbidden him to come there.
When the woman saw him she treated him with great politeness, and said to him,
“Prince, here is a garland which I have been weaving for you.”
With these words she put the garland on his head, but s she was doing so, she rubbed a drug on his forehead, which
changed him into a sheep.
*
In the meantime the woman, finding that the king’s son was very late in returning, could not help thinking that he
must have gone into the northernmost corner. So she went to search for him, and found that the garland-maker had
transformed him into a sheep. So she told her that she had changed her brother-in-law into a sheep.
The garland-maker said that she did not recognize her brother-in-law when he came to her, and asked the woman
to point him out. Then the woman found the right sheep and rubbed the drug off his forehead, and the king’s son became himself again, and she told him that he was acting very wrongly ingoing to the northernmost corner, although
she had forbidden him.
288

Then they went home and had some food.
*
But after a few days, the prince said that he was going to see the southern part of the country. The woman told him
that he might go, but he must not go into the southernmost corner. The prince then set out to see the southern part and
after he had seen all the southern country, he could not help wondering what was to be seen in the southernmost corner to which he was forbidden to go. So he went ahead and saw a beautiful garden of plantain trees, with plantains of
all the best kinds ripening in it. He said to himself,
“Only look! Here are all these ripe plantains, and the woman has never brought me a single one to eat with milk.”
With these words, he took hold of a plantain tree to shake down a ripe fruit, but no sooner had he touched it than he
was changed into a monkey, and leaped up into the tree.
Meanwhile the woman, seeing his delay in coming, went in search of him, and found that he had been changed
into a monkey. So she took an unripe plantain, and showed it to him, and when he came near to smell it, he became a
man again, and she told him that he must never disobey her again; he promised never to do so, and they both went
home and ate and drank.
*
After some days, the king’s son said that he would go and see the eastern part of the country, and the woman told
him not to go into the easternmost corner. But after he had seen all the eastern country, he thought that just for once he
would go and see the easternmost corner; so he went and found a mendicant, a faqir, sitting there saying his prayers.
The faqir saluted him respectfully, and told him not to remain so far off, but to come a little nearer, and when he came
nearer, he put a drug on his forehead, and transformed him into a horse. Then he climbed on his back just as if he was
his own horse, and beat him with the whip, and made him gallop at full speed.
*
Meanwhile the woman saw that he was long in returning, and thought that he had been changed into a horse, and
the faqir was riding him and making him gallop. Hen she told the faqir that it was his own son-in-law whom he had
transformed into a horse, and was riding; and made him so ashamed of what he had done that he changed the horse to
a man again, and she said to the king’s son,
“For shame, Prince, you always do what I forbid you, see what marks the faqir’s whip has made on your back.”
He looked and found that blood was dripping from his back, and he promised that he would never again do what
she forbade him. They then went home and ate their food.
*
After some days had passed, the king’s son said that he would go and see the western part of the country The
woman told him that he might go if he did not go into the westernmost corner. When he had seen the whole of the
western country, he said to himself that he had suffered every misfortune which could possible happen to him, and
that there was only one little corner remaining and he must go and see it. So he went and found a well into which a
man, a tiger, a snake, and a frog had fallen.
When they saw him they all called out to him to come and take them out. He then took the turban from his head
and let it down into the well and pulled out the tiger first. The tiger saluted him and said,
“Prince, when any misfortune befalls you, think of me and I will come and befriend you; but be sure not to give
any assistance to any creature which has no tail.”
After that the prince pulled the snake out of the well and the snake saluted him in the same way as the tiger and
went away. He then lifted the frog out (now a frog has no tail) and the frog spat upon his body and went ay. Last of all,
he drew up the man (now a man has no tail) and the man seized him and bound him up and threw him into the well
and went away.
Meanwhile the woman, seeing the prince’s delay, thought that some fresh misfortune must have befallen him; so
she went to search for him and found him in the well. She pulled him out, but from that day forth she would not allow
him to go out of her sight.
3
After some time had passed the prince one day thought that although he had come to try and find a remedy for his
father, he had fallen in with the woman and forgotten everything else, and he began to cry. The woman asked him
why he was crying, and he told her it was because he had done nothing to obtain the object for which he came, but
had spent all his time with her. The woman enquired what his object in coming was, and he told her that his father had
seen a silver tree in a dream and become blind, but that if anyone could show him a tree with silver stem, golden
branches, pearly fruits, and peacocks playing in the branches, he would recover his sight; otherwise he would remain
blind.
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The woman told him that he must not stay there any longer, and she packed provisions for ten or fifteen days, in
the shell of a gourd, but she continu4d to go into the house and come out of the house and to make such delay that the
prince grew very angry and said to himself,
“I have suffered all these dangers for the sake of this woman and yet she does not attend to what I say, but continues to say she will come, and goes into the house and comes back again and makes great delay. I will kill her and cut
her to pieces.”
*
Having determined on this, he took the large knife which he had brought from the tank and cut her asunder at pone
blow. No sooner had he done so than her two legs became a silver stem, her two arms were golden branches, the
palms of her hands were diamond leaves, all her ornaments were fruits of pearl, and her head was a peacock dancing
in the branches and eating the fruits.
When the prince saw it, he perceived that it was the very tgree for which he was searching and he thought it was a
great pity that h had killed the woman in that place, for if he had taken her to his father he could have cured him,
while the tree itself wads too large for him to carry, so he was about to cut it in pieces when the knife slipped from his
hand, and the moment it touched the ground, the tree was again changed into the woman, who said to him,
“Prince, I did not attend to what you said, in order that you might see the tree; now if you kill me, you will be able
to show your father the silver tree and if you drop the knife on the ground, I shall again become a woman. Come now,
let us go to my father-in-law and restore him to sight.”
*
Then they both went to he well by which he prince had descended and began o shake the rope. The woman said to
the prince,
“You must go first because if I go first, your brothers will see me and will never pull you up afterwards.” But he
said,
“If I go first and you do not follow me, my father will not be cured.
So they agreed to go together.
*
When they reached the top, the prince’s brothers saw how beautiful the woman was, and determined that Queen
Duha’s lame son should not have her but that they would keep her for themselves, and throw him into the sea when
they were in the ship on their way home, and they would tell their father that, although they had searched long for a
remedy for him, they could not find one and had only brought a woman.
So they all went into the ship, and when they were on the open sea, the prince’s brothers bound him hand and foot
and threw him overboard.
But the woman, from inside the ship, saw what had happened, and threw him the shell of the gourd which she had
brought with her; so the lame prince sat on the gourd and traveled on, and when he was hungry, he ate the food which
the woman had stored in it.
*
In the meantime, when the prince’s brothers attempted to touch the woman, she told them that she had made a vow
that no one should touch her for twelve years, and that the lame prince had never touched her, although he had married her, and that if they used violence to her they would be at once burnt to ashes; so they did not touch her, and after
a few days they reached home and told their father that they had found no remedy for him, but had brought a woman,
and the king was pleased when he heard it.
*
All this time Queen Duha’s son was sitting on the gourd, without any means of escape, till at last he thought over
all that had happened to him and remembered the snake; no sooner had he done so than the snake came, and giving
him his tail to hold, dragged him through the water to the shore and told him that he must then think of his friend, the
tiger, who would come and unfasten the ropes by which he was bound.
When the prince thought of the tiger, and the tiger came and cut the prince’s bonds with his teeth, and he traveled
slowly on till he reached home, and went to his mother and told her all about the woman he had found, and how his
brothers had thrown him into the sea. She told him that his brothers had brought the woman forcibly and invented a
long story to satisfy the king; so he determined to go and enquire about it.
*
When he came into the king’s presence he asked whether his brothers had brought the silver tree, and the king gold
him that they had only brought a woman. The prince said that it was he who had found the woman, and that he would
change her to a silver tree, but that if his brothers could change her back to a woman he would confess that they had
found her and they might keep her. The king promised that if the prince could change the woman to a silver tree and
back to a woman again, she should belong to him, and that if he recovered the sight of his eyes he would give him all
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his kingdom.
*
The prince then called the woman and cut her in pieces with the large knife, and her feet became a silver stem, her
two hands were golden branches, her head-ornaments were diamond leaves, all her bracelets and bangles were pearly
fruits, and her head was [a] peacock dancing and playing in the branches, and eating the pearls.
Just as the king saw it, he recovered the sight of his eyes.
But the other princes said that they had found the woman and their brother had changed her into a tree by magic.
The king told them that if they could change her back to a woman they might keep her, but they could not do it.
So the lame prince dropped his knife on the ground, and she instantly became a woman again and did homage to
her father-in-law.
Then the king gave the whole kingdom to his lame son and banished the wicked princes, and he loved Queen Duha
as much as he used to love Suha, and took her to his palace and lived with her.

Mosque in Saidpur, Nilphamari District
Bengali 29 Ghosh Excerpt from Soul Of India Speaks: 1. “The Vedic Rituals” 2. “The Mahabharat” 3. “The
Gita” 4. “The Puranas And Other Devotional Scriptures”\fn{by Jagadish Chandra Ghosh (1872-1958)} Dashara
Village, Manikganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 28
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226.138 Excerpt from The Indo-Aryan Races: A Study Of The Origin Of Indo-Aryan People and
Institutions\fn{by Ramprasad Chanda (1873-1942)} Sreedharkhola, Munshiganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh
(M) 10
The dawn of history is heralded in India by hymns sung by the Rsis and enshrined in the Rgveda Samhita.
These hymns reveal two hostile peoples in the Land of the Seven Rivers now called the Punjab—the devaworshipping Arya and the deva-less and riteless Dasyu or Dasa. The first problem that demands the attention of
students of the anthropological history of India is, who were these Dasyus or non-Aryas of Vedic India?\fn{ The
asterisks represent the paragraphs as divided in the original chapter; these I have subdivided into their thought-units, for better
comprehension:H}

*
It is commonly assumed that in the four-fold division of castes (varna = colour) the aborigines, who submitted
to, or were subdued by, the Aryan invaders, were represented by the Sudras.
“It is reasonable to reckon the Sudra of the later texts as belonging to the aborigines who had been reduced to
subjection by the Aryans.” But this view does not accord well with the data in hand.
The status of a Sudra of the later Vedic age resembles that of slaves or serfs of Europe. In the Aitareya
Brahmana (VII.29) it is said of the Sudra:
“One like a Sudra shall be born in thy line, the servant of another, who may be expelled or slain at will.”
According to the Pñicavimsa Brahmana (VI.I.11) a Sudra, even if prosperous (bahu-pasu, “having many cows”)
could not be other than a servant; his business was the washing of the feet of his superiors (padavanejya). This
accords well with Manu (VIII.413-414,417) who says:
The Sudra, whether bought or unbought, should be made to act as a slave (dasyam), for the Sudra was created by the
Self-existent for the service of the Brahman. Even if freed by his master, the Sudra is not released from servitude; for
this (servitude) is innate in him: who then can take it from him? A Brahman may take possession of the goods of a
Sudra without any hesitation, for nothing that belongs to him is his own, he is one whose property may be taken away
by his master.

*
About the different ways of making slaves or Sudras, Manu (VIII.415) writes:
“A war-captive, one serving as a slave for food, one born (of a female slave) within the house, one bought, one
received as a gift, one inherited from the father, and one condemned to act as a slave as a punishment—these are
the seven kinds of slaves.”
*
Some of these methods of making Sudras, particularly enslaving a war-captive, must have been in vogue in the
Vedic period. In the early Vedic period the Aryas were not only at war with Dasa foes but also with Prya foes.
About the wars of the Rgvedic Aryas, Professors Macdonell and Keith write:
Aryan foes (vrtra) are referred to beside Dasa foes, and there are many references to war of Aryan versus Aryan, as
well as to war of Aryan against Dasa. From this it can be fairly deduced that even by the time of the Rgveda the Aryan
communities had advanced far beyond the stage of simple conquest of the aborigines. In the later Samhitas and
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Brahmanas the wars alluded to seem mainly Aryan, wars, no doubt in consequence of the fusion of Arya and Dasa into
one community.

*
It cannot be assumed that the Aryas treated Dasa war-captives in one way, that is to say, made them slaves, and
their Arya war-captives in a different way, for the hymns breathe as bitter hatred of foes of one class as of the
other. Therefore it is unreasonable to hold that the Sudras of the Vedic period were recruited from among the
aborigines alone.
*
For the true representatives of the Anaryas of the Rgvedic age we should look. not to the fourth order of the
Vedic Society but to the fifth order, the Nisadas. In the Rgveda the term pancajanah and its synonyms occur very
often. According to Yaska (ill. 8) the term means,
“Gandharvas, manes, gods, demons, and monsters according to some, and the four varnas with the Nisada as
the fifth according to the Upamanyus.”
But in two other places (X.3.5,7) Yaska himself explains panca-krsti of the Rgveda as panca manusyajatani,
“five classes of men”, which is explained by the scholiast\fn{ One of the ancient commentators who annotated the classical
authors, usually by inserting their comments (scholia) on the margins of the MSS of those classical authors } as the four varnas with
the Nisadas as the fifth. The author of the Brhaddevata attributes this interpretation to Sakatayana also (VII.69).
Nisadas are first named as such in the Rudradhyaya of the Yajurveda together with the Vratas (nomads),
Taksans (carpenters). Rathakaras, (chariot-makers), Kulalas (potters), Karmaras (blacksmiths), Punjisthas
(fowlers), Svanins (dog-keepers), and Mrgayus (hunters). The Mahabharata (XII.59.94-97) contains the
following account of the origin of the Nisadas:
Vena, a slave of wrath and malice, became unrighteous in his conduct towards all creatures. The Rsis, those utterers
of Brahma, slew him with kusa blades inspired with mantras. Uttering mantras the while, those Rsis pierced the right
thigh of Vena. Thereupon, from that thigh, came out a short-limbed person on earth, resembling a charred brand, with
blood-red eyes and black hair. Those utterers of Brahma then said unto him, ‘Nisida, sit here.’ From him have sprung
the Nisadas, viz. those wicked tribes that have the hills and the forests for their abode, as also those hundreds and
thousands of others, called Mlecchas, residing on the Vindhya mountains.”

*
The same story is repeated in many of the Puranas. In the Visnu Purana (I.13) the Nisada is described as “of
the complexion of a charred stake, with flattened feature and dwarfish stature”.
The Bhagavata Purana (IV.14.44) describes the Nisada as “black like crow, very low statured, short armed,
having high cheek bones, low-topped nose, red eyes and copper-coloured hair”. In the Padma Purana (II.27.4243) it is said,
“His (Nisada’s) descendants are settled in the hills and forests; the Nisadas, Kiratas, Bhillas, Nahalakas,
Rhramaras, Pulindas, and other Mleccha tribes addicted to vices are all sprung from his body.”
These epic and Puranic legends evidently contain genuine traditions relating to the physical characters of the
aborigines whom the Vedic Aryas met in the plains of Northern India. The Nisadas were too numerous to be
annihilated and too powerful to be enslaved or expelled en masse. The Aryas were, therefore, compelled to meet
them half way.
In the Pañcavimsa Brahmana (XVI.6.7) the performer of the Visvajit sacrifice is required “to live for three
days among the Nisadas”. In the Srauta Sutra of Katyayana (I.12) and in the Mimamsa Sutra (VI.1.51-52) of
Jaimini, Vedic texts are referred to that provided that Brahman priests should make chiefs who were Nisadas by
descent offer certain sacrifices.
*
In the medireval Sanskrit literature, the barbarians of the Vindhya hills, belonging to the Nisada stock
according to the Puranas, are called Savaras, Pulindas, and Kiratas. Bana, who flourished in the first half of the
seventh century A.D., thus describes a Savara youth in his Harsacarita:
The young mountaineer (savara-yuva) had his hair tied into a crest above his forehead with a band of syamalata
creeper dark like lamp black, and his dark forehead was like a night that always accompanied him in his wild exploits
…; his ear had an ear-ring of grass-like crystal fastened in it, and assumed a green hue from a parrot’s wing which
ornamented it, … his nose was flat, his lower lip thick, his chin low, his jaws full, his forehead and cheekbones
projecting.

This agrees fully with the Puranic description of the Nisadas.
*
Nisada characteristics are still conspicuous in the Bhils and Gonds of the Vindhya regions.
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The typical Bhill is small, dark, broad-nosed, and ugly, but well-built and active. … The Gonds are of small stature
and dark in colour. Their bodies are well proportioned, but their features are ugly, with a round head, distended nostrils,
a wide mouth and thick lips, straight and black hair, and scanty beard and moustache.

Dark skin, short stature and broad nose indicate the physical relationship of the Bhils and the Gonds with the
old Nisadas on the one hand, and the hill tribes of Chota-Nagpur and Orissa and the Paniyans, the Kadirs, the
Kurumbas, the Sholagas, the Irulas, the Mala Vedars and the Kanikars of Southern India, on the other. Sir Herbert
Risley classifies these dark, short, and broad-nosed savage tribes of Central and Southern India together with the
civilised speakers of Dravidian languages under the head Dravidian type. But the first thing that suggests itself at
a glance at the summary of measurements of the castes and tribes of the so-called Dravidian type arranged in
order of nasal index in Appendix IV p, cxiii of his work, The People of India (Calcutta, 1908), is that a line should
be drawn between Parayan and Irula in this table. The average nasal indices will be found to vary from 69.1 to
80.0 above the line, whereas they vary from 80.9 to 95.1 below it. Mr. Thurston gives 84.1 as the average nasal
index of the Irula of the Nilgiris. So if we exclude the Mukkuvan of Malabar, the Moormen of Ceylon and the
Dom and Kurmi of Chota Nagpur and Bengal, we are left face to face with twenty-seven broad-nosed jungle
tribes with average nasal indices above 84, We are, therefore, hardly justified in classifying these broad-nosed
tribesmen with the upper group unless it is admitted that the nose-form of the latter has been modified by the
influence of environment. Instances may be cited in which physical environment has produced no change in the
shape of the nose. Three of the hill tribes of Southern India, the Toda, the Badaga, and the Kota, are mediumnosed like the civilised speakers of the Dravidian languages, the average nasal index of the Toda being 74.9, of
the Badaga 75.6 and the Kota 77.2. The climate of the plains of the United Provinces has failed to modify the
nose-form of the Pasi toddy-drawer (average nasal index 85.4), Chamar (86.0), Musahar (86.1) and other lower
castes.
*
In this connection greater weight should be attached to the views of two competent observers who have lived
long among the population of Southern India. Mr. Thurston holds that the jungle tribes of Southern India “are the
microscopic remnants of a pre-Dravidian people.” Robert Sewell writes,
“At some very remote period the aborigines of Southern India were overcome by hordes of Dravidian invaders
and driven to the mountains and desert tracts, where their descendants are still to be found.”
This dark, short and broad-nosed race is termed Pre-Dravidian by the anthropologists, But since these physical
features characterised the Puranic Nisadas and indicate the affinities of the Puranic Nisadas with the so-called PreDravidian, so I should prefer to classify the dark, short-statured and broad-nosed jungle tribes as the modern
Nisadas representing the old Nisada race.
The modern Nisadas speak dialects belonging to three different linguistic families. The Bhils speak an IndoAryan language; the Gonds, the Khands, the Oraons and the jungle tribes of Southern India speak Dravidian
languages; and the jungle tribes of Chota Nagpur and the Savaras and Juangs of Orissa speak languages of the
Munda family. If our hypothesis relating to the Nisada race is correct, we must assume that Munda was originally
spoken by the Nisada race as a whole, and Indo-Aryan and Dravidian dialects have been adopted by some of the
Nisida tribes as a result of their contact with their more civilised neighbours.
*
The physical characters of the Nisadas indicate their affinities with the Veddas of Ceylon and the Sakais of the
Malay Peninsula. Thurston writes in his introduction to Castes and Tribes of Southern India (p. 33):
Speaking of the Sakais, the same authorities [Skeat and Blagden] state that “in evidence of their striking
resemblance to the Veddas, it is worth remarking that one of the brothers, Sarasin, who had lived among the Veddas and
knew them very well, when shown a photograph of a typical Sakai, at first supposed it to be a photograph of a Vedda.
For myself, when I saw the photographs of Sakais published by Skeat and Blagden, it was difficult to realise that I was
not looking at pictures of Kadirs, Paniyans, Kurumbas or other jungle folk of Southern India.

*
The linguistic researches of Schmidt and Sten Konow enable us to trace the affinities of the Nisadas over a still
wider range. Pater Schmidt in his Die-Mon-Khmer-Volker establishes the intimate relationship between the
following groups of languages: the Munda languages of India; Nikobar spoken in the Nikobar Islands; Khasi
spoken in the Khasi hills of Assam; Palong, Wa, and Riang of Salwin basin, Upper Burma; Sakai and Semang
languages of the Malay Peninsula; and the Mon-Khmer languages.
Dr. Konow, working from the point of view of India proper, has been able to show not only that Munda languages
are connected with Mon-Khmer, but that the former must once have extended much more widely over India than they
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do at the present day. There is a line of dialect of the lower Himalaya, stretching from Kunawar in the Punjab to near
Darjeeling, Tibeto-Burman in character, but nevertheless retaining many surviving traces of an old language of
undoubted Munda character.

Schmidt calls these allied groups of languages Austro-Asiatic and further postulates the existence of an AustroAsiatic race characterised by long or medium head, horizontal non-oblique eyes, broad nostrils, dark skin, more or
less wavy hair and short to medium stature. As regards the home of the Austro-Asiatic race, Schmidt thinks that
the point from which the movement of these people began is to be found at the extreme western end of the region
which they traversed.
*
The other division of the Rgvedic people—the Arya folk—did not constitute a homogeneous body. We discern
two different social grades within its pale—the Rsi or priest-poet clans such as the Atharvans, Angirasas, Bhrgus
(Jamadagnis), Atris, Vasisthas, Bharadvajas, Gotamas, Kasyapas, Agastyas, Kanvas, and Visvamitras (Kusikas);
and the other class included the warrior tribes such as the Yadus, Turvasas, Puirus, Anus, Druhyus, Trtsus,
Bharatas, Srajayas, Rusamas, Matsyas. Cedis, Krivis and others.
These two social grades did not form endogamous castes as yet; nor were the Rsi clans collectively known as
Brahmans and the warrior tribes as Ksatriyas. But the former constituted a regular social order with a hereditary
calling—that of officiating as sacrificial priests and hymn-making, though they did not eschew other occupations.
Scholars still differ as to whether the hymns of the Rgveda are mere appendages of the soma sacrifice or
embody in many cases the sincere outpourings of poets only and not priests. It is not difficult to quote texts
supporting either theory.
But no reader of the hymns can deny that in many of them sacrifice overshadows everything else. In the
evolution of religion rites come first and hymns of praise after. Yajna or sacrificial rite witbout bymn was not
unknown even in the Rgvedic age. A Rsi prays in a hymn (X.105.8),
“With Rk verses we shall kill those who are without Rk verses. A sacrifice without hymn (abrahmayajna)
cannot be pleasing to you.”
The soma sacrifice had grown so complicated even in what may be termed the early Rgvedic age that it
required the services of seven Rtvijs or sacrificial priests (II.1.2). Daksina (sacrificial priest’s fee) is deified and
identified with Usas (Dawn) and in one verse (I.126.6) the giver of daksina is thus extolled:
“All kinds (of objects) are intended for the givers of daksina; the Sun in heaven shines for the givers of
daksina; the givers of daksina attain long life and immortality.”
The way in wbich daksina is spoken of in this and in the other hymns indicates that the giving of daksina, that
is to say, the employment of sacrificial priests, was an essential part of a sacrificial ceremony in the Rgvedic age.
And that the office of the priest was in many cases hereditary is amply demonstrated by the hymns of what are
called the family books of the Rgveda—the eight mandalas from the second to the ninth inclusive, attributed
respectively to Grtsamada of the Bhrgu clan, Visvamitra, Vamadeva of the Gotama clan, Atri, Bharadvaja,
Vasistha, Kanva, and Augiras and their descendants. Most of the hymns of the first book are attributed to poets of
one or other of these clans or of other Rsi clans already mentioned.
Of course there were exceptions. There is the case of Devapi officiating as the purohita (domestic priest) in the
sacrifice of his brother Samtanu (X.98). In the Rgveda itself Devapi is not stated to be a prince at all. He is called
a Kuru prince by Yaska and Saunaka who flourished long after Samtanu’s sacrifice celebrated in the Rgveda. The
story is thus told by Saunaka in his Brhad-devata (VII.155-157; VIII.1-6).
Now Devapi, son of Rstisena, and Samtanu of the race of Kuru were two brothers, princes among the Kurus. Now
the elder of these two was Devapi, and the younger Samtanu; but the (former) prince, the son of Rstisenaa, was
afflicted with skin-disease. When his father had gone to heaven, his subjects offered him the sovereignty. Reflecting for
but a moment, he replied to his subjects:
“I am not worthy of the sovereignty: let Samtanu be your king.” Assenting to this, his subjects anointed Samtanu
king.
When the scion of the Kuru had been anointed, Devapi retired to the forest. Thereupon Parjanya did not rain in (that)
realm for twelve years. Samtanu accordingly came with his subjects to Devapi and propitiated him with regard to that
dereliction of duty. Then in company with his subjects, he offered him the sovereignty. To him, as he stood humbly
with folded hands, Devapi replied:
“I am not worthy of the sovereignty, my energy being impaired by skin disease; I will myself officiate, O king, as
your priest in a sacrifice for rain.”
Then Samtanu appointed him to be his chaplain (puro’ dhatta) and to act as priest (artvijyaya). So he (Devapi) duly
performed the rites productive of rain.

*
This story clearly indicates that the appointment of Devapi as priest was traditionally considered as something
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exceptional, and the exception proves the rule.
*
Not only was the office of the sacrificial priests hereditary in the Rgvedic age, but according to traditions
preserved in the Taittiriya Samhita certain functions to the office were hereditary in particular families. Thus in
the Taittiriya Samhita (III.5.2l) we are told:
The Rsis did not see Indra clearly, but Vasistha saw him clearly. Indra said,
“I shall tell you a Brahmana so that all men that are born will have thee for Purohita; but do not tell of me to the
other Rsis.”
Thus he told him these parts of the hymns; and ever since, men were born having Vasistha for their Purohita.
Therefore Vasistha is to be chosen as Brahman priest and the (sacrificer) will have such offspring.

The same akhyayika (narrative) is told in the Tandya Mahabrahmana (Pancavimsa Brahmana XV.5.24) in a
modified form thus:
The Rsis did not see Indra with their own eyes. Vasistha desired how he could see Indra with his own eyes. He saw
this Nihavasaman. He (Vasistha) then saw Indra with his own eyes. He (Indra) said to him (Vasistha),
“I shall tell you a Brahmana text by means of which there will be born Bharatas who will have you (only) as their
Purohita; but then do not inform other Rsis that I am Indra.”
Indra communicated to him this part of the formula. Then were born Bharatas who had Vasistha for their priest.

*
The parts of the formula (stomabhagan) referred to in these texts is,
“O sun, thou art bright; I pray to thee for propitiating the gods (rasmirasi ksayaya tva ksayam jinvati).”
So it was the knowledge of this formula that enabled the Vasisthas to obtain the monopoly of the office of the
Brahman or superintending priest. According to the Satapatha Brahmana it was the knowledge of the expiatory
formulas that procured the Vasisthas the same monopoly. Therein we are told in connection with the expiatory
oblations of the soma sacrifice (XII.6.1.38-41):
The Brahman (superintending priest) himself should perform them, and no other than the Brahman; for the Brahman
sits on the right (south) side of the sacrifice, and protects the sacrifice on the right side … Now as to the meaning of
these (formulas), Vasistha knew the Viraj; Indra coveted it. He spake,
“Rsi, thou knowest the Viraj; teach me it!” He replied,
“What would therefrom accrue to me?”
“I would teach the expiation for the whole sacrifice, I would show thee its form.” The Rsi then taught Indra that
Viraj … And Indra then taught the Rsi this expiation from the Agnihotra up to the Great Litany.
And formerly, indeed, the Vasisthas alone knew these utterances, hence formerly one of the Vasistha family became
Brahman; but since nowadays anybody (may) study them, anybody may now become Brahman. And, indeed, he who
thus knows these utterances is worthy to become Brahman, or may reply, when addressed as Brahman.

*
Thus efficacious formulas or hymns were originally held as patents by the descendants of the author and
thereby hereditability became an essential feature of Vedic sacerdotalism from the earliest times. We may,
therefore, hold with Macdonell and Keith “that in the Rgveda this Brahmana, or Brahmin, is already a separate
caste, differing from the warrior and agricultural castes [and] that the caste system is one that has progressively
developed, and that it is not legitimate to see in the Rgveda the full caste system even of the Yajurveda; but at the
same time it is difficult to doubt that the system was already well on its way to general acceptance.”
*
Like the regular varnas (castes) of later days the two sections of the Aryas—the priests and warriors—did not
consider themselves as offshoots of the same stock. In the Rgveda mankind in general is described as descended
from Manu, the son of Vivasvat (sun-god). Rsis describe Manu as “father Manu” and “our father”.
But in spite of this clear recognition of Manu as the eponymous ancestor of mankind, a direct divine origin is
claimed for most of the Rsi clans. The Atigirases are called “sons of heaven” (IV.2.I5) or “sons of Agni” (X.62.5).
Vasistha and Agastya are said to have sprung from Mitra and Varuna (VII.33.11-13). Regarding the ancestry of
Atharvan we are told in the Atharvaveda (V.11-11):
“Since thou, O self-ruling Varuna, hast generated father Atharvan, connection of the gods.” In the Aitareya
Brahmana (III.34), Bhrgu is called Varuni, “son of Varuna”. According to the legend given in the Brhaddevata
(V.97-101), Atri sprang from Prajapati along with Bhrgu and Aligiras. In the same work (V.143) we are told,
“The son of Prajapati was Marici; Marici’s son was the sage Kasyapa.”
The only two Rsi clans for which divine origin is not claimed are the Visvamitras and the Kanvas, and there is
clear traditional evidence to the effect that the founders of these two clans originally belonged to the yajamana
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class. The Kusikas or Visvamitras were evidently a branch of the Baharata tribe of the yajamana group. In the
Aitareya Brahmana (VIII.17.6.7) Visvamitra is addressed as rajaputra, “prince”, and bharata-rsabha, “bull of the
Baharatas”. In the Rgveda (X.31.11) Nrsad is given as the name of Kanva’s father, but according to the Puranas,
Kanva was originally a Ksatriya. Ajamida was a descendant of Puru, the eponymous ancestor of the Rgvedic
Purus.
“From Ajamida was born Kanva, from Kanva, Medhatithi, and from Medhatithi, the Brahmins of the Kanva
clan (kanvayanah)” (Visnu P.IV.19.10).
“In one passage of the Atharvaveda (II.25) they (the Kanvas) seem to be definitely regarded with
hostility.”\fn{Vedic Index, I, p. 134}
Of these two groups of the Rsi clans—the one claiming divine origin and the other sprung from the yajamana
class—the former formed the nucleus of the Rsi class and the latter were Rsi by adoption. According to the
Rgveda the founders of the Atharvan, Angiras, Bhrgu and Vasistha clans were the founders of the sacrificial cult
and are required to be worshipped as pitrs, manes. In one hymn (X.14) the Angirases, the Atharvans, and the
Bhrgus are called “the soma-loving fathers” and “the makers of the path (pathakrdvyah)”. In another hymn
(X.15.8) the Vasisthas are classed in the same category. Atharvan is said to have extracted sacrificial fire by
churning Puskara (VI.16.13).
“A Rsi named Atharvan first propitiated the gods by sacrifice; the gods and the Bhrgus forced their way (to that
place) and learnt the sacrifice (X.92.10).”
“Like a friend Matarisvan (windgod) brought this fire to the Bhrgus (I.60.I).”
“The Angiras first prepared food for Indra, and worshipped him by offering oblations to the fire (I.83.4).”
“Atharvan first discovered the path by sacrifice (I.83.5).”

Similar traditions relating to Angiras, Atharvan and Bhrgu are also found in the Yajurveda. The only rational
interpretation that these hoary traditions admit of is that in the early Vedic age three or four Rsi clans—the
Angirases, Atharvans, Bhrgus, and Vasisthas—were regarded as the original Rsi clans among whom the Vedic
sacrificial cult originated, and other clans became members of the sacerdotal class by adoption. This early Vedic
sacerdotal class afterwards came to be known as Brahmins. In the Parisistabhaga of the Srauta Sutra of
Asvalayana it is said,
“Visvamitra, Jamadagni Bharadvaja, Gotama, Atri, Vasistha and Kasyapa are the seven Rsis; the descendants
of the seven Rsis with Agastya as the eighth are called their gotras (clans).”
Of these eight founders of the Brahmanic gotras, Bharadvaja is said to have been the grandson of Angiras
(Brhaddevata V.102); Gotama also belonged to the Angiras clan; and Jamadagni was the son of Bhrgu. A tradition
to the effect that the Brahmanic gotras fall into two groups, one representing the original priesthood and the other
consisting of priests by adoption, survived down to the time of the Mahabharata. Thus we are told in the
Santiparvan (296.17-18):
Originally only four gotras arose, O King, viz. Angiras, Kasyapa, Vasistha, and Bhrgu. In consequence of good
deeds, O ruler of men, many other gotras came into existence in time. These gotras are named on account of the
penances of those who have founded them. Good people use them.”

*
Vedic legends of the conflict between the Vasisthas and the Visvamitras indicate that the Rsis or priest-poets of
the original gotras (mula-gotrani) did not recognise the claims of the aspiring members of the warrior tribes to
Rsi-hood without hard struggle. Vasistha was the priest of Sudas, the king of the Trtsus and Bharatas. According
to a hymn of the Rgveda, Sudas won a great victory over ten allied kings with the assistance of Vasistha (VII.18).
In the Aitareya Brahmana we are told that Vasistha consecrated Sudas, son of Pijavana, to sovereignty. The story
of the conflict between Sakti, son of Vasistha and the Visvamitras as referred to in the Rgveda (III.53) is thus
narrated in the Brhaddevata (IV.112-120):
At a great sacrifice of Sudas by Sakti, Gathi’s son (Visvamitra) was forcibly deprived of consciousness. He sank
down unconscious. But to him the Jamadagnis gave speech called Sasarpari, daughter of Brahma or of the Sun, having
brought her from the dwelling of the Sun. Then that speech dispelled the Kusikas’ loss of intelligence (a-matim). And
in the (stanza) ‘Hither’ (upa: iii.55.II) Visvamitra restored the Kusikas to consciousness (anubodhayat). And gladdened
at heart by receiving speech he paid homage to those seers (the Jamadagnis), himself praising speech with two stanzas
‘Sasarpari’ (Sasarparih: iii.53,15,16). (With the stanzas) “strong” (sthirau: iii.53.17-20) (he praised) the parts of the
cart and the oxen as he started for home. And then going home he deposited (them there) in person (svasarirena). But
the four stanzas which follow (iii.53.21-24) are traditionally held to be hostile to the Vasisthas. They were pronounced
by Visvamitra, they are traditionally held to be “imprecations” (abhisopa). They are pronounced to be hostile to
enemies and magical (abhicarika) incantations. The Vasisthas will not listen to them. This is the unanimous opinion of
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their authorities (acaryaka): great guilt arises from repeating or listening (to them); by repeating or hearing (them)
one’s head is broken into a hundred fragments; the children of those (who do so) perish; therefore one should not repeat
them.”

*
The hymn (III.53) read with this passage of the Brhaddevata seems to indicate that in a sacrifice, evidently
horse-sacrifice, performed by Sudas, Rsis of the Kusika family including Visvamitra were invited to take part.
Sakti, son of Vasistha, the family priest of the king, resented this intrusion and made them unconscious by means
of a charm. Visvamitra and his kinsmen were no match for Vasistha’s son in the use of magical incantations. But
the Jamadagnis, who like the Vasisthas, belonged to the older group of Rsi clans and were as skilful in magic,
came to the rescue of the Kusikas. Visvamitra thanked the Jamadagnis, started for home in his bullock cart and
uttered four imprecatory stanzas against the Vasisthas.\fn{ Note from Addition and Correction: The Visvamitras avenged
themselves by casting Sakti into fire. “Sakti is said in the Jaiminiya Brahmana to have been the son of Vasistha, and to have been cast into
the fire by the Visvamitras. According to Sadgurusisya, who appears to follow the Satyayanaka, the story of Sakti is as follows: Visvamitra,
being defeated in a contest by Sakti, had recourse to Jamadagni, who taught him the Sasarpari; later he revenged himself on Sakti by
having him burnt in the forest. The Brhaddevata relates the first part of the tale only.” (Vedic Index, ii, pp. 348-9)} Perhaps this led to a

sanguinary conflict between Sudas and Vasistha which is thus referred to in the Taittiriya Samhita (VII.4.7,l),
“Vasistha, when his sons were killed, desired that he might beget children an[d] humble the sons of Sudas.
Then he saw this (sattra called) ekonapañcasadratra, adopted it and performed it. Then he (Vasistha) obtained
children and humbled the sons of Sudas.”
*
Some scholars do not admit that there is any reference to the strife of Visvamitra and Vasistha in the hymn. But
in the absence of a more satisfactory explanation we have no other course to follow than to fall back upon the
traditional explanation preserved by Saunaka and referred to by Katyayana in his Sarvanukramani. Yaska (II.24)
also states that “Visvamitra was the Purohita of Sudas, son of Pijavana” in connection with Rgveda III.33. The
suggestion made by Macdonell and Keith that Visvamitra originally held the office of the Purohita of Sudas and
was afterwards deposed by Vasistha does not accord with the statement of the Aitareya Brahmana that Vasistha
consecrated Sudas to sovereignty and the statement of the Pañcavimsa Brahmana (XV.5.24) that the Bharatas
adopted Vasisthas as their domestic priests as soon as they came into being.
The fact seems to have been that the Vasisthas were originally the Purohitas of the Trtsus and Bharats and so of
their king Sudas. In the time of Sudas there flourished a number of poets in the Kusika clan of the Bharata tribe
including Visvamitra, who claimed the office of the Purohita of their tribal chief. This led to a quarrel with Sakti,
the head of the Vasistha clan. Though Sudas was not loth to recognize their claims, it were the Saudasas (sons of
Sudas) who espoused their cause with zeal and put to death their opponents.
*
The two sections of the sacerdotal class, Brahmins by descent and Brahmins by adoption, were of different
physical types. In the Rgveda (VII.33.1) the Vasisthas, who represent the first group, are described as as svityam,
“white”, while Kanva (X.31.11), representing the second group, is svava or krsnaa, “dark”. In the Gopatha
Brahmana (I.1.223) the Brahman’s colour is white (sukla). The tradition of the existence of a group of Brahmans
with white complexion and yellow hair survived down to the time of the grammarian Patañjali (about 150 B.C.)
who writes in his Mahabhasya (on Panini V.1.115):
“Penance, knowledge of the Veda, and birth make a Brahman. He who is without penance and knowledge of
the Veda is a Brahman by birth only. White complexion, pure conduct, yellow or red hair, etc. are also
characteristics that constitute Brahmanhood.”
The Brahman with white complexion and yellow hair seems so strange a being to Kaiyata, the scholiast of
Patajali, that he assigns him to a previous cycle of existence. He writes,
“White complexion, etc., were seen in Brahmans who flourished in a previous cycle of existence and whose
descendants are rarely met with even now.”
*
The second division of the Rgvedic Aryas, the Yadus (yadva jana), Purus, Druhyus, Anus, Turvasas, Bharatas
(bharata jana) and other Yajamana tribes were traditionally akin to the dark section of the Rsis, the Kanvas and
the Visvamitras. The Kathaka Samhita (XI.6) calls the Vaisya “white” (sukla), the Rajanya “swarthy” (dhumra).
To explain the difference of colour of skin and hair between the two groups of Vedic Aryas we have to assume
that the ancestors of the “white and yellow-haired” group migrated to India from the temperate region in the far
North and the dark section had their home in the tropics. There is clear traditional evidence in the Regveda to
show that two at least of the tribes of the latter group, the Turvasas and the Yadus came to India from SouthWestern Asia. We are told in one stanza (VI.20.12):
“O hero (Indra)! when you crossed the sea (samudra), you brought Turvasa and Yadu over the sea.” Another
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stanza (VI.45.1) tells us,
“Indra, who brought Turvasa and Yadu from afar by his wise policy, is our youthful friend.”
In X.62.10 Yadu and Turva (Turvasa) are called Dasas or barbarians.
According to some scholars samudra in the Rgveda does not mean sea, for the Aryas had not yet reached the
sea, but only the lower course of the Indus. This interpretation of samudra may be traced to the preconceived
notion that the Rgvedic Aryas were a homogeneous body of men who came from the North-West. But once this
notion is dismissed from the mind, there is left nothing to prevent us from accepting samudra in its usual sense.
The sea that lies nearest to the country of the Rgvedic Aryas is the Arabian Sea. So if we are to attach any value to
this Vedic tradition, we are forced to assume that the Yadus and the Turvasas came across the Arabian Sea. The
evidences contained in the later Vedic and epic literatures relating to the Indian home of one of these two folks,
the Yadus, lend support to this hypothesis.
*
It is generally assumed that the Yadus and Turvasas must have been settled somewhere in the Punjab in the
Rgvedic age. In the list of tribes dwelling in the land of the Five Rivers and in the valleys of the Ganges and the
Jumna as given in the later Vedic and early Buddhist literatures neither the Yadus nor the Turvasas find any
mention. Where were they then?
According to the Mahabharata and the Puranas, the Satvatas or the Bhojas were a branch of the Yadus.
Though the Yadus are not mentioned in Bramhana texts, the Satvats and the Bhojas are.
In the Satapatha Brahmana (XIII.5.4.21) a verse is quoted wherein it is said that Bharata seized the sacrifical
horse of the Satvats. In the Aitareya Brahmana (VIII.14) it is said,
“Therefore in that southern region all the Kings of the Satvats are consecrated for the enjoyment of pleasures
and are called Bhojas.” The country of the Satvats and Bhojas is called southern region from the viewpoint of the
land in the middle (asyam dhruvayam madhyumavam pratisthayam disi) or the midland where dwelt the Usinaras,
the Kurus, the Pañcalas and the Vasas.
*
The Harivamsa and the Puranas enable us to define the early Indian home of tho Yadus in the south with
greater precision. The Harivamsa or the supplementary book of the Mahabharata is the chief repository of
legends and traditions relating to the Andhakas and the Vrsnis, the two chief branches of the Yadu stock. The
Harivamsa in its present form may not be very old, but it must have existed in an embryonic stage even in the
time of the grammarian Panini. Suffixes and accents are as a rule prescribed for names of persons according to the
actual forms of the words denoting those names and not according to tribes or clans to which the persons named
might belong. And yet this is what is done by Panini in two of his aphorisms (IV.1.115; VI.2.34). In the former
aphorism it is prescribed that the affix an denoting descendant is added to a word “denoting the name of a Rsi, or
the name of a person belonging to the Andhaka, Vrsni or Kuru clans”; and the latter aphorism provides,
“The first part of a dvandva compound formed of names denoting Ksatriya clans in the plural numer retains its
original accent when the warrior belongs to the Andhaka or Vrsni clans.”
Panini could hardly have made such rules unless he had before him names of descendants of persons of the
Andhaka and Vrsni clans of all possible forms formed by adding an and of dvandva compounds thus accented.
And where could he get materials for such lists except in the narrative literature of his time? The Mahabharata, of
which the Harivamsa form an integral part is named in the Grhya-sutra of Asvalayana and in Panini VI.2.38.
Panini very probably flourished in the fourth century B.C., when genuine traditions of the early Vedic age may be
expected to still survive in the Vedic schools. So the legends and traditions relating to the Andhakas and Vrsnis
preserved in the Harivamsa may be considered as genuine traditions coming down from the Vedic age.
*
Two conflicting legends are given in the Harivamsa relating to the origin of the Yadus or Yadavas. In chapter
30 Yadu, the eponymous ancestor of the Yadavas, is represented as a son of King Yayati of the lunar race. But in
chapter 94 it is said that Yadu belonged to the solar Iksvaku race. As the original Indian home of the Yadavas is
very clearly indicated in this version of the legendary history of the Yadava clans and princes, I shall reproduce it
in substance.
There was a raja named Haryasva, the son of Iksvaku, in Manu’s line. Madhumati, daughter of the demon
Madhu, was Haryasva’s wife. He was driven out of Ayodhya by his elder brother Madhava, and, at the instance of
his wife, took shelter with his father-in-law at Madhupura, the chief town of Madhuvana.
“In a short time his (Haryasva’s) kingdom known as Anarta and Saurastra enriched by cattle, and also called
Anupa adorned by the sea beach and forest, became very prosperous.”
By his queen Madhumati Haryasva had a son named Yadu, from whom sprung the Yadava clans, viz. Bhaima,
Kakkura, Bhoja, Andhaka, Yadava, Dasarha and Vrsni. Yadu’s son was Madhava; Madhava’s son was Satvata;
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Satvata’s son was Bhima. From Satvata one section of the Yadavas came to be known as Satvatas and from Bhima
as Bhaimas. While Bhima was reigning over Surastra, Satrughna, half-brother of Rama, the hero of the Ramayn'a,
killed Lavana, son of the demon Madhu, destroyed Madhuvana, and there founded a new city called Mathura.
After the death of Satrughna, Andhaka, son of Bhima, succeeded him to the throne of Mathura.
*
These legends, by indicating that the Yadavas were originally settled in Saurastra or the Kathiwar peninsula
and then spread to Mathura, lend indirect support to the Rgvedic tradition that the Yadus, together with the
Turvasas, came from beyond the sea.
There are strong evidences to show that in the sixteenth and the fifteenth centuries B.C., in Syria and Upper
Mesopotamia, there were several colonies of men of Aryan speech, some of whom at least worshipped Vedic
gods. In the cuneiform tablets discovered at Tell-el-Amarna in Upper Egypt containing letters from the tributary
Kings of Western Asia to Egyptian Pharaohs, we find [30] such Aryan names of cbieftains:
Artamanya, chief of Ziribasani, probably about Basan; Bawarzana or Mawarzana (or perhaps Mayarzana), chief of
Hazi, probably to the north of Palestine; Subandu or Subandi,\fn{Cf. S., Subandhu} from Philistæa; Suwardata,\fn{Cf.
S., Suvardatta) the adversary of Abdihiba of Jerusalem; Sutarna or Suttarna, chief of Musiburna, probably in Nortbern
Palestine; Yasdata or Wasdata, probably from the neighbourhood of Megidda; Zirdamiasda, probably from Northern
Palestine, and so forth. The name of the Kassite sun-god Surias\fn{Cf. S., surya} points to a similar Aryan element to
the east of Babylonia … The names of the Mitani kings are of the same kind. They are Sa-us-sa-tar, Artatama, Suttarna,
Dusratta (or Tusratta); Artassumara (or Artassuwara), and Mattiuaza.

Regarding the place of the language of these names in the Indo-European family Sten Konow observes:
I think that the explanation of these facts has been given by Professor Bloomfield, who considers it possible that the
‘Mitani and other Western Asiatic Iranoid proper names came from a dialect closely allied to Iranian but not yet exactly
Iranian, i.e. a dialect which did not change s to h.’ It seems as if the change of s to h is not so old as the other Iranian
characteristics. It only began after Iranian branch had separated itself from the common Aryan stock and did not at once
spread over the whole Iranian area.

Another great discovery, cuneiform writings from Boghaz-kuei, have revealed the religion of the Kings of
Mitanni. One of these writings embody a treaty between the Mitanni King Mattiuaza and the Hittite King
Subbiluliuma wherein the deities of the two countries are invoked as protectors of the treaty. Among the gods
invoked by the Mitannian king occur the well-known Vedic names Mitra, Varuna, Indra, and the Nasatyas.
The Tell-el-amarna and the Boghaz-kuei writings carry us back to the fifteenth century B.C.\fn{ Prof. P. D. Lal, in
a paper presented at a seminar organized by the Indian Council for Historical Research in Delhi on 7-9 January 2002, says on this subject:
The Boghaz Kuei inscription, dating back to the fourteenth century BC, refers to Indra, Mitra, Nasatya and Varuna as witnesses to a treaty
between the Mitanni king Matiwaza and the Hittite king Suppiluliuma. There is also the evidence furnished by a text on the training of
horses, which uses typical Sanskrit terms like ekavartana, trivartana, etc. Further, there are many Indian names in the region going back to
circa seventeenth century BC. After a thorough examination of the entire evidence, the renowned scholar T. Burrow came to the
conclusion: “The Aryans appear in Mitanni from 1500 BC as the ruling dynasty, which means that they must have entered the country as
conquerors.” If so, from where could have these conquerors come? Around 1500 BC there was no other country in the entire world except
India where these above mentioned gods were worshipped. (As we have shown earlier, the Rigveda is datable to at least 2000 BC, if not
earlier.) Putting two and two together, it is clear that the immigrants to Anatolia were from no area other than India. This movement is
likely to have taken place along the belt lying south of the Black and Caspian Seas }With peoples of Aryan speech worshipping

Indra, Varuna, and the Nasatyas in Upper Mesopotamia in the fifteenth century B.C., it is not inconceivable that
some among them should have found their way to Kathiwar through Eridu which had an immemorial coasting
trade with India.
One probable link of the chain connecting ancient India with Mesopotamia seems to have been discovered. It
is the Babylonian seal in the Central Museum of Nagpore. Unfortunately, as the seal has so long been mistaken
for an ornament, no record has been kept to show where, when, and how it was found. Mr. L. W. King of the
British Museum, who has deciphered the inscription writes:
The scene engraved on the seal represents a goddess standing with hands raised in adoration before the weather god
Adad, or his West-Semitic equivalent Amurru … The inscription gives the owner’s name and reads “Liburbeli, the
servant of [indischeperable].” The seal dates from about 2000 B.C., the period of the first dynasty of Babylon.

As the find-place of the seal is unknown, it is difficult to base any conclusion upon it. But had not the seal with
a golden handle been found in India, and presumably in Central India, it could hardly have found its way to the
Nagppore Museum. The Aryas of the Rgvedic age were not unfamiliar with sea voyage.
“There are references,” observe Macdonell and Keith, “to the treasures of the ocean, perhaps pearls or the
gains of trade, and the story of Bhujyu seems to allude to marine navigation.” There are references to sea voyage
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in the Brahmanas also indicating the maritime activity of the Aryas in the later Vedic age. In the Pancavimsa
Brahmana (XIV.5.17) it is said,
“Those who go to the sea without boat (aplavah) do not come out of that.” Again in the Aaitreya Brahmana
(VI.21) we are told,
“Know that this tristup formula is the first among the hymns that I am to recite. Those who perform the annual
satra or Dvadasaha are like men who wish to cross the sea. As men who derire to cross the sea get into boat full of
provisions, so these performers of satra use tristup formula.” So we may assume a continuous maritime
connection of Aryavarta with Western Asia from the Rgvedic period till the time of the Baveru Jataka of the Pali
canon.
*
The Arya immigrants from Mesopotamia must have absorbed a good deal of Semitic blood in their Syrian
home and were probably dark like the Semites. The Purus, Druhyus and Anus, mentioned in the Rgveda along
with the Yadus and Turvasas, may have come from the same quarters and were probably of the same physical
type. The fair and fair-haired invaders who formed the nucleus of the Brahmin caste came earlier direct from the
cradle of the Arya folk in the far north and elaborated the Vedic sacrificial cult in their Indian home from the
primitive worship of Indra, Varuna and the other gods of nature. They were probably akin to the Athiravans and
Magi of Ancient Iran, for the Iranians, like the Indo-Aryans, but unlike all other Indo-Germanic peoples, had—
and the Parsis still have in their Dasturs—a hereditary priesthood.
The ancestors of the Rsi clans probably came earlier. When later on the ancestors of the Rgvedic warrior tribes
entered India and came in contact with the Rsi clans, the former recognized the cultural superiority of the latter
and accepted them as their religious guides.
*
Fair and fair-haired Rsi clans from the north, dark or brown yajamana tribes from South-Western Asia, and the
very dark aboriginal Nisadas were the ethnic elements out of which grew up the five primary varnas or castes,
viz. the Brahmins, Rajanyas (Ksatriyas), Vaisyas, Sudras, and Nisadas. Now the question is, how did this
transformation take place?
The earliest account of the origin of varnas is found in the following stanzas of the Purusa hymn of the Rgveda
(X.90.11-12):
When they divided the Purusa, into how many parts did they divide him? What was his mouth? What were his arms?
What were his thighs and feet called?
The Brahmin was his mouth; of his arms, the Rajanya was made; the Vaisyas were his thighs; the Sudra sprang from
his feet.

The Vedic theory of the origin of castes finds a clearer expression in a Yajus text (Taittiriya Samhita VII.l.1. 4-6)
wherein we read:
Prajapati, desirous of offspring [performed the Agnistoma sacrifice] and created trivrt hymn, god Agni, Gayatri
metre, Rathantara saman, Brahmin among men and goats among brutes from his mouth. As they were created from the
mouth, therefore they are superior to all others.
[He] created Pañcadasa hymn, god Indra, Tristup metre, Vrhat saman, Rajanya among men and sheep among brutes
from his chest and arms. Therefore they are strong because they have been created from strength (strong arms).
[He] created Saptadasa hymn, Visvadevas among the gods, Jagati metre, Vairupa saman, Vaisya among men and the
cows among brutes from the belly. As they have been created from the storehouse of food (belly), so they are the food
(or intended to be enjoyed by others). Therefore they (Vaisyas) are more numerous than others (among men) because
many gods were created.
[He] created Ekavimsa hymn, Anustup metre, Vairaja saman, Sudra, among men and horse among brutes from his
feet. Therefore the Sudra and the horse are dependent on other (castes). As no god was created from the feet, so the
Sudra is not competent to perform sacrifice. As the Sudra and the horse were created from the feet, so they live by
exerting their feet.”

*
Here the four varnas are recognized as separate creations of the creator, differing as widely as do goat, sheep,
cow and horse; or in the language of natural history, the four varnas were considered as four different species of
animals and not merely four different groups of the same species.
The conception that the difference between the different groups of men is congenital and not artificial was
founded on the fact that the earliest social groups known to the Aryas—the priests, the yajamanas, and the godless
aborigines—actually differed from one another in colour (varna) and other prominent physical characters.
This, “the sense of distinctions of race indicated by difference of colour”, to use the language of Risley, is “the
basis of fact” in the development of caste system. When the slaves came to be recognized as a separate group
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termed Sudra, and the taxpaying subject section of the yajamana tribes as a separate social group termed Vaisya,
as distinguished from the ruling or Rajanya section, the conception of the identity of racial or colour difference
and social difference was extended to them by fiction, and the Vaisyas and Suras were recognized as separate
varns or colours.
With these two elements, fact and fiction, was combined a third element, heredity of function, copied from the
Rsi clans. Colour or race differences, real and fancied, together with hereditary function, gave birth to the caste
system. But as newer groups formed or attached themselves to the Arya nations, the absurdity of regarding them
all as distinct colours or varnas was recognized, and the theory of varna-sankara or mixed caste was started to
explain their origins.
227.1 Excerpt from Fazlul Huq Speaks In Council: 1913-1916\fn{by Abul Kasem Fazlul Huq (1873-1962)} Saturia,
Jhalokati district, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (M) 14
1
My Lord, In offering a few remarks on the budget now before us, I wish I had sufficient time to discuss the
allotments in expenditure on the various items of absorbing public interest. I feel however, that it is impossible to
go into details on any subject of real importance in the course of discussions of a discursive character within the
compass of 15 fleeting minutes. For economy of time I will not, therefore, go over the around already covered by
the speeches of some of the Honorable Members, but will confine my remarks on the subject of education, with
special reference to the needs and requirements of the Muhammadan community.
My Lord, if human memory is short, official memory is very much shorter, and I am not surprised that within
the twelve months that have elapsed since the annulment of the partition,\fn{ The British had partitioned what was then
known as the Bengal Presidency in 1905, with a view in the strictly Bengali—this Presidency was then a vast area of northern India,
including districts in what is now Pakistan and Burma—areas (it was locally alleged) to splitting off the largely agrarian lands of eastern
Bengal from its far more industrialized and natural market in western Bengal, thus enabling the Imperial power to govern both politically
with greater effect; but this proved so unpopular on several grounds that it was rescinded in 1911, and Bengal was once again unified:H }

officials have managed to forget their special obligations to the Muhammadan community. Only the other day, the
Honorable Mr. Kuchler seemed to be somewhat impatient of criticism on the subject of Muhammadan education,
and he actually complained that Muhammadan leaders are slow to acknowledge the help and assistance which
Government has all along given to Muhammedans In the matter of education. If the remark had been made
previous to the 12th of December 1911, I would have considered it necessary to attempt a justification of our
attitude in agitating for increased privileges, and for a wider recognition of the claims of our community on the
resources of the State in educational matters. But I do not think that, after the memorable date officials can expect
that Muhammadan will consent to talk of their grievances with bated breath or continue to brood over their lot in
silent despair.
I would only remind the officials that they are in honour bound to render adequate compensations to the
Muhammadan community for all the grievous wrong inflicted on them by the unceremonious annulment of the
partition.
My Lord, it seems to me that officials make a very fundamental mistake with regard to the claims of
Muhammadans on the Government, where it be the question of State patronage, grant of political rights or
privileges or expenditure from provincial revenues for promoting Muhammadan education or other matters of
special interest to the community. We are often told that we have got our share, and we should not complain. But
those who say so seem to forget that we claim not only our share, but also a substantial excess throughout. Our
share we claim as our indefeasible right, and the excess we claim by way of compensation for the wrong done to
us by the annulment of the partition. This is the view of the general Muhammadan public, and if the officials will
not meet the demands in full there is certain to be discontent in the community. Whether the discontent would be
worth the consideration of the Government is a different question. The situation is no doubt an embarrassing one,
but has been deliberately created by the officials themselves, and they must be prepared to face it bravely.
My Lord, in the dispatch of August 25 th the Government of India pledged itself to see that the Muhammadan
interest would not be affected by the change brought about by the annulment of the partition. More than eighteen
months have elapsed since then, and it is time to see how far the solemn promises have been fulfilled.
When His Excellency the Viceroy visited Dacca shortly after the Durbar announcements, everyone expected
that His Excellency would be able to announce something particularly gratifying to the Muhammadan community.
We got the announcement about the Dacca University, but I must confess that it fell far short of our expectations. I
do not wish to belittle the importance of the Dacca University, as a factor in preventing a setback in the
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educational advancement of Eastern Bengal, or the incalculable advantages of a residential University in the
center of that large Muhammadan population. But I wish to protest against the theory that the University is meant
to benefit Muhammadans alone, or that it can be regarded as a definite step towards a conciliation of
Muhammadan feelings.
The Viceroy has distinctly said that the University is, as it should be, for the benefit of Hindus and
Muhammadans alike. Its area of operations has been curtailed, out of deference to the apprehensions of the Hindu
community least it would lead to a revival of the effects of the partition. Even the proposed Muhammadan
College and the establishment of a faculty of Islamic Studies in connection with the University, cannot be credited
to any particular desire to favour the Muhammadan community. For more than half a century, Government has
maintained a purely Hindu College at Calcutta, with all its elaborate staff and necessary equipments and the
Muhammadan College at Dacca would only be a tardy recognition of the long neglected claims of the
Muhammadan community. As for the department of Islamic Studies, it is only a natural incident in the curriculum
of studies of a University in a part of the country where the Muhammadans have long evinced an eager desire for
Arabic and Parsian learning. It may not be generally known that the Eastern districts contribute an overwhelming
majority of the students in the Madrasahs of Bengal and a University without any provisions for the literary
aptitudes and requirements of this class of the population would have been wholly unjustifiable. I hope officials
will understand that although the Muhammadans have voted in favour of Dacca University, they do not consider it
as any particular favour done to them, not even with the special provisions for a Muhammadan College or a
faculty of Islamic Studies
My Lord—not only is the Muhammadan College at Dacca a stern necessity and an act of bare justice to our
community but I maintain that the time has come for the establishment of a first grade college in Arts for the
Muhammadans in Calcutta. It may be interesting to Honorable Members to know that the question of such a
Muhammadan college engaged the attention of Government so early as the year 1871. In a minute by the then
Lieutenant Governor, Sir George Cambell, dated the 13 th April 1871, to a committee appointed to report on the
affairs of the Calcutta Madrasah, His Honour asked the committee to consider whether the Hoogly College was to
remain a general college with a Muhammadan school attached or whether there ought to be a separate
Muhammadan college. More than 40 years have since elapsed; and in the course of this time not only has there
been no such college, but even the college classes of the Calcutta Madrasah have been actually abolished for the
sake of economy.
The Honorable Mr. Kuchler very triumphantly pointed out the other day that 70 Muhammadan boys are
permitted to read in the Presidency College on a fee of Rs. 2 a month. True; but does Mr. Kuchler remember that
by abolishing the college classes in the Madrasah, Government was in honour bound to provide instruction for
boys who would otherwise have prosecuted their studies at that Institution? The present arrangement is not only
no favour conferred but an actual and keenly felt inconvenience to Muhammadan students. There being no
Muhammadan hostel in the vicinity of the Presidency College, boarders from the Elliot and Baker Hostels have to
trudge along two miles after a hurried breakfast in order to attend lectures at the Presidency College. Moreover,
the restriction on admission imposed by the authorities of the Presidency College is wholly unjust and unfair to
the Muhammadan community. When these matters were brought to the notice of the authorities, the Honorable
Mr. Kuchler pointed out in a letter No. 165 dated the 5 th October 1910, addressed to the Secretary of the
Provincial Muhammadan Educational Conference, that “in view of the general limitation of the numbers that may
be admitted to the Presidency College, the limit as far as the Muhammadans are concerned cannot on any account
be relaxed”.
These are no doubt words of authority. But may we also enquire why the college classes of the Madrasah were
abolished at all, and boys now either compelled to drag themselves two miles off for instruction which they might
have obtained nearer home, or made to run the risk of being turned out under arbitrary rules? On this point I
cannot do better than quote a few sentences from a pamphlet entitled The Musalmans of Bengal, How they
Remain Uneducated, prepared by the Moslem students of Calcutta themselves, and which deals with the question
in a remarkable manner.
The limit of the numbers of Moslem students to be admitted into the Presidency College was imposed in 1908, and
naturally the authorities thought that a limit which represented 14 more than the average number admitted to
Presidency College during the year 1902-07, was liberal enough. But in matter of this character, the average of a
number of year is likely to be as misleading as the calculation which bases the height of a door on the average height of
mankind. It does not provide for the years in which the average is exceeded, and it does not take into account the
increase of numbers which is likely to be still greater in future. On the contrary, it takes account of recent past which, in
the case of Muhammadan education, has been notoriously inglorious If a limit is to be imposed, it must be imposed in
the case of communities which practically monopolise the college, rather than in the case of the community which is
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invariably accused of apathy and ignorance. But even if it be conceded that a limit may be placed on the number of
Muhammadan students, it must not be based on an average of past years, but on the maximum, and it should take into
account the growing increase in the number of Musalmans who are successful in the various University Examinations.

My Lord, I have not had time to interpolate the Government on the subject, but I learn from private sources
that in 1911 more than 200 Muhammadan students were refused admission into various colleges in Calcutta. Have
the officials seriously considered the inevitable effects of the bitter disappointments, which these refusals cause,
not only to the boys, but also to the community as a whole? It is well known that when English education was first
introduced into this country, the Muhammadans held aloof from it because, in the words of Mr. E. C. Bayley,
however good in itself, it made no concession to their prejudices and was, in its nature, unavoidably antagonistic to
their interests and at variance with their social tradition.

The result was that the Muhammadan community, to quote the words of Sir William Hunter “with one consent
spurned the instructions of idolators through the medium of idolatory”.\fn{ There is no open quote to this quotation, so I
have made it at the end of Hunters’s name as being the most sensible alternative available:H } It is thus evident that if the
Muhammadans did not take kindly to English education at the beginning, the fault did not lie with the
Muhammadans alone. But now that the initial prejudices have been removed and Muhammadans are coming
forward in increasing numbers to avail themselves of English education, artificial restrictions are being imposed
which will inevitably have the effect of putting a brake on Muhammadan educational progress.
My Lord, the Honorable Mr. Kuchler treated us the other day to a lengthy homily on what the Government has
hitherto done to promote Muhammadan education. For all that has been actually done, we are truely thankful, but
I hope the Honorable member will excuse us if we decline to be grateful for mere promises. He has referred us to
Sir Harcaurt Butlers’ speeh at Delhi and is happy to announce that the Government of India is about to address the
Local Governments on the subject of Muhammadan education.
We are glad to hear it, but we prefer to wait and see what is actually going to be done. The Government of
India has been going on addressing Local Government on the subject ever since the famous education dispatch of
1854, and if elaborate schemes and pious wishes expressed eloquently in Government Resolutions, could be
accepted in lieu of actual fulfillments, the Muhammadan community would have every reason to congratulate
themselves on the zeal and earnestness displayed by officials in promoting the cause of Muhammadan education.
But unfortunately, the net result of all this official activity for the past sixty years comes to this, that in this year of
grace 1913, there are more than 350 Muhammadan students who are living in gutters and bye-places of this city
for want of the most ordinary hostel accommodation, while hundreds of Muhammadan boys have to give up their
studies every year on being refused admission into the existing colleges in Calcutta. We have had enough of these
resolutions, these well-meant promises and unredeemed pledges which bore no more good for the Muhammadan
community than did the “settled fact” of the partition.
The statement of the Honorable Mr. Kerr in council the other day is somewhat hopeful, as it refers to matters
which can be called somewhat definite. But unfortunately, even the provisions to which the Honorable Member
referred, valuable as they are, are far from being adequate. The extension of the Baker and Elliot Hostels will
hardly meet even the present demand, while the mufassil schemes appear to be grossly inadequate and
insufficient. The condition for reservation of a fifth of the seats for Muhammadans in hostels attached to aided
colleges is a salutary provision of the Provincial grant, but even this will not take us very far. In a couple of years
the rush for accommodation will bring things to nearly the same pass as at present and there will practically be a
deadlock in progress unless fresh provisions are made again on a liberal scale.
My Lord, I have already urged the case for the establishment of a Muhammadan college in Calcutta; an equally
urgent case is the one for the establishment of a hostel in College Square. That there is an urgent need for
increased hostel accommodation for Muhammadan students is universally accepted, and the only question is in
what shape this need should be provided for. I have already said that the extension of the Baker and Elliot Hostels
would not meet the full demand. But even if the extended buildings could provide accommodation for all
Muhammadan students they would be practically unsuited, as a place of residence, for the majority of Law and
Science students. I hope the Honorable Mr. Kuchler has by this time found out that the Baker and Elliot Hostels,
are not situated in College Square, but just two miles away. Need I pause to explain the physical inconveniences
of boarders in these hostels when compelled to attend lectures at the Presidency College or the University Law
College, or when required to attend any functions at the University Institute? This latter excellent Institution has
hitherto been out of practical use by Muhammadan students.
All these drawbacks could be easily removed by a suitable Muhammadan hostel in College Square. I recognise
the advisability of locating Muhammadan hostels in the midst of the acknowledged Muhammadan quarters in
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Calcutta. But the principal educational institutions in the city are situated miles away from the Muhammadan
quarters, because where these institutions were established, nobody took any note of the Muhammadan
community, owing to their apathy to English education. It would be impossible nor it would be advisable, to build
a second Presidency College in the neighbourhood of Wellesley Square. Muhammadan students will have to go to
the present Presidency College, unless they are to deprive themselves of the benefit of instructions at one of the
best and most equipped educational institutions in the world. The same argument applies to the University Law
College and also to the University Institute.
I feel sure that the case for a Muhammadan hostel in College Square need only be formulated to be accepted,
for it only turns on the question whether you will permanently shut out the Muhammadan community from
educational Institutions on which enormous sums are spent from Provincial Revenues every year.
My Lord, I regret that I have not got sufficient time at my disposal to discuss the statements made by the
Honorable Mr. Kuchler the other day regarding the Muhammadan education. It is a remarkable instance of the
self-glorification in which Indian officials too often indulge in order to impress the public with their activities in
the performance of their duties. Beyond a few thousand rupees spent on Muktabs and middle Madrasahs, and on
the training of Muhammadan teachers, together with a few conferences for the improvement of the Madrasahs,
leading to no practical result, I do not think anything definite has been pointed out as having been accomplished
in furtherance of the cause of Muhammadan education.
To take one single instance out of many; even now the provision for the teaching of Arabic and Persian in
Government and aided schools is hopelessly inadequate. Mr. Kuchler says that no provision is made where there
is no demand. But how can there be a demand unless boys come forward to read these languages, and why again
should they do so, unless there is a provision for the teaching of these languages in the schools. I would ask the
Honorable Mr. Kuchler to consider if his argument does not involve a well-known logical fallacy. As a matter of
fact, the absence of provision for the teaching of Arabic and Persian either scares away Muhammadan boys from
the schools, or compels them to take up Sanskrit. It is no use arguing that our vernacular is Bengali and we find
Sanskrit more congenial and easy to master than Persian or Arabic. Our natural inclinations are towards Persian, if
not Arabic, and not towards Sanskrit. I speak from experience that the grievance is a very real one and keenly felt ;
but whether Government is prepared to help us or not is a different matter.
I wish to take this opportunity of commenting on a mistake which officials generally commit in calculating the
share of the Muhammadan community in allotments in the matter of education. It is argued that the true basis of
calculation is not the numerical strength of our community, but the very small fraction of it that attend educational
institutions. I protest against this method of dwarfing Muhammadan claims, both because it is unjust and unfair.
If Muhammadan boys are in such a minority in educational institutions it is due to a system of education which
has been utterly unsuited to the requirements of the community, and which the authorities themselves permitted to
continue in the face of protests. And now to make this minority a basis for the calculation of educational grants is
to penalize the Muhammadan community for a state of things for which the officials themselves have been
primarily responsible and which has been brought about by causes over which the Muhammadan have had no
control.
My Lord, I do not wish to detain the council any longer. To me it seems that Government has arrived at a
parting of the ways, and has got to decide, once for all, its future policy regarding questions affecting the
Muhammadan community. It may be that Government may regard the twenty-two millions of the Muhammadan
of this Presidency as not worth the consideration that is due to them, on the ground that they have not hitherto
shown themselves capable of organized agitation. Or it may be, that the sense of justice which form so
distinguishable a feature of British character, will induce our rulers to redress our grievances as soon as brought to
their notice. As to what the ultimate decision of the Government will be, is a matter with which I have no concern.
But if the system of popular representation in council is a reality, and our opinion is entitled to any weight, I
can assure the Government that the minds of the Muhammadans are now in a disturbed state. There is a very
strong and widespread feeling that, in spite of their loyalty and devotion, the Muhammadans have fallen on the
frosty side of official pleasure, and that somehow or other, Mohammadan interests are not receiving proper
attention. Let the officials judge for themselves whether recent events have not contributed to the existence of
these feelings in the minds of the Muhammadan community. But so far as we are concerned, our policy is
perfectly clear.
We will no longer be satisfied with pious wishes expressed eloquently in Government Resolutions. For the
present we, in Calcutta, are very particularly keen about a Muhammadan College and a hostel in College Square.
We will not consent to see the removal of our grievances in these two vital matters to be deferred, on the score of
expense or any other considerations whatsoever. And generally we demand that all other considerations should be
subordinated to the necessity of affording the fullest relief to Muhammadans in the matter of education. This will
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be some compensation for all that we have patiently and loyally borne, even under the greatest provocations
which human nature can bear.
Hitherto, Muhammadans have so completely confided in the sense of justice of officials in all cases, that now
it almost does violence to their feelings to be compelled to adopt the more modern and effective method of
popular agitation. But in spite of their aversion to agitation, Mohammadans are drifting, owing to sheer force of
circumstances, into the arena of political warfare. We feel that we have got to move with the times or else we are
doomed. Let not the officials think that the feelings of the entire community can be soothed simply by the
bestowal of titles and decorations on our leaders, or by providing for a transitory stay of the officials at Dacca
with all the paraphernalia of Government. We require something more than a mere concession to our sentiments,
something tangible which can be reasonably set off against our loss by the annulment of the partition. I sincerely
hope that officials will not be misled by the misrepresentations of interested persons, but will bravely meet the
situation in the face and, by a liberal attempt to meet our demands to the full, prevent a feeling of disaffection, and
despair from creeping into the minds of the loyal Muhammadans of India.
2
My Lord, I rise with some regret to take part in these discussions, for I feel that in justice to the duty I owe to
my community, I cannot allow this Budget to pass unchallenged. I know that the limit of time imposed renders
detailed discussions impossible; but nevertheless I cannot by adopting an attitude of silence, subscribe to any
principle which would justify expenditure from public funds in utter disregard of the legitimate claims of my
community.
My Lord, it is now 12 months almost to a day, that I raised my voice in this council as a protest against the
policy of whittling down the claims of the Muhammadan community in allotments of public expenditure for the
furtherance of education in this country. I used the language of strong comment, and I hoped that Government
would either attempt a justification of their policy or a refutation of the charges I had brought against them.
Neither course was, however, adopted, and 12 months have rolled away without effecting any change for the
better, either in the attitude of the officials or the temper of the Muhammadan community. It looks as if my voice
in this council died away like a voice in a wilderness, and even the faintest echo never penetrated the stolid walls
of the Government Secretariat. It may be consonant with official dignity to treat our remarks with indifference,
but I would remind them that the only result of this attitude has been that my open indictment of Government
policy remains unanswered to the present day.
It is true that in presenting the amended Draft Financial Statement in council on the 5 th of March, the
Honorable Mr. Hornell said that he protested against any suggestion that the Muhammadans are not getting their
fair share in the general improvements which the Imperial Grants are enabling Government to effect. I may tell
the Honorable member that a dogmatic assertion like this coming even from a head of department, must fail to
carry conviction unless it fits the fact, or unless it is backed by acceptable argument. Mr. Hornell is new to the
department and it is a pity that before he had acquired sufficient grasp of facts to enable him to judge of our
claims in their true perspective, he should have been laid to identify himself with a policy which is open to serious
criticism. I rather look upon the Budget allotments in the light of an insult to my community, and I cannot allow
this protest to pass unanswered.
My Lord, It will save time if I begin with accepted fact. The Honorable member has himself admitted that
beyond an allotment of 21 lakhs for the acquisition of certain lands, no sums out of the 52 lakhs assignment have
been set apart for specifically Muhammadan institutions I do not think it requires much logic to convince anyone
that an allotment of 2 out of 52 lakhs is a somewhat questionable recognition of the growing demands of an
advancing community. But this is not all. Not only is the allotment itself extremely inadequate, but it is a distinct
breach of many a promise held out to us by the late Director of Public Instructions and other officials, and is in
conflict with the spirit of the Government of India Resolution on the subject of the encouragement of
Muhammadan education. It will be within the recollection of this Council that on the 14 th March 1913, the
Honorable Nawab Sayyed Nawab Ali Chaudhury, Khan Bahadur, moved a Resolution recommending the
allotment of a substantial sum in Budget provisions in furtherance of Muhammadan education. This Resolution
was accepted by Government without a controversy and the Honorable Mr. Kuchler, replying on behalf of
Government, gave us the assurance that our claims would not be neglected. This was followed by my own
Resolution of the 4th April, which was also accepted by Government, with a promise that sums to be specifically
spent on Muhammadan education would be separately shown in schemes for the distribution of Imperial Grants
for Education. All these promises and assurances have practically come to nothing and it is now sought to silence
criticism by a rigid frown of official authority.
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Time will not permit a detailed examination of the question in all its aspects, but I will refer to only one
particular instance to show how unjustly we are being treated—I refer to the question of hostel accommodation
for Mubammadan students. In the speech already referred to the Honorable Mr. Kuchler admitted that one way “in
which the higher education of Muhammadans can be fostered and facilitated is by the provision of an adequate
amount of hostel accommodation”. This was on the 13 th March, and on the 17th March, the Honorable Mr. Kerr
stated that a considerable proportion of the 10 lakhs grant made by the Government of India for the erection of
hostels in Calcutta, would be devoted to the provision of hostels accommodation for Muhammadan students.
Not only has no attempt been made to keep the promise but this year the authorities have gone better and have
refrained from allotting even one single pice towards Muhammadan hostels in Calcutta. We are told that the Baker
and Elliot Hostels will be extended and that Rs. 91,000 has been set apart for this purpose. Even here we are being
kept on the tenterhooks of impatience, and the story of Rs. 91,000 having been set apart is being repeated year
after year. We first hear of this Rs. 91,000 in Mr. Kuchler’s speech on the 14 th March, 1913; it reappeared in Mr.
Kerr’s reply on the 17th March and this year it emerged out of oblivion in Mr. Samman’s reply on the 28 th
February. I wonder how many interpretations in council will be necessary to dislodge this sum from its
impregnable position in the Budget, in order to be of some practical benefit to Muhammadan students.
My Lord, I have heard it said that no urgent case has been made out for any specific schemes of extended
hostel accommodation for Muhammadan students. A refutation of such a statement requires more time than I have
at my disposal, and I can only refer to certain facts which speak for themselves.
The total number of Muhammadan students in the various colleges in Calcutta including Law and Medicine,
comes up to 660. It appears from the reply to the question by the Honorable Nawab Syed Hossain Haider
Chaudhuri, Khan Bahadur, that of these only 109 live in existing Government hostels and 24 in hostels attached to
private institutions. In other words, as many as 527 boys or nearly 80 per cent of the total are left to shift for
themselves in the precarious scramble for accommodation in the uncongenial and unsympathetic environments of
a city like Calcutta. It is worthy of note that out of the 660 students as many as 521 belong to institutions roughly
within a mile radius of College Square. No amount of extensions to the Baker and Elliot hostels can bring these
students any real relief. What is wanted is a well-equipped hostel situated in the vicinity of institutions in close
proximity to College Square.
The case of mufassil students is equally bad, if not worse. One has only to take a rapid survey of the conditions
obtaining in the 26 districts of the Presidency to realize how pressing is the demand all round for hostel
accommodation. We have the cases of Burdwan, Murshidabad, Midnapore, Nadia and Jessore where there are
absolutely no hostels for college students, while the accommodation for school students is of the most meager
kind; there are the cases of Dacca, Khulna, Chittagong, Tipperah, Rajshahi and Pabna where the accommodation
for both classes of students is grossly inadequate. In Dacca itself out of a total of 211 college students there is
hostel accommodation for only 54. At Rajshahi out of a total of 149 students only 28 are living in hostels; in
Tipperah, there are 62 college students for only 16 of whom there is some kind of hostel accommodation.
It is needless to multiply instances. We are told that only about one lakh will be denoted for the improvement
and provision of hostel accommodation in the mufassil. Are we to understand that little doles out of this one lakh
allotment distributed pell-mell all over the Presidency will effect any material change in existing conditions, or
afford our students any appreciable relief? Let the Honorable Mr. Hornell answer.
*
My Lord, while on the subject of expenditure on Muhammadan education I cannot help saying a few words
about the Calcutta Madrasah. The affairs of this institution badly require looking after. I am told there is a
Madrasah Committee, but the duties of this body seem to comprise anything but the act of supervision over the
affairs of the institution. The question of the principalship of the Madrasah should at once be taken in hand. A sum
of more than Rs. 13,000 a year is being spent to maintain this post, and Muhammadan opinion is practically
unanimous that all this money is being wasted. I fail to see the propriety of having a European member of the
Indian Education Service to glorify a post whose duties are of such a meager character.
For more than a quarter of a century, the Education Department has been playing interesting experiments with
this post, although the necessity for its maintenance really ceased with the abolition of the college classes of the
Madrasah. European scholars have been foisted on this institution whenever the department seems to have felt a
difficulty in making suitable provisions for them elsewhere. Dr. Hoerule was a Sanskrit scholar, but the Hindu
College would not accept him, and he was sent to fill the Madrasah sinecure, and carry on learned researches in
Pali and Sanskrit archaeology. The present incumbent is a Hebrew scholar, and I am told that his attainments in
even homely Urdu are so meager that he has to talk with his Muhammadan subordinates through the medium of
an interpreter.
It is time that these arrangements should be terminated, the post abolished, and the saving effected denoted to
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more useful purposes.
*
My Lord, I venture to trespass on the attention of this Council with my remarks on Muhammadan education
because I am anxious that the widest facilities should be given to our students in order that Muhammadan
education may be put on a par with the needs of the community and the country. But I mean no disrespect to the
official world when I say that I have grave misgivings if my efforts will bear any practical fruit.
Within the last 15 months, numerous attempts have been made in various shapes to draw pointed attention to
the needs of our students and the necessity for making suitable provisions in the Budget for specific schemes in
furtherance of Muhammadan education. But the success which has hitherto attended our efforts has been
practically nothing.
To our question in Council, enigmatical replies have sometimes been given, and even our successful
resolutions have been either ignored or condemned to glorify the dusty shelves of the Government Secretariat. It
is seldom that the non-officials’ voice can successfully prevail against the officials, and even if it does prevail, it
seems to receive the scantiest recognition. I do not know what other non-official members think of this, but to me
the situation is most discouraging. We are in theory the chosen representatives of the people, and to please our
fancy, we are even in a majority in the Council. But for real effective work on behalf of our country, our opinion is
of little more value than that of the average man in the street.
I believe, it was Lord Morley who remarked that Indians in agitating for representative institutions were really
crying for the moon. Well, My Lord, we have perhaps got the moon after all, but our voice in the Councils of
Government seems to be as ineffectual as that of the man in the moon. I am disposed to think that our leaders in
their eagerness for these representative institutions only clutched the shadow but lost the substance, and that while
we have been crying hoarse for bread, we have given only stones instead.
3
My Lord, we meet today for our annual discussion of the Provincial Budget under extremely exceptional
circumstances. While the crisis through which the Empire is passing has imposed on us a solemn duty to temper
our remarks with prudence and moderation, yet I feel that the voice of criticism cannot be wholly hushed, if we
are to discharge our duties not only to our community but also to your Excellency’s Government. I, therefore,
propose to offer a few remarks on the Budget allotments and the Government policy regarding the expenditure
from Provincial Funds on matters affecting the education of Muhammadans in this Presidency.
My Lord, it is now two years almost to a day that I raised my voice iu this Council as a protest against the
policy of doling out fitful allotments in the Budget in furtherance of halting and half-hearted schemes for the
advancement of Muhammadan education in Bengal. I tried to impress on your Excellency’s Government that the
minds of the Muhammadans had been seriously unsettled by the annulment of the partition, and that Government
was in honur bound to make adequate amends for the grievous wrong inflicted by that measure on a loyal and
unsuspecting community. I pointed out that the least that your Excellency’s Government could do was to continue
the vigilant care which the Eastern Bengal officials used to bestow on schemes tending to further Muhammadan
education, and to place such schemes in the forefront of all measures which your Excel1ency’s Government
thought fit to finance from Provincial Funds.
As special cases, I emphasized the urgent necessity for Muhammadan boys of a well. equipped Arts College in
Calcutta together with adequate hostel accommodation in all the educational centers, and more particularly a
hostel for college students in the vicinity of College Square in this city. These proposals have since then run the
gauntlet of official criticism and public comment, and voice of the community has all along been approvingly
raised In their support at all the Muhammadan Educational Conferences in this Presidency. But unfortunately, in
spite of all our earnest efforts the lapse of full two years has not brought about any improvement in the situation,
nor afforded the Muhammadan boys the best relief in their struggles to avail themselves of the benefits of English
education. I have not the least doubt that the history of the previous years will again repeat itself, and that this
year also the stringent rules of admission into colleges, coupled with the utter absence of suitable or adequate
hostel accommodation will mark the close of the career of hundreds of Muhammadan students all over the
Presidency.
My Lord, it was in April 1913 that the Government of India issued its well-known circular to Provincial
Governments, emphasizing the importance and the necessity of paying particular attention to the various problems
affecting the education of the Muhammadan community. As a full and careful statement of the case for the
Muhammadan community the document was admirable enough, but in its practical application it has remained a
veritable dead letter. I cannot for a moment conceive how, when once the necessity for a certain measure is
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realized, Government should feel any difficulty in taking suitable steps to put their resolve into action. I am
prepared to admit that the wheels of the Government machine are ponderously slow, but that is no reason why
they should be so slow, as for all practical purposes, not to be moving at all.
Let us take for instance the case of the Muhammadan Arts College and the hostel for Muhammadan students in
College Square in this city. It was in 1913 that a notification was published in the Calcutta Gazette about the
acquisition of a plot of land for the Arts College in Wellesly Square. But beyond that mere paper notification
nothing has yet been done, and the ground is still lying in the same vacant condition with not a spadeful of sand
having been turned during these two years. The officials concerned may console themselves that they have some
mysteriously convincing explanation for all this delay, but the Muhammadan community feel convinced that the
real cause for all this lethargy lies in the utter indifference with which the officials are wont to treat the claims of
the Muhammadan community.
In the case of the hostel in College Square, the officials have gone one better, for not one single step has yet
been taken to indicate that the Government have the least intention to afford the Muhammadan students any relief
in this matter.
My Lord, the cases of the Arts College or the hostel in College Square are not the solitary instances in which
Muhammadan claims, even of a pressing character, have been conveniently brushed aside so as ultimately to pass
out of consideration altogether. I can mention scores of instances to illustrate what I mean, but for paucity of time
I will only quote two cases in point.
Honrable Members are aware that when early in 1913 the question of hostel accommodation for Muhammadan
students was forcibly pressed on the Government, we were assured that a sum of Rs. 91,000 had been set apart for
the extension of the Baker and Elliot Hostels. Resolution after resolution was moved in this Council, and
interpretation after interpretation was put to draw the pointed attention of Government to the urgency of hostel
accommodation for Muhammadan students, and at the end of each discussion or answer, Government used to tell
us that a sum of Rs. 91,000 had been set apart for the extension of the two hostels. I hope I will not cause any
surprise in this Council were I to declare that the sum of Rs. 9l,000 still exists in its integrity, that not a pice out of
this amount has been thought fit to be spent and that not a brick has yet been added to either of the two
institutions.
The other case that I wanted to cite comes from Rajshahi. Soon after the partition the Muhammadans of that
town urged upon the Government the necessity for a Muhammadan hostel and asked for an allotment from
Provincial Revenues. After some discussion and negotiation, it was settled that the Muhammadan community
should supply the land and a portion of the cost of the building, and the Government would pay the balance of the
cost. The Eastern Bengal Government never allowed the cases of Muhammadan hostels to be shelved on any
account, and within a short time of its first inception, the hostel was completed and thrown open for the
occupation of students.
Then a very strange thing happened. The hostel was named “The Fuller Hostel” after Sir Bampfylde Fuller,
and as if to be in keeping with Sir Bampfylde's unfinished reign, the authorities thought that the building should
be left slightly incomplete. They accordingly allowed the floor of the dining-hall to remain kutcha.\fn{Unfinished}
The community at once protested and the matter was referred to the Principal of the Rajshahi College for
report. Since then although the Muhammadan community have sent up numerous representations and petitions
during six full years, neither the Principal of the College nor the higher authorities have shown any desire within
the last six years to do anything in the mutter. I leave it to your Exellency’s Government to consider what
justification there can possibly be for neglecting for six years to repair the floor of a hall, only about 400 yards in
area, especially when the matter itself is of some urgency and has been repeatedly brought to the notice of the
authorities. Can indifference, I ask, go further than this?
My Lord, there remains for me to say a few words on the question of hostel accommodation for Muhammadan
students of the University Law College. There are at present about two hundred of these students, and the only
accommodation that exists for them in Calcutta is confined to a few precarious seats in a stuffy house at No.2
Mirzapore Street. When it was decided to build a hostel for the Law students of the University College, the
University contributed over 3 lakhs of rupees and the Government contributed an equal amount for the erection of
a suitable building for the hostel. The result has been the five-storied building named the Hardinge Hostel situated
by the side of the University Law College, with accommodation, on even the most liberal scale, for nearly two
hundred students.
Ever since the erection of the hostel, more than 40 percent of the seats remain unoccupied and yet no
Muhammadan student is allowed to have a seat in the hostel. There can be no objection to have the hostel
reserved for Hindu students, but the Muhammadan students have an equal claim on the University and Provincial
Funds an it would by an act of bare justice to them to build for them, if not an equally gorgeous, at least an
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equally commodious hostel.
My Lord, I do not wish to multiply instances. If I have ventured to trouble this Council once again with the
very same matters which I had dealt with in the discussion of the previous Budgets, I have done so from an
overpowering sense of duty. It is always an unpleasant task to have to perform the part of a critic, still more
unpleasant to have to dwell on the very same theme year after year. But the responsibilities of office must be
faced, and the very seat I occupy in this Council can only be justified by my readiness to place the views of my
country and community truly and faithfully before your Excellency’s Government. I have never been an alarmist
at any time of my life, and I represent a community whose loyalty has always been above comment or cavil. It
should therefore be a matter for some consideration by your Excellency’s Government that today, while
approaching the close of my term in this Council, I feel compelled to record my deliberate opinion that
Muhammadan interests have not been receiving due and adequate consideration at the hands of Government. The
annulment of the partition gave a rude shock to Moslem feelings and fitful efforts were for some time made by
officials to conciliate Muhammadan opinion.
The result was the Dacca University—a doubtful boon, for which we are still making provisions in the Budget.
This is neither the place nor the occasion to dwell on the various other causes which have since convulsed our
community, but it is enough that the accumulated result of all this fortuitous concourse of circumstances has been
to leave the minds of my community in a disturbed state. On the top of all this came the repeated disappointments
of my community in securing even the scantiest recognition from Government in furtherance of practical schemes
for the development of Muhammadan education.
My Lord, I have just been supplied with answers to an interpretations of mine which show the total
expenditure on hostels for the last three years, with separate figures for sums spent on Muhammadan hostels. I am
told that in 1912-13 the total expenditure was about five and a half lakhs, Muhammadan hostels accounting for
Rs. 58 thousands; in 1913-14 the total expenditure was about five lakhs, Muhammadan hostels 65 thousands; and
1914-15 the total was eight lakhs of which only about Rs. 86 thousand had been spent on Muhammadan Hostels.
Comment on these figures seems unnecessary. I will perhaps be told that a committee for advising on
Muhammadan education has been appointed and been sitting and Government are awaiting their report before
taking any steps in matters which may possibly form the subject of discussion in the committee was appointed
only late last year and even before that Government had not given any indications that they had been making the
problems of Muhammadan education a matter of much concern.\fn{ So the text; the sense of this seems to be in the
following emendation: I will perhaps be told that a committee for advising on Muhammadan education has been appointed and been
sitting; and that Government is awaiting their report before taking any steps in matters which may possibly form the subject of discussion
in such a committee appointed only late last year (though even before that Government had not given any indications that they had been
making the problems of Muhammadan education a matter of much concern).H} Besides, the case for a Muhammadan Arts

College or a hostel in College square has always been above controversy, and one at least of these schemes could
have been taken up without prejudice to the deliberations of the committee. But Government preferred to
procrastinate even in matters of such grave moment, with the result that the war has now broken out and is putting
such a strain on the resources of the Empire that your Excellency had to declare at the Madrasah the other day that
these schemes on which we had so much set our heart must be indefinitely postponed. It will be after all, as has
always been in the past, that the Muhammadan community will suffer.
My Lord, I feel bound to tell your Excellency’s Government that the popular impression is that you look upon
the Muhammadan community as a negligible quantity and always try to ignore it in your administrative
calculations. Recent events have convinced me that the popular estimate of the real attitude of Government
towards our community is far from being incorrect. I do not mind telling my official friends in this Council that
the one great weakness in the British character is its readiness to yield to those who shout the loudest and to
ignore those who confide in the sense of justice and equity and the sturdy conscience of the British race.
Herein lies the real explanation of the Government attitude towards the Muhammadan community. We are
being ignored, because we have not yet made our existence felt. Else, how is it I ask, that even the urgent needs of
our community are being subordinated to numerous other matters about which expenditure had to be incurred in
the teeth of controversy? How is it that lakhs are being spent in such doubtful schemes as the college in Hastings
House, while the Muhammadan Arts College is being slowly consigned to the limbo of oblivion? How is it that
thousands of rupees are forth coming for the acquisition of Darga lands at Rajshahi in the teeth of the most violent
opposition by the Muhammadan community, while the repair of the floor of the dining hall in Fuller Hostel bas
been held back for over six years, although the cost would not have been more than a few hundred rupees?
My Lord, the annulment of the partition has itself left a wound which even time may not heal, but there have
been aftergriefs which have affected us more deeply and will perhaps leave scars which nothing can efface from
the mind of the community.
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My Lord, I wish it to be distinctly understood that, in all my comments on Government policy, I do not wish to
reflect on the Honorable Mr. Hornell or his methods of administration of the Education Department. On the
contrary, the entire community fully appreciates the zeal and energy with which he has approached many a
question affecting Muhammadan education, and I cannot personally withhold. my tribute of grateful thanks to him
and his worthy assistant Mr. Taylor, for all that they have done for the spread of Muhammadan education in
Bengal. If our community has any grievances it is certainly not owing to the Honorable Mr. Hornell or to Mr.
Taylor that things are unsatisfactory, and it is wholly due to them that I should publicly acknowledge their
services on behalf of our community.
4
My Lord, in rising to make my farewell speech in this Council, I sincerely hope that the official members will
not take it amiss if my parting words today do not happen to be wholly devoid of a little friendly comment and
criticism. Ever since I have been a member of this Council, I have always used my humble efforts in pressing the
claims of my community upon the Government, especially in matters affecting the educational advancement of
my people. I have often used the language of strong comment in doing so, and I have sometimes been taken to
task for what I have constrained to say on various aspects of Government policy.
Only the other day a very high official presiding at a Muhammadan gathering at a public function referred to
my criticisms of Government measures in language of strong disapprobation. He said that my attitude was like
going about with a bludgeon to strike at the head of officials, instead of my extending the hand of friendship and
co-operation in their efforts to grapple with the complicated problems of a provincial administration.
Now, far from sallying forth with a bludgeon in hand, I am terribly afraid of going about with even a walking
stick, lest I be caught within the meshes of the Defense of India Act or the provisions of some similar repressive
legislation. And if, at the present moment, with the undoubted necessity for the utmost caution in fill our public
utterances, I venture to make some adverse comments on the present budget, I will seek justification in the loyalty
which we all owe to a sense of duty.
The British officials in India wield unbounded powers. Into their hands are committed the weal and woe of
millions of human beings, and for them it is a much commoner experience to be flattered and cajoled rather than
to have their faults freely pointed out. My Honorable colleagues have often given the official members of this
Council numerous certificates of good conduct and much well-deserved credit for what the officials have done
and are daily doing for the good Government of the country. I think it is time to present to the officials even a
momentary view of the other side of the shield, if only to correct a possible human vanity which may arise in their
minds by a contemplation of the magnitude of their accomplishments. I freely express the gratitude of all our
people for all that they have done, but it is also necessary to tell them now and then how much they have left
undone. I hope and trust that a contemplation of work unaccomplished will quicken and stimulate the desire of
every official in this Presidency to attain the highest and noblest of ideals in the discharge of their duty.
My Lord, if the mills of God grind slowly, they also grind exceeding small; but the mills of Government grind
so very slowly that sometimes they seem not to grind at all. This is very often the case with reference to projects
affecting the interest of the people of Eastern Bengal in general and oftener with regard to various claims in
connection with the furtherance of Muhammadan education in particular.
I do not know if the official members of this Council are aware of what happens in the case of the oil-pressing
machine used by oilmen for pressing oil in the mufassal. The oil is pressed out of seeds by means of two stones
which are turned round and round by a bullock, which goes about in a circle, turning the pressing stones as it
moves about in a circuit. For some reasons or other, the eyes of the bullock are blindfolded, and as the poor
animal goes the round of the circuit through out the night, it thinks that it must have covered hundreds of miles in
the course of its journey. When day breaks, however, and the folds are taken off its eyes, it finds itself in exactly
the same place where it was when it began the circuit. The progress of many an important project under the
provoking dilatoriness of secretariat procedure is very little better than that of the unfortunate bullock in the
course of its wonderings through the night. Time and energy may be spent no doubt, but matters remain
practically where they were at the beginning. I will now illustrate my remarks by referring to only a few specific
instances
My Lord, in order to make my meaning clear, I will ask the indulgence of my Honorable colleagues to travel
back with me a period of nearly three years and a half to fix their attention on the condition of things immediately
on the annulment of the partition. With a view to prevent a setback in the educational progress of Eastern Bengal,
we are promised a University at Dacca. Ever since 1912 provisions were being made in every budget for this
proposed University, and each year we were told to live on the hope that this University would soon be an
338

accomplished fact. We are now told that a costly project like a University at Dacca is out of the bounds of
possibility in the near future.
I can understand that a big scheme like this cannot be developed in a day, but does it really take years and
years for the scheme to mature and develop if only the will to carry the work through be not wanting? Even under
the stress and turmoil of the war, the new province of Bihar and Orissa\fn{ Orissa was given a separate provincial status in
1936, the last British provincial creation in India:H } could get such a costly institution as a new High Court at Patna. Could
not the same energy and the same quickness of dispatch have accomplished at Dacca what they did under such
abnormal conditions at Bankipur? Perhaps the Dacca University lies buried deep beneath some dusty files in some
Secretariat, while the people of Eastern Bengal are no wiser than the unfortunate oilmen’s bullock hoping that
considerable progress has been made, although matters are absolutely at standstill.
My Lord, another project which seems to have got round some oilman’s bullock and is being turned round and
round the Secretariat pressing machines is the proposed Muhammadan College at Calcutta. A notification or the
acquisition of the lands has no doubt been issued, but the College itself is as far from being an actual reality as
anything in a visionary dream. I have no doubt that if the authorities concerned had the least intention of giving us
a relief in this matter, the scheme would have been an accomplished fact long ago. But the officials allowed the
matter to procrastinate with the result that the present financial strain on our resources has shut out the possibility
of any consideration of the scheme for years to come.
My Lord, another project which has shared the same fate is the one for a hostel for Muhammadan boys
somewhere in the vicinity of College Square in Calcutta. It was in 1913 that I drew the attention of Government to
the pressing necessity for such a hostel, and since then I have never lost any opportunity of urging this matter on
the attention of Government. In the session of Legislative Council held at Dacca in 1914 the Director of Public
Instructions, speaking to one of my resolutions on this subject, admitted that the difficulties of Muhammadan
students regarding hostel accommodation were extremely real and genuine, and he practically endorsed all that I
had to say as regards the adoption of early steps for the removal of such difficulties. More than three years have
elapsed since this matter was first discussed in this Council, and today, at the end of my term, I am leaving the
matter in exactly the same condition as at the beginning. It is true that a small hostel has been established at
Wellington Square in a rented house as a temporary measure, but this is far from giving the students a real relief.
My Honorable friend the Vice-chancellor told us about a year ago that he was going to establish a hostel out of
University Funds for Muhammadan students in the vicinity of College Square. I understand that a beginning has
been made, and I sincerely hope that the project may not get round the neck of some oilman’s bullock to he turned
round and round some pressing machine of the University. Tthe finances of the University must have been very
little affected by the war, and there can be no possible reason, for the postponement of this University hostel on
any ground whatsoever.
My Lord, another project which seems to have got strangled at its very birth is the one for the Muhammadan
Hall at Dacca. It may be a surprise for many of my Honorable friends to hear that the foundation stone of this
Muhammadan Hall, which was really meant to be a boarding house for Muhammadan students, was actually laid
by Charles [Stuart] Bayley on the eve of his retirement as Lieutenant-Governor (1911-1912) of the ill-fated
province of Eastern Bengal and Assam.
“It is,” said Sir Charles Bayley on the occasion of laying the foundation stone of the hall and referring to the
remarkable progress in education made by the Muhammadans in Eastern Bengal, “a very great pleasure to me on
leaving this province to find that much progress has already been made and that a foundation has been laid on
which my successors may rear a splendid edifice.”
The foundation of the edifice was no doubt well and truly laid, but little did Sir Charles Bayley know at the
time that his successors were going to build the edifice itself in the air. It is time that the foundation stone with all
its memorable associations be now handed over to the Archaeological Department of the Government to be
preserved as a part of the curiosities of a forsaken capital.
My Lord, I have hitherto mentioned only a few instances in which the most urgent and important schemes have
been allowed to be shelved and which have now got to be given up altogether. The dilatory methods adopted with
reference to these and similar projects were certainly not due to mere lethargy or laziness, for officials can be
marvelously quick and energetic over any pet project of their own.
I have already alluded to the case of the Patna High Court which was conceived, developed and carried into
executions under the most abnormally unfavourable conditions. I am reminded of the case of the Hastings House
School in Calcutta as another instance of the quickness with which schemes can be carried through in the face of
the acutest of financial embarrassments. It seems a little perplexing that there should be one procedure for some
schemes and projects, but quite a different one for others which may not happened to catch the fancy of officials.
My Lord, the Honorable Nawab Saiyid Nawab Ali Chaudhury has complained that the promises about making
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Dacca the second capital of the Presidency has not been faithfully kept. I am not prepared to share in his
disappointment. The treatment meted out to Dacca ought to have been foreseen by every sensible man in Eastern
Bengal. The declaration about the position of Dacca as a second capital of this Presidency was only a part of the
programme of the annulment of the partition, which itself proceeded on broken pledges and unredeemed
promises. It is no wonder that the inevitable has at last come to pass and has consigned Dacca to its doom.
With the fall of Dacca as a capital city, many an important project relating to the welfare of the people of
Eastern Bengal seems to have gradually shipped out of the attention of officials. I could have spoken for hours if I
had been permitted to enter into minute details, but the limitation of time at my disposal compels me to make only
passing references to a few specific instances.
First, there is the canalisation of Dacca khals and the Dacca Drainage Schemes. This was sanctioned and
budgeted for by the Government of Eastern Bengal and Assam, and in 1913-14 the first budget of the present
Government provided for a payment of Rs. 22,000 as fees to Messrs Lne, Brown and Henett for the preparation of
a sewage scheme for Dacca city. In 1915 the Honorable Nawab Syed Shamsul Huda gave an assurance that the
schemes would be carried into effect, but we do not find any mention of this item in the budget, nor any
explanation of delay.
The next item, I wanted to refer to is the Dacca-Aricha Road. Attention has already been drawn to this matter,
and I need not repeat what has been said.
Drying up of the Dhalleswari is a serious problem, which should be immediately solved.
Survey classes:—Reference has already been made to these by the Honorable Nawab Saiyid Nawab Ali
Chaudhuri who has shown how Government has effected a saving of Rs 2,640 yearly at an expense of between 17
to 22 thousands a year. I must now leave Dacca and Eastern Bengal to their fate and turn for a moment to one or
two problems affecting the cause of Muhammadan education in Bengal.
It is true we have always pressed for a preferential treatment of the claims of our community in this matter, but
in doing so we have never pressed for anything new. We have never asked Government to depart in the slightest
measure from their own recognised principles. All authorities have constantly pressed the claims of Muhammadan
education for special consideration. Even the well-known Hindu deputation, headed by Sir Rash Behari Ghose,
which waited on His Excellency Lord Hardinge in Calcutta on the 16 th of February 1912 in connection with the
new historic University at Dacca, had the frankness to concede that
the whole province will welcome the grant of special facilities for the spread of education among the Muhammadans in
the shape of endowments and a move of liberal award of scholarships.

The Education Commission of 1884, which was the most representative body that ever investigated the entire
problem of education in India, after making careful and exhaustive enquiries on the subject, formulated a series of
recommendations for the encouragement of Muhammadan education. It was in 1871 that the then Lieutenant
Governor of Bengal in a minute acknowledged that the Muhammadans were not being fairly treated in Bengal
with regard to the educational machinery. Nearly 45 years have passed since then, and I will not shrink a moment
from remarking that the situation is not very much better today.
On the 14th of March 1913 the Honorable Nawab Saiyid Nawab Ali Chaudhuri moved a resolution
recommending that substantial grants both recurring and non-recurring, be set apart for the furtherance of
schemes of Muhammadan education, and the resolution was accepted by the then Director of Public Instructions
in an eloquent speech, which is a masterpiece in the art of self-glorification. At the end of three years it will be
profitable to consider for a moment how these promises have been kept. In reply to an interpellation of mine on
the 6th of March of this year the Honorable Mr. De furnished a statement showing the total expenditure, both
recurring and non-recurring, on education, either from Imperial Grant or out of the Royal Grant for education, and
also the amount spent under these two heads, in the furtherance of schemes for the advancement of Muhammadan
education. It appears that the non-recurring expenditure on education during these three years amounts to a little
over fifty one lakhs, out of which the amount spent on Muhammadan education amounts to a little over four
lakhs. Similarly, the amount of non-recurring expenses during the years 1912-15 amounts to nearly 50 lakhs, out
of which barely a lakh and a half seems to have been spent on schemes in the furtherance of Muhammadan
education. The total expenditure during these years on both the heads, recurring and non-recurring, happens to be
one crore and 67 thousands, and the exact amount spent on schemes for Muhammadan education comes up to the
sorry figure Rs. 612,694—in other words, a poor percentage of about 6 per cent.
I do not for a moment wish to impute any motive to officials, high or low, in their treatment of the claims of
the Muhammadan community, but there seems to be a malignant fate dogging the steps of our community and
paralyzing the efforts of the officials in furthering our interests.
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My Lord, there is one other matter relating to the problems of Muhammadan education, which is of the utmost
importance to our community and which I cannot on the present occasion overlook. I refer to the necessity for
providing Persian and Arabic teachers in High and Middle English schools in this Presidency. This was one of the
recommendations of the Education Commission, and the matter has been constantly pressed on the attention of
the Education Department not merely by individual leaders of our community but also by various public
associations and educational conferences. It is, therefore, a matter of sincere grief to us that the answer of the
Honorable Mr. De on the 27th of March 1916 to one of my questions in this Council reveals the startling fact that
there are no less than 49 Government and aided schools where absolutely no provisions exist for the teaching of
Arabic and Persian to Muhammadan students. A glance at the statement furnished to me will show that there are
in some of these schools from 20 to 26 Muhammadan boys who for want of this provision for a maulvi have had
to take Sanskrit or Bengali as their second language.
In the course of the debate on this very question in this Council in 1913 the Honorable Mr. Kuchlur remarked
that provision for the teaching of Arabic and Persian has always been made wherever there is a demand on the
part of Muhammadan boys for receiving instruction in these languages. He argued that there must be an initial
demand before there can be a supply. We pointed out to him that his argument was fallacious and that the question
of demand and supply would always interact on each other, and that unless there be a supply there could be no
means of testing whether there is a demand. In the cases that I have mentioned where there are over 30
Muhammadan boys in an institution, there is no justification for not appointing a teacher for imparting instruction
in Arabic and Persian.
These Muhammadan boys cannot read their own classics for want of a provision for the teaching of these
languages; we object to their reading Sanskrit as their second language; and I wonder whether our friend the
present Director would insist on their reading German or Russian or any other of the Continental languages.
My Lord, it is no use telling the Muhammadan community that efforts are never wanting to supply the needs of
the community when over 500 boys in 49 schools in this Presidency are driven to read Sanskrit or Bengali in
preference to Arabic or Persian, simply because necessary provisions have not been made in these institutions for
imparting instruction in our own classical languages.
My Lord, the sands in the hourglass have run out, and I must conclude, but I feel I must do so with an
expression of regret. In the present members of your Excellency’s Government we have the strongest possible
combination favourable to Eastern Bengal and the Muhammadan community. The Indian member of your
Excellency’s Government has himself been not only a prominent leader of our community, but one of the
foremost citizens of Eastern Bengal, and has himself fought many a pitched battle for a just and equitable
recognition of this Council. The Honorable Mr. Lyon had himself inspired many of the most generous schemes in
the furtherance of Muhammadan education and in the interests of the people of Eastern Bengal in general, the
name of the Honorable Mr. Beatson Bell is a household word in Eastern Bengal, and in some respects he knows
the needs of the Muhammadan community and sympathises with them more than even many a leader of our own
community.
And yet, with all this combination of circumstances, Eastern Bengal is being gradually relegated to the cold
shade of neglect, its capital city gradually reduced to an in significance, while almost all the fondest schemes for
the furtherance of Muhammadan education are yet in the dreamland of unrealised hopes. In the case of
Muhammadan education our disappointment is all the more keener because, in addition to the members of your
Excellency’s Executive Council, we have in the present Director of Public Instruction an officer fully in sympathy
with the legitimate aspirations of the Muhammadan community regarding matters affecting the department of
Government in his charge.

1835 East India Company quarter anna, part of the unified coinage introduced into India in that year
Bengali 19 Ahsanullah Excerpt from Khanabhadura Ahchanaulla Racanabali\fn{by Khan Bahadur Ahsanullah
(1874-1965)} Nalta Sharif, Shatkhira District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 22
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72.28 Excerpt from Nahal The Musician: “The Tale Of A Buddhist Monk”\fn{by Snehalata Sen (1874-1967)}
Kamarakhanda, Munshiganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 4
I had been commissioned by the Archaeological Society to undertake the excavations of some ruins and
temples recently discovered in the heart of a dense jungle on a mountain in Ceylon. There was no house or
bungalow there and I took up my abode in the ruins of an old Buddhist stone abbey, which with tent cloths and
derries made a fairly comfortable dwelling place. Some hundreds of coolies had been engaged in the work of
digging, and they too slept at night in another part of the ruins.
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Years ago some one had evidently begun excavating but had left off, and parts of the jungle had been partially
cleared, and slabs of stone, stone images, etc., lay here and there. The place was studded with shrines and stupas,
caves and temples, all dedicated to Buddha, the great Teacher of humanity.
Wonderful architecture, beautiful sculpture and carvings met my eyes everywhere. Dark, gloomy, cool, subterranean caves, where no light penetrated, and lofty and stupendous structures rearing their temples to the blue sky
were scattered all over the forest. Strange fantastic figures were sculptured on some, and the smaller shrines had
beautiful carvings on them. Each day’s work unearthed some stone image or figure of Buddha. In some of these,
infinite labor had been given to every detail. While superintending the work I often wandered about, gazing at
these specimens of a past art and musing on them. Neither lime nor the ruthless invader had succeeded in effacing
the indestructible works of the ancient Hindus which tell of power, glory, strength and beauty. From Man’s work I
turned to Nature’s, and the deep forest shutting out all sight of anything modem enclosed me in a strange and new
world which seemed to belong to another sphere.
As the shadows of evening deepened around me one day, and the coolies ceased their work and retired, an
unnatural weird gloom seemed to fall on the place. I stood leaning against the truck of a tree. Dark, erect and
severe stood the shrines and temples. In the fading light they looked spectral and I fancied I could almost see the
shadowy forms of Buddhist monks moving about. It was the consecrated ground of a great religion whose spirit
was choked and entombed by a false superstition, like the caves and temples themselves. At last I rose to leave the
gloomy place, and as I turned a tall form confronted me. It was of a handsome man in the garb of a Buddhist
monk, in loose ochre-colored voluminous robes, with a bowl in his hand. The features were fine and regular and
not of the Mongolian type one usually connects with this costume.
Was it a ghost of the dead wandering about among its former haunts? I started and gazed in silence and wonder
at the apparition when he broke the stillness around and spoke in fluent correct English:
“Does the Sahib wonder at the temples of the Master?”
“Who are you?” I asked.
“A poor Buddhist monk who dwells in yonder little ruin by the river,” said he, pointing to an edifice some distance away by which a little hill stream flowed downwards noisily. It was a little ruin of no particular shape.
Strings of beads and strange charms and pendants hung round his neck. As my eyes wandered over him they
fell on a pair of rings on the hand which held the bowl. They were exactly alike except in size—one being smaller
—and of peculiar design, with a great stone in the center. A marvelous stone such as I have never seen before nor
since! They seemed to be large brilliant diamonds with a bright spot of gold like a luminous spark in the center of
the stone. It glowed and flashed in the waning light like a point of fire! My eyes were riveted on them, when the
monk spoke again:
“The rings are strange. They are the relics from a temple and their story is stranger still, Sahib.”
I took my eyes off the wondrous stones and said:
“May it please the Holy Sir to tell me the tale. The stones are marvelous, such as I have never seen nor heard
of.”
“If the Sahib will come to my cell and rest awhile, I shall be pleased to do so.”
I assented and we walked on silently, he leading the way, till we came to the little ruin by the river. The moon
was just rising—a pale young moon in whose silver light the river shimmered along in a long line. It was a hot
sultry night. The monk entered his abode and brought me a stone cup filled with cool clear water which I drank.
There was a raised stone slab outside near the entrance and he requested me to sit on it while he did so beside me.
Then, resting his hand on the begging-bowl, the strange stones flashing in the moonlight, he began his tale.
“I was a Prince, Sahib—the Prince of Ratanpur.”
I looked at him and wondered no more at the noble princely bearing of the man. He continued:
“A cousin of mine now sits on the Gadi and rules the land. A few years ago I was the lord of those territories,
but the mystery of Life was revealed to me, and I was called away from my worldly life of pleasure and vanity. I
had been touring in Europe after five years of college training in England. I had just returned and intended to
travel all over India before I went back to my State. I landed in Calcutta and from thence proceeded to Benares. I
viewed the ancient city with a new interest contrasting it with the scenes I had just left. After going about in the
city for two days I took a large green boat courteously lent me by a friend. The Raja of —— lived a few miles up
the river and I proceeded thither. As my boat glided along I stood and gazed on the varied scene of the riverside. It
was a quaint sight. The temples of Benares with its flights of steps, the hundreds of men and women, some bathing, some praying, some worshipping, all bathed in the rays of the morning sun and above them the towering
temple, striking and unique. Here indeed I felt I was in the land of the Hindus—the land of Bharat with no touch
of the West. The scene revealed even to the trivial observer the history of the past—for there among the numerous
old temples in the sacred city of the Hindus a Moslem minaret lifted its brow to the blue sky. As my boat floated
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on slowly, it passed in front of the burning ghat, reminding me of Death in the midst of the Varied Life around—
of Maya which is ever present to the Hindu. A dead body lay stretched on a litter, covered with a white shroud.
“Just then another boat glided in between ours and the riverside. An old man, a Buddhist priest, stood in it
looking at me. He was tall, clean-shaven and thin. He had a number of brass fancy things, evidently for sale, and a
little covered basket in his hand. The boat came alongside of mine and the old man held out some of his things
saying in a courteous voice:
“‘Will the Maharaja be pleased to see these?’
“There were some quaint little figures, charms, amulets and pendants.
“‘I have bought many of these, Holy Sir, and care not for more,’ I replied.
“‘Then will the Prince be pleased to see these stones and rings,’ he said again, uncovering the little basket and
taking out some rings set with various stones. I took them from him and as I looked at them a large brass ring set
with a strange brilliant stone which looked like a diamond with a spark of yellow light in its center attracted my
sight. I had never before seen nor heard of such a stone. The ring was crude in its make.
“‘This is a strange ring with a wondrous stone in it,’ said I, pointing to it. We had left the burning ghat behind,
but the dead body with its rigid outlines from under its covering could be seen. The old priest turned his head in
its direction and said in a dreamy tone:
“‘The mystery of Life and Death is in that ring, Maharaja. It is a relic from a Buddhist temple. The Mahatma,
whose pupil I was, gave it to me when his soul was departing from its earthly house.’
“‘If thou will part with it I would buy it,’ said I.
“‘I would not willingly do so, Prince,’ said he after a pause, ‘but I have need of money. It is the great wish of
my heart that I join the monks in the hermitage of Mansarovar in the Himalayas. If this ring could bring me the
sum I need I may sell it.’
“‘And how much is that?’ I asked.
“‘Two hundred rupees, Maharaja, neither more or less.’
“An irresistible desire came over me to possess this strange ring and I agreed to the price. As he handed it to
me he said:
“‘The ring is not of brass, Sir, but of ashtadhatul\fn{A mixture of eight metals.} and the stone a marvelous one. It is
not a ring only thou hast bought Maharaja, but dreams—dreams wonderful and strange and beautiful that will
show thee glimpses of an-other world. There is one other only like it, and it lies hidden somewhere. Perhaps thy
steps shall lead thee thither and to holier things, for the mystery of Life is in it. May the path be unfolded unto
thee, the path that leads away from Maya. Farewell, Maharaja.’
“He signed to the boatman who pushed away and soon his boat was lost among the crowds behind.
“I held the ring in my hands and turned it round examining it carefully. How the spot of gold flashed like a
luminous spark. The word Maya was engraved inside in Sanskrit letters. It was a large ring of a man’s size. I
opened my cash box and put it by carefully. Our large luxurious boat glided along slowly. The glow of the setting
sun on river and temples faded into the dusk and I went into my cabin for my evening meal. After my repast I sat
out on the deck reclining lazily in a large armchair and smoking. We had left behind the crowded part of the river
and the temples and houses. My boat had been anchored under the overhanging branches of a large tree for the
night.
“Gradually an overpowering drowsiness came over me and the sound of distant music as of a hymn or a chant
reached my ears and then a strange thing happened. The river bank faded from my view and I saw a band of
women, tall and graceful, robed in the garments of the order of the yellow robe, with veils over their heads, walk
forth slowly. In the center was the black-robed figure of a maiden with head uncovered and long tresses streaming
over her back. Her hands were bound. The procession stopped and a Buddhist priest led forth the women and
stood facing them.
“But all was lost in a moment in the shadows of the night. Slowly, the moon rose flooding river and bank, and
in its golden rays the face of a woman appeared before my eyes—a piteous face with a frightened look in the
eyes. Her long flowing hair seemed to envelop her in a black shroud.
“‘Maharaja, it is late, and the dews of the night are falling.’
“I started. My old servant stood beside me. I rose and went to bed. Sleep came, bringing with it dreams,
strange sights, fragments of scenes to which there was no end. I awoke late next morning and wondered.
“But why should I? I had bought these dreams. I bought them with two hundred rupees. I had paid for the
Ring. A strange land was this of ours where dreams of an unknown past could be had for money—could it be had
with a ring. Fresh from England and Europe, it seemed exceedingly strange to me even though I was an Indian.
Night after night these dreams came to me. Dreams of Buddhist temples and caves, monasteries and shrines, nuns
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and monks—in strange unknown countries. I often took out the ring and gazed at it. It had a mysterious fascination for me.
“Thus three weeks passed, and after going to Agra, Delhi and other places I returned to Calcutta. The maiden
in black robes continued to haunt my dreams. Sometimes she appeared in beautiful robes performing the daily
tasks of a temple, lighting the evening lamps, decorating the altar. Sometimes as a bride she stood before me
radiant and beautiful but always the same face. One night I seemed to stand in a vast hall upheld by massive stone
pillars sculptured in strange figures. On a raised dais sat an old woman in the yellow robe of the Order—stern,
austere and silent. Lines of Buddhist nuns stood on each side and in the center stood the black-robed maiden
bound hand and foot with bent head. A young man—a Buddhist monk—entered the hall and, marvelous to relate,
he had the face and figure of myself. He opened out a scroll of parchment and seemed to speak for some time.
Slowly the stem looks of the old nun vanished and rising she came forward and unbound her who stood there. She
turned her face for a moment to the young monk—and then all vanished.
“The dream was a very vivid one and I wondered more and more. One evening while looking over an album of
old pictures at a friend’s house, what was my surprise to see a picture of the hall I had beheld in my dreams. The
resemblance was unmistakable and I resolved to go to that place. The writing under the picture said it was in a
forest on a hill in Ceylon where excavations had been undertaken by the Ceylon Government. I turned to my
friend and told him I meant to sail for Ceylon next week.
“‘Why, you passed it on your voyage and might easily have gone then,’ he remarked.
“It was true but I did not reply. The next week I sailed in a large sailing boat for Ceylon. An irresistible desire,
an uncontrollable impulse seemed to have taken hold of me.
“In due time I arrived there and proceeded at once to my destined place. And, Sahib, it was to this place I
came.”
The monk ceased for a moment and I looked once more at the two strange rings on his hand and at his dark,
earnest, dreamy eyes. Was his tale true? The rings were real without doubt. He went on again:
“I entered the vast hall of my dreams. The building was a Buddhist monastery of stone partly in ruins. I
wandered about in its cloisters and little convent cells. I wandered at the gorgeous mosaic ceiling, the massive
arches and carved walls and niches of the temple adjoining it. All was silent, dark and lone within. At eve I
returned to my lodging in the house of a Singalese gentleman a few miles from there. But at night in my sleep it
seemed that I rose and went out. Unknown though the place was, I found myself walking along and ere long
reached the ruins.
“As I neared the abbey I stood still as if turned to stone, for a wondrous sight met my eyes. Shadowy forms
moved about among the trees; bells rang out in peals; a procession came out bearing a dead body; and then all
vanished into the darkness, and I awoke to find myself in bed. Was it a dream? I spent the next day in watching
the coolies digging and in wandering about the ruins aimlessly. At eve I did not go home, for a strange fascination
kept me, enchained, as it were, to the spot. As night closed around met—enshrouding the forest in a black
darkness—a great restlessness overtook me and I roved about.
“Suddenly I found myself tracing my steps along a narrow path behind the abbey. I went on as if in a dream
and entered a large enclosure in which was a number of tombs. Mechanically, as if directed by some invisible
agent, I stopped at a tomb. The coolies had evidently been digging there, for a large oblong slab of stone, deep
like a box, lay near some fresh earth, and the lid was open. A few bones—human bones—lay outlined in it and,
marvelous to relate, another ring like the one I had bought in Benares lay in it. As I stopped and picked it up, a
low chant reached my ears:
I take my refuge in thy name and thee.
I take my refuge in the Law of Good.
I take my refuge in the Order.
Om.

“I gazed around with eager eyes, and there from the darkness above shone forth the face of the maiden in the
black robes, the maiden of my dreams. A halo of light encircled her face pure and holy as an angel’s. It seemed to
speak of holy things, to call me away somewhere. Where? As I gazed, it faded slowly into the dense darkness and
the low sweet chant died away into deep silence.
“When I awoke daylight had pierced the dense gloom of the forest and touched the trees and cupola-shaped
stupas, and the heights of the temples and shrines with a golden light. It fell on the ring in my hand which flashed
forth into a hundred sparks. I rose with it in my hand and retraced my steps to my lodging. As I walked a voice
sighed with the wind:
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“‘I take my refuge in thy name and thee.’ A voice murmured among the trees:
“‘I take my refuge in the Law of Good.’ It formed the music of the hill stream:
“‘I take my refuge in the order. Om.’
“A voice echoed from the caves and mountains:
“‘Om.’
“A face, sweet and pure, hovered round me. A voice whispered in my ear:
“I take my refuge in thy name and thee.’
“A great peace came over me. All longings and desires left me. The Path ‘where healing streams quench all
thirst’, ‘where bloom immortal flowers’ lay disclosed to me—the Path which leads away from Maya and the
vanities of the world.
“Thus it was, Sahib, that I, the heir to an ancient line of Kings, have left my State and have entered the Path
my Master trod. Om.”
His tale was ended and I perceived my two servants at a distance waiting respectfully. I beckoned to them.
They came but they had forgotten my presence. With holy reverence they prostrated themselves at the feet of this
Buddhist monk who murmured a blessing, laying his hand, on which the strange stones sparked, on their heads.
It was late, I rose and bade the Buddhist monk farewell.
227.98 Excerpt from Power And Influence\fn{by William Henry Beveridge, 1st Baron Beveridge, KCB (1879-1963)}
Rangpur, Rangpur District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
Four years at Oxford left me at twenty-two with no clear idea as to what I should do next. But of the things
said to me by my elders in those years one thing above all stuck in my mind.
“While you are at the University,” said Edward Caird, Master of Balliol, to me and to others, “your first duty is
self-culture, not politics or philanthropy. But when you have performed that duty and learned all that Oxford can
teach you, then one thing that needs doing by some of you is to go and discover why, with so much wealth in
Britain, there continues to be so much poverty and how poverty can be cured.”
Edward Caird, at the close of the nineteenth century, was speaking under the impact of Charles Booth’s
revelation of Life and Labour in London.
Caird’s advice, however admirable in itself, threw no light on the problem of how I should set about the
necessary task of earning my living as speedily as I could. Discovering the causes and cures of poverty was not in
those days a recognised profession, with an income. But there were two or three prize fellowships in the offing,
which might provide an income without commitment to a profession; I had followed religiously the first part of
Caird’s advice, and by sticking to my books had done just well enough in the Schools, ending with Literae
Humaniores in June 1901, to make trying for a fellowship seem worthwhile. My father, who had been a judge in
India, favoured my taking up the law and, though he had no money to spare, he was ready to back his fancy by
helping to keep me at Oxford for another year. So, having failed in my first fellowship try, in Literae Humaniores
at Merton\fn{Merton College, Oxford} in September 1901 (won by one of my nearest Balliol friend, H. W. Garrod), I
came up for another year at Baltiol, to work for the B. C. L. under Edward Jenks and to have a go at law
fellowships in the following year. As it fell out, no less than three prize fellowships in law were due to be awarded
in the autumn of 1902—at Merton, University and All Souls.
I did not in fact stay the whole of another year at Oxford. My closest A+ friend of those days, Collings Carre,
who was living in the Temple with Dick Denman, died tragically in February 1902, and I came to the Temple to
keep Dick company in his place, though I returned to Oxford for the summer term.
I went on with the B. C. L. and the bar, joining the Inner Temple as a student, and began my round of
fellowship examinations at the end of September. In the first of these, at Merton, I was placed fourth out of six
candidates, Francis de Zulueta, an old opponent on the tennis court, being dected. In my next try, at University, I
had better fortune. On the Sunday morning after the examination, while I was staying for the weekend at
Hindhead, came a telegram to say that I had been elected at University and that the Fellows would like me to dine
with them that evening. There were no trains on Sundays from my proper station, but I contrived to meet the
wishes of the Fellows by walking eight miles from Hindhead to Godalming to catch a train there.
I carried my dress clothes in a rucksack, but the Fellows noticed nothing unusual about them. I was told
afterwards that in Law I had done no better in the examination than my nearest competitor, if indeed I had done as
well (he was F. T. Barrington-Ward, who became Fellow of All Souls, Vinerian Scholar and K. C.), but that I had
won on Latin Prose. Fortunately for me the Statutes of the Fellowship said that, in addition to knowledge of law,
the person elected should give evidence of having the education of a gentleman; in 1902 this meant knowing
Latin and Greek. What it means now is less certain.
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The Stowell Fellowship, when I won it, was worth only £120 a year, derived from a special endowment; later it
was raised to the standard of prize fellowships in those days—£200 a year. I was told by the Bursar of the College
that, as a Fellow, I was entitled to a set of rooms in the College, but that the College was very full. I took the hint
and went back to live with Dick Denman in London, coming up only for College Meetings and other special
occasions, and staying in such rooms as I could get.
I had arranged already through the help of Edward Jenks to read in Chambers with H. W. Loehnis, then
running level with Atkin and Scrutton as one of the leading juniors in the Commercial Court, with marine
insurance as a specialty. The work in this special field was interesting and at the same time with its occasional
humorous side.
I remember, for instance, the case of a ship at anchor in a roadstead on the coast of Africa which, by a
hurricane beginning one afternoon, was broken from her moorings and wrecked, striking land on the morning
after. The crew made depositions at the time telling how they fought all night to save the ship and had hoped to do
so till the last moment before she struck. But it happened that the ship was insured under a time policy expiring at
the critical midnight, after she had begun drifting but before she struck the beach; she was only one of several
ships in like case. So the crew’s depositions did not suit the book of the shipowners at all; they wanted to make
out that long before midnight the ship was doomed—a total wreck which would be covered as occurring while the
insurance policy was still in force. The crew were most ready to oblige their employers. So one after another they
came into the witness-box, to declare, with engaging simplicity under satirical cross- examination, that their first
depositions were mistaken; looking back, they realised now that from early afternoon there had never been any
chance of saving the ship. They were not believed by the judge, but they brought a refreshing air of the sea into
the Courts of Justice.
I remember also a trade union case in which an individual miner was suing the Yorkshire Miners’ Association,
of which he was a member, to stop payment of strike pay, on the ground that the strike had not been authorised in
accord with the rules; Loehnis appeared for the Association. Two points struck me about the case: first the bias, as
it appeared to me, shown by the judge against the union; second, that the colliery company, wishing to make the
strike impossible, were almost openly financing the nominal plaintiff and were really at the bottom of the action.
“Why they don’t get sued for maintenance of another’s suit I can’t say.” So I wrote in telling my father about
the case.
But interesting as much of my work in Chambers was, there was much of it also that seemed a poor use of
one’s energy. Discovering from a mass of correspondence which of two equally rich business firms had been more
unbusinesslike in its letters and must therefore bear the loss, which it could well afford, on a joint enterprise that
had gone wrong seemed to serve no social purpose. And even when the problems set to me raised interesting
points for legal argument, as they often did, particularly in marine insurance, each problem was apt to be separate
from the one before and my own work was as individual and disconnected as the problems.
Nor was it clear that there was a living in near prospect for me at the bar. I had no influence of any kind, and
though I knew that one could make good without influence, the bar as a living seemed organised either to give
one not enough work to live on or give so much work as to leave one’s life without happiness.
I think that in the end I would have succeeded at the bar—in the tradition of W. O. Danckwerts if in no other
line; I saw Danckwerts more than once in action—an arguer without oratorical graces, but formidable to
opponents and to the judge alike, a mine of knowledge always ready to explode. But I might never have come
through at all. My tutor Edward Jenks thought well enough of me to offer to me once, a lifetime of scholarship in
helping to edit the Year Books. But he expressed doubts to me also as to my suitability for the bar.
“The defects discovered by Mr. Jenks,” I wrote to my mother, “are not moral or intellectual, so be comforted;
they are mainly connected with a certain excitability which seems to have lurked in me unawares for many years.”
The bar began to look to me like a gamble with little fun. And though I liked the older men with whom I
worked in Chambers, their example was not encouraging to go on and become like them. One of these older men,
now Loehnis’ devil, had once had a substantial practice of his own, but had lost it, through some accident of
illness or of death of a solicitor; he had come back to being a devil. Loehnis himself had been through a long
struggle for success. When, towards the end of my year with him, I told him that I was leaving the bar as a
profession, he answered that he was not surprised. He was having far more to do than he could manage, but he
could not yet take the risk of refusing briefs. His own life now, he said, hardly seemed worth living. He was in
simple fact being worked to a standstill. Ten months later, an illness caught him without resistance and killed him.
I felt bound both to my father and to the memory of Lord Stowell to give the law a trial. But three months’
experience in Chambers and reflection over Christmas decided me against going on. My New Year’s resolution
for 1903 was to abandon the bar as a profession. My parents were at that time in Florence with my sister, whose
health was giving rise to anxiety. So I set out my decision and the reasons for it in an interminable letter to my
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mother, written from the Temple, to Italy.
My dearest Mother, January 25, 1903.
I have two pieces of news for you, one unimportant but as I am afraid you are sure to think bad, the other important
—whether good or bad you yourself shall decide.
The bad news is that in talking of coming to Italy in March I fear I reckoned without my host—who for this purpose
is the Law Courts …
My important (to me at least) news is that I am not going to be a practising barrister. I came to this resolution
exactly three weeks ago but not wishing to act hastily let it mature and stand the test of different moods. Having stood
till now and having been submitted to Dick a fortnight ago and entirely approved by him (spite of his admiration of the
profession) I think it has proved strong enough to be acted upon …
My reason for not becoming a practising barrister is simply that I should not be able to regard this as anything but a
sale of the next twenty or twenty-five years of my life for the chance of achieving sufficient position and money to do
something with the remainder. I am not prepared to make that bargain.
This implies of course that I should not regard these first twenty or twenty-five years as living in any satisfactory
sense or as in themselves worth much. I think that is so. In the first place everything the practising barrister does is so
transitory—it is a mental living from hand to mouth with no single object. Of course, the decision of a case means
something to the parties; to the barrister it is simply an intellectual exercise which leaves no trace behind; he in no way
leaves the world either better or worse than it was—except to the very small extent to which he may have helped to
build up the Law. But of course, the barrister’s share in that is trifling compared with the judge’s and moreover the
number of cases (out of the total number) which raise any new point of law is very small and infinitely less is the
number of those which raise any point of legal principle or policy.
In the second place the work is essentially solitary and self-centred not to say selfish. One never gets the sense of
working either with or for other people—and one or other of these things I cannot do without. (You won’t of course
misunderstand me and think I include either the scholar or the scientist under this head of being self-centred—they
always are a part of and have their defined place in the general progress of human knowledge and work with the dead
or for the future at least.) Of course a barrister is on the same side as his solicitor for the time being and probably with
some other barrister but that of course is merely for the moment …

As this was not enough to say against the bar, I went on to denounce it as “both worldly in the extreme and
remote from reality.” It has nothing to do with any real problems and difficulties and does not go about slaying
any dragons (except of course when once in a blue moon a question of legal principle arises and then the judge
does most of the slaying).
With obvious pride in the simile, I compared the bar as a life to “the solving of endless chess problems with
the chance of a prize at the end.”
The intellectual exercise may be finer and more varied at the bar but; it is exactly the same in kind, i.e. it is
mere intellectual exercise. Now I do not care for chess problems except as a very occasional recreation. But what
of the “prize at the end”? Well, the prize meant being “either a judge, i.e. more chess problems though I grant
from a more interesting standpoint … or a politician.” Having dismissed the judge briefly, I spread myself on the
politician:
Of course for politics the bar gives one great advantage (to the successful) which I at least should not get otherwise
—namely a certain amount of money combined of course with practice in thinking and talking—a sort of position. That
is to say one gets power in one shape and I suppose power is the thing that everyone desires to exercise. I too, but … it
is just that sort of power which rests upon money and position that I should care very little about; the power of
knowledge and experience seems the only thing worth having. The successful barrister who goes into politics must
really be a tool in the hands of others; he cannot of his own knowledge form his own opinions because he has never had
time to acquire that knowledge … For I don’t really see how a barrister in good practice (at least a junior) has time to
make himself master of anything while practising. His hours are ten to seven and briefs to take home and read after
dinner. If he has not a good practice he is merely wasting his time …

So I came to what I really wished to do, with a last kick at the bar: The one thing in which I am interested
wholly and completely is the getting to know something about human society and working at some part of its
machinery. (I avoid “social problems” because it always suggests “slumming” and drink and I mean something
other—simply the question of under what conditions it is possible and worth while for men as a whole to live.) I
get no help in that at the bar except the possibility at forty-five (more probably fifty) of hastily snatching up and
putting into action somebody else’s suggested solution (or possibly one that I made up myself while driving back
from my work in a motor-car).
But there comes in a special reason why I above all people should not choose this course: namely that I am
slow of invention and in getting convictions. I think I am capable of doing something or other but I must have
time to think about it first and the successful bar gives one no time to think.
What I print here, with apologies to the great profession of the bar, is less than half of what I wrote to my
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mother in January 1903. I had the face to tell her towards the end of 2,500 words, that there was much more that I
could say, but I hoped I had said enough to make her think as I did. There were many similar letters to follow.
Mothers are a long-suffering race.
This first letter contains a forecast of the distinction which fifty years after I have embodied, with a verbal
change, in the title of this volume, between power resting on position and that resting on knowledge. It contains
also a somewhat unexpected (for January 1903) reference to a motor-car and a first statement of interest in the
nature and the moulding of human society. But in the main it is confmed to clearing the ground of any
commitment to the law as a way of earning a living.
My New Year resolution of 1903 was purely negative-with no clear idea of what I should do instead of the bar.
I wrote vaguely of doing something in education and even more vaguely of getting into “some piece of
government machinery preferably local or municipal.” My first thoughts were not of Toynbee Hall.
I had heard of this institution and of social problems occasionally at Oxford, by attending College Meetings
addressed by Canon Barnett or other residents. I helped once to entertain a party from Limehouse in punts on the
Cherwell, and in my third year I went to stay as a visitor at Toynbee Hall for two days, but my report of this to my
mother is a dull sightseer’s description. I suspect that both of these experiences were discouraging, rather than
encouraging to me; the dislike of “slumming” and “good works” which I expressed later, in arguing with my
parents about Toynbee Hall, was genuine and not assumed for the sake of argument. When in July 1902 W. H.
Forbes, the most active for Toynbee of the Balliol dons, asked if I would consider going to Toynbee Hall for a
salaried post, my answer was negative: I was going to read in Chambers.
When, six months later, I had decided to finish with the bar, the first alternative that I explored practically was
that of education, by going to see Michael Sadler, then in charge of Special Inquiries at the Board of Education. I
was sent to Sadler in the first instance by Canon Barnett; and he talked to me for an hour and a half. Getting into
the administration of education meant gctting trained as a teacher: “the general result is that the Education Office
is rather inaccessible without certain qualifications of teaching experience at present and that the same applies to
all reasonably good local work.” Then he suggested ways of qualification some of which are neither interesting
nor remunerative in themselves, others which are, and gave me a letter of introduction to follow up the track of
these others, which letter—to the principal of a big training college for teachers—I shall use and get further
information.
Sadler’s talk made me rather unhappy. I should apparently have to go through the form of getting trained as a
teacher, with no intention of remaining a teacher. I wrote to the training college principal nevertheless. But before
he could see me, Canon Barnett asked me to call on him again, and came out with another suggestion—that I
should become Sub-Warden to him at Toynbee Hall.
I asked time to think this over and consult my parents. But they were in Italy still and effective consultation
was impracticable. At a second meeting with Canon Barnett on April 27 I agreed to accept the post of SubWarden, if offered to me, at a salary of £200 a year as from September I, 1903. I wrote the next day to my father,
to announce this decision and to defend it.
My father, who was himself a model of quixotic devotion to any cause in which he believed, felt my breaking
with the law as a profession even more deeply than did my mother. He quoted Quintilian at me:
“Durandum quia coepisti.”
He bade me read Dean Stanley’s Life of his father (the Bishop of Norwich) as a book which in the opinion of
another biographer “should be put into the hands of all men who have, against their will, entered professions for
which they feel themselves naturally unfitted.”
He reminded me that to do any good in the world two things were necessary—competence and knowledge, and
that my new departure held no prospect of either of these things.
But above all he wanted me to stick to his own old love of law and its improvement:
There is perhaps no more pressing work than the Reform of the Law, but nobody will listen to you unless you have
been through the mill. Take Jeremy Bentham as your model—a man whom I greatly admire and consider as the legal
Comte. He did not practise but he studied law hard and approfondised\fn{ Went deeply into} it. If you can do anything in
his wake you will do far more good than by superintending soup-kitchens for the proletariat or trying to be genial to
people with whom you have little in common. I don’t want you to be a Chief Justice or a Lord Chancellor but I would
like you to be a great jurist. Perhaps you feel yourself unfitted for the turmoil of the law-courts, and you know I don’t
look forward to your being a leader at Nisi Prius or an Old Bailey cross-examiner but the Law is a Palace with
innumerable side passages and havens of rest. Your supposed unfitness may be all a mistake.

My poor father also received an interminable answer. I tried in this to make plain that my views about soupkitchens and genial smiles for the proletariat were the same as his:
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If anyone ever thought that colossal evils could be remedied by small doses of culture and charity and amiability I
for one do not think so now. The real use I wish to make of Toynbee and kindred institutions is as centres for the
development of authoritative opinion on the problems of city life.

I accepted my father’s doctrine that my aims should be competence and knowledge, but denied that the
barrister’s profession would give me either:
The bar gives no competence but dependence followed possibly at an uncertain period by affluence … The practical
work of the law … loads one with a great deal that is not knowledge but is technical skill and necessary for the K. C.
but not for me.

I disposed of the great shade of Jeremy Bentham:
The last century has been one gigantic legal reformation; the law no longer bristles with cruel and destructive
anomalies and injustices. Anomalies and injustices there are in plenty but they do not infest the whole law; they lurk in
odd corners and the loopholes left by reforming statutes—they worry the practitioner and defeat perhaps some just
cause once in ten years. Then there is another class of legal reforms needed at the present day—vitally important and
resembling neither Bentham reforms nor the legal emendation I have spoken of just now. These are the reforms
suggested by big underlying social questions—take for instance the case of Trade Union Law on which there is quite
certain to be early and bad legislation. A reform of that sort is rather social than legal; it is the adaptation of law to a
new order of society and is a matter neither for Jeremy Bentham nor the Law Lords—but for a combination of political
philosopher, economist and (moderately learned) lawyer.

Having added other instances of social questions with a legal side—Landlord and Tenant, Companies and
Marriage—calling for attention, I summed up:
I don’t think Bentham’s work is really again to do.

Fathers have at times to be as long-suffering as mothers. The letter of April 25, 1903, from which these
quotations come ran in total to 1500 words. My chief comfort today is that my father had no need to read it. It was
too late to catch him in Italy and by the time that I met my family at Southampton on May 5, though the formal
appointment at Toynbee Hall had still to be made, I had burnt my boats. I could do nothing but give the bad news.
It was as miserable a time for all of us as I can remember.
But an Oxford friend, a distinguished lawyer and Indian Civilian, Sir William Markby, came to the rescue. In
answer to an appeal from my mother, while denying responsibility for what had happened, he gave a different
colour to my action and my prospects, and he had the guile to sweeten his letter with some words about myself
with which my mother was certain to agree:
He is not an ordinary man either in ability or character. Besides his University distinctions he won the friendship of
some of the very best men of his ti~e-:-~d whilst he has no doubt udertaken a very difficult task he will I think be able
to go through with it.

On receipt of this, my mother wrote to me that she found herself hoping that I would get my wish.
Such I fear is the mother’s nature and the nature of this one in particular who understands somewhat of what
underlies all this in you. I hope you will let us know as soon as you know what has been decided, and if anyone asks—
you may say that (with limitations) I approve your becoming S.W.T .

When my mother wrote this, the appointment proposed for me by Canon Barnett still required the consent of
the Council of Toynbee Hall, but the Council of course said ditto to the Canon. With my mother’s letter of limited
approval, I received the formal offer of the post. I accepted it, to begin on September, and turned to make the best
of the B. C. L. examination in June.
The taking of this examination was a condition of my fellowship and I saw no reason for surrendering the
fellowship because I did not mean to practise at the bar. The Master of the College, in whose hands I left the
matter, agreed with me. So did Sir William Markby. Later, I tried to give up the fellowship as a measure of the
University Reform on which Harry Tawney and I were engaged. But this carne to nothing. The Stowell
Fellowship continued to help in sustaining me till 1909, and my tenure of it became, a generation later, the basis
of an invitation to return to the College as Master.
In June 1903 I achieved the distinction of appearing with Andrewes Uthwatt and Barrington-Ward in the
second class of the B. C. L., with no one in the first class. But I did not finish thus with the law completely. Later,
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I came to frame a good deal of law as a civil servant and I did this better for my legal training.
Immediately I pursued study of a topic already mentioned—the law of trade unions as affected by recent
decisions of the House of Lords. This study led to the production of a portentous article on The Reform of Trade
Union Law—A New Proposal, which, after being tried on various editors, was accepted at last in a much reduced
form—cut from 10,000 words to 7,000—by the Economic Review, then maintained by the Christian Social Union.
So far as I know, no one except the Editor of the Economic Review read this work when it appeared in April 1905,
or at any later time. It was my first appearance as Jeremy Bentham redivivus and my last.
My decision at the age of twenty-four to abandon the bar as a profession and to become Sub-Warden of
Toynbee Hall was the most difficult decision that I have ever been called on to make alone. It was in no sense an
obvious course; it caused great unhappiness to my parents; it led to no recognised career. Canon Barnett told me
at the time that for an experienced Sub-Warden he would have paid £350 a year in place of the £200 a year which
he offered to me; I remember saying to myself that my decision might mean that I should never have more than
£400 a year in all my life. I put a better face on the affair to my own mother, but when, soon after, a mother of
charming daughters asked me what the Sub-Wardenship would lead to, I could not give her an encouraging reply.
Yet in the event my decision proved, from a worldly point of view, to be the best choice of occupation that I
could have made. In little more than two years’ time I left the Sub-Wardenship with the Canon’s blessing for a job
that combined adequate income with abundant leisure; two years after that I found jobs of all sorts being thrust
upon me. All these chances of earning a living by doing what pleased me came through the special knowledge
that I gained in Whitechapel.
I think also that my decision of 1903 represented a good use of the bounty which as a prize Fellow I enjoyed
from the past benefactors of my College. I daresay that I would have taken the Sub-Wardenship £200 even if I had
not had the Stowell £120 as well. But the fellowship helped the decision. I used it for the purpose for which prize
fellowships seemed to me to be intended—that of continuing one’s education away from Oxford.
There are practically no prize fellowships now.\fn{ The book in which this appears was published in 1954 } What can or
will take their place?
Epilogue
My active life did not end at, the age of sixty-six, with the defeat of my political adventure and the loss of all
my paid employments—as Master of University College, Oxford, as Chairman of the Unemployment Insurance
Statutory Committee, in regular writing for papers. I found myself, in place of these employments, returning to
earlier interests and experiences.
I nearly returned to India—the land of my birth and early childhood—at the end of 1945 to advise on social
insurance. When that project had to be abandoned, I returned to India and to my trade of author together by
writing an account of my parents’ time there, under the title India Called Them; I still receive letters from people
who knew and valued my father’s record from 1857 to 1892 as a friend of Indian self-government before such
friendship was fashionable, and from the children of some who went to the school for Indian women which my
mother began in 1873.
I nearly went to the United States again, for a lecture tour at the end of 1945. When that project failed, I visited
many other countries that I had known before and some new ones. I saw Germany under occupation several
times, and wrote about my experiences in the Press and in pamphlets. I visited each of the north-western countries
of Europe-Belgium. Holland, Denmark, Norway, Sweden and Finland, all except the last on more than one
occasion—partly to talk and still more to listen. I broke new ground in visiting Spain in March 1946. I went round
the world with J.\fn{His wife, Janet} in 1948 and we wrote our first books together: Antipodes Notebook and On
and Off the Platform Under the Southern Cross. New Zealand for both of us was new ground. Australia I had not
visited since 1882 when I was taken there as a child of three to see some cousins. By 1948 the cousins, descended
from my great-grandmother on the father’s side, numbered 300 and I saw as many of them as I could. In New
Zealand I found a smaller but sizeable collection of cousins descended from a brother of my mother’s.
I composed yet one more unofficial Report, by the methods of taking evidence and discussion which had led to
the Beveridge Report on Social Insurance in 1942 and to Full Employment in a Free Society in 1944. The new
study, on Voluntary Action as a means of Social Advance, was made possible by its cost being met by the National
Deposit Friendly Society; it led to two volumes, the Report itself on Voluntary Aaion published in 1948 and a
volume of evidence and memoranda published in 1949.
I composed yet one more Report at the request of the Government, by becoming in 1949 Chairman of the
Broadcasting Committee, to advise on the British Broadcasting Corporation before a new Charter was granted. I
repeated earlier experience of frankness and freedom of discussion, with witnesses and in committee. In the end
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we agreed—all but one—on essentials, and though there were minority reports and notes, all but one were on
special points; there was one minority note alone which I felt bound to sign myself After the Report had been
made, I repeated earlier experience in regard to treatment of my work by those who had commissioned it; no word
was said to me and no question was asked of me about the Report by either of the two Governments that
considered it in turn.
I returned to past interests and experience, not only in making Reports but in other ways, trifling and
important. I found myself, for instance, recommended for a peerage with prospect that decision on the
recommendation would come while J. and I were abroad in Scandinavia; we repeated in 1946 the code adopted
for my K. C. B. in 1918 and learned duly, in accord with this code, that “bacon will be available.”
I returned to Federal Union across national boundaries as the necessary step towards World Government and
substitution of international justice for war; I have been from its beginning a member of the Parliamentary
Committee for World Government. I returned to a still older interest, in seeking to develop new towns, in place of
letting old towns grow. I was Chairman from its beginning in 1947 of the Development Corporation for Newton
Aycliffe in County Durham; for about two years, from October 1949 to the end of 1951, I was Chairman also of
the Peterlee Development Corporation—another Durham New Town. I gave in the William Beveridge Hall of the
University of London in May 1952 an address on New Towns and the Case for Them.
Since I lost all regular employments eight years ago at sixty-six, I have been as variously busy as at any time in
my life. But others have been busy also, changing the world as my generation knew it once. Fifty years ago those
who set out to make a better world might feel, not unreasonably, that the greatest evil needing cure was poverty;
eleven years ago in the Beveridge Report I listed five giants for attack—Want, Disease, Squalor, Unemployment
and Ignorance. Today we face greater evils: Goliath War and Goliath Slavery. Today the inhabited world has
become two feverishly arming camps. Today tyranny has returned with a completeness and a savagery never
compassed by the Kings and Emperors of the past.
“Our country has come through a painful period of trial and disillusionment since the victory of 1945.”
So the new President of the United States, himself one of the great figures of World War II, opened his first
message on the State of the Nation, on February 2, 1953. But disappointment of nearly all the hopes and aims
which led his nation into war under Franklin Roosevelt had long been implicit; 1945 was a year of defeat, not of
victory, for the United States and Britain and all who think like them.
My story, as set out here, seems in many ways out of date—in its happy activity of work and play, in its aims,
its hopefulness, and its difficulties and disappointments alike. Yet the central theme of my story—of Power and
Influence as the two ways of doing things—is not out of date. The heart of the world’s problem today lies in
finding the right means of controlling exercise of Power and securing a place for Influence.
In one of my first public speeches after issue of the Beveridge Report, at Oxford on December 6, 1942, I
defined democracy as a form of government which provides for peaceful change of the governors:
The essential part of democracy to me is not that I should spend a lot of time governing myself, for I have many
more amusing things to do. But I want to be quite certain that I can change the person who governs me without having
to shoot him. That is the essence of democracy … To me a country is not a democracy, whatever else it may be and
whatever other virtues it may have, if you cannot change the Government by a perfectly peaceful method of putting
your cross on a piece of paper.

With this definition, it is clear today that the inhabited world is tending to divide itself politically under two
climates—democratic and undemocratic. There is the democratic area of countries in which the Government, that
is to say the individuals constitutionally authorised to use force against the citizens, can be changed at short
intervals by a process as peaceful as marking a paper or pulling a lever in secret. There is the undemocratic area of
countries in which the Government cannot normally be changed save by force or threat of force, involving risk of
bloodshed; the shortest positive term for such a Government is despotism, whether of an individual or of a group.
That political division of the world between the two climates of democracy and despotism is of great and
growing importance is obvious, as is the tendency of the main democratic and despotic countries to move always
in opposite directions. There is a curious analogy in this to one of the things that I learned from my
meteorological studies between the wars, of the broad division of the world barometrically between two areas,
positive and negative; when the barometer is relatively high over the positive area it is relatively low over the
negative area; when the barometer falls in the positive area, it rises in the negative area; within each area there is
as a rule general agreement.
The political division is not as simple geographically or as consistent as the meteorological one. There are
democratic countries in every continent, and despotic countries in nearly every continent. And there are many
capricious tendencies on both sides of the boundary. Some despotisms work habitually or occasionally with the
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democracies; the latter are not always in the same camp on a particular issue. There are many varieties and
degrees of despotism; some tyrants seek to prescribe what their citizens shall read or hear or see or say; others
leave much freedom of speech and writing—so long as it does not threaten their power. There are as many
varieties and degrees of democracy.
No excuse is needed for using the term democracy as I have used it here. The word etymologically means that
power rests with the people; since the people in any large community cannot exercise power directly, the only
rational meaning of the word is that those who exercise power on behalf of the people should be subject to recall
by the people. In practice the word democracy is seldom used rationally. It has become for most politicians a term
of endearment for the institutions they prefer or of praise for any measures that they desire. But democracy and
Utopia are two words, not one, with two vowels only and no consonants in common. And democracy contains
nothing about equality: its sole reference is to power and control of power.
The leading democracies and the leading despotisms are now in unresolved conflict throughout the world.
Which of the two political climates offers the best hope for mankind is not open to doubt. Power—ability to give
orders enforced by sanctions—is necessary to keep wrong-doers in check and to ensure justice. But power, unless
it is held as a terminable trust by the person wielding it, [all] but inevitably corrupts the person who wields it.
Despotism stands for interference with essential human freedoms, through fear that exercise of freedom may
shortcn its lease of power. Despotism in practice has been aggressive; the man who enjoys ruling over 50,000,000
people finds it hard not to believe that he would get twice as much enjoyment if he had 100,000,000 subjects, and
ten times as much out of 500,000,000. Aggressiveness is natural to despots, as is belief in national sovereignty—
the anarchy that leads to war: the man who enjoys lasting power at home is less likely than the democratic
governor to clip his own wings by surrendering part of his power to an authority for justice between nations.
Aggressiveness of despots may not in the end prove inevitable; they may become content to be cocks on their own
dunghills. But dunghill contentment has not been shown hitherto. Aggressiveness was the mark of the German
and Italian despotisms between the wars. Aggressiveness has been the mark of the major despotism that threatens
freedom everywhere today.
That the democracies must be strong enough for war to be able to stop forcible spread of despotism to
themselves is self-evident. But that is one side only of their task.
In the last days of July 1945 I received a letter from Gothenburg, from a gathering of progressive Swedish
students, begging to be advised by me as to what was the task of intellectuals in the present condition of the
world. Their letter was dated July 26, the day of my defeat at Berwick, and I sent them an answer from the heart:
The task of intellectuals in Sweden, as elsewhere, is to introduce reason and foresight into practical affairs. Only if it
is governed by reason will democracy be sufficiently successful in practical affairs, to make certain of surviving.

Democracy is better than despotism, offers the only hope for mankind of freedom, of justice, and of peace. But
is democracy, as we know it, good enough? A general election in any of the larger democracies today, in the
United States or in Britain, in France or in Italy, is not conspicuously a feast of reason. If democracy is not all that
nineteenth-century fancy used to paint, how should it be made better? Can it be made to do well enough to be sure
of survival?
In an Epilogue to another story I can only ask these questions. I cannot attempt the answers. But, having regard
to Britain’s internal revolutions since the beginning of my story, it may be worth while to name some of the
problems illustrated by the story, and facing us today.
We have to learn as a democracy to choose our governors wisely, by reason, not greed. We have in an
economically flattened society to find men who will undertake public office in a public spirit, not for personal
gain or glory; we must carry on the aristocratic tradition without the aristocrats. We have to keep open the
channels for new ideas of unknown men to reach and influence the temporary holders of power. We seem to have
solved for the present the problem of full employment, but we have not solved two of the problems to which full
employment in a free society gives rise—how to preserve the value of our money against endless rise of costs,
wages and prices, and how without fear of unemployment to secure the maximum of output.
Democracy must be efficient in practical affairs, as efficient as the nearest despotism. Democracy must be
democratic in substance, not only in form. This means that the process of choosing and changing holders of power
shall be unaffected by privilege of established organisation and wealth, that the holders of political power, when
an election comes, shall compete with their opponents on equal terms.
Power must not be used to prolong itslf. Power, the stupid necessary mule, should have neither pride of
ancestry nor hope of posterity.
In the leading democracies today many special measures have been taken to secure this. But, at any risk of
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causing offence, a question must be asked about Britain. Is it consistent with democratic principle that
organisations like the trade unions which have received special privileges for industrial work should become tied
to a political party? Ought it to be difficult for an individual to earn his living by employment without
contributing from his wages to the retention of power by one set of politicians rather than another? A one-party
State in any form is the destruction of freedom.
Democracies need to look within. They must look without as well. They must, in one way or another, abandon
and lead others to abandon any claim to absolute sovereignty—the claim to kill in one’s own cause without
selection or limit. The head-note of this Epilogue is not a paradox but a truism. If with our growing control over
nature we could abolish war, we should be in Utopia. If we cannot abolish war, we shall plunge ever deeper into a
hell of evil imagining and evil doing.
The world is an unhappy place. The picture of yesterday’s hopeful collaboration in curing evils of want and
disease and ignorance and squalor, as I have tried to draw it here, looks like a dream today.
At the close of the Napoleonic Wars, Shelley painted a picture of England in 1819, magnificently
comprehensive in invective:
An old, mad, blind, despised, and dying king,—
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow
Through public scorn,—mud from a muddy spring,—
Rulers who neither see, nor feel, nor know,
But leech-like to their fainting country cling,
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow,—
A people starved and stabbed in the untilled field,—
Makes as a two-edged sword to all who wield,—
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay,
Religion Christless, Godless—a book sealed,
A Senate,—Time’s worst statute unrepealed,—
Are graves, from which a glorious Phantom may
Burst, to illumine our tempestous day.

A new Shelley, in 1953, would find equal ground for invective as wide as the world: in never-ending war; in
justice as the will of tyrants; in the brutality which flows from the general cheapening of human life in war; in use
of men’s highest gifts for more and more diabolic aims; in systematic suppression of truth and freedom of thought
and speech; in the barriers to movement which shut men off from personal contact with their fellows; in the
nemesis by which those who rule by terror live always in terror for themselves.
An Ogpu which liberticide and prey
Makes as a two-edged sword to all who wield.\fn{Ogpu: a reference to OGPU, Ob’edinennoe gosudarstvennoe politicheskoe upravlenie, the secretpolice organization of the Soviet Union between 1923-1934}

Between the two wars it seemed possible to attribute the troubles of the world in the main, not to bad
intentions, but to good intentions misdirected, so that what the world needed chiefly was more knowledge. I
remember saying this to a congress of University students, in the city where I am writing today, as late as the
spring of 1934. Today we face a grimmer picture, of power in the hands of men whose intentions, judged by any
standard of respect for humanity, justice and freedom, are not good intentions but bad intentions.
But a new Shelley, like the old Shelley, would end on a note other than despair.
Men can be taught to hate but they are born into love and spend infancy and long childhood under loving care;
it cannot be inevitable that they should all forget what they learned in their most impressionable years. Some men
are little more than brutes; all men have the brute in them, are moved by fear and greed. But all men have in them
what brutes have not—reason and speech and emotions other than fear and greed. All men have capacity for
religion—the sense of the unseen. If the religion of Christ could come to its own in the world, mass murder would
become unthinkable.
The theme of my story returns at its end. Power as a means of getting things done appeals to that which men
share with brutes, to fear and to greed; power leads those who wield it to desire it for its own sake, not for the
service it may render, and to seek its continuance in their own hands. Influence as a means of getting things done
appeals to that which distinguishes men from brutes. The way out of the world’s troubles today is to treat men as
men, to enthrone influence over power, and to make power revocable.
The world today is a graveyard of millions, of men and women and children dead before their time. The world
today looks like a graveyard in another sense—the burying-place of hopes for which so many gave their lives in
war.
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But the human spirit does not die. From all these graves some day human kindness will return to humankind.
33.38 & 231.22 1. Sultana’s Dream 2. The Worship Of Women\fn{by Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain (1880-1932)}
Pairaband, Rangpur District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (F) 9
1
One evening I was lounging in an easy chair in my bedroom and thinking lazily of the condition of Indian
womanhood. I am not sure whether I dozed off or not. But, as far as I remember, I was wide awake. I saw the
moonlit sky sparkling with thousands of diamond-like stars, very distinctly.
All of a sudden a lady stood before me; how she came in, I do not know. I took her for my friend, Sister Sara.
“Good morning,” said Sister Sara.
I smiled inwardly as I knew it was not morning, but starry night. However, I replied to her, saying, “How do
you do?”
“I am all right, thank you. Will you please come out and have a look at our garden?”
1 looked again at the moon through the open window, and thought there was no harm in going out at that time.
The men-servants outside were fast asleep just then, and 1 could have a pleasant walk with Sister Sara.
I used to take my walks with Sister Sara, when we were at Darjeeling.\fn{ In the time of the British, the capital of their
province of Bengal (which included what is now Bangladesh, formerly East Pakistan .} Many a time did we walk hand in hand
and talk light-heartedly in the Botanical gardens there. I fancied Sister Sara had probably come to take me to
some such garden, and I readily accepted her offer and went out with her.
When walking I found to my surprise that it was a fine morning. The town was fully awake and the streets
alive with bustling crowds. I felt very shy, since I was walking in the street in broad daylight, but there was not a
single man visible.
Some of the passers-by made jokes at me. Though I could not understand their language, yet I felt sure they
were joking. I asked my friend, “What do they say?”
“The women say that you look very mannish.”
“Mannish?” said I. “What do they mean by that?”
“They mean that you are shy and timid like men.”
“Shy and timid like men?” It was really a joke. I became very nervous, when I found that my companion was
not Sister Sara, but a stranger. Oh, what a fool had I been to mistake this lady for my dear old friend, Sister Sara.
She felt my fingers tremble in her hand, as we were walking hand in hand.
“What is the matter, dear, dear?” she said affectionately.
“I feel somewhat awkward,” I said in a rather apologizing tone, “as being a purdahnashin woman, I am not
accustomed to walking about unveiled.”
“You need not be afraid of coming across a man here. This is Ladyland, free from sin and harm. Virtue herself
reigns here.”
By and by I was enjoying the scenery. Really it was very grand. I mistook a patch of green grass for a velvet
cushion. Feeling as if I were walking on a soft carpet, I looked down and found the path covered with moss and
flowers.
“How nice it is,” said I.
“Do you like it?” asked Sister Sara. (I continued calling her ‘Sister Sara,’ and she kept calling me by my
name.)
“Yes, very much; but I do not like to tread on the tender and sweet flowers.”
“Never mind, dear Sultana. Your treading will not harm them; they are street flowers.”
“The whole place looks like a garden,” said I admiringly. “You have arranged every plant so skilfully.”
“Your Calcutta could become a nicer garden than this, if only your countrymen wanted to make it so.”
“They would think it useless to give so much attention to horticulture, while they have so many other things to
do.”
“They could not find a better excuse,” said she with [a] smile.
I became very curious to know where the men were. I met more than a hundred women while walking there,
but not a single man.
“Where are the men?” I asked her.
“In their proper places, where they ought to be.”
“Pray let me know what you mean by 'their proper places.’”
“O, I see my mistake, you cannot know our customs as you were never here before. We shut our men indoors.”
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“Just as we are kept in the Zenana?”
“Exactly so.”
“How funny,” I burst into a laugh. Sister Sara laughed too.
"But dear Sultana, how unfair it is to shut in the harmless women and let loose the men.”
“Why? It is not safe for us to come out of the zenana, as we are naturally ‘weak.’”
“Yes, it is not safe so long as there are men about the streets, nor is it so when a wild animal enters a marketplace.”
“Of course not.”
“Suppose, some lunatics escape from the asylum and begin to do all sorts of mischief to men, horses and other
creatures, in that case what will your countrymen do?”
“They will try to capture them and put them back into their asylum.”
“Thank you! And you do not think it wise to keep sane people inside an asylum and let loose the insane?”
“Of course not!” said I laughing lightly.
“As a matter of fact, in your country this very thing is done! Men, who do or at least are capable of doing no
end of mischief, are let loose and the innocent women shut up in the zenana! How can you trust those untrained
men out of doors?”
“We have no hand or voice in the management of our social affairs. In India man is lord and master. He has
taken to himself all powers and privileges and shut up the women in the zenana.”
“Why do you allow yourselves to be shut up?”
“Because it cannot be helped as they are stronger than women.”
“A lion is stronger than a man, but it does not enable him to dominate the human race. You have neglected the
duty you owe to yourselves and you have lost your natural rights by shutting your eyes to your own interests.”
“But my dear Sister Sara, if we do everything by ourselves, what will the men do then?”
“They should not do anything, excuse me; they are fit for nothing. Only catch them and put them into the
zenana.”
“But would it be very easy to catch and put them inside the four walls?” said I. “And even if this were done,
would all their business—political and commercial—also go with them into the zenana!”
Sister Sara made no reply. She only smiled sweetly. Perhaps she thought it useless to argue with one who was
no better than a frog in a well.
By this time we reached Sister Sara’s house. It was situated in a beautiful heart-shaped garden. It was a bungalow with a corrugated iron roof. It was cooler and nicer than any of our rich buildings. I cannot describe how neat
and how nicely furnished and how tastefully decorated it was.
We sat side by side. She brought out of the parlour a piece of embroidery work and began putting on a fresh
design.
“Do you know how to knit and do needlework?”
“Yes; we have nothing else to do in our zenana.”
“But we do not trust our zenana members with embroidery!” she said laughing, '”as a man has not patience
enough to pass thread through a needlehole even!”
“Have you done all this work yourself?” I asked her pointing to the various pieces of embroidered teapoy
cloths.
“Yes.”
“How can you find time to do all these? You have to do the office work as well? Have you not?”
"Yes. I do not stick to the laboratory all day long. I finish my work in two hours.”
“In two hours! How do you manage? In our land the officers, magistrates for instance, work seven hours
daily.”
“I have seen some of them doing their work. Do you think they work all the seven hours?”
“Certainly they do!”
“No, dear Sultana, they do not. They dawdle away their time in smoking. Some smoke two or three cheroots
during the office time. They talk much about their work, but do little. Suppose one cheroot takes half an hour to
burn off, and a man smokes twelve cheroots daily; then you see, he wastes six hours every day in sheer smoking.”
We talked on various subjects; and I learned that they were not subject to any kind of epidemic disease—nor
did they suffer from mosquito-bites as we do. I was very much astonished to hear that in Ladyland no one died in
youth except by rare accident.
“Will you care to see our kitchen?” she asked me.
“With pleasure,” said I, and we went to see it. Of course the men had been asked to clear off when I was going
there. The kitchen was situated in a beautiful vegetable garden. Every creeper, every tomato plant was itself an
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ornament. I found no smoke, nor any chimney either in the kitchen—it was clean and bright; the windows were
decorated with flower garlands. There was no sign of coal or fire.
“How do you cook?” I asked.
“With solar heat,” she said, at the same time showing me the pipe, through which passed the concentrated
sunlight and heat. And she cooked something then and there to show me the process.
“How did you manage to gather and store up the sun heat?” I asked her in amazement.
“Let me tell you a little of our past history then. Thirty years ago, when our present Queen was thirteen years
old, she inherited the throne. She was Queen in name only, the Prime Minister really ruling the country.
“Our good Queen liked science very much. She circulated an order that all the women in her country should be
educated. Accordingly a number of girls’ schools were founded and supported by the Government. Education was
spread far and wide among women. And early marriage also was stopped. No woman was to be allowed to marry
before she was twenty-one. I must tell you that, before this change we had been kept in strict purdah.”
“How the tables are turned,” I interposed with a laugh.
“But the seclusion is the same,” she said. “In a few years we had separate universities, where no men were
admitted.
“In the capital, where our Queen lives, there are two universities. One of these invented a wonderful balloon,
to which they attached a number of pipes. By means of this captive balloon which they managed to keep afloat
above the cloud-land, they could draw as much water from the atmosphere as they pleased. As the water was
incessantly being drawn by the University people, no cloud gathered and the ingenious lady Principal stopped rain
and storms thereby.”
“Really! Now I understand why there is no mud here!” said I.
But I could not understand how it was possible to accumulate water in the pipes. She explained to me how it
was done; but I was unable to understand her, as my scientific knowledge was very limited. However, she went
on:
“When the other university came to know of this, they became exceedingly jealous and tried to do something
more extraordinary still. They invented an instrument by which they could collect as much sun-heat as they
wanted. And they kept the heat stored up to be distributed among others as required.
“While the women were engaged in scientific researches, the men of this country were busy increasing their
military power. When they came to know that the female universities were able to draw water from the
atmosphere and collect heat from the sun, they only laughed at the members of the universities and called the
whole thing ‘a sentimental nightmare’!”
“Your achievements are very wonderful indeed! But tell me, how you managed to put the men of your country
into the zenana. Did you entrap them first?”
“No.”
“It is not likely that they would surrender their free and open air life of their own accord and confine themselves within the four walls of the zenana! They must have been overpowered.”
“Yes, they have been!”
“By whom? By some lady-warriors, I suppose?”
“No, not by arms."
“Yes, it cannot be so. Men’s arms are stronger than women’s. Then?”
“By brain.”
“Even their brains are bigger and heavier than women’s. Are they not?”
“Yes, but what of that? An elephant also has got a bigger and heavier brain than a man has. Yet men can
enchain elephants and employ them, according to their own wishes.”
“Well said, but tell me please, how it all actually happened. I am dying to know it!”
“Women’s brains are somewhat quicker than men’s. Ten years ago, when the military officers called our
scientific discoveries ‘a sentimental nightmare,’ some of the young ladies wanted to say something in reply to
those remarks. But both the Lady Principals restrained them and said, they should reply, not by word, but by deed,
if ever they got the opportunity. And they had not long to wait for that opportunity.”
“How marvelous!” I heartily clapped my hands.
“And now the proud gentlemen are dreaming sentimental dreams themselves. Soon afterwards certain persons
came from a neighboring country and took shelter in ours. They were in trouble having committed some political
offence. The King who cared more for power than for good government asked our kind-hearted Queen to hand
them over to his officers. She refused, as it was against her principle to turn out refugees. For this refusal the King
declared war against our country.
“Our military officers sprang to their feet at once and marched out to meet the enemy. The enemy however,
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was too strong for them. Our soldiers fought bravely, no doubt. But in spite of all their bravery the foreign army
advanced step by step to invade our country. Nearly all the men had gone out to fight; even a boy of sixteen was
not left home. Most of our warriors were killed, the rest driven back and the enemy came within twenty-five miles
of the capital.
“A meeting of a number of wise ladies was held at the Queen’s palace to advise [as] to what should be done to
save the land. Some proposed to fight like soldiers; others objected and said that women were not trained to fight
with swords and guns; nor were they accustomed to fighting with any weapons. A third party regretfully remarked
that they were hopelessly weak of body.
“‘If you cannot save your country for lack of physical strength,’ said the Queen, ‘try to do so by brain power.’
“There was a dead silence for a few minutes. Her Royal Highness said again, ‘I must commit suicide if the
land and my honor are lost.’
“Then the Lady Principal of the second university, (who had collected sun-heat), who had been silently
thinking during the consultation, remarked that they were all but lost; and there was little hope left for them.
There was however, one plan which she would like to try, and this would be her first and last efforts; if she failed
in this, there would be nothing left but to commit suicide. All present solemnly vowed that they would never
allow themselves to be enslaved, no matter what happened. The Queen thanked them heartily, and asked the Lady
Principal to try her plan.
“The Lady Principal rose again and said, ‘Before we go out the men must enter the zenanas. I make this prayer
for the sake of purdah.’
“‘Yes, of course,’ replied Her Royal Highness.
“On the following day the Queen called upon all men to retire into zenanas for the sake of honor and liberty.
Wounded and tired as they were, they took that order rather for a boon! They bowed low and entered the zenanas
without uttering a single word of protest. They were sure that there was no hope for this country at all.
“Then the Lady Principal with her two thousand students marched to the battlefield, and arriving there directed
all the rays of the concentrated sunlight and heat towards the enemy. The heat and light were too much for them to
bear. They all ran away panic-stricken, not knowing in their bewilderment how to counteract that scorching heat.
When they fled away leaving their guns and other ammunitions of war, they were burnt down by means of the
same sun-heat.
“Since then no one has tried to invade our country any more.”
“And since then your countrymen never tried to come out of the zenana?”
“Yes, they wanted to be free. Some of the Police Commissioners and District Magistrates sent word to the
Queen to the effect that the Military Officers certainly deserved to be imprisoned for their failure; but they never
neglected their duty and therefore they should not be punished and they prayed to be restored to their respective
offices.
“Her Royal Highness sent them a circular letter intimating to them that if their services should ever be needed
they would be sent for, and that in the meanwhile they should remain where they were. Now that they are
accustomed to the purdah system and have ceased to grumble at their seclusion, we call the system murdana
instead of zenana.”
“But how do you manage,” I asked Sister Sara, “to do without the Police or Magistrates in case of theft or
murder?”
“Since the murdana system has been established, there has been no more crime or sin; therefore we do not
require a policeman to find out a culprit, nor do we want a magistrate to try a criminal case.”
“That is very good, indeed. I suppose if there were any dishonest person, you could very easily chastise her. As
you gained a decisive victory without shedding a single drop of blood, you could drive off crime and criminals too
without much difficulty!”
“Now, dear Sultana, will you sit here or come to my parlor?” she asked me.
“Your kitchen is not inferior to a queen’s boudoir!” I replied with a pleasant smile, “but we must leave it now;
for the gentlemen may be cursing me for keeping them away from their duties in the kitchen so long.”
We both laughed heartily.
“How my friends at home will be amused and amazed, when I go back and tell them that in the far-off
Ladyland, ladies rule over the country and control all social matters, while gentlemen are kept in the murdanas to
mind babies, to cook and to do all sorts of domestic work; and that cooking is so easy a thing that it is simply a
pleasure to cook!”
“Yes, tell them about all that you see here.”
“Please let me know, how you carry on land cultivation and how you plough the land and do other hard manual
work.”
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“Our fields are tilled by means of electricity, which supplies motive power for other hard work as well and we
employ it for our aerial conveyances too. We have no railroad nor any paved streets here.”
“Therefore neither street nor railway accidents occur here,” said I. “Do not you ever suffer from want of
rainwater?” I asked.
“Never since the ‘water balloon’ has been set up. You see the big balloon and pipes attached thereto. By their
aid we can draw as much rainwater as we require. Nor do we ever suffer from flood or thunderstorms. We are all
very busy making nature yield as much as she can. We do not find time to quarrel with one another as we never sit
idle. Our noble Queen is exceedingly fond of Botany; it is her ambition to convert the whole country into one
grand garden.”
“The idea is excellent. What is your chief food?”
“Fruits.”
“How do you keep your country cool in hot weather? We regard the rainfall in summer as a blessing from
heaven.”
“When the heat becomes unbearable, we sprinkle the ground with plentiful showers drawn from the artificial
fountains. And in cold weather we keep our room warm with sun-heat.”
She showed me her bathroom, the roof of which was removable. She could enjoy a shower bath whenever she
liked, by simply removing the roof (which was like the lid of a box) and turning on the tap of the shower pipe.
“You are a lucky people!” ejaculated I. “You know no want. What is your religion, may I ask?”
“Our religion is based on Love and Truth. It is our religious duty to love one another and to be absolutely
truthful. If any person lies, she or he is—”
“Punished with death?”
“No; not with death. We do not take pleasure in killing a creature of God—specially a human being. The liar is
asked to leave this land for good and never to come to it again.”
“Is an offender never forgiven?”
“Yes, if that person repents sincerely.”
“Are you not allowed to see any men, except your own relations?”
“No one except sacred relations.”
“Our circle of sacred relations is very limited too; even first cousins are not sacred.”
“But ours is very large; a distant cousin is as sacred as a brother.”
“That is very good. I see Purity itself reigns over your land. I should like to see the good Queen, who is so
sagacious and farsighted and who has made all these rules.”
“All right,” said Sister Sara.
Then she screwed a couple of seats on to a square piece of plank. To this plank she attached two smooth and
well-polished balls. When I asked her what the balls were for, she said, they were hydrogen balls and they were
used to overcome the force of gravity. The balls were of different capacities to be used according to the different
weights desired to be overcome. She then fastened to the air-car two wing-like blades, which, she said, were
worked by electricity. After we were comfortably seated she touched a knob and the blades began to whirl,
moving faster and faster every moment. At first we were raised to the height of about six or seven feet and then
off we flew. And before I could realize that we had commenced moving, we reached the Garden of the Queen. My
friend lowered the air-car by reversing the action of the machine, and when the car touched the ground the
machine was stopped and we got out.
I had seen from the air-car the Queen walking on a garden path with her little daughter (who was four years
old) and her maids of honor.
“Halloo! you here!” cried the Queen addressing Sister Sara. I was introduced to Her Royal Highness and was
received by her cordially without any ceremony.
I was very much delighted to make her acquaintance. In [the] course of the conversation I had with her, the
Queen told me that she had no objection to permitting her subjects to trade with other countries.
“But,” she continued, “no trade was possible with countries where the women were kept in the zenanas and so
unable to come and trade with us. Men, we find, are rather of lower morals and so we do not like dealing with
them. We do not covet other people’s land, We do not fight for a piece of diamond though it may be a thousandfold brighter than the Koh-i-Noor,\fn{ Whose name means “mountain of light”; it was originally 191 carats in weight; part of it has
been incorporated into the British Crown Jewels. } nor do we grudge a ruler his Peacock Throne.\fn{ The Peacock Throne was
the coronation seat of the rulers of the Mughal Empire of India. Of solid gold inlaid with precious stones, it fell into the hands of the
Persian ruler Nadir Shah in 1739, and was taken away by him to Iran; when the monarchy was abolished, it was made part of the collection
of the Golestan Palace Museum .} We dive deep into the ocean of knowledge and try to find out the precious gems,

which Nature has kept in store for us. We enjoy Nature’s gifts as much as we can.”
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After taking leave of the Queen, I visited the famous universities, and was shown over some of their
manufactories, laboratories and observatories.
After visiting the above places of interest we got again into the air-car, but as soon as it began moving I
somehow slipped down and the fall startled me out of my dream. And on opening my eyes, I found myself in my
own bedroom still lounging in the easy-chair. …
2
“The honour that Hindus accord women is certainly laudable,” I said, leafing through an old issue of the
periodical Bharati.\fn{A literary magazine published from the Tagore household that had widespread influence on the literary world of
Bengal (1877-1926), edited initially by Dwijendranath Tagore, and subsequently by Rabindranath Tgore, the winner of the Nobel Prize for
literature, and others} The honour that Hindus accord women is certainly laudable. In no other country is such respect

shown towards woman. Woman is the Hindus' deity of worship.”
At my words the women present burst out laughing. I was slightly disconcerted. Jamila Begum said,
protesting,
“Forgive me, Mrs. Chatterjee! In this country; the role of a woman is not superior to that of a maid-servant.”
Jamila is the wife of a famous lawyer; she is a great friend of Kusumkumari Ray. The other lady present,
Amena Begum, is a widow; she lived in western India for ten years, and knows Urdu very well. She is also a dear
friend of Kusum. They are so intimate with Mrs. Ray that they address each other by their first names. It has been
only two or three months since I became acquainted with these Muslim women, but Kusum is the same age as I
am, and a childhood friend of mine.
It was in Kusum’s sitting-room that I was sitting and leafing through Bharati. I had not been prepared for an
argument—nevertheless, quite a debate ensued upon my remark. Amena Begum smiled a little and said,
“In this country women are a kind of personal property belonging to men.”
“This is a mistake on your part. If Hindus did not respect women, they would not have viewed them as
Goddesses. Most of their deities are women.”
“But we would wish to judge after seeing the practical results. Leave aside the myth making, and show us true
events.”
“Kusum! Help me. Bring your Mahabharata. We shall show them historical events.”
“I respect all of you equally, so I can’t favour anyone. What is the good of the Mahabharata or history? You
should discuss contemporary social events.”
“Do you want to call Damayanti, Sita, Savitri, and other daughters of India mere serving maids?”
“No, Sita and Savitri became famous because of their own good qualities. Sita was a virtuous person, but how
did society ‘worship’ her during her lifetime?”
“In ancient times there were many Goddesses. Such learned women as Lilabati and Khana are unique in the
world.”\fn{A reference to two eminent astrologers in the court of Vikramaditya (fourth century AD) }
“They were learned, and that virtue was their very own. But the discussion here is about the treatment of
women by society. Khana was exceptionally proficient in astronomy. Even now, there isn’t a farmer in the
countryside who doesn’t know a few of Khana’s precepts. But—”
“But what? The fact that Khana’s precepts are recited from village to village shows that Khana is worshipped
by the mass of the people.”
“Forgive me, Mrs. Chatterjee. Let me finish what I was saying. Khana may be worshipped now, but don’t you
know how she died? She was killed by having her tongue cut out, the tongue that gave birth to those precepts.”
“She was not killed. But, yes, her tongue was cut out.”
“Why shouldn’t we call that killing? After her husband cut her tongue out, Khana gazed at her husband
silently, wept, and died.”
“Leave aside these old matters. Let victory and defeat be decided by events of this century.”
“I am alone, while the Begum Sahibas are two. Victory belongs to the strong, so I shall accept defeat without
war.”
“What? Why should you abandon the argument so soon? Advance as far as you can.”
“Even if there are two of us, on the whole we are weaker than you are since you have received higher
education (even if you have failed the F.A!).\fn{ First Arts, the examination held at the end of the first year of college } You
have gathered experience by seeing and hearing many things and by reading various books. And we live under
strict purdah—we know only Kusum and you.
“Well, all right, since you won’t let me be! Kusum! Is not the present century fourteenth by the Bengali
calendar? Wouldn’t that mean the twentieth century of the Christian era?”
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“Be it the fourteenth or the twentieth century: why don’t you consider events that have occurred in the last
hundred years?”
“Very well. Recently, with the creation of the Brahmo Samaj,\fn{ One of the most influential religious movements
responsible for the making of modern India, was conceived at Calcutta in 1830 by Dwarkanath Tagore and Ram Mohan Roy as a
reformation of the prevailing Brahmanism of the time } women have reached the status of real Goddesses, this takes them

beyond their earlier merely imagined deification.”
“That is partly true. But take something else on board too—since you take pride in the Goddesses of Hindu
society, you should also be prepared to take on board the faults of that society.”
“That is a very hard condition.”
“It is just, even if it is hard. They have sealed off your escape from beforehand—do you get it, Prabha?”
“What sort of escape?”
“Had they talked about the plight of some helpless woman belonging to a Hindu family you might have said,
‘But that sort of thing doesn’t happen in our Brahmo Samaj.’”
“That is true. Can anyone say that helpless women are oppressed in the Brahmo Samaj?”
“If you go only by the Nababidhan sect of the Brahmo Samaj, then why drag in Hindu Goddesses? It is really
unjust for you to come forward and accept praise for the virtues, and yet refuse to accept blame for the vices.”
“Now I have understood why you were accepting defeat without war. Well, then, let’s not discuss the worship
of women, let’s talk about something else.”
At first, I was unsure as to what I should do next; a little while later I thought, “Am I such a coward that I shall
concede defeat without argument?” Outwardly, I said,
“No Begum Sahiba! Fear not—I shall not turn my back—let us go on!”
Everyone burst into laughter. To make them laugh had been precisely my intention. But for reasons of
etiquette, they were no longer discussing social issues. I found this intolerable, so I remained adamant and said:
“Well, Begum Sahiba, you have not been able to tell the story of a single oppressed woman.”
“Why only one, one could tell many—who will count the hundreds of flames in that fire?”
“Show me at least one such flame!”
“Very well. We can hear it in the voice of the Hindu women who are worshipped:
Bravo, children of Hindus!
Are your hearts made of stone?
…
You mangle the scriptures to kill girls.
…
They have no compassion and no religion,
They cannot distinguish between deeds and misdeeds,
They chew up girls, citing the scriptures.

“What do you say to this? Shall I call those words a scream of anguish from a wounded heart, or a benediction
given in pleasure at being worshipped?”
“That is a poet’s composition—imagined anguish.”
“You call the anguish of a child widow imagined pain?”
“It is not entirely imagined, rather, it is largely true.”
“Absolutely true.”
“But it is the social custom, so one can be forced to put up with it. Leaving aside questions of poetic
imagination, I shall show you right now with what ingredients India worships women—for examples of that we
shall not have to go far. Have you seen the book Heart-beats by Pratapchandra Mozoomdar?”
My first thought was that the book discusses only spiritual things. I thought a little and then said bravely,
“Yes, I have seen it. It does not propound any theory about the oppression of women.”
“Although it is not found in the book itself, one gets an example in Mr. S. G. Barrow’s biography of Mr.
Mozoomdar.”\fn{Pratapchandra Mozoomdar (1845-1905) had joined the Brahmo Samaj in 1859, traveling to many countries as a
preacher and attending the world conference on religion held in Chicago in 1893. He edited a number of newspapers and journals and was
associated with the Calcutta University Institute}

“An example of the oppression of a helpless woman? In the brief biography of the teacher?” Amena said in a
steady voice.
“Yes, the incident of his mother’s death. When Mr. Mozoomdar’s mother, suffering from cholera, was in her
death throes, the head of the household was sleeping peacefully. If the cow belonging to the household had been
ill, perhaps the master of the house would not have remained unworried. The treatment of widows by society
comes through wonderfully in Mr. Mozoomdar’s words: reread pages fourteen to sixteen in the biography. It
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breaks one’s heart to read them. Even pet dogs and cats don’t perhaps die without medical care; and yet the best
among God’s creations, the wife in a family, is restless in the pangs of sickness—and no one takes a second look
at her! No one thought that a doctor should be called for the widow. Mozoomdar himself was about to go and
interrupt the contented sleep of his uncle, but he was unable to enter the room inhabited by the master of the
household. Even the servant would not go and call a doctor—even if he wouldn’t, the son could not remain
tranquil. Can anyone whose mother is saying farewell forever remain inert? No. He ran out into the street like a
madman. He tried to call Keshabchandra Sen and some other friends. But everyone’s door was closed at night. He
went to the house of a certain doctor—but the doctor’s servant turned the poor man out! The servant was after all
an Indian man: he certainly knew how to worship women. So he thought that it was not right disturb his master
for the sake of a widow, and he turned away a son grieving for his mother. In our mind’s eye we can clearly see
that nineteen-year-old boy running about in the streets, nearly maddened with grief because of his mother. And we
can feel the yearning and the terrible anguish in his heart. Among the various blessings of God that we enjoy, a
mother is the greatest blessing. Let happiness and prosperity be put on one side of a pair of scales, and the mother
on the other side. If you call this, the heartless, ruthless treatment of widows, the ‘worship of women’, then I have
nothing more to say.
“Such incidents are rare, not everyone can be deemed guilty because one widow has not been treated with
care.”
“No, Prabha! Such incidents are not rare—rather, it is the case that no one else records such scandalous stories
as Mr. Mozoomdar did, so we don’t get to know of such incidents.”\fn{Begum Hossain then says to Jarnila
Begum:}
“And you? Do you know of any hair-raising incident?”
“I have seen an incident with my own eyes—it is a long story.”
“Tell us, we shall listen.” Jarnila said,
“The little daughter of a rich man was ill. In their house, they had servants, a coach and horses, and every
possible item of luxury. However, the little girl was not receiving medical treatment because girls were considered
a curse. There was no dearth of anything—the other children would toss around money in their play; yet this
child, yet to be weaned, was dying without medical care. The mistress of the house could not bear this. With tears
in her eyes, she entreated the head of the household to call a doctor, but he did not heed her. One day when the
master was going to the doctor for his own sake, the mistress said, ‘Do tell the doctor about our little girl’s
condition.’ ‘Do girls ever die?’ said the master, and left. Then the helpless lady, having no other recourse, took the
ailing child in her lap and continued to weep silently; When the father langur tries to kill the baby male langur, the
langur mother clasps the child to her bosom and saves its life by fleeing to the jungle. But where can a woman in
purdah go to save her baby girl from a father’s oppression? There are innumerable doctors in the city—
nevertheless, how does that benefit the dweller of the ‘inner apartments’?”
“Can man be so heartless? What happened in the end? Did the baby survive, or did she die of neglect?”
“In the end the baby survived. When the mother was crying with her daughter in her lap, providentially the
fortunate eldest son of that family had entered the inner apartments. He was not yet an adult, so his tender heart
grieved, and he himself went to the doctor and brought some doses of medicine. He had brought the medicine
only to console his mother! By the grace of God, the little girl survived by dint of that small amount of medicine.
That rich family still lives there. That child, that father, mother, brother—all are living!”
“Is this family Hindu or Muslim?”
“I shall not divulge that. What is the good of smearing ink on their faces? It is enough to say that they are
Bengalis.”
“Look, the heinous custom of total purdah prevalent in this country is the root of all ills. Muslim society is
steeped in this. Muslim women are utterly helpless because they don’t even appear before servants. Purdah has
made them inferior to and more helpless than animals such as the langur mothers.”
“Though the custom of total purdah is disgusting, it has become part of our flesh and bone. Until men learn to
be decent and courteous, it won’t be easy to leave purdah. If men had learnt to show due respect to women, then
there would be no problem!”
“I have heard that in other countries where Muslims are in the majority such a custom of purdah is absent.
Then why did Muslims in India create this sort of purdah and make us captive along with their own wives and
daughters?”
“Who is the creator of purdah? No one has been able to determine that. When a Muslim brother writes in
favour of purdah, he says, ‘It is we who are the creators of purdah; the claim that our Hindu brothers make that
they invented purdah is not correct.’ And then again, the Hindu brother who writes in favour of purdah adduces
arguments to say; ‘Muslims have learnt the custom of purdah from non-Muslims.’ In any case, whoever the
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creator of purdah may be, it is we who are suffering its consequences.”
“Why don’t you gradually abandon purdah? We have done it.”
“Your abandoning of purdah has hardly been lauded. You have had to hear a lot of vilification because of the
way in which you have left purdah.”
“Why fear such villification?”
“You may not fear it, but many have stepped beyond the limits of natural modesty; and in some cases the loss
of purity—”
“Why did you stop? Go on.”
“I was about to say something unpleasant; anyway we have certain duties towards society as well, which we
cannot neglect simply for our personal comfort.
“Hindus vilify the Brahmo Samaj baselessly, and I see no need for heeding them.”
“But one should be careful after listening to the negative things that the Brahmo Samaj itself says about
leaving purdah. Perhaps Amena was about to report something which she had heard about the Brahmo Samaj.”
“You infer correctly.”
“But, on the whole, the degree of oppression of women that takes place in Muslim societies does not happen
anywhere else. You spoke of Khana’s death, but do you know the history of the Anarkali mausoleum in Lahore?
Anarkali was buried alive on Akbar’s orders.\fn{ A court singer and dancer in the Mughal court and Prince Selim, the son and
heir of Emperor Akbar, fell in love. In order to purt an end to this relqationship Akbar supposedly had Anarkali sealed up alive in a tomb.
Whether true or not, a tomb exists in Lahore } Afterwards Emperor Jehangir had the beautiful mausoleum built over

Anarkali’s corpse. Who knows whether some sad story lies hidden inside the Taj Mahal as well?”
“It is true that the Muslims oppress women, but they don’t practise deception in public by saying ‘we worship
women’. Rather the wooden, orthodox mullahs of our country think that it is their religious duty to oppress
women.
“I think that Hindus have learnt the custom of purdah from us, and that the hardened mullahs have learnt to
treat women more cruelly from the Hindus. Otherwise, if one goes by the prescriptions of the Quor’an Sharif,
neither the oppression of women nor the custom of purdah is acceptable.”
“Do you believe that orthodox mullahs are in favour of an unjust system of purdah?”
“Look, Amena, don’t you go throwing stones at the beehive of the mullahs now.”
“Yes, you are right. Now I am not prepared to throw stones at the mullahs’ beehive. Let’s stop talking about
mullahs, Mrs. Chatterjee.”
“If you are afraid of bees, how will you gather honey?”
“Before gathering honey, one takes care to light a fire and raise smoke in advance, and then one can bear the
stings of one or two bees. But it would be childish foolishness to throw stones at the hive without making
preparations for gathering honey. Here we are talking about the oppression of women, speak of that.”
“That is something that you will speak about, and I’ll listen to Amena: There was of course so much to say—
there is no end of such heart-rending stories. But today there is no more time. We will go now, Kusum.”
So we returned to our respective homes.
263.152 Excerpt from Experiment in Error: 1. Escape 2. To Fling Out 3. Arachne 4. Miranda 5. Action At A
Distance 6. Interference 7. Soliloquy 8. Mostly Supersonic 9. Matilda 10. Role 11. Monotony 12. Error 13. The
Stepsister 14. From The Abyss 15. The Laggard 16. Owl 17. Par Délicatesse … 18. Where … 19. Youth 20. As
For Me 21. Equity: Twenty-one Poems\fn{by Blanaid Salkeld (1880-1959)} Chittagong, Chittagong District,
Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 6
1
Silence to silence, gloom to gloom, aligned—
Black metal shafts lift from the kindred pond:
Above, below—one counsel: to despond.
I would swing buoyant from here’s mood and mind.
Grief … Still the spirit’s view is undefined:
Our immortal part, by the free and fond
Folly of sense, invited to abscond—
We are left wingless in the temporal wind.
So, faring forth—mean arguments confound.
I will follow the silver springing wave,
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Releasing my cramped spirit to its motion—
Sun-smitten, gay, along the grey cold ocean—
Still following the silver springing wave.
Rhyme runs into the sea and is not drowned.
2
Madness is acceptable—in excess.
No trans-reason peckings here and there—drowsing
Over upset vocables, oblique browsing,
Hit and miss, among pastures of distress;
But to fling out—and bleed the vine and bless—
Maudlin and moonstruck, shuffle off all housing;
Disorganize the stars: there’s no carousing
But noise makes richer, and more reasonless.
The porcupine senses, with an odd thrust—
To be made nothing of, through stridency
Of clanging cymbals, tight drums, chorded call—
(No innocent flute, or poignant string, at all—)
Until the black-out and that alibi
Of a pretended marriage with the dust.
3
Let them fly. So long as she keeps her stand.
Mere radii—(centrifugal, her force)—
Puffed by her fiery breath off—they course
And, driving deeplier through a foreign land
Tautly … towards the four horizons … expand
Her tenuous web. Does reason not endorse
Their blind retreat? No question of divorce—
But Cause and Effect, as fixed and foreplanned.
These were not meant for victims bred to enter
The silken thwarts—that is the casual luck
Of phantoms blown against them, by the breath
Of day—to be danced round and given to death.
She could wish centripetal force, though … to suck
One late fugitive … into her still centre.
4
Sleep. And the long dream forgotten, whereof
An echo lingers. She cannot awake.
She would sink back to that music and remake
The shy history of triumphant love.
For she has been defeated, long enough.
Strange word, defeat … She has not grace to quake
Before bright shapes the pitiless demons take
To dare and dazzle, as they crow and scoff.
So let us pray against our sorrowing selves:
To thirst, and not to taste the living spring;
To burn—yet, valorous, to glitter on.
Harmony of a dream—the cruel sun
Beckons it from us—and the dawn birds sing,
As we lie separate on our temporal shelves.
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5
She that has seen dawn’s blush on Everest—
Or, with a barbary pack and coolie train
Beaten the jackal from the sugar-cane
(Chased but not caught, glad memories attest)—
Is lodged now, lowly as this field-mice nest,
Centred amid the pillared crop, from rain
Sheltered, and noon—On her invisible plane,
Secure also, from ills that would molest.
Let the day burn about her—and those chill
Vapours of night stifle love’s fiery-breasted
To-and-fro messengers. Till time is out,
She will endure, decorous and devout
With all her young songs there, about her—nested
In the cool shadows of his quiet will.
6
Vain images, images, that waylay
The good procession, pleasantly deterring,
Issuing forth from unknown caverns blurring
With tender false delights, the homeward way.
Joy, that can claim no cousinship with day;
Ghosts that belong to no life ever stirring—
Utterance, I fear, of the in vain demurring
Urge of my being, the spirit being astray.
Hush … Who now whistles me up from the clever
Torrent, this prelude to the dark persuasion
Of the abyss? … My first pulse of assent
Accorded, I am drawn with strong intent
Free of false purgatorial evasion …
Into my destined hell. Come, pain, for ever!
7
It will not come peacefully: I must train
My thinking to high-pitched and warring tones—
Hurtling word against word—the clash of stones,
To knock the sparks out and discard the vain
Substance—leaving wise summer to explain
The immense meaning cooped in narrow zones.
I must use swiftness, too. The heart postpones,
Falters out of the fierce tempo again.
Ah, but—the music … how is that distilled?
Never from thought—for it is a like growth
With sighs and tears, with laughter, with deep prayer,
With summer’s breath—soft, various, everywhere.
It will come of itself … I’ll take an oath .
And, dowered by the quick seasons, be fulfilled.
8
Man’s jungle howl is mostly supersonic—
Else many moderns would—long civilized
Into cold crooked sinning—start, surprised
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Out of their sleek beds, at a dim mnemonic
Inner response. The interval is tonic.
But primal echoes, in the most advised
Puppets, cling on, unguessed, unrecognized.
Reaction, yes—but toneless and laconic.
Joy comes of strife; the quiet are not gay.
Only an odd man, though the fashions flout him—
Sensing the grandeur of his hermit soul—
Laughs to recall the muffled jungle howl,
And walks abroad, and shakes the clouds about him—
To lose himself in patterns of the day.
9
Upon sheer merriment, my grand-aunt lived—
(With no luck at all)—until ninety-six.
Rap out a jest—any one of the tricks
For releasing laughs. I never arrived
At better than laughing—though I connived
At ecstasies … sought to mingle and mix
Heaven with mortality—and then fix.
The higher I cast hope, the more I grieved.
Yet, whom have I envied? None that I knew.
Sun, sun … we grow, though—through the mystic tension
Of root and tip, of darkness and effulgence—
For weak errors petitioning indulgence—
Measuring up to a supreme dimension—
In the diversionary wind and dew.
10
I am become tired warder of the days:
Each greets me, risen, with a sulphur glare,
Since I prolong time’s wrong, time’s useless care—
The dry routine—though I am loth to raise
Dead eyes to window, nor can ever praise
The grudging slave that peddles my despair
About the parish. I uptie my hair,
And jolt the jolly mirror with my face,
Then patter in and out of airless rooms;
Trip stairs; slam door; and stamp along the street,
Slapping the solid reticence of day.
Tomorrow forgotten, in the often gay
Visit of night, I thankfully retreat
Into a gloomy hazard, like the tomb’s.
11
Summer is various over lake and whin.\fn{Furze; gorse}
You keep away still from the battering ram
Of my monotony. It seems, I am
All of the one colour—without, within.
Eternal summer steals back, with its din,
Its glow, unchanged, down history. Doors slam
On murders and illicit births. The lamb
Is called to sacrifice, by the old sin.
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While all the surfaces of every shire
Shift with the fires and shadows of the hour—
I’ve no chameleon quality—no change
Visits my stubborn sameness, to derange
My proper stiffness. Where shall I find power
To overleap blind currents of desire?
12
I was all for following and submission—
Who should have guided you to where, exempt
From weaklings’ spite and beauty’s kind contempt,
You could have toiled and taken soft remission.
But self in wisdom’s counsels made division.
Pain spoils the heart—while, awkward and unkempt,
Passion undoes the tenderness we meant—
Suiting us sinners to our sad old prison.
The devil’s pipes and drums for ever sounded.
A fool screams out for raptures off the ration,
With blasphemy’s theatricality.
Crazed with decoys of unreality—
I called to you. Striking in your rough fashion,
You thought to rescue me, but deeply wounded.
13
Mean look of a bald pebble scamps her worth.
Neither the wrinkles, nor scant hair, come loose,
Roughen, or suggest depth—so we could choose
Moss—soil—to cling about her patent dearth.
But all slips from her, since the sluice of birth.
Will even death’s shadow falling, refuse
To put her loneness to corruption’s use?
Singleness drowned in the tide’s bitter mirth
Many a mortal thinks to spring and fly.
At the second remove, I took my fling;
O my brave kite that tore out of my hand—
Are you above the gales in a dim land?
No down, or up, for some—only the sting
Of joy, of fear—watching the wind go by.
14
We knit up petty patterns of the mind,
To be undone, by wear, or the chance thorn.
Only the clear sudden image upborne
From the abyss … outstays the rain and wind.
Creeds, sciences, summed up—then undefined;
Our toil repeats, deletes, the springing corn;
The perishable flowers are brightly born.
The sterling image is not undermined.
Set her under a tree, by a mere stream,
My smooth step-sister: shadows will suggest
Depth—to disprove she is indifferent—
Her kindness, a veneer, a polish, lent
To worsen her. Stream runs and shadows rest—
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Rural whispers will mollify her dream.
15
The horde of refugees from the Unknown
Leaves me, to face, blinded with bitter tears,
The Infinite. They trail off to their spheres
Of thankless toil or charity—to own
The world—they hope. I, cast off, and alone,
Am beggared of the foolishness that peers
For parallels or partners—that no fears
Can disenchant, nor reasoning condone.
None whispers here of temporal regrets.
The careless cold uncomfortable rain
Drains off the errors of old ecstasy,
The clue to living hope’s sweet mockery.
A useless repetition, to complain.
I have told an image all my secrets.
16
The blue star overspills … to whet an edge
Against the constant of this marble beak.
Enlightenment … from Nowhere’s nameless peak,
Past thought, past sense—with brightest privilege
Seals the blank circles of my gaze. The pledge
Of day accepted—hiddenly I sleep,
Rapt from the pulsing depth, the temporal sweep—
In a cave, in a cliff, on a stone ledge.
The night-glad solitary fears no weathers.
I amass silence, silence, as I go—
Pleasures and piracies … The tenuous flow
Of dark dissolves … I can recover, so,
The cliff, the cave, the ledge … then, slow and low
I settle, shaking time out of my feathers.
17
Since I am still Here shall I not attempt
The plain Impossible … hand-in-glove with you?
If they titter that I … am in love with you
Glory has been won of the world’s contempt.
But you, hidden one, must travel exempt.
Smooth swift serpent, since never I strove with you,
You will allow me a while to rove with you,
Ways wind-frequented, like ourselves, unkempt.
Then will dreams merge us in a strange dimension.
And you that never said an abstract word
Must learn perspectives outside thought’s precisions.
And dance with me sidereal divisions,
The random senses have not glimpsed or stirred.
I shall be docile to the dreams’ intention.
18
I tossed your straight straight hair, for a rhyme’s sake.
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I am unkempt, but you are trim and neat.
Your pardon, sir. Will you not take a seat
Here Now beside this pleasant Present lake?
Reality … Although we undertake
The pure Impossible … I here repeat:
Reality is fine beyond defeat.
Still … there’s a progress we are bound to make.
Cool lake, wind-patterned, fiery with the glow
Of tree reflections; azure-headed birds
That dive and fly. Cool lake and balmy air—
Real, in truth. Reality is fair.
But—where are you, to whom I say these words?—
Beyond the Seven Seas, for all I know.
19
This brief common youth I was once in dread for it
That fled like a thief off with goods not paid for
Yet I am no poorer than saw all flit
To be one’s own there is much to be said for it
O it’s many the good deed I delayed for it
Thinking youth’s merchandise worthy to trade for
A fugitive thief without grace or wit
Alas for the many have been struck dead for it
I turned from learning though I had the head for it
Dreaming youth’s tone had the music I prayed for
But the strings snapped and the tunes were unwrit
Not to be bought back the wealth I betrayed for it.
20
Lapsed Latinity and half-lucid Greek
Here and there helping, with the common root
Under us of verse—far away to shoot
From the particular, is all we seek.
This age forswears, however fair it speak,
The personal in art, and would dilute
Atom in element, or court dispute
With errqant ghosts of modern and antique.
A dream can fling up words, scarce to be found
In the dictionary—to point a quest
After buried treasure. Old men, they say,
Sleep ill. They well could keep their thoughts till day,
Sieveing the far-come sands of their unrest
For wonders. But, as for me, I sleep sound.
21
Now must I leave my airy loft … to stand
Before my own harsh judgment—and decide
How far the accounts I kept were falsified—
My punishment to come from the cold hand
Of equity, no voice will countermand.
My life is forfeit, if these figures lied.
But—may black truth not have a brighter side?
Lifting my light pack, what if I abscond?
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I’ll face my trial, though—blinded, fear-frozen.
There is a charity, too wise for pity—
May blow in through the windows of a court—
Wrecking the evidence—a mere spoil-sport—
Scattering those woes that press past all entreaty—
Leaving me with the happiness I had chosen.
Bengali 5 H. Qazi Excerpt from Abadulla\fn{by Qazi Imdadul Haq (1882-1926)} Khulna, Khulna District,
Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 23

391

392

393

394

395

396

397

398

399

400

401

402

403

404

405

406

407

408

409

410

411

412

413

414

415

416

417

226.198 Excerpt from The Religion Of Man\fn{by Al-Haj Moulana Fazlul Karim (1882-1936)} Rangpur, Rangpur
District, Rangpur Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
Knowledge of self leads to the knowledge of God. This is the declaration of the pious divines. So to gain
knowledge of self or soul is the essential requisite of every man, because it leads to God’s knowledge. In the
knowledge of soul, there are some problems. Who art thou? Wherefrom hast thou come? Whither wilt thou go?
Whatfor hast thou been created? Wherein lieth thy fortune and misfortune? What powers and attributes have been
vouchsafed to man? These are the questions which must be solved by every human being. He who seeks no
solution of these hard problems of life can well be termed a beast. In this book, we shall try to give a clue to the
solution of these questions and to the problem of problems—which religion a man should adopt for the guidance
of his life.\fn{This excerpt is the first chapter of the book (entitled Human Soul). It is divided into eight sections—Knowledge of
Human Soul; Whither Will Soul Go; Stages of Soul and its Direction; Attributes of Soul Lasting; Power of Soul; The Best Way to Acquire
Soul-Force; Living Man’s Knowledge of a Dead Man; and Object of Creation of Soul. These are separated by asterisks:H }

Man is an animal and as such man has got the common characteristics of all animals. Why is man superior to
all other animals? It is on account of soul which is specially endowed with understanding or knowledge. Animals
lack in this quality of knowledge. Instinct is not knowledge. Instinct is innate in all animals and is not required to
be acquired. It therefore follows that man has got ability to understand and to know a thing. Again, what is the
thing in man for which he understands and knows? When man orders the eye to shut itself up, then it closes; when
he orders the feet to walk, it walks. Who is he that passes such orders? This is surely due to soul endowed with
human will.
Then agajn is it eye alone that sees? Then why in a dark night it cannot see. It depends on light by which it
sees. Even light and eye taken together cannot see when a man is choloroformed by a doctor. What is the thing
which sees through the windows of eye with the help of light? It is nothing but soul. Soul is not matter but purely
a spiritual thing apart from matter. ThIs soul, as long as it has connectIon with the body which is called life, gains
its knowledge of the material world through the medium of the senses and sometimes even during this connection,
it has no need of them as in dream and revelation. It is also seen that man sometimes is sorry and sometimes
rejoices without the aid of the senses. This sort of sorrow or joy is said to be more durable and stronger. In dream,
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a man might feel joy or sorrow but that is no work of the senses. He does not walk with feet or sees with eyes in
dream. That shows that apart from matter there is a thing spiritual named soul. This is a general gift of God.given
to all mankind. The grades of knowledge that is afterwards acquired by soul are surely the cause of its
improvements in which every person has no share. All these are wokings of soul. In ordinary dreams, every man
has got a share, because it is the work of thoughts imprinted on soul generated by the senses while awake. But
there is other side of the picture, that is, nobler thoughts inprinted on soul. In that case, many secrets of the
spiritual world become apparent to a man in sleep. If a man can make himself fall to such a condition by
meditation as he is in sleep, he can also get inspiration and secrets of the spiritual world even while he is awake.
This is the working of soul, this is the knowledge not gained by external senses. Do the eyes see them? No, it is
the soul that sees them—the pure essense in man. It is firmly tied to this earthly image. So man has got two
things, the transient body and the durable soul. And as such man has got two attributes in him—animal desires
and spiriual virtues. The former, if uncontrolled, leads a mall downward to darkness and hell and the second
upwards to light and heaven. There is a serious conflict between the two. Good people strengthen their spirituaJity
and suppress animal desires by following certain rules and austerities preached by the prophets.
Soul is so fine and ethereal that it cannot be seen with the help of the senses. Happincss and sorrow, pain and
pleasure, all belong to it. The body is its instrument in this world. Both are connected with each other in such a
way that no one has been able to understand the secrets up to this time. Soul is not the electric current of the body
which is called life. It is endowned with innumerable qualities. If man knew them, he would become perfect in
this world.
Soul is not eternal but created by Gcid as it is an order of God. All human souls from the begining to the end
were created at one time in their natural attributes and all souls were asked by God when they were created—Am
I not you lord? They all said: Yes.
So all human souls were created by God at one and at the same time and in this sense human soul is not
eternal.
What is human soul? Wherefrom does it come? The Arabs once asked this self-same question to the Holy
Prophet. In reply, he got the revelation:—
“They ask you about soul. Say, soul is from the order of my Lord, and you have not been given but aught of
knowledge”—17:85.
The soul as termed ‘Order of Allah’ has been explained by another verse:—
“Then he fashioned him and breathed unto him His spirit”—32:9.
This verse read with the former conclusively proves that soul is a celestial thing and comes from Allah. Body
is made of earth but soul is of God. The Qur’an declares:—
“He made the creation of man from earth. Then He made his progeny of an extract of contemptible water. Then
He fashioned him and breathed unto him from His spirit”—82:8.
As soul appertains to Allah, it cannot therefore be construed that human soul is a portion of Allah. In other
words,\fn{The text has: worlds} soul is not God and cannot at any time be God. Soul is something divine
accomodated only for a certain fixed time in a man. However a man is spiritually advanced, he cannot attain to
the status of God or be equal with God. The Creator is not on an equal level with the created. The Almighty may
be immanent pervading the whole universe or transcendant keeping outside the material world or He may be
absorbing all human souls, nay the entire creation material and spiritual, but still it cannot be said on that account
that man is God or that man attains to Godhood. The simple reason for the above named proposition of the Holy
Qur’an is that everything has been created according to a fixed measure. This fixed proportion applies equally
both to the material body of a thing and to its attributes. The Qur’an says:—
“And I have created everything according to a measure”—13:8.
This has been repeated in many other verses. The truth of this grand message of the Holy Qur’an is vividly
seen in nature’s works. An ant has got a fixed size of body and also fixed attributes. Its body cannot be as big as
that of an elephant. Its attributes cannot be equal with those of a man. The body of a tiny bird cannot be as big as
that of a cow or a horse. A cow however good cannot speak or think like a man. Each class of being has therefore
a fixed limit of size and growth in the physical worid and of fixed advancement in the spiritual world. The Law of
Evolution applies only within a particular class. It does not apply to the different classes of beings in the world
according to the Quranic Theory. In other words, an ant, however big, cannot be a horse, or a lower being cannot
be a higher being like man. A monkey cannot be a man and man was never a monkey. Man remains always a man
however spiritually or intelligently advanced he is. He cannot at any time become God. Had it been so, all the
prophets would have claimed to be Gods, in which case it would have been sheer ‘Shirk;’ or partnership with God
in being, in essence and attributes. Every being is said to have fully grown or advanced when it has attained to the
full limit of progress prescribed for that particuar class. Fortune or misfortune lies in the success or failure to
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reach the highest limit prescribed for each class. A frail human being with very limited powers and capabilities
cannot attain godhood. It has been argued that when a human soul is from God, it is a portion of God. If this view
be accepted, there will be millions and millions of gods as is the case with the Hindus. It is a preposterous
proposition. Really human soul is not portion of God but it is His image or shadow. Human souls are so many
shadows or images of God, not portions or partners of God. There is only one sun in this vast world and casts
shadows to millions of millions of lakes, tanks\fn{ I.e., artificially created ponds:H} and rivers. We cannot say for that
reason that there are millions of suns. Likewise, it would be foolish to say that for millions of human souls or
shadows of God, there are millions of God or that human souls are so many portions of God. It is idle to think that
the soul of a dog is a portion of God. As the sun is one, so God is one casting shadows or light on everything in
the world. The Qur’an therefore says “Allah is the light of heavens and earth.” In other words, He is revealing
Him in different manifestations of creations either visible or invisible. The Qur’an declares—“We are revealing
Our songs\fn{The text has: sings} in the firmament and in their own souls, so that it may become clear to them that
He is the truth”—41:35.
So soul is a shadow of God like a fleak\fn{ A flake; a thread or twist; as in “little long fleaks or threads of hemp” So
Dictionary.com, where it is marked [obs.] meaning “obsolete”; the word does not appear in my Webster’s unabridged second edition
(1935), but is cited from Webster’s revised unabridged for 1996 and 1998:H } of fire and as such it is celestial and divine. It

belongs to the spiritual world. Body is of earth and belongs to the material world. In other words, soul is of
A’lam-i-Am (spiritual world) and body is of A’lam-i-shahadat (material world). This world is a material world.
There is along with it a spiritual world hidden behind the material world as there is spirit hidden behind matter.
Matter is predominant in this world and spirit will be predominant in the world to come. But it is a fact that there
are matter and spirit in both these worlds. With the end of this material world, there will evolve a new spiritual
world with a new material world, but the fact remains that it will be a reign much more of spirit than of matter.
That is said to be the real world for which we are all existing. Human soul is a divine spirit covered with a
material physique. The characteristics of the two worlds—material and spiritual—are naturally quite different.
Length, breadth, dimensions and space are attributes of the material world, while there is no such thing in the
spiritual world. Consequently soul has got no length and breadth and occupies no space. To conceive of such a
thing is inconceivable, yet there is soul in man. The spirit of soul pervades the whole body as God pervades the
whole universe. As there is the spirit of soul in the whole body, it cannot be said on that account that soul is body
or vice versa. Likewise, as God pervades the whole universe, it cannot equally be said that human soul is the
universal soul or that man is God or His partner. As soul is unseen, so also God is unseen. As the existance of
unseen soul cannot be disbelieved, so also the existence of God cannot be disbelieved. As soul has got no form, so
also God has got no form. Ordinary men do not keep any connection with the soul but the divines do. Thy have
got a very clear knowledge of the body and soul and they regulate their lives accordingly.
*
There is a well-known scientific principle that everything will return to its origin. So soul and body will return
to their respective origins. What are the origins of soul and body? It has already been said that according to the
Holy Qur’an, soul is of God and body is of earth. So soul will return to God, and body to earth. From dust we
come and unto dust we go, but the soul will go to its original source, that is God. Body is cosumed by earth, but
soul is kept intact. The Qur’an says:—
“Every man is subject to death, thereafter you will return to Us”—29:47.
There are many verses of the Holy Qur’an and traditions of the Holy Prophet on the point of soul’s return to
God. This fact implies that soul does not die with the death of body. It will not end with the end of its material
frame of this world. What we call death is only the end of the present material physique giving place to a new
frame for soul. By death, the end of soul is not meant. In other words, by the incident of death, man will remain
the same except his physique of this world just like a child after birth which remains the same as it was in its
mother’s womb or just like a plant which throws off its seed after it begins to grow. Man enters after death into a
new world with a new physique and with new attributes. By death, man is only transferred from one stage to
another. The state after death is the first stage out of the stages of the next world. The Holy Prophet said:—
“Verily grave is the first stage out of the stages of the next world”—31:42.
Man here is composed of three elements—body, animal life and soul. The lower beings have got the first two
elements, while man has got all the elements. In other words, animals have got no soul but man has. Life is the
electric current in the body. The electric power-house is comprised therein. With the cessation of the body, there is
stop to the current; or if the current is stopped there is the end of the body. Life and body are indissolubly
connected with each other. Therefore the characteristics of animal life are in man, their instincts of sleep, work,
rest, cohabitation, hunger, thirst, attack and anger, with this difference that the lower animals have got no capacity
of control over them and no knowledge of right or wrong, while mankind has got such knowledge. They have
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been given the capacities of controlling these animal passions and propensities actuated by their sharp knowledge
of right and wrong. So knowlege is a special attribute of human soul in which all other animals lack. The duty of
man is to exercise the animal passions according to his notion of right and wrong. So animals have got no soul as
it is termed in this book and as such their responsibilities are unlike those of man, because responsibilities arise
out of a clear understanding of right and wrong. By death body and life perish, while soul remains, just as by
growth of a plant its seed perishes. In other words, man enters into a new condition just as a seed enters into a new
state after the plant grows out of it. Think, O man, you were first in your mother’s womb, then you are born and
then you step in infancy and thereafter you enter in an old age. The three fundamental stages are therefore quite
different. One can hardly recognise you in your different stages. But the fact is that you are the same being.
Likewise, by death your soul will remain the same, but in a different stage. So there is no end of “Ego” which
means “soul”. In other words, soul is more lasting than its cage. At death soul remains but its carrier is lost. By the
loss of conveyance, the rider is not necessarily lost. By the loss of body, the progress of soul fully begins, as it
then enters its own region where it finds rest. Death is therefore beneficial to a man as it gives an opportunity to
soul never to fall back, to make amends of its sins in Hell and then to make it fit for Paradise. This continuance of
soul is reflected in the following verses:—
“Your creation and your resurrection are nothing but like a single soul”—31:28.
“Allah takes the souls at the time of their deaths”—39:42.
So human soul, though. not eternal, returns to its own spiritual world, on death of the physical body to take its
rewards or punishments according to its action during the time it was encaged in body.
*
Fire rises upwards. Likewise soul is to rise higher and higher till it reaches the Highest. It does not rest content
till it returns to the Almighty from where it has come. If His nearness is attained, the object of soul is fulfilled.
That is its ultimate aim. Till this condition is not attained, it finds no peace. According to this view, soul enters
into different stages like body. This progress is subJect to the law of Evolution. In its three different stages, it
takes three different names in accordance with the Holy Qur’an. In the initial stage, soul remains in a very crude
form lying completely hidden under the material frame and the propensities of childhood as in animals. In that
condition, it is no better than a mere animal. In other words, a child or a boy is almost like an animal. It is then a
misnomer to call it a soul. It can rather be termed nafsi ammarah, or animal soul and as such it has got tendency
towards evil. Such a soul cannot catch its own attributes. As weeds completely cover a fountain so as to prevent
the shade of sun therein to be seen, so likewise the boyish propensities of a child during its minority completely
cover the soul to prevent the shadow of God therein to be seen. In the second stage of its evolution. it takes the
name of nafsi-lawwamah or a self-accusing soul. The Qur’an terms this soul in this way in verse 75:2. When the
boyish tendencies gradually disappear from soul like clouds from the firmament, intelligence begins to dawn and
appear like the rising sun. Such a soul guestions the propriety of each action and distinguishes between right and
wrong. If wrong is done according to its own notion, it accuses itself and dictates it to tread\fn{The text has:
trade} the right path. It then fiinds consolation and solace in good works and feels repentance and pangs in bad
works. When the soul surpasses this stage, it enters into a third stage in its progress. That is its final stage. It is
then known as nafsi-mutmainnah (satisfied soul). It has been termed as in this verse:—
“O soul at rest, return to Thy Lord well-pleased with Him and well-pleasing Him”—89:27.
The soul in this condjtion is highly and spiritually advanced and acquires all the attributes of morality and frees
itself from its devilish propensities. In this state, it continues to develop still further in the next world till it attains
to the Highest Ideal from which it originaJly came. Such an advanced soul finds pleasure in the remembrance of
Allah as the Qur’an says:—
“Behold, souls find solace in the remembrance of Allah.”\fn{ There is no citation to this verse:H}
In the first stage, the soul cannot distinguish between right and wrong. In the second stage, it can distinguish
between right and wrong and as such man then transcends the limits of an animal and ascends to the first step of
mahood. It then enters into the domain of knowledge and finds out the moral qualities as apart from the evil
propensities. In the final stage, nafsi mutmainnah enters into the spiritual world even before death and can see
many hidden intricacies of creation and can thus foretell of many coming events. In case soul does not improve, it
remains the same and is termed nafsi ammarah, i. e. soul prone to evil, or at best nafsi lawwamah or self-accusing
soul.
*
As the soul is everlasting, its attributes also are everlastjng. As the body is frail, so its attributes also are frail. A
truely wise man is he who rejects the frail attributes of the body in preference to the everlasting attributes of soul.
The truly wise man is he who takes leave of the body before the body takes leave of him. To this effect, the
Prophet said:—
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“Die before your death.”\fn{No citation:H}
What are then the attributes of soul and body? Thirst, hunger, sleep, coition, anger, pride etc. are the attributes
of body and as such they will perish on the death of the body. These are therefore temporary attributes. Good
qualities, divine knowledgc, good and pious acts, worship, etc. are the attributes of soul. With soul, they will live
forever and will be sources of ever-recurring good works in future. So two different kinds of attributes are
encaged in a man. As soul is divine, its natural impulse is towards good and not towards bad. As man is an animal,
he has got the instincts of the lower animals, the ferocious nature of the beasts, and the evil qualities of the devils.
Sexual passions, greed, etc. are the attributes of the lower beings for which coition and food are taken recourse to.
Anger, attack, etc. arc the attributes of the ferocious beast for which there are hatred, villification, quarrel, dispute,
etc. The devilish attributes are hypocrisy, deceit, treachery, etc. Man has got these attributes in addition to his
good attributes of soul. Animals or beasts cannot control the above attributes of the body. It is only man who can
control and regulate them. This can be done on account of his soul which has not becn given to a lower being.
Unless the attributes of body are kept under control and are properly guided, a man is no better than a beast. It is
soul which will suffer on account of the attributes of the body, as soul is the king over the region of body and as
such it will suffer for inefficient administration of the physical region. The object of the creation of the body and
its attributes is that they will all obey the commands of divine soul towards the attainment of nearness to the
Almighty and act like strong soldiers. This is in substance the connection between soul and body. If on the other
hand the f1esh gains the upper hand, the soul is reduced to the position of a subject and is guided towards hell.
The influence or the effect of any act done by the body falls on soul or makes an impression on soul and out of
this impression, many feelings arise. Out of good works, there arise good feelings and out of evil works evil
feelings. On account of the effects of evil works, soul is misguided towards destruction. In this way, the object of
creation of man is frustrated. In other words, it is said that man goes to hell. Soul-less man is a beast. In other
words, he whose body rules over his soul is no better than a beast. Man is the lord of creation only for his soul.
The Qur’an declares:—
“Surely We created him (man) in the best of make. Therefore We throw him down unto the deepest abyss,
except those who believe and do good works”—95:4
So man is an angel on account of his proper use of soul and man is a devil on account of his improper use of
soul. So proper use of soul cannot be overestimated. There is never-ending conflict in the life of a man between
his soul and flesh, and the fight of soul to crush the body and to bring it under control has been said by the
Prophet as the greatest fight. For this reason everything in the world has been made subservient to man. With
death, physique with its attributes will perish. Only the good qualities of soul will remain. So, O man, enrich your
soul with various good attributes and keep your body completely under subjugation.
*
Power of soul is great as its responsibility is great. In describing the heavy responsibility of soul, the Qur’an
says:—
“Certainly We offered this trust to the heavens and earth and mountains, but they all refused to carry it, and
they became frightened at it and only man carried it. Surely he is oppressor, ignorant”—33:72.
So it is seen that man is the lord of creation only for his soul and its proper use. How can then the power of
soul be acquired? In order to achieve it, soul must be put under the restrictions of divine laws, and these, if
properly carried out, will give to soul such a tremenqous force that will be able to carry thousands and thousands
of souls towards it. It is like a dynamite in a big factory or an engine. Fixed proportion of water and fire properly
applied gives rise to steam which can carry millions of tons of weight in the swiftest manner. Likewise
proportionate use of qualities or divine laws gives rise to a tremendous force in soul for which man can rightly
claim to be the lord of creation. The Qur’an says:—
“I have given excellence to the children of Adam.”\fn{ No citation}
Soul is a jewel which has got many facets. Intelligence is one of its facets. It arises at the second stage of soul.
It can work wonders. It acquires various learnings, learns arts and sciences, makes wonderful discoveries and
travels throughout the world riding on the chariot of thoughts. It can tell the exact dates of solar or lunar eclipse, it
can fly in the air like birds. It will be able to make still more discoveries and inventions which still lie in the
womb of futurity. The spiritual force of soul is still greater. It can take news of the spiritual world. It receives
revelations and inspirations either in sleep or when awake. It can foretell events. For that it has been said in the
Quran:—
“And thus We have shown the reign of heavens and earth to Abraham.”\fn{ No citation}
The Holy Prophet reached such a climax of spiritual advancement that hc went to heaven one night and was
shown the hidden secrets of nature. An evil soul cannot conceive of such wonderful acts. It therefore takes them
as impossibilities. This will be clear from an illustration. A machine-man only knows how to conduct a machine.
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A layman does not know how to handle it. For that it cannot be said that the engine has lost its force. Those
experts who can conduct it know the tremendous force that lies therein. Likewise we, the laymen, cannot see the
hidden forces of soul. Those divines who know its force conduct it according to the regulations of divine laws and
realise its wonderful force, and through it the prowess of the Almighty.
*
In order to gain force, soul must be kept completely free from the diseases of sins and evil deeds. In addition, it
should be placed under the guidance of the rules and regulations of divine laws. Unless it is done, no force would
arise from soul. To gain health of body, it must be kept under the rules of health and hygiene and it must be kept
under instructions of an efficient medical-man. If the rules of health and medical instructions are disobeyed, it is
impossible to gain health of body and consequently physical strength. Likewise, if the divine rules are not
followed, the inevitable result is that soul wi!l be diseased and consequently it will lose its force. Soul has got no
initial disease. With the dawn of knowledge, disease appears. For this the Qur’an says:—
“In their hearts, there is disease. Allah adds thereto.”\fn{ No citation}
This disease of soul is nothing but commission of sin. Such a disease of soul can be diagnosised in this way.
The natural function of eye is to see, and of ear to hear and of leg to walk. If by eye things are not seen or clearly
seen, it must be understood that there is disease in the eye and as such we should go to a good optician for its
cure. Likewise, soul has been created to gain divine love. If the soul finds no pleasure in divine service or the
remembrance of the Almighty, it must be understood that there is disease in soul. Hence it should be cured under
the instructions of a good divine. If medical instructions are not observed, it is not the medical man but the
diseased body that will suffer. Likewise if religious instructions are not followed, it is not God who will suffer but
soul with its renewed frame. If this disease on soul is not removed early, there is danger of its permanent
deterioration. In fountain, if acquatic plants are grown or moss gathered over water-surface, the beam of the sun is
not seen. Likewise, on the fountain of soul, if moss of sins falls, the shadow of the Almighty is not seen therein.
How should this disease on soul be removed? The Holy Prophet said:—
“For every disease, there is cure”—9:2.
So there is cure for spiritual diseases. The ,medicine though bitter must be administered in order to bring its
permanent cure. The spiritul healers apply the bitter medicine of divine rules and instruct their patients to wash off
the diseases of sin by the tars of eys mixed with a firm determination to avoid evils. There is polish for
everything, and the polish of soul is the remembrance of Allah. By divine service with a penitent heart, soul is
purified of its impurities. On the contrary, sin and ignorance are the destroying forces of soul. Prayer is necessary
for health of soul and its strength. As physical health is maintained by food, so health of soul is maintained by the
food of prayers and divine services. Therefore man has got two-fold duties: to keep health of body by food and to
keep health of soul by prayer. Both these combined secure salvation. If prayer or divine service is not offered,
man can fairly be called a beast. Prayer is, therefore necessary not because God requires it but because man needs
it for his own salvation. The Creator is completely free from the wants of the world. Prayer is necessary for the
perfection of soul, for its own benefit. Prayer is the purifier of soul. Soul is transparent like a pure fountain. The
shade of the Almighty falls on this transparent soul. If any sin in committed, a black spot falls on soul. The Quran
says:—
“Nay, rust has fallen on their souls”—83:14.
If rust or black spot falls on soul, the beam of Lord is not clearly seen. It must be removed without delay by
means of repentance and tears. If it is not. removed and further sins are committed, many such black spots fall on
soul and completely envelope it with dirtiness and blackness. By ftirther commissions of sins, there falls on soul
layer of dirtiness. On such a soul, the shade or beam of the Lord cannot fall. If clouds pervade the firmament, the
rays of the sun does not fall on earth. If they move away, rays of the sun come in to our great pleasure. Likewise,
if the clouds of sins remain on soul, the beam of Lord does not fall on it. If they are removed, there is possibility
of seeing divine blessing. For that, soul must be kept purified of all impure acts, ideas and tendencies. It is only a
sound soul that can claim salvation. The Qur’an says to this effect:—
He who purifies a soul gets salvation; and he who impurifies it, destroys it”—91:9.
To be deprived of Allah’s light is the greatest punishment of hell. The more a soul is free from sins and faults,
the more the affairs of the spiritual world are reflected threin. He whose soul is completely free from sins and
evils, knows a great deal of knowledge of the spiritual world. Ordinary men cannot even conceive of his
supernatural powers and uncommon knowledge. They are beyond their comprehension. Hence many miracles are
considered as mere stories by some men or writers. A child in mother’s womb cannot conceive of anything of this
world. Likewise, ordinary men under the cover of body cannot conceive of such miracles or understand the events
of the next world.
When the screen of the body and earth is removed from soul by the incident of death, the matters of the
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spiritual world appear vividly to soul. Soul then invariably treads the path of progress and advancement till it
reaches the Highest and attains His constant companionship. He who leads the life of death before his actual
death, lives as it were the life after dea.th. Hence what a soul knows after death becomes vivid to such a living
man. Such persons belong chiefly to the class of prophets and saints. Therefore a pure soul is necessary for
salvation. The Qur’an says:—
“On the day when neither walth nor children will be of any avail except one who comes to Allah with a sound
soul”—26:89.
*
Can a living man know of the soul of a man who is dead? It is a general proposition that a living man cannot
correspond with a dead man’s soul or know its condition in the spiritual world. The Qur’an also says:—
“The living and the dead are not alike. Surely God makes to hear whom He pleases. You are not to make those
hear who are in the graves”—35:22.
From this verse it is clear that ordinarily a living man cannot talk with the soul of a dead man. But every rule
has got an exception. Only the highly advanced persons in the domain of religion can know at least the conditions
of the soul of a dead man. How is it possible? Take the case of two souls—soul of a living man and the soul of a
dead man. The former soul is screened with body and physical organs. The soul of a dead man is completely free
from it. It is admitted that two souls of two dead men can know the condition of each other. So if the soul of a
living man is prepared in such a way as if the man is dead in this world, he can in that case know the condition of
the dead. The condition of a living soul is made dead in the following way. The soul must first be freed from sins
and impurities. Then it should be engaged in such divine thougts as by the very act of thinking, the body and the
world are forgotten and even the thought of meditation. Such a man can have vivid glimpse of the spiritual world
and know the conditions of dead souls. This is not possible in case of sinful souls. The prophets were practically
dead in this world even when living. Hence they could speak of the conditions of men in the graves. Our Prophet
also spoke of their punishment in grave on many occasions. The more a man is free from sins, the more he can get
a clear glimpse of the spiritual world. This is what occurs in wakefuI state. In sleep also, things jnconceivable are
generally seen. The Holy Prophet said:—
“True dream is 46th part of prophethood”—9:90.
This is also possible in case of those souls which are pure. Impure souls cannot know of things in the spiritual
world. In sleep, even though the sense of body and of the outer world goes away, there remains the screen of sins
on soul and hence vivid sight of the things of the spiritual world is not possible for such a sinful man. It is
otherwise in case of pure and good souls. As two clean mirrors can see the pictures of each other, so also two pure
souls can see each other inwardly and vividly. If there is dirt on any mirror, things cannot be seen through it
clearly. So if there is dirt of sin on soul, things of the spiritual world cannot appear vividly to him. About the
screen of sins, the Holy Quran says:-“Certainly you were heedless of the next world. Then I removed the screen from you. So your sight today is
sharp.”\fn{No citation:H}
Everytning from the beginning to the end is preserved in the Guarded Tablet—85:22. Things of the spiritual as
well as of this world are in continuation of being reproduced from this Tablet. Souls of dead men are brought here.
They can know their mutual conditions. The Great Tablet is a great mirror. Our soul is also like a mirror. As a
mirror can see pictures of another mirror, so soul can see the pictures of the Guarded Tablet which consists of the
souls of the dead men. The greater is the degree of the purity of soul, the greater is the power of vision.
*
The question is what is the object of the creation of human soul and of other created beings? It is redundant to
say that God has got purpose for the creation of the world and what is therein. Science also discovers some object
in creation. Without object, nothing in this vast world has been created. This vast firmament, these wonderful hills
and mountains, these extensive green planes, this vast expanse of water, the brilliant rays of the sun and the
radiant light of the mooon, the alternate appearance of day after night—have all these been created in vain? The
Qur’an ascribes object to everything created and declarees:—
“I have not created the heavens and the earth and what is thereoin, except with truth and for a certain term”—
46:3
“I have not created the heaven and earth and what is therein as a mere sport”—21:26.
Therefore there is a mystery in creation. It can also be inferred from the uniformity of nature. There is unity
although there is diversity in nature. There is cosmos in chaos of the world. The whole universe is regulated by
one rule. This reign of law must presuppose an object in creation. It necessarily follows that the creation of man
has also got a definite object in the plan of the entire creation of God. Is a man like a grass which grows today but
disappears tomorrow? Is he like fish or meat which once gathered today is devoured tomorrow? Is he like a beast
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or an animal which is an object of food or which satisfies lust whenever and wherever it likes? Has God created
this invaluable soul of man in vain? Did the Almighty bestow intelligence to man in vain? The Qur’an asks this
question in this verse:—
“What! Have We created you in vain and will you not return to us?”—23:115.
“Do man think that he will be left to wander in vain?”—75:36
So along with the other creations, there is certainly a definite object of God in the creation of man.
The question is—what is the object of the creation of beings other than man? What is next the object of
creation of man? What does the Qur’an say about the solution of these two questions? The Qur’an declares
regarding the first point:—
“And He has controlled for you what is in the heavens and earth, all from Him. In this, there are signs for a
people who ponder”—45:130.
“He created for you everything what is in the earth”—14:32.
In explaining the details, the holy Qur’an laid special stress on the above object. Taking, for instance, the
object of creation of cattle, God says:—
“As for cattle, He created them for you.”\fn{ No citation:H}
So a cow is not to be worshipped but utilised for the requirements of man. So everything in this world has been
created for the service of men and administering to their comforts. Does not man sustain himself from food of
nature? Does he not enjoy sunshine? Does he not utilise water sent down from heaven? Does he not inhale and
exhale air? Does he not drink milk from cows and goats? So it naturally follows that all things in the world are for
human needs and comforts. All things exist for man but man does not exist for all the things of creation. He is the
servant of the Creator, while every other beings are his servants. So when the object of creation is to serve men, it
consequently follows that man in his turn should serve his Creator and should exist for Him and His cause. At the
same time it is natural that man should bow down his head not to the created things but to the Creator Himself. In
other words, the worship of sun, moon, stars, idols, images and thousand other deities is unnatural with man and
cripples his conscience and advancement. It is therefore a happy conclusion that the Almighty declared in the
Holy Qur’an referring to the object of man’s existence:—
“I have not created jinn and man but that they should worship Me.”\fn{ No citation:H}
It is clear therefore that man lives for God though God is independent of his existance. God existed even
before the creation of man and other created things. So the natural religion of man is to worship only his Creator
and to utilize\fn{The text has: and to utlies} the force of nature towards attainment of that object. As a corrilary to this
formula of the natural religion, it follows that the worship of the forces of nature with even the noblest of ideas
takes a man away from His natural religion. In other words, such a worshipper cannot be said to possess a true
religion.
What is then the object of the creation of human soul? It is the same as enunciated above. It is the shining star
in a mould of earth to convert everything it comes across to gold. It is the jewel which receives bright sunshine
from above. It is the most invaluable thing that a man possesses. For this thing only man is the Lord of creation:—
“Verily We have given excellence to the children of Adam and carried them in land and sea, and provided them
with the best of provisions, and given them an excellence over most of what We created.”\fn{ No citation:H}
“And He it is who created you rulers of the world.”\fn{ No citation:H}
It has been said before that soul comes from God and the spiritual world. It consequently follows that it will
return to God and to the spiritual world. The Holy Qur’an says:—
“Every man shall taste of death. Then you will return to Us”—29:57.
This means that the object of soul is to attain divine love and pleasure and with that end in view to do all acts.
This is only possible when we engage our every limb in divine service and every attribute of soul is brought to
full display in divine service. That is the sum-total of soul’s divine service to Lord and that is the religion of man,
the religion of human heart.
What are then the moral virtues to which soul shall be moulded for the above purpose? The moral virtues are
othing but the shadows of Allah’s attributes. For the Qur’an says:—
“(Anoint with) the ointment of Allah, and who is more competent in an ointment than Allah and Him we
worship”—2:138.
Thus the soul shall be tinged with divine attributes and that is in effect its divine service. So the object of
creation of soul is nothing but divine service, pure and simple.
This divine service should be directed towards acquisition of divine knowledge in the preliminary stage. If we
have got no knowledge of a thing, we cannot love that thing. The more is the knowledge of the thing, the more is
the intensity of love for the thing and the less is the knowledge of the thing, the less is the chance of loving that
thing. Then when there is close intimacy, love appears suddenly in mind and love leads to immersion of the self to
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that object of love. Similar is the case with divine love. The immersion of self to the universal self is the final
stage of soul’s development. That cannot possibly be attained only in this short span of a man’s life. It is attained
in this world as well as the next world combined. Only the prophets and true divines reached perfection in this
living world. The ordinary men in the majority of cases are engrossed in sins or other evi1 engagements of this
world. They are not free from some sin or other. They are not in search of divine pleasure. Their souls will at first
be purged of the sins in the ordeal of hell-fire and then they will be deemed fit to enter the lowest stage of
Paradise. Afterwards they will continue to advance spiritully in Paradise without any falling back till they will
attain the highest point of divine love. Those whose souls are completely free from sins and faults in this world
will enter Paradise as soon as death takes place in great advance of the sinners. In Paradise, there wiil be no sin
but always advance in spiritual region. In support, the Qur’an says: the dwellers of heaven will say:—
“O our Lord! Make our light perfect and pardon us”--\fn{ No citation:H}
Thus soul will continue to develop very rapidly as there will neither be any sin there, nor any inclination for
evil. The natural quality of eye is to see. Likewise the natural attribute of soul is to gain divine love and to get
taste in divine service. Until that taste is felt, the soul cannot purge off the disease of sins. If soul can remove sins,
it will feel a great deal of taste in divine service.
In short, the object of creation of human soul is divine service, to attain human perfection in divine attributes
and to always live for Him in the world. The efforts to gain that end in accordance with divine laws is the religion
of human soul. Consequently the religion of human soul is the natural religion of man. …
244.125 Excerpt from Mother America: Realities Of American Life As Seen By An Indian\fn{by Sudhindra Bose
(1883-1946)} Keothkali, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
33
… Will India be a Christian country? Will the people of India, Hindus and Mohammadans, accept the Western
kultur and admit its superiority? Is America the country to lead India?\fn{ This book was published in 1934:H}
These are some of the questions which Reverend Charles W. Gilkey, the Barrows lecturer to India, tried to
answer at a large meeting recently held at the State Universityof Iowa. To the great astonishment of his audience,
which is more or less accustomed to being fed Missionary sob-stuff, Reverend Gilkey denied that India is about to
throw overboara its rich cultural heritage, and is about to import Western civilization and Western theology in
large barrels. “Wherever the white man has gone in the Orient,” remarked Mr. Gilkey,
he carried with him three things: a purse, across, and a sword. The cross is tucked away under the garment, presumably
near his heart. But at every crisis his hand has flown instantly to the sword at his side. With the white man money has
been the most important consideration. and religion neglected and forgotten. Our highly-tauted Western Christianity
fails when measured by the touchstone of Jesus Christ. India is beginning to look askance at the Christianity presented
to it in the Occidental garb, wrapped up in Western paper, and addressed in a Western hand. The Orient has heard
enough of the theories about the Christian religion, and now desires to learn how much of that religion is practised by
the Occidentals.

Charles Whitney Gilkey was appointed about a year ago by the University of Chicago as the Barrows lecturer
to the university centres of India. The purpose of the Barrows Foundation, which was established in 1895
following the World’s Parliament of Religions, is to promote international understanding in things religious. This
seeks to achieve by sending to India every fifth year a Protestant clergyman, preferably a Baptist Christian. India
has had six Barrows leeturers so far.
Gilkey returned to America convinced that India’s greatest interest remains in her religions.
“An epoch-making metamorphosis has taken place in the thought and attitude of India,” testified the Barrows
lecturer, testified the Barrows lecturer,
during the past few years. Naïve and medieval in his social and economic ideas, Mahatma Gandhi is the only man I
know who so nearly approximates Jesus Christ. A wizened figure weighing only 115 pounds, Gandhi has been elevated
to a plane of reverence and adoration that approaches deification.

*
The climax of Mr. Gilkey's address was in the message that he brought to America from the editor of the
Indian Social Reformer, K. Nataranjan, whom he referred to as
one of the most eminent of living Indians.
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The meseage from Nataranjan was given in these words:
You have brought us greetings and a message from AmerIca. We have been interested and grateful for them, and you
have had an unusual hearing in our country. I should like now, if I may, to give you, as return, a message to your
fellow-countrymen. Please tell them that, if they would like to do something to make the relations between America
and India relations of better understanding and warmer cordiality, they don’t need to come out here to India to do
anything at all, if only they will show more of the spirit of Jesus at home.

There was a moment of wounded pride, Gilkey, with his face flushed in a sense of wounded pride, then passed
on to this single comment:
The barb in that message is that it was given by a liberal Hindu to a Christian minister, who had been sent out by the
University of Chicago to interpret the Christian religion to the scholarly and thoughtful people of India.

This is a pronouncement of great importance to the United States at this time. It means, baldly, that in spite of
all pious make-believe by many eminent divines, America is not Christian and that the people of India know it,
too, It is a significant confession of failure.
Mr, Gilkey is not just an upstart hillbilly pulpit-pounder from the Bible-belt of American hinterlands. He is a
graduate of Harvard University, studied in Berlin, Edinburgh, and Oxford. He has served as university preacher at
Yale, Harvard, Princeton, Cornell, Stanford, Chicago. And for over a decade he has been the pastor of the Hyde
Park Baptist Church, Chicago. Gilkey has given a good deal of his life to converting and baptizing his
countrymen. For him the important point is not, however, the discussion of miracles, infant damnation, or the
bodily resurrection but the understanding of life and its responsibilities.
*
American returned missionaries, as a rule, do India a deep wrong by picking out only its faults and magnifying
them a thousand fold. Apparently they consider themselves above moral obligation to be either intelligent or
accurate. Gilkey, I am happy to note, is not the type of a preacher who strikes holier-than-thou attitude. He used
his eyes to good advantage when he walked abroad in India. His tribute to educated Indians was well-deserved.
He was especially pleased with the new Muslim University at Aligarh, which he considered
in many ways the most interesting and prophetic institution we visited.

Since his return from Barrows lectures, Gilkey has been active in his efforts to put the better side of Indian
civilization before America. He reports that the surest fact in contemporary history is the growth of self-respect in
India. In spite of all appearances to the contrary,
the earth does move, none the less.

He never fails to put in a good word for our Indian students in the United States, who number about four
hundred. At a recent convocation address at the University of Chicago, Mr. Gilkey told of some of the humiliating
experiences of Indian students at Chicago. An Indian went to several barber shops, and was refused at every one.
Not infrequently, local restaurants refused to serve Indians. He told of a young Indian woman, a Christian, who
came to Chicago to prepare herself for medical mission in South India. She went to one of the restaurants, and
was unceremoniously told to hustle out. Her complexion was dark. That was her unpardonable crime.
“Are we Americans really Christians or are the Oriental people Christians?” asked Reverend Gilkey.
The Oriental race accepts Jesus and they practice his teachings, but they do not want the religion of the Westerners. We
Americans must either back up our religious talk with action, or stop altogether. In the Orient a stranger is treated with
respect and kindness, and they will go out of their way to do a favor, but how many of us treat these people as if they
were human!

In its dealings with the brown and the dark-skinned people, America has never been able to overcome its
congenital weakness—race prejudice. Even religion is here of little avail.
“Religion in America, indeed,” observes a current American student of theological history,
has always been kept to a low, emotional, ignorant level—that is, to the level of simple magic.

American Christianity, in spite of its some good features, remains full of tom-tom evangelism and bull-roaring
emotionalism.
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Extraordinary men are few in the world; but the friends of the Right Honorable William M. Hughes, recently
Prime Minister of Australia, insist that he is extraordinary—tremendously extraordinary. Is he?
As I stepped into his hotel room, he greeted me with a smile and shook me by the hand warmly. He was all
cordiality. No sooner was I seated than he offered me a cigarette, and lighted it for me himself. A good cigar or
cigarette, from the flare of the match to the reluctant puff, is thought to be a first aid to companionable
intercourse, a stimulant to heart-to-heart talks.
Mr. Hughes is on a lecture tour of the United State. He is a dispenser of the British propaganda in general, and
the Australian propaganda in particular. He is not the gloomy, sullen, silent diplomat of romance, who looks as
mysterious as the Chinese chop-suey. Hughes dearly loves to talk, and he talks with the air of confidence, the
finality of the omniscient.
Mr. Hughes, who has been until recently a member of every labor government in Australia since 1904, is an
example of stubborn ambition. He began his life as a backwoodsman: he has been sheep shearer, a railroad
laborer, a boundary rider, a brush cleaner, a fence builder, and a cattleman. Then he studied law, was admitted to
the Bar, became a politician, and a member of the Australian Parliament. Finally, circumstance conspired to make
him the Premier. His career from 1901 until the close of the Great War was not lacking in thrills.
Mr. and Mrs. Hughes spoke to me of having met Mr. Srinivasa Sastri and his wife in Australia. The Hughes
account of Sastri appeared however, very complimentary, running over with nice sugary phrases. Did Hughes and
Sastri form a little mutual admiration society of their own? Neither of them are shrinking violets. They both like
notice, power, huzzas.
Mrs. Hughes is a beautiful, graceful, rather intelligent woman. Presently she excused herself from the room.
Mr. Hughes is an impassioned advocate of the sacred dogma of “the white Australian policy,” which is that
Australia should bar all Asians from its doors and become exclusively a white man’s land. “The policy of
exclusion,” said the ex-Premier, rests upon just principles and is dictated by wisdom and is necessary for the
economic well-being of the Commonwealth of Australia.
Now Australia, in its physical area, is as large as the United States, or twice as large as India. The first English
settlement began in 1788, when England sent to New South Wales 565 male and 192 female prisoners condemned
to transportation for life. Since then England kept on sending shiploads of convicts, from time to time, for fifty
years. This was beginning of the colonization of Australia, which started its career as a convict camp. .
“The loneliest continent,” even now, is comparatively an empty land. It has a little more than 5,000,000
inhabitants, five sixths of whom live in the south-eastern corner of the country. In other words, the whole of
Australia has a smaller population than London. This vast area, according to its own official spokesman, could
support 100,000,000 people most comfortably. Others, who are not natives of Australia, have ventured further.
But what is being done to use and develop its resources? Only 16,000,000 acres—about one per cent of the
whole area—are under crop. Climatic conditions are unsuitable to white settlements, nearly one-third of Australia
being in the tropics. If Australia is to develop, and its vast resources are to be brought to the service of humanity,
the one prime need of Australia is immigration, Asian or European. But “by the most generous calculation of
increase,” points out professor Gibbons in his Introduction to World Politics,
Europe, if she directed all her immigration towards these dominions, could scarcely fill their needs for a hundred years.

Is one nation justified in withholding from use, for an indefinite period, a large area capable of supporting a
large population? The fiat has gone forth that no Asian should land in Australia, which is to be held as an advance
reservation for the expansion of the Anglo-Saxon tribe. If this is, not an exhibition of crude tribalism, of pure dogin-the-manger selfishness, the words have lost their meaning.
Mr. Hughes explained to me that the admission of persons into Australia is regulated by the Immigration Act,
1901-1920.
It scrupulously avoids giving offense to the national pride of other nations. It is not. directed against any particular
country or people.

It is a farce! While the law does not specifically mention any race, color, or country, it excludes all but whites.
This is accomplished by imposing a language test upon any applicant for admission to the country. The operating
section of the statute empowers the immigration inspector to require the candidate for admittance to write
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correctly, from dictation, a passage of fifty words in any language. The language chosen for the dictation can
always be the one with which the applicant is not familiar, Swedish, Jewish, Gaelic, or Russian. Obviously,
anyone can be excluded under such a test, and all Indians are excluded.
“Though the law does not discriminate,” comments Indianapolis News,
there is discrimination as the result of a dishonest application of it, and such discrimination is intended, though not
avowed.

It is a bare-faced trick, and how long does Australia expect to get away with such a fraud and deception?
Carrying on conversation with Mr. Hughes is not particularly pleasant, He is almost stone deaf. He cannot hear
a word across the table without an ear-trumpet. For an interviewer it is the better part of strategy to let Mr. Hughes
do most of the talking.
The former leader of the Australian Politics considers himself a Christian, a bearer of the “white man’s
burden.” Naturally he finds nothing in the Sermon on the Mount which rejects army and navy, quantity
production, stock markets, economic imperialism, and many other things which have come to the world as
concomitants of higher Christianization. Not for him are visions of world-wide human brotherhood or efforts to
realize the City of God. His philosophy, in so far as he may be said to have any, is the cultural philosophy of “gogetter-ism” and “make-all-the-world-as-thyself-ism.”
“There are certain people who believe that to secure peace, there is nothing necessary except to wish for it,”
remarked ex-Premier Hughes.
When you say that you want peace, if you really want it with all your heart and soul, you can have it tomorrow. And so
can all the world. But is peace so great that you will sweep aside all your traditions and ideals for it? Is a nation willing
to have its honor defiled, rather than to take up arms?
What is the world to hope for in attaining peace? In order to secure peace, first, some tribunal for the settling of
world disputes is absolutely necessary. Secondly, behind that tribunal, there must be some force, for a law is nothing
unless there is some force behind it. The day has not come for universal peace.

That there is great value in conflict, he illustrated by the fact that it has been largely through wars that the
United States has secured liberty. Beginning with the War of Independence, the United States later progressed to
the Civil War, and the Great War in the pursuit of liberty.
There are great causes for which nations should stand firmly.

These are challenging remarks, which ought to interest our home-grown pacificists accustomed to theorize
with their eyes and ears shut to historical truths. Mr. Hughes mentioned the fact that the Pacific is fast becoming
the commercial and economic centre of the world. Formerly the centre of the world’s activity was about the
Mediterranean, but with the increase of the world’s population and the growth and prosperity of the Western
world, this centre has shifted. The ex-Premier did not warp his thought in ambiguous, diplomatic words, but
projected it in blunt, homely words, saying:
One of the greatest problems which concern the world at the present time is the increase in Asiatic population. It is a
disease.

Despite the fact that man has greatly improved his methods of food manufacture, the Eastern world is still
clamoring for more room rnd more food. This is especially true in the case of India, China, and Japan.
“The awakening of the East comes on one hand bringing gift,” was the nub of the matter, “and on tbe other
hand, is something of a menace.” Apparently the golden days of Aisan witchhunting are close at hand.
A thin smile creased his pale waxen face, and he leaned back in bis chair. Mr. Hughes is small-statured,
slender, smooth-faced, a little cynical and nervous, and on this afternoon a little the worse for the interminable
cigarettes. I do not know exactly how old he is. I judge he is a man of fifty and upwards. His ideas about world
politics are fixed absolutely. No one need take his valuable time to chloroform a man of this type; he is already
petrified. To me he stands like a gravestone, lonely and forlorn.
Hon. W. M. Hughes is an imperialist to the core, and believes that the destiny of the human race depends
exclusively upon the British. He does not wish to see either India or Australia pull out of the British empire. He
wants a close federation of the constituent members of the empire. In his native land, he is hymned as the rallyround-the-Union-Jack statesman.
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“Well,” I asked, when some of the preliminary fencings were over, “what do you say in explanation of the
Indian exclusion?”
“I admit that India is an integral part of the empire,” quickly responded Mr. Hughes without hem and haw.
India has in theory the same right to exclude Australians, as Australia has to exclude Indians. The right to exclude is
unchallengeable. No right is more clearly inherent in a free nation than to determine who shall come into their own
country. To deny that right would leave nothing of liberty but the shrivelled husk. It is the right of every free man to say
who shall come into his home, and what is inherent in the free man must belong to the free nation. A partnership in the
free British commonwealth does not involve the abrogation of the birthright.\fn{ Ialics in the text:H}

The logical implication of the argument is abundantly clear; “The free British commonwealth” is one in which
the non-whites outnumbering the whites by six to one must inevitably remain in perpetual subjection. Moreover,
since India—“the richest colonial plum”—is not free, Indians have no right to shut their gates against the
offending intruders. That right may come only when India finds its way to real independence. Does not the brain
of the shining prodigy from Australia work in a circle?
“We, in Australia,” observed Mr. Hughes solenmly,
are profoundly convinced that the East and West cannot meet and live together as one people. Our country is not only
white, but ninety-seven per cent Anglo-Saxon. To water down the blood stream of our racial life is to invite irreparable
disaster.

They may be of Anglo-Saxon descent in Australia; but the majority of them, it should not be forgotten, are the
off-spring of early ex-convjcts. Hughes then lighted another of his cigarettes and began to toy with the papers on
the table before him.
“I am not quite so sure of that, Mr. Hughes. I rather think you are dead wrong,” I put in quietly. “ But will not a
mutually exclusive policy knock the bottom out of the empire?”
The Australian political headliner winced. I noticed with amusement two patches of fiery red in his pale
cheeks. The look he gave would paralyze a row of street lamp posts. Of course he smiled, but I wondered if he
realized that his smile was about pleasant as a surgeon’s operating table. At any rate, he looked as cheerful as a
double funeral. The Nestor of Australian politics had nothing to say except:
I do not know ehat the future of the empire will be. I believe, however, that our policy of exclusion is not only best for
us but is best for India, for the East and for the world.

Can it be that the fairyland will come true for William Morris Hughes? His kind of fairyland— a fairyland of
far-flung whites and subjugated non-whites.
America has become of late a paradise of the European busybody, who have an ax to grind and an advantage to
get. They all shed wash-tubsful of crocodile tears for the United States. We have had recently a surfeit of British
lecturers of this type, and the Hon. Mr. Hughes is just another English lecturer. I shall now drastically telescope
the rest of my impressions about the diplomat from Melbourne and his talk. The conversation then drifted on for a
few moments to Japan.
“We admire the Japanese people,” said Mr. Hughes naively,
We pay unstinted tribute to their wonderful achievements, to their industry, and their patriotism. But their ways are not
our ways; traditions are as far from ours as the poles are asunder. They cannot work by our side without debasing our
standard of living; they cannot intermarry with us without destroying the virtues or our race.

A wit once said or David Lloyd George:
I believe Mr. Lloyd George can read, but I am perfectly certain he never does.

This remark occurs to me when I think about the Right Honorable Hughes. He knows how to read, but I am
sure he has never read the first page of the cultural history of Asia. To argue with him on race problems is
superfluous.
Mr. Hughes is also strongly in favor of a capital base at Singapore. It is considered a necessity for the defense
of Australasia against Japan, the ominous symbol of Yellow Peril.
In my opinion a majority of the British people want a naval policy adequate to the needs and circumstances of the
empire.
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As may be supposed, Mr. Hughes, an old imperial war-horse, is not losing any opportunity to exploit to the
fullest advantages of the present strained relation between America and Japan. He is trying to capitalize
ignorance, fear, aud hatred. As a “live wire of new democracy,” he is reaching hundreds and thousands of
Americans with his “great message”. The idea that he is engaged in selling is that America should go to war with
Japan, and wipe that country off the map. A jolly good idea. Obviously, nothing would please the unofficial
“ambassador” from Australia more than to get the United States to fight the so-called Yellow Peril.
It is an astonishing situation—this Yellow Peril. It conjures up terrible pictures. I see Australia full of
panicstricken people. They scramble for fire escapes, jump out of windows, hide in drain pipes and chimneys;
others scuttle for the jungle. The Yellow Peril!
I think of the irony of the situation. I reflect on the worth of the “sense of white superiority”.
The Yellow Peril? It does not exist!
The White Peril? It is a reality! Australia is an intrusion of European civilization into Asia.
It was time for me to go. I looked with a keen steady eye at the panic-stricken Australian celebrity. He shifted a
little, and then removed his ear-trumpet. The imperial wizzard could hear and say no more.
35
Yesterday, which was October 23, was an important patriotic day in American history. It witnessed the 146 th
anniversary of the surrender of Cornwallis to George Washington.
Cornwallis surrendered at Yorktown with some hundreds of sailors and about 7,000 soldiers. “At 2 o’clock in
the afternoon,” says an American chronicle,
the Britisll marched out between two lines, the French on the one side, the Americans on the other, the French in
full dress uniform, the Americans in some cases half naked and barefoot. No civilian sightseers were admitted,
and there was a respectful silence in the presence of this great humiliation to a proud army.”
*
The surrender of Lord Cornwallis was a terrible blow to the English. After Yorktown, both sides realized that
the struggle must inevitably end with victory for Americans. The news of Yorktown caused a great commotion in
England. How did the English Prime Minister, Lord North, take the news?
“As he would have taken a ball in the brest,” according to one of his cronies,
for he opened his arms, exclaiming wildly, as he paced up and down the apartment during a few minutes, ‘Oh God, it is
all over’, words which he repeated many times, under emotions of the deepest agitation and distress.”

The victory at Yorktown on October 23, 1781, made all Americans jubilant. They rang bells, fired cannon, built
bonfires, and praised Washington. Cornwallis, defeated and humiliated in America, escaped censure in England
because of royal favor. Five years after his disgrace in America, Cornwallis was appointed Governor- General of
India and was conducting his campaigns against Tippu Sultan, the great Indian leader in the final struggle against
England in the eighteenth century.
The War of Independence was not the only war America fought against England. Uncle Sam waged another
war against John Bull in 1812. England was at war with Napoleon and ignored the rights of neutral states. The
British seized American ships, and even impressed native Americans into the hard service of the British navy.
American citizens were bitter toward England for these insults to their country.
The United States at that time had no army, and a weak navy. Its finances were low, and the sense of
nationality had not developed to any great extent. When the war ended, the whole system of inefficiency was a
thing of the past.
“From that time to the present the nation has never gone back to the old state of unpreparedness,” remarks the
American historian John Spencer Bassett,
the army has been better organized, the navy has been respectable, and the national resources held in hand with a
reasonable sense of national needs.

*
America is now a vigorous aggressive nation, some say the greatest nation on earth. Perhaps the British diehards, the Bourbons of Toryism, will not admit the claims of American superiority. I do not know. I am, however,
vastly amused when I find some Americans or Englishmen spout the empty trash that war between the United
States and England is unthinkable.
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I would of course like to think that war between the two great English-speaking countries is unthinkable; but
why did the last Geneva disarmament conference fail? Why was England suspicious and distrustful of America?
There is plenty of proof that a large number of persons on either side of the Atlantic Ocean spend all their time
and energy thinking about war, and many are planning for it.
“The quibble over cruisers," tersely observed the outspoken and history-wise New York Nation,
is all the proof necessary that this is the case. Two countries with an honest desire to disarm and a determination never
to go to war with each other do not spend their time worrying over how big are to be the battleships of either.

To a realistic student of world politics it would seem that the present peace between America and England is a
disguised war.
“Why are they building naval and air bases along the Atlantic coast and in the Gulf of Mexico?” asked an
editor friend of mine the other day.
Why do the British fortify Jamaica and Honduras which are in the back of Uncle Sam, or the Americans fortify
Panama, Cuba, Haiti, Puerto Rico and the Virgin Islands? Why are their merchants and bankers cutting each other’s
throats?

Perhaps some shrewd phrase-peddlers such as Woodrow Wilson could answer these questions satisfactorily;
but I cannot. For all I know the seeds of a new Armageddon are being sown. We may be called upon again to
battle for the Lord, to go forth to another War to end War. Who knows?
There is on the surface a great deal of protestation of Anglo American friendship. When a distinguished
American citizen visits London, he is usually welcomed at a banquet where glib-tongued orators talk of “blood is
thicker than water,” “hands across the sea,” and other over-worked blah and buncombe.
Americans on this side of the water do not, however, forget this important fact: when it comes to business
matters, John Bull is John Bull; he is strictly business. He is not going to let a shilling’s worth of trade get away
from him, if he can help it. And he has any number of ways of knocking the props from under American business.
What are my evidences? They are furnished in the following editorial, published in a newspaper not a hundred
miles from where I am now writing:
There is one brand of American soluble coffee that can’t get into England. The customs house maneuvers it. The
same think is true of a popular brand of American cigarets. Oregon apples used to dominate the British market, being
sold as cheap or cheaper than British, But there was a desire that the people should eat English, Canadian and
Australian apples. All of a sudden it was claimed in the British press that American fruit farmers sprinkled their apples
with arsenic to keep insects off. The scare also kept customers off.
The same kind of propaganda is worked as to the drama and the films. American plays have been dominating the
British stage. Therefore, almost as if by order, most of the critics have knocked very nearly every American play that
has opened there in the past month or so. And the movies! They are pressing through Parliament a bill which compels
every movie house to show a certain fixed quota of British-made films.

*
The one outstanding fact in world politics today is that America is the greatest commercial rival of England.
The co:mmunity of race and language have not proved sufficient as cement and motive power for the union of
English-speaking peoples. In the nineteenth century, Europe and America went to England to learn of machinery
and its uses. Now the world, England included, comes to America not only for technical knowledge but also for
money, which furnishes the sinews of trade and commerce. The methods which made England a great industrial
power a century ago are now outworn. The gold, which made London once the money capital of the world, is now
in New York. In other words, America and England are now competing with each other for commercial and
political supremacy. And that is perhaps why Dean Inge, of St. Paul’s Cathedral, boldly urged the nations of
Europe
to combine to draw Uncle Shylock’s teeth.

It is not denied that there is an element in American population which still regards the United States only as a
colony of England. Suffering from an inferiority complex, these hyphenated Americans like to kow-tow and fawn
at the feet of England. They seek the soft recognition of the English society, and wage social campaigns to wed
their daughters to seedy English aristocrats with walrus mustaches.
And yet bickerings between the two nations continue, to the delight of the whole world. The Bishop of London
in a sermon to visiting American Legionnaires (the veterans of the Great War) complained that the Legionnaires
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were asked to opppse this kind of teaching. The Mayor of Chicago, Mr. Will Hale Thompson, at once sent a
cablegram to the London Daily Express saying that he knew nothing of an effort to make American school
children hate England. It was just the other way about. He had known of the pro-British propaganda throughout
this nation to make the American school children hate the American patriots who gave this country its freedom.
“In Chicago public schools,” remarked Mayor Thompson,
through the board of education appointed by myself, we have removed from office the Superintendent of Schools who
took George Washington’s picture out of the American histories, the picture of the “Spirit of 1776” from the school
room walls, and prevented Chicago’s school children from collecting small sums of money as approved by the
President of the United States for the purpose of preserving the flagship Constitution of the United States navy. It is my
opinion that the bishop of London will have no complaint about the conduct of the American schools if the British
ruling class will stop meddling with the internal affairs of other nations.

*
The English are born propagandists. Compared with them, the Indians are mere babes in the wood. Cecil
Rhodes, who created the famous Rhodes’ scholarships, was one of the most astute propagandists of his time.
Mitchell in his biography of Rhodes says that the South African diamond king, in creating the trust for Americans
at Oxford, entertained the hopes that the American Rhodes scholars might bring the United States back under the
British crown! Cecil Rhodes’ will had sought to create a society toward the extension of British rule throughout
the world, and especially to make America an integral part of the empire. The sharp business practices of this
gentleman are quite forgotten by most Britannicos. Cecil is remembered in Britain only as an ardent “altruist” and
a wily empire builder.
The English are past masters in-the arts and intrigues of propaganda. When they cannot use shot and shell, they
pour a rain of propaganda. It is recalled in America that Lord Northcliffe, who was the Mahdi of British
imperialism, addressing the English Speaking Union in London, made this statement:
We must subsidize the best American writers, speakers and editors, so that from books, from the rostrum, the American
mind will very soon absorb it all, and will have the British view clearly befpre them. We must, distribute the books free
if necessary

*
Ten years have passed since the final curtain was rung down on the bloodiest drama of all times. The
Anglomania, which was official during the years of the devil, 1914 to 1918, has gradually found its way into the
school books. Anglo-American professors have written American histories in recent years which are full of lying
propaganda. They say that
the United States Continental Congress during the Revolutionary times was a group of quarrelsome, pettifoggging
lawyers and mechanics

George Washmgton is termed by a professor of Columbia University as a dictator, a tyrant, and is described in his
book the
stepfather of his country.

Facts are repeatedly distorted in these propaganda-tainted histories to make it appear that there was no
justification for the War of Independence, and that it was a wanton, causeless butchery. Americans of today who
look up to their Founding Fathers as wise and patriotic men are, in the estimation of these so-called new historians
downright boobs, crooks and yokels.
Hon. F. Bausman, former Justice of the Supreme Court of the State of Washington, in an article in the current
American Mercury magazine charges England for carrying on an insidious propaganda in the United States. This
article of Justice Bausman, which has been widely commented upon by the American press, observes:
In her relations with our country, Britain, it is plain, must accomplish several things. First, she must keep our navy
inferior to hers. Second, she must own the bulk of the raw materials of the earth. Third, she must have the greatest
merchant marine in the world, both for the profit of its business and for its use as an auxiliary navy in time of war. The
three foregoing spring from maxims of ancient policy, and to them must be added a new, immediate cause of intrigue:
her necessity to shake off what she borrowed from us to conduct a war, which money, it is now plain, was not so much
necessary to her existence as it was to her world domination.

Justice Bausman is convinced that there are at present numerous British propapandists in the United States
who are carrying on pro-British and anti-American propaganda. Their purpose, according to him, is to conquer
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America not by armed force but by controlling its public opinion. He therefore asks the British propagandists to
“keep their snouts out” of the affairs of the United States.
Does that sound like Anglo-American friendship?
36
The English are right. They cannot be understood by a foreigner. I have, however, found them to be far from
being reserved, as is frequently alleged. Judging by the men and women I have met in hotels, streets,
“tubes”,\fn{The London underground railway transportation network is meant:H } parks, and other public places, the English
are among the most talkative people of the world. Indeed the trouble is not that they are too reserved, but they are
too talkative. Subscribers, the London telephone directory finds it necessary to warn its patrons,
should not engage the telephonists in long conversation.

As a conversationalist, the Englishman is earnest and fluent, though not always convincing. It is, however,
difficult to understand him at times. His accents are so peculiar, and his habit of slurring over certain letters is so
common, that a newly arrived American is not always sure as to what the Englishman is talking about. A cigar
store in London, which is located in Oxford Street, has put up the following sign:
AMERICAN IS SPOKEN HERE
The English are not very much of a newspaper reading public. With many of them, the newspaper is a luxury
and not a necessity. During the Christmas holidays the whole Fleet Street went to sleep for three days. England,
the controller of the destinies of nearly one half of the human race, had no newspaper for practically four days.
The British people, in spite of such fine press bandits as Lord Rothermere and Lord Beaverbrook, had to depend
for four long days on gossip and rumor for their news. What a medieval life the British have still to live!
Contrary to the prevailing notion in India, the natives of England are not all haughty and arrogant. Your
average Englishman does try to be polite. Instances of his politeness are to be found frequently. How courteous is
the conductor of the London bus! You give him three and half pence pronounced “thru pence hefnie” and he says:
“Thank you, sir.” He hands you the ticket and again he says:
“Thank you sir.” There seems to be no reason why he should say, “Thank you, sir,” but it is rather pleasant to
have him say that.
No doubt some of this politeness is formal, artificial. I heard a man disagreeing with a lecturer at a Hyde Park
meeting exclaim:
“It is a damned lie, sir.” I also heard a London cab driver near Russell Square scold his horse:
“Move on, please.”
Inconsistentcy is a prominent trait of the English character. At Oxford and Cambridge Universities there are
many regulations which appear to me a bit puzzling. One of their rules is that they must not frequent public
houses. Does this mean that they are expected to be teetotallers? Not at all! Students can not only have as much
liquor shipped into their rooms as their pocket-books will allow, but even in the college dining halls, presided
over by professors and tutors, they can drink to their heart’s content anything they like.
Another instance of inconsistancy. While I was being entertained at a luncheon by one of the Masters at Eton
College, I was told of the democratic ways of the young Prince Henry, son of King George. This young man on
entering Eton was asked to sign his name in official books. Without a moment’s hesitation Prince Henry shed his
royalty and wrote over the dotted lines, “P. Henry”. As an inmate of one of the College houses, he was required to
“fag.” The fagging consisted in running such errands as mailing letters, carrying trousers to the tailor for pressing,
or taking shoes to the cobbler for repair. So far, so good.
*
Now, at Cambridge I came upon a situation which appeared to me very undemocratic. There, degrees are still
withheld from successful women students. They are members of the Cambridge university in the very real sense
of the term; but it simply ignores their academic existence. I was informed by several professors and students that
the object of such a policy is to discourage women from entering Cambridge. To us who have been brought up
under the more liberal co-educational American system, the Cambridge plan of excluding women just because
they are women seems to be very illiberal and undemocratic.
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It is true that there is no iron-clad caste system in England; but marked cleavages of social distinction do exist.
Class distinctions are deeply imbedded into the English consciousness. Indeed, an Englishman seems to be as
incapable of getting along without his social labels as a South Sea islander without his tatoos. Then, too, the
English are very particular about the right tag on the right person.
“Who are some of the most important gentlemen in this place?” I asked my laudlord in one of the southern
English villages I happened to be in.
“No gentry here, sir,” he replied with a solemn shrug of his shoulder.
The rector might have been a gentry, but he is not. His wife, sir, was a nurse.

After such experiences one is tempted to say that the only word which describes what the English people call
their democracy is humbug, and no word is perhaps more flourishing in England than humbug.
It was while I was in England that a fight—real picturesque hand-to-hand fight—took place one afternoon on
the floor of the House of Commons. It was reported to be the biggest and best melee ever staged in the English
Parliament. Indeed the affair became so interesting and so lively and so hot that the Speaker had actually to
suspend the session for a time. Imagine what an inspiring spectacle it was when the honorable members after the
manner of “the charge of the light brigade” rushed forward and proceeded to knock one another’s teeth out, while
their coat-tails kept flopping in the air and their shiny plug hats chased all over the floor!
Torn papers flew around. Tables and chairs and inkpots hurled about. Bang! Clang! Dang! It was a grand old
scrap for the en1ightenment of the world, but, oh, it is such an ungrateful world! One of the poignant regrets of
my life is now that I missed this fine show. I would gladly have given half a rupee to see it.
*
From interviews with scores and scores of public men in and out of Parliament I do not hesitate to say that
democracy or no democracy, Englishman almost without an exception is an imperialist at heart. The world and the
fullness thereof belong to the Englishman and to him alone. Don’t mistake about that. He is the best man alive.
His government and institutions are the finest. He must extend the boundaries of the empire. He must rule the
waves. He is not the person to have much compunction in claiming other people’s property as his own.
“I must first visit my Indian possession,” said a little girl of seven, when asked by a friend of mine what she
would do when she grew up.
Imperialism is in the very blood of the Englisher. You can no more make an internationalist out of him than
you can make black white.
This leads me to say a word about the Indian propaganda in England. From an attentive study of the subject I
am convinced of the futility of trying to win English sympathy for the Indian cause. The British people take little
interest in affairs of India, and much less in her political emancipation. Indian political meetings in London,
meetings which are usnally described in papers at home as “crowded up to the doors,” as a “huge success,” are
meetings which are often attended only by Indians and a handful of English people. They are already convinced,
or are beyond conversion and redemption. In any case, even when the Indian meetings are largely attended by the
British, they are almost sure to be socialists, laborites, and other radical elements. The rank and file of the British
voters, as a rule, keep aloof from such gatherings.
Not long ago two meetings were arranged for Indian delegates, one at Manchester and another at Liverpool.
How many were there at these meetings? There were 89 people at the Manchester meeting, and 29 at the
Liverpool.
Again a meeting was called at Bristol. The expenses of the meeting ran to eighty pounds and the audience
numbered by actual count 79, mostly pink laborites, a class of radicals who are already with India.
Of what earthly benefit is it to convert the converted? Besides, is it not too much to spend a pound for each
man that comes to the meeting?
In some of the localities the British people go so far as to prevent, by hook or crook, an expression of Indian
opinion. At the time I was in Glasgow I came to know that the Indian colony in that city, time and again, found it
hard to rent a room to hold public meetings. Even such a “non-denominational” institution as the Glasgow
Y.M.C.A. positively refused the use of its halls for a fair price to hold a memorial meeting in honour of the
Lokamanya Tilak. And the Indian people in Glasgow had to go without a meeting for want of room.
Compare this attitude of the Britishers to India with that of the Americans to the Philippines. In 1918 the
Philippine legislature decided to send a delegation to the United States asking for complete independence. The
delegation was brought over to America in a special United States gun-boat. And when the members of the
delegation reached Washington, the Congress met in a joint session to listen to their pleas for full selfgovernment.
435

Nor was this all. Public meetings were held up and down the continent, and every facility was afforded to
present the Philippine question from the Philippine point of view.
It came to me as a cruel surprise that some of the British universities had become poison-fatories of anti-Indian
sentiments. A few of them were openly and deliberately discourteous to students from Hindustan. When I visited
Scotland, my attention was called to the fact that a well-known Scotch university had gone so far as to actually
discourage Indian students from going there.
“You keep away from our university!” bellowed a veal-faced bristly-bearded old professor.
“All right, we will,” retorted a quick-witted young Indian, “just as soon as you Scotch and English and Wales
clear out of India!”
Although this whole business of sending Indian students to England, instead of to France, Germany or
America, has appeared to me as somewhat of a tragedy, I must say that the majority of the Indian youths I came
across in the British Isles are of sturdy manhood. They are to be reckoned among the, most forward-looking, upstanding souls. It is my confident belief that in the near future many of these men will take the center of the stage
in Hindustan.
*
Arnold Bennett in his book, Our Women, blandly asserts that
intellectually and creatively man is the superior of woman.

Is that so? I wonder if an American man of letters of the front rank could be guilty of such a masculine vanity.
But perhaps Englishmen have ample reason to be dissatisfied with their women. As I went along Piccadilly, up
Regent Street, and along Kingsway, I was impressed by the fact that in comparison with American women, very
few of the English women were well-dressed. They lacked something in the way of exquisite taste in dress. The
general impression forced on my reluctant mind was that of dowdiness.
Slovenliness in dress is not, however, confined to women alone. At Cambridge I saw a noted professor appear
before a class in a seedy patched-up coat.
To return to English women. Arnold Bennett is by no means the only man in England who says that women are
men’s inferior. Moreover, there are English laws in the statute books which say practically the same thing. Even to
this day, according to the English law, it is much safer to beat one’s wife than to kill preserved game.\fn{ I.e., game
animals living on a legally-protected reservation, such as a game preserve:H } A man may show outward deference, or even
argue with you if you suggested that his wife is not his equal, yet he has at heart one law for himself and another
for the wife. As an instance of this, look at the English divorce laws, which are nothing if not one-sided. It is
difficult to see how they can fail to encourage immorality.
Here are some of the actual facts of the Eng1ish matrimonial law as presented in a recent issue of the London
Illustrated Sunday Herald by Gilbelt Frankau, a gifted writer and a man of the world:
A man may live with another woman from Monday till Saturday. Provided he returns to his wife on Sunday, she
cannot divorce him. Her only remedy is a “legal separation.” And a lega1 separation means that she has no right to
marry.
A man or woman may be a confirmed, a testified lunatic, a reprieved murderer doing twenty years in the gaol. That
man or woman’s legal mate has no redress whatever under the law.
A man may beat his wife black and blue every llight; may torture her mentally, morally and physically. Provided he
has not proved unfaithful, his wife cannot claim a divorce.

After all is said and done, the English husbands at home have about the manners of a grizzly bear; but outside
they may pose as a parody on the rules of etiquette.
When the Pilgrim Fathers landed in America early in the seventeenth century, it is said that they had no end of
troubles with the Red Indians. So to this day a common saying in America is that “the only good Indian is a dead
Indian.” When I landed in England one of the first persons I called upon was Mrs. Sarojini Naidu.
“The soul of England,” she told me with a touch of sadness in her eyes,
is in Westminister Abbey!

I wonder what she had in her mind.
England’s heart—if it has any—must be in cold storage. I am forced to distrust its sham “faie” play.
One cold morning I noticed a poor old woman digging into a garbage can in front of our hotel, and hungrily
picking up scraps of discarded food. The sight was too much for me. I went and gave her a little money. When the
hotel residents discovered what I had done, they had little but ill-concealed scorn for me,
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“These beggars are all wretches. They should never be helped,” was their gratuitous advice,
Ye land-grabbers and Bible-mongers!
A few days later I “folded my tent” and started for a trip to the continent, As I was leaving my hotel, the
proprietor asked:
“What do you think of our country now?”
No answer
“What is your general impression of England?” he repeated.
“Oh, it isn’t so bad.” I seized my hat and coat, and turned to go, He followed me to the door, and as my taxi
started for the Victoria Station, I heard him plead:
“If you ever corne to England again, if you ever come back …”
“If I come back! On, indeed, if I come back …”
233.43 Excerpt from At The Cross-roads (1885-1946): The Autobiography Of Nripendra Chandra
Banerji\fn{by Nripendra Chandra Banerji aka Mastarmahasaya (1885-1949)} Madhyapara Village, Madaripur District?,
Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
Vikrampur in the Munshiganj sub-division of the Dacca district (the land of my birth) is a peninsular tract of
about 300 square miles, washed by the gigantic rivers Padma on the south and the Meghna on the east and by the
comparatively small river Dhaleswari on the north and the small stream of the Ichhamati on the west and is
intersected by small streams and canals which flow out of and into the big rivers. It is the most congested rural
area in the whole of India, the population being about 9 lakhs.
Vikrampur has an old history dating back to the Buddhist age (hundreds of Buddhist images of the earlier and
later schools have in recent years been unearthed by archaeological scholars and preserved in the Dacca
University Museum) and bears to this day its ancient fame of scholarship, culture and daring patriotism. It was
here that Dipankar Sri-Jnana, the Buddhist scholar who travelled to Tibet in the ancient days was born: later on it
was the home of the Tantric cult of Sakti: it was one of the far-famed centres of Sanskritic learning, taking its
place alongside Navadwip, Bhatpara and Mithila.
In the era of Britisb occupation, it has produced scholars like the late Dr. Aghore Nath Chatterjee, father of
Mrs. Sarojini Naidu, and Sir Jagadish Chandra Bose, besides a host of pioneer educationists who made their mark
in and beyond Bengal. It was the stronghold of Chand Roy and Kedar Roy of the group of the twelve Bhuyians
(semi-independent Chieftains under Moghul suzerainty) of Bengal.
Vikrampur fought the Arakan Maghs and the Dutch and Portuguese marauders in the 17 th and 18th centuries:
and in this generation it has produced an outstanding patriot of superlative charity and self-abnegation like
Deshabandhu Chittaranjan Das and others of fine caliber, a saintly patriot like Nibaran Chandra Das Gupta,
intrepid self-sacrificing workers like Dr. Prafulla Chandra Ghose and Dr. Sures Chandra Banerjee besides
thousands of fighting zealots in the cause of Indian Freedom, who have contributed their mite of patriot-service to
faraway districts and provinces.
The conditions of life here tend to rear-up a people, hardy and resourceful—expert boatmen and swimmers
who have to hold their own against the incursions of flood when every house is an islet isolated from every other
house, when snakes and reptiles and crocodiles infest the entire region, when people’s homesteads get under
swirling masses of water and a sort of amphibious existence comes into being for months and cottage floors and
mud walls are washed away and people have to improvise temporary machans (small sheds on stilts of bamboo
and wood) for themselves and their cattle and poultry. Much of it is char (built of alluvial deposits on the river
bed) land, where sturdy nomadic Muslims and Namasudra Hindus of intense courage in search of land and
homestead settle, fight for years against heavy odds and natural impediments and marry and multiply, and make
of these regions reclaimed from water, smiling gardens full of vegetation that grow paddy and rice and other crops
of the finest variety. Here Muslims and Hindus have lived side by side for endless generations in perfect amity
and concord: there have been and are robbers and river-dacoits, but the heart of the people is sound and humane in
spite of aberrations. The cultured and virile middle class is the backbone and the hardy peasantry the muscles and
sinews of this wonderful part of Bengal. The beauty of its wide, flowing rivers and streams, the abundance of its
ponds and tanks, most of which have an inflow of fresh water and fresh fish during the rains, the wide stretches of
its paddy and jute fields where paddy and jute crops have to be harvested often in four or five feet of water, the
big and small marts throbbing with life and alert business with thousands of river-craft of all kinds and sizes
careering full-sailed along rivers and canals manned by vigilant and cheerful peasant-producers, have only to be
seen to appreciate their charm. It is one of the finest and most romantic and adventurous parts of India.
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The village of my nativity had been a prosperous village of over three thousand souls, studded with zig-zag
watery channels banked by leafy gardens and wild jungle growths (in my grandfather’s time leopards and wild
boars were trapped or hunted inside the village and men had to travel to neighbouring market-places in strong
batches, armed with lathis and spears) which look eerie in the moonlight and send a shiver along the spine in the
dark nights and which are a labyrinthine puzzle through which no stranger boats might find their
way at night!
This village was bossed sixty years ago by a few Brahmin and Vaidya families, small landed gentry, of whom
my family was one and had a dense population of Muslim and Hindu tillers, of a strong contingent of milk-men,
of small traders and of artisans of every shade and colour.
What a transformation in recent years! Vikrampur—all this garden-plot of Bengal, hoary, full of health and
vitality, whose denizens were to be found, after English education and ways had been injected into them, in all
parts of India, Burma and the Near East, in all manner of cultured avocations, teaching, doctoring, engineering,
law and business—has suffered woeful deterioration, first by the incursion of the pest of the water-hyacinth about
20 years back; and what vestige of old glory and material comfort still remained has vanished in the throes of the
man-made famine of ’42 and ’43, which took a toll of a lakh, one ninth of the population!
*
I was born on the 15th of June, 1885 (2nd of Ashara, 1292 B.S.) in the village home of my ancestors,
(Madhyapara) in the Vikrampur Pargana of the District of Dacca in Eastern Bengal on a day of earthquake. The
family was one of gentlemen farmers who, in the days of my grandfather, added to the agricultural income by
business in Northern Bengal in tobacco, oil, and lending money to peasant-proprietors on security. On the
mother’s side, I have been told, my grandfather was in affluent circumstances, having been manager of a
zemindary estate besides being a small landlord owning several villages on his own account. Both of them were
leaders of the rural samaj of those days, the maternal grandfather being one of the coterie of leaders of the
Brahmin community.
Six decades ago, life in an East Bengal village was self-contained, fairly prosperous and disciplined in manners
and conduct. Prices were low, rice selling at approximately two rupees per maund, pulses at about the same rate,
and fish and meat, butter and ghee were plentiful. Vegetables were mostly home-grown. Every family kept an
assortment of cows for milk and the necessary contingent of bulls and agricultural implements for farming. All
disputes were settled by the village panchayat and hardly any cases short of murder reached the police and law
courts.
Every house had its spinning-wheels plied by women-folk and every village or group of villages had its
families of weavers. Lancashire and Manchester cloth and Liverpool salt had not yet been able to penetrate the
rural markets, of which there were not a few, and the usual clothing of a respectable village gentleman comprised
nothing more costly than 5 or 6 coarse dhoties and a chaddar with a silk outfit for ceremonial worship and festive
occasions and a shawl for ceremonial visitings. The ladies were content with home-made saris of ordinary texture
with a Dacca sari and a silk sari for luxury. Underwear, chemises and blouses were luxuries.
The village granaries kept full, the tanks were flush with fish and as floods from the big rivers, Padma and
Dhaleswari, swept over the countryside for practically five months in the year, catching of fish by various devices
and of tortoises (which are very much relished in East Bengal) also was a favourite leisure-time pastime in which
the big and small folk joined hands in flotillas of boats.
Gold and silver were not plentiful, currency notes had not yet made their appearance and ordinary sales of
commodities for everyday consumption were often by barter. Copper coins and cowries were the usual currency
in the villages and a man who could produce five thousand silver rupees or a hundred tolas of gold from the
home-chest was accounted quite rich.
The conveyance during the season of floods was by boats, every household owning one or more boats, big and
small. During dry months, men took a twenty-mile walk to relatives and friends’ homes or to the District
headquarters as a normal thing and women were carried on small palanquins drawn by couple of sturdy bearers: it
was only very rich families who maintained their own palanquins and the necessary retinue.
Life, was conducted on a community co-operative basis and relations between Hindus and Muslims were of
the friendliest; servants, male and female, were treated as junior members of the family and accosted like
relations. Very often Hindus and Muslims became almost blood-brothers, participating in each other’s religious
and social ceremonies and offerings were made by Hindus to Muslim shrines and vice versa. Every village had its
dharma-gola, a granary of common use in times of scarcity, and it was a point of honour for the more afflueut to
look after, cherish and maintain the less affluent. The weaver, the brass-smith, the milk-producer, the washerman,
the fisherman, the barber, the cleaner and sweeper, the potter and the day-labourer and the boatman, domestic
servant—each had his appointed place and fixed perquisites (in the shape of chakran, i.e., free tenancy of fixed
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areas of cultivable land and also of presents in kind and clothing on ceremonial occasions) and the village
economy was a self-acting, self-sufficing machinery which kept working on easy, greased wheels. Hospitality was
a matter of routine and no guest could be sent away without food and shelter at any time of the day and night.
The village chandi-mandap of the richer gentry was the location of the rural school, where the three R’s were
taught with very little expense. Plantain-leaves, reed-pens, and ink manufactured out of soot-black and one or two
printed primers containing lessons also in social etiquette and charity, a book of mental arithmetic ( subhankari)
teaching complex calculations by time-honoured formulae couched in doggerel verse which could be easily
memorized, and verbal story-telling from the Ramayana, Mahabharata and the Puranas (supplemented by the
telling of folk-tales and hair-raising fairy-stories and demon-stories on evenings by the mothers and grandmothers
and aunts) formed the entire paraphernalia of a basic elementary education which stuck and helped the learner to
find his way through life as a commoner.
The women-folk had their early schooling in the observance of various bratas (worship of village deities, or
saintly women of legendary fame, or of various phases of Nature and of the Seasons), which required habits of
early rising before the faintest streaks of dawn; of culling of flowers and holy green grass and Tulashi leaves; of
early dips in the tanks even in the intensest cold; of lighting of lamps and incense and preparations of sandal-paste
—often punctuated with modellings in clay of various kinds of birds, fishes and reptiles, and of deities and of
alpana.\fn{The name given to nice designs of leaves and flowers and of birds and beasts and ingenious curves and circles made on the
house-flooring and walls by semi-liquid and pounded rice—and have been an outstanding folk-art in Bengal and Orissa }
These ceremonies had their group worshippers, and they had to memorise and chant bratakathas, i.e., legends
and stories in homely verse, which were full of the aroma of the simple, natural, unsophisticated rural life and the
charms and beauties of nature—and were steeped in lessons of heroism, charity and social service and faith in the
unseen Power. This was an excellent preparation for the married life or for the life of virginity or widowhood.
Sweetness of disposition, physical fitness, a strain of selfless service and modesty and chastity of soul were all
imbibed in the process.
The more ambitious and richer boys were sent on to the higher vernacular and middle schools (the latter
teaching some English and advanced courses in Mathematics, Language and History and Geography). A very
limited number went up to the Higher English schools which were just being started by Government, Missionary
and indigenous agencies. The Government-sponsored Dacca College and the Dacca Collegiate School, as also the
Jagannath College and school started by princely benefactors, were functioning, and it was to the Dacca College
that my father, Govinda Chandra Banerji went up after his schooling at the Collegiate School, the first in the
family to do so, about the year 1880 or thereabouts.
A Mr. Pope was then Principal. The call for going out in search of emoluments from Government or semiGovernment service was not yet very insistent in our parts and my father was preceded in such adventuring by a
few picked men from the pargana of Vikrampur, some of whom distinguished themselves as Executive and
Judicial and Accounts officers and doctors in Government employ. The less fortunate joined as clerks in
Governmental establishments in the District or in the Divisional headquarters.
The prestige of Sanskrit and Persian scholarship was still high. Brahmin Pundits learned in the smritis, in
Astrology, in Vedic and Pauranic rituals, and Maulanas versed in Islamic lore, and Vaishnavite gurus, disciples of
the Chaitanya cult, were widely respected and made an honourable living, setting examples of plain living and
high thinking and high morals which are rare in the present days. Sanskrit and Islamic learning had not yet been
standardised by Governmental or semi-official Boards and Associations and Sanskrit tols and Muslim
madrassahs were real centres of old-world culture and learning.
Nor did the villages lack in healthy diversion and edifying and stimulating entertainment. The organs of mass
education still functioned: and kathakas {cultured Brahmins with trained musical voices versed in the ancient
scriptures, Puranas, the Gita and the Bhagavata and Chaitanya Charitamrita—the Bible of the Vaishnava cult,
who were also apt singers and reciters) kept thousands spellbound by their recitals given in rich houses from time
to time: the jatra-wallas, the kabis, the tarja-singers, the bauls\fn{Different categories of roving devotional musical parties
and individual songsters speaking local dialects } kept the minds of village folk sweet and clean. Such minds were stirred
to piety, a sense of human solidarity and good fellowship by dramatic improvisations from Pauranic lore by
performances of set pieces in stages beneath a big shamiana (canopy of canvas) in the open or under the shelter of
the rich man’s chandi-mandap. Competitions in poetic improvisation (by kabis and tarja-singers) were as much
an order of the day as boat racing, lathi exercise, javelin throw, sword play, etc.
Then there were festive ceremonies in every household throughout the twelve months of the year, the Durga
Puja (worship of Sakli in all its phases), the Saraswati Puja (worship of learning and the fine arts) and the
Jagaddhatri (Sustainer of the Universe) and Manasa (Serpent-goddess with a variety of legend and romance about
the deity) Pujas being celebrated with comparative pomp and splendour according to the means of the richer
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families, which gave play to the art-instincts of the village men-folk—to which every man and woman and child
in the village and its environs were bound to be invited and entertained and feasted—pundits receiving presents,
servitors their prescribed fees, the officiating priests making their fortunes (in piles of clothing and rice and sweets
and fruits and money presents), the beggars and the mendicants receiving their doles.
Even the poorest householder observed certain rituals of daily worship and the blowing of conch-shells and the
plucking of fruits and flowers in a spirit of religious humility; the morning and evening prayers and bhajansingings; pilgrimages to distant villages which sheltered shrines of saints or were the sites of religious temples of
repute—all these helped to maintain men’s spiritual longings on a level of sweet decency rare in these days of
hustle and grab and greed; of the Western cinema and the tainted stage which often make of sex an obsession and
direct green minds to the by-ways of immoral conduct by open or subtle suggestion; which trail the sweetness and
purity of the normal sex-life and the decent community-life to the dust and make of life one abnormal medley of
sensationalism and sex-hunger and kill the decencies of social behaviour.
*
It was in such an atmosphere of simplicity and robust good-fellowship, of wide charity and tolerance, of a cooperative community-life that I was born and nurtured. My recollections of childhood are faint but I was a rather
sick child who was often in the throes of physical agony, the despair of the family. It was the angelic ministration
and vigilant care of my maternal grandmother with whom I lived for the first 4 or 5 years of my birth, that kept
me alive. I remember the hatey khari (initiation into learning) ceremony of childhood, when with a new cloth
tucked on to my waist and a new scarf attached to my chest, a sandal-paste imprint on my forehead, had the sweet
sensation of this, my initiation into the portals of learning, by a far-famed Sanskritic scholar who made me sit,
serious and silent, on an ash ana (a small carpet) and after the usual prayers held my tiny fingers of the right hand
and made them write some of the alphabet of my mother-tongue with a piece of chalk on a plate of ebony-black
sandstone. And then, as a big feast was out of the question, being beyond the slender resources of my sweet and
pious grandmother, I was given sweetened balls of fried rice to present to groups of men and women and children
who attended the ceremony of initiation of the Burra-Karta’s grandson as a matter of duty and a mark of
reverence for the wide-hearted head of the family, although he had spent away all his fortune in charities and
presents leaving his widow virtually penniless—with a big mansion and its appendages and religious practices to
maintain out of very slender funds and inadequate landed properties!
Another remembrance of my days of infancy also shoots up—how I was sometimes taken to the houses of the
milk-producers of the village, tenants of my grandfather, and how I was always cheerfully treated to milk, curds
and fresh butter by these grateful servitors of the family!
Also my first essays in learning, by writing on banana-leaves with reed pens with sooty ink, under the direction
of the village school master in the outer courtyard of the house—and how I could not produce the required curves
and scrawls and was the despair of the school, being dubbed a slow-witted child with no promise at all! And how
my grandmother, the grand old lady steeped in old-world pieties, never despaired of her grandchild, and had
always a kiss and a sweet embrace ready for the dullard!
These are precious memories sweeter far than those of school and college laurels which came to the softheaded, slow-witted child quickly after!
Another recollection comes up to the surface—of joining a party of elders and coevals in attending a feast
given to Brahmins by a non-Brahmin family in a rather distant village, where I was carried in the arms of some
relation, and from which I returned with copious presents in the shape of a two-anna bit and a bell-metal tumbler
of very small dimensions, appropriate to a child-Brahmin; and how I cherished them!
*
The next phase is when I was transferred to my father’s home at 5 years of age, in 1890, a good eight miles’
distance from my maternal grandfather’s. After some months with my paternal grandmother, another grand old
dame of the old stamp, my mother and I were transported to the far-off subdivisional centre of Gaibandha (then a
small hamlet of straw-houses with only the Courts, the High School, the Jail and the Subdivisional Officer’s
quarters housed in pucca buildings, with a straggling population of probably one thousand. It had a market where
stationery, clothing, leather-goods and other commodities of daily use, utensils and hurricane lanterns, umbrellas
and such like things were sold by standing shops, and there was a buying and selling of milk and fish and
vegetables, country-grown fruits, gur, etc., every afternoon with a bigger assortment of goods for sale on hat days
twice a week.
Gaibandha is in the district of Rangpur in North Bengal, where my father was serving as an inspector of
Primary and Middle schools under the District Board, with ultimate control by the Provincial Government. The
first wonder that enraptured and enthralled me in this journey was the steamer run by the I.G.S.N. from a riverine
station (8 or 10 miles from my village) on the Padma to Goalundo and thence again to various halting stations in
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North Bengal. There were no railways yet connecting the North Bengal districts and sub-divisional centres with
Calcutta and the steamship line carried passengers first to Goalundo and from Goalundo up the Brahmaputra river
to North Bengal stations. The steam-vessel with its big smoke-emitting funnels, its wood and steel structure, its
big size appeared to my child fancy as something superlatively grandiose—a mystery and a wonder!
And then when the steamer was boarded and its engines came in sight, what trepidations of heart, what fearful
sensations of ecstasy! This was the child’s first acquaintance with the outer world or movement and speed: and the
motley, colourful crowds packed up in the steamer’s decks and holds—middle class gentry with their veiled
ladies, peasants with their untutored families, urchins and striplings, with all kinds and conditions of packings and
trunks and utensils and drinking-vessels and bathroom pots and variety of food—mostly chira, muri, murki, gur
and bananas—coupled with the strange-clad appearance and sonorous but sad cries of the steamer crew (“Ek bam
miley na”; “Not yet one fathom”) sounding the depths of the river-bed; the halts at the intermediate stations,
where the passengers had sometimes to be brought to the steamer’s side on big country boats manned by a crew of
8 to 12; the confusion and the hurry and the hustling and the jostling—all together produced on my child-mind an
eerie impression of novelty and strangeness which flashes up even after fifty-five long years!
Three days of such journey, during which we were mostly fed on fried rice preparations and sweets and fruits,
with occasional rice, dal and fish preparations during long halts in some big steamer-station, carried us to a
landing station, 12 miles from our destination. These 12 miles had to be negotiated on primitive bullock-carts
without springs and with screechy wheels on rough and uneven kutcha roads; and we, who were new to such
means of transport, were sick and uneasy en route. It was a bone-racking and heart-breaking experience of
primitive traveling.
*
Thus at five years of age, I was transplanted from my native village to a new domicile amidst a new people and
in a novel atmosphere.
But though a centre of the official administration, the small colony (it could hardly deserve the name of town
or city) was only a big village with certain British institutions hanging around it and controlling its affairs, viz.:
the courts and their appendage, the jail; the High English School and a few officials; the Executive Officer in
charge of the sub-division and his staff; two judicial officers and their establishment; the Police contingent with a
good old gentleman risen from a mere police constable to the rank of an Inspector helped by 2 or 3 assistants as
the Head; the Post and Telegraph men; the District Board school-inspector (my father) and the Board roads and
buildings overseer; the Government Assistant Surgeon (a Calcutta Medical College man) and his hospital staff;
plus a small group of Law graduates and lesser fry called muktears, who could not practise in the civil courts,
with their clerks; a few independent medical men, allopaths and kavirajas, and just a few road and building
contractors and businessmen; the High School teachers, with a sprinkling of the third and second order of landed
aristocracy—small zemindars or big jotedars (landlords intermediary between Government and big zemindar)
with often a thousand acres of land under their control—with their managers and rent collectors.
The latter-day division between officials and non-officials hardly existed and it was a compact society where,
from the highest dignitary (the Sub-divisional Magistrate) to the office peon, reciprocal relations were of the
nicest, and outside office hours nobody felt the stigma of inferiority.
Our house—an assembly of just a few unpretentious straw huts with two kitchen-sheds (one exclusively
reserved for my widowed grandmother) and an outer cottage for friends and guests, plus a small shed for housing
my father’s country.bred pony—was just a few paces from a small stream which flowed in endless zig-zags and
twists and bends into the bigger Teesta river. The close neighbours were families, the heads of which were either
lawyers, or subordinate court clerks, or doctors, or landed gentry (these last belonging to the District proper,
whereas the former like ourselves were mostly importations from the better English-educated and more
enterprising and more overcrowded districts in East, West and North Bengal). Life flowed at an even, leisurely
pace and people, content with their earnings, were hospitable, courteous and fond of social intercourse.
The women-folk had not the freedom of these latter days of feminist resurgence\fn{ This book was published in
1974:H} but they visited among themselves, either walking by by-lanes or being carried in bullock-carts or
palanquins, the transport par excellence in all areas of North Bengal. There were social meets on festive
occasions; and besides, there were opportunities for friendly chats and innocent diversions during the hours of
afternoon when the men-folk were away pursuing their avocations. Living was very cheap; and my father with his
income not reaching even a hundred rupees per mensem was in fairly easy circumstances, entertaining friends,
receiving guests, subscribing to puja funds opened by the local gentry, or to theatrical or jatra performances.
*
I was admitted to the lowest class of the local High English School when I was about five and a half years old
and received a double promotion (which was for some time a great strain). In those days it was the practice to
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send up boys of class five (the Matric—then called Entrance—class was class one) for the Middle Vernacular
Examination, which had a course in Bengali, Mathematics, Geography and History almost as stiff as the modern
Calcutta Matriculation course.
Imagine the plight of a child of 7 to 9 years of age, whose reasoning faculties were hardly developed, made to
grind at lessons in Euclid’s Geometry and the Unitary Method and Rule of Three with various complex
arithmetical sums of field measurement—of clocks, of lotuses and lilies in and out of water, of interest and
discount. In my case the result was a nightmare: the Bengali and the English course I followed with zest, but sums
of ingenuity and geometry lessons (Propositions 5 and 26 of Euclid) sat on me like a nightmare. And though I had
learnt to scrawl my alphabets in a week and could read through difficult Bengali primers in six months, the three
years of my school (class eight to six specially) were like a bad dream.
My father, when he was not touring in the mofussil areas, inspecting his schools and putting them in pace and
enforcing the regulations (he was a strict disciplinarian who did not spare himself or others when a job had to be
done), made prodigious efforts to inject Euclidian Geometry of angles and triangles and all their subtle deductions
into my callow intellect.
The result was tragic! I have not forgotten the horrors of these lessons yet and I was never very proficient in
mathematics, for the simple reason that my early experience produced a dazed state of mind and infinite distaste
whenever mathematical lessons had to be learnt and digested in my college days. But when I reached class V (I
had just reached my tenth year), my faculties sprouted forth and I could equal the best bigger boys even in
mathematics—those whom I had always left much behind in language and history subjects.
Map-drawing was also one of my pet aversions: this was also a mechanical art and the texture of my intellect
(good at pure ideas of literature, philosophy or politics) has been such as to fight shy of mechanical, rule-ofthumb subjects.
In later days also, when I was at the First Arts (now called Intermediate) course—it used to be a very hard and
packed course in 1900 when I came to College—advanced English Prose and Poetry, Composition and Essaywritting, advanced Sanskrit, Histories of Greece and Rome, Deductive Logic, Physics (from General Properties,
through Heat and Light to Electricity and Magnetism with descriptive analysis of pumps and levers and electrical
and magnetic devices and other things), Inorganic Chemistry, Mathematics (Higher Algebra, Trigonometry and
advanced Geometry, Conic sections, etc.)—I was an easy first with the Arts subjects, but could not scrape more
than 60 p.c.\fn{60%:H} in the Sciences and Mathematics.
I mention these facts only to demonstrate that there are in every learner certain “universes of discourse” where
his mind has free play and others to which his mind is more or less closed—and subjects and topics beyond his
natural instincts and interests, however rammed and crammed into his brain, are never remembered or retained or
found capable of being turned to any profitable use in after-life.
Thus I am not ashamed to confess that I managed to forget all my knowledge of trigonometry and surds and
asymptotes and binomial and exponential theorems and all my knowledge of Physics and Chemistry—all—even
before I got my M.A. in English Language and Literature with credit, only three and half years after I passed my
First Arts examination. And today, I can follow the lessons in these subjects when expounded by the teacher in a
classroom and can probably ask questions and guess if the answers are right or wrong (for certain brainimpressions persist by natural law); but generally my mind is an utter blank with regard to science and
mathematical subjects. The details have clean evaporated, leaving only some faint remembrance of the general
theories and outlines.
The conclusion to my mind is irresistible that a boy’s natural predilections and interests must be measured and
known by the teacher before he is launched on any subject. I have known also the reverse side of my own picture
—a College student, very proficient in Science and Mathematics, making frantic efforts and yet failing to make
any headway with Milton’s Paradise Lost or English Lyrics or Addison’s prose essays or Bacon or Shakespeare’s
dramas: his grounding in the language and its texture has been hopelessly bad at school and yet such is the
anitquated and stupidly mechanical system in our University curriculum that water and oil must be made to mix
somehow, so that in the written tests a boy’s hopeless ignorance or constitutional incapacity to learn certain
subjects in which he feels no interest, is never condoned in the face of brilliant exposition of certain other subjects
where he is quite at home by natural causes.
The first and last word in pedagogics in my opinion, is the discovery of natural and instinctive interests and an
ordered and intelligent effort on the part of the teacher to draw these out of the learner’s subconscious mind and to
perfect them. This is educating: the rest is senseless and mechanical training, a mere patchwork and whitewashing
make believe which fritters away at the very first shock.
But to go back to the days of my early schooling.
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In our days, there were some real teachers fond of their avocation everywhere and I had the luck to be
educated not only by home influences but by the loving care of a few really competent and loving teachers. Some
of them were strict and methodical: one or two were free-lance experimenters. When I look back over half-acentury, I feel I am indebted to both these types of teachers. The Headmaster of my school, the late Girija Kanta
Bagchi who later on became a Government school Headmaster, was of the first brand, also the Sanskrit and
Mathematics teachers. They licked my erratic impulses [in]to shape and encouraged my talent and provided
deterrents to my impulsive nature.
But my love of Literature I owe to one of my school-day teachers—who is alive even today (he must be ninety
now, an invalid and a cripple, yet with a clear mind and normal curiosities and interests)—Sri Banwari Lal
Goswami, who rose into repute six decades ago as a poet, a sonnet-writer, a satirist in verse, when Sures Chandra
Samajpati, the Benerjis—Indranath and Panchcowrie, and Devi Prosanna Roy Choudhury—set the pace of
Bengali letters through the then famous literary magazines (Sahitya, Navya-Bharat and Janma-Bhumi).\fn{I have
tried, in a small way, to repay my unpayable debts to my school-teacher Banwari Lal, in later life, by editing and publishing some of his
poetical works—but, alas! the old tastes are gone, and the style and mannerisms of poets of 50 years ago hardly find responsive echoes in
ultramodern cynical hearts, poisoned by the erraticisms and eccentricities of modern verse libre, and prose-poetry, and realistic verse aping
the Russian and British-American styles now in vogue (most of which are attempts to manufacture “inspired” poetry by bringing into the
open the crass vulgarities and coarseneises of the life of the “great unwashed’ on stilts of uneven prose made to play the role of “unmetred
verse” in a jargon which takes some ingenuity and brain effort to unravel). Modern Bengali poetry has passed through an sra of good and
bad and indifferent imitators of Rabindric style (which really hardly lends itself to imitation), often nonsensical, sometimes vigorous and
pungent, of foreign styles and impressionistic methods, where the centre of the piece is the unlettered, long-suffering, exploited, hungry and
poverty-ridden man and woman in the field and the factory. In this cauldron of a new witchcraft, the wizardry and romance and finesse of
the old classical masters and their entourage is being cast aside in bumptious ignorance or in sheer bravado! }

He had passed no University examinations but he came of a very learned stock of Nuddea-Santipur, of a
Vaishnava Brahmin family of cultured Sanskritic Pundits: he had hob-nobbed with many a celebrity in the field of
Bengali letters in his young days and counted amongst his early friends such men of the then very efficient I.C.S.
—as J.N. Gupta and Sir Atul Chatterji. He had picked up a vast amount of maybe not fully assimilated learning
and had a nose for the fine, even the bizarre, in Literature.
Even at rural Gaibandha of 50 years ago, there was a small but fine assembly of Bengali and English books in
the home library of one of my father’s friends, who was also a very intimate friend or this teacher of mine—Sj.
Sarat Chatterji, a lawyer and elder brother of Sir Atul, who after some years’ practice at Gaibandha was
transported to the Government pleadership in the District headquarters at Rangpur, and practically controlled the
entire District by virtue of his efficiency, tact and influence over the District officials (and was Head of the
District Board and the Town Municipality for scores of years—an unbeaten record in Bengal)!
It was this small library that was opened to me as a young boy of ten—and here I was encouraged to “browse
at leisure” on the broad and green pastures of Literature—sucking in, albeit by stealth, Bankim Chandra’s
Ananda-Math and memorising the immortal Bande Mataram song when I was barely ten—reading some of
Indranath Banerji’s incomparable comic skits, reading some English books, even Paul de Kock (!!), without let or
hindrance and without any deleterious effect on my boyish mind; and discussing literary topics, reading Sahitya
and Nobya-Bharat and Janma-Bhumi, reading the Bengali translations of Life of Garibaldi and many of Chandi
Charan Banerji’s Bengali translations of famous books—Uncle Tom’s Cabin, The Trial of Nan Coomar, etc.,
Todd’s Rajasthan, and getting a taste of poetry, both English and Bengali!
By the time I reached the pre-Entrance class, I could write discourses in English with ease in racy, correct
English and I tried my hand at writing even a short essay on the development of Bengali Literature in the mothertongue! In all this, the magician and wizard behind the scenes was Acharya Banwari Lal Goswami, who read out
to a small coterie of his disciples his new compositions in verse or new poems by contemporary poets. It was here
that I had my first acquaintance with Nabin Sen and Hem Chandra and Michael and Bhudev Mukherji and Rames
Dutt’s novels.
Rabindranath Tagore was yet in the offing and him we began to cultivate when we were B.A. students in 1902
—a small band of worshippers, to whom Tagore and his poems and essays and novels became an inspiration and
who missed no opportunity to hear his discourses delivered from time to time in Calcutta in an angel-voice
resonant and lyrical, almost divine. But the foundations were laid here in my youngish school days of a love of
literature which has been the solace of my life amidst bewildering vicissitudes of fortune and which really pointed
the way to the first love in my life—Education, and principally the teaching and cultivation of languages and
literature.
*
I was a great favourite in the school and in the homes of my little place: my simple boyishness and high
reputation at school as a well-conducted and promising scholar, coupled with the respect evoked by my parents,
443

contributed to this popularity. My mother, an emblem of unfailing courtesy and sweet gentleness, ever ready to
help in festive dinners with never a thought about herself; and my father, a model of the upright educationist, an
exemplar of social reciprocity, a terror to erring primary and middle school teachers and their feckless managers,
an object of reverence to all and sundry in the entire District with whom he came into contact, honest and efficient
in his duties and yet holding his head high with no leaning towards flattery or extra hob-nobbing with the superior
officials—are still remembered with affection and respect in dear, old Gaibandha, which has now changed beyond
recognition.
{It has a population of twenty-five thousand, a municipality, several banks, three or four High English Schools
(one of them exclusively for girls), clubs and politics and intrigues, a modern market full of “modern”
contraptions, jute offices, motor cars and buses, veterinary hospitals, noisy citizens and turbulent students—also a
glorious band of sacrificing patriots and many constructive centres of social and political service!}
The other formative influences in my life have been the Radha-Krishna Jatra performances I witnessed as a
boy of which the Adhikaris, i.e., leading managers, were expert in music and Pauranic and Vaishnavic lore. These
were attended by packed audiences and were a hardy annual in the annals of the entertainments of our place. The
songs sung were of a really high order and the tender sentiments soaked into our boyish hearts. I am afraid the
soft and sentimental streaks in my mental make-up owe not a little to these strains of old-world Radha-Krishna
music.
But the first play (staged by amateurs on an improvised stage) that I witnessed when barely five years old has
stuck in my memory, and when at College I read Charles Lamb’s delicious essay My First Play in his Essays of
Elia, I could not but compare notes and found that in the main. our impressions agreed.
I have forgotten everything about the theme. What could a boy of five understand of theatrical themes? But the
appearance of the divine Parbati and her consort Siva out of nowhere simply bowled me over and I thought them
to be real divinities and the clap-trap of the stage—scene-shiftings and drop-scenes, the orchestral music, the
elocution and the singing—produced in my mind a feeling akin to mystical rapture! In my advanced age, I have
seen so many first-class stage performances, cried over fine acting and mooned over sentimental situations and
yet never caught a faint replica even of that fine rapture of my boyish days!
My first school-boy triumph was when, under the tutelage of my revered teacher about whom I have spoken, I
prepared and read before a Saraswati Puja social function presided over by an English District Magistrate a short
essay on The Benefits of British Rule. This was possibly in 1897, and the Englishman was highly pleased with my
discourse and naturally with my loyalty to the British Raj. But I was only repeating in my school-boy fashion in
fairly correct English the banalities about those topics taught in the text-books and which are still taught in many
of our schools, even when British rule appears to be at its last gasp.
Another occasion was when another English District Magistrate came to visit the school and I was in the top
class and the first boy of the class. He set us to reading from portions of On the Art of Living with Others
(included in our University selections but not forming part of our year’s curriculum) and he paid me in the
visitor’s book an encomium which must have been a great encouragement to me and my teachers as well. The
testimony of a British I. C. S. officer was as good as a lakh-rupee bond in those days!
But better still, I remember my first lessons of discipline of the European brand, imbibed from a scene I
witnessed in front of my school as a boy. Two English officials had just arrived there: one was the Magistrate of
the District and the other, his superior, the Commissioner of the entire Rajshahi Division. As the latter jumped
down from his pony, what was my wonder to see the District Magistrate himself running up and holding the bridle
of the pony and never giving it up till he was relieved by the syce!
This is a lesson that has been imprinted deep in my memory and this has helped me to understand why, with all
their faults—want of finesse, lack of constructive imagination, insular habits of racial exclusion, etc.—the
Britisher still rules the roost in many parts of Asia and Africa. Discipline, loyalty, order are the bedrocks of the
British character, and we have to surpass the much-maligned Englishman in these qualities before we can beat
him.
*
School-boy life in Gaibandha now appears to have been one long, pleasant picnic. Fostered by loving
parents\fn{Yet my father was very strict and could be severely harsh when occasion demanded. I still remember the licking I had as a
small boy when I had absented myself from school on a festive day of entertainment in a neighbour’s house and been fined one full anna.
Father had been away on tour that day, but to our consternation—I include my grandmother and mother in the category—he just rode back
home when I had come back from school to ask for the extra one-anna, imposed as an absence fine from mother at noon, and as soon as he
was seized of the situation, my father gave me several lashes with his horse-whip! Of course, my old grandmother was furious and did not
fail to make father abashed with stories of his delinquencies when at school at Dacca—but the lesson lingered and I was one of the most
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regular boys to attend school thenceforth }

and treated with utmost fondness by almost everyone in the dear, old place—
the idol of my teachers, very popular with my chums at school—I had invitations and caressings in plenty.
We tried to sow our wild oats and sometimes rambled in the jungly growths near my habitations, sometimes
went boating and picnicing without notice to our guardians, though I never could row or cook. Sometimes we had
our tricks with mango-sellers in the bazar—going about from dealer to dealer, tasting samples, till we were ready
to burst—but I was ever a camp-follower, never a leader in these childish bouts!
One other lesson imbibed even as a school-boy was from my father, who was a man of wide views of tolerance
even in those early days of social reform, and dined with his Muslim friends without compunction or concealment
and taught us to mix with Muslim families on most intimate terms. One of my best boyfriends has been a Muslim
—son of a member of the landed aristocracy of those parts: he is now retired from police service and has turned
an Ahmadiya (Muslim of one of the reformed schools) and we still cherish the old affection and are most pleased
to meet each other when there is opportunity.
I could never be a sportsman: I had not the knack for sports, and sports in those days had really not begun in
the mofussil tracts in earnest. But football and cricket and tennis were already making headway and a cycle or two
were in the streets. But I was a good walker and good rider even as a boy of eleven and beat in riding executive
officers of high grade as a College Professor, thanks to this early training. I could never climb a tree, though I was
an indifferent swimmer.
*
Several other experiences come to my mind of my schooldays. First, the nerve-racking experience of the
severe earthquake of April, 1897, which was very acutely felt all over North Bengal and Assam, laying many
structures in ruins; making wide fissures on the surface of the land as big as 15 or 20 or 30 feet wide from which
issued sulphureous fumes and lumps of sand; and rushing streams of water which even changed the course of
rivers. It was a Saturday; fortunately for us small schoolboys, and the classes had been dismissed by half-past one.
I have still a very distinct recollection of the onset. We were sitting at about 4 p.m. in one of the living rooms
(kutcha) of our house (which had for some years past beeen shifted to the other bank of the stream) with my father
working at his official files, when all on a sudden there was a great, strange rumbling noise above our heads and it
sounded like a host of giants beating up the roof of straw and bamboo: then there was a big shaking and rolling
about of the earth all round when nobody could keep on his legs but either began to reel or had to squat.
Father at once gave the alarm—“It is an earthquake!”— and we all rushed out of the shed into the open. The
quake was so sudden and terrible that many elderly people lost their heads while it was on and forgot all about
their wives, children and dependants and ran pell-mell to distances furlongs away from home.
As soon as the first quake had subsided, people began to gather their wits a little and to confer as to what
should best be done. News arrived that the court-houses, the jail, the High School buildings had all suffered
appreciable damage and there had been long and wide cracks everywhere on the land-surface.
Meanwhile, there were further shocks and it was noticed that the river had changed its flow from the original
direction to its opposite. There were two or three ferryboats of big size for ferrying men and cattle and goods and
bullock-carts and other conveyances across the river (the main town was on the bank opposite to our new house)
and these were fastened together and women-folk and children were boarded on these, with the men-folk keeping
watch all the night. This continued for 2 or 3 days.
Then in a few days’ time news of extensive damage and loss of life began to pour in (in those days there was
hardly any Press, except Surendranath’s Bengalee, in English, and Hitavadi, Bangabasi and one or two other
Bengali papers published in Calcutta; there was no news-service, no radio, and naturally news took time to filter
through)—and harrowing tales were told of extensive damage in the District Headquarters at Rangpur and
elsewhere and in Assam and loss of valuable lives and also of dramatic escapes!
The shocks continued for about six months at intervals and by August or September the changed river-flow
inundated our house and even cooking had to be done on raised platforms with great difficulty. At this crisis,
father hired a big boat which we all boarded and after two days reached a steamer station on the Brahmaputra,
wherefrom we went home to our native village via Goalundo. There also things were more or less in comparative
disorder but the quake-damage was not so pronounced.
Another incident of my school-life was rather funny, though it caused considerable excitement in our more or
less sleepy hollow, where life used to run at an even, uneventful pace, with hardly any break (except for official
visits by the District or Divisional Heads, or the Inspectorate of schools, or for jatra performances requisitioned
from Calcutta, or other big towns during Durga Puja and Holi).
This was a two-handed fight between the President of the School Governing Body who was no other than the
Sub-divisional Magistrate and the Secretary, who was one of the judicial officers and a strong man—it was all
over the firing of loud-noised crackers and bombs (the process was to fill up iron pipes with gunpowder and then
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fire them) on the occasion of the Saraswati Puja celebrations of our school. The Magistrate felt disturbed in his
court-work by the racking and loud reports and peremptorily ordered an immediate cessation without consulting
the Munsiff-Secretary. The result was a firm “no” from the other side; on which the Magistrate had the bombfirers and drum-beaters arrested and put in hajat. Relations got very strained; the Magistrate did not attend the
functions; and it required the interference of the District Magistrate and the District Judge to smooth out matters
after several weeks of very strained feeling.
*
I recall even today loving and encouraging treatment by the really learned men who then came to us as
officials—they were often honorary examiners of our annual tests and as I scored very high in Arts subjects, I was
often sent for and petted. Encouragement came also from Senior Inspectors of Schools, superiors of my father,
who often were our guests, and who asked me all manner of questions, which often I could readily answer.
Mathematical conundrums of greased poles, lilies with their stems in and out of water, clocks keeping time,
besides questions on English grammar, translation and history were asked, and this was an additional stimulus to
my boyish effort at shining in the class exercises.
One other recollection is that of the learned scholar and social reform pioneer, Jogendra Nath Vidyabhusan,
who was for sometime the Sub-divisional Magistrate in our place. He had contracted a widow marriage over
seventy years ago with the widowed daughter of the famous Sanskritist Pandit Madan Mohan Tarkalankar (if I
remember aright) and used to live in state: he was a finished man of letters and had translated many English books
exposing the iniquities of British diplomacy and rule into racy Bengali. It requires courage of the highest order in
a high-placed Government officer, and though I do not recollect any personal contacts, his burly and stalwart
figure full of determination still flashes before my mind’s eye.
Another thing about my early upbringing should not go without record; it was the lesson of family solidarity
imprinted by my parents (they sheltered, fed and educated not only nephews but distant relatives) and the lessons
of hospitality and intimacy, of social intercourse, irrespective of religious or communal labels.
*
In 1900 nine or ten of us were sent up for the Entrance Examination from our school. We had to go down to
Calcutta for the Examination and with my first visit to Calcutta with one of the younger brothers of Sj. Sarat
Chatterji begins another chapter of my life.
I was barely 14 years and over, when I left for Calcutta by steamer, first to Goalundo, and thence by railway. In
those day (46 years ago) Calcutta had no electricity, no electric trams, hardly any motor cars or buses and no
cheap rickshaws. There was the ticca gharry, the palanquin and the English Company’s tram service drawn from
stage to stage by relays of big-boned horses. The wide streets, park and boulevards were non-existent; the
Harrison Road had been opened, cutting through part of the Burrabazar slum-area stinking with garbage and filth,
about 12 or 14 years earlier. Calcutta aristocracy was still functioning—the Sobhabazar Debs, the Pathuriaghata
Tagores and Mullicks, the Pataldanga families, the Boses of Baghbazar, to name a few.
The condition of colleges and messes (with the exception of the Government Presidency College, the Duff
College and the General Assembly’s Institution and the St. Xavier’s) was still rather deplorable. The Metropolitan
and the Ripon and the City Colleges, specially the first two, were manned in large numbers by East Bengal
students, for whom the names of Vidyasagar and Surendranath were great attractions; but arrangements for
teaching and maintenance of discipline were still not up to the mark—though some of the best scholars of the
times were on the teaching staff. The messes were never inspected and supervised and there were quarrels and
intrigues and worse things were perpetrated.
The Hindu and Hare Schools’ prestige ran very high throughout the Province. The Museum, the Zoo and the
Kalighat temple were the centres of attraction for people coming from the country areas. The palatial new-type
structures of today were not there but the aristocracy had some really nice mansions.
It was to such a Calcutta that I came to sit for my first University examination. I stayed for a fortnight or more;
and after sitting for the examination and doing the usual sights and offering Puja at the Kalighat shrine, left, so far
as I remember, for my native village after a short stay with my parents at Gaibandha. When the University results
were out, I had secured a second-grade scholarship. …
227.28 His Holy Words: Being Extracts From The Writings Of Akhanda-Mandaleswar Sri Sri Swami
Swarupananda Paramhansa Deva\fn{by Akhanda-Mandaleswar Sri Sri Swami Swarupananda Paramhansa Deva (1885-1984)}
Dualli, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
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One caste is high while another is low; one nation is born to serve while another is to lord over all—nothing is
more dangerously false than such a hypothesis. Know it for certain that all men are created by God and in the eye
of God all are equal.
Every man can easily realize this truth through prayer and meditation and when such realisation comes, he
becomes a Brahmin. This is the truth of all truths and this is why the Brahmin one day commanded respect from
all quarters.
The term Brahmin does not connote any particular caste or sect but it signifies a transcendental stage of
spiritual sublimity. Every man of the world can attain to that stage by spiritual training. Every man in the universe
has the right to become a Brahmin by reaching that stage. It is only to help people in reaching this transcendental
stage that dynamic souls, the highly radiant teachers descend to this earth.
God is one but He dwelleth in every man. Hinduism recognizes as many manifestations of God as there are
creatures in His universe. But Hinduism never admits polytheism nor does it reprove another’s method of
worship. This is why the Hindus never took to sword to do away with the non-Aryan’s worship of too many gods
and goddesses. Nor did they prevent the aboriginals from worshipping God according to their traditional customs
and belief. As a result of this the worship of many gods and goddesses gradually found its way into Hinduism
which is in reality monotheistic. This is the worst evil that has come upon the Hindu society because of its
catholicity. Many great men have dedicated their whole life to save the Hindu society from this evil and many
more will yet be born to bear the torch.
When religion foments racial or national animosity, it indirectly encourages crimes and vices of the worst type.
It is a sin to engender hatred among races and nations. It is abominable from worldly consideration and also
unpardonable in the eye of God. But even to this day we have observed this, malpractice running rampant in
different climes and different periods of history.
Hinduism declares it in clear terms that love for all is a solid truth, a reality; and ill-will and factions between
man and man are all illusions. In love do I send my clarion call to you, my sons and daughters, brothers and
mothers living in towns and villages, in hills and dales, to discard the unrealities and illusions of animosity and
war and flock under the banner of truth for becoming men in the truest sense of the term.
No matter whatever race or nationality you are born in or may belong to, I am come to give you the sacred
rights of a Brahmin. I am come to dispel the ignorance that has cumbered on you through ages. I am come to give
such strength to your nerves and muscles as can remove the load of age-long suffering and inequities. A true
Master (guru) is not tied down to any sect, state or society. His inspiration comes from God alone and he plunges
himself in the work of uplifting and renovating the depressed humanity with noble thoughts and sublime ideas.
Whoever of whatever place on earth has fallen down and is down-trodden, reassured, in all circumstances I seek
your welfare. If you seek your own good and salvation, it will be easy for me to grant you that. I am not come to
destroy or cry down any religions belief or any social institution. I am come only to awaken divine love and
compassion in man wherever and in whatever condition may be he.
The truth I have realized has come unto me from God Himself. I am ready to help and guide those who are
earnest, however fallen and lowly. But are you ready? If so, I am with you ever and ever.
2
Whatever sheds his tears for helpless ones,
Whoever feels for those that stray by chance,
Those that by their action downward fall,
Those that through some mistake to install
Mischief on life’s heavenly blissful throne
And thus self-made faults and sins atone,
Who that loves them with the mother’s heart,
Loves Me—though the Scriptures might advert

*
Embrace everybody in your loving bosom, make the whole world your home. See that not an atom anywhere
feels that it is not an object of your tenderest affections.
*
Go forth to the whole world and tell everyone that none is far from Me. All are Mine and I am everybody’s.
*
I belong to all and all sects are Mine.
*
You are sublime by your love for God, for humanity and for country. Love is your life, love is your career, love
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is the sum total of your life-long achievements. The beginning of love is but the beginning of life. Immortal love
is but immortal life. Stand steady on this heavenly bliss and live for love and die for love. The holy name of God
is the key to the treasury of love and the gate to the kingdom of purity and perfection.
*
Not ephemeral enjoyments with concomitant reactions and remorse but eternal bliss with eternal happiness in
your birthright, my dear children.
*
I mean to insist on you that no true growth of life is possible without perfect cleanliness. Cleanliness and clear
conscience are the two most valuable prizes that you may [take] pride in. You cannot build yourself up without a
thorough and careful cultivation of those good habits that invigorate the mortal consciousness and strengthen the
moral backbone. Have high aspirations and materialize them through tenacity and perseverance.
Life is a serious business, fraught with the deepest meanings, transcending the highest speculations of the
biggest philosopher. Life is God’s design on earth. Believe that you are the gradual unfolding of the divine Desire
through all eternity, and you must not lose and inch of ground in fully utilizing yourself in His wonderful scheme.
Rise equal to the occasion and prepare yourself for everything seemingly favourable or untoward.
*
The luckiest man in my opinion is he who can keep a clean conscience untroubled by any evil deed or thought.
What a grand thing it is to remain pure and to help others in their glorious attempts at attaining perfect purity.
Cleanliness is really next to godliness if it means the sanctity both of body and mind. A pure mind in a chaste
mind is the noblest acquisition on earth.
*
The ideas I implant in you are to be radiated throughout the eternal future and to be infused in the ever-coming
younger generations.
*
Live a God-life. Know yourself always in Him and Himself always in you. Let not a single breath pass His
Holy Words unheeded. Har dam la ga’ raho re bhai.
*
I am neither an advocate of Celibacy nor a preacher of Matrimony. I am but a worshipper of true Manhood. I
am satisfied if you are a Man—married or unmarried I care little to know. Many great men have lived the life of
married men while many have not. Only marrying or not-marrying can seldom be regarded as any sign of
greatness. Many bachelors have spoiled their lives by not-marrying while truly great men have ship-wrecked their
would-be wonderful careers by accepting a share-holder of life’s joys and miseries. Look upon Manhood as your
God and not upon any mania or fancy.
*
I want work, massive work, but not impure work. I want service, whole-time service, but not impure service.
Purity of purpose and sanctity of means are the first conditions of my demands.
*
Live a life worth living. Live for God and live for the world. Remain not simply a human being but make the
best of your life and its opportunities to transform yourself into a highly spiritual and supremely potent force. Be
strong in will and stout in heart. Be brave in hopes and steady in action.
*
Are you my children? If so, be like me. I don’t talk while I work, or if I talk it is always on a sublime thing.
*
Every movement of your mind and body must remember the desired object. Every breathing of yours must
utter the inspiring word “uplift”. If your aim be spiritual, every breathing of yours must utter the holy word “om”.
If your aim be patriotic, every breathing of yours must utter the thundering word “freedom”. If your aim be
humanitarian, every breathing of yours must utter the sublime word “service”.
*
The Holy Name will inspire you with a firm belief in Him. No surrender is possible in the absence of a true
belief in Him. First acquire faith and surrender will follow faith of its own accord.
*
Each inspiration is a motion of God into you just as the sea enters a river in flood. Each expiration is a motion
of yourself into God just as a mighty river enters the sea.
*
The ideal of life of a true child of mine is self-sacrifice—sacrifice for what I do not know and care little to
dictate. Each will himself find out his aim of life. I am not to give him any program of work but only the strength
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to fight for any noble cause. I am the giver of strength and not of plan. This is my relationship with a child of
mine. In my eye of affection sometimes he is a son, sometimes a friend, sometimes a brother, but never is he a
slave unto me, never is he a servant of mine. What I respect most in him is his independence. What I regard most
in him is his freedom. In my work of preaching Brahmacharya, I require some assistants of course, but that is no
reason why everybody should be a preacher. All children of mine are not on the same level of thought and
education. There are divisions in opinions, diversities in tendencies and differences in abilities. Let everybody
find out his own way by his own investigations. I am not much anxious about, if any child of mine takes up the
path which I, as a worker and servant of society, have scrupulously forsaken, I have been used in the hands of God
as an instrument to kindle the light of spiritual life in him and this can never been any reason towards his taking
up the same course of work as that of mine. Let him thrive in his own way, let him evolve his manhood on the
lines of his own bent of mind. Let him work out any program whatsoever—no objection. Spirituality will always
purify his intentions and enable him to any noble deed. He may not find it convenient to be with me. He may not
be able to march along with me. Tastes may differ. Do you think that this should ever be the reason of my wrath or
vexation? No, never! Freedom is my first God, Brahmacharya the second.
*
Life is not an empty dream—so says the poet. I would like to suggest to you that life was but full of dreams
each of which required to be fulfilled in reality. Be a dreamer whole day and night and hand over your nerves and
sinews to the hands of dreams completely. Forget your separate existence altogether. This is the way towards
fulfillment. No halfway measures, no compromises with weaknesses, no bargaining with difficulties—but a
straightforward and daring surrender wholeheartedly, so that no temptations may venture to creep in to make you
forget the poetic dream that aims at the complete liquidation of all ills from all souls.
*
Indeed I would like you to have developed a personality of your own but that only for being able to feel
yourself completely in unison with the diverse pictures in different stations of life. You are a Saviour, a Saviour to
yourself as well as to the whole world. Who is there that is not the object of love for you? Who is there that is not
the partner of your divine existence? Who is there that can be sold away to slavery to the allurement of the senses
while you are standing on the solid rock of Love to save all and to fail to rescue none? This is now I explain the
word Personality. Not a domineering capacity—be it mental, intellectual or spiritual—but an all-embracing bosom
that hates none, shuns none, cuts away relationship with none. I and you are one and you and the whole universe
are one. Duality is nothing but a myth.
*
Your confessions have not startled me. Such is the history of thousands of young men of India today and I
assure you that there are sure means of safety against these evils and rescue from their bad effects. You can once
again become a man, a man virile and strong enough both in body and mind to combat successfully against
innumerable odds. You can once again stand erect and claim the world’s best presents by steadiness and
perseverance. Don’t despair my son, of success, be not despondent. Hang not down your head in utter
hopelessness.
Whatever you may have lost through mistake and unwisdom, the secret of regaining them is prayer. Accept a
life of prayer—prayer while at work and at rest and this will raise you to the glorious heights of the worthy man
who has nothing to fear on earth. Prayer will make you the master of yourself.\fn{ Italics here indicate capitalizations in
the original text:H}
Do not fear our wife in the least though she is young and charming. Do not believe her to be your foe. All her
youth is to lend you help, all her charms are to give you strength. She is here not to suck your blood. She is
neither a source of eternal evil nor a spring of poisonous draughts. Her bosom is not the abode of venomous
snakes. Her sweet voice is not the Siren’s song nor is she the doors of eternal hell. Conquer fear by earnest prayer
and convert her into your helping hand. Energize her with your own faith and inspire her with your spiritual urge.
Falter not in your noble task and believe not yourself to be a weakling.
*
What is a woman? The gates of hell? A witch? An enchantress? Or is she an angel leading you to freedom of
will and freedom from the servility to the senses? Is she the fetters on your feet, the rope of the gallows on your
neck? Or is she the giver of the best blessings on earth? These questions have tormented many and it is no wonder
that they are tormenting you too. I will be plain and clear. She is nothing but herself. She has nothing to do to you
save and except showing you where you are. She is the thermometer of your own heat. The barometer of your
own pressure, she is the compass of your own directions. Gauge yourself by your attitude towards her. Don’t try
to name her according to the influence you feel of her. What can she do if she is to your left? What can she not do,
if she is to your right? She is as wonderful as a zero, and carries no value if she is to your left, but makes
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everything tenfold if she is to your right. If you are wicked and she is to your left, she will make a havoc of your
life. If you are divine and she is to your right, she will bring down paradise in you, will energize every atom of
your body, will glorify every act and thought of yours by her magnifying power. She has proved her worth in
thousands of places as a great transmitter of strength and vigor. But everything primarily depends upon you. If the
creeper vines around a poison-tree, it will offer you only venom.
*
Stick to your own principles but refrain from being fanatic. Steadfast aim and thorough application are the two
essentials of spiritual progress, but false zeal and superstitious foolishness lead you nowhere at all. Intolerant at
others’ customs, inconsiderate of others’ affections, indelicate to others’ short-comings, you fail to make time for
your own business. Those that are busy at poking others find but little opportunity for working for themselves.
*
The world is simultaneously full of gloom and light. Look at the radiant objects on earth and be radiant
yourself. Sins, vices and crimes of the weaklings are not fit objects for your mediation. Many have talked and
written much about the failings of man, but who knows the history of man’s conquest over the senses? Though
once weak and cowardly, man has mastered courage to master the senses and has thus become the conqueror of
the world. The flickering flaws of the faulty mind have given admittance to the adamantine ardor of deathless love
—lust has lowered down its head in awe and reverence under the feet of love divine.
*
A house without a roof, a tree without a trunk, and palace without a foundation may well be compared with a
life without prayer. Believe it or not, it does not matter. Prayer gives you a shelter, makes you solid and strong.
Correctly or incorrectly, don’t forget to pray.
*
You want to fight out your enemies to complete annihilation! Or you rather give them opportunities to train
themselves up for attacking you more and more vigorously and on newly acquired cleverer tricks! Don’t fight as
long as it is possible to stay neutral. But neutrality does not mean to lie on bed and enjoy a deep and sound sleep.
Keep your eyes open. See with scrutiny what your enemies really aim at. Allow them to divest themselves of all
potency by their exertions at harming you. Keep alert that they can’t inflict a real damage upon you. Stand straight
on your mighty feet to trample them down just at the moment they are really dangerous. If you go on fighting
with the propensities of your mind at each of their provocations, when will you find time to look to your onward
march? Though blood be flowing from all the wounds, a soldier never minds them. He steps on forward caring for
nothing but winning the day. You must win and that again at the minimum of loss.
*
While opening the eyes of many, you are keeping yourself completely blind. This is the most deplorable thing
in being a preacher. While they whole world is looking up to the winning the day. You must win and that again at
the minimum of loss.
*
While opening the eyes of many, you are keeping yourself completely blind. This is the most deplorable thing
in being a preacher. While the whole world is looking up to the beautiful rising Sun, you are drooping down in the
depths of gloom. Open your own eyes, see the beauties of creation inside and out as well as the Creator Himself in
His splendor and glory. Eyes are worth having only for seeing Him.
*
What are sorrows but the wounds to cure
Mind’s diseases brought by carnal lure?
What is death but wearing garment pure,
Making journey fresh to bliss ensure?
What is grief, affliction, midnight gloom?
’Tis to sweep unholy minds with broom.

*
We are here to bequeath a heritage to the ever-coming generations of man and women. We can, if we so do
like, leave for them an everlasting memory of noble ancestors. We can leave for them the examples of prosperous
character, creative institutions and lives divine. We can very easily make them the successors to an estate which
flourishes in its bounteous benevolence. We can make preparations to ensure an atmosphere in which they will be
able to live like men and not like beasts, to develop their manhood into divinity, to find, know, and see God in
themselves.
*
You do not know how great you are. That is the reason why you delight in empty parades of words and in
meaningless occupations. Your innate greatness demands great performances of you. It is really a very puzzling
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thing that you should not do what you easily can. You can rise to the heights of true manhood by utilizing your
latent powers. You can help hundreds of stray wayfarers in showing them the real road to realization by yourself
knowing the Truth. You can prompt thousands of souls to love the whole creation by yourself learning to love the
Lovable of all Lovables.
*
Love is courage, Love is strength,
Love is life’s eternal length.
Why do seek for distant heaven,
Make this world Divine;
These, the short-lived men and women
Each a diamond-mine.
Seek you God? Then try to feel,
God resides in Man;
Love His children deep in zeal,
Eternize life’s span.

*
What in reality you are is but what your character is. Others may like or dislike you knowing or unknowing a
lot about you, but you know almost in full what is your real picture. Worshipped by people just as a saint or seer,
you may really be only a voluptuous bluffer or a blind man with no function of the eyes. Abhorred by people just
as a contemptible wretch, you may really be a blooming rose beaming with your own beauty of soul. Men may
misunderstand but you know what you are. Shape and reshape, make and remake, build and rebuild yourself in
the light in which you have seen your visage. It matters little what other people have thought or said of you. Be
and become, don’t pretend.
*
Think aloud and speak silent. While speaking, speak only what you think and what you realize as truth in your
deep thought-vibrations radiating throughout heaven and earth so that all in need of strength and energy may have
them to their entire fullness.
*
Dive deep into yourself, for this is the way which leads you to the knowledge of all souls and to the love of all
beings.
*
The modest beauty of a maiden is an object of worship. If you see a maiden, bow down your head in reverence
to her purity and chastity. The divine beauty of a mother is the beauty of God Himself. Sit on your knees in
prayers and praises when you see a mother. The loving beauty of a faithful wife is the holy shrine which preserves
the innocence of the husband intact against the enchantresses outside. Honor her and respect her just as you would
do a deliverer from death.
*
Why do you hanker after popularity? A popular man can seldom march ahead of popular follies and fancies. If
you are out for doing anything great, have popularity at your back and not in your front. As to spiritual gains,
popularity has nothing to offer you. Do not hate the populace because they cherish any particular opinion or
nourish a peculiar dogma, nor do yield to them. Know your own way distinctly and do not allow ovations to lead
you astray.
*
All the good and ills of life are to make you perfect. Know yourself to be an instrument in the hands of God
and obey His decree in prosperity and misfortune alike. He will work out your failings into achievements of
weight and transform your heart-breakings into ever-smiling roses.
*
To know yourself is to know God as he is within you. To know yourself is to know everything outside you too.
He is within and without all universe and in order that you may have the privilege of knowing Him, He has
centered Himself in you. Once you know the center, everything in the circumference is also known. “Know
thyself,” was the ancient wise man’s counsel and “Know thyself” is the everlasting counsel for all newcomers too.
*
Silence is sublimating. Silence is serene. Silence is the bestower of unresisted peace. The practice of silence
every day, every week, every month or every year for some certain period helps you to calculate your own
spiritual progress in its pros and cons. Silence helps to the sedimentation of all the unclean materials mixed up
with your mind and thus is a great helper to obtaining a calm, quiet and tranquil temperament for making a greater
headway onwards. But during your silence try your best to remain outside the contact of such persons or beyond
451

such environment as naturally heats up anger or lust. Hot temper or lustfulness during silence harms you much
more than while you are not on the vow.
*
Man is mortal. Man must die one day,
While the sun is shining, make your hay,
Though the world is jolly, youthful, gay—
Death is rushing launching fatal fray.
’Tis an inn for short-timed guest to stay:
Hope for little gain but much to pay.
If you lose in bargain, none to say
Single word in comfort, but to lay
Blames on you for spending time on play.
Man is mortal. Lose not vital time.
Do the best in life’s resurgent prime.

*
How can you say that you shall hate people for their so-called inferiority while you know perfectly well that
birth in a particular house does neither credit one nor discredit another. It is your work that gives you merit. It is
your work that makes you abhorrent.\fn{The text has: abhorrable} You know in your inmost heart that by claiming
superiority to others you are only claiming for what you are not at all entitled to. Your meritorious deeds of the
last birth have only paved your way to being born in a favorable atmosphere in the house of a highly honored
Brahmin, on the laps of prosperous parents, or in the family of a proud exploiter. But being born in a particular
country, caste or family does really mean something more than that you have been rewarded with a very high
starting-point for your having done things for such a reward.
Now you are to start again, just as all others will have to do. You may spoil the chances of going first by your
pride, hate and foolishness while the sons and daughters of the poor or the Pariah shall be making their progress
steadily with meekness and modesty. By having a lift in the shape of a superior birth you are rather in an
unfavorable circumstance. You are despising people because you are in a place of vantage while others are not so
favorably placed. But the struggles onward are equally cruel to all. It is mere vanity and self-deception to think
that gaining a point after a score of tennis is winning and finishing the play. You know all these clearly at heart
and still you are so fondly thinking of your superiority! Be superior in the living present by your better work and
greater service, by your profound love and ceaseless sadhana.\fn{Committed prayer} Pride befits a very inferior man
and hate befits only a brute.
*
Man tops the creation by his intellect but lies below all the animals by his wanton misuse of instincts. Love is a
wonderful thing and the animal responds to it in a particular period of its existence and for the rest of its life it is
quite neutral in the affairs of physical satisfaction of it. But man has misused the most wonderful of his
instruments by ceaselessly handling of the subtlest thing in the grossest way by endless application of the
tenderest thing in the roughest manner. How can man claim to remain at the top, while he is more slavish to his
instincts than the animals? Be your master, know how to control—and surely this is the method of ascending up.
*
While the advocates of Nature are quarrelling with the advocates of God over the real cause of creation and the
laws governing it, I insist upon you always to keep yourself away from these physical and metaphysical debates
and seek within yourself the secrets of all that remains unexplained. You do not know how great your are, how
vast is the Ocean within you, how deep its waters and how the gems under water far excel the gems regained by
philosophical speculations and researches. Everything is in you and nothing outside. Or, more correctly, whatever
is outside is but a faint reflection of what you have within, an indistinct echo of what harmonious songs are
constantly being sung there, an imperfect copy of the wonderful picture in realty. Without you have only a part of
the effect but within you find both the cause and the effect in their multifarious diversities as well as in their
intertwined unity. Realization should be your aim and not vociferations.
*
Drinking wildly at the cup of pleasures makes you mad, unreasonable and lost to all self-control. But you have
not gathered strength enough to abstain from them when they approach you with the most alluring invitation. Your
question is what to do. The plain answer is—do nothing but sit completely at ease, watch the temptation with the
historian’s eye, see how it progresses and how it recedes, and how it advances and how it slopes backward, how it
suddenly becomes vivid and gradually becomes lost to view. Look to the guillotine not as its victim but as its
controller. Once, twice and thrice, and that is sufficient to make you the master. So long you have sought
pleasures but really tasted nothing. The pleasures tested you and left you a worthless being. Now taste the
pleasures keeping fully awake and knowing that they are more worthless than you have so long been, give them
452

up with the conviction of an experienced man.
*
My path is right, my faith is true,
My conscience bright, my sky is blue,
My love embraces all on earth
—Be small or big—each heart and hearth.

*

Love for all
Great and small.

*
It is with a profound sense of gratitude that these few lines are written to you though this humble servant of
yours knows perfectly well how you would like to have him amidst you in perseon to serve you. But the vow of
silence undertaken by him for two years having not been finished makes him externally useless and he has found
it more convenient to approach you through the pen, hoping that some noble soul will take the trouble of reading
out his small address of welcome to you and earn a heartfelt gratitude of the writer.
You have assembled in millions at the holy Tirtha Prayag to offer your homage to the great Dharma, you have
been practicing in your lifelong endeavors, and it has been an excellent choice of yours to decide to celebrate this
occasion here and during these holiest days. Asked to say something on this occasion the writer fervently feels the
depth of your friendship and love and again and again offers you his cordial thanks.
Love, the paramount power on earth, has been roving depraved and raving through the blind alleys of life,
making alliance with ephemeral trifles goaded by greed of sensuality—and verily this has been the real cause of
all the ailments from which humanity has been suffering. Teeming sorrows have surrounded all todays and all
tomorrows and the more the gloom deepens black, the more the reins are getting slack. Love, the paramount
propeller of self-abnegation, has turned into selfish motives and meaningless pursuits, leading man from one
frustration to another, from disappointment to dissipation and from disaster to destruction. Such institutions, as
that of yours, have undertaken to disseminate love for all being and thus save civilization from an untimely end.
In the end of a true servant of God, Love and Dharma are only two different words for meaning the same object.
Once our forefathers had loved every particle of dust, every atom, every molecule and their unparallel love for all
made them see God in everything and still to transcend. Agniryathaiko bhuvanam pravisto rupam rupam
pratirupan bahishcha. \fn{Katha 2-2-9&10}
Is God to be searched out in a distant heaven where a few fortunates will be privileged to enter and all other
beings will be deprived of the grace of seeing Him? Is God only for some chosen persons and races and never for
others? Is God to remain outside the existence of His creation? Can’t God permeate all creation and
simultaneously transcend it? The rishis of the olden days saw Him as Sarvabhutantaratma,\fn{Mundaka 2-1-4} the
soul of all souls. Though undefinable, all ins and all outs are he. Though indescribable, Yato vacho nivartante
aprapya manasa saha,\fn{Taitti 2-9-1} all languages are for speaking him out and for proclaiming His glory.
All the movements of all electrons on earth are the songs in His praise. Everything in creation is His beauty
Tasya bhasa sarbamidam vibhati.\fn{Katha 5-15, Sveta 6-14, Mundaka 2-2-10} He is the sweetest of sweets. Raso vai
sah\fn{Taitti 2-7} None is excluded from the existence in Him, Sarvamavritya tishthati\fn{Sveta 3-16} and He is
excluded from none, Sarvam Khalvidam Brahma\fnb{Chhandogya 3-14-1}
Not philosophical speculations, not sophistic syllogisations but direct realization of the Supreme was the
means as well as the source of their knowledge and it was not out of a poetic ecstasy that they solemnly declared,
Vedahametam Purusham, Mahantam, “I have known the Absolute, I have known the Great”. Though unknowable,
He can be known, though beyond the bounds of words and mind, He can be spoken of and be meditated upon—
because He is in everything, because he is in Love and by finding Him in everything and by searching Him in
Love.
Attraction is the law of nature. One object attracts another. One man attracts another. One drop of water
attracts another. One small particle of vapor attracts another. The tiniest particles of bodies are kept together by
the attraction of cohesion. The sun and the earth and the stars and the planets are all attracting one another. Who
gave this attraction to the world? Who is it that is at the root of all passions? We have named Him Krishna—krish,
to attract. All attractions have their source at the same place. It is only the One that attracts and according to the
difference of the receptacles the great attraction varies. All the passions, feelings and urges come from him alone,
Dhiyo yo nah prachodayat.
Can you think without His urge? Can you feel without his power? Can you work without His design?
Everything is in Him, and He is everything, Ishavasyam idam sarvam.\fn{Isha 1}
The concepts and precepts that the rishis have handed over to us make us bold enough to embrace the whole
world in our loving bosom irrespective of the castes, creeds and churches into which its people are divided and
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diversified. While many religions have claimed that their paths alone are [the] only true ones to God, others being
false and counterfeit, our forefathers havbe left us the legacy that all paths lead to the same goal, by whatever
different names and rites you may have cloaked them with: Ekam sat vipra bahudha vadanti Agnim Vamam
Matarisvanamahuh.\fn{Rig Veda 1-168-46} While others have spent the best part of their intellects to the
condemnation of others’ ways and means, we have been practicing for innumerable centuries, “to make the whole
world your kinsmen, in spite of all differences of ways, is Hinduism” Krinvantu visvam aryam.
Verily, this is the solid rock upon which the beautiful citadel of Hinduism stands. To neglect none, to discredit
none, to disregard none but to find out the bond of fellowship with everybody on earth is the essence of
Hinduism. While many other religionists have found it necessary to convert others to their particular school of
practices and manners for creating the tie of brotherhood, Hinduism is superbly impartial in the matter and never
greeds after compelling people in renouncing their former faith for saving their souls from perdition. Eternal hell
is completely out of symphony with Hinduism, eternal bliss in coexistence with Brahma being the ultimate gain
of every soul, whatever might have been the methods of his endeavors for reaching the goal.
This catholicity in theory and practice has made it possible for us to find in every child of god a brother or a
sister without referring to or considering at all who might have belonged to which particular dogma or doctrine.
Catholicity is Hinduism and Hinduism is catholicity. As long as these shall be the landmarks of Hinduism, it shall
never lose its supra-continental character with most hospitable harbors though surrounded by the isles of faiths
and churches each of which claims to be the only shelter for the fatigued and bewildered seafarer.
We are catholic both in giving and taking. We can learn from everybody without renouncing our spiritual
creed, we can teach everybody without compelling him to say goodbye to his creed and cradle. Everybody can
learn from us the secrets of the unfathomable deep, the mysteries of the mystic realization, the ways of unfolding
the perplexing puzzles of life without getting uprooted from the perspectives of his physical origin and cultural
heritage. “Non-Hindu” is a word which therefore seems to convey no meaning at all as we have been taught by
our preceptors that “Vidya-vinaya-sampanne brahmane gavi hastini, shuni chaivsa svapake cha panditah
samadarshinah,” the illumined Brahmin, endowed with learning and modesty, the elephant, the cow, the dog and
the untouchable persons are all equal in the eye of the seer.\fn{ Gita 5-18}
In order to be able to claim ourselves as Hindus we have to see God anywhere and everywhere. Though
diversities are quite natural, still, that is the reason why Hinduism shall bring in its bosom the whole universe, by
knowing again that Love is God and God is love. This is a difficult task, but it is sure to be fulfilled.
While changeable rituals, external observances, traditional peculiarities, social customs and non-essential
ceremonials are dividing humanity into different fighting groups, shall we not shrink from all trivialities and find
out means to embrace the whole world in our loving bosom knowing it beyond doubt that “Nalpe sukham asti, yo
vai bhuma tat sukham,” there is no happiness in littleness, the limitless is the source of all happiness?\fn{ Chhandogya 7-32-1}.
Hari Om, Om Shanti
*
What is pleasure? Just a mirage,
Where the senses show their visage
In their wanton self-seclusion
Wild desires drink their potion—
Haste and haste! Can’t wait a moment!
Drive and goad and push and foment!—
Dancing, prancing, dangling dirty dance
Dashes to death and makes an end of trance.
What is peace? It’s like a calm
Big and quiet, nice, handsome
Ocean that has all the ills
But in spite of these fulfills
Holy design of God on earth
Even in sorrows heavenly mirth.

66.85 & Bengali 1 Gupta 1. Across The Lines 2. Excerpt from Jagadish Guptera Galpa\fn{by Jagadish Gupta
(1886-1957)} Kushtia, Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 35
1
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Radhasati, or Radha, the maid who works at Bhudhar Chatterjee’s house is a dome (a lower-caste person). It is
before her that Bhudhar’s wife Subhagini chooses to flaunt all the pride that she has inherited from her higher
caste origins and family lineage. She tells her:
“It is only after doing many pious deeds in one’s former life that one gains the right to be born a Brahmin. The
scriptures have already said that there’s no difference between the gods and the Brahmins. The scriptures cannot
be turned upside down just because we are now living in the Kali-yuga (the present era according to Hindu
mythology)!”
With these words, she then knits her brows into a furious frown as though warning those irreligious creatures
who, by taking advantage of the Kali-yuga, may dare to turn upside down the message of the scriptures!
Radha may be the daughter of a dome, but she is careful enough to know the dividing line that has been laid
down by society between what is accepted as virtuous and that which is considered as sin. So she promptly agrees
with Subhagini:
“Exactly, Didimoni!\fn{Elder-sister.} This is what we’ve been saying. But unlucky as we are, we cannot even
take the dust off your feet! Can you imagine how sad we feel about it?”
After having expressed her regrets for her social stigma, Radha then begins to talk about her personal woes:
“That’s why I’m rotting in sin today. Just a speck of dust from the feet of a Brahmin, and by the sheer virtue of
it I could have crossed all the hurdles many years ago!”
With these words, Radha with a look of extreme pain on her face—probably an expression of her failure to
aquire that virtue—collects the pots and pans filled with all the leftovers, and carries them to the tank to wash
them. To her, her existence now looks immensely dreadful, just because she is not eligible for the dust of a
Brahmin’s feet. It keeps pounding against her soul.
But Subhagini is bent on ramming down Radha’s throat more of the stuff about the greatness of Brahmins. As
soon as Radha comes back, and piles up in the courtyard the kitchen utensils that she has finished washing,
Subhagini begins her sermon:
“That thin piece of thread, which you see hanging across the shoulders of a Brahmin is no small a thing! It is
there that the spritual power of the Brahmin is embedded.” With these words, Subhagini shakes her head angrily,
as if berating the audacity of those who may dismiss the Brahmin’s sacred thread as a trifle that has no spiritual
power! She then goes on:
“One can buy a lot of thread, and also sacred threads in the market. Anyone can put it across his shoulders. But
show me a single person who, without the right to wear it, dares to use it!” Subhagini then widens her eyes in
amazement, and her face reddens in anger, as she thinks of the ossibility of such an insane adventurer breaking the
rules. She then begins to narrate a tale:
“Let me tell you what happened once.”
Radha sits on the porch to listen to her. Subhagini starts the story:
“You know, my father was a great scholar. He was given the title of Vidyambar. The learned Brahmin pundits
of Nabadwip specially called upon him to honor him with this title. He used to religiously observe every Hindu
ritual and custom. Even though we were his daughters, he never ate anything from our hands. When he used to tie
his sacred thread, it seemed as if he was absorbed in a silent prayer. Imagine anyone daring to interrupt him at that
moment!”
Subhagini now laughs out, imagining the misery that could have befallen the unfortunate fool who hindered
her father’s pious ritual of tying the sacred thread. Her face also lights up with a glow of pride in her father’s formidable powers. She continues:
“But then, who can save a fool? There was this man—he was acquainted with my father, but I don’t remember
his caste, although I’m sure he didn’t have the right to wear the sacred thread. One day, while talking in a lighter
vein with my father, he laughingly said something. Do you know what he said—and how dreadful he sounded?
He said to my father—‘That sacred thread of yours is useless. You hang it around yourself for nothing. It creates a
lot of problems, getting entangled with your clothes, towels, and—”
Radhasati suddenly interrupts Subhagini’s flow, and is about to leave, saying:
“Sorry, Didimoni, it’s getting late—” Subhagini dismisses her plea:
“Let it be! But you must listen to the end,” adding menacingly: “don’t you ever dare to show disrespect to the
words of a Brahmin!” Radha immediately surrenders:
“Sorry, Didimoni! Please forgive me!”
She frankly admits that she has committed a sin by being restless and showing disrespect, when the topic of
discussion was such an important subject as a Brahmin! She sits down and asks Subhagini to resume her story.
Subhagini continues:
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“My father said to the man, ‘Is that so? Then why don’t you wear the sacred thread and find out what it feels
like?’ Can you imagine, Radha? This bloke got an Oriya Brahmin to make a sacred thread. But the moment he put
it across his neck, do you know what happened? Before one’s eyes, his neck began to bloat till it looked like a
huge drum. The poor chap went on gasping, and was about to die. Hearing this, my father rushed to him. He just
gently rubbed his hands over his neck. Immediately the swelling stopped. The man was saved, thanks to my
father’s compassion. An impure body can never take the sacred thread. See how one gets punished at once for
insulting a Brahmin?”
Having completed the story, Subhagini stares at Radha with steely eyes, as if to drive home the crucial message of this story about the plight of a fool who dared to put on the sacred thread to which he was not entitled.
Radha agrees:
“Of course! It’s bound to happen!” She then makes a move and says:
“Let me get up—and sweep the courtyard.” As Radha takes up the broom, Subhagini says:
“Do you people realize what impure practices we are forced to follow? We have to talk to you. You sweep the
floors. We have to walk over those floors. You wash our pots and pans. We pour some water over them to purify
them and take them back to our kitchen. All these are deviations from our customary rites. It’s very difficult
nowadays for Brahmins to follow scrupulously every rite. Radha agrees:
“You are right, Didimoni. You people are not like us. We are the scum of the earth. The Brahmins are the real
gods. Where else can we find gods?”
She then begins to sweep the courtyard. Who knows whether Radha, while sweeping the floor, is not thinking
of some other god apart from the Brahmin, who could salvage the lowly people? But Subhagini is pleased by
Radha’s words, and says:
“My father also used to say the same thing.”
Radhasati works as a part time maid for Subhagini—both for domestic chores and odd jobs outside. She
washes utensils, sweeps the courtyard, and is asked to buy from the market only those items which are acceptable
according to the religious custom, even if she touches them. She is just paid a rupee. Occasionally she gets some
tiffin, or some rice. When sweetmeats are made by her employer, she gets a few pieces—but not enough to fill her
stomach. But all the same, she listens with all her heart and soul to Subhagini’s sermons on social issues. She tells
her:
“Didimoni, I love listening to you!” Pleased by her compliments, Subhagini begins again:
“You know, I never say anything that’s unbecoming. But it’s no easy a job to remain a Brahmin without getting polluted. Do you know, we are required to take a bath every time we step on your shadows?” Radha replies:
“Is that so? That’s why I find some people taking a different road whenever they see me!”
“They must be Brahmins.”
“Certainly.”
“But nowadays, I find some among them gulping down water, even with their shoes on—and the shoes, mind
you, are made of cow-skin!”
With these words, Subhagini darted an angry glance at those who might be deviating from the pure religious
norms. She then adds:
“Let my husband dare to drink water in front of me, without shedding his shoes! He will then have a taste of
my tongue-lashing!” Radha says:
“But your husband also observes all the religious rituals. He regularly sits for his daily prayers.” Subhagini
says:
“Of course he would! He can’t be a Brahmin in name only!” She then frowns furiously, as though warning
about the possible consequences of Bhudhar’s non-compliance with the rituals according to the norms.
Radhasati is efficient in her work. She is clean. No one can ever find a speck of rice in the dishes she has finished washing. When she sweeps the floors, she uses all her energy, instead of just skimming over the surface
with her broom. Her appearance also is quite presentable. Her skin has a bright dark hue; her eyes are large; and
she has a mass of black hair falling down her neck. There is a certain sprint in her movements and gestures that
makes you feel that she would neither shirk any work, nor shrink from being blunt in her words.
But as a maid in Subhagini’s household, she is extremely mild-mannered. She should be around twenty-two or
twenty-three years old. But, she is paid only a rupee for her work. There is however a rumor about some dark
secret of hers. But it is better not to talk about it!
She has managed to keep Subhagini in good humor. Subhagini should be about her age also. Despite a rumor
circulated earlier that Subhagini was barren, she has disproved it by producing a daughter two and a half years
ago. Her name is Khuki.
*
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But Subhagini is in an irritable mood today. It is quite late in the morning, and Radha has not yet come for
work. The unwashed dishes and pots and pans are lying in the courtyard. An unclean courtyard is an abomination
in the household of a pious Brahmin! It not only turns you sick to your stomach, but also makes you shudder with
the fear that the presiding deity of the household, the Goddess Lakshmi, might be getting upset at the sight of the
filthy defilement! While fearing the worst from divine wrath, Subhagini also keeps worrying about the other mundane possibility. Who knows? These domes—both. men and women—are notorious for their habit of drinking
pachui (the home-brewed liquor made from rice)! May be, Radhasati had spent the night drinking it, and is now
nursing a hangover …
The longer she waits for Radha, the more Subhagini’s anger wells up. She blames this woman for all the misfortune that might be landing up in her home. Over and above this, her daughter Khuki has chosen this moment of
all to make a nuisance of herself! She is turning round and round in front of the kitchen, and is crying hoarse
asking for food. It is the same old monotonous refrain:
“Please Ma, give me some muri!\fn{Puffed rice.} Please, Ma, I’m falling at your feet! I’m famished, Ma! Just a
little bit of muri. I’ll never ask you again …”
Meanwhile, Bhudhar—who usually gets up late—has at last risen from his bed, and opened the window of his
room. He glanced at the world outside. He then quietly came out from his room, and put in his appearance. Khuki
was still weepmg. Bhudhar said:
“Why don’t you give her some muri? The girl is famished. Can’t you hear her cries?”
At the sound of these words, Subhagini turned around, came up to Bhudhar and asked him:
“What did you say?”
“Just asked you to give her some muri, or whatever she wants.”
But Subhagini still could not make out Bhudhar’s words through the monotonous droning of Khuki’s pleas. So
she shouted back at Khuki:
“Stop bawling, you little monkey! I can’t hear anything because of you,” and then turned to Bhudhar:
“What did you say? Are you holding a brief for that brat?”
At this turn of events, Khuki suddenly became curious and a bit hopeful, and decided to stop crying. Bhudhar
finished his yawn, and said:
“Let her have some muri. It will stop her cries.”
“Why don’t you bring it to her yourself? Giving me orders after rising late! Do you think I’m sitting idle with
my hands in my lap? Am I whiling away my time?”
Bhudhar was yet to get over his sleepy lazy mood. He sat down and said:
“Whatever you might be doing, what’s the harm in giving her some muri, and get over all the bother? Anyway,
I can’t go on talking with my mouth still unwashed. Feel like spitting!” Subhagini said:
“You don’t have to talk. Who has asked you to open your unwashed mouth?” She then turned to Khuki and
said:
“Come, I’ll give you muri. But I’m warning you if you don’t finish it, and leave it half-eaten, I’ll make mince
meat of you!”
Khuki had no idea about how she could be turned into mince meat. But she was delighted, and got up saying:
“Bring it to me. I’ll sit and finish the entire lot.”
Subhagini stopped Khuki from getting up, and went inside to get the muri. She soon brought back a huge bowl
full of muri and banged it down in front of Khuki. Anyone else in his senses would have lost his appetite if food
was served in such a manner. But Khuki, after having got the muri, now looked up at her mother, and pleaded:
“Please give me two batasas (small thin cakes made out of sugar and molasses) also.”
At this, Bhudhar laughed out from the other corner of the verandah. Subhagini, getting angrier, filled her two
palms with a huge quantity of batasas and poured them into Khuki's bowl—some of them spilling over on the
floor. Khuki was now very happy, and bent her head over the bowl. It was just then that Radhasati appeared,
announcing her arrival:
“Didimoni, I’ve come—”
Subhagini was about to enter her room after having given the batasas to Khuki. On hearing that announcement, she turned around like a suddenly attacked creature ready to pounce upon her attacker. But that gesture was
about all that she attempted. She did not attack her physically. She assaulted her instead with words:
“So finally you’ve arrived? I feel honored by your visit! All my prayers have been fulfilled at last! There’s no
end to my good fortune!” The sarcastic barbs flew from her mouth like wild fire:
“Why didn’t you come still later, so that you could have finished at one go both the morning and the afternoon
chores? Look at the filthy courtyard remaining unwashed from the morning till this late hour! And here comes the
grand dame in the afternoon giving me the great news: ‘Didimoni, I’ve come.’”
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Then she turned directly to her:
“Look here, do you think that the customs in our Brahmin households are like what you vulgar folks follow?
You people are dirty and wretched. Now, if you can’t abide, by our norms, just get lost, quit the job!”
Radhasati, feeling guilty, remained standing looking, extremely embarrassed. Her face and eyes bore the
sadness of her silent pleas to forgive her offence. But even. then, Subhagini was In no mood to relent. After
having finished her verbal lashing, she now continued to revile her with her angry glances. Radha now pleaded:
“Please, Didimoni! I’m falling at your feet. Please don’t get angry with me. I didn’t purposely get late Let me
tell you the reason. There was a tragedy in my neighbor’s house. Matu’s aunt had been ailing for quite some time
This morning I heard that she was lying dead in her room. And, rats—or some creature—had nibbled at her face
and chewed up one of her eyes. And what a horrible sight it was! Oh mother!.”
Shivering allover, Radha took the broom and began sweeping the floor.
Needless to say, Subhagini by now had forgiven Radha’s offence, and was no longer angry. Subhagini can never remain angry with anyone who can allure her with the promise of a thrilling story. She immediately changed
her tone and asked Radha:
“Really? Did you see it with your own eyes?”
“Yes, Didimoni! Her eye-hole looks like a tunnel!”
“Oh my God! Who ate it up?”
“I don’t know, Didimoni. Everyone says that it must be the rats.”
Khuki meanwhile had stopped eating, and was listening to the story with her mouth agape. Subhagini shouted
at her:
“Are you eating the muri, or gulping down our stories?”
Khuki immediately began to eat hurriedly. Subhagini turned to Radha:
“Have they taken away the body?”
“They were making preparations when I left. By now they must have taken it away. I came running because 1
was afraid that you might get angry.”
At this, Subhagani forgave Radha whole-heartedly. Radha’s offence, and Subhagini’s anger—in other words,
the confrontation between the two—thus got resolved, thanks to the dead body of Matu’s aunt! The atmosphere in
the house became peaceful.
Subhagini, having calmed down, was preparing to get back to her chores. But suddenly, another hassle cropped
up! And, it was Radha again! She had made another mistake. This time, it was an even more serious offence, and
more provocative at that! Radha while sweeping the courtyard had edged towards a spot where Bhudhar’s slippers
were lying. They had to be removed. So, she gently pushed them away with her foot. No sooner had she done this
than Subhagini screamed out. Subhagini happened to be standing on that very spot at that moment. She was
absorbed in mulling over the details of the story about Matu’s aunt. But she did not fail to notice Radha shoving
away Bhudhar’s slippers with her foot, and immediately she shouted at her:
“Hey Radha! What was that you did?” Taken aback, Radha asked:
“Why Didimoni? What’s wrong?”
“You have the cheek to ask me, ‘what’s wrong?’ How dare you shove away a Brahmin’s shoes with your foot?
What impudence? You low caste folks have become too big for your boots! In your arrogance, you dont even care
to follow the norms. You kick at the shoes of a Brahmin, and ask me in all innocence ‘What’s wrong, Didimoni?’
Don’t you have any! fear? Do you think that you won’t suffer in your next life?”
Bhudhar was rinsing his mouth at the tank. Hearing the noise, he hurried back and asked:
“What’s the problem?” Subhagini answered by pointing out at Radha, and continued to rebuke her:
“You ill-bred louts should consider ourselves lucky if you have a chance of carrying a Brahmin’s shoes on your
head. And here, you dare to shove it away with your foot.”
Bhudhar gave a glance at his shoes, nodded in agreement saying, “Yes! Very bad!” and then quietly went back
to his room to fill his hookah with tobacco.
Radha stood in a corner, totally flummoxed. What else could she do but beg forgiveness? And that’s what she
did, pleading with Subhagini:
“Please, Didimoni! Don’t get angry. I made a terrible mistake without knowing … I beg your forgiveness a
hundred times … I’ll be ruined, Didimoni, by the wrath of the Brahmin! I’ll be sent to Hell! Oh, I should have
remembered that the Brahmin is the only god of the Kaliyuga. Can there be any other god in this era? … Please,
Didimoni, forgive me! I unknowingly committed the sin. Look—here I’m prostrating before the Brahmin’s
shoes.”
She then left her broom, and in obeisance to Bnudhar’s slippers she folded her palms, and kept them glued to
her forehead for quite sometime to demonstrate her reverence for Brahmins!
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*
If one takes Radhasati for an unclean person, one is in for a surprise as soon as one steps into her house. No
one can spot a bit of dirt in Radha’s house. Her room and her courtyard are neat and clean. Her courtyard is so
smoothly plastered that you can even pick up a speck of sindoor (vermilion powder) if spilt on its floor. Encircled
by a wall, the little courtyard has two trees on each side—a tulri tree and a tree of shiuli flowers.
But no dry leaves lie around on the ground. More than half of the mud walls of her room is white-washed, the
rest plastered with red clay. In between the two portions, a deep blue line I has been painted. The walls, both
inside and outside her room, are decorated with the lotus design painted in yellow, red, blue and other colors.
Radha sleeps on a bed. You dare not turn up your nose when you look at her clean bed. In a corner of the room,
on a low stool the kitchen utensils are arranged—spick and span.
There are two doors leading out from the house. One opens out on a small plot of waste land. The other opens
from the verandah which adjoins the room where Radha sleeps. It is right on the road. Anyone can reach this
verandah door from the road. This door borders the eastern wall ofRadha’s house.
It was the evening of the same day—aafter all that trouble over the death of Matu’s aunt and Bhudhar’s shoes!
A man climbed up with alacrity to the door of the verandah of Radha’s house, opened it, entered the apartment,
and hurriedly locked it from inside. It was obvious that Radha was expecting him, and had kept the door open, left
the lantern alight, and spread a mat on the verandah. Radha, from inside her room, asked:
“Is that you?”
Bhudhar replied: “Yes.”
“Sit on the mat. I’ll get the paan ready and fill your hookah with the tobacco.”
Bhudhar said: “Yes, bring them here,” and sprawled out on the mat with such ease and without any care that it
was evident that he was quite used to visiting this house.
Soon Radha came with the paan. Bhudhar took it and began to chew it. Then Radha brought him the hookah,
and said:
“Change the water. You haven’t changed it for the last four or five days. The tobacco will taste bitter.” Bhudhar
said:
“I know. There’s nothing more bitter than the stale water of a hookah. Even the smoke of the tobacco smells
bitter. Where’s the koike (small bowl for holding tobacco)?”
Radha went inside to bring the koike.
Bhudhar went to the other corner of the verandah, emptied the hookah of the stale water, filled it with fresh
water from a bucket there, and came back. Meanwhile, Radha had brought the koike, and fixing it on the top of his
hookah laughingly asked Bhudhar:
“Why did you keep your slippers in the courtyard?”
Bhudhar laughed aloud a lot before answering her. He then said:
“You know what happened? Having retired after dinner last night, I suddenly felt very thirsty. So I went to
drink some water. But then, you are not supposed to drink water with the cow-skin made shoes on! So I left the
shoes, and drank. But the cool floor of the courtyard felt so comfortable that I walked around a bit on my bare
feet. I left the slippers behind and went to sleep. But since she wouldn’t touch shoes, they remained there on the
courtyard.”
“What a bother!” said Radha and began to laugh. She then asked Bhudhar to sit and smoke for a while, adding:
“Let me finish my kitchen chores in the meantime.”
Bhudhar said, “All right,” in a soft affectionate tone, allowing her to be out of his loving sight for a few moments.
But accidents do not happen only in Subhagini’s house; they occur here also. On her way to the kitchen, the
moment Radha set her foot on the first step, she cried out. A startled Bhudhar anxiously asked her:
“What’s wrong?”
Radha sat down saying: “Something has pricked my foot.”
“Is it a thorn?”
Radha shot back: “What else? Do you think it’s a thunderstroke? Oh! It’s burning!”
Bhudhar asked her: “Come here. Let me see what it is.”
Radha came limping with her left toes lifted in the air, and sat beside Bhudhar.
“Which foot?”
“This left one … uh! uh! It’s hurting!”
“Come, put it here.” Saying this Bhudhar gently lifted Radha's left foot and placed it with much affection on
his lap, while holding the lantern in his left hand. He then asked her:
“Now tell me where exactly is it hurting.”
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“Just under the great toe … the ball of the foot …”
Bhudhar touched the spot, and asked her: “Is it here?”
“No, further on the left …”
“Here?”
“Oh! Be careful! Yes, that’s the spot. It’s a twitching pain!”
Bhudhar very carefully began to examine the foot. He turned up the wick of the lantern for more light, and had
a closer look. But he could not find anything it all: He then said:
“But I can’t see anything!”
Radha said: “How can you? There’s mud on my foot.” Bhudhar said:
“Sit down then. I’ll get some water and clean it first.”
He then very gently lifted Radha’s foot from his lap, and went to the corner of the verandah to get some water.
But when he came back, for some reason, Radha was nowhere to be seen.
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227.173 Excerpt from Coins And Chronology Of The Early Independent Sultans Of Bengal\fn{by Nalini Kanta
Bhattasali (1888-1947)} Bikrampur, Mushiganj District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 12
The Collector of Dacca, in his letter No. 1440, dated the 24 th April 1918, forwarded to me for examination and
report 346 silver coins of the Bengal Sultans found in the wall of a deserted house belonging to one Mahendra
Kumar Das of the village of Ketun, under the Rupganj Police Station of Dacca District. From subsequent inquiry,
I was able to ascertain that the finders had quarrelled among themselves and the Police had thus been able to seize
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the whole of the find before any of the coins could be disposed of or concealed. After careful examination, these
coins were acquired by Government under the Treasure Trove Act and allotted to different Museums. The best 54
have gone to the Indian Museum; 101 have been allotted to the Dacca Museum and the rest have been divided as
fol1ows: Bombay, 23; Lucknow, 23; Delhi, 16; Lahore, 15; Nagpur, 13; Shillong, 12; Peshawar, 10; Quetta, 9;
Ajmeer, 8; Patna, 8; Rangoon, 6; British Museum, 2. The remaining 46 were offered for sale and bought by the
Dacca Museum.
The report asked for by the Collector of Dacca necessitated a detailed study of this unique find. With the
progress of my investigations, I was more and more struck by the confusion that prevailed in the field of Bengal
numismatics of this particular period even in standard works on the subject, and also by the amount of correction
and new information that this new find afforded. I was therefore in the end led to prepare the present monograph.
After doing so, the idea occurred to me to submit it for the Griffith Memorial Prize of the Calcutta University. The
President of the Dacca Museum Committee at that time was Mr. J. T. Rankin, I. C. S.\fn{ Indian Civil Service} and in
spite of his multifarious duties as the Commissioner of the Dacca Division, he very kindly made time, even in the
midst of the Peace Celebrations of 1919, to revise the manuscript. It was subsequently awarded one of the five
prizes given in 1920 out of the Griffith Memorial Fund.
There being no certainty when the paper would be published by the University of Calcutta, I endeavoured to
get it published in England; but although it was accepted by the Council of the Royal Asiatic Society, the funds of
the Society were then so low that I would have had to wait some time belore it could have seen the light. I
therefore, in the end, asked for the return of the paper and I have now ventured to publish the book myself.
I fear the printing and the plates may not be up to the mark and the latter certainly will be a great handicap to
those who wish to check the readings of the coins from the illustrations. The expenses of the plates were a great
discouraging factor in undertaking to publish the book myself and some of the plates were obtained by translating
portions of this book in vernacular magazines and accepting the plates illustrating them in lieu of honorarium. I
can only plead the haphazard manner in which these plates were thus got together in excuse for their
unsatisfactory character. If this book ever sees a second edition, I shall of course endeavour to substitute better
plates.
It is always difficult to turn out correctly printed books from mofussil presses in India which are mostly staffed
by poorly paid compositors with very little education. I must thank the staff of the Alexandra Press, however, for
all their efforts to produce a satisfactorily printed volume. In the matter of proofreading, I have received generous
assistance from a number of friends, most of them teachers in the newly established Dacca University, viz.:—
Messrs. H. Bhattacharyya, Md.\fn{ Muhammad} Shahidullah, U.C. Bhattacharyya, M. Bhattacharyya, A.C. Basu
and S.N. Basu. The last named gentleman very kindly undertook to translate, from the French of Sanguinetti and
Defremery, the narratives of Ibn Batuta’s travels in Bengal for the first Appendix; while Maulavi Shahidullah
kindly revised and checked the translation with the help of the Arabic text. I am grateful to the Maulavi for yet
another labour of love. He cheerfully undertook to translate for the second Appendix, Ziauddin Barni’s account of
Firoz Shah’s first expedition to Lakhnauti of which, up till now, no complete translation has been published,
although it is so important for the history of BengaL The involved style of Barni made the work of translating it
accurately into intelligible English, one of exceptional difficulty, and the translation, as printed in the second
Appendix, is the result of much labour.
The book, as at present printed, differs considerably from the original paper. Much of the alteration and
improvement is due to the criticism of the manuscript by Mr. H. E. Stapleton, Divisional Inspector of Schools,
Dacca, without whose kind assistance I might have failed to remove a number of inaccuracies. Mr. Stapleton has
in his possession a number of unpublished coins which he is using as material for a detailed paper on Bengal
Chronology that is appearing:in the Journal of the Asiatic Society of Bengal. I photographed several important
coins from the Shillong and the Indian Museum cabinets for Mr. Stapleton which he obtained to illustrate his own
papers; some of these photographs are reproduced in this book with his kind permission.
The keenness of my friend Mr. H. Bhattacharyya saved me from an error into which I would have otherwise
fallen. It was he, who, in the course of proofreading, raised doubts in my mind as to the correctness of the reading
of coins No. 2/50 and 9/83 of the Shillong cabinet. Mr. A.W. Botham, C.I.E., Secretary to the Shillong coin
cabinet, very kindly sent these two coins to me for examination with the result recorded on page 38 of this book.
On pp. 92, 95 and 96, I have referred to some coins of Hamza Shah of the Khulna Find on which Col. H.
Nevill read dates prior to 813 H.\fn{ Hijra; or the journey of the Prophet Muhammad (blessings and peace be upon him) from
Mecca to Medina in 622AD; the corresponding date here would be 1435AD. I have retained all the Hijra dates, rather than transpose them
into Anno Domini numericals:H} My criticism on his reading was submitted in manuscript to Col. Nevill, with the

photographs of the coins. It was a great encouragement to be assured in reply that he agreed with my conclusions
and that in reading the dates on Hamza Shah’s coins as he did, he had been influenced by the then accepted dates
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of Hamza Shah.
I am grateful to my friends Messrs. S.C. Das Gupta and P.C. Sen Gupta for valuable assistance in the
preparation of the index. I cannot conclude without recording my gratefulness also to my friend Hakim Habibur
Rahman who helped me with the reading of many difficult coins in the beginning of my study of this unique
series of Bengal coins, when I knew very little about them and was in the greatest need of assistance. To the
Executive Council of the Royal Asiatic Society of Great Britain and Ireland, my thanks are due for pemitting me
to print in the third Appendix extracts from an account of the Kingdom of Bengala by Mahuan published in their
Journal of 1895. …\fn{With these words the Preface concludes. There follows some six pages devoted to numismataic criticism of
past attempts at clarifying dynastic succession through inaccurate reading of coin dates and accompanying Arabic inscriptions, the text of
which I am unable to reproduce given the limitations of my computer; I rejoin the narrative on page six, where Thattasali returns to his
main thesis:}

*
… Some time ago, a find of 346 silver coins of the independent Sultans of Bengal was placed in my hands for
description and identification by the Magistrate of Dacca. The hoard was found buried in a copper lotah,\fn{A
globular water container} in a village within the Rupganj Police Station in the Dacca District.
The importance of the collection can hardly be exaggerated; for it not only furnishes us with sumptuous
numbers of the hitherto rare issues of Azam, Hamza, Bayazid and Muhammad Shah, containing several new types
and unique specimens, but actually brings to light a new sovereign, Firoz Shah, son of Bayazid Shah, thus
dispelling at one stroke the shroud of mystery enveloping the personality of Bayazid. The collection also includes
three coins of the mysterious Hindu king Danuja-marddana Deva, and one coin of his successor, Mahendra Deva,
with clear dates and mint names, and thus offers an opportunity of further discussing their chronology and
identity.
The following is a list of the coins discovered, classified under the names of the respective sovereigns.
Names of rulers
1. Ghiyasu-d-din Bahadur Shah
2. Fakhru-d-din Mubarak Shah
3. Iliyas Shah
4. Sikandar Shah
5. A‘zam Shah
6. Hamza Shah
7. Bayazid Shah
8. Firoz Shah Ibn Bayazid Shah
9. Danuja-marddana Deva
10. Mahendra Deva
11. Muhammad Shah
Total

Number of coins
1
1
33
60
72
14
34
5
3
1
122
346

The latest coin in this collection is a coin of Jalaluddin Muhammad Shah of 835 H, the last year of the reign of
that monarch.
The coins were evidently buried just at the elose of Muhammad Shah’s reign, as the latest coin of this monarch
in this collection is of 835 H,\fn{ 1507AD} and there is not a single coin of his successor Ahmad Shah. The copper
lotah which contained these coins was thin and corroded by remaining underground for five long centuries. Tbe
lid had evident!y given way, so that the silver pieces were all encrusted with earth. Most of them however were
easily cleaned by simple washing and became as fresh as newly minted coins. Others, about fifty in number,
required more elaborate treatment. Five were cleared by repeated heating and striking against a hard surface,
while the rest were cleared by a short immersion in dilute hydrochloric acid and a final wash with strong
ammonia. The condition of the coins on the whole was very satisfactory.
The recent publication of a supplementary catalogue of the Shillong coin cabinet is an extremely timely and
welcome one. The collection of coins of some of the early Muhammadan rulers: of Bengal in this cabinet has now
become fairly representative and it is very much richer than the collection in the Indian Museum cabinet for the
same period. The accumulated evidence of the Indian Museum collection, the Shillong cabinet, the present find as
well as those described by Thomas,\fn{Edward Thomas, in his monograph, “Initial Coinage of Bengal” (1866) }, regarding the
period of the early independent Sultans of Bengal, is now much more powerful than it was in the days of Dr.
Blochmann.\fn{Henry Ferdinand Blochmann, who had made the last significant investigation of this and related problems from the
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numismatic point of view in the Journal of the Asiatic Society of Bengal for 1875. This first unit is headed: Fakhhruddin Mubarak Shah}

*
The scene opens with Fakhruddin Mubarak Shah on the throne of Sonargaon and ‘Alauddin ‘Ali Shah on the
throne of Firozabad in 742 H.\fn{1364}
The account of the historians for this period is of bewildering confusion and has been fully discussed by
Blochmann, Thomas, Mr. M. Chakravarti (Journal of the Asiatic Society of Bengal 1909, pp 203, 204, 218), and
Mr. R.D. Banerjee, MA in his History of Bengal, part II. We need not here enter into those contradictory details.
What seems clear is that Fakhruddin had succeeded Bahram Khan, his master, on the throne of Sonargaon in 740
H, either naturally or by assassination and had proclaimed his independence. Thereupon Kadr Khan, the Imperial
Governor at Lakhnauti,\fn{“Imperial” refers to any of three sultanates of Delhi [of the Tughlaq Dynasty (1320–1414); the Sayyid
Dynasty (1414–51) or the Lodi Dynasty (1451–1526)], all of which were of Turkic origin } moved against him and had some
temporary successes. But the wily Fakhra soon turned the tables on Kadr Khan who was eventually assassinated,
in which heinous act ‘Ali Mubarak, an Inspector of Kadr Khan’s forces, seems to have taken a prominent part. On
the death of Kadr Kban by assassination in 742 H, ‘Ali Mubarak seized upon the throne of Lakhnauti, removed
the seat of Government to Firozabad and proclaimed himself king under the title of ‘Alauddin ‘Ali Shah. Thus it
is that we find Fakhruddin on the throne of Sonargaon and ‘Ali Shah on the throne of Firozabad in 742 H …
\fn{Here the author pauses for an examination of the single coin minted during this reign, but we may not follow him here as he makes use
of Arabic in his text, and I do not have access to that language. He resumes after half a page: }
… The cabinet of the Dacca Museum is rich in the coins of Fakhruddin, all of which were presented by the
Assam Government from the sumptuous find at Kastabir Mahallab, Sylhet.
The coins of Fakhruddin are veritable gems of the art of coin-striking and speak volumes in favour of the skill
of the Sonargaon artists. Their shape is regular, the lettering on them delightfully neat and well-shaped, and they
carry about them a refreshing air of refinement. It is a joy to behold them and a delight to read them. It may be
safely asserted that coin-making never again attained such excellence in Bengal.
The Dacca Museum has coins of 743, 745, 746, 747, 748 and 749 H of Fakhruddin Mubarak Shah. The last,
which is of A class and the 741 H coin of the present find, which is of B class, are illustrated. They weigh 164
grains and 160.5 grains respectively.
The A and B class, coins of Mubarak Shah agree with each other in almost all respects. There is only this
difference that the reverse legend on the A class coins as …\fn{ A few words in Arabic; assume this description wherever …
is found in the text:H} and on B class coins … .
Three coins of Mubarak Shah hitherto met with stand quite apart from the A and B class coins. They are very
much inferior in execution to the uniformly excellent coins of Mubarak Shah. The obverse and reverse designs, as
well as the arrangement of the marginal legends on the reverse of these coins are different from the general run of
Mubarak Shah’s coins, and their rarity is a mystery.
Of these three, one is the coin of 737 H described by Thomas which may be put as C class. The obverse is
inside a square within a circle with pellets between, but the reverse is within a circle as in the A and B class coins.
The position of the phrases composing the marginal legend on the reverse is different from the position of the
phrases on the A and B class coins.
The remaining two are what have been described as belonging to C class in the Shillong Supplementary
Catalogue, but may now be put as D class. Both the obverse and the reverse are within squares in circles with
pellets between. The marginal legend on the reverse which is somewhat preserved only on coin No. 2/39 is, as in
C class, arranged differently from A and B class.
Mr. Thomas read the date on his coin as 737 H, which Blochmann felt inclined to correct to 739 H. Neither the
date nor the mint name on the Shillong coin No. 2/39 has been read; but the date certainly does not appear to
contain …\fn{The Arabic term for “40”}, and is therefore possibly earlier than 740 H. If the date on all these coins be
739 H, it fits in easily with the accepted chronology which begins Mubarak Shah’s reign from 740 H, and which,
on the strength of these coins, may now be commenced from 739 H. If however, the dates on future samples of
this class turn out undoubtedly to be much earlier than 739 H, these coins then will have to be taken as witnesses
of Mubarak Shah’s attempts at assuming sovereignty earlier in his career by deposing Bahram Khan. The
inferiority of design and finish however, and the rarity of these coins testify that the successes of these attempts
were extremely short-lived and inconclusive.
The I.M.C.\fn{Indian Museum Catalogue} describes coins of Mubarak Shah of the years 745-47-48-49. The
Shillong cabinet is very rich in his coins and has coins—all from the Sonargaon mint—of all the year from 740750 H.\fn{A note reads: The authorities of the Dacca Museum obtained some coins of the Shillong cabinet for inspection. Among them
were two coins of Mubarak Shah minted at Sonargaon and clearly dated 750 H. Evidently these coins have been overlooked in the
Supplementary Catalogue, where the latest coin of Mubarak Shah described is of 749 H}
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A coin of Mubarak Shah, undoubtedly of 750 H, is described on page 82 of Thomas’s Coins of the Pathan
Sultans of Hindustan and illustrated as No. 151 on plate IV of the book. It thus becomes clear that on the death of
Bahram Khan in 739 H, Fakhruddin organised the forces of the kingdom and assumed the crown in 740 H, and
continued without break, amidst wars and strifes, on the throne of Sonargaon up to 750 H. This is the right
chronology and whatever portions of the written histories clash with this, should be rejected as
untrustworthy.\fn{The next section is headed: ‘Alauddin ‘Ali Shah}
*
Numismatic materials for the reign of this king are unfortunately rather meagre. His kingdom was confined to
the western half of Bengal and consequently his coins had circulation only in that part of the country. The CoochBehar hoard probably contained a large number of his coins, but the Eastern finds do not contain a single sample
of them. The otherwise rich collection of the Shillong cabinet for this period does not contain a single specimen of
his coins and consequently, we have to be content with those described by Thomas and the two specimens
described in the I.M.C.
Thomas (Initial Coinage, p 56) cites coins of, ‘Alauddin ‘Ali Shab of tbe years 742-44,45,46 H and describes a
coin from the Firozabad mint of the year 142 H. The reading of the unit, however, appears doubtful (plate I,
Initial Coinage, no.8) and should more probably be 3 … .
The I.M.C. has two coins of ‘Ali Shah, one of 743 H and the other of 744 H. I have examined both of these
coins. The unit on none of them is very distinct, but the unit on the first coin appears to be … while on the second
coin only … is preserved, which seems to have begun … . In this respect, it has very close resemblance to the
coin of ‘Ali Shah illustrated by Thomas, where also, the unit is seen like this: … . This could have been
unhesitatingly taken for … , but for the redundant short perpendicular stroke in the beginning. But I cannot see,
how this can be taken as … or anything else. So both these coins would appear to be of 743 H. We know that the
collision between Kadr Khan, whom ‘Ali Shah supplanted, and Fakhruddin, the usurper of Sonargaon. must have
taken place about 742 H. As it resulted finally in the discomfiture and death of Kadr Khan, we need have no
hesitation in taking the year 742 H as the year of the accession of ‘Ali Shah to the throne of Lakhnauti—or of
Firozabad, to which the new king seems to have removed his capital.
Blochmann takes 146 H as the probable correct year when he was overcome by the next king, Haji Iliyas
(“Contributions”, Journal of the Asiatic Society of Bengal, 1873, p 254) depending on the reading of the dates on
his coins by Thomas; and Blochmann appears to be right when we consider the fact that Ibn-Batuta knows
nothing of Iliyas Shah though he came to Bengal in 746 H and has left us a contemporary account of the political
happenings of the time. But in view of the probable wrong reading of the date on the coin illustrated and
described by Thomas and the definite statement of the histories; that ‘Ali Shah reigned for only 1 year and five
months, this date should be accepted with caution.
The Riyaz\fn{The Riyazu-s-Salatin, by Ghulam Husain, compiled as late as 1788. The author also mentions “the only two other
books that give any details of Bengal’s history,” the Tarikh-i-Ferishta and the Tabakat-i-Akbari, which he says “are not much better for the
period of the Independent Sultans of Bengal”.H} is precise as to the length of Iliyas Shah’s reign also, which is given as

sixteen years and some months. Countng back from the last month of 758 H, in which, as will be seen later, the
death of Iliyas Shah has to be placed, we arrive at the middle of 742 H. This scheme seems practically to ignore
the reign of ‘Ali Shah. But the fact that all the available coins of ‘Ali. Shah appear to be dated in 743 H points to
the probability that this was perhaps the last year of his reign; and until we come across coins of ‘Ali Shah the
dates on which can be undoubtedly read 744, 745 or 746 H, as Thomas would have them, we may stick to this
chronology of ‘Ali Shah’s reign.
Ali Shah was naturally in constant strife with Fakhruddin of Sonargaon, but there is no credible evidence to
show (as the Riyaz alleges) that he succeeded in killing Fakhruddin. Indeed, Fakhruddin of Sonargaon seems to
have been a particular eyesore to the historians, while Ibn Batuta,\fn{ A Muslim Moroccan explorer (1304-1368/69)} who
came to his kingdom in the course of his travels, revels in giving him an extremely good character.
The author of the Riyaz states that Fakhra was killed by ‘Ali Shah; Badaoni says that the emperor Muhammad
Tughlak went up to Sonargaon in 741 H, captured Fakhra, took him to Delhi and killed him; Shams-i-Siraj, author
of Tarikh-i-Firoz Shahi, who, being a contemporary historian, ought to have known better, on the other hand
would have it that soon after Firoz Shah’s first expedition to Bengal, Fakhruddin was pounced upon and killed by
Iliyas Shah about 755 H.
Thus, the three prominent authorities for the period give three different tales of Fakhruddin’s death! The truth
however is, as the coins unmistakably testify, that this thrice-killed Fakhruddin, after an unbroken reign of ten
years, died most probably a natural death in 750 H and was succeeded on the throne of Sonargaon by
Ikhtiyaruddin Ghazi Shah, who very likely was his son. It would have been a pity indeed, if this generous king of
the most beautifully executed coins had been condemned to a worse fate.\fn{ The next unit is headed: Ikhtiyaruddin Ghazi
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Shah}

*
The written histories, as is well known, totally ignore the existence of this monarch and coins are the only
witnesses of the fact that he lived and reigned.
Thomas describes a coin of his, the date on which he read as 751 H, but which, as Dr. Blochmann correctly
points out, should be read as 753 H. Dr. Blochmann also speaks of the coin in the cabinet of the Asiatic Society as
bearing the date of 753 H. But evidently the same coin has been described by Mr. Bourdillon in the I.M.C. as
bearing the date of 751 H.
I have personally examined this coin and though the unit is disfigured by a shroff-mark, the date is in all
probability 751 and not 753 H. The Shillong cabinet has only one coin of this king and the date on it has been read
as 750 H. This very important coin\fn{ A note reads: I take this opportunity to suggest that the samples in the Shillong cabinet, of
supreme importance like the present coin, should be republished in the Numismatic Supplement of the Journal of the Asiatic Society of
Bengal, with adequate illustrations} also I have examined personally and the date is undoubtedly 750 H. We know from

the coin of Mubarak Shah illustrated as No. 151 in Thomas’s Coins of the Pathan Sultans of Hindustan, which
unquestionably bears the date of 750 H, and also from the 750 H coins of Mubarak Shah in the Shillong cabinet
already referred to, that this was the last year of the reign of Mubarak Shah. Consequently, we may conclude that
Ghazi Shah succeeded Mubarak Shah immediately on his death in 750 H and issued coins in the same year and
continued doing so up to the year 753 H.
As to the relationship between Ghazi Shah and Mubarak Shah, I can do nothing better than quote Thomas who
summarises the case clearly.\fn{The next unit, which begins after the following quotation, is headed: “Shamsuddin Iliyas Shah” }
The numismatic testimony would seem to show that Mubarak was succeeded by his own son, as the “Ul Sultan bin
Ul Sultan” may be taken to imply. The immediately consecutive dates and the absolute identity of the fabric of the
coins as well as the “Right hand of the Khallfat” on the reverse, alike connect the two princes.

*
The account of the relationship of this monarch with ‘Alauddin ‘Ali Shah is detailed in the Riyaz and may be
taken as substantially correct. ‘Ali Shah was a trusted servant of Malik Firoz, who afterwards became emperor of
Delhi as Firoz Shah Tughlak, and Iliyas was ‘Ali’s foster-brother. Iliyas fled from Delhi “after doing something
wicked” and ‘Ali was banished from Firoz’s presence as he could not trace Iliyas out.\fn{ Could not say where he had
gone:H} ‘Ali, in his grief, came to Bengal, accepted service with Kadr Khan, Governor of Lakhnauti and
eventually rose to be an inspector of his forces. We have already seen how he finally killed his master at the
instigation of Fakhruddin and assumed the sovereignty of Lakhnauti in 742 H. When ‘Ali had become master of
west and north Bengal, under the title of ‘Alauddin ‘Ali Shah, Iliyas appeared on the scene. He was promptly put
in prison by ‘Ali Shah, but had to be released on the intercession of Iliyas’s mother. Iliyas, however, “in a short
time found means to gain over the army, killed ‘Alauddin with the help of the eunuch and proclaimed himself
king.”
The histories give ‘Ali Shah a reign of one year and five months and Iliyas Shah a reign of 16 years and some
months. We have seen that the 742 H coin of ‘Ali Shah described by Thomas is in all probability a coin of 743 H
and, in consideration of the fact that the two coins of the I.M.C. are also of the same year, I am in favour of
accepting this year as the last year pf the reign of ‘Ali Shah.
The following coins of Iliyas Shah from Firozabad deserve notice:
1. Thomas, Initial Coinage, pp 62:
740 H, 744-746-747 H
2. Indian Museum Catalogue II, p 152:
no. 33: 747 H
3-6. Shillong Suplementary Catalogue, p 120:
no. 2/42, 740 H
no. 2/65, 743 H
no. 2/66, 746 H
no. 2/80, 745 H

The present find of coins is unfortunately very disappointing as regards Iliyas Shah’s coins. There are indeed
33 coins of this king, consisting of 9 A-class coins, 16 B-class coins and 8 E-class coins of the I.M.C.; but
although on many of them the mint name of Firozabad and the ten and hundred of the date viz.,—700 and 50 can
be traced with certainty, the unit is always lost. The Dacca Museum cabinet has got one coin of Iliyas Shah of 754
H from [the] Firozabad mint.
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Col. Nevill gives an account of the 12 Iliyas Shah coins of the Khulna find in the Journal of the Asiatic Society
of Bengal 1915, p 485; but unfortunately, he gives no details of dates and mint names.
Following the line of argument I have put up, Iliyas Shah should be assumed to have ascended the throne about
the end of the year 743 H, after ‘Ali Shah has been apportioned his one years and five months in the years 742
and 743 H. So, it is necessary to explain the date of 740 H found on a coin of Iliyas by Thomas,\fn{ A note here reads:
It does not appear where Thomas met with this coin, as all the coins of Iliyas Shah in Col. Guthrie’s collection, which was Thomas’s main
source for his essay on the Initial Coinage of Bengal, were of 758 H, as admitted by himself (Initial Coinage, p 630, second and third
lines)} and the dates of 740 H and 743 H read on the two coins of the Supplementary Catalogue of the Shillong

cabinet.
Blochmann as well as Thomas assume that Ali Shah and Iliyas Shah must have contended for sovereignty of
Lakhnauti, sometimes one being the victor and sometimes the other. This theory is hardly satisfactory. It should be
borne in mind that the rights to coin money and to have benedictory prayers recited in one’s own name ( Sikka and
Khutha) were the most cherished and legalising rights of sovereignty, and no king could lightly proceed to have
these two operations performed without a firm hold on the throne. If he did, the people would simply not obey,
with the result that his sovereign dignity would be nowhere. Coinage does not simply mean the occupation of the
mint-town, but its concern is of more public nature. It means currency and its acceptance by the people at large,
and the disastrous results of forcing currency on people unwilling to accept it are well illustrated by the attempts
of Muhammad Tughlak and their consequence.\fn{ The author digresses here in a brief discussion of Arabic inscriptions; we
rejoin his historical reconstruction about a page and a half later: }
The reign of Iliyas Shah saw the first great attempt of Firoz Shah Tughlak to recover the lost province of
Bengal. Iliyas Shah, after his accession to the sovereignty of Bengal in 743 H, had been steadily growing in
power. Putting all the evidence together, it appears that he annexed the eastern kingdom of Sonargaon in 753 H
and vigorously pushed on his frontier towards the south and the west. He seems to have levied tribute from the
kingdoms of Orissa and Tirhut, reached as far west as Benares and been altogether a serious menace to the empire
of Delhi on its eastern frontier. An emperor of the type of Firoz Shah could not lightly brook such affronts to the
throne of Delhi and he determined to punish Iliyas’s ambition as soon as he ascended the throne.
Firoz Shah ascended the throne of Dehli on the 24th Muharram, 752 H, Zia Barni states that in the beginning of
his reign, reports reached him that Iliyas of Bengal had invaded Tirhut and ravaged the frontiers of the Delhi
Empire. Firoz Shah made adequate preparations and set out to punish the audacious bhang-eater Iliyas.
Barni states that Firoz Shah set out from Delhi on the 10 th Shawwal, 754 H, and returned to Delhi on the 12 th
Shaban, 755 H. Shams-i-Siraj Afif only states that the expedition lasted 11 months. The Tabakat-i-Akbari gives
the following detailed diary of the expedition, but we are left in the dark as to whence the author collected all
these detailed dates, seeing that neither Shams-i-Siraj Afif nor Zia-Barni, the two contemporary historians, goes
into details of dates.
10th Shawwal, 754 H:
Firoz Shah starts from Delhi
7th Rabi ‘ul-Awwal, 755 H:
Firoz Shah reaches Ekdala.\fn{A note here reads: He therefore took five months to reach Ekdala from
Dehli}
29th Rabi ‘ul-Awwal, 755H:
Firoz Shah feigns return.
5th Rabi ‘ul-Akhir, 755 H.
Firoz Shah is Attached by Iliyas Shah.
7th Rabi ul’Akhir, 755 H.
Firoz Shah sets the captives of Gaur free.
27th Rabi ‘ul-Akhir, 755 H.
Peace between Iliyas and Firoz Shah, and the latter’s return march to Dehli.
12th Sha’ban, 755 H.
Firoz Shah reaches Delhi.\fn{Another note reads: He took three months and a half to return to Delhi }

It is stated by Shams-i-Siraj Afif and Badaoni that soon after Firoz Shah’s departure, Iliyas hurried to
Sonargaon, attacked Fakhruddin and killed him and occupied the country. We have already seen how it was
certainly not Fakbruddin who was attacked and killed as he had ceased to reign in 750 H.
It must have been his son Ikbtiyaruddin who was attacked and killed. Ikbtiyaruddin’s coins continue from 750
to 753 H, from the Sonargaon mint, when they suddenly stop and Iliyas Shah coins make their appearance the
same year from the same mint.
Thomas notices coins of Iliyas from Sonargaon of all consecutive years from 753 H. to 758 H. ( Initial
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Coinage, p 63). I.M.C. coins No. 32, 30, 31(a), 31, 31(b) are all coins of Iliyas Shah from the Sonargaon mint of
754, 755, 756, 757 and 758 H, respectively. Shillong cabinet coins nos. 2/62, 2/63, 2/56, 2/57, 2/60, [and] 2/61 of
Iliyas Shah from the Sonargaon mint, again, are of 753, 754, 755, 756, 757 and 758 H, respectively.
The united testimony of all these coins leave no doubt that Sonargaon was occupied by lliyas in 753 H, the
year in which Ikhtiyaruddin’s coins cease from the Sonargaon mint and Iliyas Shah’s coins appear from the same
mint. I have personally examined coin no. 32 of I.M.C. of 754 H, and coin no. 2/62 of the Shillong cabinet of 753
H. The dates on both of them are very clear. The first is undoubtedly of 754 H and the date on the second can
unhesitatingly be read 753 H. The nice execution of the 753 H coin of the Shillong cabinet and the style of the
lettering show that it was the handiwork of the same artist who had worked so long for Mubarak Shah and Ghazi
Shah and now had to work for a new master.
So it would appear that Shams-i-Siraj Afif is at fault in saying that Iliyas annexed Sonargaon soon after Firoz
Shah had retired after his first expedition to Lakhnauti. The testimony of the coins would show that Ghazi Shah
was allowed to reign barely three years in Sonargaon, from part of 750 H to part of 753 H, when he fell a victim
to Iliyas Shah’s aggression. It was a.after consolidating his power in Bengal that Iliyas turned with renewed
vigour to the west and ravaged the frontiers of the Delhi Empire, which brought him into collision with Firoz
Shah.
The war between Iliyas Shah and Firoz Shah is described in detail both by Zia Barni and Shams-i-Siraj Afif.
We need not enter into those details. It is sufficient to note here that Dr. Blochmann does not seem to have
understood their significance and so failed to arrive at the correct conclusion. The careful and fair-minded reader
will rise from the perusal of the accounts of the two contemporary Imperial authors with the impression that Firoz
Shah’s plight in the first expedition to Lakhnauti was by no means enviable and Zia Barni had to fall foul of the
Bengalis and take recourse to plaintive humour only to smooth over this unpleasant fact. Thomas says ( Initial
Coinage, p 61):
“The invasion only resulted in the confession of weakness, conveniently attributed to the periodical flooding of
the country.”
This short sentence accurately summarises the whole outcome of the expedition. Firoz Shah came to chastise,
but in actual engagement found that he had caught a Tartar and was glad of any peace he could obtain. Iliyas was
also glad to get rid of him and was too prudent to be sentimental about a verbal and nominal submission.
But it is doubtful if any formal peace was concluded. Shams-i-Siraj Afif is silent on the point. The subsequent
exchange of presents between the two sovereigns and the fact that Firoz Shah never again meddled in the affairs
of Bengal as long as Iliyas Shah lived, are also illuminating facts.
The identification of the site of the strong fort of Ekdala must still be left an open question. Zia Barni’s
statement that it was near Pandua practically confines the search for the forgotten site to the vicinity of Pandua.
The Riyaz expressly states that it was close to Gaur and Husain Shah made it a favourite residence in preference
to both Gaur and Pandua.
Shams-i-Slraj Afif calls Ekdala an island. From his description of the battle that raged the whole day between
Iliyas and Firoz Shah, and Iliyas’s subsequent retirement to Ekdala, it would appear that the place was about 10 or
12 miles distant from Pandua. Some bils or marshy lakes lie to the east of Pandua at about that distance by the
side of the Tangan river. This impregnable fortress that twice resisted Firoz Shah’s fury may be lying unexplored
on some island in one of these bils.
The exciting cause of Firoz Shah’s second expedition to Lakhnauti is recorded by Shams-i-Siraj Afif to have
been the representation of Zafar Khan, son-in-law of Fakhruddin, who fled to Firoz Shah’s court on Iliyas’s
invasion of Sonargaon. The conquest of Sonargaon by Iliyas Shah is thus described by Shams.i-Siraj Afif:
After Sultan Firoz returned the forset time from Bengal, Sultan Shamsu-d-din, in pursuit of revenge, embarked in
boats and in the course of a few days reached Sonargaon. Fakhru-d-din, who was commonly called Fakhra, was living
without any thought of danger at Sonargaon where he was taken alive and slain immediately by Shamsu-d-din, who
established himself in his territory. (Elliot, III. p 304)

We have already discussed how it could not have been Fakhruddin, who was attacked and killed, but it must
have been his son Ikhtiyaruddin Ghazi Shah. This event, as has already been seen, may be dated with certainty on
the evidence of coins, towards the end of 753 H, and Firoz Shah must have known of it before he started on his
first expedition to Lakhnauti. This may have been one of the causes of the first expedition, but it was a poor
pretext for the second expedition. Afif says that when Iliyas Shah fell upon Sonargaon, Zafar Khan, son-in-law of
Fakhruddin, who was collecting revenue in the mofussil, fled by the ocean route to the court of Firoz Shah and
reached there in 758 H. Firoz Shah made all amends to Zafar Khan when that grandee reached his court, but did
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not again attempt to chastise Iliyas hastily; on the other hand, he continued to exchange presents with Iliyas Shah
up to as late as 759 H, if the Tabakat-i-Akbari and Ferishta are to be believed. Firoz knew very well the type of
man he had to deal with and waited patiently for his opportunity.
Two very knotty points presenat themselves at this stage:
1. When did Iliyas die?
2. What is the exact chronology of the second expedition of Firoz Shah to Lakhnauti?
Let us bring together all the information available on these two points. The following coins will have to be
considered in this connection.
Reference …………………………………………………. Sovereign …………………. Mint ………………….. Date
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 29
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 31b
Shillong Supplementary Catalogue, no. 2/49

Iliyas
Iliyas
Iliyas

Firozabad
Sonargaon
Firozabad

758 H

Shillong Supplementary Catalogue, no. 2/50
Shillong Supplementary Catalogue, no. 2/83
Initial Coinage, p 62, no. 15
Initial Coinage, p 64, no. 16
Blochmann’s “Contributions I”, Journal of the
Asiatic Society of Bengal 1873, III.255, footnote
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 37
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 38
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 39
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 40
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 42
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 63
Indian Museum Catalogue II, no. 64
Shillong Supplementary Catalogue, no. 9/91

Iliyas
Iliyas
Iliyas
Iliyas

Firozabad
Firozabad
Firozabad
Sonargaon

Iliyas
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah

Sonargaon
Firozabad
Kamru
Sonargaon
Sonargaon
Mu‘azzamabad
Sonargaon
Sonargaon
Firozabad

760 H

Shillong Supplementary Catalogue, no. 2/112
Initial Coinage, p 68, no. 17 type
Initial Coinage, p 68, no. 19 type
Initial Coinage, p 69, no. 21 [type]

Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah
Sikandar Shah

Sonargaon
Sonargaon
Mu‘azzamabad
Sonargaon

758 H
756-63 H
760 H
758-59 H

758 H

758 H

759 H
759 H
760 H
760 H
758 H
759 H

758 H
759 H
760 H
758 H

759 H

759 H

The following facts gleaned from Shams-i-Siraj Aftf should also be considered:
1. Sultan Shamsuddin was living whil preparations were being made against him at Delhi. He was dismayed at the
news. Feeling himself insecure at Ekdala, be removed to Sonargaon and there secured himself from the enemy. (Elliot
III, p. 305).
2. Firoz Shah, on the way to his second expedition to Lakhnauti, delayed six months at Jannpur. (ibid., p. 307).
3. When resumption of march towards Lakhnauti is next described, it is recorded that that Sultan Shamsuddin was
dead. (ibid., p. 307)
4. The Delhi army returned homewards after a period of two years and seven months (ibid., p. 315)
5. For six months on their return journey, the army lost its way and wandered in the forests (ibid., p. 315).
6. the Delhi army was away from home roughly for a period of two years and a half (ibid., p. 317).

Farther, the following facts obtained from the Tabakat-i-Akhari are worth consideration (A.S.B. edition,
English translation, pp. 246-247):
758 H.
759 H.

Zafar Khan arrives from Sonargaon.

Towards the end (Zul-ka‘dah?). Tazuddin arrives as ambassador from the court of Lakhnauti with valuable
presents.
759 H (Zul-hijjah?)
Malik Saifuddin is sent by Emperor Firoz in the company of Tazuddin to Sultan Shamsuddin with rich
presents in return.
760 H. Spring. (Muharram?)
News reaches Emperor firoz of the death of Shamsuddin Illyas Shah and the succession of Sikandar Shah,
from Malik Saifuddin, evidentlyi from Bihar. The Emperor orders that the presents should be
brought back. The ambassadors return and the horses are given over to the Imperial army at Bihar
760 H.(Muharram?)
Emperor Firoz marches out of Delhi towards Lakhnauti. Compelled to halt at Zafarpur on account of heavy
rains—“for a few days.” Exchange of ambadssadors between the Emperor and Sultan Sikandar. The
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former was evidently not pleased with the offers of Sikandar, and continued his marach towards
Hakhnauti.
(761 H?) 20th Jamadi ul-Awwal.
Return journey of the Empereor from Lakhnauti. Rainy season. Halt at Jaunpur.
(761 H?) Zul-hijjah.
March to Jajnagar.
762 H Rajab
Emperor’s return to Delhi.

The account in the Riyaza-s-Salatin deserves to be quoted in full (A.S.B. edition, English translation, p. 103105.
In the year 758 H, Sultan Shamsuddin again sent from Bengal Malik Tazuddin with some nobles in the form of an
embassy with many presents and gifts to Dehli. Sultan Firoz Shah, bestowing attentions on the envoys more than
before, after some days sent in return to Sultan Shamsuddin Arab and Turkish horses together with other valuable
presents in charge of Malik Saifuddin Shahnafil. In the mean time Sultan Shamsuddin had died in Bengal. Malik
Tazuddin and Malik Saifuddin had approached Bihar when they heard the news of the death of Sultan Shamsuddin.
Malik Saifuddin communicated this intelligence to Dehli and, agreeably to the orders of the emperor, he gave away the
horses and the presents in lieu of the pay due to the imperial soldiers stationed at Behar Malik Tazuddin returned to
Bengal. The reign of Shamsuddin lasted 16 years and some months.
When Sultan Shamsuddin Bhangra passed away from this fleeting world, on the third day, with the consent of the
nobles and the generals, his eldest son Sikandar Shah ascended the throne of Bengal … and deeming it expedient to
conciliate Sultan Firoz Shah, he sent in the shape of presents, fifty elephants with sundry rarities. In the meantime,
Firoz Shah, emperor of Delhi, in the year 760 H, marched to subjugate the Kingdom of Bengal. When he reached
Zafarabad (almost opposite, a little below Jaunpur), the rains setting in, the emperor encamped there and sent envoys to
Sikandar Shah. Sikandar was in great anxiety about the aim of the Emperor of Delhi, when Firoz Shah’s envoys
arrived. Sikandar Shah immediately sent his aide-de-camp together with five elephants and other presents and opened
negotiations for peace. But these resulted in nothing.
After the rainy season was over, Sultan Firoz Shah marched to Lakhnauti. When the Sultan encamped in the
environs of Pandua, Sikandar Shah, feeling that he was no match for the Sultan, followed his father’s tactics and
entrenched himself in the fort of Ekdala.
Firoz Shah pressed the siege hard. When the garrison was reduced to straits, Sikandar Shah, sending 40 elephants
and other goods … and agreeing to pay an annual tribute, sought for peace. Firoz, accepting these, returned to Delhi.

Now let us discuss the time and the year of the death of Iliyas Shah.\fn{ The next section is entitled: Evidence of
Coins:H}

*
We have only one coin of Iliyas Shah dated in the year 759 H. and only two coins of 760 H. Through the
courtesy of Mr. A.W. Botham C.I.E., I have had an opportunity of examining coins No. 2/50 and 2/83, the dates
on which have been read in the Shillong Supplementary Catalogue as 759 H and 760 H, respectively. The hundred
and the ten on coin 2/50 are clearly 700 and 50. The [Arabic] word for the unit is mostly cut off wth the exception
of the left flowing end, which is pointed and inclines downwards. The space that is allowed to it after [this word]
would suggest that the word was [the equivalent for] 6, and so the date was probably 756 H. It should however be
admitted that [this word] which is very often written on coins like [this; i.e., in this manner] would not require
greater space. But in view of the fact tbat no other coin of Iliyas Shah of 759 H is known, it is hazardous to read
the very imperfectly preserved unit on this coin as 9.
As regards the date on coin No. 2/83, we can he more definite. The hundred and the ten are clearly 700 and 50.
This fact does away with the probability of the date being read as 760 H. Here again the unit is mostly cut off and
no definite reading can be proposed. It has however, more resemblance to [the equivalent for] 8 than to the word
for any other figure. The date on this coin should therefore be read as 758 H.
The only other coin of Iliyas Shah said to bear the date of 760 H. is the one referred to by Blochmann in
foonote, in his first “Contribution towards the History and Geography of Bengal” (Journal of the Asiatic Society
of Bengal 1873, III.255). Blochmann himself had not seen this coin and it would appear from the reference, that
hardly any reliance can be put on this unique reading. Thomas thus remarks on page 63 of his Initial Coinage of
Bengal:
The Cooch Behar trove must have been rich in this type of coins (of Iliyas Shah) and of the particular year 758 H, as
out of 109 specimens in Col. Guthrie’s collection, there is no single example of any other date.

From the abundance of Iliyas Shah’s coins of 758 H. and from the fact that no coin of Iliyas Shah has yet been
satisfactorily proved to bear a date later than 758 H, we may unhesitatingly come to the conclusion that Iliyas
Shah died at the end of 758 H.
The appearance of coins of Sikandar Shah in 758 H confirm this conclusion. No. 17 and no. 18 types of
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Thomas, on which, he believed, he found dates even earlier than 758 H, we may pass over without discussion, as
they have got no illustration and we cannot check the readings for ourselves. It may be remarked, however, with
some confidence, that the readings were probably incorrect; because if Thomas actually found coins of Sikandar,
bearing dates from 750 H to 757 H, one would be at a loss to account for their disappearance and their nonappearftnce in the subsequent finds.
There are only two coins of Sikandar Shah bearing the date of 758 H which are worth discussion. They are no.
63 of the I.M.C. and No. 2/112 of the Shillong Supplementary Catalogue. The Shillong coin, which fortunately is
illustrated, is undoubtedly of 758 H. I have also examined the I.M.C. coin. This also is unquestionably of 758 H.
There is also absolutely no doubt as to the correctness of the reading of no. 38 and no. 64 of the I.M.C. The date
on both of them is clearly 759 H.
The period of the reign of Sikandar Shah is thus carried forward from 758 H by an uninterrupted succession of
coins. Numismatic evidence, therefore, leaves no doubt that Iliyas Shah died in 758 H and was immediately
succeeded on the throne by his son Sikandar Shah.\fn{ The next section is entitled: Evidence of Histories:H}
*
Shams-i-Siraj Afif is not explicit as to the time of Iliyas’s death. He is also curiously silent regarding the
exchange of presents between Iliyas Shah and Firoz Shah and does not even record the date of Zafar Khan’s
arrival from Sonargaon. Neither does he record the date of the starting of Firoz Shah on his second expedition to
Lakhnauti. He simply states that the expedition lasted 2 years and seven months and that Iliyas Shah was living
when preparations were being made against him at Delhi.
It appears that Firoz Shah, after starting from Delhi, was overtaken by rains near Jaunpur. He halted there for
six months and founded Jaunpur during the period. After recording these events, Shams-i.Siraj Afif records that
Iliyas Shah was dead and his son Sikandar was on the throne of Bengal. The record of the death of Iliyas Shah
after the record of the foundation of Jaunpur gives the impression that the former event must have followed the
latter. But of course, this certainly was not the case.
The next history in point of time is Tarikh-i-Mubarak-Shahi (Elliot and Dowson, vol. IV). All the subsequent
historians, viz.:—Nizamuddin, author of the Tabakat-i-Akbari, Badaoni and Ferishta—copy from Tarikh-iMubarak-Shahi (Elliot & Dawson, vol. IV) and unfortunately, copy also the mistakes of the book. Zia Barni gives
the date of the starting of Firoz Shah on his first expedition to Lakhnauti as the 10 th Shawwal, 754 H, and Barni,
who recorded the events of only the first six years of Firoz Shah’s reign, cannot be wrong. But Tarikh.i-MubarakShahi bluntly gives the date as 755 H. There can he no doubt that the date of Tarikh-i-Mubarak-Shahi is wrong by
one year. (It may be remarked here that the book makes a similar mistake of one year in dating Firoz Shah’s
accession in 753 H, for the correct date, as recorded by both Barni and Afif, is the 24 th Muharram 752 H.)
The time of the arrival of ambassadors from Lakhnauti with presents is given in Tarikh.i-Mubarak-Shahi as the
end of 759 H, and is copied by Nizamuddin, Badaoni and Ferishta. Here again, the author of Tarikh-i-MubarakShahi appears to be wrong by one year. In view of the statement of Shams-i-Siraj Afif that Firoz Shah was
occupied in his second expedition to Lakhnauti for two years and seven months and the record in all later histories
that he returned to Delhi in Rajab 762 H, we may count back and find that Firoz Shah must have started from
Delhi in Muharram 760 H, which is the date given in all histories that date the event. If the ambassadors arrived
from Lakhnauti to Delhi towards the end of 759 H and envoys were sent in return by Firoz who had to advance up
to Bihar before they could learn of the death of Iliyas Shah they certainly could not have sent him information of
the same, earlier than the very end of 759 H. This arrangement of dates would leave Firoz Shah hardly a fortnight
to prepare for his second expedition to Lakhnauti.
It is evident that a fortnight’s time is absolutely inadequate for such a preparation. The ambassadors from
Lakhnauti must therefore have arrived towards the end of 758 H, and not 759 H.
It is very curious that the Riyaz records the correct date for the event. Ghulam Husain expressly states that,
ambassadors from Lakhnauti were sent to Delhi towards the end of 758 H.
The following appears to be the true course of events that happened in 758 H. Zafar Khan reached Delhi in the
early part of 758 H and laid his complaint before Firoz Shah. Firoz began to make preparations for his second
expedition to Lakhnauti. Iliyas, alarmed at the news of Firoz Shah’s preparations, sent envoys with presents to
him towards the end of 758 H. Firoz thought it prudent not to enter again into war hastily with Iliyas Shah, and
received Iliyas’s envoys with honour. He even sent friendly envoys in return. But when these envoys reported
from Bihar that the old lion Iliyas was no more, the emperor lost no time in throwing off his mask and began to
prepare in right earnest for the conquest of Bengal. We may now attempt to construct a correct chronology of
these eventful years.
758 H
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Zafar Khan, flying from Sonargaon, reaches Firoz Shah’s presence via the ocean route. On the representation
of Zafar Khan, Firoz Shah prepares for the subjugation of Lakhnauti.
758 H Zul-ka‘dah?
Arrival of Tazuddin with presents from Iliyas Shah to the emperor of Delhi. Tazuddin is well received.
758 H Zul-hijjah?
Tazuddin sent back. Malik Saifuddin accompanies the Bengal envoy with presents from the emperor to Iliyas
Shah.
758 H—End of Zul-hijjah.
Death of Iliyas Shah. Accession of Sikandar Shah.
759 H—
Preparation of Firoz Shah for the second expedition to Lakhnauti.
760 H Muharram.
The emperor starts on his second expedition to Lakhnauti.
760 H circa the Jamadi ul-Awwal.
The Imperial army marches to Zafarabad. Rain sets in. Halt for six months. Foundation of Jaunpur during the
period. Exchange of. emissaries between Firoz Shah and Sikandar Shah negotiating for peace. Nothing comes of the
proceedings.
760 H ciraa, Shawwal
Firoz Shfth marches on to Bengal.
760 H Zul-ka‘da, circa
Sikandar retires to Ekdala where he is besieged by Firoz Shah.
760 H Zul-ka‘dah to 761 H. Jamadi ul-Awaal
Siege of Ekdala.
761 H 20th Jamadi ul-Awwal
Firoz Shah starts for Jaunpur after concluding peace with Sikandar. Passes the rains at Jaunpur.
761 H Zul-hijjah.
Firoz Shah starts for Jajnagar.
762 H Rajab.
Returns to Delhi.

The second attempt of Firoz Shah to subjugate the unruly Bengali Sultan, seems to have been as abortive as his
first. It appears to be pretty clear that after the experjences of his first expedition to Lakhnauti, he was in no mood
again to lightly interfere in the internal affairs of Bengal. But the arrival of Zafar Khan in 758 H with a definite
complaint put matters on a different footing. He was the Emperor of India, and not a weak one, and he was in duty
bound to take cognizance of comp1aints from those who had been wronged and who owned him as the liege-lord.
In order to save appearances, if not for anything else, he had to prepare for war aginst the offending Iliyas.
But the timely arrival of the envoy from Bengal apparently cooled him down, though he must have been
chafing at heart. He had not forgotten the first expedition to Lakhnauti and was burning to make good his illsuccess in that endeavour. Yet Firoz Shah went on tolerating, and though Zafar Khan came and stirred him up, he
preferred waiting for opportunity.
At this juncture, news came that the old lion Iliyas was dead, and the emperor at once began to prepare for
marching against the unsuspecting Sikandar. All previous treaties and assurances of good will were unblushingly
brushed aside. The wolf-and-the-lamb nature of the move is evident from the fact, as recorded in the Riyaz and by
Ferishta, that even when Firoz reached Zafarabad, Sikandar was ignorant of the motive of Firoz Shah in thus
hurrying towards Bengal, and actually sent envoys with presents to ascertain his wishes. Nothing, however, came
of the negotiations that followed and Firoz marched on to Bengal. He had profited by tlie lesson of the first
expedition and had passed the rainy season nearer home, on his side of the frontier, at Jaunpur. When the land on
all sides was dry and fit for cavalry manoeuvres, he hurried onwards and laid siege to Ekdala.
The reduction of this impregnable fort, however, even in the absence of the barrier of a flooded country,
proved too much for the might of Firoz Shah. The story of the fallen bastion and Firoz Shah’s scruple to attack
through it for fear that his unruly soldiers might molest the ladies of the Zenanah in Ekdala, as recorded by
Shams-i-Siraj Afif, appears to any unbiased reader to be very bad special pleading. Firoz Shah was no child and
knew very well, as Mr. R. D. Banerjee has rightly observed in his vernacular history of Bengal, that the reduction
of an independent country always entailed such acts of violence. Even if the story of the fallen bastion be true, the
defenders were certainly too strong to be lightly encountered. The siege dragged on for months and months and
still Firoz Shah could effect nothing. The Bengalis heroically defended their stronghold, until the rains drew near
and the floods came to help their cause against the Imperial aggressor. Firoz Shah had previous experience of a
flooded Bengal and peace proposals commenced in right earnest.
A perusal of the accounts of the negotiations for peace leaves a clear impression that it was the Imperial side
that sought peace, and not the Bengali Sultan. Shams-i-Siraj Afif has recorded that Sikandar met his ministers in a
conference when it was going hard with. him, and the ministers advised him to seek peace—though it is by no
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means clear how the Imperialist author came to know of this secret conference of the council chambers of Ekdala.
Sikandar is recorded to have kept silent and the ministers retired. They then, of their own accord, thinking that
silence of the Sultan was consent, sent a clever confidential agent to the ministers of Firoz Shah to open
negotiations for peace and render Firoz Shah disposed for peace—“as Sultan Sikandar was already inclined.”
The ministers of Firoz Shah seem to have received this ministerial agent sent without royal authority, and who
could certainly have produced none, if asked to do so, with open arms, and had no difficulty in persuading their
master to listen to peace proposals. Firoz Shah, however, stipulated for the restoration of Sonargaon to Zafar
Khan. Haibat Khan was sent in return as envoy to Sikandar and though the ministers of Sultan Sikandar met and
received the envoy, Sikandar himself “pretended to be in ignorance of the negotiations.” Haibat Khan, however,
set forth the terms on which peace might be made and when he perceived that “Sikandar also spoke in favour of
peace”, he said that the chief reason why Sultan Firoz had undertaken the campaign was the establishment of
Zafar Khan in the country of Sonargaon. The circumspection with which the subject of Sonargaon was launched,
deserves notice. It certainly does not look like the demand of a victor, and the spectacle of the victor going to the
vanquished for the settlement of the terms of peace is absolutely unique!
Sikandar, however, is recorded to have readily consented to the restoration of Sonargaon to Zafar Khan. Haibat
Khan returned joyfully and reported to Firoz the results of his negotiations.
The Sultan was satisfied and expressed his desire to remain at peace with Sikandar and to look upon him as a
nephew. At the suggestion of Haibat, a crown worth 80,000 tankas and 500 Arab and Turki horses were sent as presents
to Sikandar by Firoz Shah together with an expression of wish that he might not be again at war with Sikandar.
Sikandar, to show his satisfaction sent in return 40 elephants and other valuable presents.

This account of Shams-i-Siraj Afif, an Imperial author, whose father was in the campaign, certainly does not
show Firoz in the light of the victor. This time, it seems, he had practically to sue for peace and return to Jaunpur
with head anything but thrown up. It is also very significant that Zafar Khan, for whom the emperor is said to
have won Sonargaon back from Sikandar, did not even dare to resume sovereignty in the dangerous proximity of
Sikandar, in spite of imperial support.\fn{Here this section concludes, the next one beiing headed: Sikander Shah.H}
226.157 Excerpt from Holy Mother Shri Sarada Devi\fn{by Swami Gambhirananda aka Jatindranath Datta (1889-1998)}
Sadhuhati, Netrokona District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
1
God, as associated with His Power, is alone able to set in motion a new cycle of social and spiritual
regeneration; else it is impossible to conceive of the Absolute Brahman as involved in any process of evolution.
When God incarnates as man, He invokes this Power and then employs Her for the good of men. Divine Power,
thus propitiated by the Lord Himself, becomes gracious and suitably rearranges the factors concerned for the
advancement of erring and perplexed humanity. Not only this, when God comes down as man, Divine Power also
accompanies Him most often as a woman. The descent of Sita with Ramachandra, Shri Radhika with Krishna,
Yashodhara with Buddha, and Vishnupriya with Shri Chaitanya emphasizes this fact. In truth, Divine Power,
whether on the spiritual or on material plane, or as the consort of an incarnation, helps Him immensely in His
mission. Divorced from Power, His divine drama cannot be enacted, nor can it be comprehended by us. Swami
Saradananda, writes,
Having discovered the eternal association of Power with Consciousness, the Rishis of India worshipped in all
exceptionally energetic things and everywhere the Deity Who dances on the prostrate body of Shiva. This incomparable
Deity Who promises both blessing and protection with Her hands at the same time that She wears a necklace of heads,
was discovered by them as a reality and as such worshipped reverentially in the guru who is the spiritual guide, in
women who fascinate the world, and in such elevating and degrading qualities as knowledge, forbearance, peace,
delusion, torper, error, etc. Having thus themselves attained all that men can aspire to, they taught others how to be
blessed by treading the same path.

Again, Swami Vivekananda realized that this Shakti (Divine Power) had been awakended by Shri Ramakrishna
for the rejuvenation of the present age; and hence he sent forth this clarion call:
“Just imagine in your mind the acme of that resurgence with whose first stirrings the whole world is now
resounding, and give up all vain doubt and weakness to which slave nations easily succumb.”
That formless and eternal Power of Brahman which inheres in everything has again descended as the consort
of the incarnation for the present age. She has on the one hand helped Him to fulfil. His mission and on the other
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has spread Her influence on various fields of human relationships, thereby removing obstacles and setting India,
and, along with her, the whole world, on a new road to progress. Therefore, that Swami Vivekananda who was
blessed by them both salutes them thus:
“A slave am I to both of you; and to both do I prostrate myself.”
Not only has the descent of God a particular technique of its own, but the manifestation of His Power also has
its own mode. Or to put it otherwise, though the time and the purpose are the same for the incarnation of God and
His Power, which are inseparable like fire and heat, yet the objective is attained through the masculine body in
one way and through the feminine in another. Thus it is that even though the entity cannot be split up, there is a
special value in following separately the events that accompany the feminine counterpart.
In the Chandi (XI.54-55) the Goddess says:
“Whenever there arises any obstacle from the demons, I shall come down in this way to destroy the enemy.”
In olden times there was constant need for destroying the demons, as they oppressed good and bad men alike.
Their destructive power is not however confined to the physical plane. The constant conflict that rages in human
hearts between good and evil tendencies is also described in the Upanishads as a battle waged by the demons
against the forces of goodness. In the present age, this struggle has assumed the form of a challenge thrown out by
disbelief, materialism, and sensuality, to belief in God, faith in the immortality of the soul, and adherence to
godliness. It is in consequence of this challenge that there has been a growth of irreligion, envy, enmity, and
passion which are a constant source of war resulting in the loss of innumerable valuable lives.
The conflict on the psychological plane in the modern age is even more devastating than the old mythological
war between the gods and the demons. The old antagonism seldom overstepped the limits of the physical world;
but the present struggle has originated in the mental plane and is spreading to all the spheres of everyday life, thus
laying the axe at the very root of humanity.
Hence the action of the Divine Power under existing circumstances has to be mainly on the mental plane.
Above everything else, the present-day world needs moral progress and spiritual enlightenment. If faith, purity,
and devotion can once attain supremacy, the outer world is bound to change. The incarnate Divine Power is,
therefore, now engaged in fighting internal enemies. The victory may come either by liquidating the sinner
together with his sin or by transforming him through the natural attraction of genuine good feelings. The
conversion of a heinous heart through moral excellence presupposes a greater strength than is necessary for
killing an enemy outright. So in the present incarnation there is no clanging of weapos or the din of war; but there
is an abundance of modesty, humility, purity, goodness, practical love, and spiritual experience.
Moreover, the Deity has not only to remove obstacles. She has also to establish new goals and create fresh
aspirations; and this is a tremendous task. God Himself need not come down for removing all hindrances from the
path of His devotees. This can be accomplished by an inspired soul or by a partial divine manifestation. As the
whole of humanity has to be raised to a higher pitch of realization: Divine Power Herself takes the field.
The emergence of the Divine Power today on the hoary background of Indian culture is indicative of a unique
reanimation. Particularly is it bound to be so among women, the need of whose advancement is admitted on all
hands. We cannot do better than echo the words of Swami Vivekananda who was convinced that India cannot
prosper without revitalising her womanhood, just as a bird cannot fly with one wing:
And therefore it is that when God incarnated as Shri Ramakrishna, he worshipped God as Kali, the Mother, accepted
a woman as his guru (spiritual guide), assumed the role of a woman in some .of his spiritual strivings, took upon
himself the responsibility of educating and training his own wife, and preached the Motherhood of God.

In the middle of the last century the womanhood .of India was faced with.a tremendous problem. India then.
was being swept off het feet by foreign ideals. A craze for imitating the West set in at the cost of indigenous
values. The plan of educational reform envisaged in the despatch of Sir Charles Wood, dated. 19 th July, 1854, gave
only a vague indication of the kind of training that Indian women would get.
True it is that India was not entirely wrong in welcoming foreign ideas and practices. On the contrary, it is
quite in keeping with the Indian tradition to enrich her life by assimilating foreign ideas while still retaining her
own individuality. There is need of energizing our woman-hood by drawing a little on foreign sources in order to
make national life more vigorous and fruitful, at the same time that the West also learns something of our
veneration for motherhood, so that Western civilization may have a stronger spiritual basis and a longer lease of
life.
But though each civilization has much to learn from another, it will spell disaster if the basic distinctions are
ignored. For, though Women are honoured everywhere, that honour very often appears in the form of chivalry and
appreciation of feminine charms. But India eulogizes chastity and motherhood, since the ideal aimed at is spiritual
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freedom which has for its foundation absolute self-control. Our ideal specimens of womanhood are Sita, Savitri,
and Damayanti. There is an evident conflict between the two standpoints; and future world civilizations have
either to choose sides or seek a rational rapprochement.
The problem has assumed an urgency which it never had a hundred years, ago. And yet the forces governing
the destiny of India foresaw that unless Indian culture was saved from the deluge of modern ideas, the world
would have no sure foundation on which the future Eastern and Western social edifices could be erected, while
allowing for individual differences. There was a need for providing a dependable model in the combined figure of
guru, mother and deity from which all could draw the necessary inspiration.
Considered from all points of view, this task of resuscitating and perfecting the Indian ideal could be
accomplished by none other than the Mother of the Universe Herself; for in the middle of the last century no other
force could succeed in making India conscious of her grand destiny and the world cognizant of her revitalizing
message. This is the age-old tradition of India’s spiritual ministry.. Truly God’s advent has been strictly in
proportion to the moral degradation during the period beginning from the eighteen fifties and ending with the
nineteen twenties. The greater the degradation the greater is the Divine Power’s response to the challenge of the
times. The new advances of world civilizations will commence with the worship of the guru, mother, and goddess
as manifested in the recent past.
Shri Krishna hints in the Gita, that though God descends to the human world for the general good, men
through the poverty of their intellect fail to gauge His real stature, hidden as He remains under His assumed
mundane limitations. And thus, paradoxically enough, the conditions of Divine descent were frustrating His
gracious intention. Notwithstanding this drawback, it is only through those human bodies that God can reveal to
erring and suffering humanity the means by which life can be made divine; for sunk as men are in their petty
selfish pursuits, there is no other method for reinvigorating them for higher achievements.
This transmission of fresh vigour and the communication of revitalizing power may follow different channels.
In some cases the highest perfection of human ideals may be visibly demonstrated or they may be made more
sublime and enduring through the achievements of personal life or through the grandeur of instruction; in other
cases new paths may be opened up by divine decree; while in still others, human hearts may be more powerfully
attracted towards cherished traditional human norms through charming divine disports.
While all this is true, we must not jump to the conclusion that the mission of an incarnation is confined to a
mere heightening of sublimity, or the establishment of fresh ideals, or the attraction of human hearts. For, though
we may try to understand his contribution analytically, we have to remember that it is beyond human capacity
fully to comprehend or formulate in words the significance of an incarnation, inasmuch as he is the embodiment
of all kinds of spiritual moods. Besides, a power that is released for ages, cannot be assessed by contemporary
history.
Nevertheless, we accept these three standards as a basis for an intellectual apprehension of the life of the Holy
Mother, wherein we shall see the qualities of motherhood in their superhuman perfection, and we shall come to
know how they acted in the present age for evolving new spiritual values. We shall also see how in her life the
feminine virtues consequent on such position in the family as daughter, sister, wife, or matron, reached their ideal
states, and above all, how her pristine purity was itself an inspiration to others.
*
Is this all sentimental ebullition or a faint hint at reality? We invite the reader to raise this question again after
finishing this biography; but we are convinced that he himself will discover the truth ere long and be freed from
doubt. But he must be forewarned that the life we are dealing with is in many respects extraordinary, and it must
be evaluated accordingly. The Holy Mother does not belong to that class of dazzling personalities who suddenly
emerge in contemporary history and after assuming superhuman proportion for a while vanish forever, nor to that
category of people who through bustling activity, flaming oratory, or the clatter of arms imperil human civilization
and blacken history for ever. She belongs to that galaxy of great characters who by concretizing the human ideals
in their lives raise world civilization to a higher level and whose influence, though seemingly inconsierable to
their contemporaries, lasts longer and expands forever. In fact, she is to be classed with such memorable 1igures
as Sati and Sita whose advent purified human life and blazed the path for a fresh resurgence.
All this is unquestionable. But still another question remains:
“If the Power descended for the world as a whole, why should it have selected for its field an insignificant
remote namlet like Jayrambati, detached as it is from all modern influences?”
Who can answer such a question? And, in fact, how many of those questions can we answer that arise in
connection with the unpredictable movements of that inscrutable Power that ever creates, sustains, and dissolves
the world? And yet human intellect, though aware of its limitations, cannot desist from the quest. So we cogitate,
“Had Jayrambati any speciality, because of which it had such a proud privilege?”
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Even a close scrutiny does not reveal any such, though the pages of history bear witness to the facts of
Krishna’s advent in Kamsa’s prison and his childlike and boyish disports among cowherds, of Jesus’ birth in a
stable and his early training in a carpenter’s house, and the descent of Ramakrishna in a husking shed and his
subsequent life as a poor temple priest. And sociology points to the fact, that when under the impact of an
aggressive foreign culture, the learned and moneyed classes in the towns are swept off their feet, indigenous
culture maintains a precarious existence in the poor surroundings of remote villages. Moreover, Indian culture
discovered a peculiar mode of self-perpetuation by entrusting itself into the hands of indigent Brahmins and
penniless gurus.
Had Jayrambati these factors in abundance?
2
Bankura, though it belongs to the fertile province of West Bengal, is comparatively barren and subject to
frequent famine. But the little village of Jayrambati, lying at the south-east corner of the district, is more fortunate
and ever smiles with the crops of paddy, wheat, sugar-cane, and vegetables which the industrious farmers grow in
its fields. It is about three miles west of Kamarpukur, the native village of Shri Ramakrishna, and is under the
Shiromanipur outpost of the main police station at Kotulpur within the Vishnupur sub-division of the District.
From the north-western corner of the hamlet the small, perennial rivulet Amodar, with its transparent water,
meanders eastward for a mile like a playful child, demarcating the northern limits of Jayrambati; then taking a
south-easternly turn it washes the boundary of Mukundapur which forms a part of Kamarpukur, and then flows
southward. The narrow and shallow stream forms whirlpools here and there, which are deep and full of fish, so
that small alligators are often attracted there. On the northern side of the village, the streamlet forms a beautiful
peninsula, triangular in shape and raised in the centre. The green grass and the tall trees which cover it make it a
cool retreat for those who want a shelter from the day’s heat, and the solitude is heightened by the signs of
cremation here and there, inviting those who are sick of the worries of the world.
Resounding with the chirping of birds and decorated with fruit and flower trees as it was, it was a favourite
place for Swami Saradananda, Yogin-Ma, Golap-Ma, and others who after a dip in the brook sat under the
amalaka (emhlic myrobalan) tree which adorned its centre in those days; and there they meditated or read the
Gita or the Chandi for a considerable time. The Mother in her younger days took her ceremonial bath in this
stream on special days.
The natural situation of Jayrambati is very fine. It is surrounded almost on all sides by extensive fields. The
land between the Amodar and the village is about half a mile in width and is very fertile. Such staple crops as
paddy, pulses, chilli, and turmeric, as well as ordinary vegetables, are raised on this and adjacent lands by a
diligent peasantry whose wants are few. Cotton, too, used to be cultivated and the ponds had plenty of fish. It is
said that the hamlet began to have such abundance only after the birth of the Holy Mother.
It had then no shops; and yet the people did not depend on other villages. They were satisfied with what they
got from their fields. Whenever necessity arose, they went to the market at Kamarpukur which supplied them with
sweets, or to Kotulpur, six miles to the north, from where they got clothes, salt and spices, or to KayapatBadanganj, five or six miles to the south-west. At Shihat {or Shiod, as it is locally pronounced), one mile to the
west, there were some grocer’s shops, and there was another at Pukure, about a mile and a half away, which
helped the people of Jayrambati in an emergency.
North of Jayrambati on the other side of the Amodar and across a vast field is a large village called Desra
(pronounced as Deshda). On the east, too, across a vast stretch of paddy fields, one comes to the bank of the
Amodar, after crossing which one has to pass through Amarpur to reach Kamarpukur. The track has now been
made wider and easier for traffic, and it is: dotted on either side by big shady trees under which the cowpboys and
pedestrians can take rest or shelter.
The Mukhopadhyaya (or briefly Mukherji) family in which the Holy Mother was born, settled in this village
long ago. Apart from these Mukherjis and the Banerjis who are related to the former, there is no Brahmin family
there. The rest of the villagers are non-Brahmins bearing such family titles as Vishwas, Mandal, Ghosh, and
Samui. The Brahmins, together with a few, families of milkmen, one of barbers, one of sweetmeat makers, one of
blacksmiths, and a few families of Bagdis, inhabit about a hundred small mud houses where they live their
unostentatious rural life.
We are not aware of any indisputable theory about the origin of the name of the village, though one may guess
that it might have been derived from the name of the tutelary deity or of an ancestor of the Mukherjis.
The villagers used to bathe in and draw their drinking water from the big tank with tall palm trees on its banks
called the Badujye-pukur (or the tank of the Banerjis) in the southern part of the village. Further south there is an
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ancient tank with blooming lotuses. On the western side of the village is a big tank called the Aher on which the
cultivators depend for water for irrigation. An old pond, called the Punya-pukur, occupies a central position.
On its western bank is the “new house” of the Holy Mother, built in 1916. On that bank again at the northern
side is a small thatch opening to the south which is the old chapel of the Mukherjis. In one of its rooms there is an
emblem of the deity Dharma\fn{ Literally, virtue or right norm, deified in Buddhism } called Sundara-Narayana, which is of
the form of a tortoise and which the Mukherjis worship by turns. The other room is called the Kali-mado where
the goddess Kali used to be worshipped every year. This worship ceased subsequently as a result of family
differences. In this room, again, sat the village school where the little boys and girls gathered, with leaves for
writing under their arms and crisp scorched rice (mudi) for tiffin\fn{Lunch:H} tied at the ends of their clothes. At
the north-east corner of this room was a black-stone, the emblem of the goddess Shashthi who grants children to
worshippers and protects them. Newly married couples used to come to salute this deity; and we fancy that Shri
Ramakrishna and the Holy Mother, too, did so. Shashthi now sits in Sundara-Narayana’s room. On the southern
side of the village road that runs over the southern bank of the Punya-pukur is the Modal-pada, the quarter of the
Modals; and to the south of this place is the shrine of Simhavahini\fn{ I.e., one riding on a lion, an epithet of Durga } who
along with two of her female companions—Chandi and Mahamaya—occupies a seat, a separate seat being
provided for Manasa, the serpent goddess.
The Mukherjis are the hereditary priests of all these deities.. At the time that we are writing of, Simhavahini
was housed in a thatch; but now she sits in a more substantial house with a cement floor and a corrugated iron
sheet roof.
On the southern bank of the Punya-pukur is the homestead of the Banerjis. From the old brick-built temple,
parlour, etc., it can be inferred that they were once in an affluent state. But now all these are in ruins.
The main road of the village runs north and south by the western side of the Mother’s new house and the Kali
shrine, both of which are on the Punya-pukur. As we proceed along this road a little northward there stands on our
left the white brick-built temple on the birth-place of the Mother. Here was the ancestral home of the Mukherjis
who, however, spread out south-west with the growth of the family. Their houses lie to the west of the village road
and open to the east. The ancient homestead had a thatch on the eastern side, which was divided into two parts,
the outer one serving as a drawing-room. On the south were the kitchen and husking sheds. On the southern side
of the present dwellings of the Mukherjis there is another road which, starting from the main village road, runs
westward along the northern bank of the Kalu-gede (or Kalu’s pond) and the southern side of the Ghosh-pada
(Ghosh quarter) to join the road to Shihar on the northern bank of the Aher. On the extreme west of the Ghoshpada is the brick-built temple of Dharma, known as Yatra-siddhi-raya, whose :symbol is a small low stool with
four legs.
Of the villages round about Jayrambati, with which the memories of Shri Ramakrishna or the Holy Mother are
specially associated, mention may be made of Shihar, Koalpara, Anur, and Shyambazar.
At Shihar was married Hemangini Devi, the daughter of the paternal aunt of Shri Ramakrishna. It is also the
birthplace of Shyamasundari Devi, the mother of the Holy Mother. These common ties often attracted both the
Master and the Mother to this village even from their childhood.
The Mother used to halt at Koalpara when in later days she passed through Vishnupur on her way to and from
Calcutta.
Anur is known for its shrine of the goddess Vishalakshi, on the way to which the Master, while still a child,
passed into ecstasy.
At Shyambazar he once joined a kirtana\fn{A particular type of religious song sung singly or in chorus, with musical
instruments like cymbals and drums to keep time } party which sang the glory of the Lord continuously for seven days and
nights.
To the east of Jayrambati, on the lother side of Amodar, is the big village of Tajpur; to the south is Jibta which
houscs the landlords of Jayrambati; to the southwest is Masinapur (or Masnepur); and to the west is Shihar. AIl
these villages are within a mile of Jayrambati. West of Shihar is Shiromanipur which is inhabited by
Mohammedans and which boasts of a police station.
Jayrambati, though not very far from Calcutta, is not easy of access, and roads were more difficult in the times
we are writing of. In those days people trudged on through village roads and open fields, frequently infested with
robbers. Only the rich few could afford the luxury of carts, palanquins, etc. One of these paths passed through
Kamarpukur, Arambagh, and Tarakeshwar, the last place being noted for its Shiva temple. Between Arambagh and
Tarakeshwar lay a vast field called Telo-bhelo which was not safe even during daylight, so that people never
crossed them alone or after nightfall. This was the shorter of the two routes usually followed by the people, the
distance by it between Calcutta and Jayrambati being about sixty miles; and this was the path that the Holy
Mother usually trod on her way to meet the Master at Dakshineshwar.
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The other route through Burdwan, which is a railway station, was a much longer one and withal not free from
robbers. People now proceeding to Jayrambati usually travel by a night train from Calcutta to Vishnupur where
they can get buses which ply up to Jayrambati in the dry months and up to Kotulpur in the wet, with the rest of the
way, a distance of about six miles, to be covered on foot or by a cart according to convenience. A modern allweather road up to Jayrambati is now (1953) under construction which may ultimately be extended to:
Kamarpukur.
Jayrambati, though thus shut out from modern civilization, does not lack in festivities. It has its rounds of
annual celebrations. In autumn there is a three-day special worship of Simhavahini, the presiding deity of the
village, which draws people from all parts. Besides, other days sacred to other gods and goddesses are duly
observed with much éclat. On the Shivaratri day the villagers go to Shihar to offer worship at the temple of
Shantinatha (Shiva). There are also kirtana songs continued for twenty-four hours at a stretch and rural dramas on
mythological subjects which are highly appreciated and largely patronized.
And above all, Jayrambati has been blessed by the advent of the Holy Mother, which has converted it into a
place of pilgrimage where people from all over the world come to draw inspiration. The white dome of the
temple, flying its metal pennant with the Bengali word ma (mother) engraved on it, announces the glory of the
village to distant passers-by. The temple was consecrated on the 19 th April, 1923 (Akshaya tritiya, according to the
Hindu calendar), which day is still observed and is made joyous by the presence of hundreds of devotees hailing
from different places. The worship of the goddess Jagad-dhatri, which was initiated by the Holy Mother’s mother
and for which the Mother herself made permanent arrangements, is also performed annually and is equally
popular with the devotees. The establishment of the branches of the Ramakrishna Math and of its sister institution
the Ramakrishna Mission, which cater to the spiritual, mental, and physical needs of the villagers, has also
enhanced the popularity of Jayrambati, and easier accessibility is gradually converting it into a centre of
attraction. It is a miracle that by the birth of the Holy Mother this insignificant hamlet should have leaped into
such prominence within such a short time. The Mother herself placed on her head the dust of this hamlet and
saluted it with the Sanskrit adage “Janani janmabhumishcha swargadapi gariyasi”—mother and mother country
are superior to heaven itself.
3
We do not know when the Mukherjis came to Jayrambati. From two old documents it appears that sometime in
the middle of 1669 a certain King of Vishnupur, named Shri Chaitanya Simha, gifted about six acres of land, free
of all rents, to one Khelaram, a forefather of the Mukherjis, for the maintenance of his family and for carrying on
the worship of Dharma. From this it appears that the Mukherjis had been worshippers of the deity even earlier and
might have come to the village in that capacity.
This was perhaps during the transitional period in the history of Bengal when Buddhism was being absorbed
into Hinduism together with its deities of whom Dharma, under various names, was one. But once the Mukherjis
had set their feet in the village, they became the family priests of the Hindus near about, and thus gradually
established the supremacy of Hinduism, owing to which Simhavahini, the Hindu deity, whom, too, the Mukherjis
worshipped, became the presiding goddess.
The site occupied by the Holy Mother temple was perhaps the first place where the Mukherjis settled. This is
borne out by the Shiva image in black-stone which was found underground when the foundation for the temple
was being dug. This must have once been worshipped by the Mukherjis. The Mother lived here till she was nine
years old, and this was also the place which witnessed her marriage.
“My marriage was celebrated in the old house,” she recounted. “We shifted to the new house (which fell to her
brother Varada’s share) when I was nine years old—when the old house became too small.”
Ramachandra, a worthy descendant of the Mukherjis, whose tutelary deity was Rama, was respected at
Jayrambati for his godliness, suavity of temper, and compassion for all. He married Shyamasundari Devi,
daughter of Sri Haridas Mazumdar of Shihar. The wife, too, vied with her husband in the practice of virtue. Her
purity, simplicity, and fortitude were the talk of the village. The Holy Mother Shri Sarada Devi was born of this
pious couple. The few sentences which occasionally dropped from the Mother’s lips with regard to her parents go
to show how virtuous they were and in what veneration she held them.
“My parents,” she said, “were very good. My father was a devout follower of Rama. He was very orthodox
and would not accept any gift from people of other castes. How kind my mother was, how she would feed people,
and how she took care of them! And how guileless she was!” And she added,
“My father liked smoking. But as he smoked, he was so simple and humble that he would address in a friendly
way any passer-by who crossed his door, and would say, ‘Sit down, brother, and have a smoke.’ And then he
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himself would fill up pipe after pipe for him. Will the Lord be born where the parents are not self-composed?”
About her mother she said,
“My mother was Lakshmi (goddess of fortune) herself; so to say. Throughout the year she would gather all
sorts of things and keep them in order. She would say, ‘My household is for God and His devotees’. This
household was, as it were, a part and parcel of her being. What pains did she not take to keep it in order!”
Ramachandra had three younger brothers—Trailokyanath, Ishwarchandra and Nilmadhav—all of whom lived
together. This family was never prosperous and somehow made both ends meet with the little that was earned by
farming and priesthood; and yet Ramachandra was unstinting in his charity, of which we shall have some proof in
due course.
Once when Shyamasundari Devi was living with her father in the northern part of Shihar, she had occasion to
sit in the dark beside a potter’s oven under a bel (bilva, aegle marmelos) tree. There suddenly issued a jingling
sound from the direction of the oven, and a little girl came down from the branches of the tree. She laid her soft
hands round Shyamasundari’s neck, whereupon she fell down unconscious. She had no idea how long she lay
there thus. Her relatives came there searching for her and carried her home. On regaining consciousness she felt
as though the little girl had entered her womb.
Ramachandra was then in Calcutta in search of some means of earning money for his family. The thought of
his family’s poverty weighed heavily on his mind. One day, before he had decided to start for the city, he was
engrossed in that thought. Then he fell asleep and dreamt that a little girl of golden complexion embraced him
from behind by throwing her delicate arms round his neck. The incomparable beauty of the girl, as also her
invaluable ornaments, at once marked her as out of the common run. Ramachandra was greatly surprised and
asked,
“Who are you, my child?” The girl replied in the softest and sweetest of voices,
“Here am I come to you.”
Ramachandra woke up and the conviction grew in him that the girl was none other than Lakshmi, the goddess
of fortune, whose appearance implied that the time was auspicious for him to go out in quest of money.
Accordingly he left for Calcutta. We do not know how far Ramachandra was successful in his quest. All that we
know is that after returning home he heard what had happened to his wife, and, spiritually minded as he himself
was, he readily believed everything.
Henceforth this holy Brahmin couple lived the purest of lives in expectation of the divine child. Ramachandra
had the highest regard for his wife and never touched her person till the birth of the Holy Mother. Shyamasundari
Devi was conscious of her unique fortune, and long after she said to Yogin-Ma,\fn{ A lady devotee of the Master, and
later a constant companion of the Mother}
“How beautiful I looked when I was in the family way, how thick were my tresses, and how many pieces of
cloth were presented to me during that time!”
Gradually the time of confinement approached. Autumn had now passed away, and it was the beginning of the
month of Paush when winter had just set in. This was one of the happiest times in Bengal villages. The harvest
was over and the granaries were full. The fields around again began to smile with the shooting forth of the
summer crop. The new harvest festival had just been finished, and the little children were counting the days for
the festival of the month-ending\fn{Paush Samkranti, roughly corresponding to the winter solstice} when they would have a
feast of cakes. The Christian world was eargly waiting for the merry Christmas day. The Tantrikas were busy
paying visits to the Kali temples, especially as such visits were thought to be very meritorious in that month. And
it was the day of winter solstice when the longest night was over and the sun was beginning its northward course
—the day on which the Hindu gods and goddesses wake up from their long slumber of six months.
During such a time, a little after Thursday evening, on the 8 th Paush (22nd December, 1853) when the night had
spread her star-spangled cloth over the village of Jayrambati to lay it asleep after the day’s labour the blowing of
conch shells from Ramachandra’s house announced the happy news of the advent of Shri Saradamani Devi. Soon
an astrologer was called in and in accordance with the disposition of the stars and planets at the time, the child
was ceremonially named Thakurmani. Her more popular name was, however, Saradamani.\fn{ It is customary to have
two names, one for astrological and the other for common use. We have it on the authority of Swami Gaurishwarananda, who had it from
the Mother herself, that Kshemankari was the actual common name she was given. But her mother’s sister, who had lost a daughter called
Sarada, requested Shyamasundari Devi to change her child’s name to Sarada, so that the bereaved lady might imagine that the new child
was none other than her own, though in another form}

*
Sarada was the first child of her parents. She was followed by a sister named Kadambini and then by five
brothers named Prasannakumar, Umeshchandra, Kalikumar, Varadaprasad and Abhaycharan.
Kadambini died childless soon after her marriage with Sudharam Chakravarty of Kokanda. Umesh, too, died
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before marriage at the age of eighteen or nineteen. Abhay died just after passing out of a medical school, leaving
behind him a widow and a daughter, of whom we shall have to say much in future. The other brothers grew up
and set up separate houses and reared their own families. Uncle\fn{ The devotees of the Holy Mother consider her brothers
and brothers’ wives as their own uncles and aunts. And so also her nieces are their cousins whom they call “sisters” } Kali built his
house south of the ancestral home. Uncle Varada’s house was to the north-west of Uncle Kali’s. South-west of this
house was the Kalu-gede (Kalu’s pond) mentioned earlier, which was used by the Mukherjis for cleaning the
household utensils. South of the Holy Mother temple and north of Uncle Kali’s house was the house of Uncle
Prasanna. The Mother spent a long part of her life in the cottage of Uncle Prasanna, which has since been
purchased by the authorities of the Ramakrishna Math and added to the Holy Mother temple properties, in which
also are included the Punya-pukur and the new house of the Mother. North or this cottage was the gateway of the
house of Uncle Surya who was the son of Ishwarchandra Mukherji, one of the uncles of the Holy Mother. Her
eldest Uncle Trailokya was a Sanskrit scholar; but he died in youth soon after his marriage. The youngest Uncle
Nilmadhav remained a bachelor and never parted from Ramachandra.
After the death of Rampriya Devi, his first wife, Uncle Prasanna married Suvasini Devi. He had two daughters
—Nalini and Sushila (or Maku) by his first wife; and by his second wife he had two daughters, Kamala and
Vimala, born during the Mother’s life, and a son, Ganapati, born after her demise. Uncle Kali had two sons,
Bhudev and Radharaman, by his wife Subodhbala Devi. We have already said that Uncle Abhay left behind him
his widow Surabala and an only daughter Radharani, affectionately called Radhu or Radhi.
Uncle Prasanna had a moderate supplementary income from his priestly services in Calcutta. Owing perhaps to
an early life of poverty, he was very frugal in his ways. With the money he saved, he purchased paddy fields and
bullocks and thus improved his condition.
Kalikumar was irritable by nature. It is said that before his birth his mother became very much overwhelmed
by the loss of some children, when with the help of some medicines given by a woman who worshipped the
goddess Kali and with her blessings too, she got Kalikumar as her son; and that accounted for the boy’s
irascibility. Kali stayed at Jayrambati, and as an orthodox Brahmin he attended to his daily worship and the
observance of ceremonies, so that he was greatly respected.
Uncle Varada generally stayed at Jayrambati, though he often went to assist Prasanna at Calcutta.
The Mother spent her early days in a poor family; but poverty was in a sense a boon and made life sweeter by
providing greater opportunity for her to reveal her affection for all around. Ramachandra could not raise enough
paddy from his lands to meet the expenses of the family; so he grew some cotton also. Shyamasundari Devi
would carry the little girl Sarada to the cotton field where she would lay her down and go to pluck the cotton
pods. When Sarada grew up to be a little girl she would help her mother in this work as also in spinning sacred
thread with the cotton, which would fetch some cash for cloth and other family requirements. Sarada had also to
look after her brothers.
“I used to go with them,” she said, “to bathe in the Ganges, that is, in the Aniodar, which was our
Ganges.\fn{The popular belief, supported by Scripture, is that all streams become as sacred as the Ganges at holy moments } After
finishing our holy bath, I would eat with them some fried-rice there and then bring them home. The Ganges had
always an uncommon attraction for me.” As for other engagements, she said,
“As a girl I would plunge into neck-deep water to cut grass for the cattle, would walk to the fields with friedrice for the labourers. During one year when locusts had nearly destroyed the crop, I went round the fields
gathering paddy.” As regards her education she said,
“I sometimes accompanied Prasanna, Ramnath (a cousin), and others when they went to school in their
boyhood; and thus I learnt a little.”
In addition to these brief and casual references to her childhood days, some information can be gathered from
her contemporaries. Thus Shri Raj Mukherji’s sister Aghormani Devi, a companion and playmate of the Mother’s
girlhood days, said,
“The Mother was very simple by nature; she was simplicity incarnate. Nobody had any altercation with her
during childhood sports and games in which she very often played the master or the mistress of a house. She, of
course, made dolls and played with them; but she preferred worshipping with flowers and bel leaves Kali and
Lakshmi in images fashioned by herself. When other girls fell out, she would mediate, settle their quarrels, and reestablish cordial relations. Once during the worship of the goddess Jagad-dhatri, Shri Ramhriday Ghoshal of
Haldepukur was present. Finding the Mother lost in meditation before the deity, he kept his eyes fixed on her for a
long time; but as he could not make out as to who was the deity and who the Mother, he left the place in fear.”
Other old people would say,
“From her young days, Saraqa was as diligent in her work as she was intelligent, quiet, and well-behaved. She
had never to be asked to work. Of her own accord and with her own resourcefulness she would meticulously
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perform her duties.”
The self-identification of the Mother with Jagad-dhatri in her meditation which became pronounced enough to
awe a casual observer was not an isolated event in this unique life. The girlhood days of the Holy Mother were
made surprisingly singular by a strange combination of divinity and humanity, with a predominance of the former,
as it were. Whatever others might think of her in her later life, she then generally revealed herself in her human
role. But at the time of which we are writing, it seems as though she stood at the meeting point of heaven and
earth and could not decide as to which side she should lean, fresh as she was from the world above; or it might
have been that it was ordained from above that those early days should be divinely encompassed. So it is that the
Holy Mother said with reference to those days,
“Mind you, my dear, as a girl I saw that another girl of my age always accompanied me, helped me in my
work, and frolicked with me; but she disappeared at the approach of other people. This continued till I was ten or
eleven years old.”\fn{Much later, after the passing away of the Master, she had another vision of a similar girl }
When she went into the water to cut grass for the cattle, there would appear a girl of the same age to assist her
in the work. As soon as the Mother returned from the shore after depositing a sheaf cut by the new girl, than she
would find another sheaf kept ready in the meantime.
We have now an idea of how busy the Mother was in her early life. From her reminiscences of those days we
also gather that she had off and on to undertake such hard tasks as cooking. But though she was a precocious and
painstaking little girl, her hands were not strong enough for the whole arduous process, and so she had to call in
her father for taking down heavy utensils from the fire-place. She had to fetch pitchers of water from the tank for
domestic purposes, and she took this opportunity to learn swimming with the help of the pitcher.
When she was eleven years old (1864), the countryside was ravaged by a terrible famine. Her father had
garnered some paddy; and though he was by no means affluent, he was moved so much by the appalling misery
around that he opened his granary and started a free canteen. The Holy Mother described it thus:
“What a dire famine raged there once and how many starving people came to our house! We had stocked the
previous year’s produce. My father had the paddy husked into rice and got potfuls of khichudi (hotch-potch)
cooked by mixing it with black lentils.
“‘Everybody in this house will eat this,’ he said, ‘and offer it to whoever may come. Only for my Sarada, a
little rice of good variety will be cooked and she win eat it.’
“On some days the number of people became so great that the khichudi ran short. Cooking would restart at
once. No sooner was the hot food served on the leaves, than I would fan it with both hands so that it might cool
quickly. For, alas, the hungry stomachs could not brook delay!
“One day came a girl of either the (lowly) Bagdi or the Dome caste. The hair on her head had become shaggy
for want of oil and her eyes were bloodshot like those of a lunatic. She ran to the tub where some rice-dust was
soaked for the cattle and began gulping that. She wouldn’t heed the people who were crying out, ‘Come in and eat
the khichudi.’ Only after swallowing some rice-dust did she hear that call. Such, so dreadful, was the famine!
After learning the bitter lesson of that year, people began to garner their paddy.”
From the vivid picture drawn up by the simple, unvarnished, and incomparable words of the Mother we find
how busy she was seeking to cool by fanning with her soft, delicate hands the hot food for the starving people, she
who in future would reign in the hearts of hundreds with the irresistible claim of a mother! And how full of
affection for that tender darling of a child was the poor Brahmin! The Mother’s life then was like that of any other
girl in the village.
But in the midst of this rural simplicity, now and then a sudden divine flash dazzles us. This interplay of light
and shade could not perhaps entirely escape the notice of her brothers or of her parents who wanted to hug to
themselves their small sister or smaller daughter as any other human being did. Perhaps because of the
unforgettable impression of such moments of light, Shyamasundari Devi, mother of the Holy Mother, said in later
life,
“My child, I wonder who you really may be, my dear! How can I recognize you, my daughter!” The daughter,
of course, then brushed this compliment aside with apparent dislike, saying,
“Who am I? Who can I be? Have I grown four hands: (like any deity)? If so, why should I have come to you?”
What. Sarada Devi did as a sister becomes clear from a talk that she had one day with her mother.
Shyamasundari Devi said,
“Sarada, may I have a daughter like you in my next life!” The daughter replied with a show of anger,
“You will drag me down again! To think that I should come again to bring up your children!” With the memory
of the quiet diligence of her affectionate daughter still fresh in her mind, Shyamasundari Devi repeated with an
obvious appeal,
“May I indeed, get you again, my darling!” Uncle Kali, too, once reiterated this compliment when he said,
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“Our sister is Lakshmi incarnate. She spared no pains to keep us alive. Husking paddy, spinning sacred thread,
supplying the cattle with fodder, cooking—in short, most of the household work was done single-handed by our
sister.”
4
We have followed Saradamani Devi at Jayrambati up to her eleventh year. In the meantime an important event
occurred to which we have now to revert.
Shri Ramakrishna’s nephew Hridayaram Mukherji lived at Shihar, and the Master often went there. In the same
village lived the maternal uncles of the Holy Mother. Besides, Shihar had the distinction of possessing a stone
temple, built after old architectural patterns and dedioated to Shiva under the name Shantinatha. The annual
celebrations attracted the villagers: from far and near who came to hear kirtana music or to witness open air
country theatres called yatra.
During one such kirtana at Hridaya’s house a strange thing happened. Sarada Devi, then a mere child, sat in
the lap of a woman who asked her in merriment, after the kirtana,
“Whom among the great number of people, assembled here, would you like to marry?”
Sarada Devi at once lified her two tiny hands and pointed to Shri Ramakrishna sitting not far away. At that
time she had no idea of what matrimony was; but the unseen power that guided those little hands saw to the
fulfilment of the wishes of that unerring heart.
The Mother had then, completed her fifth year and entered the sixth; and there at Dakshineswar Shri
Ramakrishna, then completing his twenty-third year, was caught in the maelstrom of a spiritual fervour
preparatory to the formulation and articulation of his special message for the age. Ignorant people then thought
that he had been swtpt off his moorings and had lost his head. When exaggerated stories of his strange behaviour
reached his mother Chandramani Devi at Kamarpukur, the venerable old lady who had hardly got over the shock
of losing her eldest son Ramkumar,\fn{ The Chatterjis of Kamarpukur} had Ramakrishna brought home and had witchdoctors engaged for curing him of his malady.
But although medicines and medicine-men failed, Shri Ramakrishna became a little composed owing perhaps
to the repeated spiritual visions that were vouchsafed to him at this time. Chandramam Devi was a little reassured
thereby; but along with others she diagnosed the cause of the disease to be his apathy to worldly matters. And so
with the help of her elder son Rameshwar, she set about searching for a bride for him; but their efforts were of no
avail. At last Shri Ramakrishna came to know of this and, strangely enough, he evinced no rebellious distemper,
but rather said with boyish acquiescence and gaiety,
“Go and find the bride marked out with a straw\fn{ A figure of speech from the rural custom of marking out a fruit for gods,
or a seed by tying a straw round its stem} in Ramchandra Mukherji’s house at Jayrambati.”
Following this meaningful hint the bride was soon found out, and the wedding day was fixed on a suitable date
in early May, 1859. On the appointed day Rameshwar went with his brother to Jayrambati and the marriage was
duly celebrated. With regard to her marriage the Holy Mother said,
“I was married when the dates ripen. When I went to Kamarpukur within ten days, I picked up dates there.
Dharmadas Laha (the landlord of the village) came and said,
“‘Is this the newly married girl?’
“Surya’s father (her uncle Iswar Mukherji) carried me to Kamarpukur in his arms.”
On the evening after the day of marriage, the groom’s party returned to Kamarpukur with the married couple.
When they reached there, Chandramani Devi welcomed them home with due ceremonies. The marriage
celebration ended with some minor domestic observances and the feeding of relatives as a matter of form, on a
small scale, for, the poor Chatterjis could not afford to have anything big.
Hardly were these over when a sad thought began to oppress Chandra Devi. The Chatterjis paid three hundred
rupees as bridal money; moreover, decency and honour demanded that the bride should be duly adorned, for
which purpose Chandra Devi took on loan some ornaments from the Lahas, the village landlords. These had now
to be returned; and yet Chandra Devi could not think of depriving the person of such a lovable and guileless child
as Sarada. Shri Ramakrishna understood his mother’s difficulty and assured her that during the little wife’s sleep,
he would imperceptibly remove the ornaments. This he did so deftly that Sarada Devi could not perceive
anything. But next morning when she found her body unadorned, she said pointing to her various limbs,
“Where are the ornaments gone that were here and here?” Chandra Devi was moved to tears by these simple
words of the child, and placing her on her lap consoled her saying,
“My darling, Gadai (meaning Ramakrishna) will give you better ornaments in future.” The girl was consoled
somewhat by this, but her uncle who came the next day became infuriated and carried her back to Jayrambati.
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This time Shri Ramakrishna stayed at home for more than two years. Some two years after his marriage, he
once went to his father-in-law’s house. About this visit the Mother said,
“When I was seven years old, the Master came to Jayrambati. You know that a married couple go together for
a second time to the groom’s house: He told me then,
“‘If anyone asks you as to when you were married, say that you were married at the age of five. Don’t say
seven.’”
The Master perhaps warned her thus lest she should think of this second visit together to Kamarpukur as the
marriage itself. The Mother also remembered that the Master’s nephew Hridaya, too, came with him and the latter
searched out his little aunt and worshipped her feet despite her shyness. Sarada Devi’s thoughts were still
immature; and yet, without being instructed by anybody, she washed the Master’s feet and fanned him, which
added to the mirth of the people around.
From Jayrambati the Master went to Kamarpukur with Sarada; and not long after, he returned to Dakshineswar
to dive headlong into the sea of austerities for the realization of God. Sarada, too, came to Jayrambati and
resumed her life under the tender care of her mother in the midst of rural beauty and simplicity.
Her third and fourth visits to Kamarpukur were when she was thirteen and fourteen years old. The Master was
then at Dakshineswar, where also lived Chandra Devi, his mothcr. At Kamarpukur the Mother found Rameshwar
and his wife and other relatives. Some five or six months intervened between these two visits. During the sccond
visit she stayed at Kamarpukur for a month and a half. After that she spent about three or four months at
Jayrambati till in 1867 news reached there that the Master had come home with Hridaya and Bhairavi Brahmani
(the lady who guided him in his Tantrika sriritual practices), so that it became necessary for her to go there. The
Mother went and lived there with the Master for seven months.
This long stay amidst the quiet natural beauty and healthy surroundings of Kamarpukur improved the shattered
health of the Master, and he returned to Dakshineswar with fresh vigour and drowned himself again in spiritual
striving. When calm prevailed again, he resumed his visits to his native village, spending the rainy season there
every year up till 1880, in accordance with the advice of physicians who condemned that season at Dakshineswar
as too bad for his delicate health, undermined as it had been by long and strenuous disciplines.
It is no longer possible to ascertain how many times the Mother went to Kamarpukur or what happened there
during this long period from 1867 to 1880. Moreover, it is impossible to determine the exact dates of the few
incidents that were related of this period by the Mother and others. Hence we shall relate some of these without
any attempt at chronological sequence, and then we shall return to some anecdotes about the Bhairavi Brahmani.
The devotees heard from the Mother of a supernatural incident that happened to her when she was at
Kamarpukur at the age of thirteen. Just behind the Master’s house was a village road to which a back door opened
for the use of women. Farther away lay the big Haldar-pukur (the tank of the Haldars) to which they went for
bathing and for fetching water. The way lay across the village road and near some houses.
In those days women, particularly young women of high caste families, were not allowed to move about freely,
so that for the Mother who was shy by nature, it was a proolem to traverse this distance alone. Stepping out of the
back door she mused,
“I am a newly married young woman; how can I go alone for my bath?”
As she stood perplexed, she saw eight girls approach her. So she stepped on to the road. Four of those girls
walked in front of her, and four behind. Thus they all went to the tank and had their dip; and then they returned in
the same manner. This happened during the whole time that the Mother was there. The thought often crossed her
mind,
“Who are these girls who come every day at the time of bath?” But she could not make out anything, nor did
she ever ask them who they were.\fn{The Hindu belief is that the Mother of the Universe has eight maids on attendance }
We have already spoken of the Mother’s keenness for study during the Jayrambati days, notwithstanding
poverty and pressing duties. And we have to remember that in those days even well-to-do families did not think in
terms of high academic attainments for their daughters. Sarada Devi’s efforts thus bespeak of a wonderful
enthusiasm for learning, which was kept up even in the more adverse circumstances while she was in her fatherin-law’s family.
“At Kamarpukur,” said the Holy Mother, “Lakshmi\fn{ The Mother was older by about ten years than Lakshmi Devi, her
niece (the daughter of Rameshwar Chatterji)} and myself used to read the first primer a little. Nephew Hridaya snatched
away my book saying,
“‘Women should not learn to read and write; will you ultimately turn to reading novels and dramas?’
“Lakshmi did not part with her book, for being a daughter of the family she clung to it with determination. I
secured another copy secretly for one anna. Lakshmi learnt her lessons at the village school and then taught me.”
In passing, we may refer to the Mother’s reminiscence to show that this ardour lasted even into her youth.
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“I got real education,” said she, “at Dakshineswar. The Master was then at Shyampukur for treatment; and I
was absolutely alone. A girl of the family of Bhava Mukherji came to bathe there. She stayed long and often with
me. Every day as she came for bath, she imparted lessons and tested me at them.\fn{ From an account in Shri Shri
Lakshmimani it appears that at the Master’s instance a boy named Pitambar Bhandari, who was of eleven or twelve years of age taught
Lakshmi Devi and her aunt the first and second primers, after which the lessons stopped, as that was enough for enabling them to read the
sacred epics like the Ramayana and the Mahabharata. In the recorded talks of the Mother we have no reference to this } I gave her

plenty of greens, vegetables, etc., which came here to me from the (temple) garden.”
As a result of this education the Mother could read such books as the Ramayana (Story of Rama), but she
could not write much; and to the end of her life she could not even sign her name. In later days a disciple wanted
to have an autograph from her, and she agreed to it in a way. But in a vain attempt to sign her name she scrawled
and scrawled, and then, failing to produce anything readable, gave up the attempt.
In all references in her talks to the Kamarpukur family there was a genuine ring of love and respect for her
mother-in-law and father-in-law. With regard to the latter she said with pride,
“The father-in-law I had was a spirited and orthodox Brahmin. He would not accept gifts indiscriminately.
There was a standing order to refuse anything even though it might be brought to the house. As for my mother-inlaw, however, if anybody brought anything to her secretly, she would accept it and then cook and offer it to
Raghuvira (Ramachandra, the family deity), and distribute the prasada (sanctified food) to all. My father-in-law
became very angry if he happened to learn of it. But he had a fiery devotion. Mother Shitala (another family
deity) ever moved with him. He used to go out plucking flowers long before the day dawned. One day, as he
entered the garden of the Lahas, a girl of nine said,
“‘Father, come this side; the branch this side has plenty of flowers. Well, I shall hold it down and you shall
pluck them.’ He inquired,
“‘Who are you, my child, here at this time?’ And she replied,
“‘It is I, I of this Haldar house.’
“It is just because he was of this nature that God (the Master) was born in his house.”
Sarada Devi served her mother-in-law like a dutiful daughter, and during that service learnt many anecdotes of
the Chatterji family, as also about its various ups and downs. Thus equipped, she contrasted one day the
orthodoxy of her father-in-law, of which she came to know when rubbing oil on the back of her mother-in-law,
with the liberality of the Master and remarked with a smile,
“The Master was born in such a strict family, and yet he became the priest of a Kaivarta\fn{ Strictly speaking
Rasmani was not a Kaivarta, but belonged to the higher caste of Mahishya, though neither caste could ordinarily expect to have the
aristocratic Chatterjis as its temple priests} (i.e. Rani Rasmani)!”

During the stay at Kamarpukur, the Mother made perfect what she had learnt earlier of swimming, singing,
sewing, embroidery, and cooking. Village girls in those days did not get any training either in these and allied arts,
or in cultural subjects in general. They picked up what they could by themselves, and the social set-up was
eminently fitted for such self-education. There were the Bauls (a class of mendicants) and beggars who sang from
door to door many songs of the highest religious import, and dramas on mythological subjects were frequently
staged, through which rural people had their spiritual edification and termporal enlightenment. Many such factors
contributed to the early education of the Mother.
But the finishing touches came from the Master himself. Her talks with the disciples in later days bore the
unmistakable imprint of such a simple but efficient training and the contact of a great personality during the most
impressionable and formative period of her life.
When the Mother came to Kamarpukur, the Master began teaching her many things—both temporal and
spiritual. He first conquered the heart of the girl through love and then poured into it all that he had learnt through
long experience. On the one hand he held before her an integrated life made impeccable through the influence of
the renunciation of all thoughts of enjoyment, and he trained her step by step in reaching that glorious pinnacle
through a steady moulding of character and heightening of aspiration; and on the other hand he taught her how to
perform the daily duties, serve the deities, the Brahmins, and the guests, be respectful to superiors, affectionate to
the younger members of the family, and in every way serviceable to the family as a whole. And by basing his
instruction on the common sense view of adaptability according to time, place, and person, he taught her how to
deal with others whether within the family or outside it, how to be careful when getting into or out of a
conveyance so that nothing might be 1eft behind; and even such petty matters as trimming lamps, spicing curries,
preparing betel rolls, were not left out of that comprehensive and wonderful curriculum.
The feeling of elation that Sarada Devi—simple, pure, spiritually-minded and full of faith as she was—felt
from those delightfully instructive contacts which were full of zest and yet free from all selfishness and passion,
can be better understood from what she once told some woman devotees:
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“From that time onward, I always felt as if a pitcher of bliss was kept in my heart. I cannot convey any idea of
how much and in what manner my mind feasted on that steady, unchanging divine joy.”
Lakshmi Devi once drew before a monk a picture in these words of how the ever-joyful Master taught the
Mother:
“The Master always alluded to the unreality of the world and its troubles and tribulations, and told the Mother,
“‘Detachment and devotion are the only things that matter.’ He said,
“‘What would one gain by bearing children, like bitches and vixens?’
“The Holy Mother’s mother had many chiidren, some of whom had died. The Mother had brought them up in
her lap and had witnessed her parents lamenting the death of some of them; she too had had her share of the
sorrow. The Master drew attention to all these and said,
“‘You too have had much first-hand experience, and you must have realized how painful it all is. Why all this
fuss? Without all that, you are your own mistress and will ever remain so.’
“The Mother was ever busy at work. One morning she was bedaubing the ground inside, with a solution of
mud and cowdung,\fn{A practice common in villages where they do not have cemented floors and courtyards. Every morning the
housewives dissolve earth and cowdung in water and then overlay the ground with the solution with the help of a handful of rags } and the
Master was cutting jokes while brushing his teeth with a twig. To the Mother he said,
“‘You may dance and sing bedecking yourself with ornaments at the first rice-eating ceremony of your son but
you will writhe in agony when the son dies.’ The Mother, had been listening to the talk in silence; but when the
Master went on alluding repeatedly to the death of sons, she at last blurted out in a low tone,
“‘Will all of them really die?’ Hardly had the words escaped her mouth when the Master said loudly,
“‘Ah me! Here indeed I have trampled on the tail of a deadly snake.\fn{ A venomous snake reacts furiously when
trampled on, whereas a non-venomous one tries rather to escape } Dear me! I thought she was good-natured, and innocent of
everything, but she seems to know a lot! How she says, “Will all of them really die?”’ The Mother left the place in
a hurry.”\fn{There is no closed quote to this speech by Lakshmi Devi; but it seems to me that the close of this extended sub-narrative
would end here:H}
Being free from the constrained manners and artificial courtesies of urban society, the Master felt a
spontaneous ease at Kamarpukur and moved freely with people. One day the Mother wanted to go with another
lady of the house to an open-air religious drama (yatra) which was being staged in a neighbouring village. The
Master did not like the idea; but then realizing that they were feeling disappointed, he enacted the whole drama
before them without anybody else’s help. He had seen it only once; but so sharp was his memory, so realistic his
histrionics, and so sweet his music, that the ladies soon got over their sorrow and sat spell-bound for a long time,
as though they were witnessing the real performance. About the Master’s disposition at Kamarpukur, the Holy
Mother said,
“I never saw him morose. He rejoiced in everybody’s company—be he a boy or an old man. Certainly, my
dear, I never found him gloomy. Ah! At Kamarpukur he would say after leaving his bed every day,
“‘I shall have this green today for my meal, please cook that.’ Overhearing him, we (i.e., Holy Mother and
Lakshmi Devi’s mother) would get together some greens and cook them. Sometime later he said,
“‘Bah! what has happened to me? From early morning I think of eating only! Fie on this!’ And to me he said,
“‘I have no more desire for any particular dish, I shall eat whatever you cook and whatever you offer.’ He used
to go to the country for recouping his health; for he suffered very much from digestive troubles at Dakshineswar,
and said,
“‘Pooh! The stomach is a store of filth which keeps on flowing out!” All this made the body repugnant to him,
and he took no further care of it.”
The Master was very fond of cutting jokes. One of his jokes is particularly enjoyable.
“Lakshmi’s mother and I,” said the Mother, “cooked at Kamarpukur. One day the Master and Hridaya sat for
meal. Lakshmi’s mother was a good cook. Tasting the dish that she had prepared, the Master said,
“‘O Hridaya, it is the Vaidya Ramdas who has cooked this.’ And tasting the dish that I had cooked, he
ejaculated,
“‘And this has been cooked by Shrinath Sen.’ Lakshmi’s mother was Ramdas Vaidya, and I Shrinath Sen—a
quack. At this Hridaya added,
“‘That is true; but your quack will be ever ready—even for massaging. She has only to be sent for. As for
Ramdas Vaidya, his fees are high, you cannot have him at all times. Moreover, people call in the quack first—he
is ever at your service.’ The Master said,
“‘It’s true, it’s true. She is ever there.’”
The Master had a curious boyish liking for seasoning-spices. One day he ordered his niece Lakshmi Devi,
“Lakshmi, buy an anna worth of flavouring spices.” And to the Mother he said,
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“Cook a soup of mixed lentils and season it with the spices in such a way that the sound will be like the
grunting of a pig.”\fn{Cumin (jira), aniseed (mauri), fenugreek (methi), black cumin (kalajira), and caraway (randhuni) are singed in
oil or clarified butter (ghee), and then the cooked curry or soup is poured on the spices while the pan is still on the fire, the reaction being a
great sound which can be heard from afar } Another day he heard Lakshmi Devi’s mother directing the Holy Mother,

saying, that as the store was empty of seasoning spIces, the cooking was to be done without them. Overhearing
this the Master cried out,
“How is that, my dear! If the spices have run short why don’t you get a pice\fn{An eighth of an anna:H} worth of
them? It won’t do to eliminate any ingredient from anything. It was for the smell of your seasoning spices that I
left my delicious dishes at Dakshineswar and came here; and you now want to deprive me of this!” Put to shame,
Lakshmi’s mother at once ordered the spices.
In 1867, after a long spiritual discipline Shri Ramakrishna came to. Kamarpukir and the Holy Mother too came
there. Though she had been formally initiated into Sannyasa, his teacher Totapuri had told him,
“That man is really established in Brahman whose self-abnegation, detachment, discrimination, and realization
remain fully unaffected even in the presence of his wife. He is a true Knower of Brahman who can ever look upon
both men and women as the Self and deal with them accordingly. Those who are conscious of the difference
between the sexes may be treading the path of realization, but are as yet far removed from the goal.”
Totapuri, who was a seer himself, added that if a man of the highest realization like Shri Ramakrishna
performed his duty towards his wife without any mental deflection, he lost no spiritual value thereby and incurred
no demerit. So one can easily understand why a simple, truthful, and bold experimenter in. the spiritual field like
Shri Ramakrishna accepted his wife with all love when she came to Kamarpukur; and yet this intimacy never
affected his mind in the least. But this affected the Bhairavi Brahmani very adversely.
Her first reaction to the Mother’s coming was one of Jove. The Mother was very young then, and respected the
Bhairavi as much as she did her mother-in-law, though fear had, perhaps, something to do in the mattear. The
Bhairavi, who hailed from East Bengal, would use chillies abundantly in the curries, as was the habit in those
parts, and she would offer these to Lakshmi Devi’s mother and the Holy Mother and await their reaction. The
former would .say bluntly,
“Forsooth! how terribly hot it is!” But the Mother, afraid of the Bhairavi’s anger, would say, “Good indeed!”—
while tears trickled down from her eyes. Unmindful of these the Bhairavi would say to Lakshmi Devi’s mother,
“But my daughter-in-law (Holy Mother) here says that it is very savoury.. To you, my dear, nothing is good. I
shall never again give you any curry.” The Mother used often to relate the story with a hearty laugh.
The Bhairavi one day decorated the Master like Shri Gauranga\fn{ A 15th century Bengal saint, noted for his unique
ecstatic love of God and venerated as an Incarnation } with garlands and called in the Mother to see how charming he
looked. The Mother, when she came, found him in a state of divine inebriation which frightened her a little, but
when the Brahmani asked, “How does he look?” she replied, “Fine”, and left after a hurried prostration. Perhaps,
she was both shy and nervous; for we have to remember that the Holy Mother was still a veiled maiden who could
not yet afford to be bold in her relation with her husband in the presence of an elderly lady like the Bhairavi
Brahmani; besides, the Mother who was naturally modest entirely lacked such frivolity.
Though the Mother had no lack of awe and reverence for the Bhairavi, the latter still became jealous because
of the Master’s free association with her. Quite a number of families there are which are made unhappy by this
unnatural relation between the mother-in-law and the daughter-in-law.
Be that as it may, the Bhairavi, finding no occasion to have a fling at the Mother, gave vent to her jealousy in
other ways. She became apprehensive of Shri Ramakrishna’s future and warned him that by freely mixing with
his wife he was but jeopardizing his spiritual welfare. A man of realization like Totapuri could see no harm in the
free play of the blazing fire of Shri Ramakrishna’s pure heart; but blinded by her love, the Bhairavi wanted to
kccp it under her fostering care, not knowing that she would herself get burnt in the process. She refused to realize
that the scene was rapidly changing; the little Sarada was steadily but surely coming to the front to take her place
as the inheritor of Shri Ramakrishna’s spiritual .achievements and the propagator of the glory of motherhood in
the world. Shri Ramakrishna, too, fully aware of her life’s mission, was preparing her accordingly.
Failing to grasp the divine plan behind it all, the Bhairavi ran counter to them, thereby heaping miseries on
herself and making life intolerable for all. The truth, however, dawned on her at last, and finding herself in the
wrong, she confessed this to Shri Ramakrishna, took leave of him, and went away to Banaras. She was henceforth
totally blotted out of the Mother’s life.
After the departure of the Bhairavi Brahmani, Shri Ramakrishna returned to Dakshineswar and the Holy
Mother after a long period of seven months of unalloyed joy, went back to her mother at Jayrambati (November,
1867).\fn{I have attached the last paragraph of this chapter, which is a quotation from a footnoted text, as follows: We can well
understand that henceforward there came a change in her bearing, in her talk and general conduct, etc. But it is doubtful if this was
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noticed by the ordinary people, for this made her quiet rather than flaunty, introspective rather than obstreperous, and selflessly loving
rather than self-centred; and through creating a feeling of unruffled contentment under all circumstances it made her sympathize with
people in their trials and tribulations. It thus transformed her into a veritable embodiment of kindness. (LilapraJanga, Sadhaka-bhava, pp.
343-44)}

5
Arrived at Jayrambati, the Mother found the village still the charming old place she had known it to be; the
love and affection of parents, brothers, and cousins, and, in fact, of all relatives were as deep as ever; the daily life
with its work and recreation, talks and discussions, still flowed on as before; yet in the depths of her heart could
be felt the stirring of some muffled sorrow. At Kamarpukur she enjoyed a divine bliss, the memory of which
remained forever fresh in her mind; but finding nothing corresponding to it in the outside world, she turned
inward with disappointment, converting life into a brooding, wailing dream.
Autumn was followed by early winter, and then came chilly days. But forever the Holy Mother kept her ears
pricked up for any chance news trickling into this village despite the barriers of transmission and rural
indifference.
Thus passed four long years.
In the meantime some stray pieces of news broke into the quiet sublimity of Jayrambati and stimulated gossip.
The villagers concluded from what they had heard that Shri Ramakrishna had lost his mental balance. The Mother
had now neither zest in work nor solace in imagination; she only went about her daily round of duties
mechanically. The ever-present pang of separation from the Master gnawed at her heart and cast a gloom over her
face which drew the instinctive sympathy of the village women. But they, however, owing to their ignorance or
narrow outlook, talked in a way that intensified rather than assuaged her agony. Their companionship became
intolerable rather than welcome. Though they seemed to share her sorrow, they really pointed to her husband as an
object of ridicule. And quite a few said pointing to her, “That’s the wife of a madman,” or under the guise of
consoling her, inflicted on her a cruel wound by saying,
“Ah me! Shyama’s daughter has been married to a lunatic.”
Loathing such company, the Mother avoided visiting any house and kept herself constantly engrossed in work.
To a loving, faithful wife, any criticjsm of her husband is intolerable. She kept at home all the time. And when this
became oppressively monotonous, she would go to aunt Bhanu’s\fn{ Aunt Bhanu or Bhanu-pisi was born at Shihar and
married in a Ghosh (cowherd) family at Jayrambati. The Mukherjis were their priests at Jayrambati and the mazumdars of her father’s
family at Shihar. Pisi means father’s sister; and though this non-Brahmin woman could have no family ties with the Mother, this
relationship was established between them according to rural custom. The Master also called her Bhanu-pisi } house and there on a

verandah she would spread out her cloth and lie down.
The pure-hearted aunt Bhanu had an insight by which she got a glimpse of Shri Ramakrishna’s hidden
greatness. She said to Shyamasundari Devi,
“Well, sister-in-law, your son-in-law is Shiva—none other than Krishna Himself. I prophesy that in future you
will believe what you don’t now.” When the Master came to Jayrambati for the second time to take his girl-wife to
Kamarpukur, aunt Bhanu reminded of the djvine couple Shiva and Parvati, and sang merrily,
“As thou art beautiful, my little child (Sarada) hast thou got a groom who is both mad and naked.”
We have to remember that in those days the Mother’s complection was bright and fair. Aunt Bhanu recognised,
even in those early days, and in her own way, the Master and the Mother as Shiva and His consort. But people
regarded her as too emotional in her nature, and nobody heeded her. Her house was the only place where the
Mother got some shelter and mental composure.
But obviously a whole life could not be spent thus. True it was that she did not believe in all the gossip that
was going on about the Master. For it was incredible that the Master could be mad—he whose holy company had
conferred on her immeasurable bliss only the other day, whose divine fervour had infected her also to some extent
and brought about an indescribable elation in her, whose selfless thought for others had charmed her, and whose
wise discourses and witty remarks held all spellbound for hours. But, all the same, the ignorant village people
could not evaluate his afflatus; and so their unbridled imagination raced apace, and their criticism was unchecked.
The dutiful wife, therefore, came to think at last,
“When all people talk thus, let me once go and see him.”
At the beginning of 1872, many people of the neighbourhood were going to Calcutta for bathing in the Ganges
on an auspicious day\fn{The Lila-prasanga takes this to be Dola-purnima which fell on 25 th March, 1872. But it might have been the
Chaitra-samkranti day which is widely observed as an occasion for holy bath. The Mother never spoke of Dola-purnima, but vaguely
referred to “some sacred day.” She also said, “The Master worshipped me as Shodashi a month and a half after my arrival there.” If Dolapurnima is accepted as the auspicious day in question, the period intervening between the Mother’s arrival and the Shodashi worship would
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be two and a half months instead of one and a half. The Mother was not likely to forget such an important event of her life. In this as also in
subsequent narratives, we take her version as the most authoritative } which was near at hand. The Mother wanted to

accompany them, and yet through fear and bashfulness she could not speak out. At last no longer able to suppress
her idea she divulged it to a woman who communicated everything to Ramachandra. The old noble-hearted father
took it in the best of spirits and said,
“Does she want to go? Very good.” And he himself escorted her.
Along with other pilgrims the father and the daughter had to travel about sixty miles on foot. On either side of
the track there were open fields covered here and there with green crops and dotted now and then by villages
shaded by clusters of trees. They came by big tanks with sparkling water, and now and again they took rest under
huge shady trees. Some two or three days thus passed away uneventfully.
The Mother was full of enthusiasm for reaching Dakshineswar soon, but unfortunately her health was not
equal to the task. That part of the country was infested with malaria from which she had often suffered. Besides,
she was not used to making such long journeys. But, for fear of causing her father and others anxiety and
inconvenience, she kept quiet about her growing indisposition for two or three days.
At last she had fever and the temperature rose so high that it was impossible for her to proceed. Ramchandra
took shelter with her in a near-by hut. It can well be imagined how great was the Mother’s disappointment. Fever
was nothing new to her; so she had no worry on that score. Neither had this unknown place any terrors for her.
But what caused her the greatest dismay was the delay interposed by all these events in meeting the Master for
whom she had been pining away.
A divine vision came to her in this hour of dejection, and cheered her up. As the Mother lay unconscious on the
bed, she saw a dark woman of peerless beauty sitting by her caressing the Mother’s head and body with her soft,
cool hands. It seemed to remove all her pain. The Mother asked,
“Where do you come from, my dear?” The stranger replied,
“I come from Dakshineswar.” The Mother wondered at this and said,
“From Dakshineswar! I thought I would go there, see him, and serve him. But as I am laid down with fever on
the way, I fear this may never eome to pass.” The dark woman said,
“Don’t you worry! You will certainly go to Dakshineswar; you will recover soon and see him. It is for you that
I have been holding him there.” The Mother said,
“Indeed! How are you related to us, my dear?” The woman said,
“I am your sister.” The Mother said,
“Indeed! That’s why you have come!” After this conversation the Mother fell asleep.\fn{ On another occasion the
Mother related the incident thus: “Once when on my way to Dakshineswar, in my early years, I had fever. I lay unconscious, when I saw a
dark-complexioned girl with dusty feet sitting by my bed-side and stroking my head. Seeing her feet full of dust I asked, ‘Dear child, did
not anybody offer you water for washing your feet?’ She replied, ‘No, mother, I shall leave forthwith. I came to see you. Don’t be afraid,
you will recover.’ And truly, I did recover gradually from the very next day.” }

Next morning she found that the fever was off, and that the divine vision had put fresh zeal and vigour into her.
Hence when her father suggested that instead of waiting helplessly in that unknown place it were better to proceed
slowly, the Mother readily agreed. Then they moved on. Fortunately, a palanquin was available nearby. She had
fever on the way again, but it was not very severe. Besides, she was not then as helpless as before. So she kept
quiet without adding to the worry of her father by telling him of her predicament. Slowly the long journey ended,
and by crossing the Ganges, they reached Dakshineswar at nine o’clock in the night. As the people from
Jayrambati were landing from the boat, the Mother heard the Master saying,
“O Hride (Hridaya), I hope the time is not inauspicious. This is her first visit.”
The Mother had no worry on that score as she knew that she had passed the inauspicious time in the boat itself.
That apart, those few words of the Master had such a touch of sincere love in them that, moved by them, she went
straight to his room, while others went to the Nahabat (i.e., the orchestra block or the concert house)\fn{ There are
two detached two-storeyed structures on the Ganges on either side of the main temple compound. They were originally meant to be used
for playing temple music at stated hours, particularly, early morning and evening. We are concerned only with the northern one, which does
not seem to have been used for this purpose. The Master’s mother Chandra Devi first used the upper storey as a dwelling room. Later the
Holy Mother took up residence on the ground floor} or other places. As soon as he saw her, the Master said,

“Ah! You are here at last! .That’s well done.” Then he ordered some one nearby,
“Spread a mat for her.”
A mat was spread on the floor of the room. The Mother sat on it and talked with the Master. When the latter
learnt that she was ill, he became very anxious about her treatment and comfort and said with extreme regret,
“Alas! You have come so late! Would that my Mathur were there now to serve you! My right arm is broken
now, as it were.” Mathur, who was the son-in-law of Rani Rasmani, the foundress of the Dakshineswar temple,
and who was the first supplier of the Master’s needs, had died only a few months before (16 th July, 1871).
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After the first greetings, the Mother wanted to go to the Nahabat. But the Master said,
“No, no, it will be difficult to arrange for treatment there; you stay here in this room.”
So a separate bed was spread for her; and it was arranged that a woman companion of the Mother would also
sleep with her. The temple staff having just then finished their meals, leaving no surplus, Hridaya, however,
brought some fried-rice for them.
Next day, at the Master’s instance, a physician was called in. Through proper care the Mother came round in
three or four days, after which she went to live in the Nahabat, where her mother-in-law lived. When the old lady
came to Dakshineswar, a room in the building where the proprietors of the temple lived was allotted to her. But a
few months before the demise of Mathur, Akshay, a nephew of the Master, died in that room; and as Chandra
Devi did not like to live there in the midst of old painful associations, she shifted on to the Nahabat, saying,
“I won’t live there any longer. I shall stay in this Nahabat-room, and shall keep my eyes fixed on the Ganges. I
have no need of that bungalow any more.”
Any suspicion that might still be lingering in the Mother’s heart about the Master’s mental aberration and
apathy towards her was set at nought by direct communication. What exaggerated tales had indeed been circulated
among the ignorant villagers! A god had there been equated with a lunatic! And not only so, the gossips had been
persistent and vigorous enough to impart even to such a faithful heart as the Mother’s a slight touch of doubt! But
now she saw that her god was just as he had been. Far from forgetting his wife, he seemed to be even more
concerned about her. So it did not take her long to decide; she stayed on at the Nahabat serving both him and his
mother out of the fullness of her heart. Her father also, being reassured by the Master’s love for his daughter and
respect for himself, returned home cheerfully.
Taking his cue from the words of his guru, Totapuri, the Master, while at Kamarpukur had proceeded to test the
strength and genuineness of his knowledge and to fulfil his duty towards his wife. After that his mind had been
engaged for four years in visiting places of pilgrimage and undergoing austerity. Now, finding his wife again by
his side through some divine dispensation, he resumed both the unfinished tasks. But in this he was not guided by
the requirements of any commonplace conjugal relationship. He rather took his stand on the spiritual relationship
subsisting between the teacher and his disciple or that between the Universal Mother and Her votary, and thereby
he brought down to the world a new value by assimilating which humanity could move higher up. All this we
write by way of introduction to the worship of the Mother in the form of the goddess Shodashi. But before we
actually come to that important event, we shall do well to understand more fully the mutual esteem which inspired
the conjugal life of this unique couple.
During this time, the Master instructed his wife about everything ranging from such worldly affairs as
domestic duties, dealings with relatives, good manners, and the need for adaptability under varying conditions, to
spiritual practices like religious music, meditation, service, and self-abnegation. From her talks with him the
Mother formed a clear conception of the aim and purpose of human life. For instance, the Master one day told her,
“Just as the moon is equally lovable to all, so also is God the nearest one to all. Everyone has an equal right to
call on Him. If you invoke Him, you too will see Him.”
And he did not stop with such instruction; he saw to its fulfilment in the everyday conduct of the Mother. The
Mother spent the day at the Nahabat attending to her duties; but at night she had the Master’s permission to share
his bed with him. During one of these intimate moments, the Master, by way of examining her, suddenly asked,
“Well, my dear, have you come to drag me down to the worldly level?” The Mother replied without a
moment’s hesitation,
“No. Why should I drag you to worldly ways? I have come to help you in your chosen path.” The Mother, too,
while massaging his feet one night asked,
“How do you regard me?” The Master said in reply,
“The same Mother that is in the (Kali) temple, gave birth to this body and now resides at the Nahabat, and she,
again, is now massaging my feet. Truly do I see you as a veritable form of the Blissful Mother!”
The reader now can very well realize what supernormal characters we have undertaken to paint, and how hard
the task is. If we are to follow these holy lives with an amount of understanding, transcending as they did all
sensual relationships and carnal contacts, we on our part must for a while free our minds from worldly
preconceptions and concentrate on eternal verities.
The Mother, for aught we know, slept every night with the Master. But this was no ordinary matrimonial love.
The Master was then in the full vigour of his manhood and the Mother in the prime of her youth. The fiery ordeal
that they now underlook, or rather the drama that they were now to enact for the edification of the world throws
into the shade the hardest trial recorded in history. The Master free from all sense of body-consciousness spent the
whole night in a state of divine afflatus. During one of the intervals between such moods of ecstasy he looked at
the youthful, charming person of the Mother lying asleep by his side, and he engaged himself in a self516

examination thus:
“O mind, this is what is called a female form. People think of this as a thing of supreme enjoyment and
wistfully run after it. But if this is accepted, one becomes enmeshed in body-consciousness and cannot attain God
Who is Existence-Knowledge-Bliss Absolute. Don’t be insincere to yourself: don’t have a hidden hankering and
yet make false profession. Tell me truly, do you want this or God? If you want this, then here it is before you; take
it.”
With such self-inquiry no sooner did he stretch his hand to touch her body than his mind suddenly recoiled and
got lost in the higher reaches of ecstasy; it never returned to the ordinary plane that night. Next day it was possible
to bring his mind down only after repeating the Lord’s name for a pretty long time.
The Mother slept with the Master continuously for eight months. During this long period not only did the
Master’s mind soar high, but the Mother’s also was lost in thinking of eternal verities. So there was no occasion
for physical hankering on either side. The Master was so deeply impressed by the immaculate purity of the
Mother’s character that in later days he bore witness to it in these words:
“If she had not been as pure as she really was, if she had lost self-control and seduce me, then who can say if I
too might not have lost self-control and come down to the physical plane? After my marriage I prayed earnestly to
the Mother (of the Universe),
“‘Mother, do please totally eradicate all passion from my wife.’
“Living with her at this time I realized that the Mother (of the Universe) had really responded to my
importunity.”
Whatever the Master might have said by way of a lesson to others, we know for certain that there was no
possibility of Shri Ramakrishna’s succumbing to feminine fascination. For, had he not fully established himself in
transcendental poise after being freed from earthly cravings? And what need could there be of any solicitude for
the purity of the Holy Mother who was purity itself?
But there is some meaning in all this when we look at it as a deliberate attempt at setting up a model; and then
also the need for a public declaration of a secret truth becomes comprehensible. For, only the husband and the
wife know each other thoroughly; and so from the worldly point of view a certain intrinsic value attaches to the
evidence of each for the other.
Although the mutual relationship of the Master and the Mother found expression in various ways, it reached its
acme in the Shodashi\fn{Shodshi is the Mother of the Universe in the form of a most beautiful woman in the prime of her youth,
exquisitely attired, and seated on a throne. She is otherwise known as Tripura-sundari or Shri-vidya. In this instance the Master accepted
the Holy Mother as a symbol for the deity, to start with, and ultimately established her identity with the deity. This worship of the Mother in
human form is sanctioned by the Scriptures, though the usual symbols are pictures, pitchers, earthen images, yantras (ritualistic drawings),
etc.} worship. This is not the occasion for understanding the mystic import of this rite from the Master’s angle of

vision. Our endeavour will be to study its implication from the Mother’s side.
The Master had accepted the little Sarada as his wife and given her a foretaste of divine love at Kamarpukur;
and at Kamarpukur and Dakshineswar he had equipped her mind for domestic as well as divine life. Now was the
time for awakening and making active the divine in the woman. Moreover, on the Master’s part, there was need
for raising her in the estimation of the world by offering his own sincerest worship, so that she might naturally
take up the threads of his unfinished task after him; and it was necessary, too, to make that deity conscious of her
real stature. That was the meaning of this worship.
After the Master had been assured of Sarada Devi’s purity by living with her for a month and a half, he
proceeded to offer her his heart’s adoration. The new-moon night of 5 th June, 1872, was the auspicious time for
the worship of Kali in her aspect as Phalaharini (destroyer of .the effects of past deeds}. In Shri Ramakrishna’s
mind grew the desire of worshipping that night the Mother of the Universe as Shodashi.\fn{ The Lila-prasanga,

Sadhaka-bhava (pp. 353-54) fixes the date for this ceremony as the 25 th May, 1873 or more than a year after the Mother’s arrival at
Dakshineswar. The Mother herself put it as one month and a half; and in Shri Ramakrishna Deva, a biography of the Master by his direct
disciple Shashibhushan Ghosh, we read that the worship was performed “within three months of Shri Sarada Devi’s reaching
Dakshineswar” (p.331). The Mother also says that she returned to Jayrambati one year after the worship (Shri Shri Mayer Katha, II, 130)}

The worship was not performed in public, but secretly in the Master’s room according to his own wishes. The
Master usually relied on Hridaya for such odd jobs. But that night Hridaya had to perform the special worship at
the Kali temple; and he left for the temple after doing what little he could. Then Dinu,\fn{ He belonged to Mukundapur
and was the son of a cousin of the Master } the other priest, came to the Master’s help after finishing his daily task at the
Vishnu temple. All the accessories of worship were now duly arranged; and there was in front of the Master an
artistically decorated low wooden seat for the deity, though no image had been brought. At last when everything
was in order, priest Dinu left the place at nine o’clock.
The Master had asked the Mother to be present at the worship; now she entered the room and looked on
intently as the worship proceeded. The Master sat near the western doorway facing eastward. With the chanting of
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appropriate mantras he sanctified the accessories of the worship and after finishing the preliminaries, he beckoned
the Mother to the decorated seat.
The Mother had become semi-conscious through spiritual fervour as she had been watching the worship, and
now not knowing what or why she was doing she moved forward as though under a charm and sat on the allotted
low stool facing the Master. The Master took some sanctified water from the pitcher and sprinkled it on her body.
Then, after uttering the mantras appropriate to the occasion, he prayed to her,
“O Thou eternal Virgin, Thou Mother Tripura-sundari, the Source of all power, do Thou open the gates of
perfection. Sanctifying her mind and body, do Thou manifest Thyself through her (the Holy Mother) and ordain
all good.”
Then he mentally identified different limbs of the Holy Mother with the corresponding parts of the Deity with
appropriate sacred formulae mantras, and considering her as none other than the Deity Herself, worshipped her
duly with the usual sixteen kinds of offering.
At last the votary took up some sweets in hand and put them in the mouth of the Deity. By and by, the Mother
lost all outer consciousness and the worshipper, too, as he proceeded with his ceremonies, gradually lost himself
in beatitude. On that level of ecstasy the Deity and the devotee became identified. In this way hours passed; and
when midnight was long over, there were signs of the Master’s recovery from his absorption. As soon as he
regained sufficient consciousness, he offered himself to the Deity; and then laying himself, the fruits of all his
disciplines, and his rosary at the feet of the Goddess, he uttered the sa]utation:
“O Thou, the most auspicious goodness among all auspicious things, the fulfiller of all aims, the refuge of all,
Thou the three-eyed, golden hued consort of Shiva, Thou the power of Narayana, I salute thee.”
The worship was over; and this adoration in a human figure of the Divine Mother Who is the source of all
enlightenment, ended the long course of austerity that the Master had undertaken. And for the Holy Mother too,
was opencd the door leading to the highest achievement that humanity conjoined with divinity can attain. After
the worship she returned to the normal plane and saluting the Master left for the Nahabat.
The Mother had then completed the eighteenth year of her age and entered the nineteenth, though by mistake
she often said,
“I had then commenced my sixteenth year.”
*
We now put in brief the other details of this incident that the curious women devotees gathered from the
Mother. When the Mother said that at the commencement of the ceremony, the Master painted her feet with liquid
lac-dye, put vermilion on her forehead, clad her with a new piece of cloth, and put betel and sweets into her
mouth, Lakshmi Devi asked with an amused smile,
“You are so shy, my dear, how did he put clothes on you?” The Mother simply replied,
“I was not quite myself then.”
The Mother sat facing the jar of Ganges water which used to be kept at the north-west corner of the room and
to her right were the materials for the worship. A night-long festivity was going on outside, and nobody knew
what was happening within the closed room, nor did noise from outside reach them. There were only two persons
sitting facing each other—the Master and the Mother.
Towards the end Hridaya came in. After the adoration, the Mother was faced with a problem—what was she to
do with the conch bangles, coth, etc., which she had received as offerings. She referred the matter to the Master
who after a little reflection said.
“Well, you can give them to your mother; but mind you, when making them over, do not think of her as a
mortal, but rather as the Universal Mother.” The Holy Mother did accordingly.
In a state of divine afflatus the Mother accepted the worship as also the result of all the spiritual disciplines of
the Master. In fact, she inherited the richest spiritual wealth without any corresponding conscious endeavour on
her part; and in addition, she learnt how to look upon all beings as manifestations of the Universal Mother. The
Master, too, felt himself quite at ease after discharging the highest duty to his partner in life.
The Mother continued to share the Master’s room for about six months more even after this ceremony. This
was not for her, however, an unmixed boon; for not being fully familiar with the divine moods of this unique
personality who constantly got lost in trances and raptures, she off and on spent sleepless nights sitting by him and
anxiously watching the startling, unfamiliar, physical changes.
“Words, can’t describe,” she said, “the spiritual states in which the Master remained merged. Often in his
divine ecstasy he would be talking of many things; sometimes. he would laugh and sometimes weep, and
sometimes he would be totally lost in trances. This went on for the whole night. How deep a fervour it was and
what an absorption! My whole body trembled at the sight, and I waited eagerly for daybreak. I did not then
understand much of divine afflatus and ecstasies. One night seeing his samadhi continuing interminably, I began
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weeping in fear and called in Hridaya with the help of Kali’s mother (the maidservant). He went on repeating the
Lord’s name in his ears, till after quite a long time he returned to the conscious plane. Learning next day that I
suffered from this kind of fear, he himself' taught me,
“‘If you notice such a kind of mood in me, then utter such a name; and if such another, then this other Bija
(mystic syllable).’
“After this I was not so afraid; he regained consciousness when those names were uttered. Quite a long time
passed in this way and then as he came to know one day afterwards, that in apprehension of his moods I sat up for
the whole night and could not sleep, he asked me to sleep apart at the Nahabat.”
But wherever she might be, whether in the Master’s room or at the Nahabat, she considered the service of the
Master and his mother to be the one duty of her life. The old lady was then too feeble to move about freely, and so
she depended much on the Holy Mother, who was well aware of this. Hence, whenever the old lady called her, she
rushed to her side. If anyone warned her that by such heedless dashing she ran the risk of striking her head against
the low door-frame, she would reply,
“What if I do? She is my superior and my mother. Alas, she is old! If I don’t hurry up, it may inconvenience
her and so I run.” The old lady then lived upstairs and the Holy Mother on the ground floor of the Nahabat.
Equally whole-hearted was her service of the Master. The companionship that she had through this medium of
service she considered to be a fortune for herself.
The communion through service was not confined to the physical plane alone. Whenever the Master came
down to the conscious plane during this period, he was swayed by a feeling of womanliness within himself, so
much so that he considered himself, as also the Holy Mother and others, as the maids or handmaids of the
Universal Mother. The Mother then clothed and adorned him like a woman and felt elated at the thought that just
like the Master, she too was a maid of Kali. Again, she asserted no independence and showed no self-will in this
act of service; she felt satisfied by doing the little the Master wanted and that in the manner he favoured.
A year after the Shodashi worship, the Mother fell ill. Shri Shambhunath Mallick had then succeeded Mathur
Babu as the supplier of needs (rasad-dar, as the Master put it) for the Master. He called Prasad Babu, a physician,
to treat her, but there was no relief. Realizing that then at Dakshineswar, she could be of no use to others and that
on the contrary she would be adding to their anxiety, she left\fn{ About June, 1873} for Jayrambati. …
264.146 1. The Obstacles To Our Education 2. For The Love Of The Motherland\fn{by Khairunnesa Khatun
(before 1890-c.1910)} Pabna, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 3
1
At present, there is a lot of interest in society in our education. Many highly-educated and noble persons have
launched a campaign in favour of women’s education. The country’s newspapers are not silent on this issue either.
It is believed unanimously that unless we are educated, there is no hope for total social development.
There is, indeed, no doubt about the logic in this statement. A life without education is comparable to a world
without the sun. An unlettered person can only be compared to an animal. If education makes men handsome and
accomplished; why would it not enhance the beauty and pride of achievement in women who are naturally
beautiful? If a woman of good character is also learned, the two qualities are likely to add to her beauty. Just as a
sweet-scented breeze fills us human beings with a greater sense of contentment, similarly, a good-natured lady,
who is also educated, would make a family happier.
That both men and women must pursue education as a noble duty is mentioned in our Hadis Sharif: “Talebal
elme farizatan ala kulle moslemin a moslemas.”\fn{“It is the duty of every Muslim to seek knowledge: it is their farz.”} There
is sanction of women’s education in the Hindu scriptures as well, for example, “Kanyapyevang palaniya
shikshaniyatiyatnatah.”\fn{“One should always endeavour to educate one’s daughters.” (source unknown) } Hence, whichever
way you look at it, there seems to be no doubt that it is our responsibility and an absolute necessity to be educated.
Men now realize that it is necessary to propagate women’s education among the rich, poor, decent and not-socultured. Many of our fellow sisters have also understood its importance. Why then is there no development in
women’s education? Has anybody ever thought what the hurdles in the way of our education are and how we can
make these barriers disappear? I do not seem to have heard or seen anything happening on this front! Must it be
reiterated that unless we remove the problems and the obstacles at their roots, even a thousand lectures and
hundreds of essays cannot extend the programme of education? Let us discuss some of the obstacles in the way of
our education system and see how they could be overcome.
We are Muslims and we must abide by the dictates of Islam. It is not within our means to go beyond the limitations
set by the benevolent Almighty at the time of our birth; and it is morally condemnable to do so. Unlike Hindu women,
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we do not have the licence to go to another village. Girls who have come of age are not allowed to go to another
house without respecting the rules of purdah.
Therefore, the first and major reason why education is not widespread among out girls is the absence of schools
that are right for us in the right locations.
Secondly the Muslim corntruinity in Bengal is very poor. A lot of them find it difficult to provide for their
families. They cannot afford the small amounts of money to pay for their sons education, let alone their daughters’!
There is a dearth of schools and also that of money.
Granted, wealth might lead to wastes but these days it is impossible to get educated without paying for it. One
needs books, slates to write on, paper and pens, to say nothing of school fees. In spite of the several good practices in
Muslim society, one thing has not caught on yet. Had there been 1 percent of the encouragement and assistance that
Hindus extend to each other vis-à-vis education, it would have served us well.
A Muslim boy’s aspiration to be educated dies at the outset if he is not able to provide for himself. In such a
situation, it is no wonder that a poor man’s children remain uneducated. Even if a magnanimous soul establishes a
school, unless he is rich, he cannot bear the school expenses alone and therefore cannot turn it into a “free school”.
He must rely on others for it to survive.
While many of our countrymen donate fredy elsewhere in the hope of securing inconsequential titles, when it
comes to social welfare or a good cause they seem to run out of money! Contributions to the cause of education are
indeed rare. And it is not fair to expect that one will be able to sustain a school by begging. for alms from the
villagers! The reason why education cannot be spread to the desired extent must be more or less clear to all from
these observatiorns.
Now I shall write about a few ways in which the pure light of education may be spread uniformly among the
people.
First, we must establish schools that suit us in every city, village, and so on, as is necessary. Women teachers of
good character will have to he posted in the city schools: and these schools must be situated in places that girls might
attend without showing any disrespect to the norms of seclusion. Men must nor be permitted within the premises of
the school. Girls residing close to the school could be accompanied by a maidservant or may travel in groups of
four or five to school. The older girls must be provided with transport, as it is not proper for them to walk in
public places.
There is no harm if there are no women teachers in the village schools, as of now. Sincere, aged and
experienced Muslim male teachers would serve the purpose very well. If such a school is opened, the parents of
older girls may nor want to send their wards to it, but one does not see why a similar objection may be raised
about the younger girls. Indeed, I feel society does not need to be so eager about the education of older girls at
this moment. Their guardians—husbands, fathers or brothers—could take the decision on their behalf. The hope
of progress in our society depends totally on the younger girls. Therefore, by educating them we might be able to
achieve the ultimate goodness.
At this point it is imperative to decide that if established, who would take the responsibility of funding such
schools? Many rich men dwell in cities. So it is nor likely that the city schools will face a funds crunch. One could, if
one so wished, run such a school, single-handedly, in the city. It could be run on donations as well.
It is the village schools that face serious financial problems. In most villages it’s difficult to find ten people who are
well off. Even if one finds two or three affluent people among the illiterate low castes, they are against women’s
education. Can people who have had no connection with education for generations be expected to spend money on
women’s education?
The crux of the matter is that unless there is income from other sources, it is difficult to run a school on the money
raised by the concerned village. I am not sure whether the regional Muslim education committee is troubled by this
issue. Getting to know what is on their agenda would be interesting.
The road to educating the hapless women of the country cannot be smooth without the benevolence of the rich
zamindars and the veteran heads of society. Will they not, for the sake of the welfare of one’s own society, come
forward to ensure that the race of benighted women get educated? Do we have to spell it out that in order to have good,
educated children one needs good and educated mothers first?
The Muslims had once charmed the earth by ascending the zenith of knowledge. It is hard to believe that the women
of this community should remain submerged under the darkness of ignorance. I cannot believe that Muslims would
remain indifferent even after seeing this shameful and pathetic picture.
2
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The kind of subjects that are being discussed and agitated about in these times augurs well for our country which is
in a state of decline. There is no doubt that the Partition of Bengal is at the root of these agitations. Today, in the towns
and villages of every district, everybody—zamindars, lawyers, literate and illiterate—are organizing huge meetings,
and making a firm pledge to not use foreign goods. I would like to say a few words about what the women who stay
indoors ought to be doing at these times.
Sisters, do we not have any right to be concerned about the tasks in which our fathers, brothers and husbands
are involved, the causes to which they have devoted their bodies and souls and the matters that are always on their
minds? Of course, we have an equal right to participate in these matters! If we did not help them adequately and
sympathize with them in moments of pain and hardship, we would he disrespecting the love shown to us by our
fathers and brothers and giving our roles as wives and better halves a bad name.
We must nor sit idle at the time of this great revolution, it is our responsibility to try to do as much as we can. Of
course, I’m not asking you to arrange huge conferences or go to lectures at the Town Hall or on the streets, If we
wish to, we would be able to help our men folk, even as we are sitting inside our houses. It is not much: we will
only need to sacrifice certain things.
Sisters, if your sacrifice helps our motherland, if it brings wealth and prosperity to the nation in abundance, if it
results in the resurrection of India’s dormant industries, then why would you be averse to making them? Why
would you shy away from taking the pain resulting from such sacrifices? Come, let us be determined in sticking to
our convictions, like our men. Let us prove to society that Indian women can do a lot of good to the country.
Sisters, you may recall that kshatriya women had, in the past, made tremendous sacrifices when they gave up
invluabIe and bejewelled ornaments, clothes with gold embroidery and even cut off the beautiful hair adorning
their crowns to make bowstrings to help men who would use them in battle. Why then should we hesitate to make
such little sacrifices? Today, if we turn away from helping our men in these small matters and fail to encourage
them, even as we are by their side, will not God Almighty curse the race of women?
Sisters! Come, let us pledge to give up saris made from foreign cloth; scorn British bodices, chemises and socks;
start using rose water and attar instead of lavender, and free ourselves from wearing shoes meant for foreign ladies
that make us stumble. Only then will we be able to benefit our country. A huge variety of dhotis, silk saris and fine
cloth are manufactured in Bombay, Dhaka, Pabna, Nadia and Murshidabad. These clothes are both glamorous and
durable. If we used these materials, our money would stay within the country, artistic activity would get a boost and
the poor weavers and labourers would be able to earn themselves a frugal meal through work.
Perhaps men are not as effective as women when it comes to striving for the development of our country. If we did
not allow them to bring home foreign goods, would men be able to do so? We have more control at home. Even if a
man favours foreign products, could we not make an earnest appeal to make him give up the idea? It is certainly
possible. How can we call ourselves their better halves, if we cannot do this?
A considerable amount of cotton and silk are produced in our counriy, but we hardly appreciate this fact.
Foreigners buy the material at a low price and take it home. What we get instead are highly-priced, imported
foreign clothes. If we started using indigenous cloth, it would support a number of textile manufacturing units in
the country. And if the cotton and silk we grew were utilized in our own country, foreigners would never be able
to ruin us by taking shiploads of our money across the seven seas.
See what harm enamelled utensils have brought upon us! In the past we were accustomed to using utensils and
pots made of bell metal,\fn{An alloy of copper and tin} brass and copper. Suddenly, these showy yet highly brittle new
utensils have infiltrated from nowhere and filled up our homes. Indigenous utensils can be sold at half their price
even when broken, but sisters, have you ever seen broken enamelled utensils fetching any resale value? A
householder possessing ten utensils of bell metal or copper might regard these as property, which could be sold or
pawned to get funds in times of distress. But enamelled utensils are not considered worth any value.
Since these are used mainly by us, could men force us to do so if we refused? Come, my sisters, let us pledge
not to touch these enamelled utensils! Let us see if we can revive the use of indigenous bell metal and copper.
Sisters, can’t you see how utterly degenerated we have become? Could the merchants from across the seven
seas have cheated us by offering ornaments made of German silver and bangles of bevelled glass and taken home
shiploads of Indian wealth and rice if we weren’t gullible? And we still think we have gained priceless stuff! Are
these not enough to bring ruin on us?
If we think calmly, in would not be an exaggeration to say that these foreigners are, in a way, robbing us. India
alone can produce for almost the entire world; which means, whatever one might procure from all over the world
is available here in India. Have you thought for a moment why then are we, who live in the very same India, on a
course of steady decline?
Seeing that we are such simplerons, the merchants of America, England, Scotland, Germany, Australia,
Switzerland and Japan are constantly trading paltry articles for the crops we produce with hard labour, [and]
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taking them home, even as we go begging from door to door for a fistful of rice! Unless we liberate ourselves
from the dishonest clutches of these merchants, we will continue to remain in this abyss of despair!
Most people in the country keep a cow or two for milk and almosr everyone drinks milk every day. But tea
prepared without imported tinned milk does not seem to taste as good. What a calamity!
One is utterly disheartened thinking about such things! A country is pushed into such a sorry state of affairs at
a time when the degeneration is complete. Sisters! You drink tea and feed the tinned milk to suckling infimts.
assuming it is absolutely pure, but do you ever pause to think if this milk is from an ass or a horse? It is only
luckless Indians who would think that the milk produced beyond the seven seas is better than the fresh cows’ milk
available at home. I do not suppose people from any other country would think so.
Our country produces huge amounts of gur,\fn{Molasses} sugar and sugar candy. Indians were content with
having gur and sugar before the British came to our country. Now we hate to consume indigenous molasses,
unrefined sugar and candy. We cannot do without refined sugar. We spot impurities in the home-grown sugar and
molasses. Every year we import refined sugar worth Rs.55,000,000 to India.
Sisters, if we could keep this huge sum of money at home, wouldn’t the country have benefited hugely? We
never think of this for a moment. Is it not possible to have the home-made molasses refined if one so wants?
Certainly it is.
Come, let us, for once, start consuming indigenous molasses and sugar.
Much of our wealth is going abroad in connection with another disastrous activity—smoking cigars and
cigarettes. We produce fine varieties of tobacco as well, but the school and college-going boys in our country
hanker after cigars and cigarettes from abroad. I really do not understand why; I think it may be a part of their
affecting a luxurious way of life.
About Rs.3,000,000 spent annually on cigars and cigarettes go outside the country. Investing the money in
growing tobacco and other essential ingredients at home would have been a better idea. It would have helped to
keep the money in the counrry.
Sisters, do we ever notice how our children are damaging their health by smoking these foreign-made and
poisonous cigarettes from a young age? It is a pity that being indulgent mothers, instead of dissuading them from
smoking the poisonous cigarettes, we encourage them indirectly.
Can we not free our children from the clutches of this poisonous stuff, if we try now? If we put a strict ban,
asking our children not to touch cigarettes, will they not listen to us? Does a mother’s command have no value?
Dear sisters, today I mentioned just a few things. I hope all of you will try your utmost to bring about our
country’s welfare. If you choose to spend your days in everlasting slumber, there is no hope for poor India. This is
the time to wake up. If we opened our eyes even now, I hope, much could be accomplished through our efforts,
226.189 The Tryst\fn{by Giribala Devi (1891- )} Pechakola, Pabna District, Rajshahi Division, Bangladesh (F) 4
My story is nearly fifty years old. Today’s bright sunshine seems to have brought back the faint memories of
those cloudy days.
It was a bright and pleasant moming, just like it is now. Ghenna’s raised voice added to the melodious
chirruping of the early birds. Ghenna was the youngest of the Chowdhury family’s seven daughters. She shouted,
“Bordi, Mejdi, Sejdi, Nadi, Rangadi, Natundi, won’t you ever wake up? It’s getting late. Don’t you remember
that Dada is arriving today?”
Next to the inner courtyard was a large room where the women of the house got together. The seven year old
Ghenna, being the youngest child, still slept with her mother. As soon as Ma got out of bed, Ghenna rushed to
break her sisters’ early moming slumber.
Prabir, the only brother of these “seven flowers”, studied in a college in Calcutta. He had gone to Puri for his
summer vacations and was coming home for the remaining days of his vacation. It was a day of rejoicing for the
whole family. Three of the girls were elder to Prabir, and four were younger. Of the seven sisters, four were
married. As they were daughters of an affluent father, they had the privilege of staying on in their parents’ home
and rarely visited their in-laws. The sons-in-law of the family occasionally visited them to ease their pains of
estrangement.
The old grandmother of these “seven oceans” was still living. She was a confirmed misogynist. Perhaps as
divine retribution, seven granddaughters danced around in her household.
To her they were negligible objects. She had disdainfully named them Amuna, Jhamuna, Namuna, Seema,
Anna, Chhi-chhi, Ghenna. But despite the “beauty” of their names, the girls were always bubbling like the
billowy waves of a stormy river.
Daughters of an affluent household are accustomed to sleep late. No one criticizes them. Ghenna’s elder sisters
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were not at all pleased with this untimely disruption of their sleep. The eldest, Amuna, opened her eyes which
were still heavy with sleep, with difficulty and said irritably,
“This is the last straw! Why is the wretch cawing like a crow? She has woken me up so early, and now the
whole day I’ll have a headache!” Jhamuna agreed.
“You are right, Didi! It's the same with me too.” Namuna said,
“Do we have to dance with joy just because Dada is coming? Go to the new bride, she is the one who will be
thrilled. I never see such excitement when we arrive from our in-law’s house.”
Seema had been married a year back. The raptures in her heart had yet to ebb. Her eyes were still full of
dreams. The colourful images of life had not yet been erased from her mind as yet She sat up, tying her hair
loosened in sleep and smiled,
“Our in-laws’ home? What’s there to be excited about in that, that’s only one month in a year. But when the
sons-in-law come here, these people do make a grand ceremony of that visit. And why are you comparing the new
bride with us? Dada left us soon after their wedding in Aghrayan and now it is the end of Jaistha. They are barely
acquainted with each other. How can she be thrilled?”
The young Anna was not yet married, but knew and understood many things. She winked and said
sarcastically,
“Bouthan had been stuck in her parents home all this while for some weddings in their family. That’s why
Dada was angry and didn’t come home. Now he has heard that she has retumed and is rushing home immediately.
This is the first time I have been told that they are barely acquainted.”
The child Chhi-chhi was not interested in her sisters’ conversation. She jumped out of bed and said to Ghenna,
“Do you remember what I had said about the half ripe mangoes in the garden? I had tied them up with a piece
of cloth specially for Dada. Come let’s go and pluck them right now!”
“Most of the mangoes ripened and have been eaten up. So this year Dada didn’t get to eat any mangoes.
Rangadi, let’s give him those mangoes ourselves!” Ghenna and Chhi-chhi ran out hand in hand.
*
Prabir arrived in the afternoon. The entire household was exultant at the arrival of the only son of the family.
The important visitor was immediately surrounded, and millions of questions on his health, travels, studies were
thrown at him. The only person who could not participate in this reunion was Prabir’s newly-wed bride, Rajbala.
Raju had been too shy to look at her nineteen year old bridegroom during the wedding. Then these months of
separation had turned hazy the memory of the little she had seen through lowered lids. In the meanwhile she had
laboriously written a few letters to her college-going husband in her childish handwriting. However, the closed
lotus of her heart had not bloomed in those epistles. The thirteen-year-old girl had not yet begun to blossom, the
bud was just on the point of flowering. But so what if she had not yet blossomed? After all, she was a young
village lass—her interest and curiosity about everything knew no bounds!
She was in the kitchen cooking koi-mouri\fn{A special dish cooked with fish} with the help of the old maid, Kuranir
Ma. Her mother-in-law usually cooked the bhog\fn{ The food offered to the deity, the cook of which involved a number of
rituals and prescriptions} for the family deity in the special kitchen reserved for this purpose. The trend of employing
cooks of unknown antecedents had not yet caught on in conservative Brahmin households in the rural areas.
Women of such households didn’t even know that a large world outside that of cooking and making sweetmeats
of coconut and milk existed.
Thakuma\fn{Grandmother} had grown old and had moved out of the kitchen. Now the new mistress was in
charge of the puja\fn{Ritualized worship} and bhog. She in turn had handed over the charge of cooking nonvegetarian food to the new daughter-in-law. The logic was that if she didn’t begin right now, when would she ever
learn? This was the right age for learning. So Raju was made to cook with Kuranir Ma’s advice and help. And one
day there was too little salt in the food, the next day it was too salty, sometimes it was half-cooked, at other times
it was uncooked.
The daughters didn’t step into the kitchens if they could help it. In fact they had stayed on in their parents’
home mainly to avoid the burden of daily cooking.
Raju let go of her self-control the moment Kuranir Ma left the room. She peeped out of the edge of the door,
her bright eyes shining with curiosity.
Prabir was sitting on the steps of the courtyard, engrossed in descriptions of the sea. Around him sat the
attentive audience, their eyes widened with wonder and amazement. Raju was instantly mesmerized by the
accounts of the enormous waves, the huge fish, the strange creatures, different kinds of shells. Her youthful heart
flew to the sandy beaches and the deep blue ocean where numerous whales and sharks roamed around.
“Oh no! Bouma! What is this? The fish is burnt to cinders! Quick, remove it from the fire and sprinkle water
on it! It has already started smelling!”
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Startled, Raju turned her head that way. Her face turned a deep red with mortification and fear. She hadn’t
realized that Kuranir Ma had re-entered from the back door. Irritated, Kuranir Ma rebuked Raju.
“Dada-babu\fn{The sons of the household were addressed as such by servants } loves koi-mach\fn{A special fresh-water fish}
so much, and look what you’ve done to it! Karta-babu\fn{ The master of the household} had sent someone all the way
to Chalanbil specially to catch this fish. Ginnima\fn{ The mistress of the household} had told me repeatedly to see to it
that it was cooked properly. Oh God, why did I ever go out? Now Dadababu won’t even be able to taste it! You
are lucky that no one came this way, or you would know the consequences of staring at one’s husband in broad
daylight. Bouma,\fn{Daughter-in-law; all elders in the family addressed the daughter-in-law thus, or variations of it, as did the maids
and servants} never do anything like this. It is highly deplorable. Just concentrate on your work. You can stare at
your husband for as long as you wish at night.” The embarrassed Raju pulled her anchal\fn{ The ends of her sari}
further down on her head and concentrated on cooking.
*
It was after twelve at night when the two finally met. It was improper to keep a light on in a newly married
couple’s room. So the lamp had to be extinguished. But in spite of the darkness there was enough colour and light
in the heart of the college-going young lover of poetry to brighten the room.
The month of Jaistha\fn{The second month of the Bengali year; it falls between May and June } was coming to an end, the
summer storms had abated. Monsoons were approaching. The sky was embellished with garlands of clouds. The
serene night was heavy with the fragrance of honey. Prabir bent his head close to his sleepy wife’s ear and began
his complaints,
“Why did the weddings in your family end so quickly? In Baisakh-fn{The first month of the Bengali year, falling
between April and May} your Dada and in Jaistha your Mama got married. You should have got your sister married in
Ashad.\fn{The third month; between June and July} Raju giggled softly.
“What are you saying? Shaili is of Ghenna thakurjhi’s\fn{Husband’s sister} age. There is a long time left for her
marriage. Our whole family was very disappointed that you couldn’t attend Dada’s or Mama’s wedding.”
“And how have I benefitted from their disappointment? Have I ascended to heaven? They had deliberately set
dates for the wedding to be held during my holidays. I had such a long vacation and it was totally ruined. I would
never have come home for such a short time. But Ma wrote such piteous letters that I had to come. Does a person
whose own wedding hasn’t grown old, who has not even seen his wife in daylight, enjoy going to other people’s
houses for other people’s weddings?”
The guilty Raju was distressed. She answered,
“What could they do. Those were the auspicious days in the panjika.\fn{ The almanac} But if you had gone there
you could have seen me during the daytime. That is impossible in this house.”
“Why not? Come to this room after lunch, I’ll be here. Then we can meet in the afternoon.”
“Oh no! That’s not possible! What if someone found out? By the time everyone has eaten the afternoon is
almost over. And the didis\fn{Elder sisters} sit in the verandah after lunch and play with cowries. How will you
come up? What if they see you?”
“That is not your problem. I'll find a way. As long as no one finds out, it will be all right. Now tell me when
you'll be able to come." The helpless Raju considered,
“You have just arrived, wait a few more days and let me know. But I am very very scared. Where will I hide if
someone finds out?”
The planning of the tryst was deferred for the time being. After a few days, the couple decided that the first of
Ashad was to be “The Day”.
*
All too soon “The Day” arrived. Since dawn, the sky had tumed dark with heavy rains. Bursts of thunder
roared off and on. Monsoons in a village—the whole area was soon covered with water and slime. Water gathered
on the mud floors. Right in the middle of the day, frogs began to croak in ponds and ditches.
In the Cowdhury home the custom was that after the men of the household had eaten, the women had their
lunch and sat to play with cowries. The servants then had their meal and went off to the outer courtyard, the lower
maids took their share of the food and went to their homes to eat. Finally the mistress and daughter-in-law sat
down to eat, attended by the kitchen maid, Kuranir’s Ma.
Everyone had eaten but for the last three people. Kuranir’s Ma has set the places and was waiting to serve.
From the bhog-shala,\fn{The special kitchen in which the bhog is cooked} the mother-in-law called suddenly.
“Bouma, take away this pot of daal.\fn{ Lentil soup} It is the bhog for the evening. I’m almost through with the
work here. I’m coming in a moment.”
The mistress didn’t trust the child-bride with all the rice and vegetables at one time. She divided everything
into two—for the morning and evening.
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The daughter-in-law moved more rapidly than usual. She tried to do five things at one time. Her intricately
designed anklets tinkled constantly with her swift movements. Her shining eyes frequently glanced up at their
bedroom. The constant thunderclaps combined with some strange emotion to cause the frightened and excited
young girl’s heart to beat faster.
The room where the bhog was kept was at the other end of the courtyard. Her ghomta\fn{The edge of the sari
covering the married woman’s head} pulled down to her chest, Raju rushed, holding the heavy pot with both hands.
Midway to the room, the accident occurred.
Ghenna had just stolen some mango pickles from the kitchen store and was making her escape. Suddenly she
banged against the pot of daal and fell. Her subsequent screams shook the very structure of the house.
Although she had been named Ghenna,\fn{The name means “revulsion”} she was the pet of the family; being
the youngest everyone pampered her. Her cries brought everyone, even the servants and maids, to the spot
Mud coated Ghenna all over. Her forehead, where the edge of the pot had hit her, was red. The sisters-in-law
could not allow such a major offense by the careless daughter-in-law go un-reprimanded.
“Why does the shameless Bou have to canter like a horse? Doesn’t she have any eyes? What a waste of so
much good daal! That too cooked with such care in ghee and sambaar.\fn{Spices} A daughter-in-law is supposed
to be the Goddess Lakshmi\fn{The goddess of wealth and well-being} incarnate, ushering in a fate of gold for the entire
family. Instead of which she has almost finished off the little girl! The poor thing, look how her forehead is
swelling up!”
So on and so forth. The mother and sisters chorused, “Don’t cry, poor dear!” and lifted Ghenna up. A third ran
to heat lime and turmeric paste to apply on her bruised forehead.
No one spared a glance for the innocent creature standing on one side covered from head to toe in her
voluminous clothes. Raju trembled with fear as she stood, tightly clutching on to the huge pot. She just couldn’t
figure out what she should do, where she should go, When the crowd had dispersed, Kuranir Ma came to her and
whispered,
“Bouma, come to the kitchen, Be careful or you may slip, What a lot of fuss! The girl came running and
banged into you, but the fault is not hers. It has to be someone else’s daughter who is at fault.”
Kuranir Ma was merely a maid, but she had a warm and kind heart. She was very fond of this young girl who
was of the same age as her own daughter. She always concealed Raju’s mistakes and covered up for her. She
loved to hear the soft voice calling her,{Kuranir Ma.”
As soon as Raju entered the kitchen and put the pot down, Kuranir Ma lifted her ghomta, and gasped,
“Bouma, blood is streaming down your chin! The edge of the pot must have cut it. Wait, I’ll call the others.
They’ll apply some ointment to the wound.”
Raju was half dead with shame and mortification at the accident. She didn’t want to incur more humiliation by
drawing attention to her wound. She shook her head vigorously and pleaded,
“Oh no, Kuranir Ma. I’ll touch your feet, I beg of you, please don’t say anything. to anyone! I’m not hurt at all,
If I wash it with water, it’ll heal by itself. If they find out, they’ll scold me all the more.”
At the mention of a Brahmin’s daughter touching her feet, Kuranir Ma bit her tongue and touched the floor
with her head a number of times. Then she said,
“What are you saying, Bouma? If you say such things, the sin will fall on my head, Just sit quietly here, I’ll get
a couple of marigold leaves from the garden. The juice of the leaves will heal the wound and ease your pain in a
moment.
As soon as Kuranir Ma went to hunt for marigold leaves, Raju covered her chin with her palm and ran to the
door. There was no one around. Everyone was in the room still ministering to Ghenna. The rain which had
stopped in the afternoon had begun pouring once again. Drenched crows sat on the terrace croaking miserably. .
Raju looked up fearfully. Most of the doors and windows were shut because of the rain. The shadows within
the rooms were dense and impenetrable, as seen through the few windows that were open, Yet, Raju felt that
someone moved away from her window. Then she thought she could see a shadowy figure standing by the
dressing table in her room.
After all the fuss over the youngest daughter was over, the mistress sat down with her daughter-in-law to eat.
The evening was almost over by then. The darkness of dusk mingled with the darkness of the clouds.
*
After lunch, the chariot of daily work slackened its speed for a short while. Raju rushed up to her bedroom
without delay.
The room was vacant. The bedspread was a little crumpled. There were slight traces of muddy footsteps on the
door mat. Raju understood that no one comes to a lover’s tryst wearing heavy shoes. Whoever had come had left
the fragrance of his body behind.
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But how was the scent so sharp and sweet? Raju moved to the dressing table. Anna’s marriage was being
negotiated, so she applied sandal paste on her body after her daily bath. The empty bowl of the paste lay on the
dressing table. But this sharp perfume was not the soft sweet smell of sandalwood.
Raju pulled open the dressing table drawer. All she found were a few half-ripened guavas.
But what was that, wrapped in a banana leaf and hidden behind the mirror?
She loosened the leaf cautiously and found inside a few screwpine flowers.
She clutched the flowers to her chest and stared blankly ahead. The tears, which had turned to ice with the
endless taunts and rebukes and the painful wound, now melted with the heat of some unknown emotion and
streamed down her face.
Were the young girl’s tears for the failure of the eagerly awaited rendezvous, or for a sudden memory of her
mother’s loving face, or for her childhood companion, little Shaili? Who knows?
246.97 Excerpts from Meghnad Saha In Parliament: 1. “Demands For Grants, March 27, 1953” 2. “Finance
Bill, April 14, 1953” 3. “Unemployment, November 21, 1953”\fn{by Meghnad Saha (1893-1956)} Seoratali,
Narsingdi District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
1
We have got the Five-Year Plan now in operation for about three years. After two years, we adopted the
principles. At what time we were faced with a large amount of material, or as an Honorable Member said, with a
veritable Mahabharata, and it was not possible for us to go through it very carefully. But now after a few months
it has been possible for us to go through it very carefully and find out what it means, and how it has
worked.\fn{Source: Lok Sabha Debates: Part II, 2nd Session, vol. 2. pp. 3042-44, 3051-57, 3073}
I shall give you some of my findings. .
According to this Five-Year Plan, the per capita income of the average Indian, which is now Rs. 236, will rise
to Rs. 472 in 25 years, in terms of the present rupee. This is on the supposition that the population remains
constant and the future Indians do not breed any babies. But if the population does not remain constant, but
increases at the present rate, it will be about 54 crores by 1977. And the per capita income will be only Rs. 315.
This is barely 30 per cent increase in 27 years in our per capita income.
Now, these figures tell us stories which nothing else can tell. Let us compare these with the per capita income
in other countries. The Eastern Economist has published a statement of the per capita income of some of the
countries. The per capita income in the United States of America is 1413 dollars, which is 30 times the income of
the average Indian at the present time. In Great Britain, it is about 20 times, and I need not give you the other
figures. India, of course, is not at the very bottom.
Our planners attached very little importance to these little points. We all know that our poverty has been due to
the British domination, and we had not been able to take advantage of science and technology. But are we going
to do so in the present Five-Year Plan also? Let us see that.
If even after 30 years, the difference in the standard of living between an average Indian and an Englishman
remains 20 or 30 times as great as it is now, you cannot call it a Plan. Let us see what a great national leader said
in 1942. He said—I will reveal to you the name of that great leader presently:
We calculated that a really progressive standard of living would necessitate an increase of the national wealth by 500
to 600 per cent. That was, however, too big a jump for us and we aimed at 200 to 300 per cent within ten years. We
fixed a ten year plan period for the plan, with controlled figures for different periods.

This is from the Discovery of India by Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, the Prime Minister. This was written in 1942
in the Ahmednagar Prison Camp. Is it not a far cry from a 20 per cent increased in ten year to a 30 per cent
increase in 30 years? Are we really going forward, or are we reversing the gear in national progress?
Now, the Prime Minister had also laid down the priorities. I need not read you all that. He accords the highest
priority to food and agriculture, the next highest being to industrialisation.
But in the present Plan, there is no plan for industrialisation. It has been relegated to the private sector. Out of
large amount of money, nearly about Rs. 2,000 crores, this Government are going to spend only about Rs. 94
crores from the public sector and Rs. 234 crores from the private sector on industrialisation.
The term “private sector”, of course, means the industrialists. But the directive of the Prime Minister was first
an increase in agricultural production, and then an increase in industrial production, and this is what he said:
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The original idea behind the Planning Committee had been to further industrialisation. The problems of poverty and
unemployment, of national defence and of economic regeneration in general, cannot be solved without
industrialisation. As a step towards such industrialisation, a comprehensive scheme of national planning should be
formulated. This scheme should provide for the develop-ment of heavy key industries, medium-scale industries and
cottage industries. I am all for tractors and big machines and I am convinced that the rapid industrialisation of India is
essential to relieve the pressure on land, combat proverty, raise the standard of living, for defence and a variety of other
purposes.

This was the priority that was laid down. Now we find that the Planning Commission has evidently forgotten
all ideas of industrialisation. They have accepted the industrial plan which was laid down in 1948, and have
accepted it, without examining its effects, all these four years. The Honorable Prime Minister was here yesterday
and he was very eloquent on industrialisation and said that neither the problem of defence nor the problem of our
standard of living can be solved unless we have full industrialisation.
But let us see what has happened actually. In industrialisation, the main thing is key industries. Iron and steel
industry is the main industry on which every other industry depends. We have been producing about one million
ton of iron since 1939. Our industrialists, the iron and steel magnates, reduced it to 0.8 million tons after the war,
and gave reasons which were purely cock and bull stories. The Government at that time acknowledged that our
requirements of iron and steel were about three million tons, and the then Director-General of Industries was
painstaking enough to plan for our iron and steel concerns, each producing half million tons. And there was a
communiqué from the Government saying:
All our plans are ready, and we shall start all these industries within three months.

Now nearly four years have passed, and nothing has happened. I submit to you, Sir, that there are certain
efficient Government Advisers who make plans, but as in the case of Penelope’s web, there are some rats, which
undo these plans in the dark. We can easily find out who these rats are. These rats are the invisible Advisers of the
Planning Commission for Industries.
*
Now, how much have we lost on account of the non-establishment of the iron and steel factories? On account
of the peculiar physical conditions in this country we can produce iron and steel at half to two-thirds of the rate of
other countries. The economic price which has been given by the Tariff Commission to the iron and steel industry
is Rs. 350. This is to prevent them from making too much profit. But iron and steel from other countries is sold at
Rs. 600. So what has happened? Under the pretence of scarciiy of iron and steel, we are issuing import licences to
several favoured persons—import licences for about half a million tons are issued to favoured persons. They
make about 15 to 20 crores of rupees by selling this iron and steel in the black-market. So in this way 15 to 20
crores of rupees are disappearing into the pockets of black-marketeers every year.
I have found in the industrial programme which has been published by the Planning Commission that they
have made a really good suggestion, a suggestion which may be developed into “the turnover tax”. I do not know
why this suggestion did not occur to them four years ago. They said we have to find out capital for the iron and
steel industries.
Well, it is quite possible, because if we produce one million ton, we shall be making this amount at a cost of 35
crores of rupees. We shall charge the consumer the foreign price of Rs. 600 and this Rs. 250 per ton which comes
to about Rs. 25 crores per million tons will be utilised in installing a new factory. So that out of the profits you
can raise other iron and steel factories.
Now, if this idea had struck them in 1949, we would have three or four iron and steel factories and this country
would have been making about 100 crores of rupees more and adding to the national wealth. Nothing of the kind
has been done on account of the “rats” which work in the dark and undo your plans.\fn{ At this point the DeputySpeaker interrupts him briefly with a “Sir.”, indicating he is close to using up his allotted time to speak, to which he says: }
I am sorry, Sir, now, we find that the policy which is followed by the Planning Commission with respect to
industries is very nebulous. They have shown a lot of concern for the consumer industries. All these capital goods
industries, i.e. the industries which are responsible for the furtherance of other industries, have been left to the
private sector.\fn{Mr. Saha is speaking on the floor of the popularly elected House of the Indian Parliament, and he is often interrupted
(in the British manner) by other Members of that House; I have excised their interruptions in order to present his speech in as seamless a
form as possible:H}

Is it reasonable? You require for every one of your industries iron and steel. You require aluminium. You
require lots of heavy chemicals and so on. I am illustrating by means of an example.
Supposing we dig irrigation canals to irrigate our fields. Now, if there is no water in the main river, these
irrigation canals cannot fertilise your fields. You are doing the same thing here. You are not having any plans for
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heavy industries and therefore, all your talk of consumer industries and helping them is absolutely batrren. You
cannot irrigate a field by means of canals unless there is water in the main river. There is no water in the main
river here.
We have been hearing of the Chittaranjan Factory turning out a large number of locomotives. Our total need of
locomoti ves is about 2000 within the next five years. And it is a very funny admission on the part of the Planning
Commission that the Chittaranjan and TELCO cannot perform their functions because there is no iron and steel in
this country.
Now, we are in the midst of water and we are still thirsting for water. No country in this world is so well placed
as regards iron and steel as India. This has been testified to by the Coppers Corporation. And other countries
which are not so well placed as regards iron and steel have done far better. Japan had a very good iron and steel
industry. They depended upon Manchuria. And now after the war that source was cut off. Now, within the last
four years they have been able to have an iron and steel industry producing about four million tons, and they are
soon having six million tons mostly out of scrap-iron they are exporting out of India.
I can take another example. Take England. After the war they have raised their production of iron and steel
from about ten million tons to sixteen million tons.
Again, America and Soviet Russia. Soviet Russia was in the same position as ourselves in 1920. They
produced only half a million tons. And what is their production now? It is about 60 million tons. And how have
they done it? Not by calling on every occasion foreign experts. They built up the factory by means of American
experts in Magnitogorsk and then they said:
We can duplicate every factory ourselves.

This is not an idle dream of my own. In the old days of the National Planning Committee we had a very
efficient man, the late Mr. P. N. Mathur. He was a top-ranking officer of the Tata Iron and Steel Company. He
gave us plans for a national workshop, a huge natIonal workshop, where all machinery could be duplicated. Why
this pathetic reliance on foreigners? I cannot understand. We can do everything ourselves if our leaders have the
sturdy self-reliance which the Russians have got.
Now, aluminium industry. Aluminium has become a key industry. We produce five thousand tons, and in a
most wretched manner by famous industrialists. There is an aluminium factory in Alwaye in Travancore-Cochin.
This factory gets all its raw materials from Bihar and all these raw materials go from Bihar to Alwaye. And then
after the pig aluminium is made there it comes to Calcutta for processing—for being converted into sheets and
ingots. We pay Rs. 680 per ton and naturally enough the price of our country-made aluminium is Rs.2,500 while
Canadian aluminium can be bought at Rs. 1,600. So this is the efficiency of our great industrialists!
Why should we be dependent for our aluminium on all these foreign concerns? And mind you, this
Travancore-Cochin factory is managed by the Canadian Aluminium Corporation which holds the aluminium
empire of the world. They own 70 per cent of the shares and they are keeping such an inefficient factory in this
country. That is beyond my comprehension. .
Now, it is not difficult to have an aluminium factory in this country. We have got the best of bauxite in Bihar.
We shall have very cheap electric power and if you produce 50,000 tons of aluminium per year, we will
completely revolutionise many industries in this country. .
Take, for example, the tar industry. Take, for example, the explosive industry. We have got no coal tar
distillation industry in this country. On another occasion I spoke of the very bad condition of the industries—
glass, soda and other things. There the raw material is soda ash. This is a heavy industry. The matter was gone into
by the Tariff Commission in 1949. And they say the Imperial Chemical Industries, which hold the chemical
empire in India, are selling soda ash in England at between Rs. 140 and Rs. 160. In India the price of the same
stuff is Rs. 380. And we are subsidising two very inefficient Indian companies and paying them lots of money out
of the consumers’ pockets, and the result is that those industries have stopped all manufacture and have entered
into secret collusion with those foreign industrialists and they are extorting four times the prices from the Indian
consumers.
These are facts which I have already referred to. The Tariff Commission said that if we want to have a soda
and glass industry and also soap industry, we should have a soda ash industry of our own. They recommended that
a factory should be started at Sindri. That was in 1949. Nothing was done and we are being oppressed by all these
foreign Chemical Industrial Empires.
Now, the Planning Commission, in all its innocence said that our industrialists would start all these capital
industries and they would do most of the work. But have they the capital to do so?
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Only the other day, I was reading the address by the Chairman of the Federated Chambers of Commerce. He
said that we could at the most raise 100 crores of rupees per year. One hundred crores of rupees is not sufficient
for even a single Iron and Steel Factory. We are subsidising them and we are placing ourselves entirely under their
grip. So, I do not think that it is possible for any private industrialist in this country to find out the requisite
amount of capital to establish a capital goods industry.
*
We find that this Plan has been very highly applauded by all foreigners. We find that Sir George Schuster has
been brought to this country by our industrialists at their own expense to bless this Plan.
Poor Sir George Schuster. He was the Finance Member of the Government of India in 1929 or 1930 when the
rupee was devaluated and this country suffered enormous losses to save the tottering British economy. Now, such
a man is brought to our country to bless the Plan. Are you not ashamed that we should continue such a Plan?
We find that this Plan will keep us producers of raw materials and raw men and our colonial servitude will forever be perpetuated. If I were to call this Plan by any name I would call it a Bovine Plan.
This Plan only cares to mere food. It promises to give you sufficient food, whether it would do so or not is a
different matter. The cow is content to eat a sufficient amount of grass, ruminate and live in eternal ignorance. The
Plan promises to give us sufficient food, nothing else: no industry, no education, no sanitation, nothing of the
kind. So, this Plan is a Bovine Plan.
The Prime Minister assured us that if there is anything wrong in this Plan, he will change this Plan for
something very new. In all humility, I should say, change the Plan because the present Planners and their visible
and invisible Advisers have created this moral prison-house, far worse in its effects than the Ahmedabad Prison
Camp.
For lofty walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron bars a cage.

But a group of unprogressive and reactionary Officials and Advisers can erect barriers which cannot be
penetrated by any fertilizing idea. We call upon the Honorable Leader of the House to break these barriers and in
that effort to reshape our future.
2
My fellow Parliamentarians, Shri Harihar Nath Shastri spoke of the menace of growing unemployment, and
Dr. Lanka Sundaram of the mishandling of Government enterprises. It appears to me that both evils are results of
the same policy. The growing unemployment is due to the incapacity of the Government in providing creative
ways and whenever they start a public enterprise for employment to the people, it is being mishandled either
financially or technically.\fn{Source: Lok Sabha Debates: Part II, 2nd Session, vol. 3. pp. 4191-4199}
We cannot agree that when the manner of favour of some Minister falls upon a certain fortunate person, we can
convert him from a carpenter to a blacksmith, or a blacksmith to a goldsmith. This is exactly what is happening in
this country in Government enterprises.
It is apparent that the Government find it very difficult to find out sufficient capital for creative work. They say
that in the five years, which started from 1950, we should spend at the rate of 400 crores of rupees per year for
creative work. The Central and State Budgets are expected to provide 738 crores, all kinds of savings 520 crores
and foreign loan 800 crores (of which they have already got 158 crores).
Now, opinions have appeared in the papers of many eminent economists that the expected Budget surplus will
not materialise; it is very doubtful.\fn{ The economists are saying:H} And many friends on this side think that the
expected foreign loan is problematical and its acceptance is highly controversial.
But the most important point is that the amount of capital investment which is proposed to be made is too
small to effect any change in the rate of industrialisation of India or for providing employment to the people. It is
barely 4.5 per cent of our national income. Every country which has been forced to do planning for one reason or
another has found this rate of investment to be too small.
Now, let us take the country with which we have been associated in the past, Great Britain.
Great Britain was a country with a very high standard of living. But her economy was completely shattered in
course of the Second World War. Production fell, many of the industrial concerns were destroyed and she lost her
most important possession, India, which has been her economic shock-absorber and her standard of living fell to a
dangerously low limit.
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Now, what have they done? Of course, the Conservative Government which was in power in 1944 issued an
election manifesto that there should not be much public spending and all tasks of industrial reconstruction should
be relegated to the private sector.
Fortunately they were not returned to power, but Labour. They embarked on a scheme of reconstruction of the
country. I have just got a book by A. D. Warswick and Ady published by the Clarendon Press, which gives the
amount of capital investment in Britain during the six years of Labour Government. It comes on the average to 20
per cent. Britain’s national income was £7,000,000 in 1947, but it was found to be too small and by practising
austerity, which meant forcing austerity on everybody, they have been able to plough back on the average 18 to 25
per cent of their national earnings into productive enterprises.
Well, now their production has risen after six years, in 1952-53, to about £13,500,000. Of course, this is in
devalued pound, but even if you account for the devaluation, their income comes to £9,500,000 a year of predevaluation pound. It means a 30 per cent increase in the national income in the course of six years, compared to
the 30 per cent increase which is contemplated in the (Indian) Plan within the period of 27 years.
This shows that if we want to increase our productivity, the Finance Minister must be able to find out more
money than this meagre sum of 4.5 per cent for capital investment.
To give you one example of how Britain has forced up production in Great Britain in 1947, the production of
steel fell from 13 million tons during the war to about nine million tons and the Labour Government embarked on
a proposal of nationalization of the iron and steel industry. And they have been able by spending about
£200,000,000 on the steel industry to force up the production from nine million tons to about sixteen million tons
last year, which means an addition to their national income of about £400,000,000 every year.
Now, France has also been very badly shattered by the World War and they had to resort to planning. Both
these countries—England and France—were highly industrialised with a very high standard of living, but the
World War lowered the standard dangerously low. Now France did not resort to planning on all sides. It was
restricted planning. They wanted to force up their production of the main instruments of production—iron and
steel, coal, power, transport and heavy chemicals—only six items in all. The French Plan says that for the last sjx
years they have been spending 20 to 25 per cent of their income on capital investment. If we take that rate the
capital investment per year in this country ought to be about 2,000 crores. Now it is only 400 crores.
The Planning Commission is aware of this state of affairs, but they say that on account of the grinding poverty
of India it is not possible to plough back more of our national earnings to productive investment. But it appears to
be a counsel of despair. If we cannot invest more and if we do not invest in profitable enterprises—but in wildgoose-chase schemes—then there is no chance of our ever meeting the problems of poverty, unemployment,
malnutrition, defence and others.
So I think there must be a radical change from the point of view of accumulation of investment finance—how
to raise more finance in this country. And, however much we might dislike the comparison, our present economic
position is quite similar to that of Russia in 1927-28 when they started their great Five-Year Plans.
It is generally thought that Five-Year Plan sprang from the brain of Lenin just as Minerva sprang from the
brain of Jupiter, fully armed and fully accoutered. It is not so. They took about eleven years to find out what
should be the proper pattern of Plan—from 1917 to 1928.
Now, here a Plan has been compiled very hastily and it has been thrust down our throats in spite of protests on
this side. We have not been given sufficient time to consider its merits.
To continue the story of Russia, there were very important differences even within the ranks of the Bolshevists
themselves about the pattern of Planning. As a matter of fact, their State Planning Commission did not
recommend planning on an ambitious scale, they wanted to concentrate their attention on consumer goods
industries, as the Government Plan had done in our country. And, at one stage, the Russian Government requested
their private capitalists to come to their aid because on account of hasty nationalisation, and expropriation of their
owners of industries, they could not run any industry on account of want of experience.
So the whole economy collapsed in 1919. Then they also tried to raise foreign loans; when both these sources
failed, they were severely thrown back on theIr own resources.
Apart from ideologies, it is very important to know how the Russians raised huge sums of money amounting to
50,000 crores of rupees (in our pre-war-rupees) during a period of twelve years for financing their great schemes,
the schemes which have raised Russia from a feudal agricultural State to one of the most highly developed
industrial States. You see that in the fact that their standard of living, which was no better than that of India at the
present time, has been raised, according to their claims, to that of France; and, if the war had not interfered, they
say, it would have been raised to the standard of Great Britain. More than that, they were able to meet the greatest
military machine very successfully and save themselves.
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Now, we require planning not only to raise our standard of living, but, as the Prime Minister said the other day,
for our problems of Defence also. Problems of Defence require that the country should be industrialised at a very
rapid rate. But, what do you find in the Plan? You will increase your production of iron and steel, but at what rate?
You will double it in about ten years. That rate of enhancement of production is very small. We have been
producing one million tons of iron and steel twelve years ago and are still producing one million tons. We must
therefore find our methods by which more capital could be raised.
As I told you, in Russia there was first a Plan which aimed at the doubling of the income in 15 years. This was
discarded. They adopted a more ambitious one in which the productivity was to be increased to double the amount
in eight and half years. They successfully achieved it. The State Planning Commission wanted to lay emphasis on
consumer goods industries, but the Supreme Economic Council put emphasis on iron, steel, power, heavy
chemicals and so forth. It was the Supreme Economic Council whose views ultimately prevailed.
Now, let us see how they got more capital.
In our country, we want to raise our capital—most of it—from taxation and some from foreign loans. Now, it is
found on analysis that taxation gave only a very small part of the capital which the Russians invested. It formed
only eight to ten per cent. But, there are several other sources of investment which they adopted very successfully.
One was savings on a national scale. In this country, we have got post office savings, we have savings like
National Cash Certificates and all that. We also know that the amount of capital that we obtain from these sources
is very small, it is a negligible amount. In Russia also it was so; but the Government started a vigorous savings
campaign on a nation-wide scale and they were able to find about eight to ten per cent of their capital invested
from these savings. There were compulsory savings; there were also voluntary savings and so forth.
In our country we find—I do not have the actual figures, the Finance Minister may be able to tell us—it is a
very small amount. In the Russian Plan a great deal of their resources came from gold and jewellery of the
princes, the Czar and others. The Bombay Plan also said that we can get about 300 crores of the pre-war money
from these hidden sources. But, no steps have been taken to tap these hidden sources. We find that there are
enormous amounts of gold and jewels and other things lying with the Indian princes, as the Bombay Plan
remarked.
What is going to happen? No attempt has been made to tap these resources and turn them into investment
capital. After all, this is people’s money, obtained from the people’s sweatings. If you do not tap them now, you
may find that these princes might vanish into thin air some day with their gold and jewellery as did Mir Laik Ali a
few years ago. I do not say that you should expropriate them. They should be invested in profitable capital
investments, for they are easily negotiable.
But nearly 60 to 70 percent of the capital invested in Russia came from a new kind of taxation—it is not
entirely new—which is called turnover tax. We find that this turnover tax has been dismissed in our Planning
Commission’s Report in a single short sentence. They consider that this turnover tax is not applicable to this
country.
Now, what is turnover tax? I find that later on the Planners have recommended this turnover tax in the case of
the iron and steel industry, in a very peculiar way. They say that the Central Government have increased the
ceiling price for iron and steel, as a result of which additional funds would accrue every year and a part of this
money is to be paid to the main producers as payment for increased capital costs and increased retention prices. It
is recommended that the additional resources resulting from the increase in the selling prices of steel should be
utilised for assisting the expansion of projects. These, according to their calculation will amount to 20 crores. This
is turnover tax in a way. Our cost of production after giving a fair retention price to the manufacturers is Rs. 350.
The price of foreign steel is Rs. 600 per ton. If the price of Indian steel is raised to Rs. 550, we find that Rs. 200
per ton is available for further investment in the steel industry and a production of one million tons will give us 20
crores and that is what they want to do.
But they have made a strange proposal that all this money should be handed over to the iron and steel
magnates to be used by them for expansion of their steel industry. But who is going to see that they spend it just
for that purpose and do not throw dust into the eyes of the Government as they have been doing for the last 25
years? For the last 25 years, the iron and steel industry magnates in this country have been making enormous
profits and instead of investing all that money in expansion of the activities of their own industry, they are using it
for their private purposes. They are buying estates and luxury goods.
Therefore, I think that this is a dangerous proposal to hand over all this money to the iron and steel magnates. I
think the Government should devise methods to give effect to the resolution of the Industries Ministry in 1949,
which recommended that two iron and steel factories, each producing a million tons, should be installed within a
year or so. I do not know why this resolution was not given effect to. If instead of investing the money on the steel
531

companies, we had installed the iron and steel factories, at least one factory producing one million tons, for the
last four years, the national income of this country would have gone up by 100 crores per year.
I find that salt tax, with which we have been familiar and which has now been abolished, is a turnover tax.
Though it may not meet with the approval of all sections of people, I think the salt tax should be reintroduced. It
will give us rupees nine to ten crores, and this money should not be absorbed in the general revenue, but should
be earmarked for the establishment of heavy chemical industries in this country for which there is great need
today.
On another occasion, I told this House that our consumer industries like the glass industry, the soap industry
and lot of others are in a state of collapse, because we have to buy the raw materials, viz. soda ash, from the I.C.I.
and other foreign companies at exorbitant prices. If we can raise rupees nine or ten crores from salt tax and
earmark it for the establishment of a number of soda ash factories and so on, the consumer industries can take care
of themselves. They will flourish as no other measure of the Government can make them flourish, because all the
protective tariffs which we have been imposing have not helped these industries. As a matter of fact, the sheet
glass factory has almost stopped production. They were producing 5000 tons of sheet glass though the installed
capacity is 12,000 tons. They have now stopped production because manufacturers had it more profitable to get
permits for sheet glass from outside and sell it at four times the price in this country.
I think the turnover tax is an important item to which the Finance Minister should pay more attention. The
Russians had turnover tax on almost every item of consumption, even on foodstuff.
Of course, this will impose austerity on everybody. We could have to lead very austere lives and life of
privation for a number of years, but it will accelerate the industrialisation of the country. Mind you, time is the
essence of everything and if you leave everything to eternity, no problem can be solved.
I would also suggest to the Finance Minister another important item.
Our Budget is the Finance Minister’s Budget. It is an orthodox Budget, which we have inherited from the
British days. But in all other countries they have found it advantageous [to have,] in addition to the Finance
Minister’s Budget another kind of Budget called the Economic Budget.
This was first introduced by the Russians, but even England and France found it profitable to introduce what is
called the Economic Budget. This will give the whole nation’s earnings under different heads, so much of
foodstuffs, so much of power in kilowatt hours, so much of iron and steel, so much of soda ash and so on. It will
tell us in quantity and also in money value what the country is producing.
Without an Economic Budget, it is very difficult to form a Plan. Planning becomes planning in vacuum as our
planning has been.
If you want to draw up an Economic Budget, the labours of the Economic Section of the Finance Ministry, the
Finance Departments of the different State Governments, the Statistical Institute, the Tariff Commission etc., have
to be integrated, and I think that would be for the interest of the country, because economics is very much like the
science of Meteorology. You cannot make long-term predictions. You have to depend on accurate intelligence
which you receive from all parts of the country as well as from other countries and make day to day decision.
Therefore, you should introduce what is called a supreme economic survey just as they have in Russia and this
should be managed by the State Planning Commission. You should have a number of workers all over the country,
giving you information about the production and the imports from outside, so that at one place you can find out
what is happening in this country and in other countries in the economic sphere. About the Economic Budget it is
not possible to do anything in the nature of present planning.
I have read the Planning Commission’s manifesto very carefully from beginning to end. I find that in many of
its opinions, the Planning Commission has been guided by, and derived its inspiration from, Mr. Winston
Churchill. In 1944, Mr. Winston Churchill issued a party manifesto in which he discouraged all kinds of public
spending. He said that all industrialisation should be left to the private sector.
I do not know whether our Planners were guided by his opinion, for I find that industries have not only been
neglected but have almost been completely left to the private sector. The amount of control exercised by the
Government is too limited and inefficient. Either the Government have not got the machinery to exercise the
control or they do not want to do so.
Of course, I do not suppose that our Government will travel as far as Soviet Russia, but at least I did not expect
that they would be fellow-travellers with Mr. Winston Churchill. They should travel at least with Mr. Bevan.
My analysis shows that our Plan has got two legs of clay. One is the industrial policy of 1949—a very
pernicious policy which is responsible for the retardation of industrial development in this country. This should
go. The other is the mentality which has been shown in the formation of capital. That should be entirely changed..
These legs of clay must be substituted by solid legs, if we do not want the planning colossus to collapse.
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3
The Honorable Minister (C.D. Deshmukh) has described a very horrid situation; in his usual placid and suave
manner and he has taken away much of the sting of that situation by his speech. But we are not at all satisfied.\fn{
Source: Lok Sabha Debates: Part II, 5th Session, vol. 9. pp. 471-475}
It is said that we have got a Weifare State. The duty of every Welfare State is to secure the fullest employment,
not only the fullest employment, but also a better standard of living. Now, many of my colleagues have already
said that the unemployment position is very bad in this country. They have not referred to the standard of living at
all.
The standard of living has fallen very much since the war. Our present standard of living is much lower for the
common man than before the war. What has been the result of the last three years of planning?
I wish the Finance Minister would kindly tell us the findings of the National Income Inquiry Committee—
whether there has been any improvement whatsoever. As far as my information goes, there has been no
improvement whatsoever. There has been a slight fall in the standard of living—I speak subject to correction—
since 1950.
So the hope of the Finance Minister and the Government, that as a result of the Five-Year Plan we shall
increase our national income by 1000 crores of rupees, appears to be more or less a daydream, and that shows that
the planning which has been devised is very faulty.
The Finance Minister has told us about one of the main causes of failure, that is, smallness of investment. We
must have more investment. I quite agree that. But the amount of investment which he proposes is very meagre,
as I have already pointed out to him in a private pamphlet. The difficulty with this plan is that there is no financial
plan; there is no cash plan; there is no credit plan. Under the slogan of mixed economy, we have allowed
everybody to play havoc with our finances.
The Finance Minister has already told us that the private sector has hardly invested one half of the amount
which was expected of it. I might ask him whether he inquired why they have not invested. It is not because the
private sector has not the surplus. but they find it more profitable to invest in real estates—in gold, luxuries and so
on. And recently it has been investing in buying foreign concerns.
In this country, the total amount of foreign capital is Rs. 610 crores and many of the very famous firms, Indian
firms in Calcutta, are busy investing their surplus not in fresh avenue of work or industry but in buying foreign
concerns which are already there. I think about a hundred crores of rupees—it may be more—have been exported
out of the country in this manner.
Now, is it not a very paradoxical situation? The Government is asking that foreigners should come and invest
in this country, but what is actually happening? We are encouraging all the Indian industrialist bankers and so on
to invest their money in the purchase of all those foreign concerns. Many of the famous European concerns in
Calcutta have changed hands and all that money is going out of this country. Instead of attracting foreign capital.
we are allowing the foreign capital already invested to be exported out of the country.
I think this ought to be stopped, because it is the first duty of the Indian industrialist who makes money from
his own trade, from his industry, to invest the surplus in the expansion of his industry, so that more avenues of
employment are created.
I would give an example. There is a very famous firm—I would not mention their name. They are probably the
biggest Indian firm in the country. Now, they have bought two or three European concerns in Calcutta and they
spent about 30 to 40 crores of rupees in this business. They have got all this money out of their industry.
Unfortunately. they have not taken care to provide for sufficient depreciation funds, with the result that the
Government caught them in the act of diminishing their production, and asked them to enhance their production.
How was this situation created? They have made enormous profits in the last 25 years, more during the war,
and they say they have not provided sufficiently for depreciation, and allowed their machinery of production to
run to obsolescence. They now say they have not the money for renovation of their machinery to full production,
and the Government must help them with funds, and the benevolent Government have given them funds, though
they are aware that they have enough surplus to purchase European concerns.
The ultimate result has been the flight of about 100 crores of rupees of foreign capital out of the country.
This is the result of mixed economy. Under the slogan of mixed economy, our Planning Commission have
found a method of not applying their brains to the real question of industrialisation, which alone can increase the
wealth of this country. As a matter of fact, the Planning Commission has no plan for industrialisation whatsoever.
They have left everything to mixed economy and mixed economy is behaving in the manner I have just described.
What has been the result? Just five years ago, the Government decided that there was great need for iron and
steel in this country and they invited three famous Consultant firms, American and English, to advise them. They
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submitted their reports and the Government issued a statement that in three months they were going to take action
on these reports. Five years have passed and no action has been taken and only now we hear that iron and steel
plant will be installed.
I would ask the Members on the Treasury Benches to explain this five years’ inertia and how much it has cost
to the country in not having an Iron and Steel Plant at all these five years. I have calculated the loss at 500 crores
of rupees and I have placed my figures before the public.
Now, Sir, we have got a bulky report about the industrial programme issued by the Planning Commission. But
neither has this body recommended nor has the Government assigned priorities in our industries. As a result,
many of the consumer industries are in state of collapse because we have no capital goods industry to feed them
with raw materials. Let me give you some quotation from this report:
Of the various problems confronting these industries for the protected consumer industries, perhaps the most serious
and certainly the most universal is the shortage and high price of raw materials. The largest industry of all—the Iron
and Steel Industry—suffers no doubt from lack of capacity and not from lack of raw materials. But the relative
smallness of its output embarrasses the whole series of other industries for which iron and steel are raw materials.
The mechanical engineering industry is suffering, the railway rolling stock industry is suffering, the automobile
industry cannot flourish, wagons cannot be manufactured, passenger coaches cannot be manufactured, and all for want
of iron and steel.

Is not this a very tragic situation? The Government have established a ship-building yard at Vishakhapatnam,
Waltair. Their schedule is to produce three ships in the year and they cannot keep to the schedule. A large number
of workers there were served with notices of dismissal because they cannot give any work.
Now, by chance I once traveled with some of their chief men and they said that the cause of this
unemployment was that they had no iron and steel. They require 8000 tons of iron and steel to produce three ships
in the year and for six months they were trying to get this steel from the Steel Controller. After six months they
were told to get it from Japan. Now, is it not a matter of shame that in a commodity in which India has got the best
possibilities which no country in the world has got—for not even the United States or Soviet Russia can develop a
better iron and steel industry than this country—we are not able to have a plant all these five years? All our
consumer industries are collapsing on that account.
Sir, my submission is that you must give the present Plan a decent burial; it is not a plan, it is a muddle. You
must start it on a new basis. This mixed economy is no economy at all.
Sir, I would not take more of the time, only one minute more. It reminds me—of the way we are doing things
—of the plan which the Britishers had during the Crimean War. The soldiers wanted foot-wear, they were
suffering for want of it and they (foot-wear) were ordered from the home country. But, when they arrived, they
(soldiers) found all the foot-wear were of the left feet, and so the soldiers went without shoes and had to be
confined to barracks.
Our Plan is something like that. They think only in one direction, they cannot see the other side of the thing
and therefore most of the Plan has become a muddle.
179.79 & 292.75 1. Chamely 2. The Genius Of Didarul Alam \fn{by Mamlukul Fatema Khanum (1894-1957)}
Dhaka, Dhaka District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 2
1
Chamely, who was fond of playing with boys and wearing boy’s clothes, just disappeared one day. The
neighbors said,
“What do you expect? Her mother’s a cook and she is friendly with all the mastans of Mirzapur. How can you
expect her to observe purdah?”
The younger mistress of the house said nothing. Chamely’s disappearance had hurt her terribly. She had not
given birth to her but she had brought up little Chamely as if she were her own daughter.
The younger master of the house rode his motorbike up and down the lanes of Kolkata for several days looking
for Chamely.
The wheel of time ground on irrevocably and gradually almost everybody forgot Chamely.
*
Salmu had a ten-taka note in one hand and a balloon in the other. Playing his bamboo flute, he came up to his
mother and said,
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“Mother, Chamely has sent you ten takas.”
“Where is Chamely? Go and call her quickly.”
“Mother, she’s gone.”
“Get lost, you little rascal! You got the flute and forgot everything. Why didn’t you bring her with you?”
“She didn’t want to come. She disappeared down the lane in front of Potol’s house.”
“Didn’t she say anything to you?”
“Of course she did. She said, ‘I have got my salary—go and give this money to mother.’”
*
Malek had been Chamely’s friend from childhood. Along with Chamely he would smoke, play cards, wander
about here and there and talk nonsense. Many other naughty boys of the neighborhood also joined them.
One day a waz mahfil was announced. It would be chaired by a Moulvi of the neighborhood. Chamely’s gang
said,
“Let’s go listen to the waz.” The Moulvi recited a verse from the Qur’an and explained,
“The noblest task is to show the right path to those who have lost their faith in Islam and are wandering down
the wrong path.”
Malek passed his eyes over Chamely, who was sitting beside him. He thought to himself that he must make
this errant Chamely, so fond of swaggering about in punjabi and dhoti, return to the fold of Islam again.
*
The youthful adda came to an end. Chamely disappeared. Malek became the film operator of Madan
Company. Many a charming actress flashed before his eyes, each of them as daring and bold as Chamely. But the
words of the Moulvi had etched themselves in Malek’s heart.
One day Chamely appeared again along with two or three of her male companions. She had opened a shop
selling paper boxes on the corner of Chapa pond. Offering Chamely the bidi he was smoking, Malek said,
“Chamely, why did you stop working?”
“Why? Who wants to do a clerical job for a measly salary of fifteen taka? So, I opened a shop and am quite
independent. I earn twenty to thirty taka per month.”
“Oh, that’s why you went to Darjeeling? To get orders!”
“Yes. But why only to Darjeeling? I’ve also visited Delhi, Lahore, Ceylon and many other places this year.”
Rather seriously, Malek asked her,
“How long will you live like this, Chamely? Please get married.”
Chamely burst out laughing.
“Who is going to marry me?” Chamely replied rudely.
“Why not me?”
“Marry you! Why? What for? Am I not a man? If you speak such rubbish again, I’ll kick you hard—and with
my shoes on!”
Malek went away disappointed. Chamely was no longer just wearing male garments. She had started to think
she was a man.
*
“Mother, oh Mother.”
The younger mistress of the house looked up at Chamely. There was a small bundle in her hand. There were
two cauliflowers, a kilogramme of mutton and a ruhit fish head inside the bundle. She hadn’t eaten a homecooked meal for a long time—today perhaps she would.
“Chamely, you’ve come! Why did you run away from me, daughter?” The boys stood around her.
“Dear sister, please don’t leave us,” they said.
To Chamely their words sounded like the rattling of the iron chains of a prisoner. Her mother stood in front of
her, looking at her affectionately.
Chamely touched her mother’s feet quickly and left.
“Chamely, wait a bit. Eat something before you leave.”
Chamely did not pay heed to her mother’s word. She was soon swallowed up by the huge crowd on Harrison
Street.
*
Chamely fell ill.
She was confined to her bed for three weeks. When she regained consciousness, it was to find Malek sitting
beside her bed. All her other friends had left. Only Malek sat patiently by her bed, day and night, while she
struggled with death.
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After another two months Chamely completely recovered. She started to do the shopping herself in the
morning. She also cooked. When Malek sat down to eat, she did not grab the choice pieces of food for herself.
She filled up his plate with the larger pieces of fish and meat. While eating, Malek told Chamely,
“Don’t cook any more, Chamely. I do not want you to fall ill again.”
Chamely did not respond. It seemed as if she were Chamely no more, but somebody else. After eating,
Chamely did not smoke the half-smoked cigarette offered by Malek. Instead she threw it away. Malek said to her
in surprise,
“You’ve thrown the cigarette away, Chamely!”
“I’m not going to smoke any more.”
Malek was surprised when he returned home that night. Chamely had discarded her life-long masculine garb
for a woman’s dress. She had covered her head with her sari anchal. She was wearing flowers in her hair and
round her neck and wrist. It seemed as if she were a bride seated in her nuptial chamber.
“Chamely, you’re dressed like a woman! How beautiful you look! Will you dress like this every day, Chamely?
Tell me that you won’t dress like a man again.” Casting a quick glance at him, Chamely said softly,
“Will you be happy then?” Looking at the quiet darkness outside, Malek nodded his head,
“Yes.”
2
I had met Didarul Alam only once. But that particular day will always remain etched in my memory. Didarul
was the editor of Simmalini and Juger Alo—two journals published from Rangoon. I came to know him when I
started writing for Juger Alo. Later he wrote a couple of letters to me. I do not suppose I will ever forget his
childlike candour in addressing me as Mother.
This young author had appeared on the horizon of Bengali literature like the young sun at dawn. The serialized
novel Foyar Deshe (In the Land of Foya) and other stories and essays written by Didarul bear evidence to a
budding talent. There was a saint-like purity and integrity in Didaral. The most striking quality in him was a
genuine desire to bring about Hindu-Muslim unity. Indeed, I do not know of many journalists, young or old, who
aspired as passionately as Didarul towards this.
At that time, there were riots all over Bengal. While every newspaper and magazine published gruesome
reports that were ghastly enough to send shivers down the spine of young mother, Didarul alone held on to his
steadfast belief that the two communities would eventually come to peaceful terms. He never carried any such
provocative report in his paper, neither did he accuse or find fault with anyone. He tried his best to bring together
these two blind, fighting communities. Indeed, his integrity, honesty and sterling liberalism amazed many at that
time.
Didarul is with us no more. The cruel hand of death has snatched him away, and no force—neither a mother’s
love nor his love for literature or his country—was strong enough to hold him back. His talent, which was like a
budding flower, never had he chance to bloom. He left work unfinished, songs unsung. His life has come to an
untimely end, but he will remain alive in the memory of his family and friends, and the passion for his unfinished
work will remain ablaze in our hearts like a flame of lightning forever.
227.37 Gleanings From The Life Of Kazi Abdul Waddud\fn{by Kazi Abdul Waddud (1894-1970)} Jagannathpur,
Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (M) 9
My paternal and maternal families were both of “middle class” origin. The maternal family was slightly well
off. But none, however, were extraordinary in anything. My paternal grandfather was illiterate He did not care for
his “intellect” (cinta-bhabna). Instead he borrowed money and enjoyed eating ilish mach (a type of popular fish in
Bengal). Even with a heavy burden of loan, he could also enjoy a care-free sleep … My father had a very
whimsical mind (buddhite atyanta kheali); but was sympathetic to the sorrows of his relatives … He admired my
intellect, but he did not like very much my quiet character. He had an expectation that I should earn more money
and help my relatives … My mother was extremely intelligent, but an extremely commanding mother … My
maternal uncle (Nazir Uddin) was religious, but luxurious. I respected him. But from the age of fifteen or sixteen,
I decided that I should not live according to their ideas.
*
I went to Calcutta after I passed the matriculation examination. For the first several days, I stayed in a Hindu
bhadralok’s house. He was a teacher and was fond of Brahmo religion. Every evening there was Rabindra-song in
his house from Tagore’s newly published Gitanjali. I listened to these songs and I become entranced with
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Rabindranath. Before Rabindranath achieved the Nobel Prize, I bought Gitanjali, and after that I become a
Rabindra-anuragi (Rabindra-enthusiast).
*
I become a lecturer of Bengali by Dinesh babu’s (Dinesh Chandra Sen’s) recommendation. He read my novels
(Mir Parihar, Nadibakshe) and an essay of mine (Sahityiker Sadhana) and took assessment of my ability from
Sarat Chandra Chaytopadhyay, Rabindranath Tagore, Shashanka Mohan Sen, and Pramatha Choudhury, At that
time I had not been formally introduced to Dinesh Chandra Sen.
*
Long years ago,\fn{Wadud wrote this in 1965} in the year 1925, the great person Abul Hussain had published a
small Bengali journal Tarun Patra. The Tarun Patra and its ultimate form Shikha (journal of the buddhir mukti
movement in Dhaka) had their intimacy with Sabuj Patra (a Bengali journal of rational humanism, edited by
Pramatha Choudhury of Calcutta and inspired by Rabindranath Tagore). The purpose of Sabuj Patra, Tarun Patra
and Shikha was liberal humanism and mukta buddhi. The recent Tarun Patra (1965) wants to fulfill the same
purpose at this time.
*
My real nature does not want this contentment.\fn{ The loving care of his fellow-villagers and relatives } What my nature
wants is not very simple to explain in a few words. If I say excitement or emotion, then I tell part of the truth of
my nature; but not the complete truth. Even if I say pleasure, yet I am not telling the complete truth of my nature.
My nature wants expression—full of fire, full of pleasure, full of excitement, and full of pains.
*
His (God) works are endless. In some people, He develops rational thought, that is His work. In some people,
he does not develop rational thought; that is also his work. He is present within mute nature; He is also present
within a so-called very learned person … Therefore everything is His wish, like waves of an ocean; science and
learning; commerce and trade. Saints are born, poet(s) have spoken that is also His wish. The message of freedom
has been announced age after age, that is also His wish. As a result, some are freed, that is also his wish … In
endless ways He brings success. We, you, are all trivial. Who are we to command His creatures?
*
Khoda,\fn{God}open your veil a little further and stand before the world. I want to satisfy my eyes with your
creation and sing with full throat a song of its beauty. I see blades of grass as the earth’s horripilation\fn{ Bristling of
body-hair} of delight and those big trees its arms reaching out in joy. All creation is dancing with great delight. Yet
within this creation, that hunger-tormented woman soaking her breast with tears!
*
I cannot accept the bulky rules of Islam without question like the ordinary person. What I accept is not quite
the same as what the ordinary person accepts nor according to the explanations of the ulema. Then what is my
position? Therefore what claim or authority do I have within the Muslim community?
*
I felt this morning, why should I not start to pray—to call Him five times a day by heart? I recited sura
Fatiha\fn{The opening chapter: “In the name of Allah the most beneficent the most merciful. All praise is due to Allah, Lord of the
worlds, the most beneficent the most merciful, the lord of the day of Judgment. Thee alone we worship, thee alone we seek for help. Guide
us to the right path, the path of those upon whom thou has bestowed favors—not of those whom thou has cursed once; not of those who
have gone astray.” My modification; the Wikipedia article “Al-Fatiha” renders the English: “In the name of Allah the most beneficent the
most merciful All praise is due to Allah Lord of the worlds The most benificent the most merciful The lord of the day of Judgement Thee
alone we worship thee alone we seek for help Guide us to the right path The path of those upon whom thou has bestowed favors. Not of
those who thou has cursed once not of those whom have gone astray.” In their attempt to literally approximate the meaning of the Arabic,
they do not do justice to the English; and it appears they misspell “beneficent” and “judgment”, and confuse the use of “who” and “whom”:
If in this, the most fundamental definition of Islamic belief, it is not possible to perfectly mirror the original words defining the relationship
of the Divinity and those who worship Him, how can anyone who does not have at least a working understanding of Arabic bring
themselves through the Qur’an to a true understanding of the word of God? And if the Qur’an is thought to contain the most perfect
revelation of Divine truth, how can anyone automatically rendered illiterate through the impassable barrier of language translation attain to
Paradise? But God in His (or perhaps more accurately “Its”, to avoid the problem of anthropomorphication of the Godhead) infinite
wisdom must surely have foreseen such a problem; and so the true way to Paradise must lie within the framework of the uniqueness of the
individual and the Divine communication available between that and the Uniqueness that is God, irrespective of the messages of holy
books—of whatever faith, for what applies to Islam must also apply to the printed holy words of any religion. And the Divine blessing of
this state of affairs is that we, as individuals, may rely on holy words only as guides, and not as the final answers for the perfection of the
individuality of which we all by definition are; and if this is true for words, then it must also be true for ceremonies. In other words, God
has made it so that we must always be constantly responsible for our actions in the nature of face-to-face contact, without any
intermediaries—without church, mosque, temple, or whatever—between the uniqueness of what we all really are as human beings, and the
Uniqueness of what God Itself really is. For it must be that only where there is a complete removal of all influences extraneous to the most
intimate form of communication between the individual soul and the Master of the Universe—only at that point can there be the most
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perfect communion between the singularity that each person truly is and the Singularity that God truly is. H } silently, but my mind is
not satisfied with gayril-magzuubi alay-him\fn{Wikipedia transliterates this under the article “Al-Fatiah”: ġayril maġdūbi
’alayhim} (“not the path of those who earn Thine anger”) … because, I do not know for which acts “You” feel

satisfied and for which act “You” feel unsatisfied. “You” are alive, and alive everywhere in the world and this
“You” I want to feel … I have observed many times, that words of the Quranic suras\fn{The 114 chapters of the
Qur’an} do not always touch my heart. It seemed to me that just as the Fatiha is the root statement of the whole
Qur’an, so my mind is attracted to bismillaahir rahmaanir-rahim\fn{Wikipedia transliterates this: Bismillāhi r-rahmāni rrahīm (there are dashes over the “a” in Bismillahi, the second “a” in rahmani, and the “i” in rahim, but I don’t think they will reproduce in
every computer that makes use of this text; there are similar diacritical adjustments in the first transliterated passage above: H } (“In the
name of God, the beneficent, the merciful”).Yet we do not always get a full picture of the rasul\fn{Messenger, with
the express reference to Mohammed himself} himself in the suras; there are (instead) many commands and prohibitions.

*
Gandhi said, “It is my strong nature that separated me from my wife, son, and my brother.” I can see this
personal tragedy in the life of many mahamanabs\fn{Well-developed mentalities: H} … the pain that we find in the
above words of Mahatma we see in the lives of many searchers for truth.
*
The mahapurush\fn{Messenger, in the sense of Muhammad} are as the only light-houses in the ocean, not to show a
ship where to anchor; but to help a ship to sail further. In other words, the Qur’an, Bible and Veda, all these are
jnanir katha (words of a person of wisdom). One has to understand them by knowledge. If we fail, we have to
find an alternative. I see no other alternatives, except knowledge and love, that is, a great person’s knowledgebased love
*
In ages past, biographies of religious founders were less important than their instructions (upadesh). No
biography had been written on Buddha and Muhammad by their contemporaries. In those days, people believed
that instruction is the only truth and essential teaching … Today, we want mahamanabs for their example … We
do not want a single mahamanab, but the lively humanity of a group of mahamanabs. It is not the instruction (that
we want), but the source (life) from which the instruction has emerged.
*
When our nation will achieve independence...and before we start a new phase of life (naba parjayer jiban),
Rabindranath will be a hero of our nation. All his writings are new song (nabagita) of freedom (mukti). He has
defined buddhir mukti by an astonishing, wonderful, simple, but powerful defmition. This is his creation (srishti);
and for this Rabindranath will remain immortal (amar) to us. We also see many other immortal heroes in India:
Rammohun, Michael Madhusudan [Dutt], Ramakrisna and Gandhi. Among these three are notable—Rammohun,
Gandhi and Rabindranath.
*
Kemal, Amanullah and leaders in Egypt are solving their national problems by introducing European ways in
the dress, running the government and education … I do not know what is their future. But I feel that Muslim
renaissance of Turkey, Kabul, Arabia and Egypt is one-sided … They might or might not do better than Bengal
renaissance. In the Bengal renaissance, there is renaissance of the free mind ( mukta citta) … But we are not sure
that in the Muslim renaissance the renaissance is a renaissance of the mind; in other words, if there is a real birth
of a new mind.
*
Our difference is fundamental. Iqbal\fn{ Muhammad Iqbal (1877-1938) Islamic poet and philosopher, born in Sialkot, in that
area of the Punjab now a part of Pakistan } holds the idea that revival of an old religion and culture is possible and
desirable; while we hold that it is an impossibility … The past, in our view, can only provide some inspiration for
us if our desire to act in the present is honest. So Iqbal the thinker is somewhat less prized by us than Iqbal the
poet.
*
(Iqbal): by lending his full weight on the side of oriental spirituality he does not show insight enough,
inasmuch as, with all their glaring weaknesses and insufficiencies, the scientific outlook and the unflagging
interest in human good of modern Europe are still great spiritual assets of mankind; and the spirituality of the East
should supplement them instead of placing itself in opposition to them.
*
This fundamental faith\fn{Faith in Islam} is not a subject of disrespect; but it is to be respected. Inspired by this
new faith, people’s hearts are stirred; and people share this pleasure with one another. Yet, influence of faith upon
humans actually is somewhat different. By its influence, human life becomes a merciless torture … The
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nationalists of our time are cursed by this torture. Iqbal says, “Islam is abe hayat for human' or mritusanjibani
(giving life to the dead). Dr. Aurobindo\fn{Apparently Sri Aurobindo Ghosh (1872-1950) Indian nationalist, freedom fighter,
philosopher, yogi, guru and poet } says, “Hinduism is amogh bidhan (unfailing rule) for human.” I do not know if
people would seriously think about these sayings. Yet their influence has made life unbearable for Indians.
*
It is true, we live in a house, but the house is built under an open sky. The various nationalities or communities
are not untrue for humans. Yet humans have formed a unity of a world family (bishva- paribar), where humans
have an obligation and respect for one another. When a human forgets this larger life, it is then the problem starts.
It can be said without doubt that compared to an emotion of Muslimism (muslimatva) and a feeling of Hinduism
(hindutva), ideals of buddhir mukti, are suited for the well-being of Indians, irrespective of jati and dharma
(religion).
*
This reply of Rabindranath\fn{To Ghandi’s call for home rule (carka)} is very precious. Many people do not realize
that we will not get real svaraj merely by the transfer of power from British to Indian hands. If we drive out from
our heart many rigidities, infatuations, etc., only then we will get the meaning of the real svaraja. This real svaraj
does not consist in one’s external mastery; but one’s mastery over one’s self.
*
That\fn{The placing of reason above religious rule for an understanding of God } dedicated souled and extremely active
Rammohun\fn{Rammohun Roy (1772-1833) Indian religious, social, and educational reformer } experienced inwardly at the
deepest level that the celebration of God in our lives (and the rule of the Lord) consists in the pursuit of all modes
of truth and all purified behavior. Therefore wherever people by unending efforts have brought the celebration and
arrangements for God (bhagaban) into their own lives—as in the basic scriptures of all religions and modern
science—there is where he cast his eye with all respect. But where inferior arrangements, miserable arrangements
were widespread and where the unlimited delight of freedom of being united with God (bhagaban), the everwakeful guide to countless auspicious efforts, was frustrated—as repeatedly later on in invented secondary
scriptures—from there he\fn{Rammohun} withdrew his gaze.
*
The two outstanding things about the boy Rammohun were his mental gifts and his devotion to the family idol.
The first had as noble a fruition as well-wishers could desire; the fruition of the second was somewhat unusual,
though not rare, as we have in Bengal the example of the turbulent and contentious youthful Nimai turning in later
years into the rapturous Shri Chaitanya.\fn{ 1486-1534, a Vaishnava saint and social reformer in eastern India (specifically
present-day Bangladesh and states of West Bengal, Bihar, Jharkhand, Manipur, Assam, and Orissa of India) in the 16th century }
*
The Hindu way of life and thought has been closely associated with image-worship from time immemorial.
There have been thinkers among them who looked upon this particular method of approach to the Divinity as
inferior worth (or inferior work); but none of them seem to have gone like Rammohun to the length of declaring it
as positively harmful to the life of the spirit. The Shivanarayani fraternity of medieval Hindus (who just preceded
Rammohun) were … uncompromising monotheists. But Hindus of such a disposition are too rare to count …
(However, the truth of) ekamevadvitiyam, “the one having none to compete with” which he (Rammohun)
extracted from the frightful depths of Hindu traditions and scriptures have (has) not been prized sufficiently by his
people in general as they do not recognize them (as) so valuable.
*
In addition to Mrityunjay Vidyalankar, there were others with whom Rammohun had a debate on shastra,
among whom Subrahmanya Shastri was famous. In the debate, Subrahmanya Shastri’s argument was: “without
acquiring vedajnan (knowledge of Veda) there cannot be any brahmajnan (knowledge of Brahman).” Rammohun
proved that there are many names in the Veda of those who were brahmajnani (well versed in Brahman); but they
were not Brahmins. Therefore, without reading Veda, they become Brahmins.\fn{ Similarly, it could be argued that,
without reading the New Testament, one could, by practicing Christian precepts of love and compassion, become in one’s spirit a Christian:
H}

*
Urbashi is not a mother, not a daughter, and not a wife (nahe mata, nahe kanya, nahe badhu). Nevertheless she
is an emblem of loveliness whose flavor is refreshing to everybody; whose intoxicating youth is like the ripples of
a stream and jingling of nupur (anklets) in the youth of human lives.
*
If mussalmani means a heap of inflexible ideas and rules, then for that mussalmani Tagore has done nothing …
(But) since Rabindranath is a poet and Muslims are human, Rabindranath is a close friend to them, whether
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Muslims know this fact or, due to certain historical influences, they do not know it.
*
From the time of Raja Rammohun Roy, the greatest Bengalis were attracted to these riches\fn{ Those of European
cultural discipline} of Europe. (Yet), whatever may be the source, the three precious ideals\fn{ Awarness of the Divinity;
curiosity about the world; welfare of humanity } have an organic unity in poet Rabindranath’s inner world—that is
especially to be noted.
*
Your\fn{Abul Huq, an editor of Wadud’s writings in the 1970s } evaluation of the Shikha is good, but you have written
nothing about Abul Hussain’s and my preparation during the years before the publication of Shikha—that made
your essay somehow incomplete. To know Abul Hussain’s preparation, look at Tarun Parra (1925). To understand
my preparation is less difficult. I myself can answer your questions.
*
Today my bandhubar (dear friend) is leaving. I feel that I have not had so much of friendship with anybody as
with him. Pramatha (Pramatha Sarkar, Professor of Economics of a college in Calcutta), Niren (Nirendranath Roy,
Professor of English of a college in Calcutta), Afzal (Afzalul Huq, editor and publisher in Calcutta) were my good
friends. But with Kadir\fn{Anwarul Kadir, Professor of Logic at Dhaka Intermediate College} I have a relation of heart, more
organic, the kind of relationship, I have with my children and a few relatives.
*
He (Abul Hussain) is committed to the well-being of (Muslim) society. But how stupid Muslims are that they
could not follow Abu! Hussain … Abul Hussain wants to present himself in Muslim society as an exemplary
instance of dedication, and bravery. But Muslim society does not understand a single word of Abul Hussain. Not
only that, they think of him as an enemy of Islam and Muslim society. Of course, ordinary people are like this in
every society, but none is so “perverse” as the Muslims. I do not blame them too much if they do not understand
me. But Abul Hussain’s love for society is so clear that, except blind people, it should be evident to everybody.
This blind and stupid (ahammak) Muslim society is probably fit to be destroyed.
*
How Islam is to contribute to the welfare of humans is the subject we have to think about anew. The kind of
Islam that our predecessors practiced is sufficiently clear … In clear terms, the received Islam presented to us for
acceptance has supported the seclusion of women, condemned the giving and taking of interest and objected to
the cultivation of fine arts; and in the realm of thought we have been told boldly “all your thought always must be
restricted by the ideas of the Qur’an and Hadith.” All these matters we have to reassess. Does imposing these
additional restrictions upon the efforts and freedom of thought of human beings in Muslim society lead to genuine
well being? … It is essential for us to recognize that to bring about purity and human discipline by shackling
human buddhi, would only mean asking for something impossible. In other words, does it not mean inflicting
torture upon human nature?
*
We want to perceive and understand religion and society with open eyes. Whether or not Islam is a universal
religion is an issue on which there must be a discussion. Professor Abul Hussain has given us a new ideology.
This new ideology is non-belief (nastikya). Yet in all ages this ideology has inspired activity. Today, Muslim
society is inert. There are no “activists” in it. There is no service or love for it at all. There are only dried up rituals
everywhere.
*
Our society is overcome by soothing sleep: there are no problems now in our society. When the mind is not
awake, how can there be any discussion of problems? … We must have a sense of universality. It is only then that
Muslims would be able to learn that Hindus-Muslims-Brahmos-Christians are one humanity. Only then will we be
able to build real Muslim workers and fulfill our cherished desire of freedom.
*
Muslims by bowing down to a giant image in the form of a Messenger (preritatvarup) are living a life that
from all standpoints—spiritual, moral, practical—is lamentably unbearable and confused.
*
Actually, great men are not omniscient. They are not the absolute masters of humans. A great man is only a
great friend of humans in the struggle of life, like a lighthouse is a friend showing the route for travelers on the
ocean. It is a serious insult to human efforts of great men to believe that their words and thought have established
a fixed path forever for humans. This is because, as a result of this belief, awareness of God, which is the goal of
all effort, will be closed to human vision.
*
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Whether Hazrat\fn{An honorific Arabic title} Muhammad was the last prophet and whether the Qur’an was
revealed by divine power, are not big issues for us today. Our problem is that living in this age, climate, and
environment, how much can we take from Hazrat Muhammad’s life and from teachings of the Qur’an? Let us not
be dazzled by the monumental personality of Hazrat Muhammad. If we get no model for our lives from the life of
Hazrat Muhammad’s life, let us not hesitate to forego it.
*
According to my knowledge and faith, I have said nothing about Islam or Hazrat Muhammad that is
impossible or lacking in respect/faith. On the contrary, I believe that I in this my little life have been inspired and
am still getting inspiration from the Qur’an and Hazrat Muhammad …
*
Muslim society is a half-civilized society … Here the fool is above the scholar. The scholar is afraid of the
fool. But we must stand against this fear. That is religion … For this it seems Hazrat Muhammad is responsible. It
is true that he spoke very high words and he gave attention to building a community—but inside they were not
fully developed mind-using humans. All are dolls—press the belly and sounds come out! That’s all! Those who
say Hazrat Muhammed was successful are wrong. He created a huge Muslim society but did not build humans as
well.
*
Do I love Muslims only? Otherwise, why I am so sad when I hear the Hindus’ glory and Muslims’ miserable
positions? No, it is not the truth that I love Muslims only. Above all, I want human welfare. Hindus are
progressing in that road but Muslims are not. Therefore I am so sad for Muslims. Also, I was born into the
Muslim society and I could not deny this fact. I have an organic relation with this society, but deepness of my love
and sorrows for Muslim society are clear. Today\fn{ 1926} Muslims are extremely destitute.
*
The gruesome murder in Punjab is one indication. In this age of science, learning, freedom, equality and
fraternity the British rule marked a distinction of value between Indians and English. They think that one English
person is equal to one thousand Indians …
*
Its\fn{The European raj shakati i.e., the European form of the highest executive power} direction is not so much concerned
with development of a spiritual life of humans. The commitment of modem raj shakti is now directed toward
material development of humans in this world. For example. raj shakti has introduced policies and programs so
that humans would lead a happy and prosperous life, protected from poverty and disease. The modern raj shakti
of Europe while creating a new order of state and society, has also created avenues for an unrestricted
development and fulfillment of ambition, hope and aspiration of humans.
*
In this perceptible world (drisyaman jagat, as opposed to parakal, or next world), variety of earthly pleasures
(bhog) has made human life charming. The earthly pleasures have given human life a new vigor ( nabasphurti)
and new strength (nabashakti). Now, modern people no longer have to wait like dull-witted persons for pleasures
in the next world (parakal). The ancient sages of Asia had stated that for heavenly pleasure people should
promote spiritual life in their society. But modern people have brought pleasures into this earthly world by the
power of intellect (buddhi) … We should not hesitate to eulogize the beauty of human intellect that has been
inspired in the heart of the Europeans.
*
The Christian world is frightened and jealous due to Muslim power and might. The destruction of Khilafat\fn
{In 1924. The Khilafat (Caliphate) refers to the system of government established in Islam and representing the political unity of the
Muslim ummah (community). It was inaugurated by Abu Bakr in 632AD and became defunct with its abolition of the Ottoman Caliphate
by the Republic of Turkey in that year } means to Muslims the loss of their worldly power. Political freedom of Muslims

is indispensable for Islam and for Muslims. Pan-Islamism is a form of unity of universal humanity.
*
I think it is not time yet for breaking the boundaries of religion. Without breaking a boundary, they (Muslims
and Hindus) should be kept within religious boundaries, so that they may get more strength and firmness from
religion. But one should bear in mind that while keeping separate religious identities, they should keep alive true
religious feeling (prakrita dharma bhab). True religious feeling is involvement of Indians in wider social and
material life and removal of the repression (atyacar) of meaningless ceremonials of religion. In other words, the
highest order of all religions is that humans have entered into an inseparable organic unity, because humans are
united under Allah or Bhagaban.\fn{The most supreme being as defined by the Bhagavata purana; but the sense of this in the way
Waddad is using the term probably means such a being as defined by any Hindu scripture:H }
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*
The fault of this international organization (Bishvabyapi mussalman-samgha) is not because it is a huge
organization. The problem of this organization is that its basis for unity is religion and religion of the tradition.
They (promoters of Bishvabyapi mussalman-samgha) do not recognize seriously the “universal humanity”
(bishva-manabala). If we compare it with (Romain) Rolland’s “International League of intellectuals”, then we
easily see its problem. In today’s world, one society is coming into acquaintance with other societies. Such an
introduction and familiarity should lead to a mighty civilization. Pan-Islamism is opposed to universal humanity.
As a result, the Muslim world is not able to adjust to its own time.
*
He (Mohammad Ali) claims that for Islam it is essential to have such territories, Jazirat-al-Arab, over which
there would be no control by foreigners or unbelievers. (I say), “Well! It has a cultural value … But what is its
relation with a true religious life? Leading the life-style in a specific way does not mean religious life. For this
(religious life) means that everybody should do self-effort, i.e., a person has to grow within himself a religious
feeling: love of God and love of humanity … It is not impossible, but it is difficult to get a true sign of religion in
a life-style closed in by rules of shariat … Mohammad Ali said, “Islam is the original religion of humanism, the
eternal religion for all people. Other religions are only manifestations of Islam current in certain times and
places.” (I said). “It is difficult to call it Islam. It is better to call it a religion of humanity that is manifested in
many forms: Islam, Christianity, Buddhism, and Hinduism.”
*
If we look into our mahaguru’s life, we become silent because of our praise and respect. He (Hazrat
Muhammad) entered deeply into the hopes and desires, capacities and incapacities of humans. Like a healthy and
normal human person, he (Hazrat Muhammad) was active as well as inactive in daily work. He became restless at
the sight of human sorrow and poverty. He became impatient at the sight of human exploitation.
*
Your rationale\fn{Waddad is writing to the editor of the neo-conservative Calcutta journal Sultan, who had
attacked certain beliefs of the rational humanists of Dhaka} is so inadequate and meaningless; its model is
Mawlana Mohammad Akram Khan’s huge Mostafa Carit (a biography of Hazrat Muhammad). The book tried in
many ways to detect true hadith (sahi hadis), but more than that, the book was all about criticizing the Christians.
But nowhere did the book portray the human character of Muhammad, for example, how Muhammad’s human
thought grew day by day, how he loved his family life, and for that matter how from time to time also committed
mistakes … But excuse me, your line of reasoning is this: “The person who would be a last messenger of truth
must be truthful and possess all the virtues. Hazrat Muhammad is the last messenger of truth and therefore he
must be truthful and virtuous.”
*
These questions\fn{The editor of Sultan had asked Waddad “if he respects the Qur’an in any sense as the Words of Allah” and “if
he respects Hazrat Muhammad as a prophet and last messenger of Allah” } are not only irrelevant but wrong to raise in our
debate. You are supposed to know already what is the framework of our debate and how you should debate with
free-thinkers of Dhaka We believe that you have not enough strength to answer our questions. For no reason, you
are talking big. If you had the strength to answer these modern questions, then, by this time, Muslim society
would have changed completely.
*
You declare\fn{Waddud said this in reply to the editor of Mohammadi, another presumably neo-conservative Calcutta journal } that
I am not Muslim (amussalman). What I am is only known to Him, who is my creator. Certainly, I am not so
anxious to prove myself a Muslim, because Muslim and Hindu are only group identities of humans. Since I live in
a samaj or community, I would get the title (padabi) of that community. But for proving it, I am not very
anxious.\fn{I.e., I am not worried about doing so. H}
*
Strengthened by an inspiration of love,\fn{ Waddud is addressing a young Muslim audience in Faridpur in 1927 } stand up
strongly in the bosom of the modern age, and say, “My inheritance lies in all the efforts of humans. If I deprive
myself of this claim of inheritance, I shall not only be a destitute, but the flow of human history will be thwarted
in me” … You also say oh! young Bengali Muslims, “I am a human first, simply by my human birthright. I am a
relative of the humans, regardless of their birth in any specific country, age, jati and religion.” After that, … “I am
a child of Bengal, Bangalee (Bengali), (and I have) lifted my head under an open sky.” And say lastly, “I am a
Muslim.”
*
Men and women who live in Muslim society are Muslims, but they are humans. They are family members of
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all races, countries, and religions. Flowing out of a vast universal human ( bishva-manab) society are hopes,
aspirations, endeavors. In these, there are the message that humans are courageous, their longings are endless, and
they do not agree to any limitation on their thought. Should not Muslim society make arrangements to do
something about these messages of human society?
*
Can we call someone a doctor who cannot give medicine for the worsening cause of the disease while the
patient suffers from the disease? For Hindu-Muslim conflict, Mahatma’s last word is, “The Muhammadan is a
bully and the Hindu is a coward.” Mahatma’s leadership has raised very much the country’s “political
consciousness,” but not it’s “conscience.” In human society, a person is dangerous whose consciousness has risen,
but not his conscience.
*
What we understand by initiative will be taken by raj shakti (state power). Yet it is also true that peoples’
minds should be built first and then the raj shakti would take initiative. In other words, for any new endeavors, it
is individuals who would first take initiative and then the raj shakti would function in relation to individual
initiatives.
*
If anyone is to answer, who is to blame for a discord between Hindus and Muslims, a straight answer is the
Muslims. I do not say that Hindus are better … Yet. Hindus have taken a step toward a new human life; but
Muslims? Their respected and dear political leaders are bowed down to the feet of the powerful in the hope of
minor gain or are arrogant. Even today, Muslim religious leaders are a group of destitutes who are habitually
illogical, immoral, even ignorant of religion. And their world of literature is still being dominated by a group of
tasteless half-educated people.
*
The Jewish community is a minority group in Europe. For this they had suffered violence and insult for long
years in Europe. Yet the Jews have reached a highest position in European material and intellectual life. For one
special reason, the Jews have achieved this highest position: for self-protection a minority’s sense of creative
power must be higher.
*
In politics of a country’s elected parliament, it is impossible that a majority would give up an established
principle of rule over a minority. Let the majority\fn{ He is talking about Hindus as a majority and Muslims as a minority in
India} community keep up domination. But the domination should aim for the welfare of all classes of people. The
effort for welfare by the majority would not achieve success unless the minority would give up separatist talk. By
giving up separatist talk, the minority would devote itself only to various actions of creativity so that the majority
can direct various projects of human welfare. It may sound ludicrous that a minority would influence a majority,
but this is a law of the world. Ibsen said, “The strongest man is one who stands in the minority of one.”
*
This self-esteem\fn{The Indian Bhudev Mukhopadhyay’s sense of his own nationalist Hindu identity } is not derived from a
habitual self-esteem coming from one’s ability to move freely and to gain strength in this world … But this selfesteem is generated for the purpose of a debate—an ongoing effort to defeat a powerful opponent and safeguard a
religion … Therefore, for an energized national life of India and Bengal, perhaps nobody should be indebted to
Bhudev.
*
We must have to consider that to solve Indian’s sorrows by an ascetic and self-sacrificing life ( sannyas jiban)
and by begging (bhiksha) is nothing more than repairing a torn cloth. By charity or by begging, economic
inequality might be slightly removed. But a highest essential of human dignity would not come by begging or by
charity.
*
The relation between the universal and the particular in the words of Tagore, is a ceaseless interchange
between Spirit and Form … The view that no creativity is worth the name, if it fails to record the particular in
space and time, is no less true than the other view that such a creation equally fails if that particular is not lighted
up by the steady glow of the love of truth and humanity.
*
A leader of a class of thoughtful ulema in Bengali Muslim society is Urdu-speaking Muslim Bengali alim,
Mawlana Abdul Kalam Azad. In the introduction of a recently published book, The Tarjuman-i-Qur’an, Azad has
given a liberal and inspiring commentary on Islam. As a r4esult he has earned respect from the alokpanthis
(enlightened). I hope his commentary would help Muslims to get rid of Wahabi influence of hostility and
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unreasonableness …
*
Mohammad Ali was a nationalist, no doubt; but more than a nationalist, he was a Pan-Islamist … I do not
know for what curse such geniuses as Jamal Uddin Afghani, Sir Sayyid Ahmad, Amir Ali, and Mohammad Ali
shed tears (crying), “Alas Islam! Alas! Muslim!” Many mammoth animals of the past no longer exist on the
surface of the earth in the present. Similarly, imperialism of the past and its companion religious communalism
(Pan-Islam is one case) are perhaps no longer required for this present world. (We should agree) with a scholar
who said recently, “Let us live rationally and nationally.”
*
The British are not be blamed for a policy of divide and rule. Yet they are to be blamed on one account, i.e., the
fear and blindness of the British to interfere in the religious and social issues of this country. This fear and
blindness in British policy may have been due to the fanatic mind of the Indians in the Sepoy mutiny. But one
blindness cannot be resolved by another blindness. If this country is grounded on an obsession with ritual, i.e., if
rationality is not preferred by people, then it is not enough that British rule would merely try to stop escalation of
conflict of religions. This kind of policy is intelligent, but not a sign of power and farsightedness because the
policy did not remove the root of conflict of Hindus and Muslims by substituting religion of creativity,
*
I have no power to change the minds of those who accuse “Divide and Rule” policy as the source of all
diseases of India. But it is undeniable that there are strong arguments against their accusation. Whatever the
immediate causes of Hindu-Muslim conflict, it is strongly relevant to assert that the “distorted intellect” ( bikrita
buddhi) of Hindus and Muslims of many ages was at the root of all causes. Not only history, but simple human
reason, will justify this charge. When a house is on fire, an immediate cause may be carelessness of its resident.
But those who would protect this house should see that the house is not built of easily inflammable materials.
*
When ideals of religion take a societal and political shape, then its separation (from politics) is virtually
impossible. An example is Muslims’ hostile relations with non-Muslims. Many verses of the Qur’an,
Muhammad’s practices and sometimes Muslim history wanted a friendly attitude with opponents of the Qur’an.
Yet once Muslims’ political relationship with non-Muslims has been fixed by the sword, it is now virtually
impossible for Muslims to put that sword away.
*
Srishti dharma is the boundless curiosity of humans toward knowledge and enterprise … Age after age, it was
by srishti dharma’s inspiration that humans had dreamt of new possibilities of human life and sacrificed their lives
for celebrating all new efforts. This does not indicate that srishti dharma changed humans suddenly and
completely into something marvelous. Humans would only change slowly in their new profundity of
understanding. Srishti dharma, also, does not reject humans’ relation with surrounding living beings with whom
they have entered into intimacy. Rather, by fully recognizing this intimacy, srishti dharma creates new potentiality
of human life and this process has been continuing steadily. This ability of the humans to bloom into new life
along with their surroundings is not only a wonder, but it is inevitable—as oxygen is fundamental for the burning
and reconstitution of the cells of a human body.
*
By religion, Gandhi accepted ritual (or formalism) as well as the intellectual discernment of religion.
Nevertheless, Gandhi could not attract people to only the intellectual discernment; but he told people to be
devoted to the totality of their own religions. As a result, Gandhi gave an opportunity to popularizing infatuation
with religion instead of the rationalism and humanism of religion. Thus it can be said that Gandhi is partly
responsible for Hindu-Muslim conflict in our age.
*
(The leaders who) depend upon the well-known conviction that if Hindus are devoted to Hinduism and
Muslims devoted to Islam their unity will be possible were inspired by an honest objective, but in the wrong
direction. Before they propounded this thesis, they should have considered what they understand by Hinduism and
Islam. But to analyze that way, their understanding should not be Hinduism and Islam, but their understanding
should be srishti dharma inherent in both. Saying this in another way, it is meaningless that the real form of
Hinduism and Islam that took shape in the past should be taking shape in the present. Instead, how these religions
should be sources of knowledge and working-power … should be subject of study of people of Hinduism, Islam
and all communities. This is reflected in this saying of Rabindranath—“it is not that what is shastra is to be
believed, but that what is believable is to be shastra.”
*
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(To Muslims), the Qur’an is the message of Allah, Hazrat Muhammad is merely the carrier of that message.
The Muslim is expected to follow that Qur’an whole heartedly. This thought may have two implications. One
implication is essentiality that of Qur’an puja, or literal following of the literal Qur’an, which is bound to be
excessive, like blind puja to the pirs. The other implication could be according to uncoerced knowledge or
reasoning. For example, Qur’an as the message of Allah, means knowledge. Knowledge indicates the varieties of
knowledge. Therefore it is desirable for humans to search for knowledge of various sorts, from the Qur’an or, if
necessary to reject the Qur’an.
*
If we look at culture from this standpoint, then such categories as Hindu culture, Muslim culture, Semitic
culture, and Aryan culture: these are not functional. If Hindus and Muslims are to be united into one nationhood,
then their cultural life cannot be different. If this difference persists, then prime objective of that culture, i.e.,
achievement of societal or national progress of India, would be hindered.
*
Swami Vivekananda said, “the character of the Indian nation would be a body of Islam and a brain of the
Veda.” To this it is better to say, the character of the Indian nation would be a completely human body and a
completely human mind where manifestations of srishti-shakti (creative power) would be without limits. Islam
and the Veda are only manifestations of the srishti-shakti of humans. Srishti-shakti is endless, inexhaustible and
unfailing, and this is the humans’ birthright. Let this birthright be true in our lives.
242.144 Excerpt from Repentant Revolutionary\fn{by Nagendranath Sen Gupta (1895-1947)} Noakhali, Noakhali
District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (M) 8
From the worldly point of view it is an undoubted blessing to be born into a regulated family in which the
father pursues a successful profession, and the parents entertain clear-cut ambitions for their children’s future.
Men so born may not make their mark in the world, but they are generally protected from dangers and pitfalls and
unusual experiences.
I was not born into such a family.
True, my grandfather was regarded as an outstandingly successful man in his society and was able to
accomplish much for many others, whether related to him or not; but his adopted son, my father, although a
talented and well-educated man, did not find it necessary to follow a wage-earning avocation. He lived and died
as an independent man of some property and had apparently no ambition for himself except to live a peaceful life
of some study and considerable ease. It cannot be ascertained, whether he had any ambition for his sons, for he
died when his three elder sons were were children and the fourth had not yet arrived; but presumably being a man
of no ambition himself he would not have been particularly ambitious for his sons had he lived to see them grow
up.
My very successful grandfather was generally known as Gangadas Munshi, as he was a scholar in Persian and
Arabic but not possibly in English. I do not know how, though a native of Vikrampur in the district of Dacca, he
came to secure the highly-prized managership of the Bhulua Estate (of the Paikpara Raj family) at Noakhali. This
post enabled him to found a second home in that small district town and to acquire considerable landed property
in two districts. As Manager of the Bhulua Estate he exercised much power and patronage, and in his wake many
relations and neighbours of his Vikrampur home came to Noakhali and also founded second homes for
themselves.
These families formed a colony at the eastern end of the town and wielded much influence for more than two
generations in that town where the original inhabitants were still in a comparatively backward state. Many of my
grandfather’s followers secured posts in the offices of the Bhulua Estate; others found work in Government
offices and at the local bar.
During his lifetime my grandfather was the acknowledged leader of the Noakhali colony. At least 50 outsiders,
mostly immigrants from Vikrampur and many of them Brahmins, were free boarders in his house. He made only
one condition for such free boarders, viz. that they should join in Hari Sankirtan, the evening musical devotional
to Hari. Good singers were at a premium. It is doubtful whether all these men, who thus received their daily
bread, had much devotion in their hearts, but the host was a devotee in the midst of his worldly activities and felt
gratified to think that he was instrumental in getting together so many men to sing hymns to God at the end of
each day.
As an orthodox Hindu of that period he considered it a special merit to help Brahmins, and his worldly
patronage, therefore, extended as much to Brahmins as to near relations. To many Brahmins he made small gifts
of land, and the aged widow of at least one such beneficiary used to come once a year from Vikrampur and stay in
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our home at Noakhali in order to collect rents etc., from her dead husband’s small share of land. All important
Hindu pujas were performed in his household, but the Durga puja, the greatest religious ceremony in Bengal, was
reserved for his original home in Vikrampur, and for this purpose an annual visit was paid to the village.
As he rose in power and acquired property, his first attention was directed to his Vikrampur home. Four
masonry buildings enclosing a quadrangle were constructed. Tanks were excavated and ample outhouses, one of
which was the Rat Mandir, for the performance of the annual Durga puja, were provided for the social amenities
of the menfolk and their relations and friends. Some of these were later used for housing the village high school
and the Post Office. This particular village was the home of a number of cultured families, but the home
constructed by Gangadas Munshi was the centre of village politics.
Gangadas Munshi’s orthodox views regarded e~erything acquired by him as belonging equally to himself and
his brother. The landed property acquired by him was to be enjoyed by his family and his brother’s in equal
shares; gold ornaments, silver vessels and utensils and costly garments were purchased in even numbers and one
half of each item was allotted to the brother; the four buildings were to be shared equally by the two branches of
the family; in fact there was nothing which he did not divide equally between himself and his brother. I do not
know how many people even in his days were so generous to their brothers; but this successful man certainly set
an example which was mentioned with admiration by more than one generation.
Gangadas Munshi had no son and in order that his property might be inherited in a direct line he adopted as
son my father who was the third son of Gangadas’ sister-in-law (wife’s sister). My father was one of four brothers,
and was looked up to as a man of good looks, generous culture and integrity.
Gangadas Munshi died long before any of us brothers was born, and what I have said of him was what I was
told within the family circle and outside, and also what could be seen of his work. We, however, saw our
grandmother, (his wife) who was a woman of marked strength of character though not exactly lovable, and died at
the age of 85, some years after my father’s death. From the time of her son’s death up to the time of her own death
she held the family purse and held it very tightly. She hardly allowed my mother any say in family affairs, and not
infrequently played the part of a tyrant. My mother's exemplary patience and self-effacement prevented any
incident but on the whole the autocratic rule of the old lady was, it must he said, conducive to the family weal. My
grandmother died after a protracted illness, and as a tribute to her venerable old age and the position she held as
the wife of Gangadas Munshi, practically the entire Hindu population of the town was invited to her Sradh
ceremony.
My father died too early to exercise any influence on us brothers. It was not necessary for him to work for a
living. All that was necessary was to look after the general management of the estate. His lack of ambition was
inherited by his sons. He was, however, a thoughtful father, and had he lived long enough to see us through our
boyhood and adolescence, his masculine supervision would presumably have ensured a more disciplined life for
his sons than was the case under the largely feminine and lax supervision which followed. My mother was
unusually capable and sagacious, but this was offset by the fact that she was an orthodox Hindu lady who could
only direct our affairs up to a point within the house, but could hardly control us outside.
Our side of the family saw comparatively little of the ancestral home in Vikrampur. My grandfather’s brother’s
family were in permanent occupation of that home even as we were settled in the Noakhali home. The annual visit
to Vikrampur on the occasion of the Durga puja was, I think, rarely missed when my father was alive, but after his
death the celebration of the puja was left to his cousin’s family; we made our visits only on rare occasions when
our presence was essential.
*
I remember our first visit when I was probably 5 or 6 years old. A special puja with the sacrifice of a buffalo
was promised to the Goddess if a son was born to my father who had a succession of daughters. Eventually not
one son but actually twin sons were born, and consequently it was decided that the sacrifice should in equity be
increased to two buffaloes!
For some reason the special puja was delayed by a number of years and meanwhile one of the twins and my
father died. The latter death so saddened the family for some years that the special puja could not be thought of
until my eldest brother was about eleven; but when it came to be celebrated, however, the sacrifice was limited to
the original promise of one buffalo in view of the fact that one of the twins was taken away.
That year we all travelled in a large boat through the canals and rivers of Noakhali, Tippera and Dacca on to
our village in Vikrampur. It took a long time to complete the journey, but as Noakhali was not yet connected by
rail with the outside world, there was little else to choose.
*
Although only about five years of age at that time, I remember a number of incidents during our first visit to
our ancestral home. My fathers’s cousin, who was technically the head of both branches of the family, had to
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make all arrangements for that important ceremony. From his youth he had been addicted to alcohol, and naturally
indulged in it freely during the four days of the puja. On the second day, I think, the buffalo was beheaded before
the Goddess and the drunken head of the family paraded before the entire congregation with my eldest brother on
his right shoulder and the gory severed head of the buffalo on the left.
Our visit came to an end after a month or so. Friends and relations advised that we should travel back by
steamer and train as far as possible and then take a boat for the rest of the journey. The travelling arrangements
were in the hands of a very old fashioned Brahmin officer of our estate who decided in consultation with the aged
grandmother that the entire journey should be performed in country boats.
For this purpose two boats were engaged—one large and comparatively flat-bottomed and the other small and
less vulnerable to rough waters. All the members of the family and attendants were divided between these two
boats. The large boat carried all the women and the children like myself.
As we left the village home, we saw one or two inauspicious sights which boded ill for the journey. Soon after
we reached the river Padma a squall broke. The comparatively fast-moving small boat soon left us behind; the
waves were mounting higher and higher and our large flat-bottomed boat was swaying dangerously from side to
side and also rising and falling helplessly with the waves.
For some time we made very little progress against the angry billows, and the already darkened afternoon was
moving fast on to evening and the other shore of the mighty river could not be seen. We had just reached the
dangerous confluence of the Padma and the Meghna, when to our consternation a large steamer passed close to
our boat. This made the waters twice as dangerous, and there were moments when all of us including the children
felt sure that we were doomed. The women went on chanting God’s name in extreme panic and we children began
to cry. But the calamity was somehow averted.
The added agitation caused by the steamer subsided; the weather improved after a while, and as we saw
Chandpur at a distance, we felt that we had had a truly hairbreadth escape. The smaller boat carried among others
the old Brahmin officer who was mainly responsible for this ill-advised boat journey, and when the two boats met
at Chandpur he had to listen to a volley of abuse.
*
The Noakhali home was our true home, and its environment and company moulded us in our childhood and
boyhood. About a dozen families including ours—all migrants from Vikrampur—occupied a considerable area at
the eastern end of the town, known as the Sen Para. These families with the exception of two Brahmin families
were mostly related to one another. The three most important families among these had three outhouses at the
entrance to the colony where the male members would meet one another and also receive visitors. These were
also used for studies by the younger members.
The three important families owned two large tanks which were, however, shared by the entire colony. The
homes built by these families were of a primitive kind which were common in all parts of Bengal, although some
of them at least could afford to have better houses. Each family had a number of houses, which had mud plinths,
bamboo walls and a thatched roof. Generally these were four in number—two for living in, one for nonvegetarian
cooking and feeding and the fourth for vegetarian cooking and feeding for the widowed ladies in the house.
There was no boundary wall between one home and another and they ran into each other imperceptibly making
the colony practically one large home with hardly any privacy.
*
Life in these families was old-fashioned and unconventional, and although occasional frictions and
misunderstandings were inevitable, an unwritten code of conduct kept them from any serious breaches. Men and
boys of different ages formed their own groups and found their own amusements, and although given ample
freedom in their own spheres the younger folk showed reasonable respect to their elders.
The home discipline was of a primitive kind, and a strict guardian capable of maintaining proper discipline was
rare. In homes such as mine, where guardianship was vested in mothers or grandmothers, almost any elderly male
neighbour would consider himself a person of sufficient authority. Some of these were quite well-meaning and
others less so; but the effect of this self-constituted guardianship was not always salutary.
*
People living in small district towns seemed reluctant to rise above the prevalent low standard of living
although a considerable number of them could afford to live in different types of houses and also in a different
style. My family could undoubtedly afford a masonry-built house, but we lived in more or less the same style as
the poorest of our heighbours.
This had its inevitable drawbacks. As an instance, I may mention the terrible experience we had of seeing in
our boyhood the almost entire colony being reduced to ashes in a fire which had its origin in one of the strawthatched houses. Whether the fire was due to an accident or sabotage was not cleared up; but on a Saturday
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afternoon when practically everybody—men, women and children—was at home, the conflagration spread
rapidly from house to house until little was left except the ash-covered mud plinths.
This was nothing short of a major calamity for the colony, but curiously enough, when the homes were rebuilt
they were, except ours, of identical construction with the original. Even ours was not an adequate departure from
the primitive style, thanks to the influence of some old-fashioned men whose counsel still carried weight. Such
disastrous fires were quite common in that town and the people’s reaction was much the same as in our colony.
*
People born and brought up in large cities will find it difficult to visualize the glorious open-air and
unhampered life of our boyhood in a colony such as ours. Rules of conduct and discipline were very few; due
respect was to be paid to elders, and smoking and similar indulgences were to be avoided until one grew to a
certain age and status. As boys we had very little connection with the home except for eating and sleeping.
Early rising was the rule and, as many of us had to compete in collecting flowers from far and near, belonging
no matter to whom, for the daily puja by widowed ladies at home, rising when it was yet dark was quite common.
What unconcealed glee we had when just as one batch finished plucking all the flowers of a hibiscus plant we
found another batch arrive with expectation, but too late! The next morning it would probably be our turn to face
similar discomfiture.
*
Our schools began at 11 a.m. and up to about two hours before that we would be engaged in studies in a very
unconventional manner, mostly sitting or lying on wooden divans. The boys from a number of homes would be
studying together under the casual and perfunctory supervision of a private tutor who was, as often as not, himself
a poor student of a higher standard and would do some coaching of doubtful value in return for free boarding and
lodging.
While studying., our thoughts would often be diverted to aquatic sports. Hurriedly applying some mustard oil
to our hair and bodies we would plunge whole-heartedly into the tank for our daily bath. Boys from all the houses
would meet together and then would ensue glorious sports on the water lasting as long as they possibly could,
leaving us just sufficient time for a hurried meal and a fast walk to school.
How grudgingly we would leave the water just to avoid the penalty for being late at school! The cane of the
class-master was a very real terror in those days. On Sundays and holidays and during vacations it was not
unusual for us to remain in the water for two or three nours at a stretch. The cook might be waiting to serve the
midday meal, and frantic and repeated summons would come from home, but we held on until we could defy
them no longer.
When I think of our boyhood days I often wonder how it was possible for us to remain afloat, to cross and
recross the tank and also to engage in acquatic fights for such long periods and how we never got tired of this
daily experience.
*
In those days there were two high schools and one middle vernacular school in the town. One of the two high
schools was a Government institution, known as the Zilla School; the other high school was a privately owned
institution which probably received some Government aid. The Zilla School had adequate buildings and grounds,
but the privately owned school could not boast of much outward attraction, nor was its teaching of a high
standard.
The middle vernacular school was the property of Bhulua Estate of the Paikpara Raj family. The premises of
this school were of a very poor type, and it taught all subjects, except of course English, through the medium of
the vernacular right up to the highest standard. Students passing out of this school were entitled to admission to a
standard in high schools four years below matriculation. Many parents preferred sending their sons to this school
in the first instance, as it was considered that this ensured a good grounding in Bengali and arithmetic. Others
again, in order to shorten the school period, thought it best to send their sons direct to a high school.
I happened to be in the former category and stuck to this humble institution until I passed out of it. I might
have lost a year or two so far as the matriculation examination was concerned, but do not think I need regret it, as
the teaching was reasonably sound, and in Bengali and arithmetic we of this school were probably more proficient
than students of corresponding standards in high school.
*
Most of the teachers of this- middle vernacular school were known to our families and consequently the
atmosphere was a congenial and helpful one. Of my fellow students in that school I may with justifiable pride
mention Swami Nikhilananda of the Ramakrishna Mission—known to us as Dinesh—who has for many years
been in charge of the New York centre of the Mission and whose scholarship and spirituality have found
expression in a number of important books that he has written.
548

We also had to rub shoulders with much that was poor stuff and never got anywhere near success in life, but
that was inevitable in a small town such as Noakhali.
My brothers on the other hand all joined the Zilla School and the other boys in the colony were divided among
the various schools. The desire to do well in studies and to go up to the University was, however, not strong, and
many of these boys gave up their studies while they were yet in school. This led to vagabondage and worse at an
early age, and the infection was liable to affect even those who were more earnest. In this respect the atmosphere
of the small town was definitely a demoralising one, and but for this, quite a number of boys would have done
better in life than they did.
*
As with the morning aquatic sports, we looked forward eagerly to our games after school hours. The afternoon
refreshment was either skipped or hurried through and we would lose no time in assembling for our games. These
were sometimes English games and at other times local ones but whatever the nature, we would play till the
enveloping darkness made it impossible to continue.
We had to assemble again for the evening studies, but these were, except in rare cases or when one was very
close to an important examination, of no consequence, as we would be thinking mainly of the call to dinner; not
infrequently, some puja or other in one of the houses would call us away from our studies. One particular family
performed the Skani puja (worship of Saturn) on every Saturday, and at the end of the celebration all boys would
be invited to proceed to that house to partake of the prasad. On that evening in the week, therefore, all we did was
to pretend to study until, somebody would come with a lantern in hand to announce that the prasad was ready. Off
we would rush and that was the end of our evening studies on that evening each week.
*
Besides aquatic sports in the mornings and games after the school hours we had various other outdoor
activities which were indulged in mostly on holidays. Climbing trees in search of various fruits was one of them.
There were considerable areas of land attached to our homes and some of it contained heterogeneous fruit trees,
some planted and others wild, but very few really cultivated to yield good fruits. To us, however, the quality
counted for little. If perchance fruits were scarce, we would invent games on trees and thus find outdoor exercise
for our limbs.
In one house, particularly, fruit culture was taken up seriously and precautions taken against the unauthorised
plucking of fruits. Some of the boys used their ingenuity in devising means to circumvent these precautions to
help themselves to fruits without being discovered. There was a particular moonless night in the year when it was
considered permissible to steal fruits and sugarcane from other people’s gardens, if this could be done without
detection. The owners would, of course, be on the lookout for possible poachers and many were the artifices
employed by wily boys to frustrate such vigilance.
*
Fishing was very popular among the majority of the boys and also among some of the elderly people. The
tanks were full of various kinds of fish ranging from the largest ruhus and katla, to the tiniest of fish. The catching
of large ruhus and katla was quite an art and was left to a few elderly persons who had the necessary fishing
tackle and experience.
There was one particular person who had success every time he sat down to fish. We used to sit and watch and
greatly enjoyed seeing him hook a 40-lb monster and land it safely after a struggle lasting sometimes an hour or
more. On rare occasions a large fish would outwit the angler after taking the line to almost every corner of the
tank, disappointing all of us.
The majority of us were content with catching small fish, some of which could be caught at the rate of one a
minute. We also employed nets, traps, and spears to catch fish. Kai fishes leave tanks during thunderstorms and
after climbing to the bank wriggle along rainsoaked tracks. Knowing their habits, we used to go out in search of
such wanderers after thunderstorms, and although they were not available in plenty, the few that were caught were
considered a greater prize than large numbers caught in the regular manner.
One year one of the two tanks almost dried up and we could literally catch by hand hundreds of fish. On rare
occasions all kinds of fish would come up to the surface and also near the banks, struggling for breath, and we
would forego our studies to indulge in an orgy of fishing.
*
Although Durga puja was not celebrated in our colony, it provided the most important occasion in the year for
renewing our wardrobes and for exchanging social greetings. New shoes, dhoties, coats, shirts and chaddars were
bought, and we went in groups, gaily dressed, to the two or three houses in the town in which the puja was
celebrated.
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The puja in the house of Bagala Babu—a zamindar and a retired Deputy Collector living in an imposing house
in Pashchim Para of the town—was the most important of these, and practically all important Hindu families of
the town were invited to the celebrations and the good refreshments.
Among the other important religious festivals of the year, Holi, the Rath jatra and Kali puja again afforded
ample opportunities for celebrations on a big scale. The preparattions for Holi and Kali puja would begin several
days before the festivals, as the selection of coloured powders and the preparation of coloured fluids for the
former and procurement of fireworks and lights for the latter took time.
Early on Holi day all male members, except the infirm and the aged, would go from house to house all over the
town applying coloured powder on the heads and faces of other persons and squirting coloured water on their
clothes. Nobody could object and all participated in the festivities. This orgy would last the whole day and in the
evening we would return, tired, hungry and dripping with different powders and liquids smeared on our body and
clothes. Not even an hour’s washing in the tank would cleanse even a part of the foreign matter from the skin and
hair, and as for the clothes, they could never be worn again.
The Rath jatra would start early in the afternoon. The car\fn{ Containing the image of the god:H} would be dragged
out on to the street with a long thick coir rope. The Brahmin priests and some attendants sat on the car to receive
gifts of fruits etc., from worshippers along the way. These gifts, after being offered to the deities, would from time
to time be thrown by the Brahmins to the throng.
When pineapples and bananas came flying, the car would come to a stop, as those who pulled it ran to pick up
the bounty. The car was pulled generally by young men and boys, and when from time to time the rope became
detached from the car, it would enter some by-lane. Threats and supplications would ensue from the hierarchy
occupying the car, but not till the younger members felt that enough delay and inconvenience had been caused,
would the rope be brought back to pull the car.
The procession would thus move through the principal streets of the town to its temporary home for a sevenday sojourn. It would then be pulled back less noisily to its proper home.
The principal items in the Kali puja, performed on a moonless night, were the display of lights, the use of
fireworks and the worship of Kali with sacrifice of goats at midnight. Much preparation was necessary for the
display of lights, as electricity was not available and hundreds of shallow earthen lamps containing oil and wicks
had to be arranged in an effective manner round the houses and along the appoaches to them. By the afternoon the
arrangements were to be completed, as the lighting would begin early in the evening.
The menfolk and boys would go out after the evening meal to see the lights in the town. The main shopping
centre would be lined by vendors of fireworks, and as we proceeded in groups, we would buy more crackers and
fireworks. The letting off of the crackers was fun and practically harmless mischief, and at midnight we would
return home to witness the Kali puja itself. We were hardly interested in the puja but thought more of the
distribution next morning of the flesh of the goats which were sacrificed.
*
This was the life that was evolved by families which had come from other districts, particularly Dacca. The
original inhabitants of Noakhali had little to do with it. Like our part of the town, many other parts belonged to
outsiders, and it was their activities which for good or ill made up the life of the town in those days.
Not that we did not have friends among the original inhabitants of Noakhali; some of them made their mark,
and later became leaders of society there. But for the most part, initiative and leadership lay with the outsiders;
and we were not aware of any resentment or envy on that account.
*
Although home life in those days was of a primitive kind compared to life in large cities, Noakhali was even
40 or 50 years ago comparatively open to progressive ideas. Music, drama and athleties were introduced early
with marked success. Bidhu Babu, our next-door neighbour, who was a dynamic young man in his twenties when
we were children, was one of the pioneers in modernism. This man had qualities which might have carried him far
if only he had conquered certain weaknesses, and the outdated notion that he was a zamindar and, therefore, need
not work for his living.
His immense energies were spent neither for his own good nor for the good of his family. He did take up work
much later in life but under circumstances which made it impossible for him to reap the advantages which were
his at one time. He had the health and physique of an ancient Greek; he could sing and play several musical
instruments; he excelled in all English games; he could ride, cycle and swim vigorously; if necessary, he could
also use violence in dealing with men and situations.
Although without any pretence to scholarship and book learning, he could easily meet English officials on
terms of equality at an age when the majority of the people were diffident and tongue-tied before the foreign
rulers. It was the custom for any newly arrived official to send for Bidhu Babu and to make his acquaintance with
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a view to obtaining information on the needs and problems of the town. Dressed in European style, he would sally
forth to meet the official and had little difficulty in adding the latter to his list of friends. His English could not
have been very correct, but he was fluent and had no inferiority complex. The official also found it advantageous
to have Bidhu Babu on his side.
*
Music was cultivated to a considerable extent at Noakhali. This was mainly due to the efforts of a gay band
headed by Bicthu Babu and was a side issue of the theatrical performances of the town. European or semiEuropean instruments, such as the harmonium, the clarionet and the flute were introduced, and Bidhu Babu’s
proficiency with the clarionet was well-known.
The unfortunate part was that musical pursuits, like everything else in those days, tended to be undisciplined,
unmethodical and uncertain. If the gay band were in the mood for it, they would probably engage in music all day
and far into the night. Then there would be periods when the music would be mute. The systematic and scientific
cultivation of music with a view to improvement and continuance was not in keeping with the temperament of the
times.
*
For a town of its size, Noakhali was unrivalled for the excellence of its theatrical performances. These were
held in the Town Hall, where the stage was well-designed and of adequate size, and the scenes were prepared with
considerable thought. The green room was well-stocked with costumes. Practically every grown-up person in our
colony was a born actor and talent would be found in other parts of the town and also sometimes among the
floating official population. Some of the actors were as good as the best available in Calcutta, and the average
standard was high.
In this matter also, our colony provided the inspiration. Rehearsals generally took place there. Practically all
important plays—social, political or comic—written in those days, were staged some time or the other and the
performances were well-patronised by English officials stationed in the town. Kedar Babu of Paschim Para,
besides being a master singer, was the most accomplished actor of the town, and his distinguished features and
bearings suited the roles he played. Nibaran Babu and Satish Babu were the master comedians, and Suren Babu
and Chandra Bhushan Babu played respectively the roles of kings and warriors.
*
Noakhali was more advanced than many larger towns in the realm of English games-cricket, football and
tennis. The last named was not yet a popular game, being indulged in by high officials and their families and also
by certain young men of the town, mostly of our colony, who had learnt the game as students at Calcutta. Our
cousin and neighbour, Suren Sen, was a distinguished tennis player as well as a first rate cricketer and footballer.
At tennis he could easily beat the officials and their families.
The cricket played in the town was of a fairly high standard for those times, and many exciting matches, in
which the officials also took part, were played from time to time. The batting was not exactly scientific, and the
man who could send the ball sky-high to the boundary every time was the player who was rated highest. We boys
closely watched the styles of the bowlers and batsmen and would try to copy them.
Football retained a longer hold on the people than any other English game, principally because it was a
cheaper and more democratic game. The town produced quite good foot-ballers and saw inter-town matches in
our early boyhood.
Barisal being one of the nearest district towns had to compete with Noakhali in football. I remember one
memorable match against Barisal which was played on a ground almost covered with water. The then District
Magistrate of Barisal—was it Bonham Carter or Beetson Bell who later became Sir Nicholas and the Governer of
a Province?—got either a ball or a kick in the region of his stomach and doubled up with pain, gasping for breath.
The story was current for some time that Noakhali made the District Magistrate of Barisal drink muddy water off
a football ground!
At a later stage, the athletic mantle fell on Suren Bose of Paschim Para who, although by no means a
successful player himself, was a zamindar and a patron of cricket and football. He was for many years Captain of
the Western Sporting Club against which the Eastern Sporting Club, mainly of our colony, played many exciting
matches. I remember how formal, written challenges were issued by one club to the other and how these
challenges were always met, sometimes engendering feelings which only the benevolent moderation of Suren
Babu\fn{This good friend of many and nature’s gentleman was killed within a month of this writing during the communal disturbances in
Noakhali District} could smooth over. But for years the two clubs remained inflexible rivals and used all fair and
unfair means of alienating each other’s men.
*
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All that remains to be said is about the moral atmosphere of our environs in boyhood. It can be summed up in
one short sentence: it was bad until the swadeshi movement and its sequel found new channels for the energies of
a considerable number of boys.
It is not possible for me to comment on the moral tone of the earlier generation; I can only hope that sexual
perversions were less common in those days than in ours. But as some members of the earlier generation, when
grown up, indulged in liquor and frequented houses of ill-fame in the town, it is to be presumed that at least their
upbringing was lax and sexual energies not properly directed.
In our days certain older boys and young men went about like ravenous wolves, and corrupted the younger
members before the latter realized what it was all about. Even now when I think of some of these arch corrupters,
I feel that I could pick up a whip and use it on their bare backs. In their sexual madness and perversity they
perpetrated a crime which left a deep stain for years to come. Sex became a whole-time obsession with them, and
quite a number of these paid dearly for their sins in after years.
It was most fortunate for at least some that the idealistic Swadeshi Movement of Bengal came in time to save
them from deep pollution and to carry them along to a different fate. These latter in some cases became in due
course the chastisers of the sexual wolves.
Some may think that this self-appointed task amounted to self-righteousness; but it cannot be denied that their
attitude and action produced a salutaty effect and raised the moral tone of the town. …
226.82 Excerpt from Letters From A Baul: Life Within Life\fn{by Sri Anirvan aka Narendra Chandra Dhar (1896-1978)}
Mymensingh, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 10
1
When I first came to the Hills, I had a Nepali servant. You can’t imagine how conscientious he was! If he was
two minutes late in the morning, he refused to take a full day’s pay.
“If you are two minutes late in the morning, go two minutes later in the evening,” I suggested, and that seemed
to settle things in his mind.
I used to ask him to share my food at lunchtime. At first he did not want to accept. I gave him whatever I was
having and asked him:
“Well, how does it taste?”
“Oh! it tastes sweet,” he answered, however bad the cooking was. If it was good, he repeated:
“Oh! it tastes sweet.” Then I thought:
“Well, for that boy, the food is neither good nor bad, it is simply sweet. What is Brahman? He is neither good
nor bad; he is above everything, he is peace, he is sweet.” This simple boy was filled with grace when saying:
“Oh! it tastes sweet.”
I never saw him angry, or in a bad mood of any kind. He was always ready to smilee He was simply blooming
in God’s light.
You see, his mind was not constantly searching for things to understand and to explain. It does not help much.
You must attain to this simplicity, to this primitiveness in which there are simply densities of various degrees
between darkness, blurred vision and clarity and then light. All that has been said and written about the approach
to self-observation is only minor work, only the first steps to discovering what inner knowledge really is.
Knowledge is simply finding unity in the many. This is what an animal cannot do. It is the privilege of the
human being alone. On whatever level of society and whatever level of civilization, man has this property of
being able to arrange things around an idea. And that becomes knowledge. As soon as it enters into his being, he
finds himself above everything and at the same time inside everything.
What is misleading about knowledge is that you don’t see the whole, you see only a part and you think that this
part is the whole. Seen from above, the part belongs to the whole and the whole belongs to the part.
Take the relationship between a mother and a child. There can be no mother without a child, nor a child
without a mother. But the relation is that the mother contains the child, the whole of the child, while the child only
knows part of the mother. In order to know his mother as his father knew her, he has to grow up. The mother is at
mid-point. She looks down upon the child, and then looks up to the father and says:
“This child belongs to me, but I belong to you.”
To have a clear vision of this situation, to see what is the part and what is the whole, is liberation or pure
existence. In a small way, the circle is closed.
2
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Rise every morning as if you were born again, breaking completely with the past. Retain your youth and
adolescence within you. Do you remember yourself when you were just sixteen, when the portals of mystery were
just opening before your wondering eyes? Is that one lost? Can you find him again? Do you know him? Does he
know what is born with him?
All is there, all around us. We have simply to understand what goes on. That is all. We are then at peace with
everything.
If you see life as it is, you captivate the hearts of all those around you; that is the eternal adolescence which is
represented by the young boy Krishna and Radha, the girl. Similarly Shri Ramakrishna called his young wife
Shodashi, meaning the “eternal girl of sixteen.” He deposited whatever he had achieved in the palm of her hand,
saying to her:
“I give everything to you.”
What did that girl know? Nothing! She just loved.
3
Do you remember the naughty small parrots at Lohaghat? They were so lovely to look at! They would
squander all the fruit of a tree in no time. They cackled between themselves:
“We are jungle beings! Who does the fruit belong to? God has created the trees for us, as well as the fruit. They
belong to us alone! We are not attached to this or that tree. You, human beings, think that everything belongs to
you. You spread a net over some of the trees. Never mind, we will fly to other trees and come back later. You can
do nothing to stop us.”
Do you remember the English lady, our neighbour, who asked you to watch over her orchard and not to let the
village women come and pick her apples. And these simple village women were saying to themselves:
“God made the earth, God made the trees, so God is giving us the apples.” And you asked me what you should
do:
“Should I guard the apples? I can’t. I feel as if cut clean in two, my body here, my mind there.” So I watched
the game going on, your dealing with primitive feelings and, within you, a sense of logic valuable only for the
part and not for the whole.
Also in Lohaghat, near the house, there was a spring running through a ravine full of tall ferns. So much water
and no flowers! I had never raised flowers, so I decided one day to sow many of them and follow the wonder of
their growth. So I left my books and watched over the flowers morning, noon and night, trying to guard them
against every possible accident that might threaten them, and there were many.
They grew fast with bright colours. They required much of my attention and time: ploughing, manuring,
watering, weeding, grafting, shading, as well as love and protection. They bloomed extravagantly and looked
finally like a Persian carpet.
One morning, before sunrise, I cut them all and made bouquets of them. Then I carefully turned over the earth
and went back to my books.
This and That. The world of flowers had filled me forever. I only retain the habit of keeping one flower in a
tiny vase in front of Tara, the goddess of the Void.
To play the game of life is one thing, to know that one is playing it is quite another thing. The Baul’s role is to
remain above the habitual level of thought.
Never fail to watch the game! If you have a witness-consciousness, you can be aware of what is going on in
the players. and in the onlookers and laugh at the same time.
Life being made up of many and varied episodes, gradually you are moulded by what takes place. Imagine that
an enormous blacksmith with a huge hammer—call him God—is looking at us. He throws some of us into the fire
and when we are red hot, he gives shape to what was shapeless! While we are still red hot he dips us into the
water. So raw material becomes fine steel and that is “inner discipline!” At one end the steel is condensed, at the
other one, rarefied and we become a really useful tool.
4
Well, the Creator made a great mistake at the very outset by creating the human being neither fully animal nor
fully human! As we are constituted with three twists in the spinal column, we have to consider that we have also
twists in our thinking! Our spinal column is not straight like the stem of a lotus that rises from mud to heaven.
Were it but straight, our consciousness would be different and would easily follow a straight line!
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For this reason many Indian yogis affirm that if you can teach people to sit cross-legged, straight, still and stiff,
looking inside right along the spinal column, then, when the physical pain has stopped, a strange light in the mind
will occur.
In the West, you speak of solar plexus, thymus, pineal and other glands which are really the cakras along the
spine as represented by the different lotuses. What is real is that this strange light which is stored at one end of the
spinal column can move to the other pole of the being. This is again expressed in the theory of the Logos in the
Bible: “ In the beginning was the Word”, the fact of existence. One can create a complicated science for the mind
about this process; one can discuss the possibility of proving that such light exists and this has been done by
attaching electrodes to the skull and recording the movements of the brain. There is a lot of dabbling along that
line, using fragments of ancient teachings to read aloud and people are delighted to listen.
We see that people, especially young people, are ready now to plunge into a dense forest of different teachings,
in search of something they feel they lack. They are looking for knowledge, for self-knowledge.
Inner growth needs time. At first the mere idea of it will make them softer. Instead of being dispersed, their
energy will turn around an axis. It will help them to establish a new relationship with themselves and with others.
This is the basis for all community living.
“I myself am alive and, at the same time, I respect your right to live. I have the right to live, and therefore so
do you.” With such words, their field of communication will expand, but if they continue to think in the ordinary
cruel way, nothing will change.
We have to create a coordination between all these feelings. Gandhi spoke of ahimsa, of non-violence:
“At the cost of your life don’t be violent to others.”
Then the question arises: If someone is unjustly violent toward another person, have I any right to object?
Have I any right to give him a good thrashing and make him stop his violence? Where do I stand? This question is
dealt with in the Bhagavad Gita.
Well, yes, we do have the right to object but under this condition: that we ourselves do not get upset or ruffled;
that we remain calm and don’t lose ourselves. The whole pattern of social behaviour implies the attitude of a
surgeon who is called to lance a boil. He knows he is inflicting pain on a patient, but he does it, with a calm mind,
not to hurt but to relieve suffering. This aim can be attained only if we act knowing that harmony is to be found in
just two ways: first in a mother’s heart, and then in the calmness of a father’s look. Do you have these two? Here
we are back in Samkhya, facing the principles of Prakriti and Purusha. We are returning to the idea of selfknowledge.
First of all you have to discover, within yourself, whether you are predominantly man or woman. Among the
males, in the body of a man, a woman may in reality be living. Shri Ramakrishna pointed it out. He said:
“What is in me is not really male, it is female; a woman has melted into me. But what is in Swami
Vivekananda\fn{Narendra Nath Datta (1860-1902) who founded the Ramakrishna Mission at Belur, Calcutta } is fully male!”
This factor of predominance you will find throughout the whole of creation. Of these two attitudes, one
appears to be rigid, staring into nudity, into the Void, ready to face the mystery of death; the other is just
moonlight at play, serene and soft. Each Upanishad expresses it in a different way:
This play of the many,
let it subside,
just as at eventide
everyone subsides into sleep.

Every night, I hear the noises subside. The whole city of Calcutta appears to me like an infant sleeping; it fills
my heart with peace.
“I am That. I am that I am.” This is self-realization or knowledge of the self.
One day, this knowledge is going to save the world. People who possess this knowledge will grow in number,
first independently, here one, there another; then they will become coordinated. Then there may be a flood, or
something similar, and they will have to separate and start again. This will go on, say for millions of years, until
gradually they reach some steadiness.
But one single soul can have the total vision of this and know what may appear in fifteen million years or so. It
exists already in me! Then I smile. I am an artist, I am a poet, I am a philosopher, I am God the philosopher, God
the artist—God in everything!
Now let us speak of self-knowledge starting from the fundamental mistake the Creator made! Actually the
human being is built to go on all fours, his spine parallel to the earth and not erect. How can we try to correct this
position? This is where the yogic discipline says:
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“Just sit straight. Close your eyes and try to feel the spinal column as straight. Forget that it is not straight.
Imagine that it is straight!”
Gradually you will feel a lightness and also that heat is being generated. Your temperature rises. If on a winter
night you sit erect outside in the cold, even if you shiver and whine like a puppy, you will feel heat being
produced within you. That is an old Tibetan teaching. They undertook by sitting straight to produce sufficient
body heat to dry a sheet soaked in ice-cold water. It is said that Milarepa, in one sitting, was able to dry four wet
blankets. A strange thing!
For us, more simply, to sit straight, still and rigid, eyes closed, is to be living truly within. Deep concentration
takes place. What appears to you as a speck or a point of light becomes a globe. Go deeper, then you begin to feel
three things at the same time: a vast calmness, a deep vital energy and an illumination. The three together. Taken
separately, they are the three gunas or the three densities working in your inner being which keep you enslaved.
Together and coordinated they mean freedom and liberation.
To sit straight is to think straight. It is a severe discipline, that of self-knowledge. You must sit straight, die
straight, with no crookedness and no bending. This speck of knowledge means a lot; a whole life is needed to
strive after and attain it.
That is quite enough! Then you are open, waiting for eternity. Eternity is a non-negative concept, it is a
positive one. We all want a glimpse of eternity. We can merge into it. Then we know that it exists, that it is the
only thing that makes you capable of loving, of enduring things, of becoming pliable with yourself, with others,
with every being, to live in every being, even in an ant, in a worm, in a tree. The same soul, the same God.
“The soul in me is the soul in everything.”
What can exist except life? Only life exists! Inside it is life, outside it is life. And that life is energy. Feel it
deep, very deep within yourself. You will then find that things will come to you all together, spontaneously. It is
not by thinking but rather by not thinking.
All this you know, deep in yourself. If you know it consciously, you become a starting-point. Perhaps you are
only a repetition. I say repetition, but repetitions will come and go until everything is clear. You will even hear
people shout:
“These are all faked things; we don’t want them anymore. We want new ideas, new things.”
But do you not see that the same things are endlessly repeated? You, me, all of us are nothing but repetitions!
5
Now comes the time to speak of self-disciplines. We shall speak of making the memory light, and of fasting. In
the Chhandogya Upanishad, it is said:
If you make pure what you take into yourself, whether as food or thought, then your essence becomes pure and
you reach pure memory, universal memory—the only thing that has to be remembered.
To progress you must definitely follow these disciplines. Once you reach universal memory all ties are
dropped.
Those moments of purity are like beams of light which appear to you as tiny dots of light. Many people have
seen some of them during their life-time. Only they don’t know how to connect them, deluded as they are by the
Scriptures and different teachings.
To see them one day as a continuous line of light, one must first think of every dot of light as independent one
from the other, but at the same time see that each dot is self-repeating. The dots of light are all of the same nature
—they are light.
Here come the facts known to science about the queen bee, which can serve as a parable. On a very clear and
sun-lit morning, the queen bee comes out of her hive. Immediately, all around her, there is something like a signal
going through the many hives. All the workers swarm out, and also the drones, flying high in her direction.
Between the drones there is a race, but finally only one clutches the queen bee, clings to her. Then he zooms
higher and higher. But soon his limbs drop off and fall, one by one, like the petals of a flower in full bloom.
By that one contact, the queen bee becomes productive for the whole of her life and lays millions upon
millions of eggs. In the Tantras, she is named Devi on that account. She is also called Sakti, a wonder of light and
power. She is at the same time queen bee, drone and worker. She is self-generating and self-repeating. She is a
pattern of the universe. Would you call it one or would you call it many? You can’t say!
Similarly the dots of light by repeating themselves will come to form a line of light. Just look at them
longingly, with a strong inner desire. But no clinging, no forcing! Simply look, without attachment and they will
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go on coming! They will form a line and separate again, come again and separate again. They will be playing with
you!
Inasmuch as you can become a witness to their play, you are free, and you catch sight of the real thing.
Nothing faked, nothing imaginary but ultimately only what is real.
It is not really a difficult discipline, but we lack the simplicity of a child that is required in order to approach it.
But somehow, once you fall in love with it, you can’t do without it because it gives you a creative power within
yourself.
Another self-discipline is fasting, which is much harder. If you pursue the idea of reaching an ideal you come
to the technique of fasting. The point is to be self-sufficient, not to take in anything, to feel indivisible—I am what
I am—and use nothing from the many. And so for a while the body becomes a cannibal and uses up the stored
energy; it gets hungry, famished and feeds upon itself. If it is strong enough, it goes beyond that, perhaps crosses
the normal limit of a long fast.
By fasting you know that you have received a given amount of energy. You can use it up knowing that you can
replenish it with food and thus it will apparently remain a constant. But in this, you are mistaken! If you actually
go, say for three days, without food, just to feel what hunger is like, it will open another dimension in your
thoughts, perhaps unknown to you until then.
After pursuing this line of investigation for a while, you know what fasting means for you. You must be
consciously aware of it. You discover that your consciousness acts just like a barometer. Without food, it goes
down and down. And then a darkness comes. With food, it goes up and up, and light comes and you see. You see
there and you see here. The vision is always there, even when you close your eyes.
On the higher plane, it is the omniscience of God; on the lower plane, which is ours, it is the Law of sympathy.
I feel for my child, I feel for my friend, I feel for a lame man. It is simply putting oneself in the position of others
and trying to be just like them. Then gradually that total vision will become inexpressible. There is no way to
express it, it can only be felt. And then “everything tastes sweet,” as my little Nepali servant used to say.
6
All great sages have followed an eastern discipline of fasting. It is known that the Christ observed a fast for
forty days in the desert. We know nothing of his regular discipline with food. But fasting has always been
regarded as a necessity in spiritual life.
Many scientific investigations have been made regarding the transformation of food in the body. We have
chemical studies, charts and statistics about the amount of proteins, carbohydrates, vitamins, etc., which are
needed, but next to nothing is known about the psychological effects of food: what makes you feel heavy, dull,
drowsy, restless, passionate, aggressive, serene, cheerful or self-poised. When you eat you immediately feel a
surge of energy in the body. The “intake” of food means strength; but it also means sex. For better or for worse
nobody cares to know anything about the “transubstantiation” which takes place.
You must now study carefully the relation in yourself between food and impulsion, food and feelings. So
choose your food carefully and take only the quantity you need. Pay special attention to this last question. This
discipline has to be followed meticulously.
The Buddhists and the Moslems have created artificial measures to help themselves. An established rule
naturally sustains an effort by applying the mind to it. Thus the Buddhist must never eat after midday; the Moslem
observes strictly a long fast, during the month of Ramzan, from sunrise to sunset. But both, at other times, can eat
as much as they like. Many other more balanced disciplines could be mentioned.
Any kind of dogmatism in a spiritual programme is an artificial measure, because the only valuable relation to
be discovered is then falsified. The discipline of fasting is individual and can only begin when one has a clear idea
of the experience to be approached. The right attitude towards the whole thing requires a thorough study of the
link existing between the body and the spirit.
Many fast in order to obtain an external effect, as, for example, to influence the feelings of others. Gandhi’s
fasts may have appeared to be of that kind, but in reality he fasted to have the inner strength to challenge the
resistance to his endeavours. Fasting to attract attention has nothing spiritual in itself. A conscious fast is for
keeping the “channel of energy” open. It is rarely followed except by those who can no longer live without a clear
consciousness of inner purity. It is never advertised.
By fasting, I do not mean only the fact of not eating for a certain period, but of becoming aware of the
reactions of the inner being, of controlling the impulsions when no longer sustained by the energy coming from
food. Is there not a finer energy to be recognized? The inner being is aware of what goes on, feels at ease or
suffers because the play of the two dolphins does not stop. It cannot stop since it is life itself.
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There is some confusion about the quality of food necessary and whether it should be vegetable or animal in
origin. Of course, food has much to do with the building up of the mind. But there are some naïve people who
imagine:
“If I eat a cat, I risk becoming catlike!”
And so they decide to become strict vegetarians when they want to follow a spiritual life. But this is obviously
too simple a solution. Actually, it is one’s attitude toward food which determines its spiritual nature.
I do not remember if I ever told you the strange story of a fakir who wondered a lot about this question of
fasting. He was living near a desert where there was a deep dry well. One day he caught, at random, some
monkeys, old and young ones and threw them all into the well.
For the first few days, he threw some food down, upon which he heard violent fighting and shrieking. Then he
stopped throwing food. For many days, the shrieking and hissing went on. Then it stopped. The fakir thought:
“They must all be dead.”
Then he peered over the edge of the well. No movement. No sound. Tied to a rope, he let himself down and
saw a mass of dead bodies, partly dismembered, savagely contorted. But on a stone which was jutting slightly out
of the wall, there sat a small monkey, his arms wrapped tightly around his body, his eyes wide open staring at
nothing.
The fakir seized hold of it and stroking its head, took it back to his hut. As the days went by, the monkey began
to show strange miraculous powers. It could not speak, but it understood whatever the fakir said to it. It could see
into the past and into the future as well. When asked a question about anyone the fakir pointed to, it would answer
correctly in dumb-show, as in a silent movie.
This may only be a parable. But it illustrates the great Truth that control over the crude animal impulses helps
to bring out the spiritual energies dormant within us.
7
Fasting is hard because it involves our heavy body in its basic matter. According to tradition, this basic matter
is named carbon, and it is said that the rays of the sun are imbedded in it. On the other hand, the geologists tell us
that the diamond, which is the symbol of light, is nothing other than carbon. From where nobody knows, a
tremendous pressure came upon it and changed the arrangement of the atoms. The carbon began to glow and
became light.
The whole of the Buddhist discipline speaks of the change within us from matter to light. It is called the Path
of the Diamond. For the Christians it is the birth of Christ within the inner being. The mission of Christ is to crush
the heavy matter and fashion the inner being to His own likeness which is light.
The conversion of the inner being can be described as an attempt to lift a huge stone, to make it stand on end
and then fall on the other side. At first you have to put forth immense strength just to lift it. It rises very slowly.
Then the moment it is erect, it requires only a light “touch and go” and over it goes! So the toil on this side is
compensated for by there being no toil at all on the other side! This illustrates the conversion of the soul from
carbon to diamond! That was also the teaching of Yajnavalkya.\fn{ A rsi who lived in Mithila, 8th century B.C.} He said:
“All your thirsting for knowledge and all your efforts are simply your toiling along that path. The moment will
come when this will be a “touch and go” affair: a sudden change will take place. Then you will find everything so
easy; all that you were searching for outside of yourself was there all the time!”
This is called: know thyself. Do not be afraid of the darkness of the self that you discover. It appears perhaps
coal black! People become afraid. Many drop out and few reach the end. There is the problem of infinite within
infinity. Words like “so much, so many” do not exist. A very subtle point is that, when we say “infinity” we think
that it must be somewhere where there is nothing finite, and infinity is beyond that!
When you are afraid, you no longer know how to think. You wander all over the place saying:
“I give up all hope.” In the Brihadaranyaka Upanishad, it is said:
I surrender myself to you …
You open your own self to Me …
I have heard so many things
I don’t want to hear any more.
I have seen so many things
I don’t want to see any more.
I reveal Thyself, I reveal Thyself!

It is like the revelation of Christ. Fear and harshness within us should dissolve, but alas, the personality is so
557

strong! It gets encrusted with so many things, all exterior things. Imagine two children, a brother and a sister born
within a year of each other. I have seen many such pairs. They are so loving. They quarrel and love, love and
quarrel, but cannot live without each other. That is a simple beginning of life, but then you begin to teach them
many false things; “to behave correctly,” to do this and that, not through the influence of your presence, but
through words, dead words taken from books, and you lose the main thing, the life-touch in knowledge!
That life-touch is the infinite patience one must have with people. This patience is a mission in itself, it is
God’s own gift. Then you live in infinity and nothing else matters. Remember that God is infinite, infinitely
patient with you. Here is a verse from the Isha Upanishad:
Beyond, there is all fullness,
Down here, it is all fullness,
And from that fullness
If you take away the fullness
Still the fullness bubbles and spills on earth.

What a wonderful way of putting things; with what depth it was written! Shri Ramakrishna liked it. He said:
“Well, you go to draw water from the ocean of life. The pitcher will float. It won’t take in the water. You have
to hold it by the neck and thrust it down. At first you hear, ‘Glub, glub, glub’ it wants to reject the water, ‘No, no,
no, I won’t, I won’t.’ Then it becomes filled and stops. Only then it knows: an ocean inside, an ocean outside!”
We are also made like that, with a small ocean inside and a large ocean outside. That is why we can go beyond
sorrow. But how we do resist God! Like the pitcher we say:
“No, no, no.”
It is by force that the Master has to put the pitcher down into the water. We don’t allow the infinite ocean to
come in. Shri Ramakrishna also said:
“The good Guru is a good physician; he doesn’t come and say: ‘Well, here is a prescription for you.’ No, he
brings the medicine to you and thrusts it down your throat so that you are purified from within. He does it with a
harshness that is real love.”
8
The heart is the cradle of love and love is not what sex is. Even a couple in whom sex predominates will
sometimes experience shining moments when they know what love is. There is a quality of feeling which is finer
by far than the coarseness of sex. It is a very fine spiritual feeling. This feeling blooms first in the heart of the
woman. The future mother, before procreation, or even at the very outset of the process of procreation, may be as
much intoxicated as the future father. They both experience a kind of madness.
But when the child is born, and even before, when the mother feels the child moving in her womb, her heart
melts. But this is rarely shared by the father. He may care so little that it means nothing to him if he runs after
another woman! This is the theme of innumerable stories written in the East and in the West. The same thing
everywhere!
So this is an important point for the woman to realize fully. By remaining in prakriti, she, unlike the man, has
full control over her own manifestation. When the child is born, and she nurses it, well, she experiences a taste of
what ecstasy actually is.
Did I tell you the story of a girl I knew? This girl was living with a very bad man. Once when I was passing
through Calcutta she asked me to come to her house. I went to meet her and saw that she wore the red sign of a
married woman.\fn{A red line, traced with a powder or dye of some type, on her head where the hair is parted } I said:
“How is this? I didn’t know that you were married!”
“I belong to this household now,” she answered.
“But you didn’t let me know about it.”
“I was ashamed then, but now I am very happy!”
After a year, she bore a child. As I was passing again through Calcutta, I went to her house, but there I saw
something horrible. The girl was lying half unconscious on the floor and the child beside her was dead. Both had
been struck down by Asiatic cholera. She opened her eyes and said:
“Oh! have you come, Rishida? Oh! bring back my child alive to me. He has been dead for quite some time.”
She was half mad with grief. I said to her:
“No use grieving. Perhaps you will forget him and again bear a child. But if you are true to your love, then
cherish his memory. Just make him your Guru and do conquer all this grief.”
She listened to me, and from then on, the dead child became her little Gopal\fn{ The pet name for the child Khrishna }
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At last I went softly away from her house.
Now she is a school-mistress in a Mofussil town. Her treasure is hidden in a small box; it is an image of Gopal.
And she has said to me:
“This is my little child who came back to me and I see him in so many faces around me no matter whether they
are boys or girls.” So her grief was turned into an expansion of love.
Can you bring people to that stage, to pure love, to the inner centre of the heart? Love illumines the heart, and
above the heart there is another centre located between the eyebrows from where all commands come; it is pure
wisdom. If you concentrate there you first get a luminosity which is like a scorching ray which burns everything
and burns all dirt out of you and makes you as pure as light.
So this is the way to find the centre of the heart and to go higher to pure wisdom. From this to that, and from
that to this, such is the movement of sakti. When you go still further, you find a complete circle with its
circumference nowhere. And that is the power of Brahma, or God, whatever you like to call it. You are searching
for something which apparently doesn’t exist, but really that alone exists. You turn your back on it and so you are
harsh, cruel, selfish and greedy. You run after things like a beggar when you should sit like an emperor on your
throne and let things come to you.
Why should you care? From this comes the strange fact that in India a sadhu, who is a wandering monk
following a strict discipline, is given the kingly title of Maharaj!
The possibility of living in that way is not for everyone. But anyone who has but a grain of faith can make a
good beginning, and that faith will grow and bring him to wisdom and Truth.
If that grain of faith is faith in the Truth from which the whole universe springs, then it is sure to grow from a
seed to a flower, because such is the Law. We are just beginning to understand what Truth is, and we are still
groping in darkness. But if you go on insisting that That does not exist, what can I say? Only this:
“I have faith in you and I know that you too are not without it.”
Faith is a very great thing. It is seeded in man and will one day move mountains. I can only wait.
Faith grows from your own obedience, from your own discovery. It sits quietly near you and doesn’t say
anything; it simply touches you. And you will forget it and whine; then you have faith in your not having faith! It
appears as a constant nullity which comes again and again. But faith is very patient. It just waits and gives you a
little push! This faith is life and knowledge. They are very near to one another: knowledge must be living and life
must be knowing. One cannot separate the two.
And you can learn this by a very simple experience of making your mind a blank. Let it remain a blank for a
time. Try to feel what blankness is like. When you face blankness and enter into it, your whole body becomes
numb. Then you suddenly discover that you are nothing but so many pounds of flesh lying there, with no feeling
anywhere. Everything is numb. But there, suddenly in the head, there is a light; this light grows and you feel a
pain. Phew!—an acute pain! It pierces your body. A minute later, it disappears and you are quiet again. What is all
this?
Was it only a possibility of sensation, in any part of the body, at any time? But through this very possibility, we
come to know that a light is dormant in everybody and can suddenly awaken. Because it is so very close to us, it
is important to “remember”—as the mystics say. By this they mean not the memory of events but the memory of
the eternal Truth. Then you will understand how a tiny seed expands. This is life.
If you put a pebble here on the soil, it does not expand. If you bring another pebble and still another one, the
process continues and will gradually form a heap of pebbles. This will not change by itself and will remain the
same for millions of years. Whereas if you put a grain of barley in moist soil, it immediately begins to suck up the
moisture and swells. This is life!
But in man, a three dimensional action starts on account of his awareness. It is this three dimensional existence
that he can learn to discover. From the outside nothing is noticeable. First there is the unconscious or sleep state,
the dream state and the waking state. From the third state, one can reach the fourth one; then the totality of states
one, two, three and four means pure Existence (sat). The fifth will be a fullness, a wholeness.
Where is the proof? Well, just see, you will find the proof in your own self. The Law of expansion immediately
begins to work: the whole becomes like a globe and in it there is an infinite stretch of space dotted with points of
light. You can count them by millions and millions. And when it grows so big that you cannot swallow it, then it
bursts!
9
People are very loath and unwilling to analyse themselves; perhaps in the subconscious they have a fear that
bad things will come out of it—just as, in writing an autobiography, one is full of self-praise and won’t speak of
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the ills that are deeply hidden. People are never honest in their diaries, but they are honest in the mosaic pattern
they are composing!
Self-analysis is most important. I might say that three-fourths of Samkhya is self-analysing. It is said:
“Always go on analysing bits of your life.”
Of course self-analysis discloses the idea of having caused or done some wrongs—but speaking from the
standpoint of Samkhya, it also means:
“I am aloof, I am analysing myself without any judgement.”
That is a very great ideal which we have to reach. And I try to explain this to those who come to me. I say:
“Look into yourself; there, deep in you, something gives you a blow. It is like a flash of light. Let it look at all
the impure things which are hidden, but don’t nourish them! If you have to kill them, kill them mercilessly! Don’t
pamper yourself!”
But I find it very hard. Why do people pamper their own self? Here Samkhya gives a very clear answer. It is
because there is a sort of “I-ness” in them, with a whitewashed ego which should no more be recognized! That “Iness” clad with self-pride says:
“Yes, yes, I know…” And that ruins you!
True, when one day, in a state of inner realization, you reach the Purusha and look at yourself from there, you
don’t see whether you are good or whether you are bad, because no duality appears. It is only when you step
down into your own being that prakriti and duality reappear.
In manifestation, one breaks into two in the realm of contradictions. But if prakriti wafts you back into the
Purusha, a word can express that state, described in Sanskrit accordingly as: “bi-unity,” two being one.
10
God or “the Word,” as the Gospel says, becomes flesh. The Vedas say:
“The Word is but a vibration in the Void.” So the Creation starts from the word: Aum.\fn{Or Om:H}
You blow a conch shell, you beat a drum. Have you ever seen a snake-charmer? He holds a small revolving
drum, giving two very quick beats: creation/destruction! And so long as it continues the snake dances!
Most people feel these two beats in themselves. One this way, one that way; one positive, one negative.
“How can we bring them together?” they will ask.
Only a few may have heard that two beats, like two strings, can vibrate faster and faster, until finally there is
only one humming!
Think also of the two dolphins always sporting together! They come together, sport and play, faster and faster.
Then they melt away and there is nothing more!
There also, we can say that Purusha and Prakriti clasp each other in a tight embrace and disappear in sleep. In
the depth of sleep what are Purusha and Prakriti? The Void contains both of them: This and That.
Around any word, deed, work, imagery, feeling, there is always an oscillation which makes you undecided
about what to do, what to think. We doubt. Am I to go this way? But at the same time I wish to go that way. This
oscillation is in the very nature of prakriti; we cannot avoid it. It is the play of Creation!
All that constant going and coming remains within you as the source from which you speak. You will find out,
by and by, that you are always seeing new things, saying new things, that you are never repeating anything. But at
the same time, it is always the same thing that you are speaking of but in so many different ways! Such is the
mystery of Creation. There is a simile written in Sanskrit which says:
“I have a Truth, just like a plum in the palm of my hand. Do you want a taste of it? Here, I give you a bite! A
tiny bit of knowledge has as tremendous a power as a tiny drop of venom.”
What power is it? The Power of Truth!
11
Yes, yoga is union, the union of the individual with the universal. It is the universal containing the individual.
Likewise, a spark has a centre from which it originates but it cannot contain itself within itself. It simply expands,
this way and that way, in every direction—until it becomes a globe. Then polarity exists: a dark globe and a white
globe existing together, intermingling, held one within the other by the same axis.
When we are successful, we are also bound to have some suffering and when we are suffering, we are also
bound to enjoy some success. But gradually these impressions become very thin, and finally they melt. So one can
say: nothing really exists, which also means everything exists.
At the beginning of the search, we revolt against that process, but as long as we revolt we cannot feel anything.
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What is it that rebels? Only the material being, the life force, the mental force, the mental constructions, all that
we have been taught to think from our childhood. Nobody is let alone to grow like a tree. It is as if one tree said to
another tree:
“Grow just like me!”
When this period of revolt subsides, then you understand that there is but one existence. There is one God, one
matter, one Purusha, one Prakritj, but it takes a long time to discover these dimensions.
We must be very alert, constantly watching the tiniest movement within ourselves. The way to go is very long,
but suddenly everything becomes so unimaginably quick within us that one cannot even believe it. Nothing
escapes you. There is great compensation for all the trouble you have taken!
Here we have a mathematical problem to consider. In the wholeness of pure Existence, which appears to us
like a globe dotted with millions of sparks of light, one here, one there, another here and further on— how many
can you count? You don’t know. But immediately when you become very fine—one spark among them—you feel
a kinship with the others and a tremendous energy-power within you. Then all things around you evaporate into
pure light and there is only one will, God’s will:
“Let there be light, and there was light.”
When the supreme knowledge has been perceived, there is the wish to go on, but at the same time you see
absolutely no difference between going on or coming back. The same organism is to be found here and there,
always propelling towards the Cosmos. When you come back to people who understand nothing, you are gentle
with them and you bear with them. I have often seen that it takes thirty years to reach a soul! Many devotees have
a kind of fascination, come again and again, only to go away and come again, and not understand. Then one day,
suddenly, they say:
“Oh! now I know!” And after that they disappear because their quest is finished!
Our common pilgrimage toward the beyond is endless. The Void, being the cradle of birth and death, in itself
means creation. It includes complete fullness and, at the same time, total solitude. It is freedom in the true sense
of the word! You are free to live, free to die, free to experience pain and pleasure. All things come to you as to a
child. You are taken to a wonderland where things are shown to you.
It is like an alternating rhythm with a definite strata continually moving, continually living, in which death is
freedom. The pilgrimage toward the inner being binds us to speak about death or to have it constantly in the background of our thoughts.
Jagannath in Puri is made of neemwood. The log of wood from which the first images were made came
floating on the ocean. The priests got hold of the log and turned it into the images which are worshipped in the big
Temple of Puri. They are hideous. Every twelve years, they must be renewed and the old ones burned.
Just before the end of the prescribed time, the priests and the carpenters are busy reconstructing the new
images behind the main altar, hidden from the public eye. When the day of installation comes, the head priest has
his eyes blindfolded seven times, according to a sacred measure from the Vedas, and is ushered into the dark room
where the main image of Jagannath, which is black, representing the Void, Vishnu and the sky is kept.
In its centre, there is a closed, hidden cavity. The priest opens its small door and withdraws something from it.
Nobody knows what it is, not even himself. He does not see it. He only feels it. He must not speak about it. This
“something” is Brahma-the-Creator turned into something palpable called brahmavastu. It is said that the priest
who transfers the hrahmavastu, the secret heart of the old statue, into the new one must die within three years
from that very day. He is generally very old, no longer in charge of the Temple. He lives in retirement, waiting
patiently for his end. The newly elected priest is doomed to the same functions, as well as to die within the
prescribed time. It has always been so and continues to be so.
Outside, there is a great gathering because it is the day of the “new incarnation of the Lord,” which will not
recur for the next twelve years. Twelve is the number which represents the sun, its course and the whole pattern of
the universe. In Vedic times, the year was the unit of time, the seasons of life following the track of twelve
months, as well as plants, flowers and fruits.
The Temple of Puri is open to all except to foreigners. There is no distinction of castes. On one special day in
the year, very primitive people who live in the heart of the Orissa forests come to the Temple. They call to the
god:
“Jagannath, thou art our friend, our kinsman.” They become mad, exuberant, embrace the image. The priests
say:
“Well, we got ‘This’ from you primitive people!”
When you go to Jagannath, you are always prepared to make avow, to sacrifice something dear to the god,
something that you love best of what you are accustomed to eat. You have a last taste of it, then you offer it to the
god. After that, back at home, it should never be eaten again.
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Food is sacrificed because food is life. One needs one’s daily food. At the same time, it is a close and constant
reminder of one’s dedication to the god. …
227.14 Excerpt from Words Of Sri Anandamayi Ma\fn{by Sri Anandamayi Ma aka Nirmala Sundari (1896-1982)}
Kheora, Brahmanbaria District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 11
1—Solan, September 12th, 1948. From Mataji\fn{Sri Anandamavi Ma is commonly addressed as Mataji or Ma, which are the Hindi and
Bengali words for “mother”} one can but rarely get a definite decision on any problem. That is why I wondered of what use it was to write
down Her utterances? I asked Mataji about it.

At least you have understood that there is a state where problems are no longer settled in any particular way. In
the course of your life you have after careful consideration come to a decision on many questions, have you not?
But now you will have to realize that no solution is ever conclusive; in other words, you will have to go beyond
the level where there is certainty and uncertainty. The resolution of a problem arrived at by the mind must of
necessity be from a particular point of view; consequently there will be room for contradiction, since your
solution represents but one aspect. What then have you actually solved? You will find a complete and final
solution of each particular question from its own particular angle of emergence; and you will also find that there is
a place where all problems (actual and possible) have but one universal solution, in which there is no longer any
room left for contradiction. The question of solution or non-solution will then cease to arise: whether one says
“yes” or “no”—everything is THAT.\fn{God; similarly she uses the word THERE and IS later on in this excerpt:H }
2—Solan, September, 1948. Concerning the value of religious and philosophical discourse, Mataji said:

By listening repeatedly to discussions and discourses on topics of this kind, the path to first-hand knowledge of
what has been heard gradually opens out. You know, it is as when water uninterruptedly dripping on a stone
finally makes a hole in it, and then a flood may suddenly surge through, which will bring Enlightenment.
Be it the perusal of Sacred Texts, listening to religious discourses, engaging in kirtana\fn{The chanting or singing
of the names or glories of God }—God must be the alpha and omega of whatever is done. When reading, read about
Him, when talking, talk of Him and when singing, sing His praises. These three practices are intrinsically the
same; but because people respond differently, the same is expressed in three different ways to suit each person’s
temperament and capacity for assimilation. Essentially there is only He and He alone, although everyone has his
own individual path that leads to Him. What is the right path for each, depends on his personal predilection, based
on the specific character of his inner qualifications.
Take for instance the study of Vedanta.\fn{The concluding portion of the Vedas, which are the Upanishads, the Brahma Sutras,
and the Bhagavad Gita. These represent the philosophical section of Vedic literature, the subject of which is Knowledge of the Supreme }
Some seekers become completely drowned in it, just as others may so lose themselves in kirtana as to fall into a
trance. A student of Vedanta may become wholly absorbed in his texts, even more so than the one who gets
carried away by kirtana. According to one’s specific line of approach, one will be able to achieve full
concentration through the study of a particular Scripture, or by some other means.
First comes listening, then reflection, and last of all the translation into action of what has been heard and
pondered over. This is why one has first of all to listen, so that later on each may be able to select Vedanta or
kirtana or whatever else be in his own line.
Have you never come across people making light of kirtana, saying,
“What is there to be gained by it?”
Nevertheless, after listening to it for some length of time they actually develop a liking for it. Therefore, one
must listen before one can reflect, and then later, what has been heard and reflected upon will take shape in action
suited to the person concerned. To listen to discourses on God or Truth is certainly beneficial, provided one does
not allow oneself to be moved by a spirit of fault-finding or disparagement, should there be differences of outlook
to one’s own. To find fault with others creates obstacles for everyone all around: for him who criticizes, for him
who is blamed, as well as for those who listen to the criticism. Whereas, what is said in a spirit of appreciation is
fruitful to everybody. For only where there is no question of regarding anything as inferior or blameworthy ( asat)
can one call it satsang.\fn{A play upon words. Sat means True Being, the Good; satsang, the company of the good, and also a
religious gathering. Asat, the opposite of sat, means non-being, wrong, evil. Therefore to find fault (asat) in a religious meeting (satsang) is
a contradiction in terms}

Who is known as a Vaisnava? One who sees Visnu everywhere. And as a Sakta? One who beholds the Great
Mother, and nothing save Her. In truth, all the various ways of thought spring from one common source. Who
then is to be blamed, who to be reviled or suppressed? All are equal in essence.
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Thou art Friend and Thou art Master,
Truly, Thou art all in all.
Thou art Mother, Thou art Father,
Every name is Thy Name,
Every quality Thy Quality,
Every form Thy Form indeed.

Yet He is also where no forms exist, as pure unmanifested Being; all depends on one’s avenue of approach.
Is it not said that what is viewed by the Saivas as the Supreme (parama) Siva, and by those who inquire into
the Self, as the One Self, is none other than the Brahman Itself? In reality there is no contradiction; so long as the
slightest difference is perceived, even by a hair’s breadth, how can one speak of the state of Pure Being?
For this reason, no matter what path anyone may choose, it is THAT. Vedanta actually means the end of
difference and non-difference. While engaging in sadhana\fn{Spiritual practice performed for the purpose of preparing
oneself for Self-realization} one must concentrate in a single direction; but after it has been completed, what comes
then? The cessation of difference, distinction and disagreement. Differences do indeed exist on the path, but how
can there be difference of Goal?
3—Solan, September 16th, 1948. A member of a well known Indian family, Sm. Rameshwari Nehru, who had distinguished herself by
devoting her life to social service, came for Mataji’s darsana and asked: Does the capacity to meditate come by practice in this life, or is it
an aptitude acquired in former births?

It may be the result of either of the two, or of both combined. Meditation should be practiced every day of
one’s life. Look, what is there in this world? Absolutely nothing that is lasting; therefore direct your longing
towards the Eternal. Pray that the work done through you, His instrument, may be pure. In every action remember
Him. The purer your thinking, the finer will be your work. In this world you get a thing, and by tomorrow it may
be gone. This is why your life should be spent in a spirit of service; feel that the Lord is accepting services from
you in whatever you do. If you desire peace you must cherish the thought of Him.
When will there be peace on earth?

Well, you know what the present state of affairs is; things are happening as they are destined to be.
When will this state of unrest come to an end?

The fact that many of you feel concerned about it and ask, “When will it end?”, is also one of the ways of His
Self-manifestation.
Jagat (world) means ceaseless movement, and obviously there can be no rest in movement. How could there
be peace in perpetual coming and going? Peace reigns where no coming exists and no going, no melting and no
burning. Reverse your course, advance towards Him; then there will be hope of peace.
By your japa\fn{Repetition of a mantra or a name of god, imparted by the Guru, daily, and for a fixed or indefinite number of
times} and meditation those who are close to you will also benefit through the influence of your presence. In order
to develop a taste for meditation you have to make a deliberate and sustained effort, just as children have to be
made to sit and study, be it by persuasion or coercion. By taking medicine or having injections a patient may get
well; even if you do not feel inclined to meditate, conquer your reluctance and make an attempt. The habit of
countless lives is pulling you in the opposite direction and making it difficult for you; persevere in spite of it! By
your tenacity you will gain strength and be moulded; that is to say, you will develop the capability to do sadhana.
Make up your mind that however arduous the task, it will have to be accomplished. Recognition and fame last for
a short time only; they do not accompany you when you leave this world. If your thought does not naturally turn,
towards the Eternal, fix it there by an effort of will. Some severe blow of fate will drive you towards God. This
will be but an expression of His Mercy; however painful, it is by such blows that one learns one’s lesson.
The obstinacy of the mind must be curbed with resoluteness. Whether the mind co-operates or not, you must
be adamant in your determination to do a certain amount of practice without fail—simply because sadhana is
man’s real work. For so long you have been accustomed to perform actions that fetter; therefore from sheer force
of habit you feel the urge to bind yourself by activity again and again. But if you try hard for some time, you will
be able to see for yourself how you are caught in your work, and that the more you engage in sadhana the quicker
will be your advance.
As to self-surrender: by constantly endeavouring to live a life of self-dedication, it will come about one day.
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What does self-surrender mean, if not to surrender to .one’s very own Self!
Keep in mind what.this little daughter\fn{Mataji often refers to herself in this manner} of yours is asking you to do!
4—Solan, September 11th, 1948. A Government Official and his wife had come for Mataji’s darsana. They were meeting Her for the first
time. To a question of theirs, Mataji replied:

If you say you have no faith, you should try to establish yourself in the conviction that you have no faith.
Where “no” is, “yes” is potentially there as well. Who can claim to be beyond negation and affirmation? To have
faith is imperative. The natural impulse to have faith in something, which is deep-rooted in man, develops into
faith in God. This is why human birth is such a great boon. It cannot be said that someone has no faith. Everyone
surely believes in something or other.
The word manus (man) is derived from man (mind) and hus (conscious), which denotes the mind’s awareness
and vigilance. This shows that man’s natural calling is to attain to Self-knowledge. When children learn to. read
and write, they have to accept rebuke and censure. God, too, now and again administers to man a mild beating;
this is but a token of His Mercy. From the worldly standpoint such blows are extremely painful, but actually they
bring about a change of heart and lead to Peace: by disturbing worldly happiness they induce man to seek the path
to Supreme Bliss.
It is of course true that the human body lives by breathing, and hence there is suffering.\fn{ Human life, in fact
animal life in general, depends on breathing, which is a sign of disturbance in the universal equilibrium. The entire creation is characterized
by this disturbance. The process of breathing implies a dual movement, inward and outward, and a periodic rest between the two. The state
of harmony can be reached by getting rid of this urge for movement, by attaining to repose, calm and peace. This is possible through yoga.
When one is in a state of perfect poise, there is no longer any need to breathe} There are two kinds of pilgrims on life’s journey:

the one, like a tourist, is keen on sight-seeing, wandering from place to place, flitting from one experience to
another for the fun of it. The other treads the path that is consistent with man’s true being and leads to his real
home, to Self-knowledge. Sorrow will of a certainty be encountered on the journey undertaken for the sake of
sight-seeing and enjoyment. So long as one’s real home has not been found, suffering is inevitable. The sense of
separateness is the root-cause of misery, because it is founded on error, on the conception of duality. This is why
the world is called du-niya (based on duality).
A man’s belief is greatly influenced by his environment; therefore he should choose the company of the Holy
and Wise. Belief means to believe in one’s Self, disbelief to mistake the non-Self for one’s Self.
There are instances of Self-realization occurring by the Grace of God; whereas at other times it can be seen
that He awakens in some a feverish yearning after Truth. In the first case attainment comes spontaneously, in the
second it is brought about by trials. But all is wrought solely by His Mercy.
Man thinks he is the doer of his actions, while actually everything is managed from “There”; the connection is
“There” as well as the power-house; yet people say, “I do”. How wonderful it is! When in spite of all efforts one
fails to catch a train, does this not make it clear from where all one’s movements are being directed? Whatever is
to happen to anyone, anywhere, at any time, is all fixed by Him; His arrangements are perfect.
An eternal relationship exists between God and man. But in His Play it is sometimes there and sometimes
severed, or rather appears to be severed; it is not really so, for the relationship is eternal. Again, seen from another
side, there is no such thing as relationship. Someone, who came to meet this body, said:
“I am a newcomer to you.” He got the reply:
“Ever new and ever old indeed!”
The light of the world comes and goes, it is unstable. The Light that is eternal can never be extinguished. By
this Light you behold the outer light and everything in the universe; it is only because It shines ever within you,
that you can perceive the outer light. Whatever appears to you in the universe is due solely to that great Light
within you, and only because the Supreme Knowledge of the essence of things lies hidden in the depths of your
being is it possible for you to acquire knowledge of any kind.
The human brain may be compared to the root of a tree; if the root is watered, nourishment spreads to every
part of the plant. Sometimes you say your brain is tired. When does this happen? When you are over-busy with
outer things. But as soon as you return home and talk to your loved ones, your head feels light and you are full of
joy. For this reason it is said, because your brain belongs to yourself, your own work does not produce weariness.
Really speaking, all work is your work; only how can you understand this? Indeed the whole world is yours, of
your Self, your very own, but you perceive it as separate, you see “others”. To know it to be your own gives
happiness; but the notion that it is apart from you causes misery. To perceive duality means pain, conflict, struggle
and death. Pitaji,\fn{Pitaji means father; Mataji addresses men in this way} do take to some kind of sadhana
It is all in God’s hands.
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Exactly! Always bear this in mind. Everything is in God’s hands, and you are His tool to be used by him as He
pleases. Try to grasp the significance of “all is His”, and you will immediately feel light. What will be the result of
your surrender to Him? None will seem alien, all will be your very own, your Self.
Either melt by devotion the sense of separateness, or burn it by Knowledge; for what is it that melts or burns?
Only that which by its nature can be melted or burnt; namely the idea that something other than your Self exists.
What happens then? You will come to know your Self.
By virtue of the Guru’s power everything becomes possible; therefore seek a Guru. Meanwhile, since all
names are His Name, all forms His Form, select one of them and keep it with you as your constant companion. At
the same time He is also nameless and formless; for the Supreme it is possible to be everything and yet nothing.
So long as you have not found a Guru, adhere to the name or form of Him that appeals to you most, and
ceaselessly pray that He may reveal Himself to you as the Sadguru.\fn{The perfect Guru, who shows the way to the
realization of WHAT IS} In very truth the Guru dwells within, and unless you discover the inner Guru, nothing can be
achieved. If you feel no desire to turn to God, bind yourself by a daily routine of sadhana, as school children do,
whose duty it is to follow a fixed timetable.
When prayer does not spontaneously flow from your heart, ask yourself:
“Why do I find pleasure in the fleeting things of this world?” If you crave for some outer thing or feel specially
attracted to a person, you should pause and say to yourself:
“Look out, you are being fascinated by the glamour of this!”
Where is God not? Family life, which is the asrama of the householder, can also take you in His direction,
provided it is accepted as an asrama. Lived in this spirit, it helps man to fulfill his dharma.\fn{The realization of his
innate Divinity}
Nevertheless, if you hanker after anything such as name, fame or position, God will bestow it on you, but you
will not feel satisfied. The Kingdom of God is a whole, and unless you are admitted to the whole of it, you cannot
remain content. He grants you just a little, only to keep your discontent alive, for without discontent there can be
no progress. You, a scion of the Immortal, can never become reconciled to the realm of death, neither does God
allow you to remain in it. He Himself kindles the sense of want in you by granting you a small thing, only to whet
your appetite for a greater one. This is His method by which He urges you on. The traveler on this path finds it
difficult and feels troubled, but one who has eyes to see can clearly perceive that the pilgrim is advancing. The
distress that is experienced burns to ashes all pleasure derived from worldly things. This is what is called tapasya.
What obstructs one on the spiritual path bears within itself seeds of future suffering. Yet the heartache, the anguish
over the effects of these obstructions, is the beginning of an awakening to Consciousness.
5—Solan, September 21st, 1948. A young girl was talking to Mataji. She said: When I sit down to meditate I do not intend to contemplate
any form, but how is it possible to meditate on the formless? I have noticed that at times, when I try to meditate, images of deities come
floating before my mind.

Whatever image arises in your mind you should contemplate; just observe in what shape God will manifest
Himself to you. The same form does not suit every person. For some Rama may be most helpful, for some Siva,
for others Parvati, and again for others the formless. He certainly is formless; but at the same time, watch in what
particular form He may appear to you to show you the way. Consequently, whichever of His forms comes into
your mind, that you should contemplate in all its minute details.
Proceed as follows: When sitting down to meditate, first of all contemplate the form of a deity; then imagining
Him to be enthroned on His seat, bow down before Him and do japa.\fn{The glossary at the end of this book elaborates to
say that “there are three kinds of japa, namely, vocal, semivocal and mental. The last is supposed to be the best. The sound should, as a
rule, be inaudible to others. Japa may be done either without rhythm or rhythmically, following the natural rhythm of one’s breath. The
counting [of the number of times the mantra or name of God is repeated by the devotee] during japa may be done with the help of one’s
fingers in the prescribed manner, or with the help of a rosary } When you have concluded the japa bow down once more and,

having enshrined Him in your heart, leave your seat. This, in short, may be your practice if you are not able to
meditate on the Brahman.
Be ever convinced that at all times and without exception He will do and is doing what is best for you. Reflect
thus: In order to aid me, He has revealed Himself to me in this particular guise. He is with form as well as
without; the entire universe is within Him and pervaded by Him. This is why it is said: The Sadguru is the Worldteacher and the World-teacher the Sadguru.
The aforesaid is especially meant for you. The same does not apply to every person. The more you contemplate
Him, the more rapid will be your progress. If any image arises in your mind, it is He, just as He is also formless;
mark what comes spontaneously.
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6—Benares, August 18th, 1948. How can meditation on a particular part lead to meditation on the whole? One can concentrate completely
only upon one aspect. It is said that when one is absorbed in meditation, a gradual expansion of consciousness takes place and when the
mind reaches what is beyond its containing capacity, it spontaneously dissolves (laya). Then there is no more meditation, there is Divine
Insight (jñana). Some hold this theory. How the mind can become all-pervasive by this method, 1 am unable to grasp.

When meditation (dhyana) occurs spontaneously, then only is it real meditation. It must come of itself,
effortlessly. Furthermore, when you say the mind subsides (laya), from where does it originate?
From the Self (Atma). In the Srutis\fn{The Vedas, the sacred Scripture of the Hindus. “According to strict orthodox faith the Vedas are not
human compositions, but are supposed to have been discreetly revealed by the Brahman and are called Struti (what is heard or revealed), as
distinguished from smriti (what is remembered or the work of human origin). The origin of the hymns of the Vedas is ascribed to several
Rsis, who were seers, not composers} it is said that it has emanated from the Self like a shadow.

Where birth is, there must be dissolution (nasa); is this what you mean? But if it were so, the mind would
emerge again. You say, you cannot grasp the all-pervasiveness of the mind; quite naturally so, because it is not a
thing to be grasped—it is neither a thing, nor can it be grasped. You experience the pleasures and pains of the
world; again, when you enjoy temporary happiness or bliss while in meditation, this also is an experience, is it
not? Yet it is of a slightly different nature from the former.
When a man says that he describes or refers to an experience after he comes down from the heights of divine
ecstasy (samadhi), it implies that ascent and descent still continue to exist for him, otherwise why should he use
these expressions? But there is also a state where ascending and descending are out of the question. You may
maintain that the mind should be held as existing in samadhi, although in an absorbed state; otherwise how can a
person, on issuing from samadhi, speak of the experience he had in that state? You may further maintain that his
mind is a purified mind. I am speaking from your standpoint. Experiences occur on the path. Between the two
types of experience that have just been mentioned, there is a difference. Nevertheless, they are both of the mind,
though on different levels—even that you call samadhi.
However, there is also another state of being where one cannot speak of ascent and descent, and consequently
not of a body either. Should the question of the body or of action, or any question whatever, still arise, it means
that this state has not been reached. When you say the mind dissolves (lays), into what does it dissolve?
Into the Self, of course.

Just as salt dissolves, so does the mind; is this your idea? From a particular angle of vision it may appear thus.
In the case of a dissolution of this kind, a perfect yogi can resuscitate the mind again.
I was speaking of final destruction (nasa).

Destruction (nasa) or dissolution (laya)? Na Sa means “not He”, na Sva\fn{In Bengali sa and sva sound alike} “not
the Self”; this surely is what is termed destruction? Where destruction is destroyed, there is THAT. Do you call the
annihilation of the ego-mind (manonasa) its dissolution (laya)?
How am I to grasp this?

It is for the Guru to point out the method; He will show you the way to understanding and instruct you in your
sadhana. It is for you to keep on practicing it faithfully. But the fruit comes spontaneously in the form of Selfrevelation. The power to make you grasp the Ungraspable duly manifests, through the Guru. Where the question,
“How am I to proceed?” arises, fulfillment has obviously not yet been reached. Therefore, never relax your efforts
until there is Enlightenment. Let no gaps interrupt your attempt, for a gap will produce an eddy, whereas your
striving must be continuous like the flowing of oil; it must be sustained, constant, an unbroken stream.
That you have no control over the body’s need of food and sleep does not matter; your aim should be to allow
no interval in the performance of your sadhana. Do you not see that whatever you require in the way of food and
sleep, each at its own appointed hour, is without exception an ever recurring need? In exactly the same manner
must you aspire at uninterruptedness where the search after Truth is concerned. Once the mind, in the course of its
movement, has felt the touch of the Indivisible—if only you can grasp that moment!—in that Supreme Moment
all moments are contained, and when you have captured it, all moments will be yours.
Take, for example, the moments of confluence (sandhiksana) at dawn, midday and dusk, in which the power
inherent in the contact-point—where coming and going meet—becomes revealed. What you call “electric
discharge” is nothing but the union of two opposites; thus does the Supreme Being flash forth at the moment of
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conjunction. Actually IT is present at every single moment, but you miss it all the time. Yet this is what you have
to seize; it can be done at the point of juncture where the opposites fuse into one. Nobody is able to predict when
for any particular individual this fateful Moment will reveal itself; therefore keep on striving ceaselessly.
Which exactly is that great Moment depends for each one upon his particular line of approach. Does not the
moment at which you are born determine and rule the course of your whole life? Similarly, what is important for
you is the Moment at which you will enter the current that is the movement of your true being, the Going Forth, in
other words, the Great Pilgrimage. Unless this happens, perfection cannot be attained. This is why, for some
disciples, the Guru fixes special times for sadhana, such as dawn, dusk, midday, and midnight; these are the four
periods usually prescribed. It is the duty of the disciple to carry out conscientiously the Guru’s orders, which vary
according to the temperament and predisposition of the aspirant. The same method does not suit everyone. The
average person can have no knowledge of the particular combination of factors that is necessary to bring to
completion the hitherto neglected facets of his being; for this reason it is essential to obey the Guru’s instructions.
The decisive Moment is bound to manifest as soon as by your attitude of mind, as well as by your actions, you are
ready for it. Therefore try to follow closely the path indicated by the Guru, and you will see how everything just
happens spontaneously.
Within the twenty-four hours of the day some time must be definitely dedicated to God. Resolve, if possible, to
engage regularly in japa of a particular Name or mantra while sitting in a special posture, and gradually add to the
time or the number of repetitions. There is no need for a daily augmentation. Fix the rate and the interval at which
you will increase, say fortnightly or weekly. In this way try to. bind yourself to the Quest of God; wherever you
may be, take refuge in Him, let Him be your Goal. When by virtue of this endeavour you become deeply
immersed in that current and devote ever more time to it, you will be transformed and your appetite for sense
enjoyment will grow feeble; thus you will reap the fruit of your accumulated efforts. You may also come to feel
that the body is liable to depart at any time, that death may arrive at any moment.
Just as there is ever new creation in the universe, so also does your mental and psychological reaction to it
undergo constant change. If you proceed in the manner indicated, you will observe that as a result your outer
interests will gradually fall away and your vision turn inward. The more ardent your pursuit, the vaster the
possibilities that will open out for you, and in proportion to your advance, suffering will diminish and not increase
again. It is also said, is it not, that karma is extinguished by karma; that is to say, the effects of past actions are
neutralized by counter actions. Indeed, if it be anyone’s destiny, this may be achieved in a very short time.
Look, even when the body is not given food, it does not stop the assimilation of nourishment; we are told that
in such a case it starts consuming its own flesh. Therefore, just as you keep your body well nourished, so must
you take equally good care where your spiritual well-being is concerned; then only will you flourish in that
respect. Who can tell at what moment the flame of illumination will blaze forth? For this reason, continue your
efforts steadily without flagging. Gradually you will get more and more deeply absorbed in Him; He and He alone
will preoccupy your thoughts and feelings. For the mind ever seeks that which gives it proper sustenance, and this
cannot be provided by anything save the Supreme Being Himself. Then you will be carried away by the current
that leads to your Self. You will discover that the more you delight in the inner life, the less you feel drawn to
external things. In consequence the mind becomes so well nourished with the right kind of food that at any
moment the realization of its identity with the Self may occur.
Regarding laya: if you meant the mind’s dissolution into THAT, then what you said was correct. Jada
samadhi\fn{A type of mental abstraction in which the mind ceases to function, more or less like the dreamless sleep known as
unconsciousness} is not desirable. On the contrary, you have to realize what the mind is, who it is. The mind subsides
into THAT; is this what you intended to express? Laya may signify either that the mind has nowhere to go, in
other words, can no longer find its way and hence subsides into latency; or else it merges into THAT, which is
Self-revelation, and consequently there can be no possibility of a separate existence of the mind. Where Selfrevelation is, how can the question as to whether the mind gets dissolved or not, arise at all?
This has been replied to from the standpoint from which you asked. You began by enquiring how meditation
on a particular part can lead to meditation on the whole. Surely, the whole is contained in the part: it is in order to
arrive at the realization of this truth that you have to follow the Guru’s instructions, which are instinct with His
power. The aforesaid gives but a faint idea of only one aspect of the whole matter.
Again, look, there are instances when one loses consciousness while sitting in meditation. Some people have
found themselves swooning away, as it were, intoxicated with joy, remaining in this condition for quite a long
time. On emerging they claim to have experienced some sort of divine bliss. But this is certainly not Realization.
A stage does exist in meditation, where intense joy is felt, where one is as if submerged in it. But what gets
submerged? The mind of course. At a certain level and under certain circumstances this may prove an obstacle. If
repeated time and again, one may stagnate at its particular level and thereby be prevented from getting a taste of
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the Essence of things.
Once genuine contemplation (dhyana) has been established, worldly attractions lose all their appeal. In the
event of an experience of anything pertaining to Supreme Reality or to the Self, one does not say, “Where have I
been? I did not know anything for the time being”; there can be no such thing as “not knowing”. If it is possible to
describe in words the bliss one has experienced, it is still enjoyment and therefore a hindrance. One must be fully
conscious, wide awake. To fall into a stupor or into yogic sleep will not take one anywhere.
After real meditation worldly pleasures become unalluring, dull, entirely savourless. What does
vairagya\fn{Detachment from the world and its cause } signify? When every single object of the world kindles, as it
were, the fire of renunciation, so as to make one recoil as from a shock, then there is inward and outward
awakening. This, however, does not mean that vairagya implies aversion or contempt for anything of the world—
it simply is unacceptable, the body refuses it. Neither dislike nor anger will arise. When vairagya becomes a
living inspiration, one begins to discriminate as to the true nature of the world, until finally, with the glowing
certainty of direct perception, the knowledge of its illusoriness arises. Each and everything belonging to the world
seems to burn; one cannot touch it. This also is a state that may ensue at a particular time.
At present, what you enjoy does not impress you as being short-lived; rather does it appear to make you happy.
But to the extent that the spirit of detachment is roused, the relish of such pleasures will die down, for are they not
fleeting? In other words, death will die. Now that you are advancing towards that which is beyond time, the
semblance of happiness brought about by mundane things is being consumed. As a result, the question, “What
actually is this world?”, will arise. So long as the world seems enjoyable to you, such a query does not present
itself. Since you are progressing towards that which transcends time, all that belongs to time will begin to appear
to you in its true light. If after coming down from the state of contemplation you are capable of behaving as
before, you have not been transformed. When there is real meditation, which evokes indifference to the world,
you will begin to pine keenly for the Divine, you will hunger for It and realize that nothing transient can appease
this hunger or satisfy you.
How am I to make it clear to you, Pitaji? People come to this body and tell of their sons and daughters having
got into a car and driven away, without even looking up to see whether their father and mother were weeping.
They are quite unmoved by their parents’ grief. You see, this is precisely what it is like at a certain stage on the
Path: worldly enjoyment cannot possibly touch you. You feel:
“Those whom I had believed to be my very own, are merely related to me by flesh and blood. What is that to
me?”
Nobody deliberately puts his hands into fire or treads on a snake; in exactly the same manner, you just glance
at the objects of sense and turn away. Then you will get into the current that takes you in the opposite direction,
and later, when you have become detached even from detachment, there is no problem of detachment or nondetachment—what is, is THAT.
Some, say, by sustained effort one may attain to Enlightenment. But is it true that effort can bring about
Enlightenment? Is Illumination dependant on action? When the veil has been destroyed, THAT which IS stands
revealed. What is known as the fruit of effort is nothing but the illumination of the particular aspect towards
which the effort has been directed. Unveiled Light (niravaran prakasa) is He Himself, the Eternal.
The Guru knows which is the right line of approach for any individual.
At times we feel that sense objects really exist, at other times that they are merely ideas. Why does one and the same thing appear so
different on different occasions?

Because you are in the grip of time. You have not yet reached the state where everything is perceived as the
Self alone, have you? Herein lies the solution of the whole problem. To feel as you do is good, since your feeling
is related to the Supreme Quest; for nothing is ever wasted. What you have realized even for a second will, at
some time or other, bear fruit. Thus, what water, air, the sky, etc. are, and hence what creation is, the knowledge of
the real character of each element (tattva) will flash into your consciousness one by one—just like buds bursting
open. Flowers and fruits come into existence only because they are potentially contained in the tree. Therefore
you should aim at realizing the One Supreme Element (Tattva) that will throw light on all elements.
You asked about sense objects: an object of sense (visaya) is that which contains poison, is full of harm and
drags man towards death. But freedom from the world of sense objects (nirvisaya)—where no trace of poison
remains—means immortality.
Still, something of the burning pain of vairagya is left over!
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What is it that produces the sensation of burning? A sore surely! Because of it there is inflammation; but whose
sore is it? Unless there is a sore, there can be no smarting. So long as Reality is not revealed, the sore will persist.
If the inflammation is a healing process, it is of course beneficent. A patient who becomes unconscious is not
aware of his agony. You can see how man is drowned in pleasure, loss and affliction; this surely is not what is
wanted! This is the way of the world with its never-ending uncertainties.\fn{ Sangsasra (world); sangsaya (uncertainty)}
Can you tell why one feels anguish?
One is pulled in two directions: towards God as well as towards sense enjoyment. This causes anguish.
You have a desire to give up, but you cannot let go; such is your problem. Let that desire awaken in your heart;
its stirring signifies that the time is coming when you will be able to give up.
You obtain a coveted object, but still you are dissatisfied; and if you fail to get it, you are also disappointed.
The disillusionment you experience at the fulfillment of your wish is wholesome; but the torment of the
unfulfilled hankering after the things you could not secure, drives you towards that which is of death, towards
misery.
The hunger of the senses can never be appeased; the more one gets, the more one wants. The fulfillment of worldly desire only begets
greater longing.

This world is itself but an embodiment of want, and hence the heartache due to the absence of fulfillment must
needs endure. This is why it is said that there are two kinds of currents in human life; the one pertaining to the
world, in which want follows upon want; the other of one’s true Being. It is characteristic of the former that it can
never end in fulfillment; on the contrary, the sense of want is perpetually stimulated anew. Whereas by entering
the latter man will become established in his true nature and bring to completion the striving which is its
expression. Thus, if he endeavours to fulfill himself by entering this current, it will eventually bring him to the
perfect poise of his own true Being.
And the anguish of not having found, the anguish of the absence of God? I have no wish for sense pleasures, but they come to me. I am
compelled to experience them.

Ah, but the anguish of not having found; God is salutary! What you have eaten will leave a taste in your
mouth. You wear ornaments because you wish to, and so you have to bear their weight. Yet this weight is fated to
falloff, for it is something that cannot last, can it?
Can an Enlightened person temporarily be in ignorance?

You call a person Enlightened, and in the same breath say he may temporarily be in ignorance? Such a thing,
Pitaji, is quite impossible. There is, however, a state of attainment that is not maintained at all times, where what
you suggest may apply—but never in a case of final Realization. In whatever way you may perceive an
Enlightened Being, He remains what He IS. How can there be a possibility of ignorance in what is termed
Knowledge Supreme? When you speak of ignorance with reference to a Realized man, it is an example of
Supreme Knowledge being mistaken for ignorance. Therefore, you also talk of ascent and descent. Just as there is
no question of a body for one who is liberated, so for him there can be none of rising up and coming down.
Nevertheless, there is a state of achievement in which ascent and descent do exist, really and truly.
7—Solan, September 19th, 1948. Someone told Mataji about a man who, without stirring from his seat, would produce all sorts of articles,
like flowers, garlands. sweets, etc. They just appeared in his hands. In this connection Mataji related an incident that had taken place in
Dacca many years ago.

What an incredible number of similar incidents has this body\fn{ Mataji usually referse to Her own person as “this
not witnessed! As a rule this body makes no comments upon such things, but on a particular occasion
somehow something rather strange took place.
When a certain lady came, I felt like lying down across her lap. As I did so, I distinctly noticed that a bundle
containing various articles was tied in the lady’s sari in the region of her waist. Everyone began to request her to
show them some objects that would come to her by supernatural means, since many had seen her do this before.
People had heard it said that even the prasada from the Kali temple in Dakshineshwar\fn{A temple near Calcutta, in
which Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa acted as a priest for many years } would of its own accord appear in her hands. This
body said:
body”}
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“Even before it arrives from there I could disclose it; but would you like me to?” The lady said:
“Yes, of course!” The question was repeated several times, and every time she, as well as her devotees, replied:
“Yes, please!”
This is how it all came about. Even so, this body did not take anything out with its own hands—only what was
fated to happen, happened spontaneously. Afterwards one of the lady’s devotees came to this body and inquired:
“Ma, you never put anyone to shame, and certainly not in public. Why then did you do so in this case?” She
got the reply:
“Yes, as you all know, this body does not as a rule interfere with anyone’s natural ways. Yet, whether it
concerns the most ordinary or the most. extraordinary event—call it as you please—what holds good for this body
to this day and has until now been so always, is simply this: whatever is meant to come about just happens
spontaneously. When that lady arrived, this body welcomed her with great respect, offering her its own
asana\fn{Yogic posture or physical pose, every one of which corresponds to a particular state of mind } and putting a garland
round her neck. How very pleased everyone felt! Every form, every expression is He and He alone. That day this
body did not disclose anything. But the lady of her own free will declared:
“‘I shall come again tomorrow!’
“You all heard it, did you not? What occurred then was His way of revealing Himself. Tell me, what is there to
do? By whatever method He may choose to teach anyone, at any time—as far as this body is concerned—
whatever comes to pass is all right (‘ja hoye jay’)”.\fn{This terse phrase is uttered by Mataji again and again. It is pregnant
with meaning; in fact, a whole philosophy of life is implied. It signifies that whatever happens is according to the Divine Will, and
therefore equally welcome to Mataji. It also expresses the complete absence of personal desire, surrender without reservation to
Providence, and the conviction that nothing can come to pass that is not ultimately wrought by the Creator }
When (in the early days) this body used to do pranama\fn{Obeisance; a posture of surrender, indicating the sense of one’s
own smallness in the presence of the superior } to every creature, whether an insect, a spider, a dog, or a cat, it did so with

the full consciousness of the presence of the Supreme Being in everything.
“Whatever comes to pass is all right”—there is something else to be said in this connection. To take recourse
to falsehood or deception can never be for one’s good. He who deceives, will himself be deceived. On the other
hand, falsehood may also be converted into truth. Someone may deliberately play false, yet through his disciple’s
sincerity the truth may actually be brought to light. As a result the disciple excels the guru. The resolve to find the
truth will naturally lead to its revelation. I told that lady’s devotee:
“How many times did I not ask you all, ‘shall I disclose it?’ And without exception you kept on begging me to
do so. Therefore, what more can be said?”
What a great variety of similar incidents occur! Listen to the story of a young woman who, under the slightest
provocation, would go into samadhi\fn{A state in which the mind is either completely concentrated on its object of contemplation,
or ceases to function and only Pure Consciousness remains, revealing itself to Itself }—so people believed. She appeared to
become lifeless, her hands and feet turning cold. When she came to this body, she also went into this strange state
that people mistook for samadhi. The girl’s mother was called “grandmother” by this body, both of us being from
the same village. She said to me:
“Granddaughter, please try and help this girl!”
I quite understood what was the matter with the young woman, so I whispered into her ear, “You will very
soon receive a letter from your husband”, whereupon she recovered in no time. The news of the cure spread far
and wide. People felt greatly mystified, wondering at the powerful mantra Mataji had whispered into the girl’s ear.
Indeed, under the circumstances it was the appropriate “mantra” for her. The girl’s condition was solely due to
worrying about her husband’s prolonged silence.
Then again there was a young man. Into what supernormal states he used to pass, how many kinds of visions
he had! He would, for example, do pranama and remain in that posture for hours together, without raising his
head, tears streaming down his cheeks. He declared that he saw and heard Sri Krsna teaching Arjuna, as described
in the Gita, and that he used to have many other visions and locutions of the kind. This body told him that, if a
sadhaka\fn{One who practices sadhana, spiritual practices performed for the purpose of attaining Self-realization } could not
maintain firm control over his mind, he would be liable to see and hear many things, both illusory and genuine, all
mixed up. He might even be subjected to the influence of some “spirit” or power. Such occurrences, far from
creating pure divine aspiration, would rather hinder than help.
Moreover, to see someone in a vision or to hear him address you, may well become a source of selfsatisfaction or egotistic enjoyment. To lose control over oneself is not desirable. In the search after Truth one must
not allow oneself to be overpowered by anything, but should watch carefully whatever phenomena may
supervene, keeping fully conscious, wide awake, in fact retaining complete mastery over oneself. Loss of
consciousness, and of self-control, are never right.
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In the course of the same conversation, Mataji said:

The Lord Buddha is Himself the essence of Enlightenment. All partial manifestations of wisdom that come in
the course of sadhana culminate in Supreme Enlightenment (Bodha Svarupa). In a similar way, Supreme
Knowledge (Jñana Svarupa), or Supreme Love (Bhava Svarupa) may be attained. As there is a state of Supreme
Self-knowledge, likewise is there a state of perfection at the zenith of the path of love. There one finds the nectar
of Perfect Love identical with Supreme Knowledge. In this state there is no. room for emotional excitement;
indeed, that would make it impossible for Supreme Love (Mahabhava) to shine forth.
Be mindful of one thing: if, when. following a particular line of approach, one does not attain to that which is
the consummation of all sadhana, namely the final Goal, it means that one has not really entered that line. At the
supreme summit of Love—which is Mahabhava—exuberance, excessive emotion and the like cannot possibly
occur. Emotional excitement and Supreme Love are in no wise to be compared; they are totally different from
each other.
While absorbed in meditation, whether one is conscious of the body or not, whether there be a sense of
identification with the physical or not—under all circumstances, it is imperative to remain wide awake;
unconsciousness must be strictly avoided. Some genuine perceptivity must be retained, whether one contemplates
the Self as such, or any particular form. What is the outcome of such meditation? It opens up one’s being to Light,
to That which is eternal.
Suppose the body had been suffering from some pain or stiffness; lo and behold, after meditation it feels
perfectly hale and hearty, with not a trace of fatigue or debility. It is as if a long period of time had elapsed in
between, as if there had never been a question of any discomfort. This would be a good sign. But if tempted at the
first touch of Bliss to allow oneself to be drowned in it, and later to declare, “Where I was, I cannot say, I do not
know”; this is not desirable. As one becomes capable of real meditation, and to the extent that one contacts
Reality, one discovers ineffable joy that lies hidden even in outer objects.
If, on the other hand, one loses oneself as it were, lapsing into a kind of stupor while engaged in meditation,
and afterwards claims to have been steeped in intense bliss, this sort of bliss is a hindrance. If the life-force seems
to have been in abeyance—just as one has a sense of great happiness after sound sleep—it indicates stagnation. It
is a sign of attachment, and this attachment stands in the way of true meditation, since one will be apt to revert to
this state again and again; although from the standpoint of the world, which is altogether different, it would seem
a source of profound inward joy and therefore certainly an indication of spiritual progress.
To be held up at any stage is an obstacle, it simply means one has stopped advancing.
While engaging in meditation, one should think of oneself as a purely spiritual being (cinmayi), as. Selfluminous, poised in the Bliss of the Self (atmarama), and in accordance with the Guru’s instructions, try to
concentrate on one’s Ista.\fn{The chosen deity one worships, the Object of one’s supreme wish; in its aspect of ananda (bliss), the
Supreme Reality} The young man previously mentioned (the one who used to have visions) was intelligent and
therefore able to understand this sort of reasoning. As a result, the spectacular experiences ceased and he now
attends to his meditation and other spiritual exercises in a very quiet, unobtrusive manner.
Later, when the conversation again reverted to dhyana and asana. Mataji said:

Look, if you spend hour after hour sitting in a certain posture, if you become absorbed while in that pose and
are unable to meditate in any other, it shows that you are deriving enjoyment from the posture; this also
constitutes an obstacle. When one first starts practicing japa and meditation, it is of course right to try and
continue in the same position for as long as possible. But as one approaches perfection in these practices, the
question as to how long one has remained in one posture does not arise; at any time and in any position—lying,
sitting, standing, or leaning over to one side, as the case may be—one can no longer be deterred by anything from
the contemplation of one’s Ideal or the Beloved.
The first sign of progress comes when one feels ill at ease in anything but a meditative pose. Nothing external
interests one; the only thing that seems attractive, is to be seated in one’s favourite posture as long as possible and
to contemplate the Supreme Object of one’s worship, plunged in a deep inner joy. This marks the beginning of
single-mindedness, and hence is a step in the right direction. Yet, here great prominence is given to posture. If one
stays in that position as long as the inclination lasts—confident that the Beloved can never do one harm—and if
one is able to remain fixed in it, then the posture becomes of overwhelming importance. This only shows that one
is nearing perfection in the practice of asana.
Standing, sitting, walking—in fact, any gesture taken up by the body is called an asana. It corresponds to the
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rhythm and the vibration of body and mind at any particular moment. Some aspirants can meditate only if seated
in the pose indicated by the Guru or formulated in the Sastras, and not otherwise. This is the way to proficiency in
meditation.
On the other hand, someone may begin his practice while sitting in any ordinary position; nevertheless, as soon
as the state of japa or dhyana has been reached, the body will spontaneously take up the most appropriate
position, after the manner that a hiccup happens involuntarily. As one’s meditation grows more and more intense,
the postures will of themselves correspondingly gain in perfection. When a little air is pumped into a tyre, the tyre
will be flabby; but when it is filled to capacity, it remains completely stable in its own natural shape. Likewise,
when real meditation has been attained, the body feels light and free, and on rising after meditation there is no
fatigue of any kind, no pain, numbness or stiffness in one’s limbs.
In true meditation Reality is contacted, and just as the touch of fire leaves an impression, this contact also
leaves its mark. What happens as a result? Impediments fall away; they are either consumed by vairagya, or
melted by devotion (bhakti). Worldly things seem dull and insipid, quite foreign to oneself; worldly talk loses all
its appeal, becomes devoid of interest, and at a further stage even painful.
When a person’s earthly possessions are lost or damaged, the victim feels disturbed, which gives evidence of
the stranglehold that sense objects exercise over men’s minds. This is what is called granthi—the knots
constituting the I-ness. By meditation, japa and other spiritual practices, which vary according to each one’s
individual line of approach, these knots become loosened; discrimination is developed, and one comes to discern
the true nature of the world of sense perception.
In the beginning one was enmeshed in it, struggling helplessly in its net. As one becomes disentangled from it,
and gradually passes through various stages of opening oneself more and more to the Light, one comes to see that
everything is contained in everything, that there is only One Self, the Lord of all, or that all are but the servants of
the One Master.
The form this realization takes depends upon one’s orientation. One knows by direct perception that, as one
exists, so everyone else exists; then again, that there is the One and nothing but the One, that nothing comes and
goes, yet also does come and go.
There is no way of expressing all this in words. To the extent that one becomes estranged from the world of the
sense, one draws nearer to God.
When attaining to true meditation, one’s chosen posture no longer represents either an obstacle or a source of
enjoyment; in other words, it is quite immaterial in what particular pose one happens to be. Whether one sits
straight or crooked, the right posture will form of itself, pulling the body into the proper position. Again, there are
occasions when one becomes entirely independent of the physical pose; in whatever attitude the body may happen
to be, meditation just comes about effortlessly. Though, without a doubt, there is also a state in which, if one takes
up a special pose, such as for instance padmasana (the lotus pose) or siddhasana (the perfect pose), no
interruption of one’s union with the Supreme Being can ever occur.
31.206 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of An Unknown Indian\fn{by Nirad C. Chaudhuri (1897-1998)}
Kishorgangj, Mymensing District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (M) 7
… The Bengalis native to Calcutta fell perceptibly into three classes: the upper and the wealthy, the lowermiddle, and the intermediate, whose members rose or fell to the two other classes wholly on the strength (or
weakness) of their monetary position. In recent times a class of new rich people have sprung up, who have all the
repellent characteristics of this class and can be clearly distinguished from the older rich (and the new poor) of the
city. But in the first years of the twentieth century the rich of Calcutta were a fairly homogeneous set. By that time
they had outgrown their caterpillarish new-rich stage of the late eighteenth and early nineteenth century and
become imagos with all the mellowed attributes of wealth.
To begin with, they possessed a very distinctive physical appearance which marked them out for special notice
among all other Bengalis and even more conspicuously from the Bengalis of East Bengal. These features were
developed in the first instance by very careful selective breeding and, after that, tjey were favored by the easy and
comfortable life of the whole class. In trying to give an idea of this physical type, perhaps I could do no better
than begin with the women, although this would necessitate a preliminary reference to an older type of Bengali
beauty.
The traditional type of female beauty, accepted as the ideal all over rural Bengal, was derived from the
iconography of Mahayana Buddhism and Puranic Hinduism. By this criterion a Bengali beauty was likened to a
goddess, which meant that she had an oval face, wide at the forehead and pointed at the chin, long and rather
narrow eyes with a perceptible slant, thin but fully modelled lips, and a complexion pronouncedly yellow with no
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tinge of rose, rather like beaten pure gold. Even now one can pick out Bengali girls who are exactly true to this
type.
But the Calcutta type was different. It was rounder, fleshier, and rosier. Faces of this cast are very common in
the Bengali drawings of the nineteenth century known as the pats of Kalighat, on which the well-known and
fashionable contemporary Bengali painter, Mr. Jamini Roy, has based his linear technique. Nothing in the English
tradition of the charming in women resembled these faces and figures, not even the bare-bosomed beauties of the
Restoration, but the heavier French beauties at the court of Louis XIV offered quite close parallels to the Calcutta
type. The contours of these women were distinguished by an almost cloying abundance of curves, large curves
enclosing small curves, one curve melting into another, so that it was impossible to determine the origins or ends
of these lines. These women harmonized with no furniture of the Western type, but were most successfully
camouflaged by a bed of highly piled mattresses covered with a snow-white sheet and amply provided with
bolsters. In such surroundings theirs was a protective configuration.
Since at least one half of every mother’s son is woman, the men of Calcutta also tended to approximate to this
type. In any case, among the natives of the city, bones and bony effects were considered to be very unbecoming in
a man. To have such an appearance was, in their eyes, equivalent to being Chuars, a tribe of low-caste and wild
men of the western borders of Bengal whose tribal name came ultimately to mean any ruffianly fellow. Whenever
a Bengali of Calcutta saw a young man with rounded limbs, a round face, and large liquid eyes he cried out in
ecstasy, “A prince!” or “The scion of a noble house!” A fair complexion was an asset to a man; it was not,
however, a sine qua non as in a woman with pretensions to beauty; but neither man nor woman could advance the
slightest claim to physical attractiveness without sleekness.
Of course, every individual in this class did not breed true to type, but it was really surprising to see how many
did. The less wealthy were a more mixed lot. Still, they too were more plump and chubby than could be
presupposed from their less adequate means of nourishing their fatty tissues. The Bengalis of Calcutta,
irrespective of wealth, took great care of their body, and more particularly of their hair and skin. The afternoon
toilet of the women was a most elaborate affair, and, whether married or unmarried, a young girl would feel
extremely humiliated not to appear at her best in the evenings. These men and women presented a very striking
and pleasing contrast to the generally untidy and scraggy persons from East Bengal, and this was noted with
ungrudging admiration by the lesser Bengali. When I first came to Calcutta the purdah used to be very
strictlyobserved there, but whenever an East Bengal man found an opportunity to spy he breathed a rather wistful
sigh.
In appearance and manner the people of Calcutta were placid and quiet. They were soft-spoken and generally
courteous. That earned for them a bad reputation among the immigrants or sojourners from East Bengal. They
said that the people of Calcutta had honey on their lips and poison in their hearts. I used to remonstrate that it was
after all not so very bad to have honey somewhere, even if not everywhere, since we of East Bengal had poison
both in our hearts and on our lips. This argument never convinced my fellow East Bengalis, for what they were
mortally afraid of in the man of Calcutta was that the polished and plausible fellow would cheat them of money or
wheedle them into some imprudent course by the power of his glib tongue.
The natives of Calcutta had also a very quick sense of humor. The slightest suggestion of the comic in any
person or situation never escaped them, and no sly dig was lost on them. They would be ready with their laugh or
come forward pat with a counterthrust. In this they too differed from us East Bengal men. To joke with the latter is
always dangerous, almost as dangerous as playing with fIre. There is no knowing how they will react. Therefore
the Calcutta man’s sense of humor, too, discredited him in the eyes of the easterner, who attributed his rival’s easy
smiles and careless banter to incorrigible frivolity and light-headedness. I, however, found the westerner’s easier
manners very agreeable, and if I have any criticism to make of his wit it is only this: that it was not very wide in
range, for it was identified too often with the perpetration of a salacious innuendo.
The real shortcoming of the true native of Calcutta, as I saw it, was a pronounced lack of magnanimity and
passion. His urbanity had no charity in it. After the departure of a person with whom he had talked with
impeccable politeness he would make a malicious remark which revealed all the smallness of his heart. Even the
greatest sons of Calcutta, some of whom were the greatest of modern Indians, were not free from this unlovable
trait. But the lack of charity was shown most blatantly in the conduct of the aristocracy of Calcutta towards those
whom they did not consider their equals. They would not be exactly rude, but would stare and remain silent as if
they were in the presence of some strange animal. This was worse than being rude, it was being reptilian, and if
the man so treated was of a sensitive nature he came away with unforgiving wrath in his heart and with the
resolve to hit the serpent on the head if ever he found it at a disadvantage.
Even of one another, the members of the Bengali aristocracy of Calcutta spoke with amazing malice, although
accompanied by every mark of outward cordiality. The people of Calcutta in general, if all that they said was
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meant to be taken seriously, seemed to entertain very odd notions about the role of the servants in relation to the
women of the family. The reproach which came very readily to their lips when they were angry with a certain
person was that he was not the son of his reputed father but of a servant or groom. I have read a letter published in
a Bengali newspaper of 1831, in which the correspondent related that in a very respected household the master
and the sons came out of the zenana in the evening and the servants went in.
The motive of this particular letter was unexceptionable. It was written in the interest of “female education,”
for the writer attributed the looseness in question to the prevailing ignorance and to the narrowness of those who,
instead of giving a good education to their womenfolk, kept them confined to the kitchen. But I have also read
another letter of a slightly later date, which was plain blackmail. It purported to be an eyewitness’s account from a
maidservant of the misconduct of her mistress with a manservant, and the amazing part of the communication was
that the inddent was attributed to an actual Calcutta family mentioned by name.
The restrictions on the vernacular press imposed by the English Government and the laws of libel ultimately
eliminated these crude scandals from the newspapers. But the whispering campaign went on for a long time. I
have myself heard a number of stories of this kind. One of them was that a certain well-known person of northeastern Calcutta, after whom the Calcutta Corporation has named a thoroughfare, was actually the son of his
father’s syce.\fn{Gardener.} Another was that a certain notability of the last quarter of the nineteenth century was
only too ready to oblige an amorous English lieutenant-governor with a widowed sister. An acquaintance of mine
even offered to produce an eyewitness to the misbehaviour of an eminent contemporary for whom he had no love,
and at the time the offer was made to me, the alleged misbehavior was at least fifty years old! This queer scandalmongering formed the undertone of sodal gossip in Calcutta.
With this proneness to take the worst view of human motives and character there went an obstinate disbelief in
high purpose, both exemplified in such favourite quips as “Every fellow is a thief, although I am the only one to
be caught.”
Of this side of their nature the natives of Calcutta were perfectly conscious. In fits of self-abasement, of which
too they were capable, they admitted that, compared with the Bengali from East Bengal, they lacked “sincerity,”
by which they really meant idealism. But in normal moods they were more disposed to be proud of their idealism.
Tagore\fn{Rabindranth Tagore (1861-1941), Indian author, Nobel Prize winner, and a native of Calcutta .} has referred to the
contrast in one of his short stories written in 1892. He makes the hero of the story say:
We were from the country, and had not learnt to scoff at everything with the precocious levity of the boys of
Calcutta, and therefore our faith was unshakable. The patrons of our association delivered speeches, and we begged for
subscriptions from door to door, caring neither for the midday sun nor for meals, distributed handbills in the streets,
arranged chairs and benches for the meetings, and rolling up our shirtsleeves got ready to fight it out with anybody who
said a word against our leaders. The city boys duly noted these characteristics and ragged us as East Bengal fools.

On account of this absence of idealism and respect for causes the Bengalis of Calcutta, taken as a collective
mass, could be moved to action only through their gross worldliness or what was its counterpart in them, a frothy
sentimentality. During the years of my stay in Calcutta the sentimentality rather tended to gain the upper hand, but
even in his most abandoned moments the true native of Calcutta was never worked up to such a pitch of
emotional disturbance as to be wholly forgetful of his personal safety and interest.
Such shallow worldliness could not, of course, exist at all without finding some visible expression somewhere,
and it did in the faces of the men and women of Calcutta. In spite of their sleekness, smooth outlines, and quick
responsiveness to the humorous, these faces were extraordinarily hard, and the hardness was further accentuated
by the universal habit of chewing the paan or betel leaf. A small bulge was always to be seen under one of the
cheeks of the men and women of Calcutta, appearing now under the right cheek and now under the left, and on
account of this perpetual grinding exerdse the jaws acquired a strength and prominence which was quite
unexpected in visages otherwise so placid, self-satisfied, and devoid of features denoting strength of character.
The eyes more particularly, when not lit up by some giddy fancy or humorous conceit, were expressionless.
It was in repose that these faces showed themselves at the greatest disadvantage. Many of them were faultless
in features and proportions, and should normally have pleased by reason of their symmetry, but a thin and hard
enamel appeared to have vitrified all quality of being live\fn{ Hardened all quality of being alive .} in them. These countenances looked like cloisonne vases. Even haughtiness, which sat most easily on them, was not present in a
majority of cases.
The houses in which these people lived could be divided, like themselves, into three classes, the higher, the
lower, and the intermediate. The intermediate is a very important category in Bengali society, which is divisible in
the first instance into two classes, the gentlefolk and those who are not gentlefolk. There is even now no easy
passage from the one to the other. But among those who are admitted to be gentlefolk or, as we say in Bengali,
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bhadralok—a class based equally on occupation and on birth, there is complete elasticity in spite of the infInite
gradations of wealth and standard of living which are to be found within the order and which often range from
extreme poverty to extreme luxury.
The intermediate group constitutes the bridge of this continuous transition. It is the middle class within the
middle class, without which the influential and stable Bengali bhadralok could not have maintained the health,
hold, and power of their order. It is curious to note how the social fact found recognition in the sphere of transport. The railway companies in India, which began their activities in Bengal, felt compelled, in contradistinction
to the practice all over the world, to provide an “intermediate” or “inter” class between the first and second on the
one hand and the third on the other.
But their medial position makes any description of the houses and ways of the intermediate social class
unnecessary. Both can be reconstructed in imagination by bringing together in varying proportions a number of
features from the two extreme wings. On the other hand, the houses and ways of life of the wealthy in Calcutta,
and in no less degree those of the poor, presented very strongly marked characteristics, which to an observer
unaffiliated to either seemed to possess, each in its way, a physical power to clutch and grip. The great mansions
of Calcutta, leaving out of the reckoning some half a dozen which looked like modest imitations of Buckingham
Palace, were inconspicuous from the outside. They hardly ever presented a front. In most cases they lay
ensconced in the familiar mass of shabby brickwork, distinguishable only by their larger proportions and more
extensive dimensions, like a pyramid among mastabas.
The front entrance, as usual, was unimpressive. Even where there was a generous porch, the entrance was
often no better than a mere gap between two suites of rooms, giving access to very ordinary passages and to a
large quadrangle, which too was very ordinary and drab in appearance except for a hall with high arches at one
end, used as the worship hall. But following one of the corridors one would come upon a door which led into a
handsome entrance hall, the real entrance hall, either paved with marble or parqueted, with a flight of wide stairs
in veined marble or wood covered with the usual carpet. The walls would be papered or richly painted. At the
comers there would be jardinieres and tall vases of Chinese design but not always of genuine Chinese
manufacture, and on or near the newel post there would be at least one bronze nude holding an electric lamp.
The most ambitious piece in these houses was always the drawing-room. These rooms were immense, hardly
ever less than fIfty feet by twenty-five feet, and in some cases very much bigger. In the older houses they were
built, not as drawing-rooms, but for the exhibition of nautch or Indian ballet dance. During the latter part of the
nineteenth century, however, nearly all of them were converted into drawing-rooms in the European style. In these
rooms, too, there were echoes of Buckingham Palace, for with their rugs and carpets, wall and ceiling decorations,
screens, mirrors, chandeliers, vases, statuettes, and carved mahogany or gilt Louis Quinze furniture they looked
like copies of one or other of the drawing-rooms of the Palace.
But the general effect, though patently imitative, was never crude or tawdry. It was in very few instances,
indeed, that these rooms revealed any personal taste or even idiosyncrasy, but all were dignified and respectable.
Some had pictures, usually heavily framed oil paintings, and mostly family portraits. When they dated from the
early nineteenth century or before they showed considerable mastery of technique.
Very few of the houses had a regular dining-room matching the drawing-room, but some had a second sittingroom furnished in the Indian style, with carpets covered with a snow-white sheet and strewn with pillows,
cushions, and bolsters. But these rooms also had some European furniture—console tables with marble tops,
chandeliers and wall brackets, Venetian mirrors, overmantels without mantelpieces, and a number of divans and
pouffes at the corners. The piano, most often an upright and only rarely a grand, would be in either of the two
rooms.
No gradous or brilliant hostess presided over these rooms, and they never hummed with conversation—either
sapient or frivolous or even flirtatious. The aristocracy of Calcutta was not given to an animated or enterprising
social life, and even where it was sodal in a lackadaisical fashion there was no place for women in the drawingrooms. They kept themselves within the zenana, which comprised a second quadrangle behind the main one in
front, and there they had unisexual small talk of their own. The outer rooms were reserved for the master of the
house and his friends, but even they for the most part would only loll and lounge in them, enjoying an easy and
luxurious gregariousness, and displaying some adumbration of sociability only in languid card parties. The rich of
Calcutta, when they were inclined that way, kept their high spirits for their garden houses or houses of ill-fame. In
my time even the garden houses were growing respectable, although they had not wholly outlived their
saturnalian or satyric reputation dating from the nineteenth century.
Thus these big houses were preternaturally silent. The silence was not disturbed even by the young people, in
whom these homes, though not as abundantly provided as those of the less wealthy, were not lacking. The
jeunesse doree of Calcutta showed a tendency to get out of hand when away from home, but in their houses they
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were as a rule quiet. Even the depraved preferred an obstinately silent viciousness to a rowdy and obstreperous
viciousness. What was true of the jeunesse doree was truer of the enfance doree. The children of the wealthy in
Calcutta appeared to be unendowed even with boyish playfulness. They were extremely solemn, and whenever
they made their public appearance they looked like exact, though diminutive, replicas of their elders.
Occasionally, passing before these houses, one would see at the gate, among the liveried servants and doorkeepers
carrying swords or muskets, who stood admiringly contemplating him, a handsome little boy in a fine crinkled
dhoti and a starched shirt, or a silk suit, or even in kilt complete with sporran and plaid. He would stand still,
staring at the crowds in the street with wide uncomprehending eyes.
The older boys usually kept indoors. They always had a large room to themselves, generously furnished as a
schoolroom, in which they sat with their tutors, listening with quiet gravity to the lessons but never giving any
indication that they were taking in anything. Most often they looked more unintelligent than they really were. Of
course, they never went out of their houses, even for a distance of one hundred yards, except in their carriages,
which were landaus or broughams, and, later, in big limousines or sports cars.
I have never seen the zenana of any of these houses, and thus have no means of describing them from direct
observation. But I can imagine them as a suite of bedrooms, fitted up in very eclectic style, rather cluttered up, but
lacking nothing in the Indian manner, and latterly in the European as well, that could conduce to laziness. They
were never on the same plane of luxury and stateliness as the outer rooms. This part of the houses invariably had a
very large establishment of abigails who were an incorrigibly fussy, raucous, and intriguing set. It was rather a
surprise that their placid mistresses were able to endure them. But among themselves thewomen of Calcutta,
irrespective of class, are very loquacious, and that may have supplied the connecting link.
One other feature of these houses must also be mentioned. The larger of them had a back garden, forming a
third quadrangle behind the second or zenana quadrangle. These gardens never received the care which was
usually bestowed on the gardens of the suburban villas of the same owners, nor did they have the magnolia
grandiflora with which of all flowers the Calcutta aristocracy was engoue, but they had a homely and in some
cases a subtle appeal. Tagore in his reminiscences has described the back garden of his ancestral Calcutta house.
“It would be too much,” he writes,
to claim for the garden at the back of our house the status of a garden. Its mainstay was one pomelo, one round plum,
and one Otaheite apple tree, with a row of coconut palms. At the centre was a round platform of brickwork, in whose
cracks grass and a variety of wild creepers had planted the intruding banner of their usurpation. Among flower plants,
only such as never died of neglect, continued to discharge an unaggrieved duty to the best of their power, without
bringing any accusation against the gardener. I do not believe that the Garden of Eden of the First Man, Adam, was any
the better laid out than this garden of ours, for it was like him unapparelled—it had not smothered itself under a load of
display. For man, the exigency of display is ever on the increase. It began on the day he tasted the fruit of knowledge
and will go on augmenting until the fruit is digested. The back garden of our house was my Garden of Eden, and that
was enough.

Not every well-to-do person in Calcutta had the boy Tagore’s sensibility. That was why they never frequented
these gardens and these remained as exclusive preserves for the women and young people of the family, who
ordinarily went into them when in search of sour fruits. But if they had, they might have found in them that leisure
for introductions to themselves which they never had elsewhere, not even in their large and silent drawing-rooms.
To pass from these mansions to typical middle-class houses was to pass apparently into dwellings of a different
species altogether. At first sight, it was the dissimilarity between the mud-walled and tiled bustees of the working
class and the brick-built houses of the gentlefolk which struck the observer as an unbridgeable hiatus, both in its
visual and its sociological aspect. But internally examined, a typical middle-class house was as far removed from
the great mansions as they themselves were from working-class tenements. Perhaps the difference was greater, for
its measure is not fully given even by confronting the peacock with the crow, which becomes all the more
surprising when one considers the social and mental solidarity of the whole gentlefolk class. This leads me to
defme the difference between the two classes of houses of the gentlefolk as the difference between the grub and
the butterfly of the same insect, rather than as the difference between two species of animals.
The middle-class house was small, sometimes even as small as twenty-five feet square. The interior showed
only two colors, the gray of the cemented floors and the white of the walls and the ceilings. If any patterns were to
be seen anywhere they were only pencilled scribbligs by the children and marks of a deep burnt sienna tint from
betel-stained fingers. After taking betel the men and women of Calcutta were given to wiping their soiled fmgers
on the nearest wall. There was also an impression of bareness, for these households possessed only a minimum of
furniture. Most often there were only an almirah or two and a number of wooden beds, and these latter too were
mere frameworks of lath on four weak legs. Those whose means permitted added some tables and chilis, and the
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rear was brought up by immense piles of bedding and rolls of mats and a vast assortment of earthen pots and
pitchers, empty tins of all sizes and shapes, bottles and jars, and sacks for the storeroom, and iron, brass, and
earthen pots and pans for the kitchen.
None of these houses had proper living-rooms. In some instances one outer room on the ground floor, provided
either with a bed, or a table with some chairs, or both, was set apart as a reception room for visitors. If the servant
lived in the house instead of going away at night to his bustee he usually slept in this room, and during the day his
rolled-up bed and mat would occupy a part of the floor near one of the walls. The rest of the habitable rooms were
bedrooms. Their typical assignment was: one to the master and mistress and the younger children, one to the
grown-up girls and the widowed mother, and one to the older boys. But when a joint family lived in the same
house, as often was the case, the married brothers with their young children took one each of the best rooms, and
the indifferent ones were occupied by the rest of the family, the widowed mother and the marriageable girls, the
older boys, and the dependants. The rooms which were not fit to sleep in, and there always were a number of them
on the ground floor of every house, were used as a kitchen, storeroom, and lumber-room.
In very few houses were there separate dining-rooms. The meals were taken in the kitchen, or in any odd strip
of superfluous space, or even in bedrooms. In joint families past their prime the taking of meals in bedrooms was
quite common, because those brothers or cousins who earned more money than the others were not willing to
raise their contribution to the common household fund and yet were not ready to forgo the luxuries to which they
thought their better means entitled them. So they had the standard common meal requisitioned upstairs, added to it
sweets and other delicacies bought with their own money, and ate the food in the privacy of their bedrooms with
their own children. Even in families which were not joint the master often took his meals privately, for as the
earning member of the family he felt that he had a right to specialities which he could not and would not share
with his children and wife.
The visitors, all in the case of women, and relatives in the case of men, made straight for the bedrooms, sat on
the beds there and chatted. Sometimes even the intimate friends of the master of the family would come into the
bedrooms. The other visitors were kept at a distance. In those houses which had no outer parlor the master often
went out to talk with callers on the footpath or lane, and occasionally even carried on a shouted conversation from
an upper-storey window. Many of the houses had a strip of open veranda in front, which was called a rok. The
elders and the young men sat cross-legged on them in the mornings and evenings, either reading their newspaper
and discussing it or merely gossiping. At night beggars, vagrants, and other waifs and strays slept there. Sometimes even wandering goats appropriated them.
It must not be imagined from this description that these interiors presented a chaotic appearance. On the contrary, they were always extremely tidy. The mistress or the mistresses never permitted the slightest displacement
of any object from its place. It was in no wise unusual, when a family had lived in a house for a long time, to fmd
a bottle or a book or a bundle remaining in its place on a ledge or rack out of reach of the children for twenty
years. In fact, tidiness was the forte of these interiors and inelegance the foible. Every touch of added orderliness
seemed to lay an extra coat of housewifely plainness on them.
A typical bedroom would have two beds occupying half or one-third of its space, of which at least one would
be a carved fourposter received by the occupant of the room at the time of his marriage as a wedding present from
his father-in-law. If the second bed had legs shorter than those of the fourposter, it would be raised by putting one
or two bricks under each of the legs. Along one wall would be a long row of trunks, sometimes on the ground and
sometimes on a bench. Most often a second tier of trunks would be placed on top of the first tier, and on the
second tier of trunks there would be piled all the spare bedding and bedclothes appertaining to the room, so that in
order to get at the contents of a trunk of the lower row the trunk resting on it, together with the bedclothes on the
top, would in every case have to be taken down. The mistresses of these houses thought nothing of lifting and
lowering fully loaded trunks. Another section of the wall would have one or more clothes-horses pushed against
it, and at the end of a blind alley formed by the narrow space left between the lower ends of the beds and the wall
opposite them there would be, where the householder could afford it, a chest of drawers or a dressing-table.
In this manner all the sides of the wall would be neatly and fully occupied, and in the most conspicuous
position there would be a glazed almirah, about five and a half feet high, four feet wide, and over eighteen inches
in depth, containing an overcrowded array of china, wax, and celluloid dolls, toys, and gewgaws of every kind. In
certain respects the women of Calcutta were like bower birds. They could never resist gaudy trifles. At the time of
their marriage they were presented with dolls and similar toys, which they brought with them with their trousseau,
which in fact formed a part of their trousseau, and from year to year they went on adding to their collection. They
were always buying new trifles for themselves, for example, doll’s house furniture, and seizing, over and
above,\fn{I.e., besides these things.} the toys of the children, who in the ordinary course were not allowed to play with
them. They put the whole lot in the glass-fronted cupboards in their bedrooms, to be admired by other women and
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even by the men.
Anything in the nature of pictures in these rooms, if within the lower reaches of the walls, was sure to be
calendars with brightly colored pictures or small photographs. The bigger framed pictures, where there were any,
were hung high, above the doors and windows, and in order to be seen without the discomfort of kinking the neck
they were inclined at an angle of about forty-five degrees towards the floor. These were mostly colored pictures of
the gods and goddesses, very alluringly amatory if of Krishna and Radha, and if of Kali very minatory and bloodcurdling, in spite of her nudity. There usually would also be another picture, a large photographic enlargement,
which stood out from the rest by reason of its more prominent position as well as by having a jasmine garland
hanging in a half loop from the two upper comers of its frame. It would be the portrait of the departed father or
mother.
If the keynote of the large mansions was repose, that of these houses was bustle, not confused scuttling about
or noise, but a methodical organization of movement and sound which created the impression of a running
machine. The metabolism of these homes was quick. The mistress, the other women, and the young girls were to
be seen in purposive motion from upstairs to downstairs and again from downstairs to upstairs: now putting off
their saris and chemises to wrap only a red loom-made towel round the waist in order to bathe, do some washing,
or perform some other connected task, for which immemorial custom and inexorable taboo required a clearing of
the decks; now getting back into their saris and chemises; now rushing into the kitchen to stir or turn some dish;
now setting down the pan on the floor and running to the storeroom to bring a fresh supply of oil or ghee; now
soaping the dirty linen with energetic jerks of the forearms; and, after that, wringing it with supple twists of the
wrists; in a word, seeing the household tasks through with precision and celerity and at the same time scattering
all around them the charms of their throbbing fullness.
The flagstone under the tap, called the Foot of the Tap in Bengali, was in one sense the heart of the machine,
surpassing even the kitchen in importance. It was almost like an altar, corresponding to the hearth of the colder
countries. To this place every domestic task found its way, because every task either began or ended with a
washing up of human beings as well as inanimate objects. The women would not enter the kitchen without an
early-morning bath, sometimes under the tap, at others with water taken from the cistern adjoining the tap and
poured over the head from a mug. These cisterns, built of brick and cement-plastered, were to be found in every
house, and they received their water from the tap through a split bamboo or a tin pipe, which formed a sort of
umbilical cord between the city’s water supply and the domestic stock of water. If we had had Vestal Virgins we
would have employed them, not to tend the fire, but the cistern.
Above everything else, the Foot of the Tap symbolized release from work. To it everybody rushed to clinch the
conclusion of domestic tasks. Once the hands and feet were washed there, a human being could relax. The
maidservant scrubbing utensils under the tap and taking the water she needed through a long piece of rag which
she always tied round the tap’s spout in order to prevent the water from splashing on her, looked forward to the
moment when she would whisk away the rag and, washing her arms up to the elbows and the legs up to the knees,
also wash her hands of the back-breaking task. The master went there after his return from the office, the mistress
almost every half-hour, the others when they were let off.
The domestic bustle produced continuous and consistent sound effects. In the kitchen there was a succession of
bubbling, fizzling, hissing, and crackling sounds. It was punctuated intermittently by a metallic sound like that of
the triangle in an orchestra, which was produced when the energetically manipulated iron or brass ladles and
turners struck against the pots and pans. The scrubbing of the utensils gave out a low abrasive sound, which
became gritty at times and set the teeth on edge, but was generally smooth like the process of lens grinding. When
clothes were being washed the sound was now like that of bass drums and now like that of castanets, depending
on the volume of the washing undertaken. Dominating every other sound was the sound of falling water. The day
began with the sound of the old water rushing out through the hole at the bottom of the cistern, followed by the
patter of the new water falling on its floor. A whole gamut of watery sounds continued throughout the day, and
sometimes into the night when the tap was left open.
The only time of the day when there was relaxation and quiet, and even stillness, in these houses was between
the end of the midday meal of the women at about one o’clock and four o’clock in the afternoon. It was the time
when the hawkers of dress fabrics—chintzes, muslins, organdies, and silks; of laces, ribbons, hairpins, and combs;
of toilet goods, glass bangles, toys, and, as we used to say in those days in Bengali, all the “heart-stealing
goods”—contributed by their cries more to the stillness of the noontide than to the noises of the great city. This
was the time they chose to tempt Eve, knowing very well that Adam would be safely away in his office. The
women crowded into the narrow entrance passage to make their purchases, and while the hawker displayed his
goods, lectured and protested, they haggled.
When not engaged with the hawkers the women spread themselves and their long and moist hair on the cool
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floor of their bedrooms, usually with the baby at the breast and a novel in hand. But very soon the novel dropped
from the hand, and, though the baby stuck fast, making ceaseless sucking movements of its lips and cheeks, the
mother slept on unmindful. She woke up only when the maidservant rattled the knocker on the front door or water
began to fall again from the tap after the midday cut-off.
The nights on the other hand were not very peaceful, for the babies had a habit of waking up and crying from
hour to hour as our common mynah does at night.
Twice a day these houses gave out characteristic exhalations. These were nothing but the smoke from the
cooking ovens, which were mere things of half a dozen bricks, some mud, and a gridiron for each. These ovens
had no flues, burnt coke of a very bad quality, and were kindled with cow-dung cakes soaked in kerosene, and
generated a kind of smoke whose gray density had to be breathed in order to be believed possible. This thick and
strongly smelling mixture of gaseous products rose from the oven in a solid column, and met the ceiling like a
waterspout. Deflected therefrom, it came down and made its way out through the doors and windows in whirling
clouds. Then progressively diluting itself with the air it floated in blue wisps until it pervaded every nook and
cranny of the house. There was no means of resisting it, no means of escaping from it or of blowing the rooms
free of it. The wind bloweth where it listeth. So did this smoke, wind’s junior partner, in Calcutta. I had to breathe
this smoke for thirty-two years and know what it is. But the true native of Calcutta appeared to have his lungs
enamelled against its corrosive contact. He did not mind it at all.
*
These houses had sprung up like mushrooms on account of the absurd value that was set in Calcutta on the
possession of a house. No true son of the city would willingly marry into or give in marriage to a family which
did not live in a house owned by itself. To do so was to the native of Calcutta equivalent to losing caste by marrying gypsies and their like. I was once insulted in the most atrocious manner by an old virago of a washerwoman,
not a mere washerwoman by caste, but a real, practicing washerwoman, because I was living in rented apartments
whereas she had a brick-built house of sorts of her own. I also knew a barber, a very dignified barber he was, who
owned a house in a very respectable locality and showed no alacrity to set his razor to the chin of anybody whose
house did not cover something like an acre of roof-space. The natives of Calcutta were resolved to disprove the
Biblical saying and have, not only houses to lay their heads in, but also a Permanent Settlement in housing
supplementing the Permanent Settlement in land tenure.
After they had provided houses for themselves the natives went in for house property, which, next to gilt-edged
securities, was their favourite investment. They let these houses to those who did not possess houses of their own.
These tenants were mostly people whom the true native of Calcutta regarded only as resident aliens. But there
were also true but poor natives who did not own their own houses. Their standing in the eyes of their fellownatives and of their own was mud. They could never console themselves for this deprivation, nor formulate a
philosophy of life independent of house property in Calcutta. Thus they were always saving every pice they could
by scrimping and screwing, until they had saved enough to die as a houseowner.
But even those who lived in rented houses disdained to live in flats. They would live only in independent, selfcontained houses. But as it was impossible to combine independence, spaciousness, and economy, the typical
middle-class house in Calcutta, in spite of being the proud citizen’s castle, looked a mean castle in every instance.
…
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66.91 The Return\fn{by Jibanananda Das (1899-1954)} Barisal, Barisal District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (M) 13
After some four years in Calcutta he will return home. Among his worldly goods—a tin trunk, a mattress
wrapped in a faded cotton sheet, and three rupees nine and half annas in his wallet. He is free, at least in one
respect: he does not need the permission of a superior to leave Calcutta, for he has no superior, and his life is free
from the annoying distractions of work. In these crisp cloudless days he can gaze at the sky for as long as he
pleases, glide like a fly in February’s golden light, and through the long, languid afternoon observe the peaceful
life of sparrows on the boarding house balcony. Sitting on a bench in the shade of the College Square peepul tree
he can listen all morning to the wind rustling through its leaves and boughs, to the singing nightingales—dry
leaves fall, new leaves in their place grow, brown and nut-colored leaves swirl and fall on the green bench. A
small rotund deodar\fn{Cedar tree.} stands nearby, a leafless cotton tree with innumerable red flowers; like black
tongues of flame, like a snake’s hood the crow’s wings beat daylong—the lingering morning might be spent
quietly here with no one to demand an explanation. Borne on passing trams and buses the breathless officeward
clerks shall seem a futile and unnatural aberration; a profound truth shall invest the daily moods and motions of
the deodar; the nightingales of the peepul tree shall become more real, his own life too shall grow more real.
Lying all night on a reed mat spread on the roof of the boarding house he might sense a future waiting in the far
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distance—a future that the College Square deodar and the palm trees on Wellington Square too sense—on such a
night, deep and impassable, as the countless dew-wet crows nests of this city, touched by a strange fullness, grow
tranquil, pure and full.
So might he spend his days. Prabhat had no objection to such a life. The problem lay elsewhere: a shave, a
matchbox, a pencil—these meant money, and Prabhat had no money. He is thirty, and if he were to live for
another twenty or thirty years the three rupees nine and half annas in his wallet will not take him very far.
Besides, he is not alone. Prabhat has a wife—a son too.
It is not as if he has spent these four years in Calcutta listening to nightingales and writing verse. Like those
whom the crime of penury has made familiar with insult and reproach in their family and society—like them
Prabhat has tramped the streets all day.
“Oh to be successful, to earn money, to win a prize, to find happiness.”
This sickening chant has possessed him every morning; and each night as he turned off the lantern on the
table-top he had hoped that the darkness would never end, prayed that he should never again have to get out of the
bed. Thus have the last four years of his life passed: with the unremarkable, the ordinary pain and helplessness of
an ordinary, unremarkable life.
There are not many letters from home. Now and then his mother writes:
“It has been a long time since I last saw you; I wish you were home—can’t you come down sometime?”
After every fifteen, twenty or twenty-five days his wife’s letters:
“Any luck yet? It amazes me that you should have found nothing in all this time.”
Quite true—in his letter Prabhat asks her:
“How big is Khoka now?” To that she’d reply:
“I got Kunda’s letter today. Her husband went to Calcutta and in six months he found a good job with the
railway department. And you have nothing so far.”
So be it.
He should like to go back home and see their indifference. This time he’ll go home. Can’t he go home once?
Yes he can, he will. There is no great desire in his mother’s letters, but were he to stand before her how can she
not be happy and excited. And Kamala? Perhaps she will be sullen on the first day, she will not come near him,
she will not speak with him, but in a day or two that would pass. Then in the lonely spring afternoon—amid the
murmur of the star-apple’s leaves, the buzz of the wasps, the woodpecker’s pecking on the coconut tree, the
warbling tailor-birds in the kamini bush, the call of the kingfisher in the dazzling sunlight, the breeze-borne
silence of the drowsy meadows and the lament of dreams; and at that hour the afternoon air shall carry the taunt
that the limitless fields beyond the ancient banyan hurl at the sky’s surpassing expanse.
And Khoka?
Khoka was six months old when Prabhat came to Calcutta. Today he is nearly five. He can walk, run, and
speak most words. And who does Khoka resemble? Himself, or has he takee after Kamala? Perhaps he is a spoilt
brat; perhaps he wakes up in the mornIng, finds himself a bamboo stIck—and then?
Or perhaps he likes chasing cats, dogs, mynaas, crows, all that he sets his eyes upon; maybe he squashes ants,
or stalks about the henna bush in pursuit of grasshoppers; and on noticing a grasshopper or a cricket Khoka grows
flushed with joy. Or sometimes a sudden butterfly distracts him and leads him elsewhere. Khoka notices butterflies of many colors: yellow, mottled, brick-red, blue—some with spotted Lucknawi designs,\fn{Embroidery made in
Lucknow.} some chequered, others striped, so many. The grasshoppers too are various—some bright red, like ripe
chillies their bodies and four wings—immaculate, like a thing made of fire—unbreakable, uncrushable—and
Khoka follows the grasshopper everywhere: from the neighboring fields to the horizon, by the river’s edge,
through the cucumber fields, past the acacia grove and into the cremation ground. The butterflies and grasshoppers return to alight on the stalk of the kanshonana, the clusters of iron and akondo flowers, the teki vine, the
bherenda grove, the tip of a lau, or on top of the bamboo trellis; and Khoka stares in amazement. He cannot catch
a single grasshopper, and to him the world of the many-hued butterflies is a wondrous impossible dream that
evades him like the dreamt-of distant South Seas evades—forever—the eye of the sampan-borne Malay seaman.
Then as the indistinct twilight emerges from the evening’s failing light Khoka fades away into a kingdom of
fairies. Let him—
It is best to fade away like this. What would Khoka gain if he were to catch a butterfly and pluck out its wings?
Far better that they should thus lead the boy down paths and through green fields. Never his captives, they shall
cast an unbroken spell of wonder and enchantment in his mind; transport him from dawn to evening through
much beauty—in the courtyard and bamboo grove, beneath the straw shed, into the realm of the red kuch and the
green telakucha, or into that world where the mango blossoms, fallen amidst the green and tawny grass give off a
pleasant fragrance.
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Prabhat thought, wordless and astonished. It is a profound blessing so long these little things upon life’s ordinary way remain mysterious and undiscovered; for, with years, the imagination grows arid, my dreams evaporate,
I lose all faith, find no respite nor peace, and my days have turned as desolate and empty as a rook’s nest. Like a
hungry crow I wallow all day in much hateful ugliness, restlessly seeking rest amidst much greed and
debasement, and living has turned into mere survival.
Prabhat turned uneasily on the bed and made up his mind to go home by the evening train. Why should he not
return? The train leaves at four, and it was now two. He lit a cigar. There were two hours in hand. Will he go?
Today? He can hire a porter to carry his luggage and walk to the railway station—he had enough time for that.
There was a postcard from Kamala yesterday, and now he took it out from under the mattress. They had no idea at
home that he was thinking of returning. Her letter was reproachful: Why could he not find work in all this time?
Why did he have to marry? Why be a father? Was there any sense in all this? Prabhat put aside the postcard and
sucked on the cigar …
She should not have written such things on a postcard. He lived in a boarding house with some thirty lodgers.
The clerk put the morning mail in an open box; anyone could go through the pile—and there were nosy men
around. She ought to have put her letter in an envelope. At any rate, he can’t leave today for his boarding house
bills are unpaid, and he does not have enough for the fare. Also, he must buy some picture books and toys for
Khoka. A toy car, perhaps a toy train—Khoka would have outgrown dolls by now. And, at the least, a sari for
Kamala, a silk shawl for mother.
Of course, he can’t afford any of these. In the end he’d have to settle for a length of cotton for mother, a cotton
sari for Kamala, and a balloon for Khoka—his gifts would come to no more. Prabhat knocked off ash from the
cigar and thought of borrowing some fifteen rupees from Tarapada. It was embarrassing to have to ask Tarapada
for money. They had been to college together and had lived in the same hostel for a long time but their friendship
was gradually drifting to an end. With his wife, child, job and rented flat Tarapada was now a successful man, his
world and concerns far removed from Prabhat.
It was already three by the watch. No, he can’t leave today. Before leaving Calcutta he has to settle his bills
with the boarding-house manager; he shan’t disappear like a thie£ And he won’t return home like a beggar; for a
while, at least, he must appear a well-to-do man before his family. He must buy a balloon and a top for Khoka, a
length of cloth for mother, a khadi sari for Kamala.
The cigar has gone out. He lights it and picks up the newspaper. The thought of returning home has occupied
his mind all morning—he hasn’t read a line of the newspaper that lay crumpled by his side. He folds it now, looks
at the news features and glances at the editorial but has no desire to read. The newspaper slips out of his fingers
and falls on the floor; a few embers fly out from the cigar, land on his shirt and burn holes like little pinheads—
slowly the cigar goes out again, and Prabhat stares blankly at a dust-wrapped tamarisk tree on Calcutta’s distant
horizon.
He will return home though not today; perhaps he won’t be able to leave tomorrow either. But he would
borrow from Tarapada and certainly leave within the next three or four days.
*
At four in the evening a bright sun shines on the train at the Shealdah station, and the third-class coach has a
peculiar smell—a smell that he had savored each time he boarded the train on his way home—and the evening
sun was always so delightful …
With a sudden lurch the train rolls out of the platform—sunlight floods in through windows and slants across
the seats—sunlight on the face, on the hair. Not scorching and painful but a soft sun that flows over his skin like a
sister’s, a mother’s affectionate caress, bringing an inward reassurance—no longer was it important to fight or
struggle—no longer was it necessary to think or to worry—to search for ways and means—henceforth his days
would be untrammeled and tranquil—the soft sun blesses and consoles and carries him towards a far away land of
peace.
In a while the train reaches B.K. Pal’s Garden and rolls past rows on rows of coconut trees—to the west the
laundry stalls, the drying wash spread on the green grass. The train stops briefly at the Dum Dum station, then
darts into the open country at great speed—through the surrounding fields, woods and pastures—by the date-palm
groves, the sugarcane fields, the shondal trees, the pakur, jharjhoriya and arjun groves—while out of the evening’s lap descends a golden light—splashing and racing everywhere upon the earth—past vacant rice-fields, past
heaps of grass and straw, beneath the flight of mynaas.
Then night. Amid the cricket’s unbroken call, the cuckoo’s cry, the toad’s clamor, amid the firefly-lit breeze
that sweeps in from the edge of the murky fields—amid these the train comes to a halt.
Then on the boat—a magical, an extraordinary journey begins, past the open fields, into a formless wilderness.
Like some mythical serpent the river winds its way deeper and deeper into a cold, dark netherworld …
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Has the cigar gone out again? Prabhat does not light it this time …
It is morning when the boat stops at the village; and stepping on the jetty Prabhat notices the gulmohur tree—
heavy with flowers though it is only the end of February—on another side, the cotton-tree with its many great
branches seems to set the blue sky afire by early February. He has never seen such blood-red cotton flowers
anywhere—like the blazing pyre of a beautiful married woman with vermilion in her hair.
The cotton-tree by the jetty is very old. He has known it from his childhood—rooks pecking at its flowers—the
flowers bloom, the fruits dry, they burst and scatter wisps of cotton in the air. And mixed with the flowers and the
floating cotton flakes are the laughter, the quarrels and the tumult of a group of boys and girls. It goes back a long
time. A world from fifteen or twenty years ago, now dead and gone, rises again before his eyes. Those boys and
girls are now grown men and women scattered across the earth, and they care nothing for the cotton flowers and
those cotton flakes. Why should it be so?
At that time the now stout branches of the river-side banyan were unborn—and in this interim the screwpine
and acacia groves have shrunk and revived many times, many water snakes have died here, many ponds have
dried, many cuckoos and mynaas have vanished forever. At that time Bishambar Babu’s now white moustaches
were jet-black and he had the strength of a giant—today his eyesight is weak, he walks leaning on a stick, and the
other day he was knocked down on the street when a sheep butted him.
The gangplank leads down to the familiar jetty with a warehouse stuffed with jute bags—he hasn’t smelled the
jute and tar of that warehouse for a very long time, and today as he sits in the boarding house room those odors
seem so intensely close …
A few wooden steps descend from the jetty to the quayside gravel path. On both sides of the path are rows of
gulmohur and chateem, and on its grassy verge lie the red gulmohur flowers. Dense with leaves and aglow with
blood-red flowers, the gulmohurs sway against the sky’s blue body like gigantic parasols. Each time he has
arrived at the station Prabhat has seen a few blameless sheep and goats beneath the chateem tree—he does not
know who owns them. They sit quietly, chew on flowers and grass, and as he passes by they greet him silently:
with their upraised faces and innocent eyes.
Will he find those goats and sheep this time? He had seen them the last time, many times before too …
There are many horse-carriages at the station. Kalim, the coachman from the Jhilkhandi Road stable, always
ran out to meet Prabhat when he got off the boat. Surely he’ll come running this time addressing Prabhat as
“Maharaaj-Huzoor- Maharaaj-Huzoor!”\fn{Forms of address expressing respect for superiors.}
Kalim rubs his folded hands and asks me what brings me home, how I am doing, and how long I intend to stay
in the country—he is so eager, so full of questions; and of his own Kalim assures Prabhat that all is well at his
home. With his dark, handsome frame Kalim brings to mind a soaring hawk—the sight of this fine Muslim youth
makes him glad. But this time he can’t take a carriage. He will have to disappoint Kalim; he has very little money,
and it would be cheaper to walk home with his luggage on a porter’s head.
Prabhat lit the cigar again. After a puff on the cigar he wondered if the dog was still alive. His father had
named the dog “Ketu”—and the name had stuck. Father is no more, and I suppose the dog has grown very old. Is
she even alive? Kamala does not answer such questions for dogs and cats are of no significance in her scheme of
things.
When Ketu was two or three months old she would keep them awake with her nightly howling and, one day in
a fit of anger Prabhat hurled the puppy from the verandah into the courtyard. It didn’t die but broke a leg, and
though they tried all sorts of things the bone did not mend. Ketu grew up and continued to limp—she was limping
when Prabhat left four years ago. Ketu is frisky and good-tempered, but limps pathetically when she tries to break
into a run. The poor dog has lived all her life with this ruined leg …
This time he will feed Ketu with rice, milk and fish-bones; and he must see if anything might be done about
her leg. There are times when, sitting in his boarding-house room, he can feel Ketu’s presence; as if Ketu had
come to say something about his father. Perhaps she does not even find left-over rice these days, perhaps she stays
hungry for three or four days at a time, perhaps hunger makes her feed on the carcass of a dead cat, perhaps she
wanders among the garbage heaps with the vultures, sits all afternoon in the bamboo grove gnawing at a cow’s
bone—and, perhaps, as the evening shadows quietly lengthen, Ketu squats on the edge of the bamboo or the jackfruit grove and gazes brooding at the sprawling fields—hour after hour she sits lost in thought. Where has he
gone? I have searched for four years and yet I have not found him. Where can he be?
Slowly her eyes close but she does not sleep. Stretched out on the ground, and with the tongue hanging out of
the corner of her mouth, Ketu awaits his return, and thinks, perhaps, of the day when she can tell him of all the
kicks and curses that she has received from the world in his absence.
The bamboo leaves murmur in the breeze, the bumble-bee buzzes over the grey akondo flower, the wind sways
the white flowers of the shojne tree, the leaves of the wild chatla and the kodom fall, a mongoose crawls out of
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the grove, the moor hen chicks cry, the mango blossoms fall—Ketu sits up, shakes herself from her troubled,
intermittent sleep—she gapes around bewildered—no longer does she believe that he is somewhere in the village;
yet, in these four years she has scoured many neighboring villages without finding her man. A tortoise shell lies
nearby—she looks at it hungrily. She yawns once, hears the buzz of the bees, gazes wearily at the restless gliding
of a yellow butterfly; then for no reason at all she jumps up, walks over the dry leaves that rustle under her tread,
turns behind the large fig tree, and vanishes into the fields.
*
He had forgotten the cigar while thinking of Ketu; it had gone out again. And what about Niranjan the
laundryman? It was four years since they had last met, and at that time Niranjan was worried because the price of
jute had fallen. He grew jute but on such a small scale that his distress had seemed quite absurd. Of course, the
entire economy was in recession, poverty was everywhere, and people lived in a hand-to-mouth sort of way—
perhaps Niranjan’s distress grew out of these.
Niranjan has played many roles in his life. At the age of six he ran away from home and joined a band of
traveling players. Since he had a good singing voice, Niranjan was popular in Nobin Adhikari’s troupe—Prabhat
has heard Niranjan singing in a production of Lakhsmanbarjan\fn{The name of the play staged in the folk theatrical style of
jatra.}. That was twenty years ago but to this day the memory of that song makes him still; perhaps it is only now
that such memories have grown priceless.
Within a year or two Niranjan lost his singing voice, and since he had no talent for acting, he was soon thrown
out of the theater company. After that he attached himself to another troupe and for them he drew water, washed
dishes and clothes, made paan, and prepared the hookah. It was not what he wanted, but Niranjan was addicted to
the smells and sounds of the theater. He tried his hand at painting stage-scenery; but it was futile. He decided to
form his own theater company, but his excessive self-assurance led to his undoing.
Once when Prabhat was still in school it came to his ears that Niranjan had run off to Calcutta. People returning from Calcutta brought the news that Niranjan had joined the theater again; that he had made a name for
himself in the city; that half the population of Calcutta knew him.
Then one day on his way to school Prabhat met Niranjan: he was wearing a Kapashdanga dhoti with a fine
hemline, a round-neck alpaca coat, a pair of fashionable shoes—a Bird’s Eye cigarette stuck in his mouth.
Niranjan said very little about his life in Calcutta. He spoke with great friendliness—offered Prabhat a Bird’s Eye
—“Its no good if you aren’t educated,” he said, and asked Prabhat about his school fees; he said he would enrol in
the grade that had the lowest fee. Surprised, Prabhat asked:
“Why enrol in a village school when you are already famous in Calcutta?”
Niranjan smiled, shook his head, and replied:
“No, I was joking. Actually, I’ll set up an amateur theater here.”
Prabhat did not know the meaning of “amateur,” and stared. at Niranjan in amazement—that he should have
learnt to speak English in Calcutta. They stood under a date-palm tree outside the school.
“Why do you want to set up a theater in the village when you have made a name for yourself in Calcutta?”
Niranjan puffed on his cigarette and said:
“Oh, I was joking again. I’ll hire an agent here; my own theater will be in Calcutta.”
Some days later on his way back from school Prabhat saw a man walking with a sack slung over his back—
Prabhat stared, surprised. Wasn’t that Niranjan?
“Hello master!”
“What’s in that sack?”
“What do you think?”
Since then Niranjan has worked as a washerman. He found work once at the ferry-station—and on the fifteen
rupee a month job Niranjan became a dandy again. But he also became a nuisance, and was soon out of work.
After that Niranjan suddenly began to age. He married, had a few children, and Prabhat noticed how Niranjan
grew quieter and wiser. He looked more reflective, and his reflections seemed to lead him to the discovery of
some very grave principles and conclusions.
Prabhat spoke with him familiarly, while Niranjan addressed him respectfully as Huzoor, folded his hands in
greeting, and took his orders with a “Yes master.” But this inequality did not bother either of them, and they
would often sit down to a friendly chat.
Some four years ago Niranjan came to Prabhat’s house some two or three days after Holi.\fn{Spring festival
celebrated by the exchange and smearing of faces by colored powder .} Prabhat gave him some color-stained clothes and
asked,
“Can you get these colours out?” Niranjan took a look at the clothes and said,
“Certainly, Huzoor.”
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“I want them back right away; I don’t have another shirt.”
“I’ll bring them back on the day after, Huzoor.”
Niranjan returned after fifteen days. He took out Prabhat’s shirts and tunics from his sack and calmly laid them
out on a mat. The red, blue and green colors had become brighter, and the stains had spread.
“You bastard, is that how you wash clothes?”
“Huzoor.”
“What Huzoor, you swine, you scoundrel. You said you’d bring them back the day aner, and you have the
cheek to come after fifteen days with these—”
“Huzoor, I gave them to my nephew to wash.”
“Why did you have to give them to him?”
“I thought I should train him—he’ll have to look after the business when I am dead—”
“You’re good at lying, aren’t you?”
“Don’t you believe me, Maharaaj?”
“You asked your nephew to wash but you didn’t show him how.”
“I wasn’t here, Maharaaj.”
“Where were you?”
“I didn’t visit my father-in-law for last year’s Jamaishoshti—\fn{An annual ceremony in honor of sons-in-law.}he was
unhappy—so I went this time to make amends.”
“How could you have gone for Jamaishoshti; its only February now.”
“Well, he fed me anyway.”
“And how long were you there?”
“Fourteen days—I returned yesterday and thrashed my nephew, Maharaaj—I know it’s awful—he hasn’t
cleared the stains …
Prabhat said nothing.
“Let me take them again—I’ll bring them back dazzling white in two days.”
“No, I won’t let you have them again.”
“I’ll bring them back on the day after, Maharaaj—if there’s even the faintest trace of color I’ll chop off my
ears.”
But Niranjan could do nothing about those stains. Later Prabhat asked him:
“Does it help to use lime juice on stains?” Niranjan shook his head:
“Impossible. It only settles the color deeper.”
“What about the juice of the sorrel leaf?”
“Nothing sour works; that just settles the color—stains need water. Never mind how stubborn the stain, if you
wet the cloth and keep it under a strong sun for three days and then throw it into the boiling trough—I’ll show you
—let me have those clothes again—and I’ll bring them back clean in three days.”
Such was Niranjan. Another time there was trouble over a mosquito net Niranjan took to wash. He took it
away early one morning, saying that he would return it by evening. And then there was no sign of Niranjan for the
next three weeks.
Still, Prabhat is fond of the man. When Niranjan came on his rounds with the laundry bag slung over his
shoulder Prabhat would want to make him stay on for a few minutes. Niranjan was, of course, always ready to
oblige—he always had many stories to tell, and he knew how to make a simple story interesting. Why did he not
become a storyteller? Or a pleader in a mofussil court?
Unlike the usual playacting of the stage, Niranjan’s tales of cities, markets and highways, of futility, suffering,
life and death are far more lucidly human; they smell of the earth, and bring to mind the fairgrounds of the gajon
festival.\fn{A festival celebrated with songs and dances by peasants in Bengal in honor of the god Shiva .} A laundryman’s work is
not for him.
This time he’ll catch Niranjan on the Jampur market road—that is where he usually hangs about; and some
afternoon they’ll sit together under the banyan tree to the north of the house. Has he suffered any new losses, has
he grown more despondent in these four years? Does he still live by back breaking physical labor or has he
arrived at some new inner conviction? Does he still shirk? Has he begun to yearn for the stage again? Perhaps he
has lost that ambition altogether, and survival is the only thing that occupies his mind now. Perhaps he has found a
guru, sports a beard, has turned into a mendicant. At any rate, so long he is alive Niranjan will never lose his taste
for the streets and markets of the world; his stories may change, but his love of story-telling will never desert him.
Niranjan is such a delightful man!
Prabhat tapped ash from the cigar. It had gone out a long time ago; perhaps he should light it now.
*
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This time in the country he'll revive many old associations. The village high school is nearly forty years old.
He had lost all contact with the school a long time ago; he hasn’t even seen the school for ages. It is sixteen years
since he matriculated from the school, and not once in these years has he gone back …
And yet, after all these years, he cannot remember his school days without a rush of nostalgia. He thinks of the
huge playing field in front of the school where, after school hours and in the evening’s frothy golden light, a few
of them would wander like aimless flies, or sprawl on one corner of the field with their books and read. Amidst
the smell of the green and tawny grass, the earth’s clayey smell—those little heaps of dried flowers and neem
leaves—the smell of the banyan’s red fruits—at that time these things had meant little or nothing; and today he
would gladly walk toward death with such companions. There could be no more beautiful and satisfying end than
that.
At one end of the field was a large tamarind tree with such incredibly sweet tamarinds—and during the lunch
hour Ramen, Avinash, Yusuf and Prabhat brought them down with carefully aimed stones, then sat quietly with
their booty under some shady tree—does that tamarind tree still stand there?
Dwijenbabu was the Physical Education instructor. Tall and well built, he looked like a Punjabi wrestler and
always carried a cane in his hand. Sometimes he laid the cane on the pert boys, but so gently that instead of
smarting his blows only tickled the skin. The cane was only for swagger; he was not the sort of man to beat up
small boys. Dwijenbabu would make the boys stand in rank and file and order a parade, and his booming
commands—left turn, right turn, about turn, halt—created a martial atmosphere so that each boy saw himself a
well-trained soldier, on the way to some heroic battle. The parade-ground atmosphere made Prabhat imagine a
future where he was a soldier, marching into battle with a rifle slung over his shoulder—perhaps he would be a
general like Napoleon or like Marshal Ney …
How wonderful were those days! If he could only return to those days; if he could only begin his life all over
again …
Is Dwijenbabu still alive? Do the boys still gather on that field? March in files? What do they think of? Do they
search wild pineapples in the woods? Are they fond of the jute-like smell of dried banyan leaves? He wished he
could see the school boys, mingle with them again, and find behind the new faces those other faces—from fifreen
years ago—of the school captain Avinash, of Amulya, Ramesh, Yusuf. And out of that crowd of faces might
suddenly appear the dreamily silent and lonely aspect of a solitary lad; and gazing upon that face in the twilight’s
dim haze Prabhat might intensely revive, if only for a few brief moments, his life fifteen years ago.
The cigar was still unlit. Didn’t I light it? But where’s the matchbox? Prabhat took out a matchstick and lit the
cigar …
*
This time he will take some fine tea along, and teach Kamala to brew tea nicely. Prabhat does not like weak tea
—the tea must be brewed long—and the leaves ought to be fine—fresh milk too. And he’ll drink tea whenever he
wants. Perhaps Kamala will join him sometimes and sit on a low stool by his side—who knows if she might—she
has her moods. And he’ll buy a small spirit stove—a small kettle and a cup as well.
How shall he spend the afternoons at home? He might go to Nabin Majumdar’s house for a hand of bridge.
The Majumdars have a large house; they are also very well off—the old men play chess all day; and the young
play bridge round the year.
But it wouldn’t be fun to play bridge everyday. Some afternoons he can take a walk down the path that as a
boy he took to school. That twisting, uneven path, covered with soft dust at places, hard and stony at others—
along the way a sunburnt field—then the bamboo grove—the gigantic banyan trees—the cane grove bursting with
ripe cane fruits—he would pluck the squishy white fruits on his way back from school and eat them with a bit of
salt. It has been so long since he last ate a cane fruit—hasn’t even seen them for so long. Now he’ll set out on an
afternoon with a packet of salt—sit beneath a leafy hijol tree by the side of the silent cane grove and eat the cane
fruit, and then it shall seem to him that he is still the schoolboy he once was. It is the lunch hour, and he has set
out to eat cane fruits—now he sits in the grove eating them. Perhaps Amulya and Bijon will join him soon.
Rukmini too will come, but briefly, twirling a thick vine of the gulonchoolata on her arm, then disappear into the
dense woods to gather kata bohor …
Prabhat’s father had bought him many English books—Huxley, Herbert Spencer, a complete set of Dickens. As
a schoolboy he had found Dickens somewhat difficult and incomprehensible, and during his college years Prabhat
had steered clear of Dickens. He read instead Hugo, Dumas, Flaubert—French novels were the rage in those days,
and it was fashionable to discuss them familiarly with one’s fellow students. Later he read Tolstoy, Chekov and
Turgenev—but still no Dickens. After his M.A., Prabhat read more European authors, but Dickens remained
untouched; and now at thirty he hasn’t read a single novel by Dickens. There was nothing shameful about this …
but it amazed him to think that his father should have bought the complete set, read it with a scholarly method and
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order, and would even allude to the novels in his conversation. What was it about Dickens that had fascinated him
so much? Until Prabhat read the novels for himself that fascination would remain obscure. And this time he would
read them and satisfy his curiosity. The volumes were still at home, they had survived termites, cockroaches and
theft—he would read them patiently and without prejudice. Hopefully, he can spend a few afternoons in the
company of these books …
It was nearing dusk—Prabhat lay down on the bed, and by the time he finished the cigar it was night. He did
not call on Tarapada.
*
The next morning Tarapada loaned him twenty rupees. He owed the mess manager eight, and after putting
aside four and half rupees for a third class ticket, Prabhat spent the remainder on a length of cotton, a cotton sari,
a top, a balloon and a picture book.
He already had three rupees and nine and quarter annas before he borrowed from Tarapada. Besides what he’d
need for the fare he still had five or six rupees to spare. Prabhat went to the College Street YMCA and bought
himself five paisas worth of tea. It was a small pot that made about two cups, and sitting there quietly drinking tea
beneath the revolving fan Prabhat began to view himself as a successful participant in the wide world’s many
complex processes. He could buy a few expensive cigars too.
For a while Prabhat sat on a bench in the College Square and looked at the peepul and the deodars. On the four
sides of the tank were rows of seasonal flowering plants—the plants were in bloom, there were many flowers this
year—he gazed at them with pleasure, then lit a cigar. Among the trim branches of the henna the movement of
some birds, perhaps they were sparrows. He looked once. On the south east corner of the tank stood a coconut
tree, and the vine growing around its. trunk had at last grown dense. Such vines are everywhere in the country,
heavy with many bell-flowers. The boys of the swimming club are playing water polo in the tank; with his wife
and two or three children a gentleman sits quietly on a bench. The man holds an umbrella over his head, the
woman has her head covered with the end of her sari, the children wear balaclavas. In Calcutta they call it
“taking the air.” Here, the sky, the breeze, the light and the sun are the assets of a private limited company. God
knows who the major shareholders are—the ones that take the major dividends—perhaps, God takes them away
himself. A shriveled sort of privation is everywhere in this city—it felt claustrophobic even to think of it—and in
three or four days the streets and alleys of Calcutta, its houses and buildings and routines will seem irrelevant,
unnatural and stifling as he will walk through the bounteous fields and pastures of the country …
There is a murmuring in the deodar. Like a flock of the laj- jhola bird the south wind gusts through the banyan
tree—the branches sway, the wings of the bulbul quiver—dry, yellow leaves drift around the bench—bent by the
wind the sunflowers turn their eyes upon Prabhat and tremble …
For a few minutes he sits on the bench, still and strangely overcome; but that state soon passes. He looks at the
clock on the swimming club house and rises hastily. He must leave for home today; must settle everything and
reach the station by three.
At the boarding house he found a postcard from Kamala; her words on the page were like a bloody, bloodmaddened female hawk—one that might even tear and claw itself in rage; and in an instant the hopeless and
bewildered field rat loses its momentary peace. Entering his room Prabhat threw his bag on the floor and lay still
on the bed.
No, he won’t go home, after all. What was the use of returning?
*
The following morning he felt like a fool for he had merely wasted another day. Kamala could write whatever
she chose to but she wasn’t the only one at home. There was mother, Ketu, Niranjan, Khoka—there was the
presence of his father in the cremation ground—the many familiar faces on the streets—the banyan tree to the
north of the house. He packed up his things in the morning. All that remained was to tie up his bedding; he could
do that after a short siesta—then leave for the station at half-past two …
Prabhat stayed in through the morning. He did not even go out for tea, sending instead a boarding-house
servant to bring a cup from the shop outside. For a long time he lay in bed reading the newspaper. Then at the
sudden sound of footsteps he drew the newspaper aside and looked up—a bespectacled young man stood at his
door.
“Who do you want?”
“Are you Prabhatbabu?”
“Yes, I am.”
“Do you know Kartikbabu?”
“I do.”
The boy sat down on the threshold.
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“I am a third-year student. He used to teach me but left for home a few days ago; I doubt if he’ll be back
before three months—he intends to spend the summer at his village—” The boy paused, then said:
“He gave me your address before he left, and said that you were free—that you were on the lookout for
students—that you have taught before—” The boy cleared his throat and asked softly:
“Have you taught before?”
Prabhat did not reply.
“I was told that you took your M.A. some eight or ten years ago. Is that right?” When Prabhat did not reply to
his question, he continued:
“That’s what I was told; that you have taught Matric and B.A. students before this.” He looked at Prabhat with
polite, hesitant eyes.
His head still on the pillow, Prabhat asked: “Has Kartik gone away?”
“Yes, he’s gone to the country.”
“Why.”
“He usually goes home for the summer; he is a Professor, after all, and the vacation is long enough. You can
teach me for these months.”
“And after that?”
“Kartikbabu will be back.”
“I’m sure you’ll easily find a tutor for these three months.”
The boy looked at Prabhat with some amusement; men had swarmed like termites at the gates of his house for
a mere tutor’s job—perhaps half the men of Calcutta were in that crowd, and this man to whom he had come with
the offer of work seemed so indifferent.
“Look, I am very confused.”
“May I ask why?”
“I was supposed to go home today.”
“Oh, is someone unwell?”
“Why, does anyone have to be unwell to go home?”
“No. I didn’t mean that. But I thought—”
“I haven’t been home for four years. I have my son, my mother, my wife there. There is even our dog Ketu.
Don’t I want to see them again?”
The boy smiled and said, “I suppose so.” Prabhat was tying up his bedding in the afternoon when Kartik came
into the room. Prabhat looked up at him:
“You? I thought you had gone home?”
“I’d been to Darjeeling—stopped here on my way home.”
“Oh, so you had gone to Darjeeling? What is it like in Darjeeling, Kartik? Must be wonderful there. I must go
there once and see for myself: Then again, where’s the money?”
“You are an idiot.”
“Why?”
“I sent Samir to you—and you refused him.”
“Oh, that.”
“You really are foolish!”
“I’m going home.”
“Why? What’s so important or urgent that you must go back at this time?”
“No Kartik, I must go back—I can’t live in Calcutta any longer.”
“Don’t you want to earn some money? That boy will pay you thirty rupees a month.”
“So what?”
“That’s enough to take care of your boarding house bill.”
“Yes it will; just as my tuition fees have paid the bills through these four years.”
“Exactly. What more do you want? Look at the job market; the way things are these days you wouldn’t even
find a tuition unless you are very fortunate.”
“I know all that. And I know that I can go on looking for work if I were to take up this tuition for the next three
months. But Kartik, I simply can’t live in Calcutta any longer.”
“Why not?”
“I haven’t seen anyone for four years—mother, Khoka, Khoka’s mother.”
Kartik said nothing.
“There is the dog, Ketu. Maybe she wanders restlessly all afternoon looking for me. Who knows if she gets
enough to eat?”
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For a while they were both silent.
“No one tells me if Ketu is still alive or has died—people are so indifferent when their own interests are not at
stake.”
Kartik took a cigarette from his case and lit up.
“There were two bricks to mark my father’s pyre in the cremation ground. The place must be a wilderness
now. Just those two bricks, and who knows what lies beneath them. Who knows what happens to us after death?
Tell me Kartik—what happens to us after death? Perhaps we continue to exist but only as this table, this wall, this
ash from the cigarette. And yet, there are days when I simply cannot carry on here. Some nights I sit up in bed,
and I think I can hear father calling out to me from the village—asking me to come into his room and sit by his
side. Like snakes the bonchaaral and manasa vines have overgrown that spot in the cremation ground—and
perhaps under that spot the dead continue to exist even, as this wall, this table, the dust here, the ash from this
cigarette exists—and yet, Kartik—and yet—”
*
Finally Kartik had his way, and before leaving for home he appointed Prabhat as Samir’s tutor for the next
three months.
And yet those three months did not pass easily. Some afternoons it seemed to him that while Kamala was hardly passionate about his return—she was a strangely cold and apathetic—he had somehow cheated Khoka and
Ketu. He had thought of going home by the end of February and now it was already April. Khoka’s picture book,
spinning-top and balloon were still in his trunk; the lozenges had melted, the biscuits had gone soft and mouldy.
Perhaps Ketu now lives off the carcasses of rotting cats and crows; she gnaws at a dry tortoise-shell by the edge
of the bamboo grove all afternoon; she wanders alone and whines all day. She has no work or worth—helpless
and with not a friend to confide in. Truly, a friendless and lonely dog must suffer more than what a lonely human
suffers. Who knows if Ketu still lives?
Worn and weary after many hours of aimless rambling around College Square, Prabhat returned to his room
some nights and sprawled on the bed thinking how contented he might have been at this hour after a long chat
with his mother and Kamala; or, having taken leave of all wounding struggles, to sit on the grass and sorrel
covered stone seat beneath the banyan tree with Niranjan; and the peaceful consolation of the village night would
seem like the damp, stationary darkness of the Baitarani.\fn{River of Hades.}
His mother has written that Usha, the daughter of their neighbour Akshaybabu, has come back to the village.
How wonderful that she should have returned! As a boy Prabhat was so shy that he had never exchanged a word
with her, and yet he had always been aware of her thoughtful, her graceful, her modest and wordless presence.
Just as he loved to stare endlessly at a grove of jackfuit and hijolon a dark moonless night, so too had he loved to
gaze at this girl …
Usha has returned after two or three years. Sad, that he isn’t home at this time. She used to sing at night—she
sang every night—songs of a strange self-oblation and effacement rising from the woman’s intensely alive and
worshipful heart. Perhaps that was why her singing was so intimately moving.
Does Usha still sing? Here, at night, the kitchen maid Sairabhi’s voice rises hard and facuous—it’s difficult to
tell if she jokes or quarrels with the manager. Late into the night—sometimes hour after hour, that rough, unbeautiful, meaningless voice can be heard. Through such nights Prabhat wonders at life’s amazing laws. Some days
walking in the direction of Tollygunj he remembers the cremation ground, and wishes he could sit once again by
the spot where his father was cremated …
Who is it that comes borne on April’s plaintive breeze? Dry leaves? Dust? Pebbles? Straw? Yes, father’s voice
too—beckoning from that distant cremation ground:
“Come, sit by my side for a while Khoka, and then I shall find some peace. How long must you, my poor
unfortunate son, wander peaceless on Calcutta’s miserable streets?”
The April breeze blows itself away; and walking back from Tollygunj Prabhat is seized by a violent agitation
that emanates from the glare of trams, buses, trucks and gas lamps. What is it that has maddened them so? Of
what use is it to anyone?
*
Three months were nearly over. One day Samir said:
“Will you take a post in a school?”
“I would.”
“It’s temporary though.”
“Where is it?”
“Don’t worry—you won’t have to leave Calcutta.”
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Prabhat shook his head. “I’m not in love with Calcutta, Samir.” He paused and added: “There are times when
these streets become unbearable—if only I could run away.”
“The job is in a Calcutta school. My father’s school—he’s the Secretary there. You might want to take it up—
you have the time anyway.”
Prabhat said nothing.
“It is for six months; until December—will you take it?”
“I was thinking of going home.”
“You can do that at any time.”
“I suppose so—but only in my imagination.”
“Why, you could even go by train and boat.”
“I am not as passionate as I like to think I am. If I was really passionate I would have gone back three months
ago when I had packed my bags, and no one could have stopped me.”
Samir thought for an instant, then asked:
“Don’t mind my asking—but are you happily married?”
Prabhat smiled. “What makes you ask that?”
“Do you get along with your wife?”
“The usual sort of thing.”
Samir paused and said, “I was curious since you said that you aren’t passionate—that’s the reason I asked. I am
thinking about man-woman relationships; I’ll be writing an essay on the subject.”
Prabhat smiled.
“Your generation is maturer than mine was. When I was your age I was playing with tamarind seeds.” He
thought for a while, then continued:
“So you think that it is only between a man and a woman that there can be passion. But you see, I think there is
more to love. Passion is not limited to the conjugal but can include the village green:, the country paths, that
school house, the banyan tree, Khoka or even Ketu.”
Though Prabhat did not want the job Samir was more practical. He did not leave the matter there but persuaded
Prabhat to see his father. The salary was thirty-five rupees—six hours of teaching a day. Five or six days after
taking up the job he received Kamala’s letter. Ketu was dead, Khoka had the whooping cough and blood
dysentery. But she was very happy that he had found work in a school. For some days after he got this letter
Prabhat would return from school, pace his room tirelessly and consider the frightful pragmatism of women. He
remained indifferent.
All day his fingers are coated with chalk-dust. And after coming back from school Prabhat wipes them slowly.
Some evenings while taking a walk he finds a few chalk sticks in his pockets. Perhaps he had dropped them in his
pockets after writing on the blackboard. He has collected a few history and geography textbooks, and spends a
few hours each day going through these books. He has learnt to draw maps, to remember dates from history.
Sometimes Prabhat stares at the paan-shop across the road and wonders about Ketu’s death. Was she beaten to
death? Or did she die naturally? How could she die before his return? Couldn’t she have waited a little? Won’t she
ever return?
History and geography are not as easy as he had thought. The last time he had read these subjects was at school
some eighteen or twenty years ago, and he remembers nothing of what he had learnt at the time. The many facts
of history and geography do not wait for judgement or analysis, imagination or poetry; they only serve to oppress
the memory. He remained indifferent and unenthusiastic.
There are days when he makes little errors in his history or geography classes; the students do not notice, but
later he feels ashamed. Mathematics is more difficult. He has to teach geometry to the higher classes, and the
students approach him with complex problems. Through these three months he has struggled over the problems in
his room before going to school. He had been a student of English literature himself but they do not let him teach
English. One day he asked the headmaster:
“Why don’t you let me teach English?”
“It can’t be done.”
“Why not?”
“The teacher in whose place you have been appointed had taught history, geography and geometry.”
“What were his qualifications?”
“The Lower Matric.”
The headmaster rearranged the papers on his desk and added gravely, “Besides he had been to a technical
school.” The headmaster cleared his throat: “He was also the Drill Instructor.”
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The headmaster does not look at Prabhat while speaking. A pompous man, he is more interested in administration than in teaching. Often he sits correcting the proofs of some book of composition exercises that he is writing.
He writes new school-manuals too, sports a long black beard, wears gold-rimmed glasses, white trousers, a raw
silk coat buttoned up to the neck, and a gold fob chain dangles from his breast pocket. Near the school’s boundary
wall is a gulmohur tree, the only sign of life in the entire school.
And, of course, the boys. Yet he thinks too of those other boys who grew up amid the expanse of mist stretched
across the fields and pastures. the dark lustrous banyan—like so many pythons its branches and roots. like
cascading fountains its many vines and leaves. its purple flowers. the delighted courting of its red fruits by the
mynaah and nightingales; the huge peepul. The hijol. The filtering starlight through the rose-apple boughs, the
moonlight, the scent of an illimitable vastness in the daytime sky, the groves of jute and acacia, and the cricket’s
call. He thinks of those school boys as he looks at the faces of his students—they were so different. Before his
eyes rises the school house; and from twenty years ago Amulya, Bijon, Avinash, Rukmini return …
The days go by, one after the other.
Then two months—another four to go.\fn{ Between the preceding sentence and this, a short passage, not entirely relevant to
the drift and the emphasis of the story, has been edited out from this translation. For readers wishing to consult the deleted portion, the
relevant pages are: pp. 132 [20d]-133 [17u], Jibanananda Shamagra, vol. 3.}

“Khoka sings beautifully,” wrote his mother in a letter.
Kamala, on the other hand, complained in her letter that “Khoka does not study at all, or stay at home. He
roams about in the blacksmith’s quarter all day; keeps the company of urchins who kick him and box his ears.
Looking at him anyone would think he’s an orphan. The other day he came back with a maadar thorn stuck in his
foot.”
Prabhat did not read any more—he lit a cigar instead. To think that the tiny helpless baby of six months that he
had left behind should daily grow into a sentient being who, with each passing instant, acquires some new experience of life. The pair of little rosy feet that he had seen five years ago can now suffer the pricks of roadside
thorns. And who knows, perhaps in some fierce future war those same feet will run along trenches—the reflection
makes his own struggles seem somewhat trivial by comparison.
But lying in bed later that night Prabhat began to feel uneasy; Kamala had written that the boy was like an
orphan. Each day he helps to educate many boys—yet his own son wanders like an urchin.
Still later in the night it occurs to him that this time at home he will no longer see those little rosy feet and
those tiny arms that he had left behind five years ago. He can no longer carry his son in his arms all the time—
Khoka would not expect his father to do that, and Prabhat might himself feel embarrassed—perhaps Khoka would
be even more embarrassed to be treated like a baby. Khoka will shrink from his caresses, perhaps he will scamper
off altogether. And what js there to be stroked and caressed anyway? Where are Khoka’s wonderfully soft limbs—
his silken hair—the soft chubby cheeks—where have all these gone? Who had cut off the boy’s earliest years with
such cruelty, and without waiting for Prabhat’s permission?
Life passes far too quickly; perhaps Kamala’s face has become old and haggard by now—I don’t know how
aged mother now looks. Lying on his boarding house bed Prabhat spent the entire night thinking of one thing after
another. There is nothing that consoles—and everything is so strangely disquieting.
The next morning he could barely drag himself out of bed His body seemed on fire—everywhere an unbearable pain. Nonetheless, he rose when it was time, and skipping his breakfast Prabhat caught a bus to school. Weak
and ill he forced himself to teach for the first two hours until this self-inflicted cruelty struck him—why was he
torturing himself like this? Does one live only in order to teach in a school? When the bell rang he went to the
headmaster and asked for leave.
The headmaster said, “You have a temporary job, and you come to ask me for leave after two hours of work?
Why, what’s the matter with you?”
“I think I am ill.”
“That’s natural, isn’t it—here we are, already short of staff—and so this is the best time to be unwell—how can
we do without such timely illnesses? Who wants to work hard anyway?”
Prabhat, meanwhile, could barely stand on his feet. The headmaster said:
“Well, what can 1 say? Go home then—since you are so ill. You can teach some extra hours tomorrow.”
Prabhat returned to the boarding house and decided to leave for home right away. Packing his trunk and bed
clothes it occurs to him that an instant’s inattention is enough to render oneself a useless corpse in the eyes of life,
enough to make time swoop like a vulture. Yes that is how it comes, with an inexorable swoop. How could he
have become so incautious and thoughtless in these five years to be swindled by life like this. How did such an
incredible thing come to pass?
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And yet it is pointless to expect from the world the love that a mother feels for her new born child. Life rushes
blind and insensate—a twisted broken bridge jutting into the dark—ruthlessly living off our helplessness, and
whetting its appetite on our ever-fruitless labors. While tying up his mattress Prabhat thinks—how long does a
man live, after all? No, we do not live for very long. And only a few are successful or make money. But there are
a few other, more accessible things—things of love, and why deprive oneself of those? That order is unillumined
whose workings are purblind, and who can say when another nameless cruelty shall be perpetrated?
He needs another string. Taking a long string from under the bed and tying it around his bedroll Prabhat thinks
—I have seen something of life in these five years; those who are successful are made differently: they love
success more than love—and I am the opposite, for the homely smells of love, kindness and affection are enough
to satisfy me. And one should seek what one really loves. Why misunderstand oneself and wander blindly? He
will set up a stationery shop at home—or look for a job at the village school …
By the time Prabhat finished packing his bed and trunk he was feeling better and the fever seemed to have
receded.
Then his thoughts take another course. Settling himself comfortably on the chair and holding a cigar between
his fingers Prabhat reminds himself that it isn’t right to do anything on an impulse. Like the vast sky in which the
hunting falcon soars, life is a region of perpetual conflict; and yet like the enormous azure, hope too is life. The
weak fall behind and speak the language of love and kindness—they discover a divine purpose in the world—or
dismiss the world as an unnatural perversion—but that’s not true—not true at all.
It seems to him as he lights the cigar that the weariness, humiliation and pain of those who quietly suffer life—
who see life as the waste land of a dead god—is their own doing. They fear to experience and to acquire—they
choose to live like the living dead; they call their sloth, love—and their penury magnanimity. They deny the
primordial law that governs the processes of life—see them as contemptible as a fly’s eggs. Millions are born and
millions crushed to death in this world …
He puffed at the cigar and thought: after the sapping waste and dissipation of the past five years I have finally
managed to bring some order and stability into my days and ways. For four months now I have single-mindedly
worked at Nilmanibabu’s school. I haven’t shirked my duties. I am popular in the school. The boys like me. The
other teachers too. Even the school Secretary. The Headmaster does not dislike me either …
Tapping ash from the cigar Prabhat feels confident that they would offer him a permanent post at the school.
As a permanent teacher he will be paid forty rupees a month. On a salary of forty rupees he can stay on in Calcutta and look for a better job—perhaps read for another M.A., write a thesis, perhaps take a degree in education.
He unrolls his mattress and lays it out again. Lying on the bed through the afternoon and the evening Prabhat
conjures a nicely laid out future with great enthusiasm.
Around dusk. the fever returns again. Not a falcon, never a falcon, but a sparrow, a mynaah, tyrannized and
ground under by his responsibility and the world, the unhappy youth began to sink into a delirious fever.
Then all at once he is very hungry. From the trunk Prabhat takes out the biscuits he had bought for Khoka
nearly seven months ago. He counts them; there were fifteen altogether; now soft and powdery and with the taste
of chalk-dust. Still, he eats a few—the remaining lay beside him on the bed. The lozenges had at first melted and
were now hard and misshapen. He scrapes out one or two and sucks on them, then lying on his side he held the
wrapper between his fingers for a long time—lozenges, biscuits, Khoka, the trunk and the bedding-roll that he had
packed seven months ago, those preparations to leave for home, his family home in the country, Ketu who had
finally betrayed him, Khoka whose biscuits had turned stale and powdery, mother, now bed-ridden for three
months, who no longer writes to him in her own hand, like venomous snakes the black thorny bushes upon
father’s funeral pyre—and no one to clear them away anymore. They have cut down the banyan tree because two
men hung themselves from it—was it the tree’s fault that they died? How could they have cut down that tree? It
was so green, so alive. This time he’ll plant a banyan sapling at the same spot; who knows how long it’ll take to
grow, the banyan grows so slowly. Kamala has lost four or five of her front teeth; wonder how she looks now?
And now she uses ash to clean her teeth, though he’d often asked her to use freshly-cut mango twigs. Is it true,
then, that Ketu is dead, that mother can’t get out of her bed any longer? No one writes about Niranjan—is he dead
too? And Kamala speaks toothlessly all day, scolds Khoka, laughs, and who knows, perhaps she cries too. Why
should things have come to such a pass? It is as if life wants to run its course in a great hurry. He feels the clutch
of a sudden emptiness inside him, and it pains him to think of Kamala. And will he never again meet Ketu in the
fields, the woods, the courtyard?
While thinking of these things his body gradually began to grow still. The lozenge wrapper fell from his
fingers. In their red and blue wrappers the other lozenges lay scattered on the bed. No one even knew of his illness
when he died in the morning after a restless night …
*
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Until his death he had attended to his own business, but now he is the business of others. What of the cremation? Nearly all the lodgers work in offices; some were rubbing oil on their bodies, some had already taken their
bath, others had finished breakfast. Everyone was ready to leave for work and none eager to go to the Neemtola
cremation ground at this inconvenient morning hour. Of course, Ramapada does not have to go to an office—he is
an insurance agent. But then again, he has an appointment with a client today; an important client who might buy
a policy for fifteen thousand rupees. Ramapada leaves before breakfast.
Sripati is unemployed—but he shook his head and said that the city corporation has a vacancy for the post of a
slum inspector, and this morning he has to meet a few city councilors for the job. Haridasbabu was an older, more
benign man, and since his wife’s death a year or two ago he has lived with his little son and daughter in a large
room in the boarding house—he liyes on his pension—he was ready to go for the cremation—but how can he go
alone? And the manager said, “How can I leave my office?”
The lodgers who have jobs left early today. Vishnupada might have stayed back, but when the others left he
saw no reason to stay on—he went out to the paan shop across the road and bought some stuff for a paisa.
It was decided that the cremation would take place at night. The manager locks Prabhat's room from the
outside.
Through the afternoon the cooks and the servants come to look at the corpse and spit on the verandah. On his
way down from the third-floor to the second and up from the second to the third the manager grumbles and
swears at the corpse. Amid the noise of falling plates, bowls and glasses the servants gossip at the tap. Later, in
the lonely withdrawal of the afternoon, the boarding house grows still. From the kitchen comes the sound of the
servants blowing their noses, and on the verandah railing the quiet, peaceful life of the sparrows continues.
There is no one in the building now except Haridasbabu’s children. They tiptoe down the corridor to Prabhat’s
door with great curiosity, then run back shouting “A ghost!, a ghost!” Again they come, and again they run down
the corridor in their mock fright. Through the long hours of the afternoon this absorbing game goes on.
Meanwhile, in Prabhat’s locked, airless room flies hover and buzz. In that stifling heat the assault of mosquitoes seems to make the corpse restless. Not a falcon, never a falcon, but a sparrow, a mynaah—crushed beneath
the world’s struggle, this sad, defeated youth who had never in his wildest dreams imagined that he would die in
this boarding-house. Thus the day of his death passes—at night, a few gentlemen from the boarding-house will set
off for Neemtola with cigarettes and boxes of paan to cremate him.
264.162 We Need To Pass A Law\fn{by Sofia Khatun, B.A. (late 19th century?-after 1924)} Chittagong?, Bangladesh (F) 1
Please do not laugh when you read the above title—although it is a laughable matter indeed. It is a truth that cannot be
disputed. The law I propose is to be used against the old men of our land who are desperate to get married. A young man
has written me a letter from Hooghly jail:
I heard recently that my great uncle (my mother’s uncle) has got married about a month ago. The old man was unable to fulfil
his long-nurtured desire as long as I was around. Now he is going about saying that he has done it as an act of kindness
—in order to relieve a prior worried father of his burden of an unmarried daughter. My new “great aunt” is fourteen
years old. He paid 525 rupees for her. What awonderful way of selling a girl! There is another young girl at home—the
old man’s own daughter, my youngest aunt, a widow, and exactly my age.
Actually, my great uncle is my rival in a way. He’s got the power of money that I do not have. Just think—what
won’t a man do for money? Here I am, sitting inside the jail, shedding futile rears for the unfortunate girl who is sure to
he widowed soon. Even my youngest sister is much older than her.

Dear reader! Kindly spare a moment to think about this wretched old man. The better pain of his life being
over, he ought to be thinking of spiritual things—but look at his ways! Is it any use writing against them in the
papers, or lampooning them? They do not even know what newspapers are. The only way, therefore, of putting a
stop to this despicable practice is to pass a law which would ensure that no man above the age of fifty would be
able to marry.
Despite this law if they do marry I think they ought to be put behind bars for at least a year, and we have to
make sure that the imprisonment is rigorous. Maybe it isn’t such a bad idea to make them work at oil-mills, taking
the place of bullocks!
I should also mention something else here. The young man I referred to earlier has since then been socially
ostracised thanks to the efforts of his great uncle. The reason for this is that he does not hesitate to eat food
cooked by lower caste people or Muslims. He is actively involved in the Non-Cooperation Movement, and does
not support the caste system—this seems to be his crime.
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Indeed, isn’t it time to start thinking about the villages of Bengal? To dally with a wife young enough to be
your granddaughter while sternly advising your widowed daughter to observe the rigours of widowhood—if this
is not the greatest torture on women then what is the yardstick to measure the oppression on women in this cursed
country?
Would those who thought that women were not oppressed in our country become aware and at last open their
eyes! What is the point of showing how bravely they can write, living in cities, far away from reality, as they do.
railing against those who are educated and in particular against educated women? I would like to quore a couplet
from Hafez here:
The fault you find in others and chide in them.
Search within yourself, and give it a name.

Is it right to point your finger when you could be blameworthy too?
One does not notice the prevalence of old men taking young wives in our own society, because there are many
old women ready to marry the old men. In a way, this is not a bad thing. It does not happen frequently, however,
in educated families. Nevertheless, it is not unusual for a man to take a second wife while he has a son old enough
to get married. The reviewer of the story “Nirupama” by Jaladhar babu writes in the Introduction that the plot of
the story is unrealistic—but I am not prepared to agree with him. I happen to know that the father of one of the
young Bengali novelists has recently taken part in such a wedding. I do not know if Jaladhar babu’s story is
inspired by this very person, but the author does have a reputation of writing stories based on real incidents.
If these men are unable to contain their carnal desires even in their old age, if they are so eager to make
laughingstocks of themselves before their own family members—then I appeal to them to consider marrying the
scores of women who have been widowed at a tender age. Why create a farce by marrying young girls? I have a
qustion for old men who are impelled to remarry: why enforce rigorous abstinence on women which they
themselves are not capable of observing?
Are the women made any different from men?
292.103 Excerpt from The Woman Bound By Destiny\fn{by Akhtar Mahal Syeda Khatun (1901-1928)} Faridpur,
Faridpur District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 6
1
“Asha!”
“Yes, Maru.”
“You’re so quiet!”
Ayesha did not reply. Mariam was silent for a short while, and hen said once more,
“Well! Such poetic reverie doesn’t suit me at all, my dear. It’s a lovely evening—to be spent laughing,
swapping stories and having good fun. Instead you silently stare at the moon! What sort of fun is this, dear!”
She immediately broke into a song:
In the limitless blue sky
The moon spreads out its light.

Ayesha remained silent. Annoyed, Maru flounced off.
The young girl sat in the luminous moonlight, her heart bright with the same pure luminous joy, staring
enchantedly at that joyous world. There was no sorrow, anxiety or despair—the whole world was full of hope,
happiness and laughter. The holy smile of the full moon of Ramzan spilled across the earth and sky. Diamonds
seem to twinkle in the leafy crowns of the coconut palms. In the silent moonlight the distant villages looked like a
dream world. In the pond in front, a thousand white lotuses formed a stairway, for the moon to descend and bathe
in its water. The wistful song of the blackbird and the perfume of the flowers blooming at night filled Ayesha’s
heart with a tremulous enchantment. The swooning Earth wore such a dream-smile!
What did she want? What remained incomplete in that perfect beauty? Was there anything lacking in her
young heart?
The dim picture of an almost-forgotten pair of black eyes emerged in her heart, spreading itself across the sky.
She could not remember where or when she had seen it. She could not even make out if she had really seen it, or
if this was merely here imagination. That picture was as dim, as indistinct as those faraway villages.
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“You wicked girl! I’ll put an end to your enjoying the breeze, you useless creature, and not even married yet!
The older she grows, the more shameless she becomes. Here we are, tired of searching the whole house, thinking
where could the girl have disappeared so late at night! O Allah! She’s been happily sitting on the terrace!”
“Oho! Let her be, Bhabi. Don’t say anything to her! She is a very talented poet. She sits up till three in the
morning, writing poetry, forgetting meals and sleep. Ha! Ha! Ha!”
“A fig for her poetry! And as for you, Marju, how could you leave her alone on the terrace and go off to bed?”
Mariam replied apprehensively,
“How could I know that she would stay here so long? I thought she’d come to bed after some time.”
“Come along, get going, you saucy girl! Have you no shame? What kind of a girl are you?”
Ayesha seemed to sink with embarrassment. It was rue—what kind of a girl was she, after all? Where had she
been lost all this time? Now that she had gathered her wits, she found hat her elder sister, Amena, Amena’s sisterin-law, her own friend Mariam and Amena’s younger brother-in-law, Shaheed, had all come up to the terrace in
search of her.
When Amena got up before dawn to eat the sehri, the predawn meal taken during the month of fasting, she
found Ayesha was missing from the room. She was flabbergasted. O disaster! A girl of marriageable age missing
from home! Where could she have gone? When she found Ayesha on the terrace, he anxiety that was eating into
her abated, but the relief made her lose her temper. What a terrible worry the wretched girl had put them through.
Ayesha’s visits to the terrace were stopped from that day on.
2
The dak bungalow\fn{The generic name for a traveler’s accommodation} at Pangsha\fn{In Rajbari District, Dhaka Division,
resounded with noise. The place came alive with the laughter of children and the scurrying about of
servants and maids. Rafiq-al-Haque, the sub-deputy, was on his way to Jessore with his family. He had stopped by
at Pangsha, invited specially by a close friend. He took leave of his friend and reached the station to find he had
missed the connecting train to Jessore. The friend’s house was quite far away from the station, so instead of
returning he decided to stop at the dak bungalow.
A young girl of thirteen sat quietly next to the window, completely aloof from the noise. The sky brimmed over
with the parting-rays of the sun. its final kiss touched the world gently, making it magical and golden. As Ayesha
remained seated next to the window, suddenly, a pair of arms wound themselves affectionately round her neck.
“Why, now, darling sister? Why are you crying, Ayesha?”
Ayesha was startled to find Amena’s voice was choked with emotion. She had not even noticed her elder sister
come in. what a shame! What would Apa\fn{A Turkish word meaning “elder sister”} think!
The dam had burst. Hearing Amena’s loving tone, the tears that Ayesha had suppressed all this while were
released, like a tidal wave, flooding her breasts. The two sisters sat arm in arm for a long time, weeping together.
After dusk, when there was nobody in the vicinity of the dak bungalow, husband and wife came out to sit in
the verandah. The world was bathed in the light of the moon, halfway to its fullness. In the pond facing them,
plenty of water lilies bloomed, gazing up at the sky. A mild breeze made them flutter, like a new bride at the first
touch of her husband. Amena’s fair fade, with the moonlight falling on it, would put a rose to shame. Her eyes,
dark as two bumblebees, wee moist with tears, like the deep clouds of the monsoon.
“Who is it, Amen? What is the matter, my dearest?”
As her husband took her in his arms, a tremulous smile touched Amena’s lips. Rafiq asked again,
“Why such dark clouds on this lovely face?”
Amena did not reply. She blushed—the pink hue of the rose slowly turned the deeper shade of a red hibiscus.
Rafiq repeated,
“Won’t you tell me what you are thinking?” Amena said softly,
“What should I be thinking of?”
“Really? Aren’t you?”
“I’m thinking about Ayesha.”
“Oh! But tell me, is there any use thinking about her?”
“Is this what destiny has in store for her?”
“Maybe! Otherwise why should her father—who had so lovingly brought up this motherless child—have such
a strange fancy! What good will our thinking about t do?”
“Are you asking me to not say a word and watch Ayesha die?”
“Of course, we’ll try to do our best. But if we can’t do anything, we’ll have to bear it.”
Bangladesh}
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“Oh, my dear, please don’t say that! I’ve brought her up with my blood and sweat. When our mother died,
Ayesha was just a year old. Won’t it break my heart to send her into exile?”
“I’ve already said, Amen, we’ll try with all our might to save her. But what if we fail? It’s Allah’s wish.”
The person for whom they felt such anxiety and shed so many ears was sleepless too. The unfortunate young
girl lay on a mat next to the window in the adjoining room. She, too, was thinking of the letter from her brother
she had read on the sly—it contained the news of her impending marriage she could not work out what her crime
was to have deserved such a punishment. She could no think of a single evil deed she had done in her life.
“Why then? Why, O Allah? Please sav me, O Allah, protect me, O Rahim!”
Thus the girl prayed for a long time. At last, the load on her breast seemed lighter. Her simple, innocent mind
was convinced that Allah must have heard her prayers. She watched the little stars returning home westwards
across the dark blue expanse of the sky. Ultimately, only one star remained. Was it, perhaps, the night watchman?
3
Abdul Latif, the reputable lawyer of Jessore, was a well-known man. On the day his beautiful, virtuous wife
departed for her heavenly abode, leaving behind three sons and two daughters, the highly-educated lawyer, who
had cleared M.A. and B.L., clutched his baby daughter against his breast and wept like a child.
After the funeral was over, relatives and friends returned to their own homes. As the easy went by, Latif, in
order to forget his grief, began exploring the roads to all kinds of pleasure, including dubious ones.
His fourteen-year-old daughter Amena was married, as was Shafiq-al-Alam, the eldest of his children. Nurul
Alam and Jaan-e-Alam were nine and five respectively. Ayesha was only a year old.,
When well-meaning friends and fathers of nubile daughters got busy prodding the lawyer to get married again,
he, rather reluctantly, tied the knot all over again. This happened two years afer his first wife’s death.
Ayesha grew up happily, in the loving care of her aunt—her father’s brother’s wife. Nine years passed by in
happiness and sorrow, tears and laugher. Flowers bloomed and withered away; many a bud dried up before
flowering. Women kissed the faces of their newborn sons and children were snatched away from their mothers by
destiny. Nine summers scorched the earth to ashes, to be decked again with the verdant beauty of nine springs.
Rafiq-ak-Haque found a joband took his wife wih him. Amena now had a son and daughter of her own. Shafiqal-alam went withhis faily to Allahabad, where he was posted as the deputy magistrate. Nurul Alam passed his
F.A. and was studying for his B.A. degree. Jaan-e-Alam would tae his Entrance Exam this year. Ten-year-old
Ayesha now lived with her stepmother, as the aunt who had been likie her mother was also in Heaven to be united
with her husband.
Often it is as difficult to get a stepmother’s love, as it is to pluck the flowers of Heaven. Ayesha’s case was no
different. There was no one in the household to comfort the motherless child, who would be bombarded by the
stepmother’s acerbic barbs. Endless tears and the ragged textbook she had managed to retrieve were her sole
companions. She would be taunted by all and sundry for her excessive attachment to that little book—a rarity
among village folk.
Even when she was deeply hurt by the biting scorn directed at her, she would remain silent. Seeing her
unbroken resolve, the critics finally conceded that oje who showed such eagerness to learn Bengali could not but
turn out to be utterly “dishonest”.
But the shameless, obstinate girl continued to study with the same diligence. She visited sultan on a regular
basis, beseeching him,
Please, Brother, I beg of you, do tell me the meaning of this couplet!”
4
Rafiq was the sub-deputy of Rajshahi District. His home was in Shahjadpur, where his mother stayed with his
two sisters and a brother. One of the sisters was married when their father was still alive. Rafiq was home with six
months’ leave, to get his younger sister Mariam married. Mariam Banu was married with customary fanfare, to
the young lawyer Haidar Ali. Amena had sent for Ayesha well before the ceremony began. Her father and brothers
also came for the wedding. At the time of leaving Latif wanted to take Ayesha back with him. Amena requested
her father,
“Let Ashu be with me now, Father. When I go to Rajshahi, I’ll go via Jessore and reach her home.” Latif
therefore went back with his sons.
A month went by. One day the two sisters were talking in Amena’s bedroom. Amena said,
“Ashu, you are missing home, aren’t you?” Smiling, Ayesha replied,
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“No, Apa, I don’t miss home at all. See how I play about all day—no work, no chores, and you never scold me
either!”
“Does Ma scold you a lot?”
“I don’t feel too sad when Ma scolds me. But I really feel miserable when she doesn’t allow me to study. Just
because I study a little Bengali, they sway such ugly things!” Ayeha’s voice became heavy as she said those last
words.
“What does Father say?”
“Father does not know about this, he encourages me to read. And Rangabhai has sent me such lovely books,
Apa! You could have had a look if I brought them along! Such beautiful stories!” Ayesha’s eyes sparkled. Gazing
at her sister’s happy face, Amena said,
‘Well, you may read her without fear! Asha, do you remember Rangabhai?”
“Not really. Where is he now?”
“In Calcutta.”
Suddenly they heard footsteps approaching, and the two sisters drew the veil over their heads. Rafiq came in,
three letters in hand. He gave two to Amena and said,
“Read them!” Ayesha, who was about to leave the room, stopped on seeing the letters, asking,
“Where did the letters come from, Apa?” Amena opened a letter and read it silently.
9th of Jaishtha
Jessore
Dear Amena,
My blessings to you. The zamandar of Nabipur had invited me to met him. He wants Ayesha as his daughter-in-law.
They are very rich and have a huge house. It is surrounded by a large garden and fruit orchards. They also have a house
in Calcutta. It is a very large estate.
The zamindar has a son and a daughter. The son will inherit most of the property after his father’s death. The
zamindar’s wife came out in my presence, to talk about Ayesha.
“Oh, the poor motherless child!” she said. She showed me all the jewelry inlaid with precious stones that she has got
made for her son’s bride.
I have given my consent after due consideration. Since they were in a hurry, I have fixed the date on the coming 5 th
of Asharh—I didn’t have time to let all of you know. You all must come here by the end of this week.
Asha will live in great happiness, dear. You needn’t worry.
Yours affectionately,
Abdul Latif

The other letter was from Nurul Alam.
Apa.
Father is not giving Asha in marriage, but sacrificing her! I beg you, Apa, don’t throw her alive in the flames! I
know the groom. Despite trying his utmost, his father was able to get him to study only up to the Third Standard. Now
wine and harlots are his constant companions. He has some kind of a persistent ailment an his brain is slightly affected
too.
So far his parents haven’t been able to marry him off though they tried very hard. They have taken advantage of the
fact that our father’s a simple soul, and duped him. Seeing their house and property, the jewelry, etc., father thinks Ashu
would live like a queen. I tried to stop him, but he didn’t listen to me. I beseech you, please save Ashu. You and your
husband must not give your consent to this marriage. If you are absolutely unable to stop Father, poison the poor girl’s
food without trepidation.
Yours,
Nuru

Amena glanced at Ayesha with a pale face. Ayesha repeated,
“What is it, Apa? Is everything all right in Jessore?”
“Yes, now off you go to Amma.”
Ayesha departed, her thoughts anxious. Amena looked at her husband.
“What do we do now?”
“Allah will show the way! I have an invitation to attend Hossain’s wedding in Pangsha. Let’s go to Jessore via
Pangsha.”
“Why should I go to Pangsha?”
“Why, you’ve also been invited! No, it’s true! He’s asked me to bring you along. He’ll be angry if I went
without you. Let’s leave tomorrow.”
“Will you save my Ashu?”
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“Of course we’ll try!”
“It’ll be enough if you try. There’s nothing you can’t do!”
“Who do you think your husband is? The emperor of Delhi? Or some great pir or saint?”
“Someone even greater.” They set out the next day.
5
Reaching Jessore, Amena and her family found that not many of the relatives had arrived. Shafiq had written to
his father, expressing his disapproval of the match. Nur did the same. The lawyer was very annoyed. He just
couldn’t understand why these crazy, stupid wretches were opposing his dream of a happy future for his daughter.
Seeing her father’s anger, Amena too did not have the courage to say anything. The wan-faced Ayesha sat
alone, pondering over her future, which appeared too terrible to contemplate. Suddenly, Amena called her.
“Ashu, come here and see who has arrived!”
Ayesha entered the next room and stood dumb-founded. A young man who looked familiar sat in the room.
What bright, cheerful eyes he had! Their glance, as dazzling as lightning, seemed to penetrate the innermost
recesses of the heart. A wide forehead indicated how intelligent the young man must be. His full lips were forever
smiling. The dark curved eyebrows seemed to put even Cupid’s flower-bedecked bow to shame! As Ayesha stood
motionless, like a statue, and stared at the young man, he smiled gently and said,
“I hope you’re well, Ashu?”
At the sound of his melodious voice, Ayesha was startled. She looked downards. Amena smiled and said,
“Don’t you recognize Rangabhai, Ashu?”
Rangabhai! Anwar Hossain! Such a handsome man! Ayesha bent low to salute him. The youth asked once
more,
“Are you well?”
“I am,” replied Ayesha indistinctly, and sat down beside him. She did not even realize it when her eyes rose
slowly and fastened themselves on the young man’s face. When the two pairs of eyes met, she started and quickly
lowered her own. A sudden smile glowed on Anwar Hossain’s handsome face. Embarrassed, Ayesha quickly left
the room. Amena said,
“Father has fixed the wedding date on fifth Asharh. He is not listening to appeals from anyone. Allah alone
knows what fate has in store for her!”
“I cannot understand why Uncle had this fancy,” commented Awar Hossain.
“Well, he must be thinking that Ansu will be a zamindar’s wife, wear gold jewelry all over her body. What else
can it be?”
“Can a person be happy with landholdings and jewelry?”
“Who will explain that to Father?”
“Doesn’t Aunt say anything? She is the one who should protest!” said the young man. Amena heaved a deep
sigh.
A little later, Anwar Hossain went to see Amena’s stepmother. She greeted him affectionately, asked him how
he was, requested him to take a seat and served some refreshments. After talking to her for a while, Anwar
Hossain left the inner quarters to go sit in the drawing room.
Amena called Ayesha, “Ashu, go, check the time on Father’s watch. Better still, fetch it if you can.” Ayesha was
hesitating on the verandah of her stepmother’s room. What if the young man who had wrought magic on her was
still in there! Her stepmother called out,
“What is it, Ayesha! What do you want? Come in!” Ayesha walked inside and said,
“Apa wants he watch.” The elder lady picked up the watch, gave it to her sister-in-law who sat in front of her
and said,
“Go and give it to Raushan’s mother.”
Ayeha remained in her stepmother’s room. Noticing a couple of biscuits and a piece of cake on a platter, she
asked,
“Who are these for, Ma?”
“I had served them to Anwar. He picked up a few and left the rest. Why don’t you have them?”
Ayesha hid a desire to laugh aloud. She thought,
“Food blessed by he Lord! And I am being asked to have it!”
She thought it was a sign of God’s grace that the suggestion should come from her stepmother. After all, these
were hers by right. She picked them up almost reverentially.
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6
Ayesha sat fanning her father. Suddenly, the sound of footsteps startled her. Her eyes, eager as those of a doe
bewitched by flute music, turned towards the door. Whose footsteps were these?
Anwaqr Hossein entered with a telegram in his hand. Opening it Latif asked,
“Anwar, I hear you are leaving today.”
“Yes, Uncle,” he replied.
“Won’t you come to Ashu’s wedding?”
“I probably won’t be able to make it, Uncle.”
The young man went away, each footstep ripping through the heartstrings of the fourteen-year-old girl.
Ayesha sat next to the window, staring at the dense darkness outside. Her heart too was filled with darkness, rid
of a single beam of light. Anwar would go home tonight. Well, let him go! He was married. If he knew about
Ayesha’s feelings, he might spit at her out of hatred. Father, meanwhile, continued to be adamant. Doomsday—
fifth of Asharh—was approaching fast! Only fifteen days were left!
“Save me, save me, O All-Powerful One! Can you not save this ordinary girl? Mother—O dear Mother? Why
did you leave this unfortunate girl behind! There is no one here today to protect her, Mother, no one at all! She
will sink deep! Allah, why then did you give her a glimpse of Heaven when she was destined to stay forever in
Hell! Was the dazzle of lightning meant to highlight the nature of darkness, to show the tortures of Hell?
“Anwar Hossain! What a honeyed name! No, I will not give up these thoughts. I cannot give them up! Let him
hate me! I will find my happiness by loving him secretly, in my heart. I will never marry anyone else, never!” The
innocent, ignorant girl fetched the Qur’an Sharif, placed it on her head and said,
“O Allah, be my witness! O limitless sky! O limitless creation! You are my witnesses! I will never call anyone
my husband except Anwar Hossain. Never!”
Alas! unwise woman! Would you ever manage to atone for the wrong you committed today!
In the morning, Ayesha’s brother and sister came into her room. Nur called,
“Hey, Ashu! Still in bed?”
Ayesha lay with her eyes shut. She opened her eyes now and sat up, hearing her brother’s call. Looking at her
face, Amena’s grave face became even more so. Nur said,
‘Why is your face swollen? And your eyes—why are they all red??” Ayesha replied nervously,
“I’ve slept a lot, that’s why!” Nur turned to Amena and said,
“Listen, Apa, I had quite an argument with Rangabhai last night! He said, girls should receive an education and
I said, absolutely not. What do you say, Apa?”
Amena didn’t reply. She was lost in thought. Ayesha asked hesitantly,
“Has he left, Brother?”
“Sure. He must have reached home by now! Probably sitting and chatting with his wife.
Ayesha lay down and closed her eyes again. When Nur called her later, she did not reply. Amena said,
“She’s not feeling well. Leave her alone.”
7
On D-day, Ayesha was married off, and nobody could prevent the act. Amena’s tears and Nurul Alam’s pitiful
appeals were dismissed as childish. Amena, already reprimanded, used her last argument, saying,
“Father, Ayesha will kill herself crying! She doesn’t agree to this marriage!” The answer she got was,
“All girls cry at their wedding, my dear daughter! After marriage it will be impossible to persuade Ayesha the
Queen to visit this house!” These words were accompanied by a loud fit of laughter.
Rafiq Sahib and Nur Alam made a final effort in the wedding-assembly itself. The groom’s father told them,
“We hear that the girl doesn’t agree to the marriage, that she is crazy about your brother? Well, is this the place
to bring up such matters? You’ve forced us to talk! I accepted the girl in spite of the talk because my son has his
drawbacks, but one should not condone a sin!”
Rafiq and Alam felt such shame, humiliation and hatred that they wanted to take off their shoes and give the
nasty, foul-mouthed boor a proper lesson. They, however, left the wedding-assembly quietly, praying for Ayesh’s
death. Incidentally, since Latif was not present there, he did not hear the comment.
Ayesha had believed till the last minute that Allah Himself would save her. And perhaps, if the marriage went
through despite everything, she a least hoped to be dead. But Allah had already wrought her fate, and He did not
revoke His own injunction. As for the child, though a storm of emotions exploded in her heart, it did not break nor
did the earth split beneath her feet! Her last hope was that she would not answer when they asked for her consent
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at the wedding ceremony, but her broken “nays” could not stop the marriage. Her weak outcry was drowned in the
clamor of pipes, drums and kettledrums. Even their mother in Heaven must have been moved by Amena’s
laments.
When the swooning Ayuseha was lifted by others the whole world seemed to revolve around her like a haze of
twirling smoke.
*
Dressed as a bride, Ayesha sat on a side of the bed. Her husband Omar Ali commanded,
“Come here.”
The bride did not move. Not getting a response even after he had called her two or three times, the husband’s
pride in his proprietary rights was hurt. It became difficult for him to remain calm. Hurling obscene abuses at his
wife, he roared,
“Oh, has your … forbidden you to speak tome?”
Still, no attempt was made by the disobedient wife to respect his commands. Omar strode up to his bride and
flung her veil aside. She was trying unsuccessfully to stop her tears by holding her lips between here teeth. But
the unceasing stream of tears drenched the clothes on her breast.
“O you fallen woman! You wicked girl! Are you sorry because you’re married to me?”
A violent kick by the husband flung the bride off the bed.
Those who surreptitiously had their ears glued to the door, spying upon the newly-weds, as was customary,
were shocked. Someone ran to inform Amena and Latif. Amena went away, trying hard to control herself. An
outraged Latif had begun to growl, but his wife caught hold of his hand.
“Shame on you, are you going to hit your son-in-law? How people will laugh! You have given your daughter
in marriage—let her husband hit her or cut her up, do whatever he pleases! What right do you have to interfere?
They didn’t beg to marry your daughter!” And Latif sahib sank down like a lion trapped unawares.
Nevertheless, the matter was taken up with Ayesh’s father-in-law the next day. He said,
“Omar is still immature. He will never repeat the wrong he did. I will take the responsibility for your
daughter’s well-being.”
Afer dusk, zamindar Abdas Sattar left for Habipur with his son and daughter-in-law, Ayesha, who was like
grief personified, touched her father’s feet as she said farewell.
“May you live like a queen, my child,” the father said, with his blessings.
Amena clasped her sister to her breast and she bitter tears. Her bosom pressed tight against her sister’s in a
close embrace. Ayesha wept with deep anguish. Staring at the head of his sister, who had bent down to touch his
feet, Nur said, choking,
“I pray that I never see your face again, Ayesha!”
Drenched in tears, and making everyone around her cry as well, Ayesha went away. By then, the golden glow
of evening had faded and the darkness of night had, mercifully, covered the world. …
9.141 The Land\fn{by Achintya Kumar Sen Gupta (1903- )} Nokahali Town, Nokahali District, Chittagong Division,
Bangladesh (M) 5
“What do you want?” the headmaster snarled. Some one was moving about outside the door.
Intimidated, the man was going away when the headmaster looked up and saw his pupil, Azizur Rahman, in
front of him. “See who it is!” he said.
The headmaster dreaded this time of the year. Three years previously, in Narattompur, his house had been
razed to the ground and anonymous letters addressed to him by the dozen. This place was not as much of a village
as Narattompur but it was difficult for him to know the intentions of people beforehand. An eerie feeling of fear
not unsurprisingly overcame him even in the middle of the day.
“My father, sir,” Aziz faltered.
The possibility had not occurred to Gurudayal Babu.\fn{A note reads: babu: Bengali equivalent of Mr. or Esq.} He was
taken unawares.
Amanat, holding to the rope of his son’s introduction, plucked up his courage and entered the room. The
absence of any resemblance whatsoever between father and son perplexed the headmaster. Aziz was dressed in
loose trousers, striped shirt and warm coat. The coat was open over his chest and the collar of his shirt, starched
and ironed, stood out in stiff wings. He wore sandals. Amanat, by contrast, was wearing a short lungi\fn{A note
reads: a straight strip of cloth wrapped around the waist by Muslim men. From Burmese lungyi.} and a tight vest of rough printed
material. An old shawl hung from his shoulder. He was elderly.
It did not take Gurudayal Babu long to surmise why he had come. Still, as he was the guardian of one of his
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pupils, he must be asked to sit down.
“Please sit down.”
Amanat sat down on the floor beside the door although an empty chair stood in front of him. He folded his
hands and began to speak. “He is my only son,” the old man said, “Babu, unless you are merciful.”
The boy was nowhere to be seen. He had introduced his father and taken himself off.
“Your son has failed in three subjects,” Gurudayal did not conceal his annoyance. “We have extended our
consideration to two subjects. But how can we go beyond that?”
“I’m a peasant and do not understand such things. If only you will take pity on my boy.”
“Pity!” Gurudayal Babu smiled. “If it is only a matter of pity, why shouldn’t I pity the school benches and
desks too? If I permit your son to pass it is only fair that I should pass them as well.”
“I have no one else, Babu!”
Gurudayal Babu, confronted with such logic, felt helpless. He came out t the verandah. Amanat followed him.
He repeated his entreaty. Written down, it would have been irritating but being spoken, it sounded somehow
pathetic.
“What do you do?”
“I? I am a householder!”
“That means? Farming?”
“How else can I get food for my family?”
“Have you tenants? Or do you sharecrop your land?”
Amanat suppressed a sigh. “Only ten bighas\fn{A note reads: bigha: roughly one third of an acre.} of land are left,” he
said, “how can I rent them or sharecrop it?”
“Do you work it yourself?”
“Who else will do it? Tell me! Now and then I engage an extra hand or two and occasionally rent out a piece.
For the rest I do the work myself.”
Gurudayal Babu stopped. He had thought Amanat might be a small merchant or the holder of a tenure. It hurt
him to think he was just a common cultivator who did his own ploughing. He looked hard at Amanat, running his
eyes from his head to his feet. There was no doubt about it. the man obviously worked on the land himself.
All trace of politeness vanished from Gurudayal’s voice. He demanded, “Then how did you contract this horse
disease?”
Amanat gazed at him uncomprehendingly.
“I am asking you,” Gurudayal Babu explained, “why you have entered your son in this horse race? What was
the need for him to exchange the plough for a pen?”
Amanat at last understood his insinuation. “He wants to be big.” Amanat tried to make his dull eyes shine.
“He is big enough!” Gurudayal Babu’s tone was slightly contemptuous. Amanat did not notice. “A peasant’s
son! He has studied up to the tenth grade! That will earn him a village teacher’s job. He will at least be able to
write out deeds in the registry office.”
“No, sir,” Amanat’s eyes brightened again, “he is not content to have so lowly a position. He wants to be a
magistrate, an M.P., a minister—”
“But why doesn’t he study then?”
“He will study, Babu, he’ll study all right. Please promote him this time and I’ll engage a special tutor for
him.”
“You seem to have a lot of money!” a wrinkle appeared in the corner of Gurudayal Babu’s left eye. “Do you
lend money on interest?”
“No such luck!” Amanat’s head drooped toward the ground, in an attitude of dejection.
“Then how do you manage with only ten bighas? How much have you saved? How many mouths do you
feed?”
“Ten bighas under the plow, Babu. But I had seventy bighas! They were divided into three separate holdings.
Most of it was low-lying well-watered land, yielding ten to twelve maunds of paddy per bigha. When I brought in
the grain to store it …” Amanat’s voice grew indistinct.
“What has happened to it?”
“It has gone to educate the boy. The money-lender took it on a usufractuary mortgage and wrote that it was in
payment of interest in the document. Then he sold it to realize the principal. I signed a hand note for ten rupees.
Later I heard he claimed a hundred. A hundred is made by adding an “0” to ten, I’m told. That has happened to me
because I do not know how to read or write. So I thought if my son could have an education no one would be able
to cheat him. He will be able to look after the property.”
“What does it take to read a deed! Your son has learned enough!”
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“That is what I tell him, sir. Enough! What will he do with more education? I beg him to come away, so the
two of us, father and son, can work the land together. Our bins will fill with gold. I’ll be able to recover all my
seventy bighas!” Amanat’s eyes shone once again.
“What does he say?”
“He is not willing.”
“How can he be? He wears three layers of clothing now! A shirt over his vest and a coat over his shirt! You’ve
complicated things. How can he forego so much?” Gurudayal Babu smiled.
Amanat was silent a minute. Then he said, “That is why the only way out for him is to pass his examinations.
Please allow him to finish his schooling.
“The matter is no longer in my hands. The secretary takes care of promotions. You can go and see him about it.
How much of a crop has your land yielded this year?” Gurudayal Babu frowned and left him.
Amanat had planted part of his land in plantains. Filling a basket with them he called on the secretary at his
house.
Bhujanga Haldar was not only the secretary of the school: he was the manager of the bank and an honorary
magistrate as well. He was known by the general nickname of The Honorary or, by a shift in accent and altered
pronunciation, The Hungry. And for that reason his demands in everything were rather high.
Bhujanga Babu mistook Amanat for a fruit vendor and was about to turn him away, but he softened a little
when he heard his request and had mentally appraised the weight of the basket. “The final list will be hung up on
thenotice board tomorrow morning. Let me see who else comes.”
Amanat’s home was about six miles from the town, in the village of Moraldanga. Two small inlets had to be
crossed to reach it. Aziz lived in the school’s hostel. He could not walk the distance on a diet of watered rice and
onions. Aziz was Amanat’s only surviving son; two strong boys had shivered to death with fever. Some girls were
left but girls are superfluous in a peasant’s home. He had married again in his old age in order to have sons but his
wife was always ailing.
Amanat had been out of temper since the morning. His wife had nagged him the whole night long. Aziz, she
said, was consuming everything. He had dragged them a long way from their former state of prosperity. “Wait a
little longer,” Amanat pleaded, “Aziz will recover everything.” She retorted, “Nonsense! We’ll have to live on
wild arum.”
What she had seen in her time was not negligible. Their threshing floor had lain like a park for them to walk in;
a large hall had graced their house. They owned a cycle, two ox carts and three hurricane lanterns. And she had
even had a gold ornament or two. Where had it all gone? The corrugated iron roof on the house had been replaced
by thatch. The ox carts, oxen and cycle were held by the money-lender as security. The threshing floor was
farmed now and the space around the house shrank from day to day as trees and crops drew closer.
But Amanat had not given up hope. He still stood on the mound beside the house and estimated the distance to
which the boundary of his farm had stretched towards the horizon in the old days. The name of his grandfather,
Ejaraddi Shekh, Mudfat Ejaraddi Shekh, could still be seen in the papers of the landlord. Azxiz would win it all
back. No fear. Aziz would marry and bring him grandsons. His grandsons would work in the fields with him
sixteen hours a day. The sky would darken and rain fall until it stood knee-deep on the land. Out of the water
would rise a thin green covering of paddy, thickening to golden grain.
Aziz came the afternoon of the next day.
“The list has been posted, father,” he said, “Only Lakshman Mandal’s name is missing. He refused to sign a
handnote because he didn’t have the money.”
Amanat ought to have been pleased but his eyes did not brighten. His son seemed a stranger to him, out of
place. The boy was over-clever, too flashy. In his presence things were out of joint.”
“You’ve passed,” said his step-mother. “Couldn’t you bring us some sweetmeats?” She turned away.
Amanat remembered that he was in the habit of bringing home sweets when he sold his paddy for a good price
in the town market. “Good news!” he used to cry, “the price of fine rice is up. I’ve bought you rashagollas. And a
bundle of lotus leaves. Serve everybody on lotus plates!”
Where were those good days?
“Uncle has brought this molasses sweetmeat for us, Granny.”
“Not molasses, stupid!” Aziz corrected the child, “that is chocolate. The children of sahibs and memsahibs like
it.”
That added to the taste of the candy. A scramble for the paper wrappings followed.
“I have been allowed to sit for the matriculation,” Aziz reminded Amanat, “but the fees and all will cost forty
or fifty rupees.”
“Money?” Amanat seemed to shake inside, “Where will I get so much?”
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“How can I do without it? Are you going to let the boat sink in sight of the landing?”
It might have been better so! Amanat’s heart felt as dry as parched land.
“Leave it now, Aziz. Do you see that river? It used to mark the boundary of my holding.” Amanat’s eyes shone
with tears as he gazed at the point where, to the south, the distant line of water flowed into the white of the sky. “It
has all gone from my hands. Come, let us work together at the plow. We can recover it and gather it back to our
hearts.”
Aziz laughed. “Are you out of your mind? Of course I shall bring it all back. Let me grow up like a man! What
are you worrying about? Do you think this cottage will stay thatched? All the buildings will turn into brick and
mortar. We’ll buy up all the land rights, sublet to tenants, ryots and others—you won’t have to dirty yourself
pushing the plough any more. We’ll collect rent in kind and in cash.”
“How can I live without feeling the touch of the earth?”
“The touch of soap will keep you alive just as well, father.” Aziz laughed again. “Don’t worry!”
No, the boat could not be allowed to sink in sight of the landing. But where was he to get the money? The local
money-lenders had drawn the strings of their purses tight. Not one of them was willing to lend a pice. There was
no question of a straight loan; no one would agree even to a loan against a mortgage. Still he had to try. Throwing
a quilt over his shoulders Amanat set out for the house of the Haji Sahib.
The Haji Sahib spluttered like an egg-plant in hot oil when he heard Amanat’s request. “How have you the face
to ask for a loan again?” he cried. “You got back two mortgage deeds with the help of the Board’s jugglery! One
for two bighas and one for three! Why do you want more money? You don’t seem to have broken your bad
habits!”
“The fees for my son’s examination must be aid. I want about fifty rupees, Haji Saheb. You may choose your
terms—a usufractuary mortgage or a deed which gives you the ownership of the land if my debt is not paid by a
specified date, whichever you prefer. I cannot go to the Board twice.”
“I have nothing to do with such underhand dealing but I’ll consider it if you can talk straight.”
“How much do you want for how much money?” Amanat asked bluntly.
“Those five bighas. I must have the five bighas you cheated me out of. If you’ll sell them I’ll give you a
hundred rupees.”
“But I do not need a hundred rupees now!” Amanat scarcely breathed.
“Who doesn’t need money? You are telling me something new, Miah! If you don’t want to spend it at the
moment, you can put it aside.”
“But it is good low-lying, farm land. Only twenty rupees a bigha?”
“Then you can beat your drum! If you don’t like my terms, try elsewhere. I say what I mean. Without respect
of persons!”
“Take two bighas! Take two and throw down fifty rupees. Be merciful, Haji Saheb.” Amanat stretched himself
on the ground in supplication.
“I ask you, Miah, who needs it most, you or I? I want the five bighas in one lot. The land is not equally
valuable. Some of it is upland, for grazing. I know every foot of it by heart. You may not need so much money but
I need all the land. If you are willing, let’s come to anagreement. If you want half of thecrop you can have it since
the land has already been planted. Do you understand? More than that I cannot concede.”
What a swindler! Thought Amanat. How cunning! Yet he kept the words back with his teeth.
There was no help for it! Where else would he get money? How could Aziz grow up like a man? The fees had
to be paid within seven days. Aziz had sent a reminder. Amanat lost his sense of direction in the dark that whirled
around him; he put the impress of his left thumb diagonally across the deed.
The heads of the paddy flashed and rippled like fire. The fields filled with gold as they ripened. The Haji
Saheb’s agent measured off the five bighas. Only half the crop was his, though Amanat had labored for it alone.
“Keep this fifty rupees with you,” he said to his wife.
“Is this for jewelry for me?” she turned around.
“I am in no mood for your joking today. Stop it.”
“Why? What has happened? Where did you get the money?”
“By robbery. From now on robbery will be my means of livelihood.” Amanat’s eyes glittered.
“Tell me the truth. Who gave you the money?”
“Who can give it to me? Who else have I to help me except this land of mine? What other property? I am a
fool. I’ve sold it all!”
“You’ve sold more land, have you? How much? Are we all to die of hunger?” his wife drew her sari over her
eyes.
“Don’t be alarmed, my wife. We have Aziz. And God. We will get everything back again!”
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The paddy was harvested and divided on the threshing floor. The Haji Sahib’s cart was heavily laden. He did
not leave a wisp of straw behind. Amanat seemed to have lost his strength. He grew thinner from day to day. His
glow was gone.
The fifty rupees they had put aside could not be kept. It flew away. Aziz had to go to the city for his
examination. His traveling expenses were to be paid. He needed clothes and money for food while he was there.
His account was a deficit one. the other children’s clothes were ragged and dirty. Yet Amanat kept his fist closed
as tightly as possible. He was told Aziz owed his tutor two months salary, twenty rupees.
“Are you going to turn fakir\fn{A note reads: a Muslim holy man.} and leave the world?” demanded his wife,
angrily.
“You don’t know what you are talking about. Aziz will set us on a throne. You can live in the palace, my wife,
but I will clasp my land to my heart!”
They still had five bighas left. The sky blazed; not a scrap of cloud was anywhere in it. Amanat turned his face
up to the heavens and drove his plough. There was no rain in the country roundabout that year.
They were no longer even half-fed. It was, perhaps, time for him to hire himself out as a day-laborer.
No. God existed. Aziz managed to scrape through his exams. Who dared to call him a peasant’s son any more?
His position in the world was changed.
“What are you going to do, Aziz?” Amanat put the question respectfully.
“You do not have the means to educate me further,” he answered, “so I’ll take a job.”
Several jobs were available. One was that of a clerk in the law courts. There would be a test for the sake of
appearances. The one who could give the District Head Clerk most was sure to get it. The other candidates would
be rejected.
“He has agreed to take a hundred rupees, father.”
“More money!”
There was nothing surprising about it. It was not enough jut to bring the boat to land. It needed an anchor.
They still had five bighas to provide the money.
The Haji Sahib came, bringing with him ink and paper and sealing wax. The last five bighas followed the
others.
Not even the news that Aziz had got the job could stop the old man’s weeping. “I’ve lost everything, my wife,”
he cried, “I am destitute.”
Only the ancestral homestead was left. But what could he do with it if there was no land attached?
Aziz brought the whole family to the town, his place of work. He would manage somehow on his pay. It was
thirty rupees a month, but there <were> other sources of income. He had already discovered them. He knew his
way about and was not afraid of anybody.
But even tobacco had lost its flavor for Amanat. It was not long before his rugged physique broke and
rheumatism began to torture his joints. The wife of his second son had separated from her husband and the wife of
his eldest was on the point of doing likewise. Her mother-in-law still clung to hi. But there were times when
Amanat felt like divorcing her and returning to the embrace of the soil—to marry again in his old age, a girl
young and fresh, with a complexion like new gold, to raise an army on the soil, an army that would make the land
wave with green as far as the eye could see!
His days dragged slowly. His arms and legs lost their skill, and grew stiff. A bitter taste rose into his mouth
after meals. Aziz rented a nook for him in the market-place. There he sits, wearing spectacles, and sews. He
makes shirts and vests. It is a respectable business. Amanat is no longer a peasant; he is a tailor. Aziz is a tailor’s
son, not a peasant’s. It sounds much better.
But on days when the sky grows dark and rain rings on the corrugated roof, Amanat’s sewing machine stops
almost of its own accord. To him the rain is the sky weeping. And with it comes the call of his land. His land calls
him—calls—from a great distance, it calls. Amanat, it calls, come away!
292.87 1. The Need For Education Among Muslim Women 2. Freedom For Muslim Women: Two Essays\fn{by
Fazilatunnesa 1905-1975)} Kamalli, Tangail District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 4
1
I was invited by the president of Al-Mamun club to read an essay here today. There is nothing perhaps as
beneficial as the enthusiasm for societal progress jointly inspired by the thought-processes of men and women. To
unite these two streams of thought, it is necessary that men and women get to understand each other. Therefore , I
am truly grateful for the opportunity you have provided for creating an acquaintance between your thought650

processes and ours. But I have no suitable material for you: I must therefore beg your pardon for my
unworthiness.
If you expect me to read out an essay, you will, no doubt, be disappointed. I came here today to speak about a
few drawbacks for which Indian Muslim society is regarded as backward. But first let me out that perhaps I will
be forced to speak certain unpalatable truths. I hope your educated minds will be able to accept them in the right
spirit.
In every age, country and society young people welcome new ideas, since they are the ones who have the
courage and directness to break away from tradition and habit and set out on a new untrodden path. When they
feel the need for progress and look around freely, then and only then is something worthwhile achieved.
Therefore, in spite of my own unworthiness, I will gather together all my strength to point out our drawbacks and
needs. Until these problems are addressed, they will have to be pointed out again and again, no matter how
repetitious it might seem
All educated people are aware of how far behind our country is compared to others in the field of education.
The state of women’s education is even less satisfactory, and the condition of our community, even worse! So
today I wish to highlight the need for women’s education among Muslims before the young men of the
community. I have had the chance to step out of purdah and be acquainted with the world and, therefore, I think
of the girls who have not had this opportunity. I would like to tell you about all the things missing from their
world. Moreover, I want to stress that this incomplete state not only spoils their lives but has a destructive
influence on society itself, threatening constantly to pull it down.
For enriching one’s life and equipping one to work for society, two things are of prime importance: education
and freedom. I am, of course, talking about social freedom. The primary need is education, because true education
influences the desire for social freedom by creating freedom of thought. Those who have been brought up in an
atmosphere of freethinking and diverse viewpoints easily break the walls of blind tradition, let their personalities
develop and live with their heads held high.
The foremost intellectuals of the world like Romain Rolland and Bertrand Russell propagate the truth that what
a human being most desires is personal freedom. So far, society has always sacrificed the individual at the altar of
the group, but that age is over. The mantra of the new age is: “It is wrong to sacrifice the individual for the good
of society”. Societies that gave individuals the greatest opportunities to blossom have progressed the most. In
most societies today this individualism is apparent.
What do we find when we look at our own society?
Far from giving individuals any freedom, half of society has been suppressed in such a way that perhaps no
one remembers that they exist! Each and every limb and organ of the human body is equally useful—and the
same is true of society. Men and women are two parts of society’s body. The needs of both are practically equally.
But our society tries to progress even as it ignores half of itself.
Can anything be sadder or more disappointing than this? Women are made to stay hidden behind the purdah:
nothing from the outer world is allowed to touch them. Time goes by, but no effort is made to remove this
weakness and restore a measure of health to society. Now that you are making an effort, I found the courage to
say these words here.
I would like to express the noblest desire of my sisters in the words of Rabindranath Tagore:
I am no goddess, no small
Insignificant woman!
Not one to be worshipped
Or neglected to be cast off.
That is not for me.
If you keep me by your side,
Amongst your fears and worries,
Make me part of your path,
A friend in your sorrows and your joys,
Then you would know me!

Now in order to fulfill this demand, get involved and throw themselves heart and soul in the service of country
and society, what women need is education. By education I do not refer only to the degrees one earn from colleges
and universities. We need education that removed the prejudices from men’s minds and widens them; the sort that
teaches us to sacrifice selfish desires and make strangers a part of the family; the kind that gives us a sense of
judgment to know right from wrong. In short, what we need is: “The harmonious development of all our faculties
—mental, physical and moral.”
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Generally speaking, we can say that every human being requires such an education in keeping with the special
needs of his/her field. Therefore, since the demand is justified, I complain on behalf of women: why are Muslim
women denied the benefits of education? I wish to say that they are the ones more in need of education. It is not
difficult to find the reason. The adage, “the hand that rocks the cradle rules the world” is an old and time-honored
truth, but the Muslim community stands in urgent need of being reminded of it! It is known by all that a mother’s
influence is felt by society through each child. Just as the influence of educated mothers helps take society
forward on the path of progress, the influence of uneducated mothers draws a society backwards. This truth could
be better comprehended if we discussed the present condition of our country.
There is perhaps no need for me to remind you how the conflict between the Hindu and Muslim communities is
on the rise. Efforts are being made to bring the two communities together, though none has been successful so far.
The true reason probably is that the right way of resolving this conflict has not been discovered as yet. I feel a
major reason for keeping this conflict alive is the lack of education among women. Since I must speak on female
education among Hindus, I shall point out how far the ignorance of Muslim women is responsible for keeping this
conflict alive.
Firstly I would like to cite an example of the extent to which blind orthodox beliefs influence human behavior.
A weeping child of five or six years called out to his mother, “Ma, Ma!” At first the mother did not reply. Then
she snapped at him in Urdu,
“Why are you calling me ‘Ma’, you stupid brat? Can’t you say “Amma”!’
Even in the matter of a child addressing his mother there is so much prejudice! The boy who learns his life’s
lessons from this mother will create all kinds of conflicts in society. The values he grows up with will surely let
loose a tide that would lead society towards decline. Who should be blamed? Is it the boy or his mother? Or is it
the people who, by blocking he path of female education, have wrecked all hopes for the future?
We all know that the ideas about man, society and the world implanted in our minds during the early years of
our lives usually remain with us till the very end. Often in our lives we unconsciously act on the beliefs acquired
during childhood. The education of a child usually begins on the lap of his mother. Therefore, the responsibility of
the mother who is also the first teacher is inestimable. The ideas that take deep roots in a child’s mind will, in the
future, influence his views and course of action. Therefore, it is desirable to have a child’s early education on
freedom and liberal ideas. A child ought to be guided, single-mindedly, so that he devotes himself to the service of
his downtrodden motherland in the future. These are the major things a Muslim child must be taught.
They must be made to understand that their homeland is not the Arab countries. Persia, Turkey or Egypt, India
is their birthplace and they are Indians. Nationalism is not based on a common religion but on sharing a common
homeland. The English, French, Germans and other European nations as well as Americans are all Christians. But
no Christian of France will try and introduce himself as a German or an Englishman! The Christians of France
will remain French, just as the Christians of England will remain English. Religion is never of greater importance
than nationality. In the same way, Muslims of India are also Indians, and they ought not to take pride an any other
identity. It is shameful.
Further, children must also be told that their mother-tongue is the language of the Indian state in which they
were born, the dress of that state is their national dress, and in joys and sorrows, in times of prosperity and
poverty, Indians alone are their true kin! It is absolutely necessary that they receive this training. They must
realize that even though religion is an important aspect of one’s personal life, it is not the most important aspect of
national life. To be able to explain that, one requires tolerance of others’ views, which is not easy to achieve
without a liberal education. In the words of Maulvi Mujibar Rahman,\fn{ A prominent journalist and editor of The
Mussalman (founded in 1905)} this is the kind of education Muslims require:
You will not bear ill-will towards the members of other communities. I hope, you will never do that. That would be
un-Islamic. That you have no untouchability amongst you, that your very religion teaches you universal brotherhood,
goes to show that it is not at all the desire of Allah that one human being should entertain hatred towards another.

The seeds of these ideas must be sown in the child’s mind so that they bloom when he becomes an adult.
Communal conflicts could be resolved very easily, if only people of different communities felt this truth in their
hearts and expressed it well.
To make this idea work, the community needs mothers who are educated up to the desired level. The renowned
French hero Napoleon said: “The hope of France is in her mothers!” I want to say the same words with a slight
difference: “The hope of India is in her mothers.” But Indians still have not learnt to give these words, and even
more so the Muslim community, their due. While it is the mother’s job to mould the child into a complete human
being, here own human qualities remain incomplete, not progressing beyond the very basic level. There is no
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attempt to import any sort of education to her, be it intellectual, moral or spiritual. She is exposed only to the
fanaticism of blind faith!
These are some reflections on the need for educating women, as mothers are entrusted with the responsibility
of bringing up children. How important education is in playing the roles of a daughter or a sister becomes clear if
we think about it.
Whenever a change neds to be brought about in society—no matter how noble the improvement being sought
—a conflict with that very society is bound to occur. Again, as long as a society flourishes, it must go through
change, because any living entity cannot remain inert and static. Therefore every society has an eternal need of
those who will stand in the forefront, face the conflict and destroy the obstacles in the path of change. When men
return home, exhausted, listless and enervated, they would collapse unless there was someone to lessen their load
and inspire fresh enthusiasm in them.
Therefore, what they desire is sincere sympathy and unstinted inspiration. They want an exchange of ideas and
feelings. Who will fulfill this deep-rooted desire, renew hope in their despondent hearts, or infuse their tired
minds with fresh vigor? Whether as a wife, daughter or sister, only an educated woman can fulfill this role.
Society is bereft of activity and achievement because it lacks such a woman.
If we analyze the problem dogging the country or society, we will find that in most cases men have wanted to
progress alone by suppressing women. As a result an enfeebled society races fresh problems every day.
Therefore, I appeal to the youth of the country to help destroy the enormous barriers in the path of women’s
progress, created by their lack of education. They will need little more than courage an enthusiasm—and these are
not lacking among the youth!
There is much more to be said about the need for women’s education. But if I proceed further you may not
have the patience to listen. Therefore, I will take your leave by ending with the words of the poet Tennyson:
The Woman’s cause is Man’s; they rise or sink
Together; dwarfed or God-like, bound or free;
If she be small, slight-natured, miserable,
How shall Man grow?

2
Perceptive people will have understood that the Muslim community is faced with many extraordinary
difficulties in the twentieth century. The only way to solve these problems is by using one’s own intellectual and
moral judgment. Therefore, I will say what I feel on the basis of my own knowledge and understanding. Please
forgive me if my words hurt anyone, for I don’t intend to hurt anybody.
“Freedom for Muslim Women”—the word “freedom” here implies freedom of the spirit. And freedom of the
spirit implies using one’s independent, individual thought to serve society and the nation and let one’s intellectual
and moral judgment guide one’s actions. I believe religious texts and words of wisdom help enhance our sense of
intellectual and moral judgment. Instead, if our intellect and conscience are warped or dimmed by religious texts,
they become worthless.
The world is transient. In the twentieth century, therefore, tumultuous winds have managed to raise a flutter in
the hearts of Muslim women who have been asleep for ages. Now they are looking at the world outside, at other
women in the world. Realizing their own physical, intellectual and social degradation when compared to the
others, they feel utterly ashamed of their situation. Women will no longer put up with being mere objects of
pleasure, forsaking their womanhood and individual identity. So far women have deluded themselves and lived in
an unreal world, deprived of enjoying the unique beauty of this earth. But now, full of regret, these women wish
to stop living a life of leisure and be acquainted with the wider world.
Women have become rebellious. But they are not armed with the chief weapons of war—education and
knowledge. All they have is a terrible feeling of self-loathing, self-reproach and, above all, an indomitable desire
for freedom. Just as the feeling of regret nullifies the errors a sinner has committed, making him pure, selfcriticism will make every woman a true human being.
The first thing needed to achieve this is education. By education I do not mean acquiring a few degrees, but
acquiring a power that makes one’s mind noble, liberal and honest, building one’s intellect and sense of moral
judgment. It is a power that gives one the strength necessary for keeping one’s personality an self-respect intact.
Muslim women these days are able to red couple of Bengali books, write a few letters and read Arabic like a
parrot, without understanding what the words mean. I am not against he study of Arabic. But I feel that if any
language, including that in which holy texts are written, is read without comprehension, it is pointless.
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More Muslims than non-Muslims among girl students attend primary school, whereas, at the university level,
Muslim girls are hard to come by. Perhaps certain people feel it is not necessary for girls to aim at higher studies.
But I believe—going by certain instances I have observed—that a little knowledge is a dangerous thing. It may
cause great unhappiness within the family. Some women are quite proud to have received a little education.
I want to stress that primary education is not enough. In fact, often it has adverse effects. But once education is
more widespread, this misplaced pride ceases. Nowadays, just one or two girls are educated; hence they tend to be
arrogant. When all are educated, this arrogance will disappear automatically.
Unless Muslim women are widely educated, this society can never progress. Therefore women cannot sit back,
complacent, having given men the charge. We must take the issue of women’s education in our own hands. We
must be able to introduce ourselves as mature human beings in a civilized society.
Instead of crying like beggars, falling at the feet of men, and bearing the burden of rejection and humiliation,
we must wrest our rightful inheritance and free ourselves from this bondage of womanhood. We lack education,
hence we have no courage—but we must earn that by ourselves.
Muslim women must break the chains that bind them, making them look like hapless, lowly beings in the eyes
of the women of the civilized world. They might end up with bruises on heir feet. But if the struggle frees them
from humiliation an shame, they would have won the battle. These chains not only deprive Muslim women from
gaining what is lawfully theirs; they pull the entire society down, to the path of destruction.
Many people probably realize how much a society’s progress depends on is women. But there are people who
willfully refuse to appreciate this, no acknowledging their debts to women. Women should reject with loathing
any empty words of praise or honor coming from them Such people are incapable of showing true respect, they
are merely play-acting.
I wonder if it would be a good idea to inflict this prison in which women have been locked up and prevented
from enjoying the beauty of the world—which prevents the light of learning from entering the minds of Muslim
women—on men! Nobody would suggest that women are responsible for all the wrong and evil deeds being done
in the world. Then why should women be held prisoners? If imprisonment is necessary, both men and women
ought to share the same fate. Else both have the right to be equally acquainted with the outside world.
All will agree that marital fidelity is an invaluable quality in a woman. But if a woman is locked up behind
closed doors and windows, not allowed a glimpse of the sun’s light, and only then her virtuous nature is made
much of, does it matter?
The woman who meets and overcomes various obstacles and difficulties and defeats temptation when faced
with it is the truly virtuous one. Muslim religious texts do not sanction men keeping women in a cage; rather
women are promised their lawful rights.
It is also said that women must pay for their own actions. If it is so, women should get educated, be aware of
their own rights and be free to lead their lives in line with their own convictions.
The education that one gets in schools and colleges today cannot be called perfect. But rather than sit at home
and be guided blindly by another, it is better to take what is on offer. It is the lesser of the two evils. The problem
of education is an enormous and complex one. People have many different opinions about what the ideal system
of education should be. Without going into that, I will put forward what I, with my limited understanding,
consider suitable for Muslim girls.
Compared to other women, we are really far behind. The pioneers who take the first step might have to forsake
the dream of having a ticket to an imaginary heaven while moving ahead. While we are on this earth, it is better
no to live like inert objects but gain some awareness and match our footsteps with those of the others. To ennoble
and civilize our society, primarily we need women’s education. I feel nothing will be achieved by writing
countless books and reading out endless pages in the form of a speech. Real work has to be done. Muslim girls
have to be educated.
Higher education is not suitable for all, especially the poor. Girls, whose fathers are somewhat well-off, might
easily do something for society and particularly for women, if they put in a little effort. Thus, after a small group
is set up, a huge amount of work can be done. Neither Eden School nor Bethune School was built in a day. What
began with a handful of dedicated teachers has today grown into enormous educational institutions.
Some of the Muslim girls, if they equipped themselves the same way, might well set up a few schools and
colleges to help educate girls in keeping with the ideals of their own religion. Not only tha, following Bethune
School, they too might declare, to get their own back, “Non-Muslim girls will not be admitted”. If they begin
working that way, perhaps, in the future, Muslim women might be emancipated. Otherwise we shall forever be
shackled, forever stumble in the dark.

654

Thus, my sole prayer to my young Muslim brothers is that if they encourage their sister to follow this path,
there is hope for freedom yet. Otherwise, not only will their sisters be destroyed, humanity itself will be
endangered. Therefore I beg them to support the cause of freedom for Muslim women with enthusiasm and effort.
292.98 1. The Dream 2. Song Of Unity 3. The Last Hour Of The Night 4. Literature And Art 5. A Woman’s
Responsibility Towards The Village Community 6. The First Cup Of Tea 7. Women’s Responsibilities
Today\fn{by Mahmuda Khatun Siddiqa (1906-1977)} Kushtia District, Khulna Division, Bangladesh (F) 5½
1
At midnight today,
When wide-eyed I lay,
A dream quietly came
To take my pain away.
The emptiness was gone
I felt you were with me.
Hopes began to rise
In life’s endless sea.
With the beauty of the world,
Tenderness and care
You stood, O my love,
Your sweetest smile so fair.
With soft words you touched
My heart at its core.
‘I came because you called.
Do not weep any more.’
As I fell at his feet
In utter ecstasy,
With cruel blow my dream
Was taken away from me.
Through the open door came
Floods of morning light
Where did you go, O love,
Away from my sight?
I cried out in pain
Knowing what was true:
Dreams are only dreams
In sleep they come to you.
2
Sons of the same mother, Hindu and Mussalman
Destined to be brothers we are, destined to be one.
Cradled by this dark earth,
Tied to this land by birth,
We drink in the same water, play in the same sun,
Speaking in the same tongue
Songs of love that we have sung.
In deep forests, in our blood, streams of poetry run.
Sons of the same mother we are, Hindu and Mussalman.
From our flowers to our skies
A spring of love will rise,
Silently, within our souls, its presence we must learn.
Hatred, anger, bitterness
Will cast us to a wilderness.
End of love in a land of death from where we can’t return,
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Sons of the same mother we are, Hindu and Mussalman.
3
He last hour of night touches with her rush
On sleepless eyes, rest them now.
Night departs at whose sweet call.
Golden streaks are etched on this blue.
All night long you have strung these flowers
Now it is but a garland of tears.
Step for a moment in this land of dreams,
Surrounded by gems, silent and alone.
*
Birds are singing in the blossoms of the trees,
Fairies sing and dance while plucking flowers.
Listen to the flute sounds that fill the air.
Come here, Sorrowful, and lose yourself.
*
Mysterious Night, she touches those eyes,
A calm soft touch that cools the fire.
Lifts the pain as sleep descends,
A beautiful light begins to glow.
*
The stars have dimmed in the nuptial sky,
Drunken and dreamy, the dark night smiles.
All is asleep, silence all around,
Night fans the Earth with her silken brush.
4
There seems to be a lot of confusion regarding art and morality in literary matters. Some people believe at and
morality are not related, others think they are. From the corner of my quiet home I would like to say a thing or
two on this issue.
It would be a mistake to suppose that the presence of art in literature is meant only to create beauty and add
flavor. If we do not take morality into account in whatever we do, there is a chance that something harmful will
come of it. By abusing ethics, beauty itself may get damaged. Beauty, in fact, exists within the ambit of morality.
Beauty, by itself, is not complete. It needs to e propped up by the ethics of aestheticism in order to grow.
Only through morality can the world be kept in order. In fact, ethical principles were created to keep the world
disciplined and orderly. The proof of this is in the fact that moral edicts are what kept society in order. This can be
understood if we take into account the fact that the foundation of peace is laid on orderliness. Hence, we cannot
create art by ignoring morality.
I am not saying that literature should comprise lessons in morality. That will not and cannot happen. That is
because literature does not belong to one or two people; it belongs to the whole world. It reflects the thoughts of
the entire universe, all its happiness and sorrow. By leaving out any one of these, literature loses its strength. It
cannot attract readers completely. And if a book fails to attract the reader totally, none of its qualities will endure
the test of time.
A certain group of authors have recreated man’s daily joys and sorrows so powerful in their books that they
have touched the deepest chords in humanity, helping us to arrive on paths of truth. We look for reflections of our
hearts in literature. We desire self-satisfaction. We are attracted to the source when we receive it.
Yet taste is not the same in everyone. People look for books according to individual taste. Therefore, to keep
the entire country devoted to reading, all kinds of books are required. But even within this variety, ideals have to
be maintained.
I would say art is what keeps our ideals intact, takes us to the road of progress and yet manages to impress with
its beauty. Sometimes, writers create horrible characters to clearly delineate a beautiful one, but a book could be
written all the same, without having to do so. This is evident in Sita Devi’s Bengali translation of George Eliot’s
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memoirs. In this book there is no place for a morally corrupt male or female character. Writing such a book is very
difficult, but by putting in a dedicated effort, one might even find a jewel in a dark cave.
Nowadays, often we read about a woman leaving her husband to serve the country, or a mother sacrificing her
morality for the sake of her child’s welfare. These I cannot accept as ideals. For when women do such things,
overwhelmed by idealism, such “ideals” can only be called disruptive and negative. The above examples are life’s
exceptions. However, exceptions in life cannot constitute literature that represents mankind in general.
Sometimes people write that women belong to the world, that chastity is not related to a woman’s body. How
can they make such a frightening statement? If women belong to the world and being faithful has nothing to do
with her body, the foundation of the whole world will burn to dust in a day. If you see someone you love surrender
to another, will your heart not feel the pain?
Those who consider this as art will see, if they cared to note, that given no one has any right over a woman’s
body, all kinds of atrocities do happen. Those who do this play with hearts, fooling themselves. Nothing sacred
remains in their hearts, which are totally spent.
It is not easy to imagine the mid taking a definite shape. Like water, the mind too will change according to the
shape of the vessel in which it is kept. If we live in a particular country for long, our tastes and morals become
mostly like those of that country. Every book, too, in the same way, constantly influences our minds. As a result
even if the influence is not always evident, it shows in various ways and various works. Whether a worshipper of
beauty or the teacher of morals, authors must remember that whatever they write does not remain limited within
themselves alone.
5
Women think that the area of their work is confined only to their home and their city. But one’s duties do not
end at home. There is a lot to do outside as well. The thought does not occur to them because of a lack of
education.
The rural areas in a country form its core. A third of Hindus and Muslims live in the villages. Amongst them
Muslims are more in number. It is this class of people who produce the food for the country’s consumption. The
learned me of the country do not spare a second glance at those who suffer from malaria during the month of
Paush and are pushed to the brink of death by their labor in growing rice.
Festering ditches and ponds filled with water—breeding sites of mosquitoes—proliferate around their homes.
The cultivators are not negligible in number, and people cannot progress by ignoring them, if a huge section of the
human race doesn’t progress, the progress of humanity is foredoomed to failure. The time has come to think about
these things very seriously.
Muslim society is unable to progress because the villages are lagging behind. The light of four fireflies is not
good enough to remove dense darkness. Today we cannot afford to sit back any more.
Why men alone? Women too must think towards the welfare of people living in villages, and ought to do for
the village the little that they are capable of, and this way society will be able to develop much faster.
In order to prevent malaria in the villages, ponds and ditches need to b filled and jungles and forests cleared.
These, no doubt, are difficult for women to do. But whoever can manage to work from home should do so by
starting Muslim primary schools and educating a few girls. Surely, this should not be very difficult. Some light
will have spread through this process. The effort may, at least, remove superstitions.
In the villages, Muslims of the farmer class are only Muslims in name. Many do not even know who the
founder of Islam is. They only know about the last Prophet and little else. They are unaware of the principles of
generosity, friendliness, equality, democracy inherent in Islam. One who can make them understand that these
issues would not just educate but would have done a pious deed as well.
Of course, there may be an objection, that is, it does not look good if a Muslim girl goes to a different house to
study. However, if one could make he guardians understand that stepping out of purdah was not wrong but
necessary to develop as a human being, then the girl would not be denied permission.
From the village woman’s point of view, it is enough to have one’s basic needs of food and clothing fulfilled. It
is beyond them to think that procuring food and clothes is not the only reason for living, that one does not gain
success in life by these alone, and that there are other important duties and responsibilities in life.
That the Muslim woman is lagging so far behind in education is really sad. One of the important reasons for
this is the unjustified and unreasonable purdah system. This unfortunate practice is sabotaging the very
foundation of woman’s education and is also the main reason for men’s apathetic attitude towards women. Men
are particularly responsible for the harm it is doing us.
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6
The setting was a backward village, the venue a corner of a huge thatch-roofed verandah. The mistress of the
house, seated on a wooden stool close to a stove, was happily putting firewood into it. Water was heating in a
large saucepan on the stove. The lady’s middle-aged husband sat close by, on a wicker stool. Just back from
Calcutta, he shared a story with his wife, waiting for the water to boil for tea.
He had been to Calcutta for the first time and having tasted the lovely flavour of tea, also for the first time, he
was trying to teach his wife how to prepare it. He was eager to have his wife taste this wonderful drink. The wife
stared wide-eyed at her husband’s face as she listened to the stories of Calcutta—in fact “devoured” would be a
more appropriate word to use.
The daughters-in-law and daughters sat around him—some of them rolling out rotis,\fn{Indian flatbread made
from stone-ground whole meal flour} some kneading flour into dough and yet others halting their work to look at
the master’s face and listen to his stories. A variety of pithas\fn{These are sweet pithas, made of rice flour, coconut, milk and
sugar, often stuffed with sweet ingredients:H } rolled by expert hands, were piled up inside a wooden frame. Children
looked longingly towards the heap.
In between, everyone looked with anticipation at the saucepan. Had the water boiled yet? Each one waited
impatiently to get a taste of this drink, so far unknown to them.
The master of the house stepped forward, removed the lid slightly and declared, “Just a little while longer.”
The mistress beamed with joy. Her earrings and the tassel hanging from the jewelry on her arm swung as she
turned. The dangling earrings worn by the girls and young wives of the house swayed.
The mistress realized it was getting late. The rays of the sun touched the bride’s green sari anchal making it
shimmer. The anchals of the jamdani saris\fn{Saris of the finest muslin especially made in Bangladesh:H } worn by the girls
trailed in the dust, unawares. What a day it was! The master too looked at the sun and said, “It is late.” Then he
said grandly,
“Do you know, dear, it was such a big row in the zoo when the lion roared! At first I really felt scared. Then
there was the hippopotamus in the water—unless you see it there is no way you can describe its appearance! How
many different colored birds—one cannot stop talking about them! I feel like showing them all to you.” The
mistress turned her face, thrilled, and said:
“Oh no! I feel scared.” With those words, her nose-ring swung with pride.
At that moment the tea water started to boil. Before anyone else could notice, the maser himself did. He almost
screamed:
“Remove it from the stove, remove it now, the water is boiling!”
The mistress panicked by the master’s shout, quickly held the pan with the end of her sari, although a piece of
cloth meant for the purpose lay close by. The master stepped up proudly and dropped tea leaves into the water.
The audience looked with awestruck eyes. Everyone was anxious to find out what next.
After a little while, the master strained the tea, mixed milk and sugar in it. Immediately, there was shouting
amongst the children:
“Me first, me first.” Laughter, talk and cries raised quite a din.
With great difficulty the master began to pour one cup of tea at a time. The children, wives and maids were
already happy with anticipation.
The youngest daughter-in-law stood beside the door shyly. Spotting her, the mistress said,
“O dear! What are you doing there? Come here immediately.” As soon as she came forward, the mistress
poured a little extra to please her.
Today the mistress was overflowing with joy and pride. Her husband was the first person in the village to visit
Calcutta, and this new phenomenon, tea, was being tasted for the first time in her house!\fn{ This story was written in
1933:H} the joy and pride was evident in all her actions. In fact, when the young cowherd employed in the house
asked for a sip, she filled his bowl up to the brim.
In the end, the master an mistress began to drink their tea, exchanging happy glances as they did. Finally, when
the tea drinking ritual was over, the master, casting a meaningful look at his wife’s face, said,
“Tomorrow is Id. When our new son-in-law comes, remember to call me when the tea is prepared.”
*
Golden-hued mustard fields lined the road on either side. Through the narrow path in between, the bearers
carried the new son-in-law’s palanquin. Cold winds blew the mustard stalks this way and that. The wind blew
through the jungle in the distance, raising a rustling sound.
The flowers of spring were yet to bloom, but blossoms of red, pink, yellow and other colors bloomed in the
young man’s heart. The bearers, happy to be carrying the new son-in-law, sang merrily,
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On the banks of the river cranes graze
Picking up emerald-green grains.

Finally, when the palanquin halted at the gate of the house, the son-in-law covered his mouth quickly with a
handkerchief to hide his smiling face. All his brothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, and grandma-in-law, came forward
smiling. Grandma-in-law, who came close to the palanquin, said,
“Hey, young man! Have you come to see me, or your bride?” The new jamai\fn{Resident son-in-law} laughed and
retorted,
“You, of course.”
“That’s for sure,” said Grandma and went towards the room where the young man would be entertained.
All the brothers and sisters-in-law collected behind him. Grandma served the food. The groom sat down to eat
after he had washed, but did not seem to have an appetite. His eyes were looking for someone in all possible
directions. Noticing this, Grandma said,
“Aha, I know whom you’re looking for. You shall not eat alone.” She looked at the children and the young
crowd assembled there and said,
“G away, otherwise my granddaughter will feel too shy to eat with our jamai.”
She went looking for her granddaughter. The young crowd, amused, had been staring fixedly at the young man.
They went away now, disappointed.
Grandma knew how to get things done. She returned soon, dragging her granddaughter along, and made her sit
next to her husband. The old woman said,
“Well, young man, now you have to eat everything.”
She went away to return after a little while with two steaming cups of tea placing them in front of the two, she
said,
“Now this old busybody is leaving, so eat together happily.” Walking out of the room, she fastened a chain to
lock the door from the outside.
The groom had not had an opportunity to see his bride properly. He pulled off her veil surreptitiously from the
back. Looking at her, enchanted, he said,
“Turn around.”
The bride shyly tried to pull the veil back on. But the groom tightly held both her hands. She was as beautiful
as an angel come down from heaven. He pleaded with her,
“Say something.”
Feeling even more shy, the bride hid her face. Trying desperately to raise her face with his two hands and
failing, the young man gave up and let her go. The bride pulled her veil to cover her face and sat with her back to
him.
The young man began to wonder how he was going to get to hear her speak a word. How was he going to
converse with her? After much thought, he finally raised a cup of tea to her lips. The mischievous wife laughed
and pushed. The cup clattered to the ground and the tea splashed all over.
Now looking at her stunned husband’s face, the wife began to laugh. Although the joke was at his expense, the
groom couldn’t help laughing himself.
At that moment Grandma unlocked the chains on the door, to remind them about lunch. Entering the room, she
guessed what had happened and laughed out loud. And then, for the benefit of the people in the family who were
entitled to tease the couple, she called out,
“Hey, come, all of you, see the new son-in-law’s antics.”
Hearing her call, the others rushed inform wherever they were, and filled up the room. Soon, the room was
filled with sounds of laughter. The couple too felt a heavenly loveliness in their hearts.
7
Women have to suffer many inhuman tortures, because of widespread illiteracy. There is no limit to the number
of unbearable things we women have to suffer in every sphere of our daily lives. Marriage is a particularly
difficult proposition. Following society’s whimsical decree, every girl is to be married off—regardless of whether
she agrees to it or is ready for it; without thought of the possible result of such a marriage.
Needless to say, women’s own stupidity and ignorance are to be blamed for this. What a terrible life a woman
leads, as a result. She lives in great fear in her husband’s home, where she should enjoy full rights.
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A woman seems to accept that this is all she is. In sadness and joy, she will have to spend her whole life with
her mouth shut, like a mechanical toy—not a single desire or wish of hers will ever be expressed. She will have to
live and die this way. In case she is widowed, the shame and insults she will have to take to be able to earn a little
food and clothing will make her pray every moment for death.
In the life of a human being what an be more pathetic than this? What is the use of such a life? How can we,
human beings, possibly bear the burden of such a life?
To save herself this horrible existence, a woman must be capable of earning a living—so that she never feels
completely helpless and weak, so that a man never thinks “a woman cannot survive without me”.
Thinking of oneself as weak and helpless makes one weak indeed, which is as good as being dead. Weakness
can never help anyone in this world. The confidence that comes from one’s ability to earn helps keep one’s soul
alive.
Weakness is a sin. Women must be free of this weakness.
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1: ও ততই যযরর আঘযত হযনললরর মরন | O Tui Jare Aghat Hanlire Mone
ও ততই যযরর আঘযত হযনললরর মরন সসজন লক সতযর পর,
সস ত সতযলর তরর সকরন সকরন সবড়যয় সদশযনর;
সর বনত !
সতযলর তরর সযজযইলযম বন-ফতরলর ঘর,
সর বনত মন-ফতরলর ঘর,
ও ততই সভযমর হয়য হযনলল কযবটয সসই নয ফতরলর পর;
সর বনত !
এক ঘরররত লযগরল আগন সপযরড় অরনক ঘর,
মরনর আগন মনই সপযড়যয়-নযই সকযন সদযসর;
সর বনত !
আরগ যলদ জযনতযমরর সতযর ররপ আগর জরল,
আলম রপ থতইয়য আগরনর মযলয পরতযম লনজ গরল,
সর বনত !
লচতযর অনরল ঝযবপ সদই সযই জন,
ও তযর সদহও সপযরড়, মনও সপযরড়, সপযরড় তযর কনন;
সর বনত !
ররপর আগন মরনই লযরগ, লযরগ নয কযর গযয়,
ও সস মরন মরনই মন জযলয সকউ নয জযরন হযয়,
সর বনত !
তণর যলদ সবরন গযরয়, তযও সতয সতযলন যযয়,
ও সতযর কথযর আঘযত সকযথযয় লযরগ সকউ নযলহ সটর পযয়;
সর বনত !

2: ও বযজযন চল যযই চল | O Bajan Chol Jay Chol
ও বযজযন, চল, যযই চল
মযরঠ লযঙল বযইরত,
গরর কযবরধ লযঙল লদয়য
সঠলরত সঠলরত সঠলরত।
সমযরয লযঙল খত বরড় ফসল আলন
পযতযল পযথযর হইরত,
সব দতলনয়যর আহযর সজযগযই
সসই নয ফসল হইরত,
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আর আমরয সকন খযইরত নয পযই
পযররয লক সকউ কইরত।
বউ লদয়যরছ গলযয় দলড় সযতলদন নয খযইরত,
ভতরখর জযলয সইরত, কবরখযনযয় রইরত;
এবযর লযঙর লদরয় খত বলড় মযলট তযলর সদখয পযইরত।
সমযরয, মযঠ লচলর ভযই! লযঙল লদরয়,
সমযরদর বতক সচরয তযর চযইরত,
মযঠ লচলররল ফসল ফরল,
ও ফসল ফরল নয বতক হইরত।
এবযর মযলট খত বড়বরর ভযই, ফসল নযলহ পযইরত,
ও মযলট খত বরড় সদখব আর কতদপর কবরখযনযয় যযইরত।

3: কমলয রযণণর দণলঘ | Komola Ranir Dighi
কমলয রযণণর দণলঘ লছল এইখযরন,
সছযট সঢউগলল গলযগলল ধলর ছত লটত তরটর পযরন।
আরধক কলসণ জরলরত ডতবযরয় পলণ-বধপর দল,
কমলয রযণণর কযলহনণ সলররত আবলখ হত ছল ছল।
আজ সসই দণলঘ শকযরয়রছ, এর কদর মযক বতরক,
কলঠন পযরয়র আঘযত হযলনয়য গরগলল ঘযস টত রক।
জলহণন এই শষ সদরশর ততলষত জরনর তরর।
সকযন সস নতরপর পরযণ উলঠল করণযর জরল ভরর।
সস করণয ধযরয মযলটর পযরত ভলরয়য সদখযর তরর,
সযগর দণলঘর মহয কলনয জযলগল মরনর ঘরর।
লক সকযদযলণ হইল পযগল, কলঠন মযলটরর খত বলড়,
উলঠল নয হযয় কল-জল-ধযরয গহন পযতযল ফতবলড়।
দযও, জল দযও, কযবরদ লশশ মযর শষ কন ধলর,
ঘরর ঘরর কযবরদ শপনন কলসণ বযতযরস বক ভলর।
লক সকযদযলণ আররয সজযরর চরল, কলঠন মযলটর সথরক,
শষ বযলতর ধপলল উরড় বযয় উপহযস সযন সহবরক।
সকযথযয় ররয়রছ ভযট বযকণ, সকযথযয় গণক দল,
জলদণ কলরয়য গরন সদখ সকন দণলঘরত ওরঠ নয জল?
আকযশ হইরত গলণয়য সদলখও শত-তযরয আবলখ লদয়য,
পযতযরল গলণও বযসলক-ফণযর মলণ-দণপ জযলযইয়য।
ঈশযরন গলণও ঈশযনণ গরলর নর-মতরনর সরন,
দলকরন গরনয, শযহ মযনযর সযথয সতনর বরন।
আকযশ গলণল, পযতযল গলণল, গললল দশলট লদক,
দণলঘরত সকন সয জল ওরঠনযক বললরত নযলরল লঠক।
লনলশর শয়রন সজযড়মলনরর সপন সদলখরছ রযণণ,
সক সযন আলসয়য শনযইল তযরর বড় লনদযরণ বযনণ;
সযগর দণলঘরত ততলম যলদ রযণণ! লদরত পযর পযণদযন,
পযতল হইরত শত ধযরয-সমলল জযলগরব জরলর বযন।
সপন সদলখয়য জযলগল সয রযণণ, পপরবরর গগন-গযয়,
রক সললপয়য দযবড়যইল রলব সতদপররর লকনযরযয়।
সশযন সশযন ওরহ পরযরণর পলত ছযড় সগয আমযর মযয়য,
উরড় চরল যযয় আকযরশর পযলখ পরড় রয় শধত ছযয়য।
সপটরয খতললয়য ততরল লনল রযণণ অষ অলঙযর,
রযসমনল শযড়ণর লহরর সদহলট জড়যল তযর।
সককটয খতললয়য লসবদতর ততললয়য পলরল কপযল ভলর,
দতগরয পলতময সযলজল বতলঝ বয দশমণর বযবশণ সলর।
ধণরর ধণরর রযণণ দযবড়যইল আলস সযগর দণলঘর মযরঝ,
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লক লক কযবরদ নরনযরণ শকরনয তরটর কযরছ।
পযতযল হইরত শতধযরয সমলল নযলচয়য আলসল জল,
রযণণর দতখযনয চররণ পলড়য়য সহরস ওরঠ খল খল।
খযড়ত জরল রযণণ খতললয়য সফললল পযরয়র নতপপর তযর,
সকযমর জরলরত লছলড়ল সয রযণণ সকযমরর চনহযর।
বতক-জরল রযণণ করন হইরত গজমলত হযর খতরল,
সকযররর সছরললট জয়ধর সকযথয সদরখ রযণণ আবলখ ততরল।
গলযজরল রযণণ সখযবপয হরত তযর ভযসযল চযবপযর ফতল।
চযলরধযর হরত কল-জলধযরয ভলরল দণলঘর কপল।
সসই ধযরয সরন লমরশ সগল রযণণ আর আলসল নয লফরর,
লক লক কযবরদ নরনযরণ আকযশ বযতযস লঘরর।
কমলয রযনণর এই সসই দণলঘ, কযর অলভশযরপ আজ,
খতললয়য সফরলরছ অঙ হইরত জল-কতমতদণর সযজ।
পযরড় পযরড় আজ আছযলড় পরড় নয চঞল সঢউদল,
পলণ-বধপর কলসণর ঘযরয় সদযরল নয ইহযর জল।
কমলয রযণণর কযলহনণ এখন নযলহক কযহযররয মরন,
রযখযরলর বযবশণ হয় নয করণ লনশণথ উদযস বরন।
শধত এই গযবর নপতন বধপরর বলরয়য আলনরত ঘরর,
পলণবযসণরয বরণ কতলযলট সররখ যযয় এর পরর।
গভণর রযরত সসই কতলযখযলন মযথযয় কলরয়য নযলক,
আরলয়যর মত সক এক রপসণ সহরস ওরঠ থযলক থযলক।

4: কযল সস আলসরব | Kal Se Asibe

কযলরক সস নযলক আলসরব সমযরদর ওপযররর বযলতচরর,
এ পযররর সঢউ ওপযরর লযলগরছ বতলঝ তযই মরন করর।
বতলঝ তযই মরন করর,
বযউল বযতযস টযনযটযলন করর বযলতর আবচল ধরর।
কযল সস আলসরব, মতখখযলন তযর নতত ন চররর মত,
চখয আর চখণ নরম ডযনযয় মতছযরয় লদরয়রছ কত।
চররর চযষণর ধযরনর সখরতর মতই তযহযর গয,
সকযথযবয হলতদ, আবছয হলতদ, সকযথযবয হলতদ নয।
কযল সস আলসরব, হযলসয়য হযলসয়য রযঙয মতখখযলন ভলর,
এপযরর আমযর পযতযর কতলটরর আলম লক বয আজ কলর!
কযল সস আলসরব, ওই বযলতচরর, ওপযরর আমযর ঘর,
তযজ পরর নদণ-ঘযরটর লডঙয কযবরপ নদণলটর পর।
কযল সস আলসরব, সনযঙর লছবলড়ল, দতললরছ নযরয়র পযল,
কযরর হযরযরয়লছ, কযরর সযন আলম সদলখ নযই কতকযল।
ওপযরররত চর বযলত লরয় সখরল, উড়যয় বযলতর রথ,
ওখযরন সস কযল দতলট রযঙয পযরয় ভযলঙয়য যযইরব পথ।
কযল সস আলসরব ওই বযলতচরর, আলম লক আবযর হযয়,
আসমযন-তযরয শযড়ণখযলন আজ উড়যব সযরযলট গযয়?
রযমলকণ শঙ দতগযলছ পলরব আবযর হযরত,
সখযবপযয় জড়যব লককশক-কলল, কযজল সচযরখর পযরত;
গলযয় লক আজ পলররত হইরব পদ-রযরগর মযলয,
কযনযড়য ছযরন বযবলধব লক সবনণ কপযরল লসবদতর জযলয?
কযল সস আলসরব, লমছযই লছবলড়লছ আবধযররর কযরলয সকশ,
আজরকর রযত পথ ভতরল বতলঝ হযরযল ঊষযর সদশ।
এই বযলতচরর আলসরব সস কযল, তরর রযঙয মতরখ ভলর,
662

অফতট ঊষযর সসযনযর কমল আলসরব সসযহযরগ ধলর।
সস আলসরব কযল, গলযয় পলরয়য কতসতম ফতরলর হযর,
দতখযলন নপপতর মতখর হইরব চররণ জড়যরয় তযর।
মযথযয় বযবলধরব দতধযলণর লতয কলচ সণমপযতয কযরন,
সবণতর অধর চত লময়য চত লময়য মতখর কলররব গযরন।
কযল সস আলসরব, রযই সলরষযল হলদণ সকযটযর শযড়ণ,
মটর করনরর সযরথ করর সযন খতরল সদরখ নযলড় নযলড়।
কযল সস আলসরব ওই বযলতচরর, ধযরর তযর এই নদণ,
তযলর কপরল সমযর ভযঙয কতবরড় ঘর, বহদপরর নয় যলদ;
তবত লক তযহযর সময় হইরব সহথযয় চরণ ধলর,
সমযর কতবরড় ঘর লদরয় যযরব হযয়, মলণ-মযলনরকরত ভলর।
সস লক ওই চরর দযবড়যরয় সদলখরব বরষযর তরগলল,
শণরতর তযপসণ কযরর বয সলররছ আভরণ গযর খতলল?
হয়ত সদলখরব, হয় সদলখরব নয;
কযল সস আলসরব চরর,
এপযরর আমযর ভযঙয ঘরখযলন, আলম থযলক সসই ঘরর।
5: ও সতযর নযম শলনয়যরর | O Tor Nam Shuniya Re
ও সতযর নযম শলনয়যরর,
ও সতযর রপ সদলখয়যরর,
ও সতযর ডযক শলনয়যরর,
ও সতযর ভযব জযলনয়যরর,
সসযনয, আমযর মন ত
নয রয় ঘরররর।
সযগরর উলঠয়য সঢউ কপরল আইসয পরড়,
কপল নযই, লকনযরয নযই কতল-কললঙনণর তরর;
কযলনয়য কযনযব বনত ! এমন সদযসর নযই,
আলম সযজযরয় বনথযর লচতয লনজ হযরত জযলযইরর।
ততলমত জযলনরত বনত সপরমর কত জযলয,
তরব সকন পলররল গরল আমযর ফতরলর মযলয;
তরব সকন কদমতরল বযবশরণ বযজযরল,
লকবয অপরযরধ বনত , অবলয বলধরল।

6: ও সমযহন বযবশণ | O Mohon Bashi
ও সমযহন বযবশণ!
বযজযও বযজযওরর কযনযই!
ধণরর অলত ধণরর;
আলম জল আলনরত যমতনযরত,
ও বযবশণ শনব লফরর লফরররর কযনযই!
ধণরর অলত ধণরর।
কলসণ ভরযর ছরল,
সতযমযর ছযয়য সদখব জরলরর কযনযই!
আলম হযরযরয় পযরয়র নপপতর,
ও ঘরর নযলহ যযব লফরররর কযনযই।
ধণরর অলত ধণরর।
সতযমযর বযবশণর সরর
যলদ কলসণর জল নরড়রর,
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তযরর ঘতম পযড়যবরর,
কযবকণ বযজযইয়য করররর কযনযই!
আলম সকমরন মযনযব আমযর
নয়রনর নণররর কযনযই!
ধণরর অলত ধণরর।

7: গণতযরয সকযথযয় সগল | Gitara Kothay Gelo
গণতযরয সকযথযয় সগরলয,
আহয সসই পতততরলর মরতয রযঙয টত কটত রক সমরয়।
সদখরল তযহযরর মযয়য মমতযর ধযরয বরয় যযয়
সযরয বতকখযলন সছরয়,
আদলর তযহযরর কথয নয ফতরযয়
কথযর কতসতম আকযরশ বযতযরস উরঠ সবরয়,
সদখরল তযহযরর ছযড়যয় ছড়যয় ছড়যয় সয মন
গড়যয় ধরণণ সছরয়।
ওরদর গযরমর চযলরলদক সবলড় লঘরররছ দসত নদল,
ঘরর ঘরর তযরয আগন জযলযরয় ফতকযরর অলগকল।
সসই কলচ সমরয় সকযরল ততরল লনরত সকযল সয জতলড়রয় সযত,
সক মযলরল তযরর ? মযনতষ লক পযরর লনষত র হরত এত।
অফতট কতসতম সক দরলরছ পযরয়? কথযর সস বতলবতলল,
সকযন লনষত র বরধরছ তযহযরর গলযয় আঙতল ততলল ?
সস বন-হলরণণ লনষত র হরত পযলযবযর লযলগ
সহথযয় সহযথযয় কত নয ঘতরররছ হযয়।
সযরয গযবও কলর উথযল পযথযল বযণ-লবদ সয কলরয়যরছ বনযধ তযয়।
আহযরর আমযর সছযট গণতযমলণ,
সতযর তরর আজ সকব রদ লফলর সবখযরন,
সমযর কদন লনঠতর সদরশর সণমযনয সপলররয়
পযলররব লক সযরত সকযন দরদণয় কযরন।

8: হলতদ বযবলটরছ সমরয় | Holud Batichhe Meye
হলতদ বযবলটরছ হলতদ বরণণ সমরয়,
হলতরদর পযটয হযলসয়য গড়যয় রযঙয অনতরযরগ সনরয়।
দতই হযরত ধলর কলঠন পততযরর ঘলসরছ পযটযর পরর,
কযবরচর চত ড়ণ সয লরলনক লঝলনলক নযলচরছ খতশণর ভরর।
দতইলট জঙয দতইধযরর সমলয কযঠ-গড়য কযমনযর,
তযহযর উপর উলঠরত নযলমরত সসযনযর সদহলট তযর;
মলররত দতলট যতগল সযরসণ শযড়ণ সরসণর নণরর,
ডতলবরত ভযলসরত পতষ ধনতরর সলররতরছ ঘতরর লফরর।
হলতদ বযবলটরছ হলতদ বরণণ সমরয়,
রলঙন ঊষযর আবছয হযলসরত আকযশ সফললল সছরয়।
লমলহ-সতরণ গযন গন গন করর ঘতলররছ হযলসল সঠযবরট,
খতশণর সভযমরণ উলড়য়য শণমতখ-পরদর দল সলযরট।
লবগত রযরতর বভস-সতরখর মলদরয জলড়ত সত লত,
সযরযলট পযটযরর হলতরদ জড়যরয় গড়যরয় রলঙরছ লকলত।
গযরছর ডযরল সয বতলবতলণ বলস ভলরয়য দতখযনয পযখ,
লললখয়য হইরত তযলর একটত কত সমললরছ সতররলয ডযক।
হলতদ বযবলটরছ হলতদ বরণণ সমরয়,
হলতরদ লললখত রলঙন কযলহনণ গড়যইরছ পযটয সবরয়।
সডযল-ভরয ধযন, সকযল ভরয লশশ, বতক-ভরয লমরঠ গযন,
সকযলকল ডযকযন আম ছযয়যয় পযতযর কতটণর খযন;
চযবলদনণ রযরতর সজযছনয আলসয়য গড়যয় সবড়যর ফযবরক
কতষযণ করন বযবশণলট বযলজয়য আকযরশরত পণলত আবরক।
অরদর ক রযত নকণ-কযবথযলট সমলন কলরয়য ধলর,
664

অলত সযতরন আবরক ফতল-লতয মরনর মমতয ভলর।
সতখ সযন আলস গড়যইয়য পরড়, সপতযর লতযলণ ফযবরদ,
মযলটর ধরযয় সটরন লনরয় আরস গগন লবহযরণ চযবরদ।

9: পযরলর নযও | Paler Nao
পযরলর নযও, পযরলর নযও, পযন সখরয় যযও –
ঘরর আরছ সছযট সবযনলট তযরর লনরয় যযও।
কলপল-সযলর গযইরয়র দতধ সযরয়য পযন করর'
সককটয ভলর লসবদতর সদব কপযললট ভরর'!
গয়যর গযরয় ফতল চনন সদব ঘরস' ঘরস',
মযময-বযড়ণর বলব কথয শরনয বরস বরস!
সক যযওরর পযল ভরর' সকযন সদরশ ঘর
পযছয নযরয় বরস আরছ সকযন সওদযগর?
সকযন সদরশ সকযন গযবরয় লহরর ফতল ঝরর।
সকযন সদরশ লহরযমন পযখণ বযস করর!
সকযন সদরশ রযজ-করন খযলল ঘতম যযয়,
ঘতম যযয় আর হযরস লহম-লসম বযয়।
সসই সদরশ যযব আলম লকছত নযলহ চযই,
সছযট সমযর সবযনলটরর যলদ সযরথ পযই!
পযরলর নযও, পযরলর নযও, পযন সখরয় যযও,
সতযমযর সয পযল নযরচ ফতলঝতলর বযও।
সতযমযর সয নয'র ছই আরবর ঢযকনণ
ঝলমল জললরতরছ সসযনযর বযবধনণ।,
সসযনযর নয বযবধন সর তযর সগযরড় সগযরড়
লহরযমন পঙণর লযল পযখয ওরড়।
তযরপর ওরড়রর ঝযলররর ছযলত,
ঝলমল জরল জরল রতরনর বযলত।
এই নযও সবরয় যযয় সকযন সদযগর,
করয় যযও - করয় যযও সকযন সদরশ ঘর?
পযরলর নযও, পযরলর নযও, পযন সখরয় যযও,
ঘরর আরছ সছযট সবযন তযরর লনরয় যযও, সচনয গযরঙ সযত ধযর করর গলযগলল,
সসথয বযস সকরহলযর - সলযরক সগরছ বলল।
পযরযপযর দতই নদণ - মযরঝ বযলতচর
সসইখযরন বযস করর চযবদ সওদযগর।
এ পযরর ধতততরমর বযসয ও পযরররত লটয়য –
সসখযরনরত সযও নয সর নযও খযলন লনয়য।
ভযইটযল গযঙ সদযরল ভযটয সগবরয়য সসযরত,
হরব নযরর নযও বযওয়য সসথয সকযন মরত।

10: সসযনযর বরণণ কননয | Sonar Boroni Konya

সসযনযর বরণণ কননয সযরজ নযনয ররঙ,
কযরলয সমঘ সযন সযলজলরর।
লসনযন কলররত কননয সহরল দতরল যযয়,
নদণর ঘযরটরত এরস ইলত উলত চযয়।
বযতযরস উলড়রছ শযড়ণ, ঘতরযইয়য সচযখ,
শযসযইল তযরর কলর কতলতম সরযখ।
হলতদ মযলখয়য কননয নযরম যমতনযয়,
অঙ হলতদ হইয়য জরল ভযইসয যযয়।
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ডতবযইয়য সদহ জরল থযরক চত প করর,
জল ছতব রড় মযরর কভত আকযরশর পরর।
খযড়ত জরল নযইময কননয খযড়তমযঞন করর,
আকযরশর রযমধনত সহরলঢত রল পরড়।
তযরপরর বযহ দতলট সমরল জলধযরর,
ঘতরযইল লফরযইল কত লণলযভরর।
বযহ দতলট মযরজ কননয অলত সককতত হরল,
খলসয়য পলড়রছ রপ সসযনযললয়য জরল।
অঞলল পলর জল অধরর ছতব লড়রছ,
জলন অঙযর হরত ফতললক উলড়রছ।
খতললয়য কতনলভযর ছড়যইল জরল,
আকযশ নযলমল সযন সমতরতররর সকযরল।
দত-হযত লবধযরয় চত রল যত মযঞন করর,
সমরঘরত লবজলণ সযন সফরর লণলযভরর।
গলয জরল সনরম কননয গলয মযঞন করর,
সঢউগলল টলমল মযলযর ফতরলর
কণরফতরলর ভপ ষণ লরয় সকযন সঢউ
সখযবপযর কতসতম সলযরভ সকউ হযরস গযয়
লসনযন কলরয়য কননয উরঠ জল হরত,
তরল লযবনণ ধযরয ঝরর অঙ সসযরত।
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পপলনরমযরদর আবযস লছল সটপযরখযলযর গযবয়,
একধযরর তযর পদনদণ কলকললরয় যযয়।
লতনধযরররত উধযও হযওয়য দতলরতয মযরঠর সকযরল,
ততণফতরলর গরন কভত পড়রতয ঢরল ঢরল।
সসখযন লদরয় পতলণরমযরয লফররতয সখরল লনলত,
বযবকযপরথ বযজরতয তযরদর মতখর পযরয়র গণলত।
পদযনদণর মযলঝরর সকউ ডযকত ছড়যর সতরর,
লশশমতরখর কযকললরত গযমলট সযত ভরর।
সসলদন হঠযৎ পত এরলয বযবযর সথরক তযর,
পপলণরমযরয কলকযতয আসরব শলনবযর।
গণতয কযনত সবযই খতশণ, লফসলফলসরয় কয়,
টযরমর গযড়ণ, সমযটর গযড়ণ কললকযতযময়।
গড়গলড়রয় গরড়র মযরঠ যখন তখন যযব,
ইরলকলটরকর কল লটলপরল যয চযব তয পযব।
হযওড়য পতরলর উপর লদরয় আসব হযওয়য সখরয়,
গঙযনদণ করব উথল মস জযহযজ সবরয়।
এসব কথযয় সবযই খতশণ, তবত যযবযর লদন
ঘলনরয় যত আসরছ, সকযথযয় বযজরছ বনথযর বণণ।
বযবলয বরনর সযখযনলটরত হত পতততল লবরয়,
পপলণরময সয ঘতরর সবড়যয় সসইখযনলট লদরয়।
লশরকর উপর দতলরছ আরজয সখলযর হযবলড়গলল,
দযবড়কযকলট বরস আরছ সসথযয় সঠযকর তত লল।
চড়তইভযলতর চত রলযগলল সতমলন আরছ পরড়,
এখযনলটরত সখলরব নয আর আরগর মতন করর।
সপযষয লবড়যল সকন সয তযর সঙ নযলহ ছযরড়,
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যলদও বতরক লপষরছ তযরর সসরহর অতনযচযরর।
***
***
পপলণরমযরয এরসরছ আজ শহর কললকযতয,
অরনক সখযবজযখত বলজর পরর সপরলম তযরদর পযতয।
শনযমবযজযররর বযমধযরররত অনগললর সকযরণ,
একতলয এক বন ঘরর থযরক অরনক জরন।
জযনলয লদরয় বয় নয বযতযস, সযরযলট ঘর ভরর,
ভনযবপসযমত গরন সদযই দম আটরক ধরর।
ভযই-সবযরনরত কলদন আরগ জলবসন হরত
ভযল হরয় উরঠরছ আজ এই সতয সকযরনয মরত।
সচযখ দতলট তযর সকযটরযগত, ফতরলর মত মতরখ
হযলসর পদণপ জরল নয আর লশশকযরলর সতরখ।
সকযথযয় তযহযর সখলযঘরলট, সকযথযয় সখযলয মযঠ!
বযবলযশযখযয় বযতযস সযথযয় কররতয ছড়য পযঠ।
বনগললর অন সকযরণর করয়দখযনযর ঘরর,
সকযন সদযরষর সস বন হয় সকযন অপরযদ করর?
সকযন দসতন করল হরণ আরলয- বযতযস তযর,
সক হলরল সখলযর পতততল নযরচর নপপতর পযর
সক হলরল ঝতমঝতলম তযর লশশহযরতর সথরক,
ঊষযর গযরয় সক লদলরর সমরঘর কযলল সমরখ?
সকযথযয় আমযর রযজযর কতমযর! শরয় মযরয়র সকযরল,
সতযমযর লক ঘতম ভযঙরব নয এই লশশ-সচযরখর জরল।
শযনণ লসপযই লরয় এরসয সপয-লডঙয করর,
আকযশ-বযতযস সকব রপ উঠতক জয়ডঙযর সরর।
ভযঙরত হরব বনগলল, রদ ঘররর দযরভযঙরত হরব লকযতরগর অন কযরযগযর।
এমন নগর গড়রব তত লম সকল সকযরণই তযর,
সমযন হরয় উদযস বযতযস বইরব অলনবযর।
চন-রলবর সসযনযর পদণপ জলরব সবযর ঘরর,
সকল ঘররর পপলণরমযরদর হযলসমতরখর তরর।
সসই আরলয সকউ বন করর রযখরত যলদ চযয়,
তযহযর সযরথ যতদ সমযরদর সকল দতলনয়যয়!
12: রপ | Rup
ররপরর কলহনত ডযলক
হযয় রপ! ততলম সকন চরল যযও,
ততলম সকন একখযরন
লসর হরয় রলহরত নয পযও!
ততলম লক জযন নয রপ,
আবলখরত কযজল-লতয এরকব ,
তরণণরয সতযমযরর ধলররত পযরত ফযবদদশন মতকততয মযলয লদরয়
জড়যরয় হযলসর রযঙয চযবদ
ততলম লক জযন নয রপ, বযহর লবজলণ লতয দতলট,
বযহরর ছযলড়য়য যলদ যযয়;
লহর পহর জযরগ বলস
শযড়ণর সতনণল দলরয়যয়।
ততলম লক জযন নয রপ,
সদরহর ধপরপর পযত ভলর,
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সতযময লযলগ সহযম-মন
ধলনরছ লদবস লবভযবরণ;
কত সয হইল পযণবলল
কত সয হইল তনতকয়,
হযয় রপ! লচরচঞল রপ!….
তবত ততলম কযহযররয ত হরল নয়।
সতযমযর তনতর হযওয়য লযলগ
সপম-ফতল ফতলটয়য টত লটয়য মরর যযয়,
কথযর কযকলল ওরড় পরথ
সসযহযরগ আগরর মপরছযয়।
রপ! ততলম রপ! কযররয লযলগ থযলমরল নয সকযন পথ বযবরক
একলট আলশষ-কণয, একটত করণয-বযলর,
দয়য করর নযলহ লদরল কযরক।
ররপরর কলহনত ডযলক,
সশযন রপ, আমযরদর কলপষ অনর,
সতযমযরর ছতব ইরত সযরয় হযয়
আমযরদর ধরণণর ধপললরর মযখযই তব গযয়;
লশশরয সরল মন,
সচযরখ মতরখ সররগর চত মত সলরগ আরছ,
ততলম লক পযর নয রপ! লকছতলদন রলহবযরর
সখলযঘরর তযহযরদর কযরছ?
ফতরলরয তযরদরও সচরয় ভযল,
হযলসমতরখ সচরয় থযরক খযলল, কথয নযলহ জযরন,
পযলখরয বরনর পযলখ
ডযরল ডযরল মধতর কযকলল করর সফরর;
ততলম লক তযরদর মযরঝ
লকছতলদন রলহরত পযর নয রপ!
সতযমযর চলযর পথ সছরড়?
ররপরর কলহনত সডরক আররয,
হযয় রপ! লচরচঞল রপ,
সদহ হরত সদহ পযরন ধযও,
সতযময সহলর এত কথয জযরগ সমযর মরন;
সতযমযর লক সকযন কথয নযই?
আমরয সতযমযরর চযলহ, ততলম লক কযররও নযলহ চযও!
আররয কলহলযম তযরর, রপ! ততলম
তনতরত তনতরত বযসয বযবলধ,
রজনণ পভযরত চরল যযও;
সতযমযর নযলহক ততলপলক সচরয় লক সযন নযলহ পযও।
সতযমযর হযরতর বর-মযলয
লনশণরথ পরযরয় কযররয গরল
পভযরত খতললয়য লরয় যযও;
কযরর সয সবরসছ ভযল
ততলম তয জযন নয বরল রপ,
সকবলল সমতখ পযরন ধযও।
বড় সয অভযগয রপ,
বড় সয অবলয রপ,
জযরন নয লক করর কথয বরল।

292.92 1. Women’s Place In Society And At Home 2. The Literary Endeavors Of Muslim Women 3. The Laborer:
Three Essays\fn{by Razia Khatun Chowdhurani (1907-1934)} Noakhali District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 6
1
Whenever I begin to write about the tortured and oppressed woman, worn down by sorrow, my mind is
overwhelmed with pain. In the past our society had Chand Sultana, Noor Jahan, Jahanara, Zebunnisa and others;
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is there any benefit in talking about hem? Thinking about such great women gives us only a momentary selfsatisfaction and happiness. It is not correct to be so fascinated by he past so as to lose one’s sense of self, nor is it
correct to forget the past altogether. The past needs to be remembered and discussed so that the future could be
made to look brighter and more glowing in comparison.
For a long time Muslim women remained silent in spite of suffering all the injustices of society, because their
world was confined to their homes. Now a few of them are being educated and getting acquainted with the outside
world. Gradually their eyes are being opened, at which the old fashioned section of society is saying:
“No wonder! By learning how to read and write these women have come under an evil influence. Unless they
are locked up in the strictly-disciplined ambience of the harem, they will not survive.”
That we are alive after so long is surprising in itself. Societies for the prevention of cruelty to animals have
been formed. Thanks to the generosity of the government, if a man commits murder he is hanged. But nobody
seems to be bothered about the slow death of our souls—deprived of light and air, empties of hope, joy and
enthusiasm and confined to the inner quarters, the zenana.
We do not want to go out in the streets exposed, free of the veil and heads uncovered, because by doing that
women lose their dignity and grace. Without opposing the purdah system which is prescribed by the Shariyat, we
want our freedom.
Freedom does not mean dancing around on the streets. We want true freedom—that which helps the mind to be
uplifted, pure, refreshing and strong; which, by acquainting us with our own faith and the truth, brings to our
knowledge realities about the inside and outside world. Can society not grant us this little thing?
Men give us respect and honor, depending on our quality. Rather than valuing us for playing the roles of
daughters, mothers, sisters and wives, they are concerned only with out being able to entertain them with our
beauty, culinary skills, and care. Usually these are the attributes that count. If women fail men in any of these
departments, there is no limit to the ill treatment they have to suffer.
Men do not stop to think whether they\fn{My italics:H} are good looking so that they may claim beautiful rides,
and whether they are able, daring and noble to be worthy of efficient, devoted and chaste women!
The word “chaste” is an enigma. It can be used to describe women at any time or place, but thee is no male
equivalent of the word, neither in Bengali nor in the so-called refined English language. “Chastity” and other
words with similar meaning have been routinely coined for women. Isn’t this indicative of man’s moral
inferiority?
Of course, moral character does not indicate only one aspect; all qualities related to one’s character are to be
considered. From he word sat (honest) was born the word satitva (chastity). Would we use the word “unchaste” to
take the measure of a man the same way as we would call anyone—man or woman—“dishonest” without bias
when they are lacking in basic human qualities?
It surprises us to find an immoral husband getting angry when his wife’s veil falls, when an ebony-skinned
husband is desirous of a beautiful nymph of paradise or a winged fairy, and when at the old age of sixty\fn{ This
essay was written in 1931:H} a man is keen to bring home a bride who is only sixteen! This reveals the words society
places on women.
In the rural communities, many men beat up their wives out of habit. And I would not say this is a trait distinct
only in village people. Many gentlemen in the cities may put the above mentioned talent to good use in a drunken
or normal state. But the trend cannot spread in the cities for fear of shame; the spiritedness of women and the fact
that city-bred people are aware and educated.
On the whole, however, an uneducated husband is preferable to an educated but cruel and uncaring one. While
the former might find the wife’s behavior unforgivable and attack her, in the heat of the moment, an educated
person’s anger and neglect is frightening. Many women have been pushed to the brink as a consequence. I spoke
to many village women who thought that the attack, spurred by sudden excitement, was an evidence of love’s
demands on the wife. However, there are unhappy women in the villages s well.
And torture is not similar in all cases. Generally, in the village, men are not drunkards or immoral like the
gentlemen in the city. Of course, I do not say that they are all very pious. There are good and bad in all societies.
The solution is in he hands of women. They can save themselves from disgrace if they are strong and powerful;
no cowardly man will have he guts to torture them in that case.
Evidently, we are loved only for our beauty and service—and not for the relationships we have with men.
Often it is physical beauty that is more prized than one’s qualities. The proof of this could be found in homes
where there are two wives. Beauty and youth are what men find attractive in women. And the woman who can
care most for her husband is the most valued.
I hope no one thinks that we want womankind to revolt against men. Indeed, we ask women to be good
housewives in order to control and organized undisciplined men; to claim their rightful places and reign like
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empresses. In this world, man and woman share an unbreakable bond—one cannot live without the other. Man is
action, women strength; man represents the workplace, woman home; man is longing, woman satisfaction; man is
desire, woman restraint; man anxiety, woman peace. Life is made sweeter by the meeting of these two and that
forms the foundation of marriage.
Marriage that was oriented to mutual cooperation has now been relegated to a selling of the self. When a
woman is forced to entertain her husband, that is what I call prostitution. We hate prostitutes, failing to notice the
fact that prostitution takes place in a lot of households. Even when a husband does not love his wife, she must try
to bind him by using her beauty, youthfulness, dress and jewelry. Even when a wife does not love her husband,
she still makes it a point to try new ways every day to entice him. If you want to call this practice being “faithful”
in refined language, say so. It my opinion it is just the opposite. If a husband loves his wife, she will try to please
him anyway—but why dress up like a prostitute?
How many children are born out of pure feelings? Their minds, as a result, become like that of their fathers and
mothers, undisciplined and lustful. This is what they call “flirtation” in English. Many husbands care for their
wives only till their infatuation with the novelty wears off. Soon afterwards, they are looking out for someone
new.
In such cases a wife should try to make use of her spiritedness, reason and love to make the husband return to
her. If this doesn’t work, she should leave—following the man around like a dog is definitely not the right thing to
do.
Many say there is no love in marriage—because love is without desire. This is baseless. True love is the ability
to find the fulfillment of all desires and hopes in one’s object of love; finding beauty and perpetual novelty even
in an ugly old man. Everyday intimacy tempers desire and quietens what may be an obsessive love. When the
night jasmine blooms during day, it loses its fragrance.
No love is without desire. A mother desires that her son will grow up and make his country and people proud;
that he, by getting a beautiful and accomplished wife, will make her happy. Children want parents to love them,
care for them, get them the finest gifts and higher education. Husband and wife want mutual care, love, devotion
and sympathy.
Our love for Allah too is full of desire. We do not love Him selflessly. Even the ascetic Rabeya who did not
want fulfillment of her desires either in this life or the next, did want mental happiness. In fact she wanted the
love of Allah Himself
Union with one’s beloved may not always be possible because of one’s allegiance to social and family
traditions. Unrequited love inspires a poet to write of selfless love.
But infatuation is of no consequence whatsoever. Get two frustrated lovers to meet, and you will find that the
passion and fascination raging in their hearts quelled soon enough. Soon the man would stop making distinctions
between the much –desired paragon of beauty and any ordinary woman.
A distinguished feature of marriage is that the spouses love each other, in spite of each other’s faults and
mistakes. What can be purer and sweeter than this? Instead of running behind an impossible dream—a mirage in
the desert—if both men and women could be satisfied with the person Allah has Himself brought into their lives,
it would do their homes a lot of good.
A home or society will find it very difficult to progress if women are not given their due respect.
2
A woman has to work so extensively at home that there is little scope left for her to work outside. Time, too, is
short. But one must admit that God has vested nature with the specialties, wonders, treasures and indeed whatever
the world has to offer. The closer one is to nature, the greater one’s share of joy. Like fruits and flowers, the
natural gifts of that creator, maybe literature too is God’s gift to mankind.
Although one can’t quote an ideologue to support this claim, it seems very true. Women should also have the
courage to accept such a deep-routed truth. Looking around, one feels that women are not satisfied with simply
their physical needs being met. They need food for thought as ell. It is not a new trend; the desire was always
there in women’s minds—hence even in the far-off countryside, in huts surrounded by dark shades, and in spite of
unbearable purdah restrictions, the village maid hums sweet poems and songs:
Her hair falls like a waterfall, champs decks her bun,
Her glowing face touched by the full moon’s rays.
Sweets and scents spread on her plate, paan, gua and sandalpaste.
For whom, girl, this magic trap she lays?
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Women enjoy songs like these during the free afternoon hours. They also 3waft out of the bustling courtyard of
a noisy house of ceremony. For example:
If you thought a thousand gifts could win a heart,
The one who’s stayed aloof will always stay apart.
Better to be fed on brooms and sticks
Than feed from the co-wife’s plate.

Women living in villages often recite rhymes like these. Most of these seem to be composed by the singer. The
songs seem to bear witness to years of experience, pain and sorrow. Aren’t these proofs of the fact that cutting
across cultures, time and class, one needs food for thought and tries satisfying one’s hunger? Food for the mind is
also called literature. Newspapers came into being with a view to publicize and disseminate news to al. Therefore
literature is not limited to a particular class or time. A thirst for knowledge causes it to spread among people, just
as water flows everywhere.
Even when a part of an unnecessary burdens shed, childcare and running the household like clockwork remain
the woman’s heaviest responsibilities. If one is a little more efficient and a little less lazy, even after completing
one’s duties one might find time enough for pursuing literature. Many educated women also say that it is difficult
to find time to study. If there really is no time, how do these women find time to embroider ridiculous figures of
dogs and cats on thick cloth or weave carpets? Sewing is a very necessary skill, but a lot of time gets wasted on
unimportant things as well.
I do not understand why they do not realize that it pays ore to write or read a good book than do piles of
unimportant housework. Men have more opportunities. A mother, when she teaches her daughter to do the chores,
should also teach here not to waste her spare time gossiping, but to spend it trying to understand what literature is
all about. It is not necessary that by doing this every girl will turn into a veritable Goddess of Learning, but at
least this will ensure that no one dries up prematurely because of a lack of opportunity. Even if one in a thousand
girls attains the beauty of a creative and enlightened mind, I will be a matter of national pride.
Much more can be expected of women writers. An educated woman is a national treasure, as a mother is he
child’s first and best teacher. As far as character traits go, men and women represent two sides of it. A man can
give his child food, clothing and bookish knowledge, while a woman can bestow her affection, care , love, and for
that matter, by sacrificing herself, can arouse and keep the finer perceptions of a child’s mind alive. A man’s
disposition is action-oriented, while women, mainly, tend to be emotional.
It is obvious that those who are used to studying human emotions so closely will understand human
experiences of joy and sorrow far more easily and portray them most wonderfully. Women who are known for
their ability to understand and respect other peoples’ feelings are, nevertheless, subjected to untold mental trials
and tribulations. Therefore, it is a woman’s words of consolation that people want to hear in times of distress.
3
“Are you listening—will you wash my shirt?”
Saying this a young man of about twenty-seven or twenty-eight came and stood in front of the kitchen. Inside
the room a young woman of twenty-two or twenty-three was cooking. She washed her hands, came out of the
kitchen and said,
“But I washed your shirt only yesterday! Do you need it washed again today? And I put the vegetables to cook
on the stove only a little while ago, the rice and dal are done. If I leave it now it will burn. I mended an old shirt
of yours and kept it inside the trunk. Why don’t you wear that? I will wash this one in the evening.” The young
man tweaked his wife’s nose mischievous and said,
“Quickly cook the rice, it is 9:30 already. I won’t be back hoe tonight. Can’t say when I’ll return tomorrow,
either.” The wife laughed and moved away. The young man took his clothes and went to have a bath.
This young couple were quite well off in the past, but had to give up their earlier zamindari way of life. The
young man’s name was Taher Hussain. He had lost his mother as a child. As a result of which his father lost
interest in material concerns. Taking advantage of his state, his employees looted him completely and left him
penniless. The father educated the son till he took his Matriculation examination, with a lot of difficulty and at the
age of twenty-one married him to a local gentleman’s daughter. That was six years ago.
The father had passed away in the meantime. He saw the birth of a grandson before going. Now two more
children were born to the couple. His father-in-law helped Taher Hussain get a guard’s job in the Railways for a
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salary of RS.30. The money would have been sufficient for a poor family, but this one was not a small one. There
were six people in all—Taher himself, his wife, their three children aged five, three and six moths, and an errand
boy of about thirteen. They got a place to stay in the servant’s quarters.
The servant drew a salary of Rs.2 per month and had to be given food and clothing. Besides they needed
money to support themselves tool The elder son was almost always ill. The daughter and the six-month-old baby
were quite healthy. Although neither the beauty of Rahima, Taher’s wife, nor her dress was much to write home
about, she coud still be called charming. She wads not as glamorous as the heroine in a novel—not too ugly either.
She was like any ordinary gentleman’s daughter would be. She had soft skin and a lovely dark complexion, an
oval face, two big black eyes and a proportionately built tall figure, all very fetching.
At the time of marriage, though the father-in-law was unable to give much to he daughter-in-law, he had given
bangles, earrings, and one or two small pieces of jewelry. The pair of bangles had to be sold at the time of the old
man’s sickness, but the earrings always remained on her ears. She wore glass bangles on her arms. In spite of a
lack of ostentatious clothes or jewelry, she looked very pretty. The playful, self-absorbed look forever present on
her face was enchanting and inspired respect. The daughter, like her mother, was dark but comely. However, the
two sons, like their father, were fair complexioned and handsome.
The children had a meal of rice and dal. Rahima quickly returned to the room and brought out the rice and
curries. She rolled two paans. Her husband had a bath before sitting down to eat. The food was very simple: rice,
dal, tamarind chutney, and mourola fish\fn{Very small fresh water fish, only ¾-3 inches long } with potatoes. But the touch
of Rahima’s hands made them taste like honey. At least that’s what her husband’s sentiments must have been.
Two days later, as evening approached, Rahima quickly finished her housework, and fed the children. Holding
the baby to her breast, she began to read a book. She had retained the habit of reading. She knew Bengali and
Urdu fairly well. Her husband never stopped her from enjoying the little free time she had after the day’s hard
work. In fact, he would take great pains to save a couple of rupees from the monthly expenses and buy her a
magazine or a novel or two. Hence Rahima’s literary pursuits continued. Secretly, she wrote a little too. Even as
she read, her ears were alert, waiting to catch the sound of her husband’s return. Suddenly she could hear her
husband call in a hoarse voice,
“Romu!”
Rahima ran to open the door. As soon as her gaze fell on the husband’s pale and worried face, she reeled back
in fear. How terribly the handsome youth had changed in two days! He looked as though he was guilty of murder,
and seemed old beyond his age. Taher put his hands on Rahima’s shoulder[s] and said,
“Let’s go in, Romu.”
Inside the room, Rahima silently began to fan him. Both were silent. A little later, Taher said in a totally
dejected voice,
“Hard times are ahead, Rahima. The way the railway strikes are carrying on, my job may be on the line. How
will five people survive? A lone dog might manage to survive, but who will feed five? Moreover, the Congress
leaders and volunteers have started insulting us everywhere. Tell me, what should I do? They say if I leave the
job, the will give me a job in a local company paying Rs.60 a month. But I know all about that. There’s no telling
how many more people they have won over in this way. The Hindus are merrily working. It’s we who seem to be
at fault. They cite the Swadeshi movement\fn{ Part of the Independence movement’s campaign to free the country from British
rule. This was written in 1927:H } at every step! It seems we do nothing at all for the country. Our older boy is ill. The
other day Nilmani the doctor asked me to pay for the medicine. How much do you have?” Rahima said in a low
voice,
“How long can Rs.30 last? The boy is continuously ill. Apart from the doctor we owe the grocery shop and the
milk woman—Rs.8 to 10 in total. I have saved Rs.20 with great difficulty.” Drawing a deep breath, Taher said,
“Last year during our little boy’s dysentery and my pneumonia, I sold the country house for Rs.500, out of
which RS.200 to 300 were spent on the treatment itself. Whatever was left was spent because I had to take four
months of unpaid leave. Having served for four years, this is what I am left with. We don’t even have a place to
stay.”
That night neither husband nor wife could eat anything.
The next day as soon as Taher woke up, a volunteer came to take him to the Congress office. Babu BishwaVijay Mitra, Maulvi Abu Nater Saheb and other well-known workers were there. A discussion was on. As soon as
he saw Taher, Mitra Saheb spoke up,
“Hey! So you have come to see us at last. We were talking about you, brother. Now see, you are a sensible boy.
And yet you don’t seem to listen to anything I tell you. I am giving you fifteen days’ time. If you do not leave
your job by then, we will stop the washer man, barber and even the grocery storekeeper from having any business
with you.”
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Taher went pale. He said,
“If you say so, I can somehow manage to donate one or two rupees to the Congress Fund. If I leave my job
what will the five of us eat?” Mockingly Mr. Mitra said,
“The nation wants lives, not money. Money helps to a certain extent, of course.” Taher courageously asked,
“What will be gained by taking my life? Why don’t you ask Naresh Mitra to leave his job?”
Mr. Mitra’s face lost its brightness. Naresh was his nephew. He said arrogantly,
“Go away, you cheeky boy, his case will be dealt with when we call him. You mind your own business.”
Out on the rod Taher saw a group of volunteers carrying the flag, an singing the national song. Seeing him, one
of them said in a hushed voice,
“Traitor! Anti-Swadeshi!”
The roots of Taher’s ears and fair cheeks turned red with shame. He came home and wrote a resignation letter.
The Station Master said,
“Look, you haven’t thought this out properly. You simply danced to their tune. Given the way you are leaving
us in the lurch, you will have difficulty getting a government job after this.”
Taher left without saying anything. Back home, Rahima said anxiously,
“The older boy has a high fever. The doctor will have to be called in the evening. We need a bottle of quinine,
two pomegranates and barley for him.” Taher said in a broken voice,
“I left my job.” Rahima stared at him vacantly.
The next day a uniformed messenger came and hung a notice: VACATE THE HOUSE IN FIFTEEN DAYS .
The elder son’s illness got worse. The Rs.20 Rahima had was spent repaying the loans of the grocer and the
doctor. Now they did not know where to get any more money to pay for the food and medicines. Rahima’s pair of
earrings and worn out gold-plated conch shell bangles, and their daughter’s pair of silver anklets had to be sold.
Selling things do not get you their actual value; how much can one make, after all, by selling old jewelry? The
jewelry fetched only Rs.16, all of which was spent on food and treatment.
Today was the fifteenth night since the boy was taken ill. The state of the ailing boy’s health was like the last
bright flicker of a dying lamp. For the past fifteen days Rahima gave one small meal a day to her husband and
son. The last two days they only drank the rice water. Today even that was finished. There was a fistful of rice that
she fried and fed her daughter twice a day. Today even Taher was fasting. The ailing boy, who was half-dead, had
only barley for a meal.
Rahimas father had just passed away. Taher had written to her brother for help and his reply was,
“You know our state. This year the crops failed. I was unable to feed my wife and son, so I sent them to my inlaws’. Therefore bringing my sister here, I don’t think will be a good idea.”
It was the second hour of the night. Fatigued by starvation, Rahima had fallen asleep, next to her son. The
baby, finding no succor from his mother’s breast, sucked his thumbs. He had not been able to feed for three days.
The lamplight falling on his curly hair and pretty pink cheeks made him look like an angel.
Taher gazed unblinkingly at the vast unlimited star-studded sky. It was a dark night. The stars and the blue sky
ere so beautiful! What happened to people after death? He thought. After ages he remembered his lost mother. In
the midst of sorrow and poverty, his mind brimmed over with emotion at the thought. He began to fry quietly.
Gradually a pale yellow moon rose in the sky. In the eastern sky, the polestar began twinkling.
All of a sudden the ailing boy called, “Baba, water”. Taher got up and put a little water in his mouth. The tiny
child said,
“Baba, sing that lovely song—he one which has the name of Hazrat in it!” Taher began tossing the ghazal.
“Come, Habib my beloved the light of God’s eyes, give us peace and comfort.”
Taher’s doleful voice and the silent language of the night became one in solemnity and sorrow. When the song
finished he saw that the tender life of the child had ebbed away while listening to the holy name of Rasul.
The tears in his eyes dried up. Covering the dead body with a white cloth he returned to sit down at the same
spot. He did not disturb anyone’s peace. What he would eat tomorrow, where he would live—nothing was known.
In this huge wide world, they did not even have a place to stay.
His half-starving ailing son had found peace in the lap of the almighty. Tomrrow his small baby might die of
starvation. The girl, not getting any rice from her mother, would look up at her—what answer would she give.
If he had hung on to his ancestral land and labored in the fields, then they would not have been in such a bad
state. The rice and vegetables in the fields would have sufficed for them. The fascination for the respectability of a
white-collar job had ruined him. If he had not felt ashamed to farm his land, he would not be in such a terrible
state now.
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A well-known courtesan from Calcutta was visiting a neighboring zamindar’s house on the occasion of his
son’s wedding. For three nights of song and dance she charged Rs.10,000. Taher’s wide eyes blazed. He
whispered,
“There is no food in my house, my son dies of starvation—and this man is spending so much money just for
the sake of entertainment! Allah, is this what you call justice? Am I to understand that you too are cruel, unjust
and whimsical like human beings? Have you no kindness or sympathy? Are you there only to rain painful curses
on the heads of human beings?”
The next moment he fell on the ground and in a pleading voice cried,
“Of course, you are present. O Allah! In a mother’s love, a father’s compassion, children’s affection, courtesy
and sympathy of neighbors, in the coolness of water, in the worthiness of life—you are present everywhere. How
can I be so impertinent as to dare deny your existence?”
The next day the earth was li by he sunrays. The child’s burial was complete by nine. After burying his son,
Taher returned home with sunken eyes and disheveled hair. His eyes were dry, and his body fatigued due to
starvation There were no tears in Rahima’s eyes. She lay on the ground, as if in a swoon. The baby boy too was
about to faint because of hunger.
At this time the government messenger arrived and said,
“Saheb! Go elsewhere, the new babu has come.”
A drizzle had begun. A few clothes and household utensils had already been sold. Rahima’s last resource, the
nose ring and earrings were sold off. They went out in the rain, headed for Rahima’s paternal home. Nobody had a
clue as to how they would be spending their days in that house without food, replete with poverty. They reached
their destination in the evening to find that straws were missing from the thatched roof and rainwater had flooded
the room. Rahima’s brother had left for his parents-in-law’s place that morning. A young servant was left to guard
the house.
Rahima sat down, tired. The boy went home and got some rice to feed the girl.
*
In the evening the party workers gathered at a local leader’s house. One of them, raising a cup of tea to his
mouth said,
“Hey, did you know that Taher Chacha ran away?” another, banging loudly on the table said,
“Is that so? We had to take great pains to tame him.” A new worker said,
“His elder son died this morning. Only Allah knows what the poor chap will eat. Couldn’t we give something
from the Congress Fund?” Mr. Mitra wagged a finger and said,
“Don’t try to act smart. He had sufficient land in the country, just liked to lick the boots of the white-skinned
sahibs. How can we give him any money? So many have left their jobs that we do not have enough to pay them
even Rs.2 each.”
Cup after dup of tea was drunk and numerous cigarettes were smoked at the office. The laborer’s blood went
up in smoke.

Bengali 11 S. Mahmud Excerpt from Sindura Sandhyai\fn{by Shamsun Nahar Mahmud (1908-1964)} Feni District,
Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 24
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226.67 Excerpt from In Search Of Freedom: “An Unfinished Journey”\fn{by Manikuntala Sen (1911-1987)} Barisal,
Barisal District, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (F) 9
1
The very thought of Barishal brings to mind meandering paths of red gravel, coiling like scarlet ribbons around
the town. The houses did not always line the roads; in some places they could be on one side and ponds on the
other. Elsewhere there would be beth or cane thickets peeping out of a narrow canal or an inlet. If you peered in,
you would glimpse the verdant water hyacinth overgrowth. On the banks of these waters grew kochu or yams,
ban bantali, fig trees, akanda: lush entangled foliage. It was a favourite pastime of every youngster to gather the
tiny beth fruits from the thickets, peel them, and dip them in salt before popping them in their mouths and spitting
out the seeds. Hardly anything was to be had by way of food, but the adventure of getting scratched by the thorny
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cane branches gave such pleasure! By the side of these inlets grew dhenkishak, hinchey, thanktmi and many such
greens for both the real kitchen and the make-believe playroom! You could pick them freely, no one would stop
you; no one ever bought these roadside greens, people just helped themselves.
In every house, either behind a bedroom or a kitchen, oleander, hibiscus, shiuli, gardenia, and frangipani
bloomed untended. These trees gently bestowed flowers upon the household. Again, if you didn't walk carefully,
you were likely to tread over bhuichampa, dolonchampa and other such fragrant flowers. By the roadside, here
and there, stood bakttl trees. At the crack of dawn, before the passers-by came out to walk, children gathered up
the bakul flowers that lay strewn on the roads in their anchals, the free end of their saris. There were the shimttls,
the silk cotton, and the krishnachuras, gulmohars, too that spread their vermilion canopy over the children’s
heads, fashioning playhouses for them. Nobody tried climbing those huge trees. But with the flowers scattered
below, the children often played at supplicating the deities; one wonders if those prayers reached the Gods?
And what about the coconut groves that Barishal was famous for. I remember parrots frolicking behind parrotgreen coconut leaves, in the shimmering sunlight. Since leaving Barishal, I have never seen so many parrots in
such huge flocks anywhere else. Perhaps they look their best among coconut trees. I do not know if anyone
planted the greenery or whether it had grown on its own, along with Barishal. But I know for certain that devoid
of its plants and trees, Barishal would be urecognizable.
In the east, the town was girdled by the wide and swift Kirtankhoa River. Along the shallow banks of the river
ran the red gravelled path and beyond it lay rows of jhau trees with their pine-like needles. On a moonlit night,
that river, the pathway and the jhau forest’s low murmur created sheer magic. In summer, crowds thronged the
river bank till ten at night. On the steamer that used to come from Khulna at dawn, people flocked to the deck a
good half-hour before the boat entered the dock. It was as if the town called out to them like a beckoning mother.
Soon one would see the home of the smallpox patients, who were quarantined on the fringes of the town.
After that one could see Bell’s Park. Then came the jhau forest and the vermilion road. And looking back, on
the other side of the river, one glimpsed the “Kauarchak” village, as if itwere Kalidasa’s Banrajineela.\fn{Refers to
Rama and Sita’s return from Sri Lanka to Ayodhyay aboard the pushpak rath (flying chariot), describing the beauty of the sea coast
bordered by the royal forest of tal and tamal trees that gave it a dark blue hue ( banrajineela) against the foaming waters of the sea
(thirteenth canto, verse 15, Roghuvamsam)}

At dawn the steamer would thread its way down the river’s eighteen bends and reach Kirtankhola River’s
widest expanse. Now the jetty would be close at hand and no tarrying could be tolerated. The boatmen would yell
“Bagalijey, bagalijey!”(back her easy), the steamer would amble towards its destination, the gangway to the pier
would be fitted, and then the passengers would descend. How could you be patient for so long? This was my
beloved Barishal.
I say “was” because when I returned in 1972, I failed to recognize my Barishal. The jhau forests were gone,
layers of grime lay on the roads of red gravel, Kirtankhola had dried up, on the bank had risen dockyards and so
much more. I had wanted to weep. Couldn’t other sites have been found for this? Thank goodness for the greenery
and the shrubs and bushes on the road sides. The transformations had taken place in the town and not in the
villages, perhaps the villages of Barishal could not be transformed suddenly, even by a maydanab.\fn{From the
“Khandavanaparvadhyaya” of the Mahabarata, where an all-consuming fire ravaged the Khandavana forest for fifteen days until
Maydanab, a giant who was a talented architect, played to Krishna to save him from the flames. His boon glanted, in return May built a
magnificent palace studded with precious stones for the Pandavas } Barishal ,vas the only district in Bengal where it had been

impossible to lay railway tracks because of its many channels, inlets and rivers. Possibly that was why it had not
been possible to change it completely.
Let me talk about what it had been like once. Leaving the town behind, as you went into the villages, there
were canals, inlets, ponds green pastures and dense foliage as far as the eyes could see. Because there was water
everywhere, no one feared it. Everyone knew how to swim. When we were young, we used to set off in our little
boat. We would push down the long punt-pole as hard as we could, but the boat would refuse to budge, turning
this way and that. Perched on the s of the lake, the Muslim women woltld shriek,
“Hey, look at what maiya is doing! Well, let her fall in, then she’ll know.”
Sometimes boatman would take us to the lake to pick up shapla or water lilies. The huge lake was covered
with white, purple and blue flowers. The bottom of the lake could be clearly seen through the crystal clear water.
There were so many rarieties of moss. And there would be frolicking shoals of big and tiny fish! Each one’s
colour was discernible. Some of the lakes were two to three miles wide, and often the levelled steps of water
hyacinths appeared to be the banks. It was very tempting to go and pick the glimmering fresh purple flowers. But
the boatman would say,
“That is no place to go to, ‘they’ live there.” By “they” they meant snakes but they wouldn’t utter the word;
you wolud have to know what was meant.
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If you ventured into the streams you could swim, but the water had waves in it, almost like a small sea. On
both the banks, of course, there were green pasture fields, beyond which there were lush green woodlands. In the
streams a punt-pole would not work; an oar would be needed, which gave you an idea of its depth.
One of my older sisters lived in Gaila village, and once my young brother and I had gone to visit her. We were
very young; I was just about sixteen or seventeen and bhai was really a small child. Jamaibabu, our brother-inlaw, could not escort us back, and he sent us off in their own boat, along with their old Muslim boatman. We were
meant to reach home by dusk. Those were different times and although the boatman was a Muslim, I was not
scared to go with the faithful old man nor did Jamaibabu hesitate to entrust us to him.
The boat hit the big stream. It was high noon and we had just finished our meal. Meamvhile the sky had
darkened overhead as if it was brushed with indigo stains. Then began the storm’s war dance. The stream was in a
tumlut and the boat could hardly be held steady. Rain came down in a deluge. Thunderbolts rent the sky from one
end to another, seeming very close to us; thunder clapped right near the boat. In Barishal thunder is called thada, a
term I prefer. It seems to convey the feel of the noise better. Under the kharajhilki or lightning streaks and thada,
we clung to the bouncing boat in the raging stream. With great presence of mind, the boatman steered it into the
paddy fields. My brother and I lay face downwards, and only once did I look up and ask the boatman,
“Majhibhai, what if the boat capsizes? What if lightning strikes us?” The boatman said,
“For shame, little sister, do not speak of such things. Take the name of Allah and the storm will end.” We
promptly stopped taking Hari’s name and began to pray to Allah.
After an hour or so the violence of the storm lessened, and the sky and the river became still. It was as if all the
gambolling of the waves and the pandemonium were only a nightmare. The boatman set off again. Soon it grew
dark. Now I began to be a little afraid.
“Are we going the right way?” I asked. “Majhibhai, it is so late, almost night.”
“Why worry? I am still alive, aren’t I? I won’t stop till I have reached you to safety.” And he did bring us home
safely.
During that boat ride, I saw some marvellous sights. True, I had been scared too. Who wouldn’t be in a
Barishal thunderstorm? It wasn’t a storm experienced from within the safety of a house. It was a strange new
experience; as if suddenly the heavens, rough winds and tides had begun a tandav, an orchestrated dance of
destruction. The wind seemed to take all its anger out on the paddy fields. A hundred times it pushed down the
stalks and a hundred times they raised their heads. And the sky thundered away every few seconds. It was nature
in lethal splendour, scarcely ever seen nowadays, and I have witnessed its magnificence in my youth. Today, in
retrospect, that beauty is eclipsed by the goodness of the boatman’s heart.
Some people malign Barishal with the proverb “Ailey shal, jaitey shal, tar nam Barishal” (a double edged
sword is what is Barishal). Let them compare this injurious slur with my description. I have not spoken a single
word of untruth. If it was really not that bewitching, where did Jibanananda get his Ruposhi Bangla
from?\fn{Jibanananda Das (1899-1954), born in Balishal into a middle class family that belonged to the Brahmo Samaj, regarded as one
of the most blilliant Bengali poets. His poems, modern in form, express feelings of angst, nostalgia and grief at the human condition.
Ruposhi Bangia is a collection of poems that was published posthumously, written around 1934. With intense passion and nostalgia the
poems are about the ordinary life of rulal Bengal, the rivers, the birds,trees, weeds, wild flowers and the sky, and speak of the poet’s deep
love for the land and language. The title was not his but taken from the twenty-first poem of his manuscript }

Where did he see the “face” of Bengal? It is true that nearly all districts of East Bengal resemble one another.
But Barishal is the only water-laden islet-like district. Perhaps that explains its singular charm. Jibanananda was,
quite possibly, impartial to all the districts. But the poet belonged to Barishal all right. At birth his eyes had
opened on the radiance of Barishal. It was in Barishal that he spent his childhood and grew to be a young man. So
it was here that he first encountered the “face” of his Ruposhi Bangla.
But it wasn’t only beauty; her resources were inexhaustible too, Motherly Barishal sustained and nourished us
on milk and fish. One wouldn’t ask for much else, if there were Barishal’s balam rice and musoor dal, topped
with some large pieces of sumptuous hilsa, accompanied by a big bowl of milk and martaman bananas.
Nowadays, appetites have shrunk. Who would be able to eat so much!
Throughout the day there used to be a steady stream of Muslim vendors. They would sit on the kitchen porch
and rest awhile and perhaps drink a glass of water. Ma would give them something to eat out of her ready stocks
of mishthi: pithey, payesh, tal-kheer or narkoler naru, They would eat with such delight and say,
“Our wives just cannot cook like this; even if we get all the ingredients for them, they cannot get it quite
right.”
After some more talk along these lines, the milkman would pour the contents of the half-maund milk pot into
the big pan. Flustered, Ma would rush out crying,
“Whatever are you doing? Don’t give so much!” No one would pay her any attention. The man would say,
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“If I don’t give it, where shall I take it in this scalding noontime? Don’t worry Mathakrun, it’s just as if one of
your sons has given it to you.” A seer of milk cost only 3 or 4 paisa. Yet Ma would exclaim,
“It’s so expensive!” To which the reply was,
“Have I asked for money now? Give it to me some other time.”
Something like this would take place during the mango season too. The mango-seller would dump his basket
full of mangoes on our verandah, containing anything between 150 to 200 Malda mangoes. The entire basket
would have been worth perhaps Rs 1.50, and that too because it was “imported”. A basket of local mangoes
wouldn’t have been more than 10 or 12 annas.
And hilsa? The hilsa vendors came in the evenings. There were too many fish left, they’d say, it hadn’t sold
that well in the markets. The Municipality had decreed that fish that had not been sold by the evening must be
released into the river, and hence there would be fervent pleading to take it all. Meanwhile our taste buds were
saturated with light hilsa curry, hilsa in mustard paste, hilsa steamed in banana leaves. The sight of hilsa had
become unappetising by then. But Baba would say,
“Give them some money and let them get rid of it. Who will buy it at this time of the day?”
Ma would do just that. Despite many efforts from the days of the British rule, nobody had been able to bring
rail tracks into Barishal. There were no ice factories there. So the day’s catch had to be sold within the day.
Now I feel like weeping in sorrow. Oh Allah, why have you given us industrialization? We were quite happy
on rice and dal, fish and milk! I hear you can’t get hilsa in Barishal any more.
Why did the country have to be partitioned! Half of our family remained there and the other half were here.
Every day my heart missed a beat when I thought of those who were not with us. How different it was then. We
felt so close to those vendors. We hung on to them once they came in, talking of so many things, starting from
what’s cooking at home to so much else. Never did we think of them as aliens.
But what they went through were not minor tortures. The extreme orthodox behaviour of the Hindus
sometimes incensed me. Once in Gaila, in another branch of my Didi’s joint family, a man came to deliver a
bundle of firewood. Instead of going all the way round through the main entrance, he entered through the narrow
path at the back between two rooms. One of these rooms was the kitchen.
That was it! All the babus jumped up.
“You son of a bitch, you’ve gone and defiled the kitchen?” The man tried to explain,
“I haven’t touched anything, babus, I have come through the middle; there wasn’t even any contact with the
fences.” But did that stop the babu?
“You fool, the two thatched roofs are in contact, and you have walked beneath them—doesn’t that defile the
kitchen? You dare to argue with me?”
The babu took off his shoe and hit the man on the back with it a few times. Whimpering, the man said,
“Babu, even your dog walks there; do you then throw your pot of rice away? I am only a human being, babu.”
Such unanswerable logic from a poor “Mussalman” aggravated the babu more. He was about to fling his shoe
again when the man ran away.
Ma often told me stories of conflicts between zamindars and peasants over money lent and borrowed, which
she must have heard from Baba who was the manager of a zamindari estate. When a dispute arose between the
subject and the zamindar over the repayment of debts, the responsibility of bringing about a settlement fell on the
manager.
Baba always made the two parties sit separately or face-to-face and tried to mediate. Once I came to know
about a serious problem. The leader of the peasant group was a Muslim, a well-built man who seemed to be
physically very strong and looked like a wrestler. Baba was summoned. The peasant leader agreed to accept
Baba’s verdict, and Baba set out the terms. The peasants accepted them, but the babus didn’t. Deceitfully, the
babus locked Baba in his room when he was taking a nap after his afternoon meal. They then dragged the peasant
leader out and beat him black and blue. His shouts awoke Baba and he tried to open the door in vain; he could do
nothing. Meanwhile the peasant had to be carried away on a bamboo stretcher.
What transpired later between the babus and Baba is a different story. Such was the inhumanity of the
zamindars. While 80 percent of the inhabitants were Muslims, the number of Hindu zamindars outnumbered the
Muslim ones; they shared a common inhuman attitude to the peasants.
I can understand why Muslims are so bitter about the Hindus. One of my distant relatives, a mama or uncle on
my maternal side, was a nayeb or rent-collecting official in a zamindari. My nayeb mama lost his job at a late age
because of his excessively brutal treatment of the peasants. In those hard times, without ajob and with a family to
care for, he would talk about the many cruel tortures he had inflicted and a particular story left a mark on me.
Because of overdue rent, all the things in a peasant’s house were being confiscated, though there was, after all,
very little by way of possessions. The helpless family members lay on the porch, howling with grief, when a pot
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of gur or molasses was pulled out of the house by Mama’s men. The women pounced upon it and fell at Mama’s
feet, crying,
“Babu, please let this pot of gur stay; it is to feed the children; you have taken all that we had, just let this stay,
Babu, we beg you.” Mama said,
“I shoved those women off my feet and snatched the pot of gur from their lap, it was almost like snatching a
child away from them. When I fed that gur to my own children, not once did I think of them. But today those
memories come back to me. Today, like them, I too have nothing to eat. There is God above, and you have to pay
for your sins.”
Mama often spoke of such misdeeds and shed tears of repentance. But it was too late, the victims were not
there to grant absolution. The day when their simmering anger exploded, everyone was swept away, there were no
traces left either of us or of my majhibhai.
My eldest Didi lived in Patuakhali. Around 1927 and for some trivial reason, riots broke out in the town. My
Jamaibabu was a very popular man who did not discriminate between Hindus and Muslims. On the streets he met
a Muslim man who was bleeding profusely from a head wound. The man held his bleeding head with both his
hands and shouted as he fled,
“Babu, go home quickly, riots have broken out.”
Jamaibabu was stunned. Was this a communal riot? Did riots drop from the sky? A Muslim, wounded by a
Hindu, was shouting out a warning to a Hindu while running for his life! Who created these riots? Those who did
were certainly neither Hindus nor Muslims.
Our home was relatively free from superstition and prejudices. Baba did not harbour any communal feelings.
My mother was a little conservative but her attitude too changed under our influence. A Muslim boy called
Chhabedali called Chhordi “Ma”, who also loved him like her own child. At first he used to eat outside, on the
kitchen porch. But after much persuasion from us, Ma let him eat with the rest of us.
This was Barishal and this was the milieu in which I grew up. How can I share with anyone the pain I felt at
the partition of the country, how can I explain how it tore me apart? My greatest sorrow was that even my
Communist Party accepted the Partition!
2
Barishal, the proud possessor of natural beauty, also had claims to a sublime beauty, which lay in its people’s
disposition. Just as the land was formed by its numerous rivers, the character of its people in those days was
sculpted by three godlike men. There was hardly anyone, young or old, who was untouched by their spiriulal
influence. These three men were Ashwinikumar Dutta, Kalishchandra Pandit and Jagadish Acharya.
At the centre of this trio was the saintly Ashwinikumar Dutta. We lived right next door to him. The front
garden of his home had railings, beyond which were the red gravelled municipal roads. In the middle of the
compound in front of the house stood a huge tarnal tree, and around its trunk there was a circular concrete
platform. A little distance away, on the other side of a grassy patch, ran a red gravelled footpath. Beneath the
soothing shade of the tarnal often a tired wayfarer lay, or bands of children played; sometimes the intelligentsia of
the town encircled Ashwinikumar, like bees in a hive, and savoured his wisdom.
Ashwinikumar was a philosopher, a humanist, a sage and a political thinker. We children were still too young
to comprehend the political discussions that took place there but sometimes, playing in the yard, I would catch a
glimpse of a godlike face as he relaxed on an armchair, inside the room. Ma called him Kakababu; we called him
Dadu. Occasionally we went with Ma to touch his feet and pay our respects. He would bless us and exhort us to
study hard, and would talk to Ma on various topics. At the crack of dawn, when he paced the circle beneath the
tarnal with a thin shawl or the end of the dhoti draped over him, I used to watch spellbound. A dazzling
countenance, a moustache almost completely white, with no trace of black in it, a shining bald pate, some wisps
of white hair sticking out from behind his ears, he walked about like a godly ascetic. That image of my childhood
is still fresh in my mind.
One morning, Gopal the mathor, the sweeper, had cleaned the latrines of the house and was on his way out
with the broom in his hands when he walked straight into Kartababu, as they called Ashwinikumar. Bending down
to touch his feet, Gopal found himself against Kartababu’s chest, drawn in a close embrace. He said,
“Gopal, you are the one who truly loves people, you are holy. Because you love them, it is so easy for you to
clear away their dirt.”
Gopal did not hear nor understand a word of what he said. He merely drenched his Kartababu’s feet with his
tears. Jamaibabu, who was a frequent visitor to that house, told me this story.
The deep abstraction in which we used to see him immersed found expression in his book Bhaktiyoga. When I
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grew up I read that book carefully. Then I came to know that Ashwinidadu was the most distinguished political
leader of contemporary Barishal. With the considerable influence that he acquired over the people of the entire
district, he had no need to reach out to them in person. It was enough for people to know that Ashwinibabu had
asked them to do this or that and they would follow his directives. He could be called the Gandhiji of Barishal. He
was close to the peasants and the villagers revered him so much that the peasants invoked his name before
sowing, believing that doing so would yield them a good crop. Sacrifice and altruism were a part of his life. There
was a certain magnetism in his person that drew people to him.
In our childhood we used to marvel at his ascetic appearance. On growing up I learnt about his spiritual life.
Free of all prejudices, Ashwinikumar subscribed to the Brahmo Samaj. Later he became a disciple of the late
Bijoykrishna Goswami, whom I had heard of because he was a source of inspiration for our family too.\fn{Born
in Nadia in 1841 and educated at Sanskrit College. Calcutta, he turned away from popular Hinduism and became
an acharya of the Brahmo Samaj, moving to East Bengal. Increasingly drawn to yoga, he left for Benares. Finally
he became a Vaishnava and set up an ashram in Dhaka where he died in 1899} As I grew up, like all the
inhabitants of Barishal, I too came under the sway of his spiritualism.
My own Dadu, or Dadamoshay, had died long ago. I had not known him. Ma told me about the friendship
between my Dadu, Rajanikanto Das, and Ashwinidadu. Ashwinikumar used to call my grandfather “Rojuda”.
Dadu was the most eminent lawyer in the town and the chairman of the municipality. At that time, these
intellectuals were followers of Annie Besant. They formed a branch of the Theosophical Society in Barishal, and
were in the habit of summoning spirits by planchette.
I have heard that towards dawn, Dadu would sit meditating on his bed. Whether from those planchette sessions
or by some other means, he had come to predict the exact date of his death much early on in his life. One night he
had woken Didima from her sleep and told her,
“On such and such a date in such and such year I shall die. And this is as certain as the fact that God’s grace
rules the world.”
Dadu was then a healthy and active man, Didima had paid no heed to it at all and dismissed it as a pre-dawn
nightmare. But strangely enough (I don’t know how long after this) many years later Dadu died exactly on that
date. He had lain in a partial coma because of a cerebral stroke for five months and then passed away on that
predicted date. All this happened in the beginning of the nineteenth century.\fn{ A note says that the author is wrong here,
and that all this happened at some time between the end and of the Nineteenth and the beginning of the Twentieth }
Dadu’s generosity was known all over the town. He would sit on the huge low seat covered with a rug in the
baithakkhana, the sitting room. On one side sat his clients and on the other poor helpless people who had come to
seek his assistance. While paying attention to professional matters he would at the same time listen to the pleas of
the poor. From time to time he would quietly pass small packets of coins to the needy, furtively lest the muhuris,
the court clerks, objected.
Dadu’s family consisted of Didima and my mother. After Ma’s marriage there were only the two of them left.
Yet he sustained a huge family. To the north of the house there was a massive eight-roofed, thatched structure
which housed nearly twenty-five people. Some were students and some were low-paid workers, and that room
was their shelter. Twice a day the mealtime gong would be struck. The wire on which it was hung was still there
when I grew old enough to notice it. In addition, on his visits to the village home Dadu carried a different cash
box. It was stuffed full of loose coins and notes. Every evening the wife of a nephew or a nephew’s son or some
such remote relative would be called in. To one Dadu would be her father-in-law’s elder brother: to someone else
her husband’s uncle perhaps, or her husband’s mother’s father’s cousin. From them he gathered details of the
circumstances of their parental homes. Then a packet would pass into her hands with the words,
“Send it to your Ma.”
With his own dependants too he was the same. Each one came with his her own plea and went away satisfied.
There was a proverb about Dadu, which went:
“His left hand didn’t know what the right hand gave away.”
When Dadu lay on his deathbed, his three first cousins on his father’s side, took advantage of his helplessness
and divided up three-fourths of his land in the village and the house built with his own resources among
themselves. Ma got one-fourth of it all. Someone had written a will and read it out to him, sticking a pen in his
hand, and Dadu had silently reached out and signed it. His only child, my mother, was deprived of her share.
Didima began bemoaning the loss. The other inmates of the house began to cry shame. They told Ma to go and
demand her share, but she replied,
“That I am the daughter of such a father is enough for me. What do I need a mere inheritance for?”
Later on Baba bought back half of the land and the remaining three-fourths of the house from those who had
taken the shares in it. One-fourth was rightfully Ma’s anyway. Hence the whole house came to belong to us. It was
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named after Dadu and not after Baba.
Once, between Dadu and his friend Ahwinikumar, things suddenly went sour on the issue of politics. It was in
the year 1926.\fn{Again, a note says that the author is “clearly wrong here” since the grandfather had died before her birth around
1911; but he suggests that “the dispute may have been over the policy against the 1905 partition of Bengal” } My Dadu had come
under the influence of Surendranath Bandyopadhyaya. Ashwinikumar respected Dadu for his humanitarianism
and philanthropy, but he was against collusion with the British in re-entering the municipality. Dadu stood for the
election. Ashwinidadu said,
“Rojuda, you are as much a misfit here as a tiger in a tulsi patch.”
Dadu lost the election. He had once been infuriated by the way Fuller Sahib oppressed the people of Barishal.
As a leader of the town he had written an acrimonious letter to Fuller Sahib, who had replied, expressing his
regrets. Post-elections, the friendship between the two comrades resumed its normal course. Beside Dadu’s
deathbed, Ashwinikumar too kept vigil. Dadu’s munificence was still well known in the town. Moreover, even in
that state, he could not let his mind drift away from the municipality, which was dearer than life to him. Delirious,
he was muttering to Ashwinidadu about making arrangements for pure drinking water for the town. At one point
his eyes closed forever.
His only child was Ma. She had the right to perform his last rites. When the arrangements came up for
discussion, everybody gave Ashwinidadu the responsibility to open Dadu’s strongbox. He opened it and found
within it a mere Rs 4.50. Ashwinidadu embraced Dadu’s body and wept loudly,
“Rojuda, verily you are the king of kings!”
One belonged to the divine realm and the other was a king of kings. Their companionship remained unbroken
to the end. There had been a difference of opinion, but the friendship had survived it. Nowadays politics is a lot
harsher. Friendship often turns into enmity.
I am not trying to record the magnificent life story of Ashwinikumar. I am merely narrating what I knew from
my childhood and what I heard from Ma and Jamaibabu.
*
The minstrel poet Mukunda Das was born in Barishal. This has been a great source of pride to us. It was the
influence of Ashwinikumar that inspired Mukunda Das to sing his patriotic songs that set afire the whole of East
Bengal. Muktmda Das lived in a Kali temple that he himself had established. But he held court at the home of
“Kartamoshay” Ashwinikumar. We often heard music coming from that house. Ashwinikumar must have had
some secret, magical power to reform a person! Otherwise how could the alcoholic Mukunda become a minstrel
poet, acquire such a following in Barishal, and court arrest and imprisonment for the sake of the country?\fn{ Also
known as “Charonkabi” (1878-1934), he was born in a poor family in Dhaka but grew up in Barishal, Sharply critical of Blitish rule, his
songs bound all communities together and it was his songs and jatras during the freedom struggle that helped to rouse the rural masses }
We had not yet set eyes upon Kazi Naznu Islam.\fn{ Famous poet (1898-1975) whose radical poetry and songs calling for
sacrifice for the nation, equality of peoples and communal halmony created a ferment in Bengal, particularly with the youth. Born into
extreme poverty in Barddhaman, he started to publish when he joined the army in 1917-1919; he edited and conuibuted to many journals
that drew in the Muslim intelligentsia; founded Nabajug with Muzaffar Allmed and Fazlul Haq, the founder of the Krishak Praja Party and
the first chief minister of Bengal. A major part of his poetry was written in jails as a political prisoner. He later moved to Bangladesh }

Feverishly learning by heart the poems of his Agnibina and Bisher Banshi, we hid the book in our breasts and
passed them secretly to friends. As far as I remember, Bisher Banshi was banned. I came to know Nazrul’s poems
not so much from his books as from the way they were rendered by Mukunda Das. Dressed in saffron cloth, with
a saffron shawl draped arotmd him, and a mass of curly hair, just like Nazrul’s, when the minstrel poet mounted
the stage and sang in his full-throated style, “durgomo giri kantaro moru” (the unconquerable motuntain, the
impassable road), “karar ei louho kopat bhengey phel kor-re lopat” (break these iron bars of the prison, make
them disappear), “jater namney bojjati shob” (all this vandalism in the name of caste), then these words
transcended the limits of a mere lay or a poem. They used to set our hearts aflame. I was particularly affected by
the song “jago nari jago banhishikha” (awake womankind, awake flames of fire). I felt I was that woman who
was being addressed; “dharshita nagini” (violated female snake) made me feel as if l had risen hissing and was
spreading my hood.
The jatra of Mukunda Das was a prime attraction of the town. All the jatras were efforts to teach the people
about subverting social prejudices; they also tried to awaken their political consciousness. In these jatras he often
played the role of the saffron-clad holy man. A boy used to play the role of his widowed daughter or female
disciple. The theme was social torture that was inflicted upon a child widow or upon the indigent. Hence they
came to be commonly known as swadeshi jatra (nationalist jatra). The main object of the jatras was to rouse the
patriotic sentiments of the people, and to make them shun social superstitions. This was achieved through
Nazrul’s music, the work of Mukunda Das himself and appropriate dialogue.
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Women used to throng these jatras and sit enthralled. The songs were as if magically inspired. When the
minstrel poet sang O amar banga nari, porona biliti shari, bhenge phelo beloari churi” (O women of my Bengal,
discard foreign-made saris, smash those glass bangles), women would rush to be the first to go up to the stage and
shatter their glass bangles. It wasn’t only glass bangles; often it so happened that in a fit of sobbing women
discarded their gold bangles too. They did not need any further persuasion to go home, cast off their foreign-made
saris and don the coarse saris of Bangalakshmi Mill.\fn{Owned and run by Bengalis, the mill was a symbol of Swadeshi, or
preference for Indian goods over foreign } Mukunda Das’s jatra alone sufficed for this. The vision of that sage's colossal
figure with medals dangling around his neck and his resonant voice still floats before my eyes and rings in my
ears.
Today Nazrul the poet is silent and so is the minstrel Mukunda Das. Where is that sensibility to be found
today? The youthful flow of blood has now congealed. My destiny had been shaped by their music and poetry.
For me Ashwinidadu was almost a family member, and sensing Ma’s respect for him, I realized that he was a man
of great worth. But I had to grow up, read his books, and see for myself the Mukunda Das of his creation to really
comprehend his greatness.
*
The second figure of the trio was the late Jagadishchandra who came to be known as Acharyajagadishchandra
because of his monastic and pious life. The title of acharya was a reverential offering to him by the people.
Though I had not been old enough to appreciate Ashwinikumar, I was old enough to see and understand
Jagadishchandra from quite close at hand. I was then a student of Brajamohan College. He was the principal of
Brajamohan School, established by Ashwinikumar and named after the latter’s father.
Jagadishchandra was unmatched as a teacher and an administrator. His subjects were English, mathematics and
philosophy. Once when he had aged considerably, I went to his ashram. I saw him absorbed in solving some
mathematical sums and asked,
“What are you doing? Of what use are these to you now?” He said,
“Didi, there are spider’s webs in a human head that can be cleared by doing sums.” He was tackling some
problems in differential calculus. He advised me,
“Why don’t you try doing this every day; it will make you quick and alert.” I said to myself,
“I can do without mental agility, such a dry pastime is not for me!” I am yet to set eyes on another man of such
vast erudition in every subject, in every discipline, and yet so full of humility.
The three men shared something in common. Jagadishchandra too had a divine countenance with a radiant
complexion, salt and pepper hair and beard. He was unmistakably sage-like in his appearance. Jagadishchandra’s
ashram was a students’ hostel. It comprised a puja room and his own residence. The expenses of this hostel were
met by the money paid by a few students. It was simple fare, dal, rice and vegetables. The acharya too ate the
same food. The puja and arati, worship with lamps, were not performed by him, but by a few other devotees. He
had no initiated disciples. But his devotees were everywhere.
In the evenings I often accompanied Ma and Chhordi to his ashram. He loved music and wanted to listen to
Atulprasad and Rabindranath’s bhakti or devotional songs. One after another he would indicate his choice and
Chhordiwould sing them and I would have to join her too. Then Jagadishchandra would seem to sink into the
sublime depths of the music.
Every Sunday there was puja in the mornings and music and readings from the Gita, Bhagavat or Upanishads.
The townspeopie listened in silence. A screen separated the men from the women. The songs were selected
according to his requests. Then he would read out sections from the holy texts and expound them. I often went
with Ma and others. Many admirers would often crowd his home to attend his spiritual discourses. The
surroundings were serene and quiet, nestled among shady trees, the ashram reminded one of those of the ancient
sages.
Once on the occasion of Janmashtami he commanded me to read out an essay on Lord Krishna’s teachings in
the Gita. I was nervous, but I did write one and read it out trembling inside. To this day the memory brings to
mind that palpitation and nervousness more than anything else. But the next morning the pious man himself stood
on my doorstep! He hung a garland round my neck and said,
“Here, Didi, is your reward; your essay gave me great pleasure.”
I scarcely knew what to do. This was the first time I had received such a reward. I took the garland from my
neck and placed it at his own feet, bending down to seek his blessings.
Of the many ways in which he expressed his fondness, I cannot help mentioning one incident. Behind his
bedroom stood a chalta tree laden with delicious fruit. One day I was hovering beneath it when he spotted me and
asked,
“What are you looking for Didi; chalta?” I grinned broadly.
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The next morning I found him coming with two chaltas in his hands. Astonished, I remember thinking,
“Do great men remember such trivial matters too?”
I had read the Bhagavat Gita by then. At that time my only ambition was to become a sanyasini or an ascetic.
My idea of asceticism was a life of extreme continence and hardship with no space for madhur rasa (the emotions
of sweetness and affection) in it. The notion of any relationship with God other than a filial one was
impermissible to me. 1 was a firm devotee of the Gita dharma.
One afternoon I went to have a debate with Jagadishchandra. On an impulse I said,
“I do not like reading your Bhagavat.” He asked,
“Why?” I replied,
“There are many obscene things written in it.” He seemed grieved. He said,
“You won’t understand all that now. The child has to grow teeth in order to enjoy the unripe green mango.”
All my logic lay shattered. He just shut me up with that one sentence.
Barishal town was then replete with wisdom and love, under the tutelage of the sober inmates of
Jagadishchandra’s hostel, the devotees of his puja room and his own influence in countless homes of the town.
This person’s tranquil penance had exceeded the bounds of his ashram and held the entire town in a spell
impossible for anyone to break at that time. Even during the Bangladesh War I have heard that the Jagadish
ashram remained untouched. I haven’t yet mentioned the most important point, he too belonged to
Ashwinikumar’s coterie. So this man who himself held such great wisdom and knowledge also spread the
message of Ashwinikumar’s honesty, love and sincerity.
*
The third member of the trio was Kalishchandra. People knew him as Kalish Panditmoshay, the Sanskrit
teacher of Brajamohan School. He too belonged to Ashwinikumar’s group. His creed did not manifest itself in
erudition, but in philanthropy. He had built an infirmary where the sick received care. He himself was unmarried
and devoted his life to this work. He would pick the ailing off the streets and nurse them zealously back to health.
Ashwinikumar, along with his students, had established a group called “Little Brothers of the Poor” in
Barishal, and initiated them in the mission of succouring the infirm. That group was later taken charge of by
Ashwinikumar’s worthy successor, this Panditmoshay. He had fashioned his students into ministering samaritans
of utmost compassion. The young men hovered around Panditmoshay as volunteers, and followed his instructions.
These volunteers nursed the sick people at the infirmary. Also, whenever a family sent for them, they went to their
homes to attend the sick with Panditmoshay assigning their “duties” to them.
In those days there were no cures for cholera, smallpox or typhoid, and these epidemics visited towns and
villages every year with unfailing regularity. In the absence of any cure, only nursing could provide the patient
with some relief. When the volunteers heard of any case, their task was to rush to the spot with a fan and icy
salves to cool the brow, sit by the patient and often return only after the last rites were performed. From ten in the
night to two and from two until dawn, the volunteers came in shifts. There was no lapse in this vigil. They never
ate anything in any house. Many a time the family members themselves would be absent but they kept watch.
Once my Dada fell ill with typhoid and Ma was unable to cope all by herself. We had to contact the ashram.
After dusk two volunteers came and relieved Ma. They performed the chores of checking the fever and
administering the homeopathic medicine once every hour; Ma did not have to do it. They tried so hard to make
Ma lie down and take some rest. These volunteers were Kalish Pandit’s children. He did not have children of his
own; but in his old age he was able to see the ministering prowess of the offspring he had fostered in his lifetime;
that was the success of his ideals.
*
There were a number of other people who had spread their influence over Barishal through the strength of their
personalities. I have not forgotten them and their memory still inspires reverence. In the southwest of Barishal
lived Jibanananda. His father, Satyananda Das, was an acharya of the Brahmo Samaj. He too was an ascetic and
an erudite person. His sister Snehalata Das was the headmistress of our school. She always wore a white dhoti
with a thin border; a pious, chaste Brahmo woman who later became an acharya of the Samaj so that she could
conduct prayer meetings. In our schooldays she was our ideal, an example of “plain living and high thinking”.
We went to school barefoot, wearing white saris with white blouses. We knew no other way of dressing. In
front of our headmistress, Bordi, as we called her, we could not even think of dressing up. The fashion of wearing
the sari in the urban style had not reached Barishal till then. There were no rail tracks, you see! Fashions from
Calcutta took ages to come. The atmosphere of Barishal probably survived for quite a while due to the authority
wielded by those great personages and the absence of rail connections.
When we were in our IA classes, some friends and I decided to start wearing shoes. Perhaps we were better off
without them. Hardened by walking barefoot, the red gravel did not prick our feet. But now, I wouldn’t be able to
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run a few steps barefoot, not even to save my life.
Another disseminator and acharya of the Brahmo Samaj was Manmohun Chakrabarty. He often visited our
home, as he did many other homes. The amicable, humble, aged man often came to requisition some essay from
me for his journal Brahmavadi. During Maghotsav, the winter festival of the Brahmos, he suggested I read an
essay of mine. I did it a couple of times and often bickered with him on this score,
“You do not ever bring your girls into all this but only push me onto the stage. I won’t have that!” We both
derived great amusement from such wrangles.
In addition, the centre of Barishal’s revplutionary politics was the Shankar Math founded by Swami
Pragnananda Saraswati. I do not know if swamiji himself had anything to do with politics, but we all knew that
the Math was the hub of the Jugantar Party.\fn{ A group that espoused terrorism to end British rule, it drew many idealist youth;
many later became Communists } I went there a few times with Chhordi, who used to visit the Math. My eyes roved
over the books in its library, musing whether behind the books there were pistols stashed away; I always remained
avidly curious to know if any of the revolutionaries were hiding there.
Suddenly one day, news came that the police had ransacked the Math so thoroughly they had dug up the
foundation of the temple. Apparently they had confiscated some weapons too. Nishibabu, who used to show us
around the library, was arrested.
The power of the Shankar Math silently sowed the seeds of revolt in our youthful minds. I do not know if in
any other district revolutionaries had consolidated around such a religious institution. But the religious milieu of
Barishal and the revolutionary element intermingled in such a way that it gave the place a special distinction.
This was Barishal. I still yearn to go back to that world. I do not know if the other districts of East Bengal were
able to create such a celestial spirit of peace. …
67.57 The Leader\fn{by Abu Jafar Shamsuddin (1911-1989)} Dackshinbagh, Gazipur District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (M) 3
The political party I was connected with did not have enough speakers. So, after having delivered a few
speeches, I was easily accepted as a petty leader.
I can’t remember today what formed the subject matter of my speeches in those days. But I distinctly remember that when I used to come down from the platform after finishing my speech, the men and women present in
the meeting would clap their hands in thunderous applause. The sound would almost make me swoon with
happiness. I became enamored of my own gifts.
I was sorry that I had not exploited this latent power of mine earlier in life. I rebuked myself that in those
precious years I was busy with the problem of earning paltry sums to keep my body and soul together. Had I not
done so, today my name would certainly have found a place in real printed letters along with the names of the
great leaders of all-Bengal repute. I had not the slightest doubt about that. Particularly, there would have been no
doubt about it if I had joined some old political party. I could possibly have become a cabinet minister today.
When I spoke in party meetings, the ladies and gentlemen present listened in pin-drop silence. I noticed that
Miss Tara, my friend Devaki’s sister, gazed at me with an earnestness, the meaning of which I, an orator only and
not a poet, failed to grasp. But I could understand this much that the look certainly carried a meaning in it. There
was regard and respect in it; there was probably love, too.
I had never been loved by a. woman before. As such I did not know the sweetness such love bestows on one.
But due to simple biological reasons, I had the normal curiosity and eagerness about a woman. Not that there was
no desire, too. And so I felt a little inclined towards Miss Tara. I loved to talk to her every now and then on all
sorts of pretexts.
She talked with me in an atmosphere of awe and reverence. She had just passed her matriculation examination.
It was only natural that she should feel awe-struck when associating with a renowned leader like me. A kind of
intimacy grew between us. And I began to associate myself with Devaki more closely than ever. He was a
celebrated political worker. He had direct contacts with the anarchist leaders of the age. His name was wellknown all over Bengal.
When I met him he had lost all faith in the anarchist movement and ideology. He had learnt through bitter
experience the simple truth that the goal he had in view could never be achieved without the active co-operation
and assistance of the general mass. As soon as he realized this he began to tour from village to village, working
ceaselessly for creating mass support for his party. He daily covered on foot mile after mile of the mud-spattered,
dusty village roads of Bengal.
The great famine had already begun by then. The talk of politics, of the masses combining to fight the evil of
fascism, appeared ridiculous at that hour. But Devaki worked on without rest. He talked to the village people
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about political affairs. Occasionally, he organized meetings in the bazaars, too. And he once invited me to speak at
such a meeting. He said:
“Tara is in politics and will speak in the meeting. You must come.”
I was overjoyed to hear that Tara would be going. The meeting would be in a faraway village. We would not be
able to return to the city on the same day. Naturally, there was no doubt about the fact that I could get ample
opportunity to mix with Tara freely. If I let go such a golden chance, it might not come again. No sooner was the
proposal made than I decided to accept it.
However, ego demanded a little show of reluctance. So I made up my mind not to give my consent outright. I
asked:
“How far is the place?”
“Quite some way off, my friend. We have to go by bus. About thirty miles.”
“Where shall we stay the night?”
“You needn’t worry about that. There is a fairly prosperous family of fishermen there. I have sent word that we
shall stay with them.”
“Will there be a large crowd or shall I have to shout myself hoarse before a paltry gathering of a hundred or
two?”
“Well, we hope to have a very large crowd. People have been informed of the meeting by beat of drum in the
hats and bazaars. Besides, people have been told that the food situation would also be discussed in the meeting.
There definitely will be a large crowd.”
For one thing, there was the certain prospect of Tara’s close company for over twenty-four hours, and then
again this assurance of Devaki regarding a big gathering. My eagerness to go grew greater than ever. I said:
“Well, since you are pressing so hard, I shall go.”
Devaki left after saying once again, “You must come.”
Next morning, after having my breakfast early, I came to the corner of Gariahata Road. On my arrival there, I
saw Tara standing by the side of Devaki, looking pretty in her simple sari. Devaki looked pleased to see me. He
said:
“Hello, come along. There are only five minutes for the bus to leave.”
I took my place beside Tara in silence and began to think if it would ever be possible to demolish the insurmountable wall of social barriers and get Tara as my companion for life.
Soon after, the bus took off with us. It was a bazaar of a remote village in Bengal and was as wretched in look
as it was small in size. A few sheds stood in the middle of the bazaar. looking like so many grief-stricken widows.
No shed had a regular wall. Among the covered sheds there was only one grocery shop. It was the summer of
1943.
It was nearly 5 p.m. when we arrived there, covering a distance of about three miles from the bus station on
foot along the zigzag route through the village paddy fields.People had already begun to assemble for the meeting.
I got up to speak. I spoke fervently on national and international politics and strongly attacked the fascist
powers. I spoke on the tyranny of British imperialism. Sporadic cheers greeted my speech.
Dusk was approaching. The sun was about to set. It was getting dark slowly.
And suddenly a queer scene revealed itself before me. I was speaking from a raised platform, and so I could
see things quite far off. I saw a long queue of human beings nearly half a mile away. They were all women and
were coming towards us. As the procession came nearer, the human figures grew more distinct. The lean, emaciated figures, clad in dirty rags, were bent against the gusty wind blowing from the opposite direction. They were
hardly able to stand the blast of the wind and so they stooped more and more. The heads of some were bent so low
that they seemed to touch the very ground. Their hair, bereft of oil for ages and mixed with dust and sand, had
twisted into dreadlocks. Their heads were uncovered and the strong wind blew the rough locks of hair this way
and that like loose leaves. The ends of the rags, with which they had covered their bodies, fluttered in the wind.
The dark bronzed figures seemed nothing but skin and bones. Their stomachs had become almost one with their
backs. Their storehouse of sweet honey, their breasts, had grown dry and skinny like bats and hung down their
chests like torn shirt-pockets. Some of them carried children on their backs or in their arms.
They approached, looking like a swarm of reptiles crawling on their bellies in crooked zigzag fashion. A ferocious hunger glowed in their eyes and faces. They looked like the summer storm rushing forward at a tremendous
speed from the northern countries to engulf the whole world in a terrific tempest. Small, large, medium-sized
clouds, clouds of all sizes and colors, terrifyingly black, pitch dark, black with brown and white fringes, colored
with the shades of a comet, black mixed with the glow of the sun from a different world, black clouds in small
groups or ranged in order, strata after strata, advanced relentlessly to appease their year-long hunger.
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They advanced. Their long arms appeared to be hanging from some artificial socket, severed from the rest of
their bodies. They hung like the loose bark of some huge tree, after its branches had been lopped off. They looked
exactly like the arms of a skeleton and they seemed to have taken on the reddish tinge of some fierce-looking
reptile. Their teeth projected through their jaws like the teeth of the crocodile.
It seemed to me that they were the procession of Yajuj-Majuj. They had swallowed up the hills and mountains
and yet their hunger had not been appeased. And so they had stepped out today in the wide open earth. Today they
would devour the trees, the herbs and all vegetation, men, animals, birds, fish and sea water. They would eat up
everything within their reach on land, water and air and would finally satisfy their hunger. As floodwater rising
from the troubled sea advances relentlessly devouring everything that comes in its way, so too would these creatures move forward today devouring all that came in their way. There would be no charity, no sympathy, no
hatred, no envy, no thought; nothing of humanity would remain. Intoxicated with their mad hunger, they would
devour the whole world with the supreme indifference of a cold-blooded monster. They would do so as
indifferently as the lizard on the wall devours the insect.
There was no escape from that terrible hunger. There was no escape for you or me, or, for that matter, for
anyone.
I could not tell you when I stopped speaking. But though I had ceased speaking, I remained on the dais, staring
before me fixedly. All the hair on my head had stood up. I found myself tied fast to the platform as if by some
powerful magnet. It seemed that I stood there patiently waiting to be devoured by those fast approaching human
reptiles, like the poor victims of a python before whose gaze they feel absolutely powerless and who ultimately
walk into its mouth without any protest.
They came still nearer. Gradually, they came very close to the place of the meeting. The skinny arms of a few
skeletons suddenly shot forward. Those outstretched arms tried to grab whatever they could find before them.
They looked like the legs of a huge crab trying to catch its prey with its monstrouss claws. It appeared to me that
some skeletons had suddenly come to life by magic and had gathered there to gobble up the entire human
civilization.
All of a sudden those ghost-ridden skeletons broke forth in a mighty shout:
“Give us rice, we want food, we want paddy.”
Their shrill cries sounded like the simultaneous splitting of a large number of dry bamboo branches in a jungle.
The terrible noise released me from my trance. With a wild shout, I jumped off the rostrum and began to race
along the red-graveled road of the District Board. I felt that my life and death depended on this race. I dared not
look back. The words “Give us rice, we want food, we want paddy” constantly dinned against my ears. The words
pierced my eardrums and beat like a hammer at my heart.
I ran faster and faster still. I forgot about all the others. As I ran I only thought of saving myself. I was a leader.
I was the speaker. They would most certainly devour me. The skeletons seemed to be coming after me, shouting
out those terrible words.
I ran faster and faster. I had to save myself at all costs. I was a leader. I had a future before me. The ghostridden, skeleton-like figures would soon turn into dust and mingle with the earth and then my golden days would
reappear. It was, therefore, essential on my part that I should escape from this attack of theirs on that day. I swore
that I would most decidedly survive, and I ran for my very life.
The pit of it, however, is that I am still running. The race has not come to an end even today.
292.77 1. The Winner\fn{by Begum Sufia M. Kamal (1911-1999)} Shayestabad, Barisal Division, Bangladesh (F)
11\fn{In what follows, I have supplied some internal sub-divisions in addition to the few indicated by the author, and defined some
unfamiliar words and anagrams:H}
The autumn morning was touched with the scent of shiulis.\fn{The flowers of the Nyctanthes arbor-tristis, the nightAsmat Ali, The S.D.O.\fn{Sub-divisional Officer:W} of the district, was out for his usual stroll
near the bank of the Bhairab River.
He returned home late and breathless.
“Hajera!” he called out urgently as soon as he stepped into the house.
Hajera Khatun, Asmat Ali’s wife, was serving her son breakfast. She came out at once, without pausing even to
wash her hands. It was unusual for her husband to call her at this hour. Something important must have come up.
“I met an old friend near the river, said Asmat Ali. “He’s in a boat and he’s seriously ill. In fact, he may not
live.”
“O Allah!”
“Yes, I was shocked too. But I can’t possibly leave him there with only a few servants. Sending him to the
flowering jasmine tree}
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hospital seems too heartless. I’m going to send my palanquin to bring him over to our house. He’s a childhood
friend of mine, comes from a rich family. I’ve no idea how he’s landed up like this—” He stopped abruptly, aware
that he was losing precious time.
“He’ll be here soon,” said Asmat Ali briskly to his wife. “Do you think you can look after him? Perhaps you
should get Masuma to help you. Where is she? Masuma, who was standing close by, said,
“Of course. Which room do you think we should get ready for him?”
“The room where you have your afternoon meetings would be ideal,” Asmat Ali said to his wife. “We just need
a bed in there. Do you mind?”
“Not at all,” said Hajera. “But who is this friend? Do I know him?”
“You’ve heard of him, at least. Abul Kasem Chowdhury, of Pabna.”
Neither Asmat Ali nor his wife noticed that Masuma had looked up with a start at the mention of the name.
Asmat went downstairs to send the palanquin to fetch his friend.
“They’ll be here soon,” Hajera said to Masuma. “Give me a hand, Masu, will you? Let’s bring in the extra bed
from your room and move a small table into the room. We must make sure he’s comfortable.”
The two women left to make arrangements.
*
It was late evening. The namaz\fn{A system of prayer, designed to supplicate God, recited by Muslims five times a day:H }
was over at the mosque. Asmat Ali returned from office, had a quick cup of tea and went to see his friend. In the
morning he had arranged for the doctor from the government hospital to examine Abul Kasem. Another specialist
had been called in as a consultant. But the doctors were noncommittal about the patient at this stage: his condition
was too serious for them to be hopeful about his recovery.
Asmat had requested the consultant doctor to stay back that night the doctor was to examine Abul Kasem every
hour. Hajera and Masuma gave him medicines regularly and took turns in holding the ice bag to his head. There
was a single candle burning in the room, its gentle light throwing soft shadows on the walls. The delicate
fragrance of incense floated in the air.
Abul Kasem lay on the bed inert, flushed and unconscious from high fever. Excessive strain and irregular
meals had caused his blood pressure to shoot up abnormally.
Asmat sat at the head of the bed looking anxiously at his friend. Kasem wore clothes that were soiled and
wrinkled; his salt-and-pepper hair was tangled and dry and the rough stubble of a few days rose on his unshaven
cheeks. Asmat could not bear the look at his friend. He closed his eyes and prayed,
“Let him get well, Allah. Here he is, so far away from his family, poor and desperately ill. If he dies he
wouldn’t even know his friend had tried to help him in his last hours”
Miraculously, almost like an answer to his prayers, Kasem’s body twitched suddenly. He seemed to be trying
to turn on his side. His bloodshot eyes opened for an instant, trying to focus on the unfamiliar room. Masuma was
holding the ice bag to his head.
“I think you should call the doctor, Bhai,” she said softly.
“Kasem! Can you hear me? Do you know who I am?” asked Asmat urgently. Kasem tried to lift a hand.
“Asmat!’ he gasped.
“Here, Kasem, here I am,” Asmat said, tremendously relieved that his friend was not delirious any more.
“Masuma, call the doctor,” he said. Kasem started.
“Masma? He asked.” Who’s Masuma?” Masuma had already left the room.
“She’s my sister,” said Asmat. “You were terribly ill and I brought you to my house. How are you freeling
now?”
Kasem had not been able to calm himself yet. He remained quiet for a while and said,
“You are asking me how I am? I can die in peace now. Praise be to Allah that He brought a sinner like me toa
friend at my last hour.”
“Don’t say that ever again. You’re going to be all right. Here’s the doctor now.”
The doctor examined Kasem. He relaxed visibly once he as through. He even permitted himself a smile.
“Nothing to worry about,” the doctor told Amat, drawing him aside. “I expect the fever to go down by the
morning. But on no account should he be excited. Anything can happen if he does. I have seen patients like him
often getting agitated. Talk to him and keep him calm when he is awake. And make sure he gets some sleep. I
have changed the medicine. Now should I go home or stay?
Asmat did not let the doctor go home. Hajera soon came in with the medicine. Kasem, by this time fully
conscious, raised his hand to his forehead in a salaam. Hajera returned the salaam and handed the ice beg to
Asmat.
“Hold this to his head,” she said. “I shall get him something to eat.”
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Hajera was back soon with some soup. She fed Kasem with a spoon and wiped his mouth gently.
“Try to get some sleep,” she said. “I’m sure you’ll feel much better in the morning.”
Weak and exhausted, Kasem dropped off to sleep very soon. Asmat sat awake at the head of the bed, his
friend’s emaciated hand held firmly in his own.
*
It was eleven o’clock at night. Kasem was sleeping fretfully. He opened his eyes at the sound of the clock
striking the hour.
“Asmat!” he called.
Masuma was sitting at the head of the bed, gently fanning Kasem’s feverish forehead. She leaned forward at
the sound of his voice. Kasem’s eyes rested for an instant on Masuma’s face, half hidden in the shadows, and
immediately his body tensed. There was a strange light in the eyes that stared almost fanatically at her. Masuma
was alarmed.
“I’ll call Bhai,” she murmured, and left the room quickly. Asmat came in a moment later and touched his
friend’s forehead lightly.
“How’re you feeling now?” he asked.
Kasem did not reply. His breathing had quickened and his eyes were unnaturally bright. Asmat hurried out of
the room and woke up the servant who was sleeping outside the door
“Call the doctor—quick!” he urged. The servant ran down the stairs.
Asmat came back into the room and started to fan Kasem’s forehead. Kasem reached up and held his friend’s
hand.
“I don’t need the doctor,” he said. “Just tell me something, Asmat. Who was sitting at the head of my bed?”
“It was my sister,” Asmat replied, surprised.
“Your sister? I never knew you had a sister of your own.”
“Why, what’s wrong? Has Masuma said something to you?”
“Masuma! Yes, I thought I’d heard that very name.” The doctor came in and checked Kasem’s pulse.
“Why are you so excited?” he asked reprovingly. ‘I told you it’s not good for you. The fever is coming down,
now all you need is rest.”
“Yes, I shall sleep, but I need to tell Asmat something first. My time is running out.”
“Kasem, I’ve told you once that I don’t want to hear such things from you. You’re being obstinate an childish.”
“Asmat, please ask the doctor to leave. I need to talk to you. It’s very important. Please, Asmat.”
The doctor realized it was useless trying to stop Kasem. It was only making him more agitated.
“All right,” he said. “I’m leaving. But don’t talk too much. It’s not good for you. Try to get some sleep.”
Kasem’s lips parted in a half-smile.
“Yes, I’ll sleep, maybe forever … but I’m glad you’re here with me, Asmat. I’m really glad.”
“Stop, Kasem,” Asmat said. “I shall listen to everything you have to say in the morning, I promise. But you
should sleep now, my friend.”
“If I went to sleep I may not wake up again, Asmat. Don’t try to stop me. I need to confess my sins. I can’t
bear this burden anymore.” Asmat was startled, but the urgency in his friend’s voice convinced him.
“All right,” he said. “I’ll listen.”
“I have disturbed your sleep,” Kasem said, “why must you give me shelter and suffer for it?” Hajera came in.
“Why don’t you get some rest?” she suggested to her husband. “I can sit with him for a while.”
“It’s all right, tomorrow is Sunday,” Asmat said. “You get some rest and ask Masuma to do the same.”
“She’s already gone to sleep. She had a bad headache. All right then, but do call me if you need me.”
“Of course,” Asmat promised.
Hajera left the room. Kasem said,
“Can I have some water please?”
Asmat helped his friend to drink some water and wiped his face gently. After a while Kasem began to speak.
“Your sister is called Masuma, isn’t she? I knew someone called Masuma. ‘Knew’ is perhaps not the right
word, but … well, I like to think that I knew her. When I heard that name and saw that face it seemed so much
like her … I’m not sure, but if you ever find my Masuma … you’ve got to look for her, my friend. This is my last
request to you,” Kasem held his friend’s hand in a tight grasp.
“Kasem, you’re going to get well soon, and then you are going to find your Masuma yourself.”
*
“Mine? No, she’s not mine. She was never mine. I just want to tell you my story so that if you find her you can
tell her how sorry I am.
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“You know I haven’t been to Pabna since I was a child. When we shifted to our new house in Calcutta my
father had a feast for the housewarming. Lots of people came from our native village.
“Among them was this girl called Masuma. Her father was a cousin of my father’s he was the gentle and quiet
sort. Masumna was a child then—maybe seven or eight years old. I was about fifteen.
“The house was full of people, there was feasting and celebrations … we had great fun. I’d never had a sister
and Masuma somehow filled the gap. Initially it was just that, affection, not love, but later … may I have some
water?” Asmat gave him some water.
“Why don’t you stop now, Kasem? I’ll listen to the rest of it tomorrow,” he said.
“I’m not sure I’ll live to see tomorrow,” Kasem said, almost to himself. ‘Besides, I ma not feel like telling you
any of this if I get well. This moment will have passed. No, I must tell you the whole story now.
Asmat fell silent again.
“After the moulud—the housewarming feast—was over, I entered my room and found Masuma there She’d
brought heaps of books down from my table and was sitting on the floor, staring admiringly at them. She was a
little embarrassed at first to see me, but very soon she became her normal self.
“‘Are all these books yours? Do you read all of them?” she asked me.
“I smiled and nodded. She turned the pages excitedly and said,
“‘I’ll also read all these books when I grow up. I’m learning to read, you know.’ I stretched out on the bed. She
immediately started to recite rhymes from her Bengali book Hashi Khushi and then went on to tell me what she’d
learnt from her Urdu primer.
“‘That’s wonderful,’ I said. ‘I can’t read half as well as you.’
“‘You’re teasing me,’ she pouted. ‘You couldn’t have so many difficult books if you couldn’t read well. No,
you said that because you don’t really want to read out to me.’ Her father suddenly called her from outside and
she ran out.
“The next day after returning from school I asked Ma for food and went out on the terrace to water the plants.
Masuma was there, digging up the earth around the roots of one of the potted plants. I was annoyed.
“‘Who asked you to touch the plants?’ I asked sternly. She went on working.
“‘Why, the soil was completely dry!’ she said. ‘The roots need this.’
“‘That’s enough,’ I snapped. ‘Move!’ She immediately moved away. I became busy with the plants.
“A little later I stole a glance at her. The sun was setting, and Masuma’s little face reflected all the colors of the
sunset. I thought I’d never seen anything so beautiful.
“‘Are you angry with me, Masuma?’ I asked, contrite.
“‘No,’ Masuma said easily. She kept pulling her hair back with her muddy little hands.
“‘We’re leaving today. Once I go the plants will all die because you won’t water them. Do you know I watered
all the plants yesterday? If I didn’t, they’d all be dead.’ She smiled.
“‘Are you leaving today? When?’
“‘By the night train. All the lights will be switched on in the train, and the fans will be running. Such fun!’ I
came up to her and took her hand.
“‘Aren’t you going to miss me?’ I asked
“‘Not you, but Chachi. She loves me so much.’ I pulled her close and kissed her on her soft red cheeks.
“‘I love you very much too, Masuma,’ I said.
“‘Honestly?’
“‘Honestly. I’ll cry when you go away, I’ll miss you most terribly. Nothing will be the same.’
“‘I’ll love you too, then. Come over to our village during the vacations and we shall play a lot, shall we?’
“‘All right. Give me a kiss, then.’
“She put her arms around me and touched my cheeks wither lovely soft lips. You know something, Asmat?
Those childish kisses were so innocent … thee was nothing even remotely exciting about them, but I still
remember them … they are the best memories I have. I kissed her again and again, and she kissed me back.
“Masuma was such a child that she never thought twice about it, but I was growing up. I had never
experienced such a thrill, neither had I felt so guilty about anything I’d done in my life. I went downstairs and she
did too. I had the snacks my mother served me, went out to play with friends—but all the while my mind was left
back home, where Masuma was. I desperately wanted to return home; at the same time I was curiously reluctant
to face her. Finally when I returned home it was quite late. Masuma and her father had already left.
“I went to my mother. She was chopping betel nuts.
“‘If you returned a little earlier you’d have met Masuma. The poor girl was so upset. She was asking after
you,” she said.
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“My heart lurched wildly. Had she told Mother more? Perhaps even the whole story? I hung around the kitchen
a little longer but Mother didn’t say anything else. I was so tense I couldn’t eat anything. I merely picked at my
dinner and ran upstairs as soon as I could. Sleep eluded me. I started into the darkness, feeling utterly alone.
“After a long time, I heard my mother coming upstairs with my father. They were talking, assuming I was
asleep. It was long past my bedtime.
“‘Masuma is such a nice girl, and so beautiful,’ said Mother. ‘I wish we could get her married to Kasem.’
“‘Huh?’ said my father. ‘What’s the use of beauty in a daughter-in-law? Her father is only a schoolteacher. If
he lost his job he’d be a pauper. We can’t possibly negotiate with a family like theirs.’
“‘They might be poor, but they’re our relatives after all, and it’s a good family,” Mother said. “Besides, Kasem
is our only son. Why do we need to arrange his marriage with a rich girl? By Allah’s grace we have enough!’
“‘Don’t even think about it,’ Father said sternly. ‘It can’t happen.’ My mother fell silent.
“I think that was the moment when I woke up to reality. It was as if someone had rudely torn my most tender
dream apart. Perhaps I never really recovered from that pain.
*
“Time passed. I grew up, completed my education. Mother had passed away by that time. Perhaps I’d even
forgotten Masuma. I’d heard that her father had died, and before that, had married her off to a teacher like
himself. Meanwhile, I was all set to go to England for further studies when my brother fell seriously ill. He told
me that he wanted to see me settled before he died. I had to please him. My wife came from one of the richest
families in Calcutta. To tell you the truth I was not unhappy with my marriage. Perhaps I even fell a little in love
with my wife, the beautiful and elegant Asema.
“Father passed away. He died happy. I, his only son, had money, respect, happiness, a beautiful wife. What
more could he want for me?
“One morning soon after that Masuma’s husband, Abu Ali, suddenly came over to my house to meet me. I
learned that his father had borrowed heavily from my father and had lost everything in debt, even his house,
before he died. Abu Ali, however, had not come to plead with me to return their house. He’d come to tell me that
my father had annexed a portion of Masuma’s father’s property, which they wanted back. I promised him I’d ask
my manager to look into the matter immediately.
“‘What do you do?’ I asked him.
“‘I used to teach in our village school, but now I’ve got a job in Calcutta.’
“‘Have you brought Masuma over?” I asked eagerly.
“‘Yes, and m brother too. There’s no one else in my family.’
“‘Where are you staying?’
“‘I’ve taken a house near Entally on rent. We arrived a couple of weeks ago.’
“‘And you never thought of visiting me! Let’s go to your house right now.’
“‘We were thinking of inviting you once we’d settled down,” Ali said, a little embarrassed. “Masuma said—”
“I stopped him. ‘Yes, I suppose Masuma has become quite the mistress of the house! Let’s see what she says
when I surprise her with a visit.’
“It was eleven o’clock in the morning. I took my car out and drove to their house with Ali. When we knocked
at the door a familiar voice rang out from inside.
“‘I’m not going to open the door until I hear your name.’ Ali blushed and said quickly,
“‘It’s me, Ali. Open tthe door.’ The door opened. I entered first, followed by Ali.
I was expecting to see her, but the first moment of eye contact was overwhelming. Her crushed sari was wet in
patches; she must have been mopping the floor. Her face was flushed from exercise, sweat glistened in beads on
her forehead. And yet how lovely she looked! She was startled to see me enter he house with Ali, and immediately
pulled her sari over her shoulder and moved away a little.
“‘Don’t you recognize me, Masuma?’ I said. ‘I’m Kasem.’ She smiled and raised her hand, doing a salaam.
“‘If you wanted to salaam me you could’ve come to see me,’ I said. It’s been quite some time since you came
to Calcutta.’ Ali brought out a chair on the verandah for me.
“‘To go to a rich man’s house unasked—’ Masuma said, still smiling.
“‘—is scary is it?’ I finished for her.
“‘Not at all,’ she said spiritedly. ‘I’m not scared of anyone it was just that—’
“‘Yes?’
“‘Well, I wasn’t sure the rich man would recognize me. But now that you’ve come to see me, I’ll perhaps go to
met Begum Saleba one of these days,’ she added with a smile. ‘You know what he says?’ Masuma said, pointing
to Ali. ‘He says I shouldn’t go to your house because I don’t have expensive saris and jewelry. Don’t you think if
someone is close to me, I’d be welcome even if I visit him in a torn sari?’
721

“‘Ali was fidgeting, clearly very embarrassed. I felt a rush of affection for the shy young man sitting before
me. Masuma was obviously the stronger of the two, and I could see how much Ali depended on his wife. I’d
caught the little glances and the intimate smiles passing between them. I’d noticed their eyes seeking each other
out. I was happy for them, and a little envious too. This young man did not have wealth or material comfort, and
yet in my eyes he was one of the luckiest people on earth.
“‘You must stay back for lunch,’ Masuma said, ‘I’ll get both of you some sherbet while I go and have a bath.’
“I was very touched. ‘This is an awkward time,’ I said. ‘Why don’t we make it another day, sometime soon?’
‘No way,’ Masuma said offering a glass of sherbet to me. ‘I won’t let you leave without having lunch. Oh, I
know Bhabi’s lunch will be delayed, but it’s just for a day, after all. I have to go through this all the time. Why
don’t you ask him, he’s right here. Previously he had many friends to offer him lunch while I was left starving at
home. Let’s see how many friends he can make in Calcutta!’
“‘Now Ali spoke for the first time. ‘She seems to have collected lots of friends quite fast. So be it, let her get
her own back now, [I] can’t take her caustic comments any more.” Ali and I sipped the cool sherbet and started to
talk.
“‘I studied up to the B.A.,” Ali said, a little hesitantly. ‘But then my father passed away and I had to drop out
of college. Everything we had back I Pabna had to be sold to meet my father’s debts. Masuma’s fathers’ house
was still there, of course, but we had a tiff with the manager of your father’s estate over it, and Masuma said it
would be better if we moved to Calcutta. So—’
“‘What are you going to do here?’
“‘I’ve taken a share in a business. Let’s see how things work out.’
“I gathered they were not too well off but I’d be blind not to see their contentment. I learnt from Ali that
Masuma was expecting. They would hire a maid now, he said.
“Masuma came back after taking a bath and kept working and talking at the same time. Ali’s brother Abu
Emam returned home and Masuma introduced me to him, Her completely natural behavior amazed and delighted
me. To be absolutely honest, I was also a little attracted.
“‘When Bhabi hears why you were so late today she’s going to be awfully angry with me,’ Masuma said,
smiling, as she served us lunch.
“‘She’s not at home. Gone to see her mother.’
“‘But today is Sunday!’
“‘Well, I don’t work, so every day is Sunday to me.’
“‘That’s true. But I’m feeling guilty now. I shouldn’t have held you back. Poor you—instead of having sweet
conversation with in-laws and pulao\fn{A dish of rice cooked in a seasoned broth } and korma\fn{A dish consisting of meat or
vegetables braised in a spiced sauce made with yogurt, cream, not or seed paste } served at Bhabi’s father’s mansion under a fan
you get to eat only dal and rice in this little house, hot as hell. Not fair,’ she said, shaking her head.
“‘Your Bhabi goes to her father’s whenever she pleases,’ I said, shaking my head. ‘but I don’t follow here
every time. If you ask me, I’m enjoying your dal and rice much more than my father-in-law’s pulao and korma.
Trust me, Masuma, I can’t possibly express how much this means to me.’
“My voice choked slightly towards the end and I stopped abruptly. Masuma’s smile faded and she suddenly
fell silent.
“That day was magical for me. The more I noticed the easy intimate relationship between husband and wife,
the more keenly I felt the absence of it in my life. I’d never stopped to think about it before, but it suddenly struck
me how empty my life was. When we were newly married, I’d return home every other day to hear from the
servants that Begum Saheba had gone to her father’s house and left a message, asking me to follow. The first few
times I went too, and it wasn’t bad to spend some time chatting and laughing with my brothers-and-sisters-in-law.
But then I started enjoying those visits less and less, and began to ignore my wife’s messages. I’d eat lunch alone
at my house, served carelessly by servants. Sometimes I’d return home early in the evening with a half-formed
plan to go out with Asema to the movies or just for a stroll, but invariably I’d find Asema gone to her father’s At
times she’d leave a note for me, at times just a cryptic message with the servants. Asema and I almost never talked
about it, and even if the subject came up Asema would be so adamant and tearful that I’d have to relent. I had not
really minded that, not even thought about it consciously, but now, looking at this happily married couple, I
realized how much was missing from my own married life.
*
“One day soon after my first visit to Masuma’s house I took out my car and brought her over to meet my wife.
I watched them as they talked to each other. Do you know what I though, Asmat? I felt Asema was a
magnificently made cut-glass ornament whereas Masuma was an uncut diamond. Asema had polish and an
acquired glitter, but she couldn’t begin to compete with Masuma’s natural radiance.
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“Masuma came to visit Asema from time to time. The firs few visits went well, but slowly and imperceptibly,
the relationship between them began to sour. I was amazed to see Masuma’s natural intelligence. She had already
joined several associations in Calcutta and spoke surprisingly well on a wide range of subjects. Masuma, I
realized, had effortlessly passed into a wider world. In worldly terms, Asema had everything Masuma didn’t, but
with ever word and gesture, Masuma proved she was way ahead of Asema.
“Asema realized this instinctively, and she didn’t like it.
“I knew Masuma was expecting a child. I asked Ali what arrangements he’d made for the delivery, and Ali
replied that Masuma had decided to give birth to her child in the hospital. Although it was none of my business, I
was very angry. I tried to talk Masuma out of it and offer help, but she brushed aside my objections and offers of
help smilingly.
“Soon she returned from the hospital with her son. I went to see them one day. Her eyes, her smile, every little
gesture were glowing with the newfound happiness of motherhood.
“This proved to be the last straw for my wife. She now started to express her jealousy quite indecently.
Masuma was intelligent enough to sense and very unobtrusively, she made herself scarce.
“When her visits to my house became infrequent, it had a curious effect on me. The attraction I’d felt for her
became stronger and I found I couldn’t control myself any longer. I didn’t want to.
Kasem suddenly became agitated.
“And I insulted this woman. The woman I longed for so much and so completely. I can never forgive myself
for that, Amsat.”
Amat quietened his friend, wiping his feverish forehead. A little later Kasem resumed talking.
*
“A year passed I visited them quite often. I found a kind of vicarious pleasure in watching their happiness.
Their expenses had increased, but Ali’s salary had gone up, too, and they could now afford a nurse for the child.
Masuma had also started earning some money by stitching clothes and doing soe embroidery work.
“They left their house in Entally and took a small house on rent near Park Circus. It had only two rooms, but
Masuma kept the house so neat and clean that it would make you feel good just to enter it. Ali and Masuma were
not comfortably off, but they never borrowed a penny from anyone. The more I saw them, the more I learned ot
respect them.
“My wife fell ill and the doctor said a change of climate would do her good we decided to go to Ceylon where
Asema’s brother lived. It felt band to leave Masuma behind. Before leaving I asked Ali to write to me.
“There was no news from hem for a month and a half and then suddenly I got to know that Ali had passed
away. He had typhoid and within a week everything was over. I felt like dropping everything and running back to
Masuma. But I could offer no ostensible reason for returning to Calcutta and Asema insisted that we stay back for
some more time. She was jealous and suspicious, an she wasn’t far wrong. I felt guilty and didn’t find the strength
to defy my wife. As a result we returned to Calcutta after five more months. I went to see Masuma the first free
moment I had. But I had a surprise waiting for me.
“I was expecting to see a grieving widow. I was prepared for tears and laments. Instead I found a woman
almost removed from the mundane world by the radiance of her strength and dignity. Her little boy lisped a
thousand questions and Masuma answered him patiently ad quietly.
“Ali was dead, but his presence in te house was palpable. Even his pillows were arranged carefully on the bed,
as if he’d just stepped out, and would return any moment. I had gone there prepared to offer my condolences, but
was left speechless.
“Ali’s brother was studying for his I.A. exams\fn{ Indian Administrative Service examinations} but he’d had to drop
out of studies and was looking for a job. He was the one who spoke to me as I sat, dumb, in the familiar room.
Masuma addressed only a few words to me.
“I have a small plot of land in our village,” she said. ‘If you help me construct a small house I’d rather go and
live there.” I promised I’d do whatever I could to help.
“My wife was incensed that I’d gone to Masuma’s house.
“‘Why did you go there?’ she screamed. I felt something snap within me.
“‘Because I wanted to,’ I replied.
“This started a terrible row. Asema hurled accusations at me, her words spewing jealousy and rage like venom.
In a perverse way, this resistance from Asema brought my desire for Masuma out into the open. I was now
determined to make Masuma my wife.
“Despite the trouble at home, I did not stop seeing Masuma. I was, however, increasingly frustrated and angry
at her attitude. She seemed to have detached herself completely from me and withdrawn into a private world, the
key to which was consistently denied to me. I tried stubbornly to help her with money, so that she became
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dependent on me in some concrete way, but Masuma refused politely every time. The only help she’d ask from
me was with constructing the house at her village. I told her I’d go to the village in a month’s time and would take
her along, silently praying that she would give up the idea.
“The situation at home was getting worse every passing day. Asema had started to complain to her family
about Masuma. My in-laws confronted me soon with the question about my relationship with Masuma. I was livid
at this and in a heated moment told them that I wished to marry Masuma.
“It was as if they were holding their breath to hear me say this. As soon as I put into worlds what had een a
vague apprehension in their minds, they were shocked into silence.
“One day very soon after that, I returned home to find Asema had left. She left a message that she’d gone to
her father’s house and would never return. I was relieved more than anything else. Instead of going to Asema’s
father’s house and trying to persuade her to come back, I proceeded to Masuma’s house.
*
“It was ten o’clock at night. Masuma’s brother-in-law opened the door and looked very surprised to see me at
such an odd hour. I didn’t bother to explain anything to him and ran upstairs. Masuma had just put her child to bed
and finished her namaz. Her dark thick eyelashes still held the droplets of the aju water. For a second the thought
flashed across my mind that she had been crying.
“‘Can you spare some time to listen to me?’ I asked.
“‘Yes, of course.”
“I told her everything. She listened silently, attentively. Not a line on her face moved. I had no clue to what she
was feeling.
“What do you think I should do?” she asked once I’d stopped “I could go to Bhabi’s father’s house and try to
bring her back if that’s what you wish.”
“‘I don’t want her back. I want you.’ Masuma looked stricken.
“‘Me? What are you going to do with me?’ she cried out.
“‘Do with you?’ I cried frenziedly. ‘I’ve loved you from my childhood, Masuma. I’m going to love you for the
rest of my life. I want you to bring happiness to my empty house.’
“Masuma stared silently at me for a long time.
“‘You’re not yourself,’ she said finally, in a voice that was surprisingly steady. ‘I’ve always looked on you as
an elder brother. A tiff between husband and wife is not unusual. I’m sure Bahbi will return home soon. And, if
she doesn’t like you to come here, I’d rather you didn’t come.’
“I was shocked. Masuma’s voice softened.
“‘Go home, it’s very late. I’m sure you know this is sheer madness.’
“‘Madness? The woman for whoj I was ready gto give up everything thought my love was madness! I’d never
been so angry in my life. I’d never felt so completely helpless either. I spent the next hour or so arguing, cajoling,
pleading, and finally crying, butg she remained firm. All she’d say was,
“‘Go back home. When you come back to your senses you’ll understand what I’m saying is right. If Bhabi
allows you to come and see me, it’s fine, otherwise I wouldn’t like you to see me again.’
“‘Aren’t you going home?’ asked Masuma’s brother-in-law, entering the room. Before I could answer Masuma
told him,
“‘Yes, of course he is leaving. Why don’t you see him off?’
“I returned home like an automaton. I was awake the whole night, making plans. My thoughts went round in
circles, on and on … I was alternately miserable, furious and pathetic. Towards dawn, exhausted and desperate, I
though like a mutinous child. I’d go on seeing her every day, and I’d refuse to make any arrangement for her to go
back to her village. It was as if I dared her to continue to thwart me.
“I went back to her house in the morning. She was not at home. She had apparently started teaching
embroidery a month or so ago to a woman who sent her far to pick Masuma up and drop her back home. Ali’s
brother had resumed his studies and taught a few students privately in the evenings.
“I was incensed at these efforts of Masuma to get her life back in order. I realized how with every step she took
she moved away beyond my reach.
“I went back to see Masuma that evening. She was on the terrace wither son. The little boy was in her arms,
and she was showing him the beautiful moon.
“‘Is Bhabi back yet?’ she asked with a smile. ‘I’ll go and see her.’ I felt bolder.
“No, she isn’t back, and I don’t want to bring her back either. You come with me.’ Masuma’s smile lost its
brightness, but a race of it still remained on her lips.
“‘Isn’t it typical of you men,’ she said sadly. ‘if you wish to get married again whom do you blame it on but
your wives? Never ever do you look at your own weaknesses.’
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“‘Think of another evening like this, Masuma, in he past,’ I said emotionally. ‘Why did you let me declare my
love then? Do you think it was possible for me to forget you after that evening?’
“‘If you loved me so much why didn’t you marry me?’ she asked, smiling again.
“‘I didn’t have the courage to go against my father’s wishes. You can imagine how difficult things were for me.
But now that I am my own master there’s nothing to stop us from coming together. You mean the world tome,
Masuma.’
“‘I know. But you don’t necessarily have to possess the woman you love, do you? I care for you, too, but I
think it’s meaningless to say that you cannot live without me. You can live without me, as you have been living so
far. Just go and bring Bhabi back.’
“All her words but a phrase passed me by: ‘I care for you, too.’ Like a fool, I thought she was rturning my
love. I tried to hold her hand, but she stepped aside and started kissing her child.
“‘Please, Masuma,’ I said, ‘please say you will marry me. I’ll give you my all.’
“‘Really,?’ she asked, turning to face me. ‘What do you have to give me?’
“I don’t remember what I told her in answer to that. A lot of theatrical nonsense, I supposed. She listened to
everything smilingly, without saying a word. She made me feel ashamed, but I was still adamant.
“‘I am going to make you mine,’ I repeated stubbornly, and climbed down the stairs.
“I went back after a couple of days to find that Masuma’s son was ill. The doctor was not sure what it was, and
everyone was very worried. Now I had a legitimate reason to see her. Masuma had to stay at home, and she did
not have too much money saved. This time when I offered to pay for the medicines and treatment she could not
object. She was a mother, after all, and nothing, not even her pride, was greater than her son’s life. Her son had
been diagnosed with typhoid, and Masuma spent a very anxious time, thinking perhaps that he would join his
father. Like the creep that I was, I was elated because I’d discovered her single weakness.
“On the thirteenth day the child’s temperature returned to normal. The doctor said he was on the way to
recovery for the first time in days. Masuma began to relax. She sent her brother-in-law to her student’s house to
talk to them so that she could resume her job.
“I did not like this at all. When I voiced my objection Masuma refused to listen to me. That started another
spate of angry words, recriminations and tears. But Masuma remained firm.
*
“A few days later when I reached their house I found they were packing.
“‘What’s the matter?’ I asked.
“‘Bhabi doesn’t want to live here any more,” said Ali’s brother. ‘We’ve decided to go and live in our village.’
“‘Why didn’t I hear of this before? And where do you think you’re going to stay in the village?’
“‘For the moment, we will put up with someone Bhabi knows. Later we can build our own housel.’
“I was so hurt and angry that I returned home immediately without even meeting Masuma. As I stepped on the
road I looked up Masuma was on the verandah, looking down. I looked away and went home.
“Never mind my anger. I was to obsessed with Masuma to stay away from her for long. That evening I went
back to her. Ali’s brother was playing with Masuma’s child. He did not go to teach that day. When I entered
through the door, I heard Masuma’s voice.
“‘ … and you don’t need to worry about my future. As long as you’re there …” she was speaking to her
brother-in-law.
“I felt as if I’d suddenly banged my head on he wall. Ali’s brother was the same age as Masuma. Was there
anything between them? Were they—I couldn’t think any more. I strode into the room and walked up to them.
“‘Will you leave jus alone, please?’ I asked Ali’s brother curtly. Even my own voice sounded harsh to me. He
left the room, but I could feel his piercing eyes on me.
“‘This is the last time I’m telling you this, Masuma,’ I said. ‘If you want the test for yourself, listen to me.
You’ll live to regret it otherwise.’
“‘Don’t talk nonsense,’ Massuma snapped.
“‘Nonsense! Yes, of course. And I suppose whatever the fellow says makes perfect sense to you!’ I was
furious. I shouted at her.
“‘I understand now why you don’t want to marry me. That brother-in-law of yours is our “future” now, is he?’
“Masuma’s face was suffused with blood. Her eyes were burning. I was scared, but I was possessed by
madness. I couldn’t stop.
“‘Well, I shall see how you can be happy with your precious brother-in-law. I’ll teach you such a lesson …’
Masuma’s brother-in-law came running.
“‘That’s enough,’ he said angrily. ‘it was only because of Bhabi that I showed respect to you so far. But now
that you’ve insulted her you’ve lost all right to be respected. Get out of here right now.’
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“‘Emam!’ Masuma said sharply to her brother-in-law. ‘Have you lost your senses as well? Why did you speak
like that to him?’ I’d reached the landing. I stopped and turned to throw my last barbed words at her.
“‘Oh yes.” I spat out ‘He’s lost his senses all right. Over you.’
“‘Let me go!’ yelled ‘I’ll teach him a lesson he won’t forget in his life.’
“‘No!’ Masuma said. ‘When a dog bites you, you don’t bite the dog back.’
“I left their house feeling exactly like a caned dog. I was incapable of thinking straight. A black rage boiled
inside me and a burning desire to get back at them somehow, to punish them, drove me around the dark streets of
Calcutta for hours.
“When I returned home it was past midnight. My eldest brother-in-law was waiting for me. Apparently he’d
been waiting since eight o’clock. He told me he knew where I’d been, but he didn’t follow me there because it
might have embarrassed me.
“‘How considerate! Did you have anything to discuss?’ I asked. He nodded.
“‘Asema is miserable. I’m sure you’re not too happy either. If you agree, we could try to arrange a good match
for Masuma. After all, it’s not right for a young girl like her to live alone …”
“I still don’t know what came over me. I heard myself say,
“‘You don’t have to worry about that she isn’t going to marry anyone.’
“‘What do you mean?’
“‘She’s living with her brother-in-law.’
“I said this about the woman to whom I had dedicated everything I had; I maligned the very embodiment of
purity for who my heart has cried out in longing in front of people who were already hostile to her. It breaks my
heart now, Asmat. How could I do such a thing. My brother-in-law nodded sagely.
“‘We knew about this,’ he said. ‘It’s all over he city. In fact that’s why I came to talk to you today. You
shouldn’t have got mixed up in this unsavory business Anyway, what’s done is done. You’re a man, after all. Now
come with me and bring Asema back. She is sick with grief.’
“Now that the words were out I suddenly felt utterly hollow within. I could not take back my words but at the
same time at that moment I couldn’t think of welcoming Asema back into my life and pretend to love her.
“‘I am not coming with you now,’ I said. ‘In fact I’m not coming at all. Asema has left my house voluntarily.
She could return if she wants an when she likes.’
“I went into a room and slammed the door shut on my brother-in-law.”
“I woke up quite late the next day. I could hear a lot of voices in the house. I came out to find the whole house
filled with Asema’s relatives. Asema was standing near the door, her head bent low, as if in shame. I couldn’t
stand the sight of her. She reminded me of Masuma, of everything I’d lost. I ran into the bathroom and poured
buckets of cold water on my head.
“Even the cold bath did not make me feel better. The whole day I lay in bed, pretending to be asleep, but I
couldn’t help hearing the comments that were tossed gleefully about Masuma and her immorality. I felt my skin
burning; it was as if they were talking not about Masuma but me. I’d read in the Ramayana that Hanuman had
burnt up the city of Lanka, but couldn’t douse the fire on his own tail. I couldn’t bear to hear their words because I
knew I’d started it all.
*
“Towards the evening I escaped and walked to Masuma’s house. It was locked. Masuma had left with her child
and brother-in-law. I made enquiries, but they had not gone to the village, nor had they left any message with
anyone. I searched each and every lane of Calcutta for them but they’d just vanished.
“I left home on the pretext that I was not well and needed a change of air, and traveled around to look for
Masuma. Three years passed by but I couldn’t trace them. I lost hope and returned to Calcutta.
“Shortly after that I glimpsed a young man in College street who looked suspiciously like Masuma’s brotherin-law. I followed him and stopped my car in front of him. He was, indeed, Emam.
“I was desperate to find out about Masuma. I clung to his hands and pleaded with him to tell me where she
was. He turned away and pulled his hands free. I could see the hatred in his eyes.
“‘She’s alive and well,’ he said finally. ‘I’d come to Calcutta to look for a job and I’m going back now.’ He
never revealed where they were staying.
“As I stood helpless in the crowded street of Calcutta and saw the young man turn his back and walk away
from me, I seemed to wake up. It was as if in an instant all my futile rage, filthy desires, and black thoughts of
revenge drained out of me. I was still determined to find Masuma, but I knew this time it would be to ask for her
forgiveness.
“I’d heard vaguely that Masuma’s uncle lived somewhere in East Bengal. I left home again, and have been
searching for her since then. It’s been almost a year but I haven’t had a single clue about her whereabouts, until
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today, when I suddenly glimpsed a face that looked in the half light heart-stoppingly like her, and heard her name.
But my Masuma was a widow. This woman is probably married; I thought I saw a few bangles on her wrist.
Maybe she has married again. I don’t mind at all. I only wish I could see her once again so that I could tell her
how sorry I was.
*
Kasem’s voice choked, his eyes filled with tears.
“Be quiet, Kasem,” Asmat said. “You’ve spoken for far too long. Allah Himself accepts genuine penitence,
how can a mere mortal refuse to do so? You get some rest, I’ll be back soon.”
A few minutes later, Asmat was back with Masuma. He switched on the lights and called Kasem softly. Kasem
opened his eyes ad stared at the woman standing before him. His lips trembled, but no sound emerged.
“This is the same Masuma,” said Asmat. “After leaving Calcutta she’d gone to live with her uncle. You were
right. She is not my own sister. Her father was my teacher and I knew her since childhood. I met her at he uncle’s
house and brought her over to live with us. She’s more than a sister to me now.”
Kasem was silent. Tears spilled over from his sunken eyes into the pillow.
“Ask for her forgiveness now. My sister has suffered a great deal, Kasem,” Asmat resumed. “So have you. But
money doesn’t buy true love. You should’ve known that. I wouldn’t be unhappy if you married Masuma. But now
that I’ve come to know her well, I’ve realized that Allah meant her for greater things. All the needy and poor
people of the world are her children now. She has found a new direction and meaning in her life.” He turned to
face Masuma.
“Masuma, please forgive my friend.” he pleaded.
Masuma was wiping the tears I her eyes; now she rested a soft cool hand on Kasem’s forehead. Kasem
trembled at the touch and sut his eyes.
“Forgive me,” she said. “I was young then, I didn’t know how to reason with people You’ve wasted so many
years of your life, and I feel responsible for it.”
“Now that you’ve forgiven me I don’t have anything left to wish fror,” Kasem said, his eyes still shut. “But
your son …”
“He is fine,” Masuma said. “He’s in Calcutta, in a boarding school. Asmat Bhai has given Emam a job. I’d
heard from him that you’d seen him and asked after me. I’d thought I’d go to Calcutta during the holidays and
meet you. I was hoping to bring Bhabi back.”
Kasem was incapable of speech. Masuma wiped his ears away gently and continued,
“Don’t torture yourself any more. Because of you learnt the ways of the world. I needed that lesson in pain.
I’ve left all that behind me, and I wish you would forget everything too. Asmat Bhai has taught me that everyone
has something to contribute to the world. Life is too precious for a single person to ruin it.”
Masuma paused her hand still rested on Kasem’s forehead. Kasem lay still, eyes shut, as if he was sucking in
the warmth and kindness of her touch through every pore.
“I haven’t married again,” Masuma said. “Bhabi—Asmat Bhai’s wife—doesn’t let me live like a widow, she
finds it much too painful. That’s why I wear bangles, eat hearty meals … surely you can see how much weight
I’ve put on?” She laughed a little.
“No, but seriously, you get well, and we shall all go to Calcutta together. I can’t wait to see Bhabi and you
together.”
The clock struck three o’clock. Asmat switched off the light. The soft light of the single candle touched
Kasem’s face like a caressing hand.
“Try to get some sleep now,” Masuma urged. “I’ll sit here with you.” Hajera came and stood at the door.
“It’s only a few hours till morning,” she said to her husband. “You get some sleep, your friend will be fine with
the two of us to look after him.”
Masuma sat down at the head of the bed. Her hand slid in and out of Kasem’s dry, knotted hair, untangling it
gently; brushing away beads of perspiration from his forehead. Kasem’s body relaxed, the lines on his face
softened and dissolved the pattern of grief they had etched here for years.
Kassem slept.
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68.75 The Four-Poster Bed\fn{by Narendranath Mitra (1916-1975)} Sadardih, Faridpur District, Bangladesh (M) 12
It was Maqbool who brought the letter from the post-office. In his little boat he ferried across the canal every
day to deliver milk at the Chaudhury mansion. One portion of the building housed the village post-office.
Maqbool was on his way out when the post-master himself stepped out, called him back and gave him a letter for
Rajmohan Roy.
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The spacious courtyard had a bamboo lattice frame, stretched diagonally across it. Rajmohan was spreading
the wet jute over the frame with great care. The servants were at hand to help. But the work required patience and
care. But even he lost his patience on seeing the condition of the letter!
“Haramzade, what have you done?” he screamed at Maqbool. Maqbool was surprised:
“Why, what is wrong, Karta?” Rajmohan scolded him:
“Look, just look, at the state of this letter. I say, did you have to soak the letter in the canal too? You rascal,
your habit of adding water to milk will not keep you from adding water to everything, will it?” Maqbool looked
grave.
“Don’t say that, Karta. There is no water in the milk I sell. My boat doesn’t have a platform. You refused to
help me get one. What can I do? I kept the letter near the bow, it must have got a little wet.”
Rajmohan flared up.
“A little wet! Ah, do you think I don’t see through your trick of getting that wooden plank out of me? Really,
Maqbool, I declare there is no one who is a greater cheat than you in this entire neighborhood! Hey, come now,
you’re not leaving already, are you? Rest a while. Have a smoke.”
On the verandah outside the northern room, there was always a complete arrangement for a leisurely smoke—
and Maqbool sat down grumpily to smoke his tobacco.
Rajmohan laid the jute aside and looked at the letter. Ever since his cataract operation a few months earlier, he
needed his spectacles for reading and writing.
“Kalu, bring me my glasses, will you?” he called out to his servant. “You’ll find them by the almanac on the
table. Bring them to me quickly.”
The nickel-framed spectacles had thick lenses. He wiped the glasses with care and put them on cautiously. A
glance at the envelope made him happy. He looked around with a proud smile.
“My daughter-in-law’s letter. Asima has written the address too. Obviously, the Babu has no time. She writes
better than he does anyway. Who’d say that this is a woman’s hand? Look, Kalu, look at the style of the letters—
so well formed—just like a man’s hand. Look.”
Kalu was perhaps thirteen or fourteen. He had never learnt to read or write. But now he was called upon to
express an opinion on the calligraphy. He peered at the English letters on the envelope and murmured with
appreciation:
“You are right, Dhala Karta, she writes so beautifully. She is herself so beautiful. Her manners are as charming
as her speech is sweet. On her last visit she gave me two rupees. I was reluctant to accept them of course, but
would she listen? But such is the manner of the ladies of your caste, Karta, so different from us.”
Kalu far outweighed his lack of years and education by his tact and diplomacy. Rajmohan was pleased. He
smiled indulgently.
“Caste is not all there is to it, you silly boy,” he said. “Consider her family, her background. She is the
granddaughter of the famous Ambika Bose of Chandipur. What a great man he was! In learning and wisdom he
had no equal. A girl from such a family—would I pick a nobody for a daughter-in-law?”
He tore open the envelope.
“You saw the handwriting, Kalu, now mark the language,” he said. “Do you think a lawyer can write better
than this? Come here, Maqbool, listen to this,” he called.
Rajmohan began to read aloud.
Respected Father,
It has been a long time since we heard from you. We are worried when your letters don’t reach us regularly. The
thought of your living there alone with only a few servants makes us sad. That we are not near you, and are unable to
look after you in your old age makes us even more unhappy. But what is to be done? You did not listen to us; you
refused to leave East Pakistan. All your neighbors sold their houses and property and came away. The Banerjees, the
Mukherjees, the Rahas, the Sahas, the Kundas, the Nandis are all here. Most people seem to have emigrated. The
village must be practically deserted! You still refuse to come and prefer to live there alone. Nor do you think of the
future. Your friends and neighbors, people of your age, are more practical. They have made good money and have
settled down well here. They are now men of substance. But you have done nothing for yourself!
In fact, we hear that you have told people that the house is yours, the property is yours and that you’ll not sell a twig,
an inch from what is yours. You’d rather the Muslims grabbed everything but you will not sell! Truly, it’s your house,
your property. You must do what you please. What right have we to comment?
But today I write this letter for a favor. You have seen the rooms we have rented at Beleghata. The walls are damp
and the floor is cold. The children sleep on the floor. This has affected their health and your beloved grandchildren—
Kanu, Tenu, Rina, Meena—never seem to be free of fever. The medical bills go up every month. If I mention cots and
bedding to your son, he scolds me. Where is the money, he asks?
Please do us a favor. My grandfather had given me a four-poster bed as a wedding gift. I shall be grateful if you
could sell it and send me the money so that I can buy some cots for your grandchildren. I can’t bear to see them suffer
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any more.
You cannot possibly object to this. Please keep in mind that the four-poster does not really belong to your family. It
is a part of my dowry. Its sale would not hurt your prestige. You can say that you sold it at my insistence. This is the
jute season. The Muslims will have money in hand. This will be the right time to make a sale. Moreover, what is the
point in keeping it? Of what use will it be to anyone? It might just get termite-infested and rot. It will be wiser to sell it.
Let the money from the sale at least be of some use to your grandchildren. .
We are all well here. The pressure of office work leaves your son little time. He will write to you separately. Please
arrange to sell the bed immediately.
Do write to us regularly. Accept our respectful obeisance.
Yours affectionately,
Asima.

Suren had not written separately. He had just added a line of persuasion at the end of his wife's letter—
I am sure you’ll have no objection to Asima's request.

“No, no, why should I object? I dare not object to anything. Do just what you wish—just what you please!”
Rajmohan threw the letter away in disgust and gave loud instructions to his servant.
“Kalu, go get that four-poster bed from the East room,” he raged. “I will not keep it in my house any more. I’ll
throw it in the junk-yard. Whatever she brought from her father’s house, she has carefully collected and taken
away. Only the bed remained. If that is what she wants now, let her have it. I will not keep it any longer. And her
sheep of a husband, her slave, adds—you should not have any objection!”
Rajmohan’s anger increased.
“No, I have no objection at all. I will not touch food or water, till I throw that bed out of my house. Go get that
bed out, Kalu. “No no, I will listen to no one.” Rajmohan brushed Kalu’s interjections aside. “My word is final,
what I have said must be done. I piss on the bed, do you hear? Till I’m rid of it, there’ll be no peace for me, Kalu.
The fire will not burn out; the pain in my heart and mind will not cease.”
Rajmohan rushed towards the room himself, pushed the doors open and stepped inside. Suren and Asima had
used that room whenever they had come home on holidays. Even last year. A framed photograph of the couple
hung on the wall. The huge four-poster bed was placed close to the southern wall near the two wide windows.
Rajmohan had covered the mattress well with thick burlap. He never failed to check it daily for rodents and
termites. He himself dusted it with the towel he carried over his shoulder.
In the opposite corner of the room, dry white jute fibre and paddy lay in separate heaps on the floor. Rajmohan
called out to Maqbool, who had also followed him up to the door:
“Come into the room, Maqbool, dismantle the bed and take it away.”
“Do you really wish to sell this bed, Dhala Karta?” asked Maqbool hesitantly.
Rajmohan was adamant.
“Yes, if I can get the money, I’ll sell it today and send a money-order to Calcutta.”
Maqbool stepped into the room. That room had no icons or puja vessels. There wasn’t even any drinking
water. So even farmers and laborers could enter the room freely.
Maqbool looked covetously at the beautifully carved four-poster bed. It was a fine piece of craftsmanship.
Made entirely of good teak, its four legs were shaped like tiger’s paws. The wide headboard had elegantly carved
designs decorating it. On the panel, there was a line of creepers at the top and at the bottom, and a row of tiny
elephants was chiseled in between them in elaborate detail.
“Will you really sell this bed, Karta?” Maqbool asked again. “Of course, after the manner in which your
daughter-in-law has written the letter, with the subtle taunt, a man of your self-esteem can’t possibly still keep it,”
he added. “Well, Dhala Karta, you can do something for me. You can give it to me.”
Rajmohqn looked at Maqbool in surprise.
“To you?” he exclaimed.
“Why not, Karta?” Maqbool continued. “Of course, I don’t want it for free, I’ll pay a good price for it. You
wanted to throw it away anyway into the dump-heap. To give it to me would mean the same thing, wouldn’t it?
Kindly let me have it, Karta.”
Rajmohan’s rage still smouldered. Why not, he thought to himself. Maqbool was right, the bed deserved to be
in his lowly hut. Mean as his son’s wife was, that would serve her right. The home of the common laborer was the
proper place for the gift from her father’s house! Rajmohan looked at Maqbool.
“But can you manage it?” he asked. “Can you pay me cash for it immediately and clear my house of this junk
today, this moment?”Maqbool answered confidently:
“I can, Master. I’ll go home now to bring the money while you dismantle the bed.”
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*
Maqbool Sheikh’s house was close-by. On the southern side of Rajmohan’s house was an abandoned and
dilapidated building overgrown with weeds. Beyond that was a narrow ditch, which remained dry through the
summer, but was now filled with rain water. Maqbool’s house was on the other side of that ditch.
Tied to the mango tree near the abandoned house on one side, and to the trunk of the tamarind tree near
Maqbool’s hut on the other side, was a flimsy bamboo bridge. Actually, it comprised of only two poles, one to
walk on and another narrower one to hold onto.
In his excitement, Maqbool ran across the unstable bamboo bridge.
Under the tamarind tree was a small hut. Its roof was made of a rusty and corrugated iron sheet. Its mud walls
were framed partly with bamboo and partly with reeds. Its earthen floor was damp. Along the sides, a few
earthworms tried to burrow into the inviting softness. There was a small courtyard in the front, slippery with
water. The water from the ditch lapped against the hut and threatened to flow into it.
In the courtyard sat a young woman, fair skinned, twenty-one or twenty-two years of age. She wore a bright
sari and was chopping watercress. Two emaciated children, about four and five years old, played with water
weeds. A coin, with a black-thread through it, was tied around their waists. Otherwise they were naked. Along the
eastern side of the courtyard, jute sticks were hung up to dry on a bamboo fence. They would later be used either
as fuel or to repair the walls of the hut. Behind the drying jute sticks, partly hidden from view, stood a famished
cow munching straw and occasionally swishing its tail to brush aside the flies. Almost breathless with haste,
Maqbool ran into the courtyard and called his wife eagerly:
“Get up, Fati, get up. Give me some money quickly.”
Fatima pulled the end of her sari over her head, and turned to look ather husband. Her large eyes were full of
amazement.
“Whom are you talking to? Where do I get the money from?” she asked.
Maqbool smiled mysteriously and then proceeded to tell her about his secret savings. Carefully hidden in the
hollow of the dried bamboo were a few notes saved painstakingly over the years by selling jute, selling milk and
occasionally a couple of trees. Maqbool directed Fatima to bring the money to him.
But Fatima hesitated, reluctant to part with their savings.
“With this money you said that you’ll buy a cow, repair the hut, buy me some ornaments,” she reminded
Maqbool. “I’ll not give you this money even if you kill me,” she added stubbornly.
Maqbool smiled at her.
“Believe me, I’m buying an ornament not only for you but for both of us. We’ll wear it together,” he said.
“What a beautiful bed it is, Fati; you’ve never seen anything like it and neither have I.”
Maqbool proceeded to give her a detailed description of the beautiful four-poster and of the events of the day.
The Karta was angry and was selling the bed cheap, he explained. Such an opportunity should not be missed. If
there was any delay, perhaps the Karta’s anger would cool, perhaps someone else would take it. Then there would
be nothing for Maqbool but regret. Earlier, when the Hindus had left, they had sold away all their belongings,
their furniture and utensils practically for a song. The Munshis, the Kazis and the Sikdars had bought them all.
Maqbool had not been able to touch anything. He had no money then. Now a chance had come and it should not
be missed. Let there be at least one precious possession in Maqbool’s home.
Fatima softened a little but she was still skeptical.
“But where will you keep such a princely possession in this shabby hut?” she asked.
Maqboo lifted her chin and turned her face towards him. He said softly:
“If my hut is good enough for my Begum, for the light of my heart, it is surely good enough for the bed too.”
Maqbool entered the room and took the money out of the hollowed bamboo. There were fifty-two rupees in
notes and also some coins. He counted out fifty rupees and returned the change to his wife. He rushed back again
across the bridge with the money.
Around the old house, Yakub, the chowkidar, was looking for creepers to make fishing rods. He saw Maqbool
hurrying by.
“Where are you rushing off to like a race horse, Miyan?” he called.
Maqbool paused.
“Why, is that you, brother chowkidar? Come now, come with me, I need your help. I’ll explain later. I’ll also
make you a fishing rod.” Maqbool caught Yakub’s hand and pulled him along. “You come with me now,” he said.
Rajmohan had already dismantled the bed, and had broqght it out into the courtyard. Maqbool placed the
money near his feet.
“Here is the money, Dhala Karta,” he said.
“What is the money for?” said Rajmohan. “You take away this bed and throw it into the canal. I will not keep it
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in my house any more.” Maqbool said:
“I would have taken it, Karta, indeed even asked you for it, had it been yours to give. But it belongs to the
young mistress. It is a gift from her father’s family. So please accept the money on her behalf and send it to her.”
Maqbool’s words pierced Rajmohan’s heart like a poisoned arrow. Maqbool was right. The bed did not belong
to him. He had no right over it. Asima had made that quite clear in her letter, every line of which was written with
a pen dipped in the inky venom of her heart.
“All right, all right!” Rajmohan yelled. “If money is what that haramzadi wants, I’ll send her the money. This
is not a bed but my funeral pyre. Take this object out of my sight, Maqbool!”
With the help of Yakub, the chowkidar, Maqbool whisked away the bed immediately and rowed it across the
canal in his little broken boat, instead of carrying it across the bridge. Placing the heavy wooden posts on the mud
bank, Yakub remarked:
“You have made a good bargain, brother. This bed will not cost less than two hundred rupees, I can assure
you.”
Maqbool evaded the matter of the price. He said:
“That stubborn old man is such a miser, brother. He is like a demon guarding his possessions. So many Hindus
have left, but that old man refuses to stir. Because of him there is no chance of plucking fruit or picking some
firewood from his orchard. Who will live in that house once he closes his eyes, tell me? Will that funk, Suren,
return?”
“Suren has gone for good. He will not dare to return to Pakistan,” agreed Yakub. Maqbool continued in the
same vein:
“You just wait and see. Let the old man close his eyes and I’ll make his house a real Pakistan! My children, my
relatives will walk over those cement floors. You say I’ve made a bargain, brother, but I think this is a dead loss. I
could have got it for free—I could have grabbed it from the old man.”
Maqbool paused a little and thought to himself.
“No brother,” he said, “I do not really mean that. It is better to pay for something, than to take it by force. The
thing then belongs to you, and no one can accuse you. What do you say, brother, am I not correct?” Yakub nodded
his head.
“You are right,” he said.
*
Within a few hours, the news had spread through the entire neighborhood that Rajmohan had sold the
expensive four-poster for almost nothing. The same Rajmohan who never sold a tree, a bamboo stick, or even a
sheaf of straw because that would have hurt his prestige, had given away that elegant and expensive four-poster
for the meager sum of fifty rupees!
Sharat Shil, Muraru Mandel, Gedu Munshi, Chadan Mridha and others could not contain their curiosity any
longer. All the neighbors assembled in Rajmohan’s courtyard.
“Have you lost your mind, Karta?” asked Sharat. “Why did you give away that beautiful object for fifty
rupees? I would have given you one hundred and fifty for it.”
“Arrey, a hundred-and-fifty is nothing,” said Gedu Munshi scornfully. “I would have given you two hundred
and fifty, Karta. Why didn’t you tell me?”
Rajmohan became angry, and said:
“Go away, all of you, don’t irritate me. I haven’t sold anything. I gave it away, I threw it away. Do you
understand? Now go.”
Before leaving, however, Chadan Mridha hesitated and said entreatingly:
“Cupboards, chairs, tables, trunks—if you decide to sell anything at all, Karta, please let me know first. I’ll pay
you immediate cash and the right price. I will not cheat you.”
Chadan Mridha was the most prosperous farmer in the neighborhood. He had made good money from his jute
business. He also owned about a hundred acres of cultivable land. He was well-respected in the Muslim
community. Rajmohan almost ran after him crying:
“You leave my house at once, Mridha, get out. You can take away and enjoy whatever you want after I die. I
haven’t sold anything yet and while I live, I will not sell a single thing from my house.”
Thoroughly intimidated by Rajmohan’s anger, the neighbours slunk away. The old Master had become
eccentric, they whispered among themselves. And why not? Living all by himself, alone in that big empty house,
far from his son and daughter-in-law and his grandchildren, it was no wonder that he had gone mad.
After they had all departed, Rajmohan brooded over the matter. Cheated, he had been cheated, there was no
doubt. Impulsively and in a rage, he had acted foolishly. It was like eating food off the mud floor to spite the thief!
And he had eaten mud! He sat thinking pensively. Then he called his servant:
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“Kalu, get the boat ready. I’ll go to Kumarpur.”
Kumarpur was about a mile and a half away from Sonarpur. Rajmohan worked in the Registry Office there,
writing out documents. Lately he had begun to find work difficult. His hands trembled. The letters became
smudged, sometimes almost illegible. People were reluctant to give him documents any more. But he could not
manage without the work. He went to the Registry Office daily and waited hopefully on the office verandah.
“Why should you bother, Dhala Karta?” everyone asked him. “You are now old. Why should you take so much
trouble? Now leave all this.”
“I can’t eat properly, Harabilas,” replied Rajmohan. “I have tried keeping away but I can’t eat properly. I lose
my sleep and feel restless.”
Before rowing him across in his small boat, Kalu enquired:
“Won’t you have your lunch, Karta?”
“No, I don’t want any lunch today,” Rajmohan replied. “You have some cold rice with you, haven’t you?
That’ll do.” Then in an emotion-choked voice, he burst out, “O Kalu, what have I done? I have eaten mud with
my own hands, haven’t I, Kalu?”
“I tried to prevent you, Karta. But you …”
Kalu stopped in confusion and stared at his Master helplessly. Then softly he murmured:
“Come, Karta.”
Karta, Dhala Karta, indeed! In his youth, Rajmohan was the fairest and the handsomest man in the
neighborhood and in the entire village. Tall and fair, with a bright complexion, a broad forehead, a straight and
aristocratic nose and dark eyes, he had the looks of a prince. At sixty-five, his face no longer had the same glow,
nor did his body have the same arrow-like stature. He stooped a little. His skin was wrinkled and his complexion
had darkened. He had lost all but two of his beautiful and firm teeth. But Rajmohan had truly become the Dhala
Karta in other ways. In the last few years all his hair had turned white. His eyebrows were white, his moustache
was white, the tufts of hair on his chest were white—white like the fibers of the ripe jute.
“Come, Karta, get up,” urged Kalu.
“Yes, I’m coming,” replied Rajmohan. Throwing a none-too-clean kurta over his shoulders, carrying his torn
slippers in hand and clutching an old, patched umbrella, Rajmohan stepped into the little boat with a heavy heart.
The boat left the canal and sailed into the Kumar river.
*
Returning late in the evening, Rajmohan took a lantern and went straight into the eastern room. Half of that
room was empty. He couldn’t bear to remain in the room any longer and hurried out. But the emptiness of the
room haunted him. It seemed to pursue him and settle in his heart. His heart ached with the emptiness.
Rajmohan went into the north room, his bedroom. He changed his clothes, washed and then sat down for his
evening prayers. But he continued to feel restless and anxious. The empty space of the east room rose before his
eyes. Instead of his mantra, he kept recalling the four-poster that had filled that empty space.
Suddenly, Rajmohan was overwhelmed with a feeling of utter loneliness. He had no one he could call his own,
no one at all. He remembered the face of his wife, Sarala, who had died ten years ago. He remembered the pain of
separation from his beloved son and daughter-in-law and the grandchildren. They were all his, yet totally lost to
him. Everyone seemed to have moved or gone forever.
Rajmohan alone kept a solitary vigil in that empty shell of a house. There was no one in the whole world who
could share his loneliness.
Next morning, he sent Kalu to call Maqbool. Maqbool did not come. He told Kalu that he was very busy. Later
when he had some time, he would meet the Master.
Rajmohan gnashed his few remaining teeth in anger.
“The impudence of that rascal! I call him and he says he is busy. I’ll see how busy he is!” Kalu said
consolingly:
“What can you do, Karta? These are their days, their rule—so the saplings are more belligerent than the big old
bamboos!
Rajmohan said: “Hmmn.”
Soon he got up and walked slowly towards Maqbool’s house. Walking was painful for Rajmohan. Arthritis had
almost crippled him. He limped painfully, dragging his left foot. Passing by the wild shrubs and puddles, Rajmohan, crossed the bamboo bridge carefully, entered Maqbool’s courtyard and called:
“What are you doing, Maqbool?”
Maqbool had just returned after delivering milk. He sat on the verandah with his wife, braiding some twine.
Fatima went into the room quickly on hearing Rajmohan’s voice. Maqbool called out:
“Come in, Karta, come in.”
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There was no hint of a welcome in his voice, though he did offer his wooden seat to Rajmohan.
“Please sit down, Karta. What is the matter? I would have come myself. Why did you trouble yourself?”
“I’ve just come to see you, to see how you are doing,” Rajmohan said. “You’ve built your hut well, I see. It is
big enough to accommodate your growing family. But why have you put these old tin sheets on the roof? Replace
them with new ones.”
As he spoke, Rajmohan turned a rapid glance towards the room. Maqbool had already reassembled the fourposter in his hut. It filled the entire room. Pushed under the bed were some boxes and utensils—Fatima’s household stuff. The bed did not have a mattress. Rajmohan had not given the mattress to Maqbool. Fatima had spread
out a reed mat on the bed and had covered it with a soiled and torn sheet. A couple of dirty pillows were placed on
one side.
What had they done to his beautiful four-poster, thought Rajmohan in disgust. He couldn’t bear to look at its
pitiful state. He looked at Maqbool, and said:
“Yes, change the tin sheets. If the roof leaks, the water will spoil the room.” Maqbool replied:
“I wish I could, Dhala Karta, but where is the money? I hope to buy many things—a cow, a good boat—but
where is the money?” Rajmohan lowered his voice:
“I have brought your money back.”
Maqbool stared at him.
“What did you say?” he asked.
“Come,” said Rajmohan, “I have to talk to you. I’ll explain.”
He left his seat and stepped into the courtyard. But Maqbool did not move.
“Talk to me here. Tell me whatever you wish to say. There is no one here.”
But Rajmohan would not listen. He pulled Maqbool by the hand and took him outside the hut. The place was
surrounded by water and covered with wild shrubs. The canals flowed on three sides and the river on the other.
Scattered over a small area were a few more huts belonging to the Muslims. Some were already immersed in
water, a few others remained above water like isolated islands. Rajmohan walked towards the bamboo grove that
lay to the south-east of Maqbool’s hut.
“What is the matter, Karta?” asked Maqbool. “Tell me what you wish to say.”
Rajmohan took out some money kept folded at his belt. They were the same notes that Maqbool had given him
the day before. There was a new five rupee note with them. Rajmohan offered them to Maqbool.
“Count them,” he said. “There are fifty-five rupees in all. I have added five rupees for you to buy some sweets
for the children.”
Maqbool had already guessed Rajmohan’s intentions. He looked hard at him. Rajmohan did not like the look in
his eyes. They appeared bloodshot. Rajmohan stepped back a little. Maqbool was a dark-skinned young man of
thirty or thirty-two, taller than Rajmohan and sturdily built like a coconut tree. He had strong, muscular limbs and
a head full of dark curly hair. He had also started to grow his beard which now covered his face and made him
look like a wild animal.
Maqbool smiled to see Rajmohan take a few cautious steps back.
“Are you afraid, Karta? Don’t worry, after all you are an old and a well respected man in these parts. Can I
insult you? But take back that money. My children don’t eat sweets. They’ll get worms and stomach-aches if they
do. You go home, Karta. I will not return the four-poster.”
Rajmohan felt his face redden at the insult. He burned to the tips of his ears with shame and humiliation. He
tucked the money into his belt and said menacingly.
“All right. But remember this, Maqbool Sheikh, winter is not over with one December. You may have got your
Pakistan but that doesn’t make all of you governors!” After Rajmohan left, Fatima came out of the house and
asked in fear:
“What has happened? Why is Karta so angry?”
“What else? After selling his bed, he wants it back now. He brought the money to tempt me,” said Maqbool.
“What a mess!” exclaimed Fatima. “So what did you say?” Maqbool smiled shyly:
“I caught his feet and begged him to take away my wife if he so wishes, instead of the bed.” Fatima exclaimed
bashfully:
“You said all these things to an old man? Have you no shame?”
Maqbool did not answer. He was enjoying his own joke. Fatima realized that Maqbool was just teasing her. He
had not said those things to the Master at all.
“Well, if you love your wife so much, Miyan, and don’t care for anything else,” said Fatima more firmly, “then
why are you so obsessed with this bed? Why don’t you return Karta’s bed to him? You know he is not such a
straight-forward man. He won’t do you any good, but if he tries to harm you, who’ll stop him? Whatever you say,
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we live humbly with our children. My heart trembles when I think of these things.”
Maqbool looked at his wife.
“Let it tremble, Bibi. You look best when your heart trembles.”
Fatima pulled the end of her sari, which had slipped down, shyly over her bosom and moved away quickly.
“It is impossible to talk to you,” she complained, “and you have the eyes of …” She couldn’t think of an apt
comparison. Maqbool laughed. He said:
“These are the eyes of a young man, Bibi, the eyes of a passionate young man. They are not like the shadowed
eyes of the old Karta. These eyes are different. Inequality and injustice of the world make them red witih anger;
beautiful objects of the world make them burn with desire!”
A few days later, Maqbool was summoned to Rajmohan’s house. Two carpets were spread out on the wide
northern verandah, one for the Muslims and one for the Hindus. Between the carpets were placed the tobacco tin,
the earthen bowl of cinders and three hookahs of different sizes: two for the Hindus, one for the Muslims. There
were no more high caste Hindus in the neighborhood. Those who remained were of the lower castes, darkskinned. Sharat Shil, Murari Mandal, Phatik Karmakar, Nibaran Rajak—all of them were obliged to Rajmohan.
They had received his help in some form or another. Among the Muslims were Chadan Mridha, Badan Sikdar,
Gedu Munshi.
As soon as Maqbool arrived, Gedu Munshi began to talk to him in an authoritarian tone.
“You haven’t behaved well with Karta. All the Hindu gentlemen have gone away but Karta has not left us. He
has not severed the bonds of our relationship and holds us close to his bosom. We till his land, visit his house,
come to him in need. You must return the Karta’s possession to him; restore what belongs to him.”
“Please don’t make such unfair demands, Munshi Sahib,” said Maqbool. “Karta gave me the bed with his own
hands, he spoke of selling the bed himself. He has taken money from me. Yakub chowkidar is a witness. How can
he now ask me to return it?”
Rajmohan sat glumly on a wooden seat. There was a lantern placed to his right. He turned up the wick and also
raised his voice:
“Have I taken your money? Is fifty rupees the right price for that four-poster, just because you say it is?”
“But you agreed to that price, Karta. Besides, the price depends on one’s ability to pay. I cannot pay more than
fifty rupees so I bought it for that price,” said Maqbool.
“You are not being reasonable, Maqbool,” said Sharat Shil. “You may not have the ability to pay, but perhaps
someone else has. Either you pay Karta another hundred rupees or bring the bed back.”
The Hindus nodded their assent to the judgment and the Muslims raised no objections. The hookahs passed
from hand to hand but the matter was not yet resolved.
“If this is your notion of justice, I cannot accept it,” declared Maqboo in a firm voice. “I have paid a price for
the bed. I will not return it. You may go to the civil court, the criminal court or wherever you wish, I don’t care.”
“Keep quiet, you mean fellow. A small man with a big mouth!” scolded Gedu Munshi. “Go home and think it
over. Discuss it with your wife, through the whole night if necessary. Then come and tell us tomorrow.”
After Maqbool had left, Gedu Munshi and Chadan Mridha turned to pacify Rajmohan.
“Don’t mind him, Dhala Karta,” they said. “We all know that he is a headstrong and an obstinate fellow. Does
he listen to anyone? But let us see, we shall try to persuade him. After all where can he go with the bed? How
long will he be able to hold onto your property? But you have also acted rashly in your anger, Master. You haven’t
left us with much to say.”
They left one by one. Before leaving, Sharat Shil said, trying to console Rajmohan:
“You see, Karta, all the Muslims are together in this. They have all given him their secret support or how can
Maqbool have the impudence to defy you and say that he will not obey you. You have to bear this quietly, Karta,
in keeping with the times. You have lost just one bed. Haven’t so many given away their houses and lands
practically for nothing? How does it really matter? Have they all died? One must learn to live with these things.
You will also not die for the loss of this bed. Don’t we know that you can stack your room with five such beds if
you so wish! Now go to bed, Karta, it is late already.”
Sharat smoked for a while and then he took his leave. The lamp hurt Rajmohan’s eyes. He put out the light and
sat in the darkness. Kalu had spread his mat on the east verandah and was already asleep. The house and the
neighborhood had become quiet. There was no sound anywhere.
Rajmohan felt alone and very helpless. He had to bear the brunt of the humiliation alone. If that haramzada
had been at home at such a time and had stood by his side, he would not have felt so vulnerable. But he would not
come nor would Rajmohan ask him to come. Let him live happily wherever he was.
Rajmohan had often heard of quarrels and misunderstandings between father and son. Such things had not
happened between him and his son, yet his son had gone away. His temperament, upbringing and education did
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not correlate with Rajmohan’s views. He cared nothing for all that his father valued more than life—the ancestral
home, the land, the paddy and jute fields, the plants, trees and rivers of their birth place. He did not wish to know
his country or her people. He only valued his job and a pile of dry books. He had shut his eyes to the real people
and searched his books for the meaning of humanity. No, there was no sharing of minds between father and son.
His son had left the village and settled elsewhere even before the formation of Pakistan. Now Rajmohan and his
son were the citizens of two different nations and belonged to two different eras.
A cold and damp wind stirred the leaves of the deodar tree that stood at the southern boundary wall. How tall it
had grown. Rajmohan had planted that tree with his own hands. It had grown in front of Rajmohan, like Suren
had, but it was still here. It had not deserted him and disappeared from sight!
“You are closer to me, dear tree, than that enemy of mine,” Rajmohan whispered. “For you there is no
Hindustan-Pakistan. You have not become distant after a few years of education. You too cling to the soil of your
birth like I do. There is none closer to me than you are, deodar.”
He had received offers for that tree also, even up to the sum of twenty-one rupees. Rajmohan had always been
adamant about not selling his property.
“I buy, I don’t sell,” he often declared with pride. He had never sold anything in his life save once.
Rajmohan’s heart ached at that thought. Why had he done it? What madness had suddenly seized him? Would
he ever be able to get it back? He had helped so many people recover their property, would he not be able to
recover his own? He had to get it back, somehow.
*
Rajmohan couldn’t find an easy way to get his four-poster bed back. He could not find any occasion to trap
Maqbool. Maqbool did not farm Rajmohan’s land nor had he borrowed any money. Getting him embroiled in a
fabricated lawsuit would not be a wise move. It might not be easy to find witnesses to give evidence against
Maqbool, now that the land was Pakistan. It would serve no purpose except perhaps to provoke the leaders of the
Muslim community.
Unable to punish Maqbool in a dramatic way, Rajmohan devised ways of harming him by other tactics. He
used to buy half a seer of milk from Maqbool daily. He started getting the daily supply from Wahen instead. When
he hired farm labor, Maqbool was always the first to be called; the practice was stopped.
Maqbool was not a farmer in the proper sense of the word. He worked in the fields as a temporary laborer.
During the jute season he cut and washed jute fibre, during the paddy harvest he was among the extra workers.
When there was no field-work, he did various odd jobs like clearing the undergrowth, collecting and chopping
firewood and so on. For all such jobs, Maqbool was always employed at Rajmohan’s house.
Now he was being avoided, in fact, totally boycotted. After most of the Hindus left, Maqbool was already short
of work. With Rajmohan’s animosity, chances of getting work became negligible. There was less demand for
hired hands among the Muslims because even the prosperous Muslim farmers did the manual work themselves.
With such scarcity of work, Maqbool was in serious trouble.
Kalu relayed all the news to Rajmohan. Rowing him to Kumarpur in the little boat one day, Kalu remarked:
“That son of a Sheikh is in a proper fix. You are clever, Karta. Not killing him outright, you are starving him to
death. How dare he defy you? Does he have as much wit as you have in a single tooth?”
Rajmohan’s hollow cheeks spread in a smug smile:
“And I’ve lost nearly all my teeth, Kalu!”
“What you have is enough, Karta,” Kalu assured him. “Even your gums are strong enough to crush him.”
Maqbool was becoming desperate. He swore to his wife viciously:
“I’ll wait a few more days. Then I’m going to kill that damned old man. I’ll grab his possessions in front of his
eyes.”
Fatima was full of trepidation.
“Please don’t say such things,” she begged. “Don’t even allow such thoughts to enter your mind.”
“Why not?” asked Maqbool defiantly. “I’ll be jailed and hanged. I don’t care. I’ll die after I’ve killed him too.”
“But what will happen to us?” wailed his wife. “You mustn’t think of such things. Don’t let anger rule your
actions. You have your children to think of, do you realize? Feed them and clothe them to prove your worth.
Behave like a real man.”
Maqbool made an indistinct grunt.
“What do you mean by that?” Fatima continued. “Anyone can jump around and show off with threats like that.
Is that something so great? The real test is in caring for the family, keeping the children well and healthy. Have
you looked at my little darlings properly, my Sabdul and Majnu? See how thin they have become?”
She pulled her two emaciated little children into her arms and caressed them gently, as if trying to compensate
for their lack of nourishment with her love. She turned her reproachful eyes on her husband:
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“Just look at them,” she urged.
Maqbool kept his angry red eyes fixed on his wife’s face and cried in a rough voice:
“Don’t drive me mad, Fati. My blood is boiling, don’t drive me to murder.” Fatima grasped his hands.
“No, there is no need for murder. Please listen to me,” she pleaded. “Return the Karta’s four-poster to him.
What need have we for such luxuries? With two square meals a day, our mats will be comfortable enough. We
will sleep in peace.”
Maqbool snatched his hands away. His eyes were bloodshot.
“Beware, Fati If you say such things, I’ll break your jaw. And don’t keep saying Karta’s bed, the Karta’s bed. It
is no longer his. I bought it with my own money. I didn’t steal it or rob it. I bought it with my hard-earned money.
It is mine, do you understand?”
Maqbool went into the room and clutched one of the posts of the bed as if it was being taken away from him.
A little later, he sharpened his axe and went in search of work. The situation was no different. The poor
Muslim farmers of the village could not afford hired help. Who else was there to employ him? He walked around
aimlessly with repressed anger, planning vengeance. But he did not really kill Rajmohan or rob him. He stole
some small things instead—not from Rajmohan’s house, but from the orchard—a bunch of betel-nuts, a couple of
coconuts, some fruit.
When Rajmohan learnt about the theft, he shouted curses and threatened to inform the police. He arranged for
a local lad to watch over the orchard by promising him some money.
But nuts and coconuts do not appease hunger. Maqbool faced severe hardship. There was hardly any rice at
home. The rainy season was always distressing even otherwise. On one hand there was scarcity of work and on
the other the prices of rice, pulses and oil rose steeply. The jute harvest was over and the paddy season had not yet
begun. Fallow time meant general inactivity. This season the suffering had become unbearable. It rained heavily
and the huts became water-logged. If the season was difficult for everybody, it was even more so for Maqbool.
The few rupees he had saved had been spent on the four-poster. His hands were as empty as his stomach. The
children were unmanageable. The constant quarrels with his wife made life in the hut intolerable. Fatima foraged
for food for the children and sometimes managed to cook a handful of rice with bits of watercress or tapioca.
Sometimes, she caught a few shrimps and minnows with the end of her sari from the canal.
One day the Master’s servant came to inquire:
“Hello, Maqbool Miyan, how are you?”
Maqbool frowned at him:
“I am well. How about you, the rich servant of a rich man?”
After exchanging general pleasantries, Kalu disclosed the real purpose of his visit.
“Karta is willing to add ten rupees to the fifty rupees, Maqbool,” he said. “Please return the four-poster to him.
Don’t be stubborn, understand?”
Maqbool was so angry that he almost attacked him.
“I have understood. Now I’ll make you understand for all time,” he cried. “Get out of my house! If you dare to
come again with such a foul suggestion, I’ll break your legs. I’m warning you.”
Kalu ran away in fear, but others came with similar proposals. Chadan Mridha and Gedu Munshi took
Maqbool aside and reasoned with him. He must, they told him, sell the four-poster. The Master need not know
and even if he did, what did it matter? Maqbool had paid fifty rupees for it, Chadan Mridha was ready to pay
sixty-five. Gedu Munshi raised his offer to seventy-five. But Maqboo1 shook his head. He had not bought the
four-poster to sell it again, but for his own use. Gradually, the price for the four-poster bed touched the round
figure of one hundred rupees. But Maqbool did not budge. He would not sell the four-poster bed to anyone. He
would use it for himself, sleep on it with his wife and children. Gedu Munshi and Chadan Mridha gnashed their
teeth and heaped abuses on him:
“Die, fool, die of starvation. Take your bed with you to your grave!”
Even Fatima showed her irritation that day.
“Well, what kind of a man are you?” she asked. “I would have understood had this been an acre of land which
would give us crops through the year; had it been a cow which would have given us milk through the year, had it
been a tree which would have given us fruit through the year. But why do you insist on keeping this piece of dead
wood in your hut and starving for it?”
Maqbool looked long at his wife, but instead of losing his temper, he spoke with patience and affection.
“Why do I keep it? You will not understand, woman. You are born a woman, it is impossible for you to understand such matters. That is not dead wood to me, Fati. It has life and that life sustains my self-respect as a man.”
Fatima replied with scorn, “If you are so concerned about your self-respect, why don’t you go out of the house
in search of some work? I have heard that our village is now in Pakistan and has a Muslim government. Why must
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we then starve to death?”
Maqbool had already made enquiries. Who would give a job to an illiterate like him? His wife’s remark made
him smile sadly.
“The poor like us have no Hindustan or Pakistan, Fati; there is only gorestan—the graveyard.”
*
After a couple of days, Maqbool sold the cow. It had calved thrice and was not yielding much milk anyway. It
had become a skeleton for want of fodder. It was better to sell it to the man from the next village than to send it to
the slaughter-house.
Maqbool sold his little boat next. He gave Fatima some money to buy provisions. With the rest, he bought an
old ferry boat. Every morning he rowed to Kumarpur and waited hopefully for passengers. If luck favoured him
he earned a rupee or two. But there were gloomy days when no passengers came. He returned empty-handed late
at night. On the days he ferried passengers to distant villages, he couldn’t return home at all but slept in the boat
anchored to the bank.
The times were very hard for Maqbool.
It was during one of those days when Maqbool was away and Fatima sat lighting some jute sticks to start her
cooking that Rajmohan came to their hut.
“O Maqbool, are you home, Maqbool?” he called.
Fatima stepped behind the reed fence and pushed her son forward. “Go tell Karta, that he is not at home. He
has taken the boat out. Ask Karta what he wants,” she prompted her son.
Though he was five years old, Maqbool’s son was not very articulate. He spoke a few words with his parents
but in front of strangers he wouldn’t open his mouth. Fatima had to continue the conversation from behind the
fence.
“I am suffering from a bad cough,” explained Rajmohan. “You have a vasaka tree in your yard. Will you give
me a few leaves, daughter-in-law?”
Fatima smiled and said, “Why, certainly, Karta. Please wait in the verandah. I’ll get a few leaves for you.”
“No, no. Don’t bother. I’ll pluck them myself.”
He slowly stepped onto the verandah and glanced into the room. A sudden pain stabbed his heart. His bed, his
four-poster. But what a terrible condition it was in. The elegantly carved legs of the bed were stained with grease
and lime. Then there were the dirty sheets and the pillows. It was disgusting. How could such a lowly hut be
worthy of such a treasure? What did they know about looking after such expensive furniture?
After conversing a while in a general way, Rajmohan brought up the main reason for his visit.
“If you don’t mind, daughter-in-law—I’ll tell you something,” he said. “Please persuade Maqbool to return the
four-poster to me. I’ll pay him whatever price he wants.”
Fatima was stunned. She stood quite still behind the fence. Then she said slowly but firmly:
“No, Karta, I can’t tell him that. You came for some vasaka leaves. Please collect the leaves. Do not discuss
these matters with me.” Fatima moved away.
Fatima’s answer was like a slap on his face. Rajmohan stood stiffly for a while, staring at the four-poster,
before walking away. He had lost all desire to collect the vasaka leaves. He plucked a few leaves absent mindedly
on his way out.
There was a small temple in the compound. The idols of Radha and Govinda were installed there. Peacock
feathers on his crown, a flute in his hands, his eternal companion to the left, Brajamohan Rasaraj Srigovinda had a
serene gaze and a smile on his lips. Rajmohan finished his bath and sat quietly on the temple platform meditating
on his mantra. He touched his head to the floor and prayed:
“Merciful Lord, please remove the bonds of my worldly desires. Guide me towards the path to your Vrindavan.
Let my greed and passion, my pain and humiliation mingle in the red dust of Vraja, the playground of your love.”
Rajmohan felt cleansed of all pettiness. But not for long. The next day he required vasaka leaves again. He
coughed loudly in front of the servant. He needed the vasaka leaves urgently.
Even though she heard him coming that day, Fatima did not rush to hide behind the fence. Nor did she ask any
questions. She stood silently in the corner farthest of the hut, alarmed that the Master might raise the issue of the
four-poster again. Rajmohan guessed the meaning of Fatima’s behavior. He plucked a few leaves from the vasaka
tree but did not go away immediately. He sat on the verandah and started chatting with Maqbool’s son, Sabdul.
He could not control his eyes however, they moved of their own volition to peer into the room.
The vasaka tree lost almost all its leaves, but Rajmohan’s cough did not ameliorate nor did he stop visiting
Maqbool’s hut.
Maqbool spoke to his wife one night.
“I hear that Karta comes here every day? He comes and waits in the verandah.”
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Fatima said, “Yes, he comes to pluck some vasaka leaves.”
Maqbool laughed and said, “That’s nonsense. He comes for you. The old man has taken a fancy to your
beautiful face.”
Fatima was indignant.
“Don’t talk nonsense,” she said.
“Then tell me the real reason,” said Maqbool. Fatima replied,
“What is there to say. You know it as well as I do.”
“Yes, I know,” said Maqbool. “But, beware, Fati. If you are tempted by money and agree to sell it, I will not let
you live.”
“Are you mad?” exclaimed Fatima. “Because I know he’ll mention the four-poster, I avoid speaking with him.
But the old man has evil eyes. All the while he is here, he keeps looking into the room. I don’t like it at all. Whatever, you say, my heart trembles. We live with our children. Anything might happen. People have evil eyes.”
Maqbool laughed scornfully.
“What nonsense. Those old eyes have no evil left in them. His venom is that of the water-snake. People don’t
die if it bites them. You can sleep in peace. I’ll also warn the old man not to come near my home again or I’ll
break his legs.”
*
As it happened, there was no need for Maqbool to threaten Rajmohan. Rajmohan was ill with high fever and
blood-dysentery. He was unable to leave his bed. The village doctor was summoned. He said:
“Roy Sahib, you must inform your son and daughter-in-law. The disease is especially debilitating for a man of
your age.”
Rajmohan shook his head.
“No, doctor, not now,” he said. “I’ll tell you when to inform them. It seems, there is some talk of promotions in
the office. If my son takes leave now, he’ll miss his chance. This will pass.”
Rajmohan had withdrawn two hundred rupees from his account and had sent the money to Asima. Would she
have believed that the four-poster had been sold for only fifty rupees? She would have thought that her father-inlaw had kept the rest of the money.
The doctor called every day. But the disease only got exacerbated.
In the meanwhile, Maqbool’s misfortune had also increased. On the market-day at Naopara, Maqbool had tied
his boat to a tree with a chain before going off to make his purchases. When he returned, the boat was missing.
Somebody had broken the lock to steal the boat. The village was notorious for thieves. Gedu Munshi’s father-inlaw lived in that village and he was known to have contacts with the thieves. Maqbool did not fail to understand
the conspiracy, but there was nothing he could do. He managed to catch a boat home.
From the very next day, he was in dire straits. His condition was worse than before. Now there was no cow or
boat to sell. There remained only the hut and the huge four-poster.
Rajmohan heard all the news even as he lay on his bed. Sharat Shil came in jubilantly.
“This was bound to happen,” he said. “He dared to defy you. Won’t he be punished for that?”
After a few days, Kalu whispered softly:
“Have you heard, Karta? It seems Maqbool will sell the four-poster to Atajaddi Sikdar of Talakanda. Atajaddi
is building a new house. He’ll furnish his new house with the four-poster.”
Rajmohan responded dispiritedly, “Let him.” Kalu said:
“It seems the price is a hundred and fifty rupees.” Rajmohan said:
“Let it be so.”
“Atajaddi will come himself this evening with a bag of money,” Kalu added. Rajmohan turned on his side”
“Let him come,” he said.
That evening Kalu took leave for a few hours to see a play in the next village. The stage was set in the
Mullah’s house for the play Mir Kasim. People would flock from all the neighboring villages to see it. Kalu left
early to ensure a good seat.
Boobi, the maid, brought in a bowl of soup. Rajmohan did not touch it. The night grew dark and quiet.
Rajmohan stirred restlessly in the bed. He couldn’t sleep. He got up suddenly. His legs trembled with weakness.
He groped in the darkness for his cane. The bunch of keys hung at his waist. He locked the room and stepped
outside. The sky was overcast with dark clouds and it had already started to drizzle lightly. But Rajmohan did not
turn back for a lantern or an umbrella. Leaning heavily on the cane, he walked out slowly.
Soon he reached Maqbool's hut and stood in the courtyard. He cried out in a thin shrill voice:
“Maqbool, haramzade, come out immediately.”
Maqbool opened the door of the hut:
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“Who is it?” he asked. “It is Karta’s voice. Is it you, Karta?”
In a weak and quivering voice, Rajmohan said:
“Yes, it is me. You finally sold the four-poster, you rascal. You sold it without letting me know.”
Maqbool stood speechless for a few moments.
“Who told you that?” he asked softly.
“Never mind that,” said Rajmohan. “Can you conceal such matters? Even the flies carry news.”
“But you are ill. How did you come in this darkness and rain? How did you cross the canal?” asked Maqbool
with concern.
“I walked along the mud-bank,” replied Rajmohan.
“How terrible,” exclaimed Maqbool. “Come, please come in, Karta.”
“What shall I do in your hut now? You have already done the worst thing possible,” said Rajmohan.
“No, Master, I haven’t done anything. You come in and see for yourself,” said Maqbool.
He caught Rajmohan’s hands and pulled him inside. Rajmohan’s body was burning with fever. He wore no
shirt nor did he have any shoes on. The dhoti around his waist was wet. For one who could not take a step without
his spectacles, he had forgotten to wear them. Maqbool called his wife urgently:
“Get up, Fati, and light a lamp quickly. I need to reassure Karta.”
Weak with hunger, Fatima was lying on the bed. She got up hurriedly and pulled the end of her sari over her
head with her left hand. But the torn sari did not cover her face. Two children, who looked like skeletons, lay on
the other side of the bed.
“Then you have not sold it? You still have it?” Rajmohan asked, as he sighed with relief.
“I still have it, Karta,” Maqbool said reassuringly.
“Didn’t Atajaddi come?” asked Rajmohan.
“He did come,” said Maqbool. “He offered an additional, sum of ten rupees over the earlier one of a hundred
and fifty rupees. I refused him, Karta. We have been starving for the last two days. But I had the strength yet to
turn him away. I have been able to stave off the pangs of hunger. My wife was crying. Do you know what I told
her, Karta? I said, woman, give me this one night. Clutch your hungry stomach and sleep. Let me keep my pride
for one more night. Let me keep the four-poster bed for a few more hours!”
“Maqbool!” exclaimed Rajmohan.
“Karta!” answered Maqbool.
No one could speak for a while.
Fatima held the kerosene lamp over their heads. In the faint light of the smoky lamp, for a few precious moments, the two lovers of the four-poster bed—two men of different creeds, two men of different complexions, one
fair and the other dark—two lovers of the four-poster bed stared at each other speechlessly. Maqbool then turned
to his wife and said:
“Fati, lift the children and let them lie on the floor. Let me dismantle the four-poster. Let me dismantle the
four-poster and return it to Karta.”
“What are you saying Maqbool!” exclaimed Rajmohan.
“Yes, Karta. You take the four-poster back,” said Maqbool. “I could keep it today, but what if I can’t keep it
tomorrow?”
Maqbool stretched his arms to pull the children away. Rajmohan caught his arms.
“Stop,” he ordered.
Then he spoke softly, almost to himself.
“All these days when I came to your hut, Maqbool, to look at the four-poster stealthily, I always saw it empty.
Today my four-poster is no longer empty. Today my pedestal is no longer empty. Today I see them, I see my
beloved Radha-Govinda on the pedestal. The pedestal is no longer empty.”
Rajmohan paused.
“Now take me home, Maqbool,” he said.
Maqbool took the lamp from Fatima’s hands.
“Come, Dhala Karta,” he said.
227.196 Excerpt from Ashok Kumar: His Life And Times\fn{by Nabendu Ghosh (1916-2007)} Dhaka, Bangladesh
(M) 12
Ashok Kumar. The name epitomises the very best in the craft of acting. From a young romantic to the matured
hero, to an aging character actor—Ashok Kumar has played all the roles to perfection.
More importantly, Ashok Kumar was instrumental in liberating Hindi commercial cinema from theatricality.
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He continues to do so. Earning sobriquets like evergreen, veteran, thespian.
*
February 8, 1951. I shall remember the date forever. The place: a palatial building at Worli Seaface. When my
turn came, Bimalda—the peerless director—introduced me to the inimitable hero:
“And Mr Ganguli, this is Shri Nabendu Ghosh, a renowned young progressive Bengali writer.”
“Progressive! That’s a good word,” said Ashok Kumar with a kind smile. “Welcome Nabendu Babu.” I bowed
and shyly muttered:
“Thank you but don’t call me Babu.” With a twinkle in his eyes he said:
“Don’t you worry, I shall soon throw away the unnecessary nouns and adjectives.”
Everyone laughed along with me and looking at Ashok Kumar in flesh and blood, memories took me back in
time.
*
The year was 1936. I was then in Patna, studying for my B.A. The ideals of Ramayan was still active in the
Hindu society—that is why the tragic figure of Devdas seemed acceptable to us, for few young men of the period
would revolt against their parents who would not let them marry the girls they loved. Theatres and “bioscopes”—
as movies were then termed—were also prohibited for most of us. But of course we had been tasting those
“forbidden fruits” now and then.
Then suddenly we came alive to the name of a new Hindi film that was all around us. It was beIng uttered by
viewers, discussed in the dailies, reviewed by the magazines. The name was Achhut Kanya, the new film from
Bombay Talkies, directed by a German director, Franz Osten and produced by one Himanshu Rai. The heroine
was Devika Rani, a relation of Nobel-laureate Rabindranath Tagore and wife of Himanshu Rai, the proprietor of
Bombay Talkies.
The hero was a new actor named Ashok Kumar. Both the hero and heroine were charming and the film was a
super hit.
Lured by all this, we forced our way up to the booking counter of the theatre to earn our tickets. We sat in the
hall. The film began at the right time and we were moved by the story that unfolded around the accursed caste
system and the sin of untouchability. The heroine Devika Rani won our hearts at once; so did the hero Ashok
Kumar. Their actions, reactions, and dialogue deliveries were absolutely realistic and sounded very refreshing. It
seemed charged with greater emotional impact than films starring other established actors and actresses.
We were particularly struck by Ashok Kumar’s genuine innocence as compared to the sophisticated
“innocence” of Devika Rani. Yet we would laugh and mimic Ashok Kumar’s dialogues, in particular the duo’s
most popular song, Main banki chidiyan banmein ban-ban boloon re’e’e.. We lovingly caricatured his drawback,
a remote effeminacy that trailed his voice.
As years rolled by that Ashok Kumar of Achhut Kanya grew up, turned adult and more male until, along with
being a purely romantic hero, he earned extra adoration as the roguish hero of Kismet. His acting ability achieved
new dimensions and in his next picture, Najma, he reached histrionic maturity. We on our part became his ardent
admirers, nay, devotees.
More years passed and life was seized by turbulence. I lost my government job in the Bihar secretariat by
writing Daak Diye Jayee, a seditious novel in Bengali based on the 1942 movement. The novel also earned me a
position among the important writers, and when I saw no hope of getting another job under the British
government, I migrated to Calcutta to be a full fledged writer. There, in 1946, unexpectedly and dramatically, I
got connected with films and came in contact with the topmost director of Bengal at the time, Bimal Roy.
Udayer Pathe still remains a landmark in box-office success. For the first and last time in my life I had seen
something fantastic—I saw books bearing the same title being displayed along with cigarette packets in the paan
shops of Calcutta. People bought it along with their paan and cigarette! Bimal Roy had read my writings by then
and had liked them. Soon he became Bimalda to me.
At this point of time politics was shaping our destinies. Partition had come through but the aftermath had just
about started. In Bengal, Hindus from the eastern sections were fleeing their land of birth to seek refuge in West
Bengal, crowding in particular the streets of Calcutta. The plight worsened when Urdu was declared the lingua
franca of East Pakistan—erstwhile East Bengal—and Bengali books and movies from West Bengal were banned.
Those immediately affected by the move were writers and filmmakers: history had brought us to a crossroad in
life, for both publishing and filmmaking suffered a setback and came to a standstill for a while.
At that moment in time Bimalda got a call from Bombay: Ashok Kumar was inviting him to direct a film for
Bombay Talkies. After giving me the news Bimalda looked questioningly at me.
“Would you like to go to Bombay with me? Of course it will be very difficult in the beginning and life will be
uncertain—” I did not let him complete the sentence.
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“Yes Bimalda yes, I shall take the risk but would love to work with you.”
When Bimalda’s unit started to sit on the script for Bombay Talkies it comprised late Asit Sen, the inimitable
comedian and character actor who was Bimalda’s chief assistant; Hrishikesh Mukherjee, the editor-cum-assistant;
Paul Mahendra, a distinguished actor on the payroll of New Theatres who had opted to be an assistant to Bimalda;
and me, the screen-playwright-cum-assistant.
On February 8, 1951 we landed in Bombay with Bimalda and were later called up by Ashok Kumar to have
dinner with him at his Worli Seaface residence. The man whom I had been watching on the silver screen for the
last 16 years was before me, in flesh and blood! The man whom I once dared to mimic by singing Main banki
chidiyan ban-mein ban-ban boloon re’e’e..!
The script we wrote in Calcutta was made into a silver jubilee hit film, Maa, with Leela Chitnis, Bharat
Bhushan, Shyama, Nazir Hussain and Paul Mahendra in the cast. No, Ashok Kumar was not in that film made for
Bombay Talkies. But subsequently I wrote several scripts which featured the thespian. Among them are Kafila,
directed by Arvind Sen; Parineeta, and Bandini, directed by Bimal Roy; Shatranj directed by Gyan Mukherjee;
Baadbaan and Akashdeep directed by Phani Mazumdar; Aansoo Ban Gaye Phool directed by Satyen Bose;
Sharafat directed by Asit Sen.
I also made, two episodes on the life of Ashok Kumar for a television serial, Anmol Ratna. It is 44 years since
1951, when I got to know Ashok Kumar, and in these years I have earned his affection. During these years I read
about Dadamoni,\fn{An affectionate nickname; the author translates it later.H } heard about him from others and learnt about
him from himself. This book is the result of all that learning, written in the hope that it will afford our viewers a
closer look that will reveal the great person the actor is.
My thanks to the patronage by HarperCollins. I also acknowledge the help I received at various stages from
Ashok Kumar’s biography in Bengali, Jeevan Naiya; from Green To Ever Green, published by the Directorate of
Film Festivals; from Firoze Rangoonwalla, in enriching this volume visually; from my son, Dipankar Ghosh; and
from my dear daughter, Ratnottama Sengupta.
My thanks, above all, to Ashok Kumar himself.
*
The gentleman was clad in a European suit. He had a sharp nose and his face was shaped like a paan—betel
leaf—or, rather, a triangle. He was staring at the young man who was relishing his smoke standing in the
verandah of the laboratory. The gentleman was watching the young man with a frown and a penetrating gaze,
scrutinising him as if assessing him anatomically too.
The young man dragged at his cigarette for the last time and while throwing away the stub his eyes caught
sight of the man. God! That was the Managing Director! And he was staring at him with a frown! Was he critical
of his smoking? He had no business to take offence for he was also fond of smoking and was always holding a tin
of State Express 555! He had no moral right to disapprove of smoking, had he?
The young man feigned he had not noticed the Managing Director. He returned to his chair inside the lab and
went back to work. But he was gnawed by an uneasiness, a question: why had the gentleman fixed him with a
searching gaze? What could be the blessed reason for the frown?
Suddenly his sixth sense signaled a message: the MD was still after him. Apprehensively he turned towards the
door and froze. Gawd, the big man was standing in the door frame, still wearing that quizzical stare! Damn it,
what flaw had the respectable gentleman discerned in him? Suddenly, wanting to put an end to the suspense, he
stood up and faced the gentleman.
“S-sir, what can I do for you?” he blurted out. The MD gravely said:
“Do as I say.”
“S-sir?”
“Walk from this wall to the opposite.”
“Walk!” The young man failed to understand.
“But why must I walk sir?”
“Because I would like to see you walk,” the gentleman said. “Come on, walk young man.” The young man
obeyed.
“Stop now, that’s enough,” the MD said approvingly. “You suit my needs.”
“Your needs!” The young man was puzzled. The MD smiled as he said:
“You have to act in my next film.”
“Act!” the young man was shocked.
“Yes yes, you are going to be the hero of our next film,” the MD’s smile broadened.
“Me—a hero?!” the roung man seemed scared. “Oh no sir!!”
“Of course yes!” the MD was emphatic. The young man didn’t at all look pleased.
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“Don’t count on me sir,” he said, “I won’t be able to do it.” The MD’s frown came back.
“Pray why not?”
The young man could not give the real reason. His father was negotiating his marriage and surely the talks
would break off when the girl’s family learnt that the groom to be was an actor. Instead, he said:
“Sir those who act belong to the lower strata of life.”
“You know my wife acts. Do you think she belongs to that class?” the MD roared.
The young man tried to protest. He did not refer to his wife who was an exception, he tried to say, but the MD
roared again:
“Don’t you know that our technicians are highly educated people? Don’t you know that our motto is to recruit
only educated people?” The young man felt subdued by the logic and swallowing his real feelings he meekly said:
“All right sir, try me if you like but I don’t think I suit your purpose.” Once more the MD fired:
“Leave that to me young man. I pick up someone only when I am confident.” With that he lit one of his 555s
with a flourish.
“As you wish sir but I don’t feel confident,” the young man made a last bid before giving up the struggle.
“I do not care about your self-assessment. It is my job to take good work out of you. Now get set—the
shooting will start in four days and that’s the last word on the subject.”
The MD sauntered off, a relaxed expression on his face as he puffed on his 555. The young man dashed to the
recording section and reported the entire episode to his brother-in-law.
“The managing director wants me to act as a hero,” he spurted out. “Tell me, how can I avoid the catastrophe?”
The brother-in-law, a powerfully built person, laughed out loud.
“Wonderful,” he said, “you are a lucky chap! And thank your stars that Najmul Hussein has disappeared
without notice and you have got this rare chance. Good luck!”
*
To put an end to the suspense: We are in 1935, on the premises of Bombay Talkies, situated in the suburban
Malad, in Bombay. The young man is Ashok Kumar Ganguly, the Managing Director is Himanshu Rai, founder of
Bombay Talkies, and the brother-in-law is Sasadhar Mukherjee, recordist who was to turn into the successful
producer S. Mukherjee. Names that have created film history.
Of these names, Ashok Kumar of course continues to be the most popular. In 1936 Ashok Kumar Ganguly
became simply Ashok Kumar, setting a trend which saw many a hero have “Kumar” as their surname. Kumar in
Sanskrit means one who isn’t married but since Ashok Kumar, it has come to mean an evergreen personality—
which is perhaps what every film hero hopes to be. Thus we have had a parade of “Kumars”—Dilip Kumar,
Rajendra Kumar, Raaj Kumar, Uttam Kumar, Manoj Kumar, Sanjeev Kumar …
In the six decades since he started acting, the name Ashok Kumar has got dearer with every appearance. And to
date, he has acted in more than 300 films. The varied roles have proved not only his range as an actor but his
depth too. Besides love, Ashok Kumar has earned genuine respect. The man is smiling, everywhere and all the
time, jovial and affectionate. All these have made him synonymous with Dadamoni (a gem of an elder brother).
Ashok Kumar is the Dadamoni of the entire Indian film industry.
*
Ashok Kumar is a Ganguly, that means he is a Brahmin. But he says that they are “Amathe” Brahmins just as
the Tagoies of Jorasanko (Rabindranath Tagore’s family) were called Pirali Brahmins. Ashok Kumar knows eight
languages—Bengali, Hindi, English, Urdu, Sanskrit, Persian, German and French—but nowhere has he come
across the two words “Pirali” and “Amathe.”
Ashok Kumar had this from his father that they were Amathe Brahmins and descendants of the famous dacoit
Raghunath, better known in West Bengal as Rogho of Kurulgachhi. He emphatically says that the “Amathes” are
in reality not Brahmins at all. Rogho was the grandfather of Ashok Kumar’s grandfather. He was wanted by the
British police for many years and when the police came to arrest him inside a temple they found only an elderly
Brahmin and left the temple without arresting him.
Since then Rogho gave up his raids and profession. And his lineage came to be accepted as Brahmins. Nothing
more is known or written about him.
This dacoit Rogho is as famous a name in Bengal as Robin Hood is in England. He is remembered in literature.
Rabindranath Tagore in Shesh Saptak, a collection of poems, includes one named Pilsujer Upar Pitaler Pradeep
(The Brass Lamp On An Ornate Stand). He writes about a group of children listening to stories being narrated to
them in the chiaroscuro created by the dim light of a brass lamp on an ornate stand, seated on a mat spread out on
the floor. The narrator is old Mohan Sardar, his long hair dyed black, and he is telling the children about Rogho
Dacoit.
Rogho was passing through a village, with his men carrying the loot, when he heard the wail of a mother
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whose daughter was dressed as a bride. As soon as she recognised him, the poor woman ran to him and, kneeling,
appealed:
“I cry to you for help, O father;
save my daughter from disgrace—help, O help!”
Rogho at once appeared like a messenger of Death.
He dragged the bridegroom out of the palanquin
and struck a resounding slap
on the face of the groom’s dad.
The man reeled down to the ground …
On the courtyard once again
The auspicious conchs sounded,
And as the night trembled with joyous ululations
Rogho stood around the pandal with his men
Like the ghosts and goblins
At the wedding of Lord Shiva.
The marriage was completed.
And during the last hours of the night
The fierce dacoit said to the bride:
“Thou art my mother. If ever
You suffer any sorrow
Remember me, this Rogho.”

This Robin Hood of Bengal, celebrated by the immortal poet and living in countless such legends retold
through time, is an ancestor of Ashok Kumar.
*
Ashok Kumar was born in Bhagalpur, in Bihar, on October 13, 1911. His father’s name is Kunjalal Ganguly
and his mother’s is Gouri Rani Devi, granddaughter of Raja Shibchandra Banerjee.
As the story goes, in the middle of the last century Durgacharan, a munim (accounts clerk) in the estate of
Krishna Nagar in Bengal, shifted to Bhagalpur following a quarrel with his master. He became a teacher and saw
to it that his son Shibchandra got the Master’s Degree in Law from the Calcutta University. He was bracketed first
along with Bankim Chandra Chatterjee who later on turned into a literary giant and wrote the national anthem,
Bande Mataram. Both were first class firsts, and the British government offered the post of Deputy Magistrate to
both of them. Bankim Chandra accepted the job but Shibchandra refused. Instead he started to practice at the local
bar and earned Rs 40 lakh in 12 years. In terms of modern exchange rate it would surely equal many millions.
Shibchandra used to spend money freely and wholeheartedly in erecting ghats along the Ganga at Bhagalpur,
besides parks, ponds, temples, schools and in many more ways to serve the people. The British government, in
appreciation of his extraordinary services, proposed to confer on him the title of Raja Bahadur. But only on one
condition: he would give up his practice at the bar for the rest of his life.
Raja! Raja Shibchandra Banerjee Bahadur!!
The Britishers built him a mansion calling it “Rajbari” (Palace). A popular saying about him started doing the
rounds:
Dhol na dhaak, Angrezi baaja
Raj na paat, Shibchander Raja.
With no drum nor beat—such is the English band;
with no throne nor kingdom is Shibchander a monarch.

That was to signal changes. The elated Raja Shibchandra sailed to England and there he was seized by a crazy
idea: he must convert into Christianity.
“Oh, how compassionate is Christ! I must become a Christian!” he would chant day and night. He had become
raving mad.
After a few years, he returned to India but his condition did not improve. Yet he became an attraction for the
European community. Raja Shibchandra—a wonderful Babu who wants to be a Christian! The Britons of
Bhagalpur used to visit the Raja seated in a silver plated carriage drawn by four magnificent horses. And the Raja,
while extending regal hospitality to them, would keep saying:
“I am soon going to be a Christian. Yes, very soon.”
The Raja’s insane declarations provoked the local Brahmins, they decreed that the Raja must atone for
blaspheming Hinduism. The mad Raja heard about the indictment and laughed out loud.
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“Nonsense!” he said, “Why must I atone? I am a Christian, it is only the Hindus who atone.”
The Brahmins, further provoked, retaliated by pronouncing the Raja and his family as outcasts. The Raja
douhled with laughter and thumbing them said:
“I care two hoots! A Christian does not care for the Hindu decree!”
One day, when the spell of insanity was at its peak, the Raja swam across the Ganga from Bhagalpur and
reached Monghyr, about 40 miles away. There he sat inside a church and started to chant,
“I want to be a Christian. O please convert me and make me a Christian! Please, please!”
A group of relatives in search of the Raja at last reached there and led him back to Bhagalpur.
His insanity could not be cured. A new symptom developed thereafter. He would call his servants.
“Come here, Jagai, listen to me. Modhu, come hither and read out today’s newspaper to me!”
Modhu would respond by reading from the newspaper, non-stop for an hour or two, and then he would slip
away on some pretext or the other. Once again the Raja would implore:
“Gour, O Gour, do you hear me Gour? Please come here and read out the paper to me! Gour, Modhu has run
away, the sly one.”
Even his own men and servants started to avoid the Raja. Gradually his health broke down. The Britishers of
Bhagalpur stopped their visits. The silver plated coaches each driven by four horses, would trot in no more into
Rajbari. The Raja would sit alone, unattended. God alone knew what thoughts crowded his mind.
Once when he would sit down to his meal, the ladies of the household would sit around him, two of them busy
working the palm-leaf fans. No more: none sat by him now. Raja Shibchandra had to swallow the morsels all by
himself. His eyes had dimmed ind a fearless cat would pinch his share of the fish off his plate.
“Is there anyone nearby? Where has the fish disappeared?” Then, as his eyes fell on the cat he would shout:
“Jagai, the cat’s off with my fish—Gour, O Gour!”
But no one would listen, no-one would come.
Perhaps even a mad man prays for early death. And death came at last.
He was brought to Calcutta, to a house on Hazra Road. Ashok Kumar, then only six years old, had come there
with his mother. There was a crowd of relatives surrounding the Raja then, he recalls.
But the Raja died without becoming a Christian. Some 70 years since then, when a reference was made to Raja
Shibchandra on June 1986, Ashok Kumar said:
“The Raja, my great-grandfather on my mother’s side, had been outcasted by the Brahmins. Though we are not
Brahmins, we are outcastes. My wife Shobha is a descendent of the immortal Brahmin Pundit Iswar Chandra
Vidyasagar. The great soul who had fought widow remarriage was also outcasted by the Brahmins. We are jointly
and completely a family of outcastes.”
Ashok Kumar laughed loudly as he said this, but there was a trace of bitterness in that laughter. Abruptly he
stopped and said gravely,
“This caste-system, this has spoilt everything, most of the ills of modern Indian history have their roots in this
inhuman system.”
Ashok Kumar is capable of such a statement for he inherited this attitude from his father, Kunjalal. In 1922,
when Gandhiji made a passionate appeal for Hindu-Muslim unity, Kunjalal was so moved that he didn’t attend the
court one day (he was an advocate practising then at Khandwa in Central Provinces). Instead he invited his
Muslim friends, set up chairs and tables in the bazaar, and started to have khana with them. The orthodox Hindu
society saw red and and ran to the scene in the guise of friends and relatives.
“Kunjalal, don’t do this.”
“Kunja Babu, what a shame!”
“Brother Kunja, you are a Brahmin, you are a Brahmin—” Kunjalal retorted,
“Don’t talk nonsense, the country has gone to dogs due to the sins of Brahmins—it is their duty to bring back
sanity. For without integration this country is doomed.”
*
Ashok Kuma’s mother Gouri Rani Devi was the daughter of Satish Chandra Banerjee, son of Raja Shibchandra
Banerjee. Satish Chandra used to worry about Gouri Rani’s health, she was very delicate in her early youth and
would often fall sick. Satish Chandra used to say to his friends,
“My son-in-law must possess a solid health, he must be a strong man.”
When Gouri Rani came of age, Satish Chandra went to Calcutta in search of a suitable boy. One day, while
passing by the law college with his friend Ram Babu, he noticed a sturdy young man coming out of the
examination hall with ink-besmeared fingers. Satish Chandra was struck with the youth’s excellent physique and
his attractive gait. He said to his friend,
“Ram, please follow the young man and find out if he is a Brahmin and his whereabouts.”
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Ram Babu followed the young man and soon overtook him. He called out,
“Listen, Tarak—” The young man turned around:
“Are you calling me, sir?”
“Yes, of course Tarak!”
“But you are mistaken sir,” the young man smiled, “I am not Tarak.”
“Really?” Ram Babu bit his tongue. “But your appearance is strangely similar to Tarak’s. Anyway, what is
your good name son?” After a while Ram Babu returned to the waiting Satish Chandra and reported,
“The young man is a Brahmin—a Ganguly, his name is Kunjalal, and he is from Khandwa. His father is—”
“Wonderful,” said Satish Chandra. That very evening he set out on a journey. He reached Maida Town in North
Bengal and from there he went to Pandua, a village of historical importance in Maida district. But Satish Chandra
was disappointed. The local people shook their heads. No, there is none by the name of Kunjalal Ganguly. There
is one Rangalal Ganguly, aged 44. There are two Kunjalals but one is a Maity and the other a Mandal.
At that moment of frustration Satish Chandra suddenly remembered that Ram Babu had said the boy was from
Khandwa, not Pandua. He went back to Calcutta and learnt that in the Central Provinces there was indeed a town
called Khandwa. Very far away but it did not matter, for that Kunjalal was a very suitable boy for his daughter.
Satish Chandra reached Khandwa and staying in a hotel behaved like a trained detective and gathered
informations about the Gangulys. He learnt that Kunjalal takes good care of his health, used to wrestle regularly
in the past. Once the world-famed physical culturist and wrestler Sandow was ready to take him to Europe as a
member of his troupe but his father’s stem “No” had prevented that. He also found out about the parents and other
family members.
Satish Chandra returned to Bhagalpur and told his family that Kunjalal is a very good boy but they are just
ordinary, middle class. But Gouri Rani was destined to be Kunjalal’s wife, so after many a deliberation Satish
Chandra ultimately gave away his daughter to Kunjalal.
The year was 1902. Satish Chandra Banerjee of Bhagalpur gifted a cash amount of Rs 27,000 and told
Kunjalal,
“Now start your practice without any tension, my son.”
Rs 27,000 of 1902 will amount to how much in 1995?
*
The Rajbari of the Banerjees at Bhagalpur was built on a sprawling land of 20 acres that stretched from the
main road to the bank of the Ganga. The area was known as Adampur Mohalla. There were some small
bungalows on the land outside Rajbari. Ustads of classical music would come and stay there and music
conferences would be held. Raja Shibchandra and his son Satish Chandra, usually called “Kumar Saheb”, were
both patrons of art and culture. Satish Chandra had formed the Adampur Dramatic Club which was the first of its
kind in the region. Writers and dramatists of all-India fame used to visit Rajbari and stay in the bungalows.
Novelist Upendranath Gangopadhyay would visit the Adampur Palace with his young nephew Sarat, who was
to later turn into the immortal novelist Saratchandra. He once acted in a play titled Bilva Mangal, written by the
legendary dramatist Girish Chandra Ghosh, in the female role of Chintamoni. Another stalwart of theatre, D.L.
Roy, the unique short story writer and novelist Banaphool (of Bhuvan Shome fame), the eminent writer of
children’s stories, Hemendralal Roy, were all associated with Rajbari in its days of glory.
*
Most of Ashok Kumar’s early years were spent at Bhagalpur. The holidays found him visiting his “royal”
ancestors maternal grandfather and great grandfather—with his mother. He often met the stalwarts who visited
Rajbari. He would watch a stage being erected in the compound, he would sit through rehearsals of dramas which
were held in a hall meant only for the Adampur Dramatic Club. Later the same plays were staged in the spacious
courtyard of the Rajbari.
Little Ashok, when he was six or seven, used to wander about in and around the place along with his cousin
Arun. This son of his mother’s younger sister was junior to him by a year. Which made them more of friends who
would confide in each other. They would wander through the many chambers and halls, they would confer in
solitary corners of the garden, they would sit and talk, dream and mimic songs.
That cousin, Arun Kumar Mukherjee, grew up in later years to be a playback singer of Bombay Talkies. And it
was he who scored the music for Parineeta directed by Bimal Roy and also composed for Abhiman directed by
Joglekar. Both were produced by Ashok Kumar. When fortune smiled and Parineeta became a success he
suddenly died, an untimely death. He was driving home, with Ashok Kumar seated by his side. They had come
out of a mini projection room after watching some rushes. While talking to Dadamoni he suddenly clutched at his
heart.
“Oh-oh!” he cried out in pain.
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“What’s that Arun?” queried an anxious Ashok.
“Pain—in—chest—Steering,” Arun muttered, breathless in pain.
In a flash Ashok Kumar drew closer to Arun and as he took the steering Arun Kumar’s head drooped. Ashok
Kumar’s dear cousin and childhood friend was dead. At 45, the sweet-tongued gentle soul who had not a single
enemy, had many a tune within him that was yet to be recorded.
*
The child Ashok Kumar was imaginative and could tell stories to his mat~rnal great grandfather, the Raja.
“Come on boy, tell me a new story,” the Raja would smilingly demand. The five-year-old would gravely start:
“You see great-grandpa, yesterday I was walking through the jungle—” The Raja’s eyes narrowed.
“At what time?” he intercepted. The boy did not lose his nerve.
“Yesterday, when you were having a nap after your lunch,” he kept up the grave tone.
“And where was the jungle?” the Raja quipped. The boy smiled,
“On the bank of the Ganga.”
“Carry on,” said the Raja.
“As I walked through the jungle,” little Ashok went on, “there were birds chirping and peacocks dancing. I was
feeling fine when suddenly I heard a tiger roar. I stopped. The birds stopped chirping, the peacocks flew fast and
in panic I turned around. And there it was standing, the tiger. It was a huge tiger, snarling at me and thrashing its
tail on the ground.
“Trembling in fear I broke into a run. The tiger roared and sprang at me. I ran hard. The tiger chased. It almost
reached me, it would soon fall upon me, grab me, swallow me. What shall I do? Ch, how shall I save myself? I
prayed for wings and they sprang out of my two shoulders and I flew upward through the trees and escaped in the
air. The tiger stopped, and roared, and roared on.”
Little Ashok looked at the Raja for a due appreciation. But the Raja looked at him with disbelief in his eyes
and asked:
“So you can grow wings out of your shoulder?” The boy stared at him and nodded,
“Yes, I can.”
“Show me,” the Raja demanded. Undaunted the boy said:
“You become a tiger and I will show you my wings.” The Raja roared with laughter.
“Bravo my little one, bravo,” he conceded.
Two servants peeped in at this moment on hearing the Raja's laughter. The Raja beckoned one in.
“Jagai, go to Upen Ganguly’s house and call that dark chap—you know—” Raja Shi bchandra ordered.
“Yes, master.”
Soon a young man carne there. He was dark but attractive, with handsome features and exceptionally bright,
penetrating eyes. The Raja welcomed him,
“Come here my lad, do you know my great grandson? Ashok?”
“No sir—but now I will know him,” the dark young man smiled at little Ashok and added, “Ashok is the name
of an Emperor.”
The little boy smiled back at the compliment. Shibchandra said to the young man,
“Look here—my great grandson is no less than you—he can also tell stories; tell him a story Ashok.” Before
starting to narrate a story Ashok looked at the young man and asked,
“Have you ever eaten silver rice and fried silver parval?”
“I will eat them when I find them,” the young man smiled.
*
Many many years later, when the cinema houses displayed a “House Full” board every time an Ashok Kumar
film was released, New Theatres of Calcutta invited the actor to join the concern. It had earned the reputation of
producing quality films—and to this day the name remains nonpareil in the history of Indian cinema.
Ashok Kumar agreed to meet them to discuss the matter. When he met Birendra Sarkar, the managing director,
in, his office there were some other directors and a dark man with silvery hair and sharp, burning eyes. Mr. Sarkar
introduced the gentleman in dhoti-kurta by saying,
“Mr. Ganguly, he is our pride, Shri Sarat Chandra Chatterjee, the great novelist.”
Startled, Ashok Kumar turned towards the legend and bowed low. Sarat Chandra smilingly asked,
“Do you remember me?” Ashok shook his head,
“No sir—sorry.” Sarat Chandra laughed and said,
“Try and you will remember that you used to narrate stories to me—of silver made rice and fried silver
parval.”
And the scene came back to Ashok Kumar. So, he used to narrate stories to the great magician! Story-writer
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Sarat Chandra!! When Sarat Chandra narrated the story from the past everyone had a hearty laugh.
Ashok Kumar in his turn narrated how Sarat Chandra’s uncle, the writer Upen Ganguly, used to say regretfully,
“This chap, my nephew Sarat does nothing—I am worried about him.” Another round of laughter followed.
No, Ashok Kumar finally did not join New Theatres. It was Bombay Talkies that had groomed him and made
him what he was. He would never leave Bombay Talkies.
*
One evening, something strange took place. Adampur Dramatic Club were to enact a play. It was based on a
very popular Bengali novel written by Anurupa Devi. Mantra Shakti, as the name suggests, was about the power
of mantras which bind a Hindu husband and wife in spite of temporary differences.
The auditorium was rapidly filling up. The petromax lamps had brightened up the area all around. The stage
was set and upon the drop scene Goddess Venus was playing with her child Cupid.
Ashok Kumar, then 11, was as usual loitering about with his inseparable cousin Arun Kumar when a member
of the dramatic club called Ashok and took him to the director of the play. They needed someone to act as a
passenger seated on a bench on the railway platform and reading a newspaper. The audience, already there for an
hour, was getting truly impatient.
The director wasn’t pleased at the sight of a small boy to play that silent role. He needed an adult.
“He’s a mere boy!” he snapped at the assistant.
“So what Dada,” the assistant argued, “little boys also read newspapers these days.” Some voices came
hurtling from the auditorium.
“Drama-Babus, if you don’t start now, send us our beds for the night.”
The auditorium was resounding with guffaws and cat-calls. The director looked at Ashok.
“Look here boy, you are the great grandson of the Raja and must give a sterling performance—you have no
dialogue, yet your role is important. You must convey that you are absolutely absorbed in your newspaper, okay?”
The boy merely nodded. The final bell rang and the drop scene rolled up to reveal the railway station. There
was a bench on one side and sitting on it Ashok was reading the newspaper.
A man and a woman hurriedly passed from one end of the stage to the other. A ticket collector walked in from
the far end and made his exit by the opposite side. Off-voices floated in, calling out,
“Coolie … Coolie!” The boy continued to read the newspaper and the au- dience started to get interested in
him.
“Look at that boy reading a newspaper.”
“Who is he?"
Ashok looked up at the auditorium. There was Arun smiling at him, he waved his hand and giggled too. Ashok
lifted the newspaper and half covered his face.
“What’s his name?”
“Arre, he is the grandson of Kumar Saheb.”
“Ashok, where would you go? Calcutta or Delhi?”
The auditorium laughed uproariously. Ashok covered his face fully by firmly planting the newspaper in front
of him. Laughter.
“Why do you hide your face, Ashok?” More laughter. The director shouted from the wings:
“Don’t make fun ladies and gentlemen, s-i-l-e-n-c-e—”
Yet the laughter continued and Ashok remained seated in that state, his face covered. He uncovered his face
after 14 years, in 1935, in a film titled Jeevan Naiya.
*
Most of those who make it in life have someone behind them. The parents are normally the first to contribute
to the rise. Their characters mould their children, their qualities shape the intrinsic abilities. The rest is the sum
total of one’s life’s deed, his or her karma.
Ashok Kumar’s father, to speak the truth, was a poor man as compared to his spouse. As a consequence, he had
no time for the children, concentrating as he did on his practice at the bar and on how to make the family
comfortable financially.
His mother on the other hand was like a princess. Born in a very rich family, Gouri Rani was unaware of many
things, yet managed everything wonderfully well. She was an absolute: novice in the kitchen but none could
detect that from her cooking. She purchased books on the art, experimented in the kitchen and rehearsed before
putting the dishes on the table.
She was an exceptional lady, the unobtrusive Gouri Rani. She was one of those first Indian women who
studied English as a child. A governess, Miss Annie, was brought over from England for the purpose. As a result
she was conversant with folktales as she was with English classics, including Shakespeare and Chaucer. These she
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would read out later to her own children.
While talking about his mother Ashok Kumar relates an incident. Once while returning to Bombay by train a
tiny piece of iron got into his right eye. Following an operation to remove it he went to Pune for rest. On the way,
at the Victoria Terminus, he purchased some books which included an Arthur Conan Doyle novel. While reading
it, the solution. to the mystery dawned on him long before he reached the end.
“In a flash I remembered that I had heard the story as a boy, from my mother.”
She was also the one Ashok Kumar learnt Bengali from.
*
Kunjalal would not let his children go out after school. But Gouri Rani would take Ashok out to see pictures
which were then shown in makeshift tents. Ashok Kumar still cherishes his first encounter with cinema. He was
just about ten then. Sweet is the memory of that first experience. As sweet as first love.
This was a tent in Khandwa. A publicity party would go through the town every day, announcing to the beat of
drums:
“Come come, see the revolutionary entertainment called BIOSCOPE—you have never seen anything like this
b-e-f-o-r-e …”
Tempted; Ashok told his mother who agreed to take him to see Bioscope. And one day in 1922, when Mahatma
Gandhi had started his Non-Cooperation Movement, she kept her promise.
Inside the tent there were separate sections for males and females. So the mother and son went to their
respective seats in the separate sections. There was a projector at one end and a white screen at the other end. In
front of the screen, on the floor, sat the musicians with a harmonium, a violin, a dhol and a pair of tabla.
Two men armed with syringes and a bucket of water started spraying water to moisten the screen. This was
done because “the images would look shiny when the screen is wet,” Ashok was told. By the time they finished, it
was 6 p.m.
A man in trousers, a coat and necktie came and stood in front of the screen, bowed ceremoniously and began
like the sutradhar (commentator) of Sanskrit dramas:
“Namaskar, brothers and sisters, ladies and gentlemen, now will start the new and sensational discovery of this
age—BIOSCOPE. Look at the screen—now will start a football match.”
And the projector released a powerful shaft of light on the screen. Images sprang to life as a thrilling match
ensued to take place on the screen. The musiciaps played to keep pace with the rhythm of the match. When the
match ended after five minutes, the excitement in the tent found an outlet in hearty clapping. The announcer
returned to stand before the screen and began with a smile:
“Bhaiyon aur behenon; ladies and gentlemen, I am sure you enjoyed the football match. Now you will watch a
horse race in the maidan.”
As he bowed and left, the projector once again became active and a superb horse race began. Smart jockeys on
glistening horses riding in a daredevil fashion. The musicians at the foot of the screen created the illusion of the
horse’s hooves as they galloped across the screen. Oh what thrill, what a pleasant sensation! Bioscope surely was
the eighth wonder! It felt strange to watch life enacted before you, and more real than a realistic drama on the live
stage. The illusion of reality was complete and compelling. Perhaps there, in that tent in Khandwa that evening, a
desire to join films had germinated in Ashok unknown even to himself.
*
In 1950, Ashok Kumar was in Khandwa to meet his parents. He went out one day to meet a friend, and on the
way back be stopped his car when a group passed by. A man in the group was beating a drum and distributing
handbills while another made announcements regarding the film.
When the group drew closer Ashok recognised the speaker. It was the same man who used to announce the
different items of Bioscope. That was exactly 28 years ago. Ashok Kumar was 38 now, and the nameless
announcer too had aged. He must have been nearly 60 crinkled with lines that spoke of his struggle and poverty.
Wearing a faded coat, a cheap trouser and a necktie, he was announcing through his loudspeaker:
“Listen, listen my kind brethren, please do not miss the chance to watch one who used to walk down the streets
and lanes of our very own city, one who used to stay and breathe in our dear Khandwa … see ASHOK KUMAR
in his unforgettable M-A-H-A-L …”
And the drums rolled on …
*
Kjunjalal and Gouri Ranj had three sons and one daughter. Ashok was the eldest, followed by his only sister
Sati. Younger to Ashok by five years he was almost a friend to him. Next was Anoop (his pet name was Alo), a
talented actor who unfortunately failed to get good roles. He was 15 years younger than Ashok. The youngest
Kishore, the inimitable Kishore Kumar, unparalleled as a comedian, immortal as a playback singer, capricious,
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unpredictable and lively, was younger to Ashok by 19 years.
Kunjalal once wanted to give all his sons names that would start with a “K”—like his own—so they were
named Kumud, Kalyan and Kishore. But Kumud and Kalyan finally became Ashok and Anoop. Only Kishore
retained his original name.
Ashok Kumar’s education, was completely controlled and guided by his mother. But in school Ashok was a
second class student (according to him) and sometimes had to stand up on the bench. In spite of this he passed
every year. After studying in Khandwa upto Intermediate Science he went to Jabbalpore and did his B.Sc from
there after losing a year to typhoid.
During this period, in 1932, Ashok’s sister Sati Rani was married off. The groom was Sasadhar Mukherjee
(who later turned out to be one of the most successful film producers of India—S. Mukherjee). Hailing from a
very rich and cultured family of Allahabad, he was a student of Physics and had scored brilliant marks in his M.Sc
examination. He had studied under the great scientist Dr. Meghnad Saha, who had high hopes about Sasadhar, as
he had about another of his students, Gyan Mukherjee. Both of them disappointed Dr. Saha, for Gyan Mukherjee
also turned out. to be one of the Bombay Talkies greats.
Sasadhar was unemployed at that time but Kunjalal had liked him immensely and as a result the marriage was
solemnised. Just as Kunjalal was the sturdy son-in-law of Kumar Satish Chandra Banerjee, so did Sasadhar
become the sturdy son-in-law of Kunjalal Ganguly.
After this marriage Ashok Kumar’s name Dadamoni became very popular in the entire family circle. How so?
Because Sati Rani used to address him as Dadamoni, so Sasadhar also started saying so, and soon everyone else
took that up. Just as quickly, a great rapport developed between Ashok and Sasadhar.
*
Kunjalal used to say to his children,
“You see, life is like a boat and you are seated in that. Neither the helm nor the oars are in your hand. You
cannot say for certain in which direction the boat will float—whereto this boat of life will lead you.”
His father’s words proved prophetic, Ashok now says. Kunjalal wanted his son to get a first class in B.Sc.
When Ashok passed, his marks aggregated 58 per cent—two per cent less. Kunjalal regretfully said,
“Son, you should have studied a little more. Well, I am sure you will do better in law.”
Therefore Ashok went to Calcutta, to study Law and lived in the same Hardinge Hostel where his father
Kunjalal once stayed with a roommate who later became the President of India—Babu Rajendra Prasad. Now
Kunjalal started to dream that his son would become a very successful lawyer and someday would sit in the chair
of the Chief Justice of India.
But the boat of life went adrift.
*
In Calcutta the law classes used to be held in the mornings and ended by 12 noon. So Ashok found ample time
to see Bengali films and dramas, for which he had starved in Khandwa.
He watched the powerful actor Dani Babu, son of the legendary Girish Ghosh, the dramatist who was blessed
by Sri Ramakrishna. Dani Babu’s performance in the eponymous role of Bilvamangal, as Prabir in Jana and as
Jogesh in Prafulla—all plays written by his father—were ranked as classics by the Bengali audiences.
Ashok Kumar had seen another actor, the young and handsome Durgadas Banerjee who was the most popular
film hero too. Ashok liked him better than Dani Babu for his actions and dialogue deliveries were lifelike whereas
Dani Babu sounded artificial.
He also saw Sisir Bhaduri, the peerless actor who gave up his job as a senior professor of English for the stage.
One night he was acting with Tara Sundari, a leading actress of her times. In one scene Tara Sundari embraced
Sisir Bhaduri and Ashok perspired, feeling uneasy about the intimate action being demonstrated in public!
The stage did not attract Ashok. Bioscope still seemed better to him. During those days of “bioscope-underthe-tent” he had seen Eddi Polo and William Desmond Mackesti’s films which were full of acrobatics. His cousin
Arun also had seen some with him and he would ask Ashok to copy some of the acts—the easier ones. They’d
dreamt, at the time, of becoming gallant heroes.
In Calcutta he preferred to see more of Bengali films. He was immensely impressed by two films produced by
New Theatres and directed by Devaki Bose—Puran Bhagat and Chandidas. An idea sprouted in his mind:
Why not go in for film direction?
By then Sasadhar had already joined Bombay Talkies as a sound engineer. It was 1934 when Ashok became
obsessed with the idea of film direction and learnt about Himanshu Rai, the founder of Bombay Talkies.
*
Himanshu Rai’s film activities had started in London. He produced two silent films, Light Of Asia and Shiraj,
which were internationally acclaimed and also became box-office successes.
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In London Rai met Devika Rani, a grand niece of Rabindranath Tagore and the daughter of the first Indian
surgeon, Col M.N. Chaudhuri. She had been to England on a scholarship to study music and acting at the
Academy of Dramatic Arts and the Royal Academy of Music. She had also studied Architecture and specialised in
textile designing and at the age of 18, had been earning her living as a textile designer at a leading studio of
London.
After meeting Himanshu, Devika gave up her job and returning to India joined his production unit. An
ambitious silent film, A Throw Of Dice was being shot by English and German technicians. Devika contributed to
the sets and costumes. A year after the completion of the film, Himanshu Rai and Devika Rani got married though
Himanshu was older to her by 20 years.
The two of them then moved to Germany where Devika Rani studied the art and technique of acting under the
eminent German director, Pabst. She also got trained under the famous German stage producer, Max Reinhardt
and together with Himanshu acted in a play for UFA, the topmost film producing concern.
Then they made Karma, the first Indian talkie in English. It was premiered in London in May 1933 and every
one who saw the film raved about the heroine, Devika Rani. When the Hindi version was released a year later, it
was equally successful and Himanshu Rai realised his dream of setting up a well-equipped studio in India.
Thus was born the Bombay Talkies. It had on its board eminent lawyers and businessmen and on its staff
foreign technicians, the most important amongst them being the German director Franz Osten, cameraman Carl
Josef Wirsching and sound recordist Harley. Himanshu Rai became the Managing Director and the aim of the
studio was, to quote Devika Rani, “to attract the best elements in Indian society to produce the highest form of
art.”
With this in view they set up a training school in the studio, in which they invited educated young boys and
girls from cultured families. Mumtaz Ali, S. Mukherjee, Ashok Kumar, Kishore Sahu, Snehprabha Pradhan, Nana
Palsikar, Amiya Chakravarty, K.A. Abbas, Suraiya, Pradeep, Dilip Kumar were all discovered by the Bombay
Talkies.
*
Ashok was to appear for his second year Law examination in April 1934. In mid-January he started to think
about film direction as a career. The more he pondered on the issue, the more did a career in law seem less
attractive to him.
Ashok wrote to his brother-in-law of his inner desire. He requested Sasadhar to introduce him to Himanshu Rai
so that he could get a recommendation to study Film Direction at the UFA. Sasadhar wrote back,
“Come over to Bombay and you shall meet Mr. Rai.”
But how to go? Where could he get the fare from? Ashok did not want his parents to know his plan before it
matured; so he could not write to them for extra money. Besides, it would take time, and he had to go to Bombay
immediately.
Therefore, Ashok utilised the examination fee to be paid to the Law College—and the Rs 35 bought a ticket
that took him to Khar in Bombay, where Sasadhar was living.
It was the morning of January 28, 1934. Receiving him at the VT station Sasadharsaid
“Welcome Dadamoni. Rest today and relax. Tomorrow you have an appointment with Mr. Rai.”
*
It was about 16 km from Khar to Malad by an electric train. This suburb of Bombay, where the Bombay
Talkies was located, was a peaceful place—unlike today. The studio was a ten-minute walk from the station.
Sasadhar introduced Ashok to Himanshu Rai who very sympathetically listened to the shy young man’s request
for an introduction to UFA. Rai was smoking—a tin of State Express 555 was on the table before him. The smoke
was sweet-scented and Himanshu, smiling sweetly, said,
“Young man, I shall speak to you from my experience: going to Germany to learn at UFA will be sheer
wastage of time. Nobody will help you to pick up easily. Instead, you can learn here, in Bombay Talkies, as an
apprentice.”
Sasadhar got an opportunity give out his ardent desire—to become a Producer. And Ashok wanted to be a
Director. Rai assured Sasadhar that he was on the right track, let him for the present continue with the recording.
But to Ashok he said,
“You start with acting.”
“Acting!” Ashok could not contain his disappointment. “But I—” Rai smiled patronisingly,
“You are seeking my advice, aren’t you?”
“Yes, sir, of course—” Ashok fumbled.
“You see,” Rai explained, "a director must primarily develop his sense of drama. You get alerted as an actor at
the beginning. Technique is only for executing drama and hence secondary.”
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Ashok was intelligent to see Rai’s logic though the boy who had once covered his face with a newspaper
started to feel uneasy. Rai led Ashok to the German director Franz Osten who was talking to someone in the
garden, and recommended the young man for acting. Osten started to converse with Ashok.
“Mr. Ganguly, do you act on stage?”
“N-no sir,” Ashok hesitantly replied. Critically assessing Ashok, Qsten asked,
“Do you sing?”
“Yes Mr. Osten,” Ashok nodded happIly, “I can sing.”
“Come with me,” Osten ordered. He led Ashok to the steps nearby.
“Sit down,” he said, “and sing something.”
Ashok started to wonder, what should he sing? Which song? Suddenly he remembered a classical Bhajan
which he had learnt from his mother. “Tum ho nath Jagtaran, paar karo naiyya …” (0 Lord, thou art the rescuer
of the world, please ferry my boat across the river of life), he sang. Osten heard without any comment and said,
“Let’s have a camera test now.”
After the test he was given some dialogue and that was recorded too. But at the end of it all Osten shook his
head.
“No Mr. Rai, no good.” Looking at Ashok he said,
“You have a square jaw, you look too young and girlish.”
Ashok suffered the indignity as Himanshu Rai silently watched. Osten asked Ashok,
“What are you doing at present?”
“Studying Law in Calcutta,” Ashok replied.
“Then go back to Calcutta and continue studying Law,” Osten pronounced.
Bengali 3 Habib Excerpt from Aranya Nilima \fn{by Ashan Habib (1917-1985)} Shankarpasha, Pirojpur District,
Barisal Division, Bangladesh (M) 20
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227.81 1. Is Philosophy Worth Studying? 2. National Character\fn{by Imam Akhtar (1917- )} Narinda
Lakshmipur District, Chittagong Division, Bangladesh (F) 5
1
This question is not at all uncommon to us. Modern men and women cannot be accused of much partiality for
philosophy. Socrates will not find him in better position today than millennia before. Almost all people ask about
the utility of philosophy as soon as they hear the subject. We were asked the same question by some of our high
officials, when we, the lovers of philosophy, approached them with great enthusiasm for raising some funds for
the Pakistan Philosophical Congress held in 1957 in Dacca.
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Since then I have been asking myself the same question over and over. Perhaps those who doubt about the
utility of the study of philosophy are right in a sense, since this cannot directly help a country and its individuals
in the production of wealth, or making the country scientifically great. Nor can the study of philosophy make a
country powerful by contributing any physical strength to it.
Many people think that a sociological study like economics which deals with the theory of money is more
helpful, perhaps in the mistaken hope that a theoretical knowledge of money may lead to material wealth. Do we
value material wealth for its own sake? Money is good only because it contributes happiness.
But it is also a fact that there is a class of men who find happiness only in the search for truth and
contemplation of reality. These are the people who are called philosophers. They regard this sort of pleasure
superior in quality to all other pleasures. Aristotle has such people in view when he makes a vigorous defence of
knowledge for the sake of knowledge. Hence the study of philosophy does not seem to be without any value.
Apart from this restricted utility of philosophy, it has an important indirect influence on mankind as a whole.
Lives of men are greatly affected by the philosophy of their nation and of their times. Philosophical theories
influence them through literature and other popular media of self-expression and thus change the general outlook
of men. Religion of a country is also greatly influenced by its philosophy. That is why the religion of a communist
country, if we can at all speak of a communist religion, is of a different nature.
The influence of philosophy on mankind is very conspicuous in the political field. If we turn over the pages of
the history of a nation, we shall find innumerable examples of such influence. There is no doubt that the
philosophical ideas of Rousseau and Voltaire were responsible for the great political change brought about by the
famous French Revolution of 1789. It has a political body but its mind is without doubt philosophical. It is
common knowledge that in Germany the horrors of the last world war were due to the influence of the
philosophical views of the Nazis which they derived from Nietzsche.
Thus it is observed that a good philosophy as well as a bad one influences the politics of a nation.
Consequently the greatness, prosperity and the wealth of a nation fundamentally depend on its philosophical
outlook. Therefore, as citizens of an independent state, it is highly obligatory on our part to foster good
philosophy and keep a constant vigilance so that our nation is always influenced by a good and not a bad
philosophy which may cut at the very root of our existence.
Let us find out whether philosophy does any good to the enonnous development of modern science. Practical
benefits derived from science are being enjoyed by us irrespective of caste, creed and nationality. This
development can be traced back to a philosophical background. The change from the magical idea of causation to
the scientific without which science could not have made strides is the very subject-matter of philosophy. Further
science cannot explain a few things (e.g., its principles or categories) without the assumption of which no
scientific investigations can be entertained. Moreover, science cannot explain whether human beings have souls or
universe has purpose, or men are free to choose, or nature is uniform, or same cause will produce the same effect
under similar conditions etc., and these are the very principles of science. Though philosophy could not give the
final solution of the above problems, yet it tries to explain them and human nature remaining what it is, it cannot
fight shy of the attempt.
How a subject-matter of philosophy becomes the basis of science can be illustrated by an example. A little
reflection will show that this space-age is based on the law of causation. The machines of sputniks or satellites are
constructed according to their required speed and proper directions, of course keeping in view the attraction of
gravity. Thus the reaching of the satellite to the moon or Mars depends only on the accurate calculation of its
speed and direction. Are not these calculations based on the laws of causation and uniformity of nature? But these
laws are the subject-matter of philosophy. Here scientists have, I fear, to look to the philosophers for a proper
understanding: The great success scientists have achieved in their investigation lies in the calculations which are
based on such laws.
The modern world of science is a world full of material blessings. Scientists have given us comforts and
happinss of life through their discoveries. The medical science has invented wonderful remedies for some of the
fatal diseases. The discovery of X-ray is a great achievement of science. In the treatment of very many diseases
X-ray plays an important role. It is also due to science that the world is getting smaller and smaller day by day.
Thanks to the modern transport facilities which carry men and commodities from one end of the globe to the other
so to speak in no time.
But along. with these immeasurable blessings and happiness showered upon mankind, science has also
invented various dangerous weapons and instruments helping man’s violence and aggression to a great extent. It is
high time that the world should be saved from destruction by the sober and saner section of man. This noble task,
I am sure, is the special prerogative of the philosophers.
This is no doubt a very difficult task but philosophers must face it. They should not fail humanity at this
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critical hour of history. They should find out new values upon which a new social order may be set up, so as to
change the general outlook of mankind from a destructive attitude to a constructive one.
Thus we find that the study of philosophy can no longer be said to be of no use. Therefore, we should pursue
philosophy not only for the theoretic delight it gives to the select few but for the well-being of mankind in this age
of science. In a very broad and real sense, in this might be found the much-desired and much- needed merger of
science and philosophy.
Philosophy is regarded by some philosophers as no other than Metaphysics. But the difference lies in the fact
that philosophy includes metaphysics, ethics, aesthetics, psychology, logic, etc. By metaphysics, we mean the
theory of the nature of the universe and epistemology. It includes systematic study of the ultimate nature of the
universe. By the universe is not meant the physical world. but the totality of what exists. It deals with such
questions as what is the relation between matter and mind. Which is primary? Are men free? Is the self a
substance or a series of experiences? Is the universe infinite? Does God exist? Is the universe a unity or
multiplicity?
I do not think mankind can cease to be interested in these time-old questions without great peril to its security
and peace. The prevalent apathy for metaphysics and undue attachment in the opposite direction do not seem to be
quite justified. Notwithstanding its occasional excesses, metaphysics will, I believe, continue to play an important
role in philosophy.
Metaphysics is distinct from the special sciences in many ways. First, metaphysics deals with certaiIt subject
matter, which cannot be studied by any special sciences. As for example, God or humaq destiny is not studied by
any of the special natural sciences. Secondly, like metaphysics special sciences are not concerned with the
ultimate nature of objects. They are concerned with the empirical characters of their data. Thirdly, postulates are
treated to be ultimately valid according to special sciences. Without justifying them, they retain common sense
suppositions. No sciences are subject to a critical examination of their own fundamental concepts and postulates.
As for example, electrons, potentiality, power etc. are used by the scientists without analysis.
It may be presumed that like sciences, metaphysics also starts with some assumptions (e.g., hypothesis about
the nature of the world). But such a hypothesis is not a postulate. Unlike sciences, metaphysics is concerned with
analysis and criticism with an attempt to reject or retain its hypothesis. In other words, metaphysics cannot accept
its concepts without a prior critical examination. Fourthly, metaphysics cannot advance by small additions as
special sciences do. As it advances it represents more and more a whole system. Even some realists admit it.
There is a no man’s land between science and common sense. Metaphysics will have to explore it and on the basis
of it to give a complete picture of reality as far as it lies within human capacities.
There are some critics old and new who never care to suggest that metaphysics is not possible but the more I
analyse them, the more I find that what they really mean is not that metaphysics is impossible but that it is a most
difficult job. Even Kant has given us a sort of metaphysics in his second Critique and even the recent opponents
of metaphysics take upon themselves the task of an analysis of scientific concepts, admittedly one of the most
important jobs of traditional metaphysics.
I do not think the method of science can be utilised by metaphysics as it aims at producing results of a different
type. It has been suggested in our times that metaphysics can proceed as sciences. According to this school of
thought, the conclusion of sciences cannot be studied by philosophy but the method of sciences can be transferred
and utilised by philosophy.
A critical examination of this view shows that the claim of its advocates is unjustified and exaggerated. It
perhaps shows better insight to say that philosophy can bank more on science in drawing its own picture of reality
than in claiming that its conclusion has been arrived at by scientific analysis in the precise sense of the word.
It might be of some use to labour this point a bit. The method of science is inductive. It cannot be used in
metaphysics, because the validity of induction is not self-evident. It can be valjd only if we show the
presuppositions of induction to be valid. In order to prove their validity, we must make use of some method other
than induction. Therefore, the scientific method cannot be followed by metaphysics. It requjres a characteristically
different method.
To metaphysics (which is sometimes called speculative philosophy) there has recently been very often opposed
“Critical Philosophy”. This consists in the analysis and criticism of concepts of common sense and science.
All special sciences use these concepts (e.g., space, time, etc.) but none of these sciences analyse these
concepts. The task of critical philosophy is to examine and define exactly and accurately these fundamental
concepts. The second task of this philosophy is the examination of certain propositions which we use in daily life
(e.g., the principle of causation). The principles and concepts are to be analysed by the critical philosophy. Until
we are clear about one or more cencepts, we cannot be clear about the principles. Event, cause, change, etc.,
should be cleared up before the principles to be cleared up. The proper analysis of the concept may lead to more
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than one meaning, (i.e., any one term may give a series of meanings).
As for example whenever we use the term "X", X can be analysed into A, B, C, so that X can be A, B or C.
That is, a particular term can have several alternative analyses. Thus, a cause may be analysed and it may be an
event, a relation or an occurrent. After we have exposed the alternative meanings of a term or concept, we shall be
able to decide one analysis which is to be accepted and reject others.
But no indication of the criterion of acceptance and rejection has been given by C. D. Broad, for example, who
is a chief advocate of critical philosophy. Analysis gives us, I fear, analysis and nothing more. To accept one
hypothesis and reject the others is to be done by something other than what is called critical philosophy. Such a
task is speculative rather than critical. Analysis makes a concept clear, logically possible, but cannot justify its
existential character.
But if analysis can accept the one and reject the other alternative meanings, it exceeds its proper power. This
implies that in accepting the right meaning critical philosophy arbitrarily selects out of emotional preference.
Here analysis goes beyond its legitimate limits. Neither analysis nor criticism can settle the question about fact.
This is the task of speculative philosophy. Thus critical philosophy cannot advance without the help of speculative
philosophy.
Some phjlosophers are of opinion that critical philosophy presupposes speculative philosophy (i.e., it is
logically prior to critical philosophy). But a careful examination of facts shows that speculative philosophy, some
questions of which are sometimes prior to critical philosophy, starts with the concepts of common sense and
special sciences, which must be carefully analysed and examined so that the foundations of speculative
philosophy may be strong and in order.
Hence we cannot say that speculative phliosophy is prior to critical philosophy. It comes to this then that
critical philosophy depends for the final decision of the proper analysis of concepts on speculative philosophy and
speculative phjlosophy never reaches definite results unless its concepts are previously cleared up by critical
philosophy and must also wait for the advance of the latter. Therefore we cannot quite separate critical philosophy
from speculative philosophy though, of course, a philosopher may give a special emphasis on one of these
elements in his thought, much more than the other.
That is, philosophy must be critical and speculative at the same time. The future of philosophy will be
characterised not by a defiance of speculation but by a mutual adjustment of criticism and speculation.
t now turn back to answer the query that forms the headline of present study. And my answer is: for individual
delight we need philosophy, for gigantic political experiments we need it, no less for critical thinking and above
all, for man’s decent survival in this scientific age.
2
In order to explain what we mean by national character, the proper meaning of the term “nation” is to be
understood first.
To constitute a nation in the sense of modern politics it is necessary that a body of people must be so numerous
and compact and so situated in other respects as to be capable of forming a self-governing community, not
necessarily an independent one. In other words, the term “nation” refers to people grouped together in a relatively
permanent relationship and working together by understanding and argument to attain the common needs of life.
Within every nation there is a feeling that their ways [of] behaving in the group are right. One and the same
nation has its own particular common characters which distinguish it from the rest of the nations. This
distinguishing mark which refers to common characteristics in a given nation is its “national character.” It may be
defined as behaviour patterns common to the population of a nation.
The study of “national character” is of great importance to every nation. It helps not only in national growth
but also in international understanding and co-operation. But at the same time it is a very difficult task to find out
the character of a nation, which is usually influenced by divergent trends in social behaviours, education, life,
traditions and culture. In addition, some nations are too vast and consist of unassimilated immigrant groups. For
these reasons, the analysis of the behayiours of a people becomes difficult. The study of national character must
be a scientific work based on statistics, comparative study of behaviours of the individuals and other relevant
facts.
But very often travelers, journalists, essayists try to describe national character of a people by such phrases as
fighting Irish, emotional Italians, grasping Jews, without giving due consideration to the scientific study of social
problems of these people. Consequently the characters thus described are in most cases completely erroneus.
Social scientists always attempt to find out the character of a nation through proper analysis. The Japanese
have been found to be authoritarian, obedient and dutiful by an analysis of their complex and varied personalty. It
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is also said that the Japanese boys are proud, dominant and aggressive but girls are passive and affectionate.
Now let us consider the major determinants of national character. Race, language, religion, culture, traditions
and geographical conditions are usually considered to be such factors.
Let us first examine, the influence of race on national character. The history of nations shows that each nation
includes men of different races. The biological differences between men are less important for the formation of
national character; we may be black or white, strong or weak, intelligent or stupid. So far no satisfactory evidence
exists which can be said to prove that race determines national character. It actually depends upon factors other
than the biological nature of man.
The influence of language on national character is to be considered next. Men are social beings. They use
language because they desire to communicate their thoughts, feelings and desires to others. Language is a social
phenomenon. Its aim is to enable people to understand and influence each other. A common mother-tongue at first
sight appears to be a necessary condition for national unity. It is true that in understanding one another’s speech
and to rouse feelings and emotions for good or bad ends among the members of the same community common
language is most essential. Language binds the individuals of a nation more closely than race and penetrates more
deeply in man’s life. Because of its vital importance in society people regard language as a determining factor in
the formation of national character.
But now-a-days it is being gradually felt that language does not play the same important part as it was once
held to do. Switzerland, for example, is very much a nation and has three official languages. Belgium and Canada
have two. Multiplicity of languages is prevalent in many nations of the world, (e.g., in Pakistan and India).
As to religion it is accepted that the reactions of religious sentiments are exceedingly complex. The religious
attitudes which lead men to look upon affairs of the world as unimportant and to turn their efforts towards
securing eternal happiness in a future life tend to discourage all efforts directed towards the improvement of
human life in the world. Although religion exerts considerable influences upon the nation, such influences are not
as strong as to build the national character. In most cases religion fails to affect moral conduct and ethical practice
of its adherents.
This shows that religion is not as effective as social control agencies. Sectarianism in religion goes sometimes
so far as to break the flourishing nations. Uniformity of religion may in some cases keep the national character,
but no nation was ever observed to be based on religion. Buddhism, Christianity, Judism and Islam converted
many nations, but none of them has ever created one. In the modern age political unity and patriotism are quite
compatible in a state with wide religious differences. Further, political strife cannot be checked by the unity of
religion.
On the whole we must say that religion is a great force for better or worse, but it cannot create a national
character.
Let us now consider the role of culture. I consider the influence of culture to be the most important factor in
determining the national character.
Every human being has his own culture whether he is an inhabitant of South Pole or Greenland or lives in
China or Africa. He inherits culture as a heritage. It is nothing but a social pattern into which he is born. The
character of each person is greatly influenced by the culture of his nation. Though in the strict sense the biological
nature of man cannot be changed, the human nature, is highly changeable otherwise.
Persons living in different culture[s] acquire different characteristics. Individuals in a given culture exhibit
certain characteristics which are not found in the individuals of another culture. Thus the modification in a man’s
character is brought about by his culture and the whole generation thus starts with the culture of its forefathers.
Consequently some modifications in the behaviours of a generation are brought about by the existing customs.
The complexity of such behaviours increases as the culture of the generation becomes more complex.
Similarly the individuals of a particular community acquire behaviour patterns which form the national
character of that community or nation. The national character is not static. In the modern civilisation with the
rapid progress of culture, the characteristics of a nation are changing and becoming more and more complex.
Through the growth of culture man has become able to accomplish tasks far beyond his own feeble strength.
Through culture man can fly higher and swifter than a bird and travel; through water and land at an unbelieveable
speed. Through culture man can, within limits, do his own selection of the individuals who should survive and
reproduce their kind.
Thus with the influence of culture the group acquires some behaviours which are common to the individuals of
that group. The behaviours which are found to be desirable for the unity of the group or nation form the national
character.
The code of manners or morals is thus determined by the culture of the nation. Some nations have more
contacts with others, as a consequence of which they change much more rapidly than others. The behaviour795

patterns, say, of America have changed more rapidly than those of England, while less changes occur in a
backward society.
From the above analysis it may be said that nei- ther race, language, nor religion, nor even all of them together
will be able to make national character, while culture does play this part. But it is not the only one determinant of
national character. The geographical environment is another important determinant.
I think that the climate and physical features of a country playa far more important part than any of the other
factors. Of course, the geographical environment moulds the national character not directly but through the
medium of cultures which are directly affected by the geographical conditions.
A particular set of occupations is followed by a particular nation because of its geographical conditions. It is no
accident that most of the people of Pakistan live on agriculture and the Japanese earn their bread by industries.
People of mountainous regions are hardy, bold and warlike and become good warriors, whereas people living in
plains are rather peace-loving, try their best to avoid war and become submissive.
The climate of a country affects the vitality of the people and determines the speed with which people take to
their job. The average temperature of a country determines the speed of its social life. A climate which is too hot
or too cold does not allow people to spend so much energy in political, social or educational activities. In hot
tropical countries people reqire little food and dislike effort; consequently they become slow and lazy. Similarly,
too cold climate of the polar regions retards the growth of culture.
Some finer qualities of a nation are also dependent on the geographical environment. A nation is more
hospitable if food is plent[ious] and available from the kitchen garden without any cost, and the space for
accommodation does not raise any problem. But in a modern society the situation is different. Food is not taken
from the garden free of cost but must be bought and a guest can hardly be accommodated in the small rooms
available to the family. Hence hospitality in the strict sense of the term is absent in most of the modern nations.
But the geographical conditions have less influence upon the national character if the cultural level of the
nation is higher. The nation enriched in culture is freed from the limitation of geographical barriers and its
character is on a higher level than that of any other nation under the same geographical coditions having a lower
level of culture. The more rich the culture is, the more liberated is the nation from the clutches of climatic
conditions.
Though man’s growth of culture by technical education, scientific inventions, improved transportation, etc.,
plays an important part in forming the national character, the role of geographical environment remains vital in
this regard.
To conclude, culture is the most important factor in the production of national character, since it influences
national character directly as well as indirectly. Therefore, if we want to change our national character we have to
cuange our culture. Although it cannot be changed very easily, yet this is possible within limits.
9.146 The Fly Trap\fn{by Narayan Gangopadhyaya (1918-1970)} Baliadangi, Thakurgaon District, Rajshahi Division,
Bangladesh (M) 4
The telegram said that a third daughter had been born to Bimalendu. Mother and child were both doing well
and he need not have any anxiety on their account.
The telegram had come from his estimable father-in-law. Obviously, he hoped that the son-in-law would be
delighted at the news. In fact, however, Bimalendu looked wild when he read the telegram. His face had been
transformed and looked strangely foolish. The two dull eyes reminded one of a bullock that had been made to
work hard in turning the oil mill for hours on end. Perhaps it was the thought of the expenses he would have to
incur in marrying off another daughter that was troubling him.
For full five minutes Bimalendu puffed like an engine working up steam. At last he let off a sounding breath
and said, “So it is all over.”
I asked him what he meant.
“My youth. All my dreams of love.”
Bimalendu paced up and down and spoke in a pathetic tone, like that of a man who had been robbed clean by a
pick-pocket. “All romance is now gone from my life. From a man with a future I have become a man with a past,”
he said.
I told him that it was better so: “You may become a respectable citizen if you can get through your youthful
escapades so soon.”
Either Bimalendu did not hear me or, if he did, paid no attention. He declaimed dramatically, “I now realize
that love can never become tangible. The moment the beloved becomes a wife, all our life’s dreams begin to
wane. Plato’s love of beauty, his dreams of bodyless union. …”
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I interrupted him and said, “That is how the impotent seek to console themselves.”
Bimalendu became wild. His melodramatic pose became even more marked.
He said, “Wife, children, a safe job, where you do everything according to a fixed routine … all these are
like the life of a tubercular patient. It is far better to have uncertainty, the open sky, the horizon stretching to the
far distance, sweet flowers of mahua and a lovely Santal maiden. …”
It was difficult for me to restrain my laughter. I did not know if Bimalendu had ever stepped outside Calcutta.
Perhaps he might have visited health resorts like Madhupur or Deoghar or cities of pilgrimage like Puri or
Banaras. It was of course natural that he should dream of boundless horizons and sweet mahua flowers!
I interrupted him again and said, “You are wrong, Bimalendu. The flower of the manua is not sweet but rather
bitter. It does not however matter. In fact the natural sequel to love is possession—the only apt comparison is with
the Venus flytrap, haven’t you seen the flower? You will imbibe a little wisdom if you read
Schopenhauer.\fn{Arthur Schopenhauer (1788-1860), German philosopher.} But it is not man’s love alone that is
possessive. Nature’s love is also all consuming.”
“Are you talking of the African jungles?” asked Bimalendu.
I replied, “No, I am thinking of things nearer home. The open fields of Bengal with the unbounded horizons,
her stretches of paddy lands and the clusters of wild tulsi, her sky washed with golden autumn. …”
Bimalendu interrupted me and said, “I do not understand you.”
I told him a story of my childhood:
*
You know that most of my childhood was spent in a small village in Bengal. I was then young. It was the age
when love appears in a man’s life like the first experience of intoxication. Those were days when the world before
us seemed like pages from the Arabian Nights. If I woke up on a moonlit night, I would not go to sleep again, but
sit near the window and gaze into the distance. If the rain came and washed my head and face, I still did not move
away but watched the rain coming down. Even the tiny flowers which bloomed in the grass seemed familiar
friends. The pungent smell for the wild akanda seemed to speak to one’s blood.
It was at this stage of my life that I spent years in a village in Bengal. It was a little-known railway station on
an unfrequented branch line. Even the slowest of passenger trains did not stop there for more than a minute. The
handful of travelers who got in our out from villages all around did not disturb the stillness of the station for more
than an hour or so throughout the twenty-four hours of the day and night.
There was of course the far-flung and solitary world. There was a murmur of the palms on the hillocks of red
mud. In the distance bullock carts moved in a cloud of dust. Here and there were fields of maize or, in the
lowlands, paddy. Wild ducks now and then flitted across the sky. A thin straggling stream flitted weakly through
the scene. In the midday the road-metal bed of the railway line shone brightly. The line wound by fields of maize
and was lost in the distance. It was a branch line which started from the junction station, but I did not know where
it went. I could imagine it traveling as far as Delhi, Bombay, Kashmir, and the Kara Koram Hills,\fn{ In the most
northerly regions of India; it was beyond these ranges (which contain K2) that the Valley of the Blue Moon containing the Monastery of
Shangri-la was discovered and outlined in Lost Horizon (by James Hilton; first published in 1933) .} and perhaps beyond, till it

reached the land of the penguins at the North or the South Pole!
My uncle was a station master. He had not married. A switchman looked after his household affairs. Once he
returned to his quarters after finishing his work, he opened a book of Vivekananda\fn{ Swami Vivekananada, an elegant
writer in English during the late 19 th century on broadly philosophic and psychological topics .} or some other religious writer. He
was a serious-minded man and never opened his mouth unless he had to.
How was I to spend my days? I felt the call fo the earth in my blood. I discovered myself anew in the fields of
maize, on the railway line, and on the banks of the tiny river.
Finches and cockatoos danced on the telegraph wires. Many colored butterflies flitted over the elephant grass.
The golden sun seemed to stir my blood like wine. I moved about as if in a dream. I had made myself a fishing
line and used to go and sit by the river. The silvery water trickled through mud and pebbles. Tiny fish flitted about
in the thin stream. With infinite patience I used to sit in the hope that I would hook a fish.
Somehow the river had harmonized wonderfully with the sky and the wind. Here and there were patches of
elephant grass or clusters of the wild tulsi. I did not then know I was in love with these wild tulsi plants. They had
red stalks and tiny impudent leaves. The winds stirred them easily and they waved. It seemed that a murmur
flowed through stalks and leaves. Their flowers shed a wild and pungent smell. I would become restless, for the
smell suggested to me a new taste of the far-flung world.
I had made myself a little nook inside the clusters of wild tulsi. That was my favorite fishing haunt. Angling
was only a pretext. I used to cast the line and gaze either at the railway line or into the distant sky. At other times,
I used to tear the blossoms from the wild tulsi and rub them till the smell became a part of my being. Perhaps
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some Freudian complex was working in my subconscious, but the real fact is that I was in love with the wild tulsi.
*
Suddenly human love appeared against this wild background.
There was nothing to get excited about. The place was lonely and few people ever came there. I was therefore
surprised when one day a little girl suddenly appeared on the scene.
Perhaps she was a tribal girl—a Turi. She was eleven or twelve and her sari reached hardly up to her knees.
She had a little basket in her hands. She had come to collect sand from the river. She was dirty and her face was
bespattered with mud. She burst out laughing when she found me gazing at her. I remember I found her smile
very sweet. Perhaps there were other reasons for it. The sky was then full of autumnal gold. The water of the tiny
river was sparkling. The cluster of wild tulsi was bending before the wind and in my blood there was the aroma of
wild flowers. I kept looking at her in speechless wonder.
The girl asked me, “What fish have you got?”
I replied, “Nothing.”
The girl retorted, “You will not get any fish. You may catch some frogs.”
This was certainly not the type of language one would expect from a heroine when she first met the hero. I was
going to reply equally tartly, but before I could say anything she gave me a mocking smile and disappeared.
The fishing rod lay idle in my hands. I sat there for long. I was slightly drunk with the autumnal sun, with the
aroma of the wild tulsi flowers. For long I thought about the girl without any definite purpose. No, it was not a
case of being carried away by first love. In fact, whenever I remembered how she had made faces at me, I felt that
I would like to slap her hard, if only I could get hold of her.
I started going to the spot day after day. Often I thought that this slip of a girl had made a fool of me. If I met
her again, I would teach her a lesson. That opportunity never came. She was the first heroine in my life but she
disappeared after the fleeting vision and never returned. Perhaps it was better so. If I had seen her again, I would
have certainly thrashed her. What would then have followed, I do not know. It was perhaps because I did not
avenge myself for my discomfiture that I could never forget here. She remained as my first beloved in my
subconscious mind. She remained a part of my world of the wild tulsi.
Thus I lost the first heroine in my life. Then I lost that small station, the fields of maize, the lines of palm on
the hillocks, the silver stream, and the forests of wild tulsi. I left all of them behind and came to the city. It was a
new life in a new environment. I was immersed in my school and college, in arts and politics and literature.
The strong smell of the wild tulsi no longer clung to my hands, but it lingered in my blood. Often in the night I
saw in my dreams the thin red stalks waving in the wind. I could hear in my reveries the gentle murmur of the tiny
leaves. There was often a surge of emotion as the idle moments of romantic thought were charged with a strong
and pungent smell.
So far it was all good. I was in love with the wild tulsi, but I did not realize that the tulsi forest had also fallen
in love with me. I have already said that it is the nature of love to possess. In the case of human love, there is no
need to argue the point. It is a self-evident truth. I did not however know that the fields and meadows of rural
Bengal were also capable of the same savage love.
*
It happened about five years ago. I had just taken my M.A. degree and was looking for a job. I looked at all the
advertisements in the newspapers. Whenever there was a vacancy, whether it was for a schoolteacher or a
university professor, I sent in my application. Needless to say that I was doing good to nobody but the postal
department. Disappointed, I was wondering whether I would abandon the world and devote myself to the study of
the Gita and other religious scriptures when I received a letter from a friend. It was an invitation for a shoot. He
lived in one of the wild and marshy parts of North Bengal. It was a hunters’ paradise for the place was brimful
with wild duck. I was a fairly good shot as I had been a member of a secret political society and practiced at
targets hidden in mango groves. I would now get a chance of testing my marksmanship in the open. Besides, I
was longing for an outing. I accepted my friend’s invitation with alacrity.
I really liked the surroundings of his home. I had almost forgotten that the sky was so large and uninhibited.
Thee were open fields and marshes all around. One came across numberless wild ducks and cranes, snipes of all
sizes and even a few floricans. It was a paradise for the small-game hunter.
My friend Sudhir was a well-to-do farmer and possessed a couple of guns. We went out to shoot in the
intervals of the generous hospitality one always finds in the villages. We created havoc among the lotus reeds and
in the quiet and untroubled world of the wild ducks. We went out early in the morning and when in the evening
we returned with strings of blood-stained ducks, we felt as if we were conquerors. We were possessed by the
strange and ferocious joy, by the lure of the hunt. When these wounded birds writhed in pain and their blood
stained the dark water of the marsh, we congratulated one another with triumphal cries that were almost inhuman.
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When, on the other hand, the ducks defeated our wiles and flew away out of our range, our thoughts were dark
with sullen anger. In a word, the hidden killer in us was out.\fn{ The devil in me is the devil in you: a modern rock lyric by
Marlyn Manson, I think.}
One day Sudhir said, “Are you prepared for a long trek?”
I asked, “Why?”
“There is no fun in killing these ducks. I have news of bigger game.”
“Big game? What is it? A tiger or is it a bear?”
“No, no. I am not thinking of tigers and bears. There are some swans.”
“Swans?”
“Yes, a large breed called Italian swans. A flock flew over here last night. I heard their call for the first time
this year. I had sent out to find where they are resting. I have now learned that the flock is feeding on a jheel five
miles away. This is a vast flock. There are about a thousand birds.”
“How do you know they have not already flown away?”
“No, no,” said Sudhir. “This Kamala jheel is an excellent place. There is no human habitation for over three
miles all around. The birds are never disturbed. Besides, these swans are somewhat fearless. If they find a place
they like, they do not easily move away. Shall we go tomorrow?”
“Let us go,” I said.
Sudhir remarked, “But you will have to walk over five miles. We must go on foot. We could go on a bullock
cart but we would have to go by a roundabout way. It would be over ten miles and take the whole day.”
I remarked, “We had better walk.”
Sudhir said, “You are not accustomed to trekking. You will perhaps find it too much of a strain.”
The killer in me was awake. I said with enthusiasm, “It will be no hardship at all. Besides, I must behave like a
Roman when I am in Rome!”
We started next morning before it was light. We had hats on our heads and flasks strapped to our shoulders. A
servant was carrying the tiffin basket and the guns. We were five men in the party.
The path led through binna shrubs which reached up to our waists. We walked over narrow tracks between the
paddy fields. Before we had walked a mile, the sun rose in a blaze of scarlet. I have been to Puri in summer but
have never seen its famous sunrise. I have only heard descriptions. I have sought twice or thrice to see the sunrise
on Tiger Hills. I have shivered in the terrible cold but the cloud and fog mocked me every time. I have heard that
sunrise on the sea or in the hills is an unparalleled sight, but have you ever seen the sun rise on the vast plains of
Bengal? If you have not, you have missed a rich experience.
The sun rose across the fields. All the seven colors of the rainbow were painted vividly on the sky. A large blot
of blood suffused the water of the jheel and the distant forests. I shall never forget the sunrise I saw that morning.
I felt the smell of the wild tulsi in the bright sunrise.
I was the last in the line. Some rubble got into my shoes and I had to stop and take it out. After AI had done so,
I lighted a cigarette. I found that my companions had moved on. this did not however bother me. The path lay
across the fields. I could never think that I cold lose my way. The binna shrubs were no doubt becoming taller but
I could clearly see the hats and the guns a little ahead.
I walked along slowly. The autumnal sun was spreading over the world like a fine mantle of silk. My path led
me to a small canal. There was a bamboo bridge across but, as I was about to step on it, I was struck with wonder
by what I saw.
There rose before me a Venus built in black marble. She was a Santal girl\fn{ One of the ethnic minorities of
Bangladesh, descended from Hindu-migrants into Bangladesh .} in the first flush of her youth. She stood behind a curtain of
binna shrubs and was carefully washing herself on the bank of the lonely canal. She was unadorned and fearless
like the world which stretched all around. In the golden sunlight, her bare body shone with a wonderful glow.
It is certainly against good taste to stare at a naked girl, but the wild open fields and the magic sunrise had
removed me so far from my familiar world that my training, culture, and habits had dropped like a discarded robe.
There was no desire in my admiration and I certainly did not look at her with lust. My whole consciousness was
full of a sense of the wonder and beauty of life. It seemed to me that the water of the canal, the light of the sun,
the smell of the trees had all united and together built up a vision of beauty: an image that had no relation with
any earthly thing. It seemed that in a moment the image would disappear and merge in the water, in the light, and
in the sky.
I do not remember how long I stood spellbound. At last she picked up the clothes which were lying at her feet.
She dressed herself carefully and walked slowly along the narrow track through the paddy fields. She walked on
and, in a little while, disappeared beyond the clusters of wild tulsi, the tulsi with which I had been in love
throughout my adolescence.
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In a moment, every drop of blood in my body was charged with my childhood memories. The echo of a song
from far away swept through my consciousness. I felt on my hands again the strong acid smell which I had
smelled when I was a child. I forgot all about my companions and the way I had to go. All my thoughts were
turned upside down. It seemed to me that my lost first love had returned today in the full bloom of her youth and
was waiting for me among the shrubs of the wild tulsi.
Was it an idle day-dream or was it cheap romanticism? Perhaps that may be the explanation, but I have already
told you that the sunrise this morning had strangely moved me. The flavor of the wild tulsi was stirring in my
subconscious. Perhaps a sudden incursion of elements from my subconscious had pervaded my conscious mind
and upset all the everyday standards. Without a moment’s thought, I followed the girl into the shrubs of wild tulsi.
It seemed that there was after many years a perfect symphony of autumnal sunlight and soft mellow winds.
After many years, the soft red stalks again put out their arms to embrace me. The rough leaves of the wild tulsi
touched my face as if in loving caress. I went forward through the dense shrubbery without knowing where I
went. Was it in search of the lost heroine of my early youth? Perhaps it was not even that. The touch of the stalks
and leaves of the tulsi and the powerful smell which emanated from the plants that I trampled combined with the
murmur of the wind through the shrubs and became the only reality for me.
After I had wandered for about an hour, I felt tired and sat down on the ground. No, I did not sit on the ground,
for the shrub was so thick that there was no ground to sit on. I sat on the stalks and leaves of the wild tulsi and the
plants surrounded me on all sides. It was like a wall which towered over my head and hid me from the rest of
creation. There was nothing to see on any side, except the deep blue sky above and torn fragments of clouds that
floated about like the petals of a white lotus.
I sat there by myself for hours. I was feeling the closeness of the wild tulsi with my while being. My senses
were dazed with their touch and smell and my mind slept. Unknown to myself, I smoked perhaps half a dozen
cigarettes when suddenly I came to myself. It seemed that reality again touched my immersed consciousness. I
remembered I had come out for a shoot with my friend, Sudhir. Perhaps they were worried about me. Perhaps
they were thinking I had lost my way.
I looked at my watch and found it was almost eleven. I had no idea it was so late. I filled my pockets with
leaves of wild tulsi and got up to return. I had however reckoned without my host. The wild tulsi had also found
me after many years. I was willing to leave her now, but not she. She clung to me in close embrace. I wanted to
get out of the forest, but found I was helpless. I then realized how foolish I had been. You were saying a little
while ago that the Platonic\fn{The emotionally, though not ethically, detached .} is the only safe form of love. I agree. For
men as well as for nature.
It seemed to me that the tulsi forest had no end. It seemed the shrubs continued to the horizon and beyond. A
strange magic had transformed mountains and oceans, villages and towns, in fact the whole world into a forest of
wild tulsi. My past life, my culture and training, my friends, and relations had all become an illusion. I suddenly
feared that I could never get out of this forest of tulsi—never. My blood was frozen with an unknown fear and the
hairs stood on end on my head. My love for the wild tulsi had now changed. It was a blood-thirsty animal which
with a thousand arms held me in close embrace. The plants were red with the thirst for blood. The leaves were
rough and serrated in hunger for my flesh.
The autumnal sun rode high in the sky and hurt me with its intensity. My eyes became dim. I sought to push
my way through the forest of tulsi but in vain. The forest had no end and I would never find my way out. I lifted
up my head and tried to look over the tops of the tulsi plants, but as far as the eye could see, there was nothing all
around but tulsi plants on the uneven ground.
With all my strength, I sought to go forward but felt weak and helpless as I struggled through the forest.
Several times I stumbled as I tried to go fast. I lost one of my shoes and I knew it when my purse was flung from
my pocket. I was not however in a condition to look for either of them. My one thought was somehow to get out
of this murderous forest of wild tulsi. I remembered distant Calcutta, its many buildings and houses, the trams and
buses which move on the road: the normal life of day-to-day. here I was dying by inches inside the forest of wild
tulsi and no one would ever discover me.
Several times SI tried to cry out but who was there to respond to my cry? There was o one to hear my wails in
the empty fields that stretched from horizon to horizon. There was no way out, no way out indeed. I felt I would
suffocate or perhaps die of snake bite. I would not be surprised if a tiger suddenly came out.
With a last effort, I tried to move forward but my feet caught in the roots of a dense cluster of wild tulsi. I fell
down on the ground and felt as if the tulsi plants clutched at me like a brood of vipers crawling over my body.
Before I lost consciousness, I suddenly realized that I was about to die and that my body would turn to dust in an
unknown grave When I was dead, the manure I had supplied would make the tulsi plants stronger and more cruel;.
They would obliterate me and completely swallow me.
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*
Fortunately for me, Sudhir noticed my hat lying just on the outskirts of this forest of wild tulsi. He came with a
party and rescued me from the web which my first love had woven for my destruction.
That is why you had better stay in Calcutta. Life here is simple and simple is the love of man. You may one
day die but you will live in your children. The world of man will not obliterate all trace of you like the cruel love
of nature.
66.117 Goodbye To Paradise\fn{by Sabitri Ray (1918-1985)} Dhaka, Bangladesh (F) 4
Tara got home late in the evening, having spent all afternoon gadding around the locality. Armed with new
information about the neighborhood she was in a light-hearted mood. Her wrinkled, uneven cheeks glowing with
pleasure was a clear giveaway. But as soon as she stepped into the courtyard the harsh voice of the mistress of the
house rang from the habishya room.\fn{A special kitchen where food for the gods is prepared.}
“Why have you bothered to come home, eh? Why not spend the night outside as well?”
Tara’s enthusiasm flickered and went out within a moment. She glanced at the courtyard only to see that sundown had already cast its shadows about the place. She lifted her guilty eyes upwards, to take a look at the top of
the neem trees standing to the west. Not even a faint strip of afternoon sun lingered there.
“The day has gone,” she recited to herself. And Tara hadn’t noticed when the sun tilting its head had dropped
into the western horizon. She quickly entered her room and got ready to light the evening lamp. She was indeed
embarrassed. Hadn’t she sought refuge here among these people? Lived a life wrapped up around those who had
given her shelter like a climbing plant?
Who else did she have? She had come here in her youth, tearing down the hilly road of the Garo hills, abandoning home and husband in anger. Who knew why and how this proud girl got captivated by the charm of the
lulling paddy fields? Whatever may have been the reason the girl from the hills never went back to her husband’s
home.
The rumor of her husband’s death reached Tara some ten years later. She had cried at receiving the news but
only for a brief moment. It brought an end to her former selfhood. Now the events of her mind was a clean slate as
her former life got enveloped into the folds of forgetfulness. She did not spare even a careless moment on
thoughts of her former existence, though she was ever ready to bemoan her fate at any given time, whether proper
or improper.
Today too she stood shedding a couple of tears addressed to her past, while she prepared to light the lamp.
How could she do without collecting news of her neighbors—the wives and daughters of the locality—resting for
some moments in one of their houses? She had forged a forty-year-old bond of friendship with people of this
village. She had seen Subol born. That Raibeshi … why only the other day he had built a home for his new bride
beside the railway track! Then the Bagdis … she had kept count of each and every event of their lives. She visited
the locality in order to find out how joys and sorrows affected them. Her mistress’ unwarranted tongue-lashing
hurt her, made her eyes wet with tears of humiliation.
But not a trace of that remained once she was in bed, snug under the dirty kantha, finishing work for the
evening and puttting out the light. With a gay voice she spoke out:
“A new cottage is coming up beside our road, have you heard Bouthan? I saw bricks being made at the brick
shed.”
The mistress plied her with questions, sleep in her eyes. An inmate of the large farm house, she had not once in
her long life stepped outside its grass boundary. But she had a perfect image of the village in her mind. Tara would
bring detailed news of the entire village community—the Bagdis, fisherfolk, the outcastes, the Brahmins and the
Kayats to her protectoress, so that she could while away her free time. Like fairy tales these would leave a waft of
delicious feeling on her drowsy eyelids. Tara started her daily chores strewing cowdung all about the courtyard.
She scrubbed the puja utensils at the well. Dintarini, the cook, called out from the vegetarian kitchen,
“O Tara Pisht! You haven’t put out the jar of oil or ghee. Must I spice up the dal with water?”
Tara got angry.
“Did anyone ever spice up dal with water in this household? You’ve worked in this kitchen since a little boy;
was anything but ghee dropped into the casserole for spicing up?”
Tara took pride in the family’s fortunes. Huge containers filled with puffed and fried rice, varieties of lentils,
jars brimming with ghee and oil! She was the sole custodian of this store of plenitude. She, herself, sunned the
lentils, spreading them out in the courtyard then putting them away. Made a bowl full of little cakes out of lentil
paste, dried slices of mangoes, prepared the essence of ripe mangoes or the tamarind fruit, stored them with care
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in rows of pitchers and urn-shaped pots in the storeroom. Her eyes danced with joy as she came out of the room, a
jar of ghee in her hand.
“Who sent the fish?”
A huge red rohu fish for all to see. All the servants of the household were assembled in a circle gazing at it,
eyes full of wonder. The maid of the house asked with a laugh:
“How much can it weigh, how many seers, Thakur?”\fn{Thakur: used to address mainly the Brahmins, particularly
religious preachers.} Dinu Thakur gave a guess:
“Twenty-five to thirty seers, at the least.” The mistress’ voice was heard from goddess Lakshmis room:
“Who has sent the fish?”
“Nayan Sarkar,” replied the temporary hands who had had to cart it across.
“O Tara, give these people something to eat—chire, muree, gur.”
“Don’t even mention,” was Tara’s quick response. She felt dignified maintaining the honor of the house. The
laborers had brought this gift along. Must not they be fed properly in order to preserve the family’s standing? She
had that sense.
The temporary helpers came over to cut up the fish. Sundari, the Bagdi housemaid commented:
“See how the fish fat rolls!”
“Won’t it roll?” Dinu intercepted with a voice fluttering in pride. “Know which river it comes from?”
“The river to the east, I knew it the moment I saw.”
Words of jubiliation rose from the crowd of temporary hands. There would be fish tonight for them. They
gazed at the fish being cut with a feeling of gratification.
“O, who shall we keep the big piece of fish belly for when the master lives in a foreign country.” Sundari’s
heart was filled with regret.
Tara sat peeling a huge jackfruit on the kitchen varendah. Its sweet smell filled up her nostrils. She was
engrossed removing its seeds.
“A first-rate jackfruit Dinure! Does it belong to our new tree?”
“Why old woman, have you already forgotten the taste of last year’s fruit? Didn’t you eat the fruit of the tree
behind the temple the year before?” Suddenly Tara lost her temper.
“Take care Dinu don’t go on calling me an old woman!” Dinu got up and said, abandoning the oven and
coming close:
“What a wonder! Not a single black hair on her scalp and she doesn’t fancy herself as an old woman! Had
Pisha been alive now he wouldn’t have been able to keep count of those white hairs!”
The fish basket was brought in. Dinu got up; he was busy all over again distributing the fish.
“Sitting and enjoying eating the jackfruit—early in the morning, sister dear! Not a thought for your grandchildren!”
Tara was taken back by the sound of a sweet reproach.
“O Ma! If it isn’t Tapash I see! When did you arrive? O Bou Thakuran\fn{Sister-in-law, wife of the elder brother.}
come and see who is here.” Tara spoke out excitedly.
“But sister dear, your share of the fruit will be reduced. I have brought a companion along, you see.”
Tara gave a glance at the verandah adjacent to the big hall.
An extremely beautiful bride stood there quietly smiling down at her as if she had known her all her life. Tara
moved near.
“So mother dear, after all these days you could give me a thought?” Her accusing eyes were full of unreserved
happiness. The farmhouse was agog with the news.
“Tapashbabu has got married without telling anyone.” However praise of the new bride’s beauty got the better
of all such reservations.
“The girl comes from a good family, respectable home,” Arjun remarked weeding the garden.
Ragini added her bit. Mopping pots and pans she said:
“The new Boudi is always smiling! Must say, Dadababu has a discriminating taste!”
But Tara beat everyone to it. She couldn’t stop extolling the bride to all her neighbors. The truth was that the
new daughter-in-law of the house had within a short time come to occupy a big place in her heart. The beautiful,
talented girl … how she kept on amusing her, taking her by the hand, flinging her arms around her neck. Time and
again that enchanting girl would beguile her with a debate about whether or not she loved her husband more than
the pine flower. To Taras ears, at this late stage of her life, all that sounded like music from the heavens! She
paraded her new clothes to her neighbors.
“My daughter has made them for me,” she proudly declared.
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Tapash decided to stay put at the village home during the summer months. His new bride was a city girl. But
she liked the quiet solitude of the pond and its environs, shadows of rows of betel nut trees across its water, the
sun playing hide and seek among the dense foliage of neem, amloki and ashok trees on the other side.
Tapash got excited about getting ready for a game of football before it was evening. Keya looked on cheerlessly at his enthusiasm about donning the knee-cap. Tapash noticed his wife’s listless glances but that couldn’t make
him disregard the powerful appeal of the football ground. He would do something to please Keya when he returned home in the evening, he reasoned to himself. Right now the siren song of the game beckoned him, making
him mad.
He went out donning his sports attire. To Keya it seemed that the afternoon simply wouldn’t come to an end.
She would recite the Ramayana to her grand mother-in-law every evening at Tara’s request.
“We must hear Keya read the Ramayana to us.”
Tara too would come and sit with them. Dinu would have a good laugh seeing that from a distance.
“Tara Pishi too has taken to the Ramayana!”
At night, back in her room, Keya found Tapash had not yet come home. Snatches of a song from a gramaphone
record was drifting in from the bungalow outside. The singer had a melodious voice.
Touch me not,
touch me not love,
stay where you are.

Why must women suffer so throughout the ages, overwhelmed Keya wondered. A mute pain engulfed her
being.
Tara peeped in, noticed a shadow of gloom over Keya’s face.
“That boy! Not home as yet. The wife sits alone at home and he goes about playing gramaphone records.” She
left muttering. Tapash returned soon afterwards.
“So have you finished reciting the Ramayana?”
“Are people of this country not given to playing a game of tennis in moonlight?” an annoyed Keya remarked.
“I am thinking of introducing that,” Tapash laughed. “Today is only the beginning of a seven-part epic. When
that is over surely the Mahabharata will be taken up and then the Bhagavad Gita.”
Vanquished, Keya broke into a smile.
Tara would help Keya prepare the morning tea.
“O Dinu, take hold of a palate. Bouthakrun\fn{Sister-in-law, wife of the elder brother.} has prepared food for the
deities … bring some,” Tara would call out. Dinu, amused by her faulty inflexion would speak out teasingly:
“Say how many palates now.” Tara was only too aware.
“I can’t speak English or Farsi like you!” she would exclaim angrily. And Dinu would go at her again:
“Words escape through the gaps of your broken, uneven teeth.”
The tea was ready, brewed. But Tapash was hardly out of bed.
“Go, sister … wake the boy up. Sleeps like Kumbhakarna,” Keya said.
“O naughty … didn’t allow him to sleep at night, did you grand-daughter?”
Tara enjoyed the girl’s embarrassment. Keya was red with blushing. Keya was preparing a new dish. Tara
watched her with interest.
“What do you call this, grand-daughter?” Keya laughed light-heartedly and said mimicking the village dialect:
“Men call it ‘chop’. Now lets see what our dear sister makes of it.” Keya sat beating an egg.
“Will you drop an egg in it? Then your sister dear can’t eat it.”
“But I know how to prepare it without eggs. Is it so easy to outsmart your grand-daughter?” And Keya
proceeded to cook for her separately. Tara’s happiness exceeded beyond her dreams. Keya finished frying the
chops and asked:
“Sister, is there cucumber to make salad with?”
“Are cucumbers available in your Calcutta during the hot month of Jaistha?” Tara said with a taunt. A naughty
smile played around her eyes as Keya replied:
“Yes, they are available in our Calcutta.”
Tara would spend whole afternoons chopping supari\fn{Betel nut.} and gossiping with Keya.
“Grand-daughter you have your dear husband tied to your apron strings. But in the days of our mistress women
had to be so careful, keep quietly to themselves so as to please their lords, the husbands. Every Thursday women
from the professional quarters dressed up, would come to the cutchery building carrying betel leaf preparation.
The boys from the neighborhood would go wild with joy. But the masters of the house? That was a different story.
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I have heard that our mistress’ father-in-law would stagger home totally drunk around midnight and beat his wife
to pulp. Nobody could pluck up courage to go anywhere near him.”
Stunned, Keya would listen to that ancient chronicle of shame. She would feel that the thick stone masonry of
this old building was suffused with her tortured grandmother-in-law’s muffied cries of agony. Her beautiful face
would darken with sorrow.
“What a compassionate creature is this mother of mine,” Tara would think to herself.
In no time the day for their departure arrived. Tara’s eyes were full of sadness. They would leave soon she
thought—can’t stay here forever. She had never experienced so much happiness before.
“You all will be going away. I feel so sad,” she went on repeating. “Oh how can you leave behind this old
woman, making her cry like this?”
Tapash and Keya set out on their journey. They shed a few tears standing next to the bullock cart.
“Write as soon as you get there,” she told them over and over again. Keya gave her word she would. Her heart
was moved by the intensity of the old wet-nurse’s feelings. The contours of the cattle cart soon melted into the
distant skyline, out of focus to Tara’s dim eyes.
Tara returned home wiping away her tears. She did not do her usual round of the village that evening, but
stayed indoors. Dinu couldn’t help inciting her, though he knew full well the reason for her behavior.
“So the local postman is not doing the rounds today!”
Tara remained silent. She sat on the platform looking grim. As the afternoon sun fell on the climbing pumpkin
on their thatched roof she asked her mistress suddenly:
“They must have reached the railway station by now—isn’t that so Bouthakran?”
Keya’s letter arrived in a week’s time. She had enquired after Tara’s welfare. So Keya wanted to have her
news, Tara thought happily, finishing with all the work in the sacred room and putting away the cleanly scrubbed
utensils. The distant memory of a long-buried motherly love now stirred within her, inducing pain. She hardly
understood the nature of her feelings—a vague mix of happiness and sworrow.
That very day, for reasons best known to herself, Tara sowed a few cucumber seeds in the patch of land at the
corner of the courtyard. Next, she went every day to have a look whether the seeds had sprouted. In no time the
cucumber plant had climbed up.
“Bouthakran, you must get the laborers to build a hay platform for my cucumber tree,” she told her mistress.
Dinu threw a sarcasm:
“Your cucumber plant has its ears to the ground. Would it require a platform now?”
The tree grew steady and strong in a couple of months. Innumerable cucumbers could be seen hidden behind
its thick foliage. That didn’t escape Dinu’s notice.
“O we must play pranks with the old woman’s cucumber during the Lastachandra phase of the moon, at the
end of August.”
“Not so easy dear!” Tara interjected. “The old girl has the habit of keeping awake night.”
Tara kept on counting the fruit of the cucumber tree and thinking, “Daughter wanted to eat cucumbers during
the month of Jaistha … she should be here now.” She would ask her mistress every night before going to bed:
“Have they written when they will get back here?”
A few days later on a visit to the locality, she stopped in her tracks. A large number of men and women were
sitting in a circle in Haricharan’s courtyard. There was a look of apprehension in their eyes. Frightened Tara
asked, “What has happened?”Seeing her there a youth from the neighbourhood spoke out in jest:
“Dear lady, it seems that the Miyans would like to take you as their bride!”
“Why so? Isn’t your wife good enough for them?” Tara replied jokingly.
But all the jesting didn’t lighten the mood of the people assembled.
“Do you know Pishi, blood is flowing in Calcutta streets … because of Hindu-Muslim riots.”
When she got home she heard the same story. Tara had never heard of such terrible happenings in all her years.
She heard tales of relentless cruelty, descriptions of ghastly murders for the following whole month. Eternal fear
had descended on the villagers’ familiar faces. Streets got deserted by late afternoon. Houses were locked up from
the inside during the evenings. There was an atmosphere of eerie stillness everywhere. Tara’s heart started to palpitate as she made her way to the village, taking the route below an ancient mango tree. Hadn’t she heard that the
heads of those killed were chopped off and hung from their big branches?
So many images floated in Tara’s mind's eye as she prepared to go to bed at night. Tapash and Keya had written they were well. But she was not at rest. Lying in bed she called out to her mistress:
“Write to Tapash, Bouthakran, ask him to get back home with Keya.”
“Let’s see. We may have to leave this place before that,” the worried mistress replied.
Tara started in fear.
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“Why? Why must we leave our home?” But within a few days rumors of leaving had spread everywhere, well
and truly. Before others it was the farmhouse people’s turn to prepare for their departure. The master of the house
in the east had already sent his wife and children to the house of his in-laws. The master of the new house had
gone westward. All the luggage were getting packed, day and night. Big boxes full of bell-metal pots and pans.
Tara went around and looked at what was going on. There was a pang in her heart.
“Everyone has left … here and there … will the big farmhouse get deserted too—plunged in darkness?” She
heard the same story in the village as well. The manager of the R.C.M. Bungalow had left by the Surma Mail,
taking everything along with him.
She got home early that day. She felt so uneasy. She saw Tapash and Keya as soon as she returned home. They
had come to take her mistress back with them. Everyone will be gone in a week’s time.
An unknown fear gripped her heart. With sad eyes she saw all the belongings of the household getting packed,
put into boxes. Dinu would accompany them, as also Ragini. It’s difficult to find servants in a foreign country.
But there was no question of taking along a seventy-year-old woman. Nobody could even think of that.
Tara looked longingly at Keya's beautiful face. How could she, that enchanting girl, leave her behind in this
God-forsaken place! She couldn’t utter a word about it. Grief like a shroud wrapped her in its misty arms.
Keya had now a new home in the city. Her mind was full of colorful images of the novel ways she had done
the place up. Wrapt in a cloud of dreams she didn’t even once notice the old woman’s offended looks. They left
the place piling up all the luggage on the cattle cart. The eyes of the blue saree-clad beautiful bride were directed
afar—a steady gaze into the future. Tara returned to the house and sat on the verandah adjacent to the hall. A big
lock hung on its door now.
She sat quietly, not a person about the platform of the big farmhouse. The day was done. Somewhere in the
courtyard, a cucumber plant climbed up the thatched roof and hung on to it closely and firmly. The dim haze of
the twilight filtered through the gaps in its foliage. Tara gazed at the tree with sorrowful eyes. The old house dog
lay curled up at the center of the courtyard. It started at every noise, pricked up its ears.
The courtyard bore a desolate look. It grew dark and Tara was suddenly brought back to her senses. Wiping
away tears with the end of her sari anchal she prepared to light the evening lamp.
87.95 The She-Vulture\fn{by Mirza Abdul Hye (1919-1984)} Abda, Habiganj District, Sylhet Division, Bangladesh
(M) 8
Hajji Bibi sat down under the horse-radish tree which stood by the side of the timber yard. Not a morsel of rice
had she had since the morning. She was no more able to drag her sixty-year old stooping body.
Resting for a while, she automatically looked up to the sky. What month was it? When would the winter be
over? It would be hot towards the end of Falgun. Then, perhaps, Hajji Bibi shuddered. What was she thinking?
She shut her eyes and began to recite the holy verses silently with the concentration of all her mental energies.
Afterwards, she raised her hands in the posture of a prayer and, then, passed them lightly on her face. She
muttered:
“Oh, God, forgive me my sins. The most Merciful!”
The house of Afzal Miah, owner of the timber yard, stood by its side. Two or three children came out of the
house, holding one another’s hands, and stopped abruptly as soon as they saw her. They exchanged a few words
among themselves and, then, suddenly, took to their heels.
Hajji Bibi came to realize that the children were afraid of her, Hajji Bibi failed to understand why they were
scared of her. Sighing deeply she supported herself on her old bamboo stick with one hand and with the other held
her waist and stood up. She would have to trudge a long way. After the kutchery of Dewan Sahib, there was the
dilapidated church and, them, on one side of the town, at its extremest point, was situated the old hospital. A large
number of rooms in the hospital were lying vacant. In one of them, for the last two years, Hajji Bibi had been
living with Suratan, her grand-daughter. Hajji Bibi took under her care a one-year old baby from the breast of an
unclaimed dead body. Not out of pity of course, but, out of her sense of duty to her own kind. That had happened
about ten to twelve years ago. This Suratan was her only relation now.
Supporting herself on the stick, she stood erect and put her hand in the right pocket of her long, dust-covered
Kurta, which had remained unwashed for a long time. Throughout the whole day, not even a small piece of betel
nut and leaf could she put into her toothless gum. She brought out a small bamboo container; inside it there was a
chisel. Leaning the stick against the horse-radish tree, she began to scrape the container. There was not a single bit
of betel nut in it. Even then, she put the container upside down and began to beat it against her right palm. Not the
smallest piece of betel nut, reddened by its leaf and lime, fell on her palm. Only a few more lines were added to
Hajji Bibi’s shrunken wrinkles, but she did not give up hope. Raising with one hand a corner of her long kurta
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which was hanging below her knees, she pulled out with the other a queer, brown-colored bag from her waist. It
also was empty. She used the bag for keeping betel nut and leaf.
Full of despair, Hajji Bibi took the stick, crossed the house of the owner of the yard and reached the road. Then
she began to walk rapping her stick on the road.
She wore a dirty pajama with many patches on it. Last year, when the daughter-in-law of the Hajji Sahib of
Sonartala died during the cholera epidemic, he gave it to her. At that time, it was torn in several places. He also
gave her the kurta. It was too large for her. Hajji Sahib was by far bigger in size than ordinary people. The
thinning hair of Hajji Bibi was rather pale red. Once in a month or so, she used to dye her hair with henna. She
believed that the practice conformed to the sunah. From a black amulet round her neck was hanging a tooth-pick
which appeared to have been made of silver. When she had teeth, somebody might have given it to her. A large
tattered napkin was hanging from her shoulder. It was also used as a veil on appropriate occasions.
Children were scared of her. Those who were precocious used to tease her by calling her a Bombay Hajji.
While crossing the boundary of the house of the owner of the timber yard, she seemed to hear somebody call;
“Isn’t it Hajji Bibi?”
Though Hajji Bibi grew old, age did not affect the powers of her eyes and ears. She stood upright and saw,
while raising her head, that an oldish woman was beckoning her. As soon as she entered the room, all the children
ran away in every direction.
“Why, we don’t see much of Hajji Bibi nowadays! How can I meet you so often, madam? With these thin
bones, I’m only waiting to be buried and saved from the botherations of life. I wash so many dead bodies, but
who knows when water will be poured on mine.” As she drew a long sigh, her shrunken chest from beneath her
loose kurta expanded so much as to draw everybody’s attention.
The mother of the owner of the yard made a sound of sympathy:
“Haven’t seen you for quite a long time. You seem to be rather very weak. Of course, you’ve grown quite old.”
“Madam, if one eats well, one can conquer age.”
The words forced themselves out of Hajji Bibi’s mouth rather abruptly to her own embarrassment. She had
hated all her life the act of begging. To gain one’s selfish ends by letting others know one’s poverty and thereby
exciting their pity was to her no better than begging. Just to overcome her embarrassment she asked:
“Where’s your daughter-in-law?”
“That’s why I’ve called you. I have no idea what has happened to her but since last night she has been
suffering from an acute pain in her belly. Medicine has been absolutely useless. I’ve so long been thinking of you.
Our men-folks have no faith in amulets or cures of this kind and react violently to such suggestions. Now they’re
not at home.”
The young woman was lying shrunk on a bed which was covered with a mat of finely woven cane. Seeing
Hajji Bibi, she broke into a groan out of her indescribable pain and grow even smaller.
Hajji Bibi straightened her legs and loosened her sari round her waist. The young woman felt shy and as she
tried to resist Hajji Bibi with both her hands, her mother-in-law said:
“Daughter, there's nothing to be shy of. Hajji Bibi is a woman like us.”
The fingers of Hajji Bibi explored for some time the whole belly of the woman fron1 under her rib to its last
limit and her pale lips moved several times. Then she put firmly her thumb on the navel of the woman. The pain
was intensified and the woman tried desperately to keep her legs straightened. Hajji Bibi seemed to mutter to
herself:
“It’s due to the influence of an evil eye.”
The mother-in-law nodded in approval. Hajji Bibi spoke peremptorily:
“Fetch a perfect betel leaf, a fresh one, a little mustard oil and a lamp.”
After refusing to accept two leaves which were not perfect, she rubbed oil on the third one for a long time.
Then, she massaged expertly the belly of the woman with the leaf. She also mumbled a few words. After finishing
the massage, she held the leaf in the flame of the lamp. As the leaf crackled and shrank, her hollow cheeks were
irradiated with a smile, indicative of her joy of success. But in that mood she looked more hideous than before.
“Didn’t tell you before, madam? It’s all due to an evil eye. If not, the leaf would have not made such a
crackling sound.”
By that time the young woman, possibly relieved to some extent of the pain, grew silent and kept her eyes
shut. Picking up the stick, Hajji Bibi then said:
“Madam, please give me what you would.”
When Hajji Bibi was leaving the house with five annas and a quarter, seven betel leaves and four betel nuts,
the mother of the owner of the yard said:
“Have some rice, Hajji Bibi, some dal and rice, the pot-luck, I mean.”
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At the very suggestion of rice, Hajji Bibi felt a contortion in her stomach. Even then, she replied:
“How can I eat now, madam? My granddaughter hasn’t had anything throughout the day. If you like, please
give me some rice which I can carry home.”
Hajji Bibi usually felt no qualms in hinting at her indigent condition, while asking something in return for her
work. She thought she had earned it. Not finding a leaf of the banana, she cut off one from an arum plant on the
yard, put on it the rice and vegetables and wrapped the food with her napkin. While coming out of the house, she
saw a gentleman, wearing a lungi with a handkerchief wund round his neck. As soon as he saw Hajji Bibi, he
burst into tears.
Hajji Bibi had witnessed such scenes many a time; one of his relations had, undoubtedly, died. The gentleman
had to struggle a lot before he could open hid mouth.
“Hajji Bibi, I was looking for you. I went to your place but couldn’t find you there. The street urchins told me
that you might be here. So, let’s go.”
Hajji Bibi had the rice wrapped with her napkin. She felt a burning sensation inside her stomach. Her granddaughter also was starving at home. Neither was her house situated nearby. She said:
“I must go home now. It’s very hot and my house is a long way off. I can start for your place after the noon
prayer. Where do you live?”
“In Taltala,” replied the gentleman in a subdued voice. “Let me hire a rickshaw for you. It will first take you to
your home and then to ours.”
“It proves that these people are well-off and influential,” thought Hajji Bibi, and she agreed to the proposal.
Getting on the rickshaw, Hajji Bibi said:
“Meanwhile, please get ready with the winding sheet and other things. Kindly also heat wate rin a big dixie.”
A wave of joy passed through the worn-out bones of Hajji Bibi. Allah had, then, smiled upon her. Last year,
when cholera broke out in an epidemic form at the end of Falgun, there was no end to the attention paid to Hajji
Bibi. She was not required to walk, except for one or two times. But for the last few days; they had been
desperately hungry, having very little to eat. Very rarely did Suratan earn something by husking paddy from the
grocer’s shop. With great difficulty, she succeeded in installing a husking pedal in her house. That was her prop
against evil days.
When, after having some rice, Hajji Bibi reached the house of the contractor Rafiq Miah at Taltala by the same
rickshaw, the first wave of grief had been over and a lull seemed to prevail. Only the mother of the deceased was
muttering some words in between her sobs.
The dead person was the eldest daughter of Rafiq Meah; she was only fifteen or sixteen years old. Her
marriage was almost settled. Jewelry and dresses amounting to seven thousand takas had already been bought. A
maulavi was getting ready the winding sheet for the dead body at the front door.
Hajji Bibi, uncovered the face of the dead body and had a glance at it. She was good-looking, faircomplexioned and had a fine figure, though she looked a bit pale because of the fever which had lasted only three
days. The girl looked so fresh that she did not appear to be dead; rather she seemed to be asleep with half-shut
eyes.
The girl’s mother also came near the dead body like one who was thoroughly distracted. Her father, brothers
and some other relatives were standing around her. As soon as her face was uncovered, all burst into tears. But
Hajji Bibi remained unmoved. Not even a sigh passed through her. She disliked such demonstrations of grief. She
was rather annoyed and said:
Look, it’s useless to cry like this. The dead body has been lying for a long time, but you haven’t even fixed up
a place for washing it. Cover a place with bamboo mat or cloth; burn some incense. It’s time to deal with the
angels. The dead body must now be treated respectfully in accordance with the rules.” To Hajji Bibi, the pain,
caused by the death of near and ear ones, meant little. To her, work alone was a matter of concern.
Hajji Bibi was unperturbed while she washed the dead body on the spot covered with bamboo mat. Her hands
trembled not a bit, nor was her heart agitated at all. She showed great respect in handling a dead body, but felt not
an iota of sympathy for it. In doing her work, she exhibited the sternest sense of duty unaccompanied by the
slightest degree of tenderness.
The mother and sisters whose feelings were benumbed could not perceive this lack of tenderness on the part of
Hajji Bibi, but it did not escape the attention of those relatives who were slightly distant and whose sense of grief
was dependent on time and place or influenced by social customs; but they said nothing and left the place.
Hajji Bibi covered the dead body with the shroud and, while sending it away for burial, said to the contractor:
“Sahib, may I go now?” The contractor brought two takas from his pocket and gave the money to her, saying:
“Pray for her, Hajji Bibi.”
He wanted to add a few words but failed. Instead, he began to move along with the dead body.
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Hajji Bibi felt like throwing the money at Rafiq Sahib’s very face. He had certainly earned thousands of taka
through contracts. Five or ten taka was dirt to him. But to Hajji Bibi, it meant a week’s provision: she could even
buy with the money a scarf for Suratan. The dead girl was supposed to have a large number of saris and blouses.
They could have given one or two to her. It might not suit her, but Suratan could have used it. A twelve-year old
girl, she moved around, almost naked, only with a tattered cloth on—the relieving feature, however, being that she
was not that kind of girl who would grow fast. Could such a thing happen to a man unless he was a skinflint?
Otherwise, how could a girl, more beautiful than the full moon, die of such a. slight ailment—a fever lasting three
days only?
Hajji Bibi mumbled these words as she walked along the road, rapping her stick on it. It was a long way,
indeed. The time for the afternoon prayer was passing away.
A neem tree stood near the last pole of the electric line. Hajji Bibi sat near the trunk of the tree for taking some
rest. In front of her, there was the tottering wooden bridge. Beyond it, the house of Mantaz Gazi, a petty lawyer
could be seen. Hajji Bibi put some betel nut and leaves with lime into her bamboo container and began to grind
them with her chisel. As soon as the juice of the nut reached her toothless gums, her irritated mind was mollified
to some extent.
“Two takas is not bad, after all! The money has been given freely as a mark of appreciation of her work. What,
if he hasn’t given more. Thanks are due to Allah. May He send her to heaven,” said Hajji Bibi to herself.
Suddenly, Hajji Bibi became all ears. Did she not hear the sound of cries coming from the house of Gazi
Sahib? That was right. There could be no mistake about it. She had heard such cries many a time in her life.
Hajji Bibi felt a thrill of joy even inside her thin bones. She listened to the sound for some more time. She
began to calculate mentally that the night would, perhaps, be far advanced when she could finish the work and
reach home. Would Suratan be able to keep awake alone by herself? Of course, the moon would rise. At the
crossroads, near her rooms, the grocer’s shop was kept open for long hours at night. That was no mean support.
How could one be sure that the deceased was not a man? She was useless, unwanted at the death of a male
person. Still, Hajji Bibi moved towards Gazi Sahib’s house. She heard only an unbroken sound of lamentation in
female voice. There were no outsiders around. Perhaps, Hajji Bibi was so glad that she did not care to pay due
attention to the sound of crying. She entered the house through the back door.
Within minutes, Hajji Bibi rushed at a break-neck speed out of the house on to the road and began to run. Her
knees made a cluttering sound and seemed to stiffen. Gazi Sahib himself was upon her heels with a bamboo-slip.
After chasing her for a time, he came to a halt on the road. He was shouting at the top of his voice:
“Bitch, dirty sow, you go on searching dead bodies like a vulture! If you show up once again in my locality, I’ll
get your dead body eaten by vultures.”
His anger exploded into many more obscene abuses which were hurled at her. Hajji Bibi had hardly any time
to look back. If she stopped, the bamboo-slip might have fallen on her head with all its vehemence. Hajji Bibi was
running, while panting heavily; but she could not perceive whether her feet were touching the ground. Those few
words caused a hot wave to run through her brains.
She was a vulture!
She looked for dead bodies!
She was walking like one possessed by an evil spirit. It appeared as though there was nothing within her sight,
no light, no path—nothing but a large number of vultures, swarming before her. All of them seemed to reflect her
own self. They looked not like mere vultures, but hundreds of thousands of Hajji Bibis which were flying away.
flapping their wings along her whole path.
Suratan did not light the lamp for want of kerosene oil. She was sitting on the verandah. When she saw her
grand-mother coming, she ran and embraced her.
“Why are you so late, grandma? Possibly, you forget to come home when you go out?”
Hajji Bibi could not stop even though Suratan held her in her arms. It seemed as if Suratan was holding with
her little strength a person, propelled by a machine.
“Why don't you speak grandma? Did you get anything? Don’t you know there’s nothing in the house?”
Hajji Bibi seemed to have lost all her powers except that of sitting on the verandah with her legs stretched
wide.
Suratan was stupefied and stood motionless: A long time passed. Afterwards, putting the stick slowly in corner
of the room, she lay on a torn mat; drew over herself a tattered quilt and shut her eyes in the darkness. The time
for the afternoon prayer had long been over; she was how going to miss the evening prayer. If she washed dead
bodies, she usually had a bath coming back home. That day, she did not bother about her bath either.
Suratan sat near the head of the old woman and massaged her forehead for a long time. At long last, she spoke
gently:
808

“Are you sick, grandma? Why don’t you speak? I’m really frightened. Grandma, oh, Grandma!”
Suratan’s voice was choked with sobs, caused by her fright. All of a sudden, Hajji Bibi grasped Suratan by the
waist and putting her face on the girl’s lap, she groaned:
“They say I’m a vulture.”
With these words she broke into a fit of violent sobs which she had kept in check so long and thus gave vent to
her pent-up, heart-rending sorrow. She recalled an incident which had taken place a long time ago. Hajji Bibi
could not recollect exactly how many years had elapsed since then. Still, she guessed it must have happened
twenty-nine or thirty years ago. She had wept like this on that day too. Since that time, she had witnessed many
scenes of grief. But they could not make the slightest impression on her mind. If she saw somebody weeping
rather excessively, she felt that such acts were no better than mere affectations.
She had truly wept twenty-nine or thirty years ago. She did so in front of the sub-divisional morgue,
surrounded by many people, including some policemen. She wept, and wept ceaselessly, in everybody’s presence.
She had only one daughter, Banu by name and had got her married. But she discovered later that her son-in-law
was far worse than a butcher. He used to beat Banu with chips of firewood, and burn her skin with red-hot iron
rods. Sometimes, binding her hands and legs and thrusting a piece of cloth into her mouth, he used to put a heavy
weight on her breast and lock her in the room. Having done this, he spent nights with other women. Banu had no
other relative except her widowed mother. The mother could but shed tears at the sad plight of her daughter. What
else could she do if the husband did not divorce, his wife? Afterwards, when Banu had been pregnant for about
eight months, she fixed a rope in the roof of the house and hanged herself. Banu’s mother ran a distance of five
miles and threw herself on her daughter’s dead body, though the police tried to prevent her. At that time, she had
not acquired the name of Hajji Bibi.
Now, after such a long stretch of time, she had forgotten her original name.
Falling upon Banu, she kissed again and again her disfigured face with the tongue lolling out. She passed her
hand with great tenderness on the scar made by the rope round Banu’s neck, where blood had thickened. In the
presence of so many men, she removed the cloth covering Banu’s belly, big with child. Holding it with her hands,
she put her ears on it in order to feel the heart-beat of her future descendant. The police tried to drag her away but
failed.
After that, she could remember nothing. When she regained her senses a few days later, she found herself in a
hospital.
While in the hospital, she came to know that Banu was somehow put into a grave, but no shroud covered her
body and no prayer was offered at the time of the burial. The grave was too small to contain an open space. A lowcaste Hindu undertaker pressed her body into a narrow hole in which it could but remain a few hours. Then, in the
darkness of the night, dogs and foxes made a luxurious repast of Banu’s corpse along with her child. Even, her
dead body was not washed in accordance with the prescribed religious rites.
Hajji Bibi kept herself confined to her room for the next few days. She felt exhausted like one who was
convalescing after a serious illness. She and Suratan could arrange a meal a day for a short while with those two
takas. They also earned a small pittance by husking some paddy the grocer on the crossroads gave them.
But it was impossible for her to sit idle for long; at last, she had to go out and undertake her daily round along
the highways and byways of the town. She did not halt at the gates of any conspicuous house. Her steps were
hesitant. She became subjected to an agonized sense of guilt which restrained her from accosting any acquaintance, making enquiries of them or talking to them. Occasionally, some people would invite her to their houses for
waters with magical powers or for healing a sprained joint by casting spell on it. For such services, they would
give her a little money.
One day, while passing by the side of the river, she saw a flock of vultures, feasting on a dead cow. Hajji Bibi
could not stand the scene. She felt dizzy. She could not go on her usual round that day. She did not cross that road
by the side of the river any more.
Sitting on the ghat of the pond, situated at the back of the hospital, she, sometimes, saw the reflection of her
appearance in the waters when they remained clam and when nobody was around. Her aquiline nose looked in the
waters longer than its size. Its tip appeared to be more curved and her whole face seemed to consist only of her
nose and eyes and nothing else. Her neck elongated. The curved tip of her nose resembled the sharp beak of a
bird, capable of tearing off flesh.
Hajji Bibi became mad with rage and began to splash the water so that it could not reflect her appearance any
more. She could not have her bath that day. Suratan said:
“Why haven’t you bathed? What do you do sitting on the ghat so long?” Hajji Bibi casually replied:
“I felt cold. Didn’t bathe fearing that I might be attacked with fever.”
If she lay on the mat at day time, she could have a view of the sky through the southern wind. Her eyesight
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was quite sharp and she discovered one day some vultures flying in a circle high in the sky. She had heard that a
vulture also had very sharp eyes. It not only played with the currents of air high in the sky but also surveyed
whether there was any food on the fields. As soon as Hajji Bibi saw the vultures, she shouted:
“Suratan, where are you, hussy? Shut the window, be quick!”
Suratan was not in the room. Hajji Bibi went on abusing Suratan with her eyes kept shut.
The vault of the sky in which the vultures were flying seemed to Hajji Bibi as though it was not empty, but;
rather, full of the highways and byways of this town. And who were moving on them? Persons wearing trousers
and shirts with sticks in their hands!
From that day the window was kept permanently shut. The room became almost dark; still, it was not opened.
Since then, Hajji Bibi had never looked at the sky at day time even by mistake. Suratan could not understand the
strange behavior of her grand-mother, nor did she try to do so.
It was not true that she was not invited now and then to prepare a dead body for burial. Hajji Bibi herself was
rather reluctant to accept such offers. Still, she could not reject them altogether. She would have to live not only
for herself but for Suratan also. If Banu survived, she might have a daughter exactly like Suratan.
Days passed as slowly as months and months rolled into years in the same manner. They, however, managed to
scrape a living; but, by now, they had come to the end of all their resources. Both of them had been going without
food for about two days. Suratan failed to get any paddy for husking. The day before, Hajji Bibi went out, having
eaten some stale rice, cooked overnight. But, next day, she was too tired to move.
They had no neighbors who could enquire about them. They did not live in society; so, there was none who
could express even verbal sympathies for them. There was, of course, one man, the grocer, but to him, they owed
a lot of money. He was no longer willing to sell things to them on credit. Moreover, he did not live nearby. He
came from a distance and ran the shop. While going to bed at night; Suratan proposed:
“Let me start begging from tomorrow, grandma.”
Hajji Bibi did not reply, but went on thinking. Suratan asked:
“Is there any other course open to us? What else can we do to survive?” This time Hajji Bibi answered:
“No.”
It was a monosyllabic reply, but it was very firm.
Suratan could not sleep; she was suffering from a sharp pain in her belly. She felt a swishing sound inside her
head. After some time, she spoke in a low voice:
“Well grandma, the hot season has started; last year, at about this time, there was an outbreak of cholera.
Wasn’t it so?”
All on a sudden, Hajji Bibi assumed a menacing appearance and pressing Suratan’s mouth with one of her
hands in the darkness, she barked at her:
“What did you say, you dirty girl? Take an oath, promise, you won’t repeat such things.” She also struck
Suratan with her feeble fists. Groaning once or twice, she calmed down gradually.
They remained silent for a long time. Hajji Bibi felt a great affection for Suratan but did not say anything.
After a time, she passed her hand gently on Suratan’s head and said:
“Have you slept, Suratan?”
“No.”
“If I die, would you be able to procure a shroud for me? But, there is water in the pond; have my body washed,
at least. Please be sure that it may be purified before burial. Your aunt had no bath before she was put into the
grave.”
Hajji Bibi’s voice seemed to be choked.
Embracing her grand-mother, Suratan burst into tears and, thus, gave vent to her pent-up feelings.
Next day, as the morning advanced, a man came to her room and called:
“Are you in, Hajji Bibi?”
Suratan felt in her tired limbs the strength of a healthy, young woman. She jumped up, asking:
“Who is it?” Coming out a moment later, she said to the man:
“Grandma is sick.”
“I’ll take her on a riskshaw. The youngest wife of Gazi Sahib, the lawyer, has breathed her last. You cannot
engage an ordinary person to wash the dead body of a respectable lady. We need Hajji Bibi desperately. Tell her
that the clerk of Gazi Sahib has come to fetch her.”
The images of that wooden bridge, the bamboo-slip and the face, covered with needle-like beard rose before
the eyes of Hajji Bibi. A fiery rage burnt through her thin, hunger-stricken bones. As soon as Suratan entered the
room, she said:
“Tell him, I won’t go.”
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The straw, catching which Suratan wanted to save herself from being drowned in deep waters, seemed to be
lost in a whirlpool. Still, she wanted to shout the following words so that the clerk might hear them:
“Has she eaten anything that she can get up from bed? Has she got any clothing that she can go out?”
Her whole body shook with excitement but she failed to utter a single word.
Hajji Bibi could not stand the name of Gazi Sahib. Even then, the earnest request of the clerk and the
indomitable urge to survive impelled her to get up from bed. She said:
“Go, send a rickshaw. I’m too weak to walk.”
Suddenly Suratan intervened:
“Settle everything about payment before you go, grandma. They may cheat us.”
Though Hajji Bibi did not like Suratan’s words, she could not ignore the truth, contained in them. As she came
out to settle the matter with the clerk, she saw him walking fast along the road towards the crossroads. Perhaps, he
had heard the words before he left.
Hajji Bibi had been lying half-naked only with a large, tattered cloth on. Getting up from bed, she put on her
pajama and kurta, both of which had been worn to rags and could hardly cover her nakedness, despite all sorts of
patches and needlework. So, it had become very difficult for her to abide by the Islamic rules regarding dress.
As the rickshaw came, she got on it with great difficulty, supporting herself on her side. She was trembling all
over.
This unexpected prospect of getting some food seemed to sharpen Suartan’s pain of hunger. When would her
grandmother come back? Perhaps, it would be quite late in the night when she could return. If she would buy rice
and dal, while coming back, the they would have to be cooked. It would take a long time to boil the rice. When
would her grandmother actually return? She would certainly be very late, indeed!
Suratan walked slowly up to the grocer’s shop and stood in front of it. She saw the grocer dozing as he sat. The
pain of hunger made Suratan forget her grandmother’s instructions. She appealed to the grocer in a pathetic voice:
“Brother, grandma is on her way to work and will return soon. We have been starving for the last two days.
Would you, please, give me half a seer office on credit? As soon as grandma comes back, we’ll pay all the money
we owe you.”
The grocer gesticulated angrily:
“Go away, be off, don’t bother me with such foolish requests. When your grandma will return, come and buy
what you want. Do you remember how much you have swallowed by now?”
Suratan did not dare repeat her request. She became so depressed that the way from the shop to their rooms
seemed to her rather too long and felt no urge to walk the distance.
A number of persons carried the very bed on which the deceased was lying and shoved it into the space
covered with mat. All men-folks left the place. There remained only Hajji Bibi, two middle-aged women from
among the neighbors and the second wife of Gazi Sahib. The dead body was covered from head to foot with a
white sheet of cloth. The unnaturally swollen belly of the deceased was the first thing to attract Hajji Bibi’s
attention.
Hajji Bibi uncovered the face of the dead body. A middle-aged woman, who probably knew how Hajji Bibi
worked, spoke promptly,
“Handle the dead body with some tenderness, dear.”
Hajji Bibi began to undress the dead body in a manner as if she had not heard what the woman said. She saw a
few black scars near the breast, made shapely by approaching motherhood. There was also one mark near her
neck.
Hajji Bibi’s eyes were fixed upon the dead body. She looked at her mouth, but did not see the tongue lolling
out. Neither was the face disfigured. Only the belly was as swollen as her daughter’s had been.
Everything grew dark before Hajji Bibi’s eyes. The ground under her feet seemed to slip away. Then, in the
indistinct surroundings, the face of the deceased gradually assumed a hideous look. The tongue seemed to loll out
and the neck grew long. Imperceptibly, the scene shifted itself from the inner parts of Gazi Sahib’s house to the
front yard of the morgue. The second wife of Gazi Sahib and the two middle-aged women—each of them was in
her vision transformed into a policeman. As she was about to throw herself upon the dead body and hold her in
her clasp, she came to her senses. What was she going to do—this was not her Banu, it was the youngest wife of
Gazi Sahib. Even then, she passed her hands with great affection over the eyes, face and hair of the dead woman.
Her skinny fingers moved around the scars on the breast and the neck. Then, she bent down and pressed one of
her ears against the swollen belly.
All on a sudden, a harsh voice broke the silence and she raised her head.
“What are you doing, Hajji Biqi? You’ve grown senile with advancing years. Make haste!”
Hajji Bibi was not aware that tears were flowing down her cheeks.. Wiping her eyes with the edge of her dirty
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kurta, she asked calmly:
“Have you any rose water? Also, I need some attar of good quality.”
There were no altar and rose water in the house. Coming out of the enclosure, she got hold of the clerk and
told him:
“Take a bicycle and go to Kazi’s bazaar so that you can fetch the things quickly. You will get them in Rajab
Ali’s shop. The dead deserves more respect than the living.”
Hajji Bibi spoke as if she were giving orders.
Gazi Sahib was the owner of the house. But Hajji Bibi did not like to talk to him. Her heart shrank as soon as
she saw that man. She disliked Gazi Sahib not merely because he branded her as a vulture, but because she saw no
difference between him and her son-in-law.
Hajji Bibi washed the dead body for quite a long time with a good soap and a Turkish towel. She sprinkled
rose water on the whole body. Though she had been starving for the last two days, she did not feel any weariness
in pouring water on the dead body and washing it with both her hands. She seemed to recover her former strength
and felt it in both her body and mind. She washed the dead body tenderly without ever touching it rudely exactly
as a mother bathed her sucking body. Next, she dried it with utmost care and applied expensive attar on its ears,
nose and hair. A sweet smell filled the whole place and turned it into a pleasant spot. To her, it appeared to be the
dead body not of Gazi Sahib’s youngest wife, but of her own Banu. Covering the dead body with the winding
sheet, Hajji Bibi sprinkled rose water over it and used the attar generously on its various parts. She wiped the last
drops with one edge of the shroud.
Tears had been flowing down the shriveled cheeks of Hajji Bibi all the time she was engaged in making the
dead body ready for burial. She stopped weeping automatically as soon as the work was over and her heart
overflowed with a joy she had never experienced before.
No sooner had the work been over than all the women except Hajji Bibi went out; perhaps to inform others of
its completion. Meanwhile, Hajji Bibi stood near the head of the deceased, recited some holy verses and then
prayed with folded hands. A female voice was heard from outside:
“How many tricks people know to extort money.”
Hajji Bibi was so absorbed that the words did not reach her ears. When she looked around, after finishing her
prayer, she saw Gazi Sahib standing by the side of the dead body. His eyes were very red. Their sides were
swollen. He was looking steadfastly at the dead body. Tears were flowing down his graying beard.
At that very moment, her heart was filled with pity for the guilty man, stricken with grief. His sorrow seemed
to have purified him of all his guilt.
Hajji Bibi took the napkin from her shoulder and covered her head with it.
It was arranged that the funeral prayer would be offered by the tomb of the watchful saint, Shah Karmali
Sahib. The dead body would also be buried there. When some men placed the dead body on the bier and took it on
their shoulders, all the women in the house began to sob in unison. The children who had been kept out of doors
so long rapidly gathered and joined the women. In no time, the scene became unbearably pathetic.
Hajji Bibi alone was strangely happy. Her eyes were absolutely dry. She was under the illusion that it was
Banu’s dead body. Even then, she was not bothering at all that it was on the point of disappearing permanently
from her sight once again. What was all-important to her was that the dead body had been purified and made
ready for burial according to Islamic laws.
Gazi Sahib held a big bundle of used clothes and a ten-taka note before Hajji Bibi. She stretched her hands
mechanically and received the things. Gazi Sahib mumbled a few words in a voice heavy with tears. But Hajji
Bibi could not hear them.
A large number of beggars crowded in front of the house. Gazi Sahib distributed some small coins quickly
among them and moved forward. People were waiting for Gazi Sahib with the dead body on their shoulders. He
hastened to put his shoulder to one of the handles of the bier, while he prayed:
“May Allah take her under His protection.”
All the children of the house went with the dead body up to the wooden bridge from where they bade farewell
to it. The crowd of beggars was already thinning.
Till that time Hajji Bibi had been standing there with the bundle of clothes as motionless as a painted picture.
She held a corner of the note with her right thumb. Her eyes were following the immaculately white dead body in
a manner as if they were connected to its head by an unseen thread.
Hajji Bibi became conscious of herself as soon as the dead body vanished from her sight. Then her attention
was drawn to the things she had been holding in her hands. The pupils of her dull eyes remained fixed on them for
a few moments. The bundle of clothes seemed to be excessively heavy. She became aware once again of her
physical weakness, caused by two days’ starvation. Her hands seemed to be paralyzed. The satisfaction she
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derived from dressing the dead body with the shroud vanished gradually. She felt a dizziness in her head. Her
vision was blurred.
Hajji Bibi entered the empty house slowly. She placed the ten-taka note on a chair in the verandah and put the
bundle of clothes on it so that it might not be blow away. Then she took up her stick, lent against the wall and
walked in quick steps up to the road. Her heart was palpitating out of fear that she might be detected.
She was totally free from the weariness to which she had been subjected a while ago as a result of her
starvation. There was no sign of tiredness in her emaciated body. Her mind was clear like the cloudless sky in the
month of Falgun.
Leaving behind the wooden bridge, Hajji Bibi walked briskly as she rapped on the road with her stick.
227.52 The Gardener Has Three Wives\fn{by Rehana Akter (c.1920?- )} Hajipur, Dhamrai Upazila, Dhaka District,
Dhaka Division, Bangladesh (F) 2
Once upon a time there lived a gardener. His name was Kanu. Kanu possessed vast wealth, fame and influence.
The gardener had no wants except that he eagerly wished for a daughter. When the gardener found that his wife
could not give birth to a daughter, he eventually took a second wife. But the second wife could not bear him a
child either. He then married for the third time but the third wife too failed to bear any child.
At this the gardener was very much grieved. He found no cheer or comfort in anything and the feeling of
childlessness pained him all the while. As the proverb says, wealth and fame cannot alone bring happiness if one
is childless.
The three wives were very unhappy too. Together they used to bewail their fate and lament to each other. The
fact that none of them was blessed with a child by the Almighty.
When they were thus cursing their lot they saw that a beggar girl had come for alms, The beggar girl asked:
“My venerable mothers, what woeful plight has overtaken you?” The three wives replied:
“What to tell you, beggar girl. The Almighty is displeased with us, that is why we three, who are wives of one
man, are not able to bear any child.”
Hearing this the beggar girl began to express sighs of grief. She then said:
“I can give you a medicine which if taken, will make you procreative.”
As soon as they heard this all three fell upon the beggar girl in a desperate bid to obtain the miraculous drug
then and there. The beggar girl went to the wood and fetched some herb. Handing it to the three wives she said:
“Grind it on the stone and before swallowing this potion share it out equally amongst three of you.”
However, the two elder wives consumed the whole lot, leaving but little for the youngest wife. The youngest
wife was therefore forced to reclaim a bit of it left over by scraping the grind stone and swallowed that. The two
elder wives who had taken the potion in larger quantity thought that if it worked, they rather than the youngest
wife would bear children. The youngest wife put her faith on Allah and thought that if the Benevolent willed it,
she would be blessed with a child. And praise be to Allah! The youngest wife actually bore a child. The other two
wives were not so blessed.
The gardener was beside himself with joy when he learnt that his youngest wife had given birth to a child. He
grew more fond of his youngest wife and lavished disproportionate share of his wealth upon her to the neglect of
the two other wives. This bred jealousy in their mind. They said to themselves:
“He is showering all his affection on that wretched woman because she has borne a child while we are
suffering neglect.” The elder wives then hatched a plot to avenge her.
The child of the youngest wife was named Ratnag. Now, if the two elder wives went near the child to cuddle it,
the gardener would tell his wife:
“Look, you are allowing them to take the child in their arms. But can you be sure that they mean no harm?”
This was overheard by the two elder wives standing at some distance unnoticed. They then made plans to take
away the child to avenge its parents.
One day the gardener was away at the market and Ratnag’s mother had left for fetching water, leaving the child
behind. Purposely the two elder wives had gone to their father’s places which were close by. From there they
watched Ratnag’s father go to the market and his mother go out for fetching water. Finding the time opportune the
eldest wife took away the child.
The gardener’s youngest wife came back with her pitcher full of water. She went inside the house to look for
the child, but it was not there. She went in frantic search of the child and looked for it every conceivable place,
searched for it night and day but could get no clue. Lastly she went to the two elder wives who were now in their
father’s places. Seeing Ratnag’s mother they asked in feigned surprise:
“What’s the matter? What brings you to our house?” Thereupon Ratnag’s mother said,
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“What to tell, sister, for the last two days I am not finding my child. I know not what sin I had committed in
retribution of which this woe has befallen me. Now tell me, what can I do.” Hearing this the two elder wives
broke into feigned lamentations:
“Alas! Alas! What a misfortune has befallen you. Where that dearest child of ours is to be found.” In this way
the two elder wives were feigning great shock and distress.
Meanwhile Ratnag was given over to the care of a milkmaid. The gardener came back from market and found
that neither any of his three wives nor his child was at home. Greatly perturbed, he rushed to the houses of the
fathers of his two elder wives in order to ascertain what the matter was. There he learnt that his son was missing.
On hearing this he was completely overcome with sorrow and knew not what to do. On the other hand, the
mother of the child went weeping deliriously down the streets as though she were under a seizure.
The frantic gardener did whatever he thought would help him in recovering his child. If in this instance he was
rushing to the holy man to seek blessings, in the next he was consulting the astrologer. He had neither any rest nor
mental peace.
The two older wives were enjoying their discomfiture. They went to the woman to whom they had entrusted
Ratnag and threatened her that if she were to divulge any information concerning Ratnag, they would kill her. The
woman in herself was the kind who knew how to guard her secrets and it would not be easy to extract information
from her.
Meanwhile, In spite of frantic search, the gardener and his wife had no trace of their child. Full of sorrow and
despair, they lost all interest in life and were withering away in grief. The two elder wives returned to their
husband’s house. They showed outward signs of being grief-struck and expressed deep sympathy for the
misfortune that had befallen Ratnag’s parents and tried to console them saying:
"What can you do now. The giver of life has taken him back otherwise he cannot disappear like this.”
*
In the meantime Ratnag began to grow up under the care of the woman he was secretly entrusted to. She got
the child enrolled in a school to study. On his way to school he had to pass through the front of gardener’s house,
Sometimes the gardener would ask Ratnag where his house was. In reply Ratnag would point to the house of the
woman. The gardener then went about his job.
Years rolled by. Ratnag attained marriageable age. Earlier, the gardeners second elder wife had also given birth
to a daughter. She was named Probhati. As Probhati grew eight or nine years old, she too got enrolled in the same
school for studying. Ratnaga used to tease that girl every day. At last the girl came home and told her parents that
certain boy was pestering her. Thereupon one day the gardener went with his daughter to the school. There the
daughter pointed to Ratnag and told her father;
“Look, father, he is the one.”
The gardener surveyed the boy very closely. As his two eyes scanned the body he said to himself, could this
boy be his Ratnag? But the next moment he restrained himself thinking that he must have been under a delusion.
He called Probhati to his side and told her not to mind the friendly overtures from the boy. He also called Ratnag
and said:
“I have put Probhati in your school. Please look after her.” Ratnag replied,
“Very well. You need not tell me. Every day I escort her part of the way through as she goes back home.”
Thus opportunity was created for closer contact between them. Gradually an affection developed between the
two. Ratnag and Probhati could not bear separation from each other for long. This was a problem indeed.
Therefore one day Probhati took Ratnag to her house. Seeing him the gardener’s youngest wife asked,
“Where is your home, child?”
The boy pointed to the house of the woman. When she asked his name and he gave his name she fell down in a
fainting fit. At this Ratnag hastily retreated from the place thinking he might be assailed for the happening.
There was a great bustle over the happening. Some persons flung cool water over her face. After some time, as
she revived, those who were attending on her asked what had happened and how she felt. She wanted to know
where her son was. They said,
“Where can your son be found? You must be aware that he was lost years ago.” But she insisted,
“No, my child lives. He is not dead. He came a short while ago”.
She then related to her husband, the gardener, all that happened after the arrival of Ratnag in their house till she
fainted. The gardener then called Ratnag again to his house and questioned him about his antecedents. It was
ascertained that all that the youngest wife had said was true.
The gardener then summoned his two elder wives as well as the woman who had brought up Ratnag and
wanted to know from them the truth. The gardener learnt that the child was taken away and given over to the
women by his two elder wives. As the woman did not have a child of his own, she brought him up with great care
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and affection.
The woman received gifts from the gardener's household as a reward for her pain and sacrifice. The gardener
and his youngest wife told her,
“It is for your sake that we have got back our child. We can never repay your debt.” The gardener’s youngest
wife made the woman stay with them in the same house. From then on, as long as the woman lived, the gardener
and his youngest wife provided for her upkeep.
The two elder wives were banished to the woods while the daughter of the second wife stayed behind. Thus,
the gardener, his youngesat wife, the son Ratnag, daughter Probhati and the woman who had brought up Ratnag,
began to live happily.
227.46 The Mischievous Wag\fn{by Muhammad Saidur (c.1920?- )} Binngaon, Kishoreganj District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (M) 2
A rumour spread among villagers that a mischievous animal had appeared in the neighbouring jungle. The
mysterious anmal ate up everything—men, cattle, even tigers were being killed by it daily. But it seemed to be
specially fond of young children whom it snatched from their mothers. It was afraid of neither water nor fire. The
villagers started calling it “a wag” (i.e. one who plays practical jokes) because nobody knew what the animal was
like or what it’s name was.
A woman heard about this strange child-lifter. She closed the bamboo door of her hut and stayed inside with
her little child.
Now, there was a tiger in the jungle. He too heard about the “wag.” He thought:
“I’m the strongest animal in this jungle. They say “the wag” might eat me up as well. I wonder what the animal
is like? I must find out because my honour is at stake.”
Saying this to himself, the tiger came out of his den and started roaming about. After some time, he came to the
yard of the woman who was sitting inside the hut. The tiger sat under the bamboo platform, which the woman had
raised to support her pumpkin plants.
In the neighbouring village there was a man who had a horse. The horse was lost. The owner had tethered it
near the jungle in the morning, but in the evening, he found that the horse was gone. The owner had heard about
the “wag.” He thought:
“I am a poor man. My horse is lost and the strange animal is also lurking out there. It will surely eat my horse
up. What shall I do?”
The man could not decide what to do. At last, he came out of his house in the name of Allah. He looked for his
horse here and there and at last came near the pumpkin-platform of the woman.
It was dark by now. He saw that something was sitting under the platform. He took the tiger for his lost horse
end put the bridle into the tiger’s mouth. He quickly jumped on to the back of the tiger and said,
“My naughty horse! So you’ve sitting here quietly while I’m looking for you everywhere!” The tiger thought:
“O my God, it must be that mischievous wag they talk of! It will kill me.”
The tiger started running with the horse owner on his back. It ran on and on and was very tired. Meanwhile the
man thought,
“Why is my horse running like this? Why is it taking the road to the jungle instead of the road to my house.”
It was morning. The horse owner had a closer look at the thing he was riding.
It was a tiger!! His heart nearly stopped. But he could not get off the tiger’s back for it might eat him up. The
tiger was still running. When the tiger was passing under a big tree, the man quickly stretched out his hand and
caught hold of a branch and climbed to the top of the tree. The tiger heaved a sigh of relief and said to himself,
“Thank God! I got away easily from the wag.”
But the tiger did not slow down. He ran another mile and reached a stream. There he lay down on the muddy
back, exhausted and gasping for breath. He drank water from the stream as he was extremely thirsty. At that time,
a lion came there. Seeing the condition of the tiger he asked,
“Hello, nephew! What’s the matter with you? Why are you drinking water tike that?”
“Uncle,” whined the tiger, “I have just had a narrow escape from the wag. He caught hold of me in the evening
and rode on me the whole night. I somehow managed to escape at the day break. But he didn’t let me go willingly.
I got him caught in the thick branches of that tree at the end of this lane.”
The lion was surprised to hear this. He said,
“What do you mean, my nephew? We are the strongest animal in this jungle. Is there anyone stronger than us?”
“Don’t say like that,” the tiger said. “Believe it or not, there is something really stronger than both of us. He
made me run the whole night. You can easily imagine, how strong he is.” But the lion was not convinced. He said,
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“Let us then go together. You show me the tree where this “wag” of yours is hiding.”
“No Uncle,” the tiger said trembling. “Whatever you say, I’m not going near him again. If it catches me this
time, it will surely eat me up.” The lion said,
“Why are you so frightened? I’ll be with you and he won’t catch you instead of me.”
“No, no, I’ll never go near that god of death again,” the tiger said. The lion then said,
“All right, you don’t have to come with me, just show me the tree from a distance.”
The tiger agreed and together they walked towards the tree. The tiger showed the tree to the lion from a
distance and refused to go farther. The lion then approached the tree alone.
The horse owner saw the tiger coming again, now with a lion. He was trembling in fear and calling Allah for
help. The lion come to the tree and sat down under it. He looked up and said,
“Hello, there! I’m told that you are very strong. Why not come down and fight with me? Let us see who is the
stronger of us.” The horse-owner answered from the tree-top:
“Oh, you’re a mere lion. You are lucky that I have no plan to get down now, otherwise I would show you how
strong I am. But if you’re bent on it, go to that field—a man is leveling his field with a leveler. Go and borrow a
rope from him.”
“Will you really show me your strength if I get the rope?” the lion asked.
“Yes,” the man replied.
The lion ran to the field. The farmer saw the lion coming and ran off, frightened. The lion untied a rope from
the leveler and returned to the tree. The horse-owner then asked the lion to throw the rope to him. The lion threw
the rope to the man sitting at the treetop. The man took the rope and made a noose with a sliding knot at one end.
He let down the noose to the lion and said,
“If you want to test my strength put the noose around your neck and pull the rope you are worth for, if you’re
stronger you’ll pull me down. If I’m stronger, I’ll pull you up.”
The lion liked the idea. He quickly put the noose around his neck and pulled with all his strength. The horse
owner tied the other end to a fat branch of the tree. The lion pulled the rope and the noose got around his neck
tightly. He was nearly strangled. The man then pulled up the lion a few feet from the ground and left him dangling
for some time. Then he dropped the rope and the lion fell on the earth with a thud. The lion got up and ran away
saying:
“Who says this is a “wag,” it’s nothing but a strong Rope Puller.”
The lion ran on and on. At last it reached the stream. He lay down on the bank and started drinking water. The
tiger came there and said,
“How now uncle? Didn’t I warn you not to go near the wag? How do you feel now?” The lion gasped and said:
“Who says it’s wag? It’s a ‘Rope-Puller.’ However, I won’t go near him again.” The lion and the tiger then
went to a solitary place and took rest.
After some time, a fox arrived there. Seeing the tiger and the lion together the fox said,
“Uncles, I’m glad to find you both here. I’ve been looking for you for a long time. Please come with me to my
house.”
“What’s the matter, nephew fox?” the tiger asked,
“There has been a little trouble in my household,” the fox said. “Your daughter-in-law, my wife, won’t allow
me inside the house. You’ll have to act as judges and settle the matter.”
The tiger and the lion were then worried about their own lives and were in no mood to comply with the
request. The tiger said:
“No nephew. A mischievous wag is out. We can’t go now.”
“No, no, not a Wag, a Rope-pulle,” the lion corrected. The fox was puzzled.
“What do you mean by a “wag” or a “rope-puller”? I’ve never heard of it before!” the fox said
“Better you haven’t. Now go your way,” the lion growled. But the fox insisted.
“All right, uncle. I won’t bother about the wag. Now please come with me and settle my domestic problem. It
won’t take you long.”
But the tiger and the lion were too afraid to go that way again. Then the fox said,
“OK. If you are scared, let me go first. You just follow me.”
The tiger and the lion agreed reluctantly. There was their prestige on one hand and their lives on the other. The
fox walked in front and the tiger and the lion followed him from a distance of a hundred yards.
In the meantime the horse-owner thought it fit to come down from the tree and escape. He saw the lion run
away from the tree and thought that it was going to bring other lions. If they came in a body, it would be the end
of him. Thinking this the man came down from the tree and started walking towards his house.
On the way, he saw the fox coming with the tiger and the lion behind him. He thought:
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“This time they are going to get me. There’s no way of saving my life, I see.”
He did not know what to do. Then he saw a pit by the side of the road and finding no other alternative, crawled
into it. But this pit was actually the den of the fox.
By and by the fox along with the tiger and the lion came near his den and was about to enter it. Now, you
probably know that a fox enters its den back first. When the fox entered its hindquarters into the hole, the horseowner caught hold of the fox’s tail. The man then started doing a strange thing-he pulled the fox inside and the
next moment he pushed it outside. Again he pulled the fox inside and then pushed it outside. He continued this
pull and push for some time. Seeing this, the tiger and the lion who are standing outside the den ran away in fear.
The tiger ran and said
“My God! the Wag has caught the fox!” The lion ran and said,
“No, it’s that Rope-Puller.”
The horse-owner continued the pull and push game for some time and then let go the fox’s tail. The fox ran
away. As it ran it said,
“Who says it’s a wag or a rope-puller? It’s neither of the two. It must be the “Export-Import!”
The horse-owner sat in the den for a long time. There was no stir outside. He then crawled out of the hole
cautiously and went home. And I might conclude this story and go home as well.
227.54 The Clever Woman\fn{by Mangalchandra Biswas (c.1920?- )} Sitarampur, Gopalganj District, Dhaka
Division, Bangladesh (F) 7
Once upon a time there was a king who ruled over a kingdom. In that kingdom men and birds, beast and
insects understood the speech of each other. Everyday men, as well as cows, birds and insect, came to the king’s
court to seek justice. The king used to pronounce his judgment. Some judgments were fair, others were not. Just
as fingers are not of equal size, so all were not equally satisfied with the judgment the king would deliver. They
would nevertheless insist that the verdict of the king must be accepted as he alone had the right to mete out
justice.
Near the king’s palace there lived on the top branch of a banyan tree a pair of birds, Gochandon and
Gochandona. They made their nest in that tree and hatched their young. In the wet month of Asadh, the female
Gochandona became cross and said,
“I can no more stand your excess. The chicks are certainly mine but that does not mean that I am to take pains
to feed them.”
Thus the two fought a bitter quarrel. The point of dispute was that the Gochandon claimed all the chicks to be
his while the Gochandona contested it saying how could that be when it was she who hatched them. All the
chicks, she said, were hers.
The quarrel of two birds went on and on and never settled. A conjugal dispute cannot be settled unless the
couple themselves want to end their difference. In another branch of the banyan tree there lived a Phechua.
Hearing their quarrel he came to them and said,
“What ate you fighting for? You are a family of two with no outsider to interfere with your affairs and yet why
do you fight?”
The Gochandon then said everything to the Phechua. The Gochandona, too, related her own side of the story,
with all the details and emphasis.
The Phechua is called the king of birds. He is gifted with considerable wisdom and insight. Hearing their
quarrel he was set thinking but he too failed to make peace between them. Neither of them would heed his words.
He paused for a while and then said,
“Go to the king of the wild. He might arbitrate. If you can’t go today, go tomorrow. I may also go with you to
watch the royal dispensation.”
They both followed the advice of the Phechua. The Phechua went to the king’s house. The Gochandona and the
Gochandon were implacable in their hostility. They fought ceaselessly without food or sleep, they never looked at
each other’s face and sat turning their backs to each other.
The day passed away, night fell. The night seemed to drag on interminably and when the night was over, the
day of their trial would dawn.
At long last the night was over. Phechua, the king of birds, came and bade them to present themselves before
the king of the wild so that he could see who won the judgment and who lost it. But the Phechua secretly wished
that Gochndon own the chicks.
At the appropriate time the Phechua escorted the Gochandon and the Gochandona to the royal court. After the
cases of many others were decided the Phechua presented their case to the king with a long prelude. The king then
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began to hold trial of the case of the Gochandon and Gochandona. The king meditated for sometime and then told
those present at the court that the Gochandon would get the chicks.
“Gochandon is a male, he has to earn a living and manage other affairs. Naturally he cannot heat the chicks.
But he owns them all the same. This is my order.”
Hearing the royal verdict the Gochondon and the Phechua flew back in great delight to their banyan tree. But
Gochandona was frantic with despair and was heaving doleful sighs. She began to knock her head against the
earth and curse the king.
“He has no brains, no intelligence,” the aggrieved bird would exclaim, “he has made me street beggar.” She
went to the house of the king and the minister and began to hurl abuses.
“The stupid king and the stupid minister are a good match. Otherwise how could their judgment be so much
slanted. Let your judgment be damned. You eat not rice but rubbish, that is why your brain is not nourished.” The
minister’s daughter was sitting nearby. Hearing the Gochandona’s abuses she said,
“Dear Gochandona, what has happened, tell me. Why do you curse? The ceaseless screeching by a
Gochandona bird like you grates on my ear.”\fn{The gochandona is a bird similar to a parrot}
The minister told his daughter all about the previous day’s judgment. After hearing it all, the minister’s
daughter said,
“What kind of judgment have you awarded? Are the chicks to be divided between father and mother? You
don’t have an iota of intelligence. How could you deliver such a false judgment? You will have to hold a trial
again. Even if the king was out of his mind, how could you be a party to his capricious verdict?” She said to the
Gochandona,
“I take a solemn oath that I will arrange for you to receive a fair trial.” Then the minister’s daughter gathered
together a few persons and told them,
“Listen to me. Do as I tell you. In the king’s stable there are numerous mares. Bring all these mares to me and I
will give ten takas to each of you.”
No sooner was it said than done. Momentarily, the men fetched all the mares in the king’s stable. When the
news reached the king he sent his footmen to the minister’s house. Seeing the footmen the minister called his
daughter and said,
“We don’t stand to gain by inviting a quarrel with the king. The king is all-powerful. An order from him, and
anything can happen to me.” The minister's daughter said,
“You will commit injustice and expect that all will show deference to it?” Then she told the footmen,
“Go and tell the king that the judgment he has delivered in respect of the bird Gochandona has not been fair.
The minister’s daughter will rest satisfied only after an even-handed justice is meted out. Otherwise she will settle
the matter with the king and do whatever might be necessary to make the king see reason.”
The footmen, realizing the acid temper of the minister’s daughter, came away with trepidation. The minister
was cowering in fright, He kept telling his daughter,
“Child, we have no business to invite the king’s wrath.” The daughter said,
“You have nothing to fear, father. I will teach the king a lesson before I spare him. Let the king know whom he
is to contend with this time.”
The footmen went to the king and reported about the minister’s daughter. The king realized that the minister’s
daughter was a spirited woman. He wished to have her brought to his presence and see what she was like. The
king sent a palanquin to fetch the minister’s daughter. The minister’s daughter rode the palanquin and came to the
king’s palace. The Gochandona also came with her. Robbed of her children she was beside herself with grief and
had eschewed food and drink.
The king was in court conducting trials. Asking the ministers daughter to seat herself he discontinued further
trial and sent for the Gochandona. The Phechua did not come, preferring rather to stay away from the scene of the
trial and watch it from a distance. The Gochandona appeared at the court, diffident and trembling. Then the
minister’s daughter spoke to the king,
“What a foolish act of yours was it to deliver this absurd judgment. Your brain is stuffed with rubbish material.
The same material is also stuffed in the brain of your minister. Otherwise how could you think of separating
children from either of the parents. The parents can not bring a case of dividing children between them. Children
belong to both the parents and they are indivisible. As both the parents have given birth to children, there can be
no question of division. I have taken away all the mares from your stable. Let me see how your horses can give
birth to colts.”
Hearing the minister’s daughter the king was amazed. He realized that truly children could not be divided
between parents. The king then asked what could now be done. She replied,
“Woe to your intelligence. Now ask them to decide their problem themselves. The chicks shall belong to
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whomsoever they are attracted. If this principle is followed do you know, stupid king, what will happen? No
dispute between the Gochandon and the Gochandona will remain as they both will shower care and affection on
the chicks for winning them ever. The chicks will naturally be attracted to one who showers more love on them.
There is no wonder about it nor any dispute. It doesn’t look, king, as if you have eaten rice all these years. You
must have eaten rubbish or consumed stupefying drugs, for your brain has not been nourished.”
The king found that the minister’s daughter was speaking of the principle of fair trial and none could deny the
truth of her statement. The king therefore expressed his agreement to it. Everybody was giving cheers and the
Gochandon and the Gochandona returned to their nest. Good sense dawned on them, too. The minister’s daughter
returned to her house.
*
The king began to meditate. He said to himself,
“If I marry this maiden, I will have no problem of administering my kingdom.”
He also thought that the maiden was too outspoken and was due for a tricky punishment. So, he again sent for
her. Being ushered to the king’s presence she asked,
“What for have you summoned me again today, king? Disclose your designs quickly.” The king said,
“As you can accomplish many great feats you will be able to do a simple job for me. I have a lake dug by my
father which is quite far from here, beyond seven villages. You will have to bring that lake over to the vicinity of
my palace gate. If you can do it, I will award you a sackfull of money, and I will do whatever you will desire.”
The minister’s daughter replied,
“That’s too simple. If you can pay, nothing is impossible. But the money you have offered won’t suffice. I will
appropriate whatever amount will be required; when I am doing the job I will decide what amount of money is
required, not you.”
The king agreed. The minister’s daughter sent for men to help her remove from the basement of the king’s
chamber whatever amount of money she fancied and went home. Returning home she gathered a few men and
asked them to collect bamboos and heaps of strings and scissors so that the lake could be moved to the vicinity of
the king’s palace. The men planted bamboo posts on the sides of the lake and tied the rope round the posts. Then
she said.
“You will have to drag this lake to the vicinity of the king’s palace.” Then the minister’s daughter went to the
king and said,
“Unless the villages lying on the way are removed, the lake cannot be brought here. You remove the village
and the lake will be here.” The king said,
“Can a village be removed?” The minister’s daughter said,
“Unless the villages are removed, the lake cannot be removed.” Administering another rebuke to the king, she
said,
“I haven’t seen a simpleton like you. That is why I say that your brain is stuffed not with intelligence but with
rubbish material.”
The king was filled with an ever stronger desire to marry her. So he confided everything to the minister. The
minister at first expressed his disagreement but finally acquiesced. On a propitious day the minister’s daughter
was wedded to the king.
*
One day there came a matchmaker from another kingdom with an offer from the princess of that kingdom. If
any man succeeded in deceiving the princess she would marry him; if he failed, he would be made a servant to the
king of that kingdom all his life. The king told the minister’s daughter, now his wife, about the offer. His wife
said,
“You will have to marry her otherwise you are not a worthy king. If you lose the challenge, then I will obtain
your release.”
The princess who had given the challenge knew sorcery. When someone went to see her, she would employ
sorcery to show them a vision featuring ghosts playing dice game and monkeys, birds and insects running their
shops. Then the princess would invite the man to produce similar illusions. Not being a sorcerer the man
inevitably failed. This failure was construed as his defeat and he was made a bonded servant to her father. In this
way, many ended up as her father’s servants.
Meanwhile the king who was often jeered at by his wife for not having brains went to meet the princess’
challenge guided by his wife that is, his minister’s daughter. The brainless king knew no sorcery. When the
princess employed sorcery and asked him what he was seeing he related about the ghost playing dice game and
monkeys, birds and insects managing shops. Then she discontinued the sorcery and asked him what he was
seeing. He replied, he was not seeing anything that he had seen earlier. Then the princess told the brainless king,
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“Then you have lost the challenge. Go and work as my father’s servant.” Thus the brainless king was serving
the princess’ father.
Meanwhile the minister’s daughter did not remain unconcerned after sending her husband to meet the princess’
challenge. She was passing her days in great anxiety. Days went by and it was now one month and yet he did not
return, She told her father,
“I am going to look for the king. You manage affairs at home. Also make for me a dress of silk. I cannot go as
a woman; I will have to take the guise of a male.”
In a male’s guise she left home and after traveling through different countries reached the land of the princess.
In the evening she went to the house of the gardener-woman who worked in the princess’ garden and said,
“I am an alien. Please give me shelter.” The gardener-woman said.
“There is no male in our house. You are male. The king may ask, who you are?” The minister’s daughter
replied,
“Have no fear. You will tell the king that I am your nephew and my name is Dukhiya.” Then she brought out
from within the folds of her dress a few taka, and said,
“Take this aunt. Dukhiya understands your needs.”
The gardener-woman was completely won over. She welcomed Dukhiya and was telling everybody that the
son of her elder sister had come and his name was Dukhiya.
“I thought he was dead but now I find he is alive.”
In this way everyone in the locality came to know the minister’s daughter as the gardener-woman’s nephew
whose name was Dukhiya. No one knew that she had adopted male’s guise.
She was staying in the gardener-woman's house for a few days. One day she disclosed the gardener-woman
that the purpose of her visit was to meet the princess’ challenge.
At first the gardener-woman felt frightened but she was won over by offer of money. But she said,
“Act
with caution, child. Don’t ruin yourself.” Dukhiya replied,
“Aunt, you need have no fear on my account. Can you just arrange for me to meet the princess?” The gardenerwoman said,
“That can be arranged with no difficulty. You arrive at the place bathed and well-dressed and I will introduce
you as my nephew.”
One day Dukhiya, dressed as a woman and having worn a necklace of jasmine, went to meet the princess. On
that day the gardener-woman was late to attend her work. The gardener women told the princess,
“My sister’s daughter has come to meet you. She has woven a necklace for you. That is why I was so late.”
The princess asked for the necklace. The gardener woman had tucked the necklace in the folds of her dress.
She brought out the necklace and presented it to the princess. She was very happy to receive it and told the
gardener-women’s supposed niece,
“Your aunt has grown old. The necklaces woven by her are no more beautiful. Every day you will come and
weave for me a necklace. What’s your name?” The minister’s daughter replied,
“My name is Buchi. I have no father or mother, I have come to my aunt.” The princess said,
“You stay here. No one can turn you out. You have no problem of food. So every day you come here. I want to
see your face every day. Understand Buchi?” Taking leave of the princess gardener-woman and the minister’s
daughter came back home.
A few days passed. One day the minister’s daughter told the princess,
“Sister, why do you have so many servants in your house?” The princess said,
“That’s none of your business. Don’t you know that my father is the king. If he does not possess servants then
who else will? I have meted out a challenge. If any man can deceive me, I will marry him and if he fails, he will
become my father’s servant. These servants you see have been defeated by me and are serving my father. Each of
them had been a king of his own kingdom.” The minister’s daughter thought:
“If I try to hear everything today it will rouse the princess’ suspicion. The rest I will hear some other day.”
Thinking thus, she took leave of the princess and returned to the house of the gardener-woman.
One day the minister’s daughter thought that she should hear the whole story from the princess. With this in
mind, she came to the palace. Seeing her the princess said,
“Why are you so early, Buchi?”
“Should I not come sister? Can I bear the separation from you? Despite everything you are the king’s daughter,
and I am Buchi, niece of the gardener-woman. Can I be at par with you? I eat only because you hand out dates,
otherwise I would have starved. Leave that aside. Listen, sister, some day you will be married then what will
happen to me? Where shall I go? Please settle that.” The princess was carried away by the soothing words of the
minister’s daughter disguised as Buchi and said,
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“My marriage won’t take place soon. I will marry one who will catch my fancy. If I marry I will take you
along and you will have no wants. Understand? Don’t be anxious about my marriage, It is not up to everybody to
deceive me. One who doesn’t know sorcery will not understand my trick. When someone meets my challenge,
with sorcery I produce illusions of the ghosts playing cards and dice game and the monkeys and birds and insects
managing shops. I ask him what he is seeing and he relates the scene Then after I stop sorcery I again ask him
what he is seeing and he replies that he is not seeing anything. Unless he knows magic he cannot outwit me.
“But there is one way he can do so. At the bottom of the water of the lake there is a bee wrapped in a tube. If
someone can fetch that bee and anoint his forehead with the blood of the bee then under magic he will not see
anything and if I ask him what he is seeing; he will say, nothing, I am only seeing you. In this way I will be
deceived.” The minister’s daughter asked,
“Will it not be dangerous to fetch the bee from the bottom of the lake?” The princess replied,
“Certainly it will be dangerous. In daytime it is guarded by two black dogs, at night by a kingfisher bird.
Because of them no one can approach the lake. If anyone goes by day, the dog will leap at him, at night the
kingfisher [will] carry him away on its beak.”
The minister’s daughter found that it would not be possible to go by day for fear of the dog and it would be
wise to go by night. So she asked the princess,
“Can the kingfisher fly with a man?” The princess, replied,
“In that kingfisher’s mouth a fire burns. At night she is no more a bird but a terrifying creature.” The minister’s
daughter Buchi asked,
“How can one escape from it?” The princess said,
“One will have to feed it gojar fish in the evening. Its jaws cannot hold a big gojar fish. Once it will swallow
it, then disgorge it. During this time it will not be on guard. If in this brief interregnum someone dives into the
lake he can fetch the bee. The bee will be found inside a tube. It will have to be pulled out of the tube. Thus blood
of the bee will ooze out. With that blood the man will have to anoint his forehead.”
The minister's daughter found that she had learnt the secret. She should now go home. She told the princess,
“Sister, I will go home for a few days. Don’t mind for this.”
The minister’s daughter Buchi went home. Back home, she told her father,
“I want to bring back your son-in-law. It was not within my power to bring back your son in-law. In the course
of my last expedition, I was in the house of a gardener-woman. I called her aunt. I influenced her to get access to
the secrets of the princess. For my next expedition I need a royal robe.”
After hearing his daughter the minister provided whatever was wanted. Thus provisioned, the minister’s
daughter went to the house of the gardener-woman. She gave the gardener-woman money. The gardener woman
was too happy. She told the gardener-woman,
“Let no one else know this, I am setting out on a dangerous mission comparable to a fight with a tiger. She
further told the gardener-woman,
“Fix up a time for me to meet the princess.” The gardener-woman said,
“You will have to go on the night before the next new moon. I will arrange it with the princess.” After the time
and the date were fixed the princess said,
“Tell me aunt, where I can get gojar fish. This fish will be required.” The gardener-woman said,
“That’s easy enough. There is Sonai, the fisherman, on the bank of the lake. He can give you.”
*
Acting on the gardener-woman’s instruction the minister’s daughter went to Sonai, the fisherman. The
minister’s daughter Buchi sang a song.
Song\fn{At this point, and several other points in this part of the tale, the audience to this public performance is led, probably by the
narrator, to sing or chant appropriate lyrics to what is happening in the story-line. This is a common feature of such folktales in other parts
of the world; but in this case the collector of the tale has chosen not to narrate these, simply indicating by the word “song” that it is here
that such a thing occurred:H}

The gardener-woman sang a song.
Song
Then the minister’s daughter went out to fetch gojar fish. On the way she sang a song.
Song
On the way she met a wayfarer. Hearing Buchi’s song he also sang a song.
Song
The minister’s daughter Buchi sang.
Song
The wayfarer continued to sing.
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Song
After the wayfarer disappeared, the minister’s daughter was again walking, Eventually she reached the house
of Sonai, the fisherman. She looked round and felt that there was someone inside the house. She began to sing.
Song
The wife of the fisherman Sonai asked the minister’s daughter to sit. The minister’s daughter sat. Then the wife
of the fisherman Sonai began to sing.
Song
The minister’s daughter began a song.
Song
The wife of the fisherman Sonai began a song.
Song
Finishing her song the fisherwoman brought a basket of gojar fish. Seeing the fish the minister’s daughter
began to sing.
Song
Then the wife of Sonai, the fisherman also began a song.
Song
After hearing the fisherman’s song the minister’s daughter paid for the fisherman. The fisherwoman gladly
handed over the fish to the minister’s daughter. Taking the fish the minister’s daughter, dressed as a male, left the
fisherwoman’s house. Back home, she told the gardener-woman,
“I am coming from the palace. Evening is not too far off.”
Saying this she went to the lake. She found that the two black dogs leapt at her. The minister’s daughter found
no way to escape. Tears welled up in her eyes. Simultaneously a song of sadness lifted from her throat.
Song
The song contained an appeal to the two beasts. Since in that kingdom beasts understood the speech of man,
the two dogs learnt of her misery from her song and relented and moved aside.
The minister’s daughter looked round on all the sides of the lake. She found that on the left side of the lake
there was a banyan tree. Underneath the tree something was lying. Evening was setting in and a blanket of
darkness was spreading everywhere.
She went near it. It was the kingfisher standing guard over the lake. The kingfisher was asleep. For awakening
it she began a song.
Song
After hearing the song the kingfisher slowly woke up. The minister’s daughter said,
“O brother kingfisher, I have brought gojar fish for you.”
The kingfisher had no food for quite a few days. The smell of the fish was too much for him and he forgot to
keep guard. He was swallowing the gojar fish and the next moment disgorging it. The minister’s daughter took the
opportunity to dive into the rake. She was breathless with excitement. She found the tube containing the bee. She
lifted the tube and came back to the gardener-woman’s house.
The gardener-woman was waiting for Buchi to return. She was delighted at Buchi’s arrival. In the dead of
night Buchi tore away the head of the bee. The blood of the bee was gushing out. The minister’s daughter held the
blood in an oyster shell. The night was over. The gardener-women said,
“I am going to the palace to tell the princess that a king is coming to meet your challenge.”
Early in the morning the minister’s daughter attired herself in a silken male dress, anointed her forehead with
the blood of the bee and left for the palace.
The princess began to employ her sorcery but because of the anointment with the bee’s blood on Buchi’s
forehead, it did not work. Buchi said,
“I know your tricks. You employ sorcery to deceive men. I know sorcery.” The princess gave in, saying,
“I am defeated.” Resounding cheers were heard all around.
“The princess’ challenge is met, is met!” The princess told the minister’s daughter,
“Now marriage has been arranged.” The minister’s daughter said,
“Come to our country. You will be married there.”
Following the advice of the minister’s daughter it was settled that marriage would be held in their country. The
minister’s daughter said to the princess,
“You release all the kings you have in bondage. This instruction of mine must be followed strictly.”
This was complied with. All the kings were released and they left for their respective kingdoms. As the kings
left for home, they sang.
Song
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The minister’s daughter dressed as a bridegroom told the princess.
“Do you see the mark on my forehead? You thought your tricks will not be understood. I have exposed your
bluff. I beguiled the kingfisher with gojar fish. I fetched the tube containing the bee from the bottom of the lake
and anointed my forehead with its blood. That is wy your sorcery did not work on me.”
The princess now realized the man in the bridegroom’s dress is more clever than her. She was filled with a
trepidation lest something untoward should happen. The minister’s daughter dressed as bridegroom said,
“Listen, princess, there is a rule in our country. The bride goes to the bridegroom’s house and there marriage is
solemnized.”
The princess agreed. On a propitious day they left for the country of the minister’s daughter. The gardenerwoman accompanied them. The just-released husband of the minister's daughter also went along.
Song
A party of royal trumpeteers escorted them in the front and rear as they proceeded toward the country of the
minister’s daughter. The minister's daughter said to the king,
“It is not for nothing that I call you brainless. Though a woman, I have outwitted you many times. And today I
outwitted the princess and obtained your release. I have also brought the princess to our country for her
marriage.” The king said,
“I was outwitted by you, then I approached your father for marrying you. If I did not marry you I would have
died in servitude and would never have got release.” The minister’s daughter told the princess,
“Look, I am a woman. My husband will marry you.”
The princess agreed. They arrived in the country of the minister’s daughter. On a propitious day marriage of
the king with the princess was held and three of them, the minister’s daughter, the king and the princess, began to
live happily.
227.48 The Tamed Shrew\fn{by Golap Khan (c.1920?- )} Kalia Upazila, Narail District, Khulna Division,
Bangladesh (M) 4
Once upon a time there lived in a village a householder. The householder had a wife. She was no ordinary
woman but a formidable shrew. A born rascal she was, of the kind one seldom chances upon. The householder
was sorely oppressed by his wife’s ill treatment. There was hardly a day when she did not kick up a row with
neighbours. The people in the neighbourhood called her Baropani.\fn{ Twelve hands} In the locality there was not a
soul who was not frightened of Baropani. Whenever one heard her name one would tremble with fright and pray
to God that one might not have to encounter her.
A daughter was born to Baropani. The daughter, Teropani\fn{ Thirteen hands} excelled her mother twice over in
wickedness. Owing to her mischief the people of the village were allowed no peace. She would always send
commotion among the people and feared no one. The village lads were so mortally afraid of her that they would
become feverish at the mere mention of her name.
Teropani attained marriageable age. Her father seeking an opportunity to marry her off. But all would shudder
at the thought of marrying this termagant and none came forward. After all, entering into a conjugal relationship
with Teropani was an absurd proposition. No father would knowingly marry his son to Teropani and bring her as
bride to his house. As soon as the father of a prospective groom came to know that the proposal pertained to
Teropani, he would part ways.
The householder was in a miserable state on account of Teropani. What was he to do now. The girl could not
be kept in the house indefinitely. The girl had to be married, whether to a suitable partner or not. A daughter was
not something one would permanently burden one’s self with. Teropani’s father did not know what to do.
Teropani’s mother Baropani would say,
“What is the worry about her marriage. When there is a daughter she will be married to some one or other.
There is no cause for so much worry. You are needlessly exercising your brain over the matter. My daughter is not
so completely unworthy a girl. Her charm would send the heads of many people reeling.”
Thus snubbed by Baropani, Teropani’s father kept quiet. But for how many days can one remain quiet? When
the question is one of a grown-up girl it is not possible to retain one’s injured prides.
*
Baropani’s father secretly began to employ various stratagems for her marriage but none came through. At last
he hit upon a plan. In that village there was a school. Teropani’s father went to the teacher of that school and
importuned him.
“Master, you know quite well in what predicament I am on account of my daughter. I am unable to marry her
off. They all run away at the very mention of Teropani’s name. If you would be of some help to me.´The teacher
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said:
“How can I help you? Tell me if there is a way I can be of use to you.” Teropani’s father said:
“I will make a financial contribution to your school. You do just one service to me. Just tell your pupils that if
anyone of them agrees to marry Teropani, the daughter of Baropani, he will receive from me an award of five
hundred taka. If you can just tell them this much, it will be enough.” The teacher said:
“All right, tomorrow when I go to school, I will convey the message to the pupils. You need have no anxiety.”
Thus reassured by the teacher, Teropani’s father went home delighted. Back home, he told Baropani that he
had achieved a great design. Baropani wanted to know what great mission he had accomplished. Teropani’s father
said:
“I went to the school today and told the teacher that if any pupil married Teropani he would receive an award
of five hundred taka.” Baropani said:
“What a heroic deed you have performed, as if you have conquered a kingdom. Was it so essential to tell me
about it? As if I have no other business to care for. You rushed to the school for the teacher to arrange your
daughter’s marriage. Why? If the daughter is such a painful burden then why a pupil, you could just as well marry
her to the aged teacher. Why do you need a pupil for this purpose?”
Teropani’s father had wanted to put up a pretence of innocence before Baropani but his pretence was blown up
by Baropanj’s abuses.
Now the teacher came to the school the next day and sent for all the pupils. After they were summoned he told
them:
I want to award a prize to you. If you do my bidding an amount of five hundred taka will be given.”
After hearing the teacher the pupils air asked what was his bidding. The teacher asked them not to become
excited and to listen to him with poise and steadiness. The pupils again said:
“Tell us, master, what is it that you want us to do.” Noticing the enthusiasm of the boys the teacher asked,
“Do you know Teropan?” The pupils said,
“Yes, master, we know her. Why, what’s the matter with her?” The teacher said:
“If any of you marries Teropani, he will get five hundred taka. And Teropani’s father will supply everything
that is required for the marriage. Now is any of you ready to marry Teropani?”
At the mention of Teropani’s name the pupils were, as though thunderstruck. No one uttered a word. Silence
followed. Finding the pupils silent the teacher said:
“What happened? Is there no one among you bold enough to marry Teropani? Then I’m running the school
with a flock of weaklings?” Hearing the teacher one of the pupils spring up.
“No, teacher. I am ready. I will be the one to marry Baropani’s daughter, Teropani.” The teacher said:
“That’s fine, child. If you marry her you will get five hundred taka. From me you will collect the amount after
the wedding. You need have no anxiety about the matter.”
*
After receiving a promise from his pupil, the teacher rushed to Teropani’s father. Teropani’s father was
extremely delighted to hear about the pupil. He did not know how he was to express his gratitude to the teacher.
Teropani’s father told Teropani:
“Sweet child, today the teacher will take his meal in our house. So arrange a delicious fare by getting supplies
of whatever food-items may be available.” On hearing her father Teropani said mockingly:
“What a marvelous chore. A certain teacher from a certain place will be visiting us and we will have to regale
him with food. To repay which old date, may I ask? Possibly the teacher has no food in his house and therefore,
he scouts around for a meal. The food of our house isn’t that cheap. It has to be earned. If you want to entertain
him with food, then do your own looking please. We mother and daughter will have no nonsense about it. I am
making it clear well in advance.” After hearing Teropani the teacher was at his wit’s end.
“This is the reason,” he thought, “why no one wants to marry Teropani. A wicked being like her will not be
found anywhere in the world. Save heavens! It’s not a girl but a hissing python.”
Any desire that the teacher might have had for taking food fled on overhearing Teropani’s virulent retort. The
teacher said,
“Today I won’t have food in your house but on the wedding day I will come and take food. Let us defer it
today.” Then the teacher asked Teropani’s father which date can be fixed.
“There is no point in making delay. The sooner the wedding can be solemnized the better for it. Otherwise,
some contingent circumstances, may arise preventing fulfillment of the objective. So take no chance. Arrange for
performing the ceremony expeditiously.” Teropani’s father said,
“Teacher, any day that you may deem propitious will be fixed for the marriage. There will be no other date but
the one that you choose.” The teacher said,
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“On the occasion of a marriage like this one doesn’t pay to inform too many people. Besides, the guardian of
the groom should not be intimated. If one goes to intimate the guardian the wedding will never come off.
Teropani’s father said,
“You will do whatever you will deem appropriate. I will have no objection to that. Whichever date you will
settle upon will suit me.” The teacher gave date to Teropanj’s father:
“Marriage will be held day after tomorrow.”
Back home, the householder sent word to the pupil to visit his house. Getting the summon from his teacher, the
pupil came to the former’s house. The teacher said:
“Listen, child, your wedding comes off day after tomorrow. You prepare yourself.”
Accordingly, the pupil began to do the preliminaries. Of course, it being a wedding with a difference, there was
no need for too elaborate a prelude. Somehow the marriage had to be rushed through.
*
As the groom set out for his wedding he took with him an enormous club. He embarked a boat and went all
alone taking nobody with him. Baropani’s daughter Teropani had also adorned herself furiously for the occasion.
All dressed and done up, she was waiting for the groom to make his appearance.
The groom came for the wedding with his teacher. The barber and the Brahmin also came. The wedding took
place in the presence of the people of the village. Taropani’s father made gifts to the groom according to his
means and permitted no niggardliness on any account. According to the stipulation he also gave five hundred taka
to the groom.
The marriage over, the groom did not linger a moment in his father-in-law’s house and rushed to the boat. His
temper seemed to have risen to the highest pitch, as if he was going to attack whoever came his way. The boat
sailed away and as it traveled some way he began to strike the bottom of the boat with the club he had carried
along. He was cursing:
“You blighter boat, move on speedily. If you don’t move faster I will smash you to pieces. You don’t know
who I am. I will make you forget your father’s name.”
As the boat glided along he was hitting it with the club at intervals. Baropani’s daughter Teropani realized that
this was a terrific man.
“If he could thus strike a boat which had no mind or consciousness for not obeying his command, what this
man would do to me,” she thought. “If I go to play tricks with him, he will certainly not spare. So, no monkeying
with him. Right from tonight I must become docile and pliable. Otherwise he will beat the hell out of me.”
The groom came home with the bride. Seeing him the other members of the family were aghast. He was hitting
the bamboo wall with his club. Now and then he was hitting whatever objects lay around.
Observing her husband’s ways the new bride was cowering in fright like a wet cat. Teropani tried to be
submissive to her husband’s wishes in all possible manner. Her actions pleased everybody. Indeed her effort was
to so acquit herself that none could find any reason for complaint. The fame of her virtuousness spread throughout
the locality. Evervbody praised her.
Meanwhile Teropani’s father felt relieved after marrying off the daughter and was too frightened to go to her
house. He thought that being the notoriously mischievous woman that Teropani was, she must have caused bitter
sufferings to all. Thought he,
“If I go to their house, my son-in-law may beat me. So, let’s drop the idea. Her marriage has brought my
deliverance.”
But the mother would not be comforted. Though a shrew, she was a mother none the less and her affection for
her daughter was as much anybody else’s. She would often prod her husband:
“Just pay a visit to our daughter’s place and snatch a look at her. After marrying her off you have as though
washed your hands of all anxieties regarding her. Do as much as to enquire whether she is alive or dead.”
What could the old father do? Pestered by Baropani he perforce left for his daughter’s house. When he reached
the village in which his daughter lived, Teropani’s father made enquiries about her from a man:
“Could you tell me, fellow, about such and such girl of such and such village who was married in this village.
Is her conduct and bearing good?” The man replied:
“She is so good that the like of her cannot be found. At first, we thought, heaven knows how awfully wicked
Terapani, the daughter of Baropani, might turn out to be. But we discovered that she is so good that she has no
peer.”
Teropani’s father could not trust the man, failing to believe that his daughter could be as good as that. No, he
thought, the man must be kidding him from some evil motive. He is saying reassuring things to tempt me to visit
the house where I shall be insulted. The man cannot be trusted. Rather I should slink away from the village while
there is time.
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Teropani’s father was by slow steps retreating from the village. As he had walked to some distance he said to
himself:
“After traveling all the way how can I go back without seeing my daughter.”
He again proceeded toward his daughter’s house. On his way he saw a woman washing her clothes in a pond.
He went to the woman and enquired,
“Can you tell me how is Teropani like the daughter of Baropani who is married in this village. How is her
conduct and bearing?” The woman replied that Teropani was so good that the like of her was hard to come by. She
asked:
“But why? Is the girl a relative of yours?” Teropani’s father said:
“A relative you can call her, I had reared her for a few days. I have not seen the girl for quite some time. My
mind is joyless on this account. That is why I came to catch a glimpse of her. But if a girl is not good, she is worth
nothing.” Hearing this the woman said:
“No, man. Truly she is the daughter of a very good man. Let the people say whatever they like. How does it
matter?”
Trusting the words of the woman Teropani's father made for the house of his daughter. But his anxiety was not
allayed. Diffidently and full of doubts and worries, he proceeded toward his daughter’s house and reached there.
Seeing him both his daughter and her husband were greatly pleased. Both extended a warm hospitality to the old
man. Thus tenderly looked after by the daughter and the son-in-law he passed a few days in great happiness.
The brief respite from Baropani’s oppressive company also provided him comfort. He found the daughter and
her husband were living a life of bliss, a bliss which he himself had never tasted even for a day. His daughter
caused him great surprise. How could it be that the daughter of Baropani, one born out of Baropani’s womb, was
thus transformed? Does the son-in-law know charms? Otherwise how can he cause such a miracle?
The old man pondered whether the son-in- law could also be of help in the case of his mother-in-law. If the
son-in-law could also chasten Baropani then the old man could enjoy some happiness during the last day of his
life. One day the old man actually told his son-in-law:
“Son, I have something to tell you. You have wonderfully chastened my recalcitrant daughter. You must be
knowing some charm. I entreat you, son, please chasten your mother-in law as well.” Saying this, he grasped the
son-in-law’s hands in a gesture of earnestness.
The father-in-law’s importunity put the son-in-law in an awkward situation. The son-in-law said:
“Be calm and release my hands. I am finding a way out.”
The old man released his son-in-law’s hands. The son in-law went inside the house and fetched a curved
earthen pot. Coming back to his father-in-law he said:
“You take the earthen pot to the potter’s. Tell the potter to straighten this curved earthen pot.”
The old father-in-law went to the potter’s with the earthen pot. Reaching the potter’s house he told the potter:
“Mr. Potter, please straighten this curved pot of mine.”
The potter found that it was baked clay. How could he straighten this? He said:
“Were it unbaked clay I could have remoulded it into a straight shape. But this pot is made of baked clay and it
cannot be reshaped.
The father-in law came back with a sullen face. The son-in-law asked,
“Father-in-law, sir, have you been able to straighten the pot?” The father in-law said,
“No, the potter could not do so.” The son-in-law said,
“Why? What did the potter say?” The father-in-law replied,
“The potter said that this is baked clay and cannot be straightened. Had it been unbaked, it could be be
remoulded.”
After hearing his father-in-law the son-in-law said; the potter was right.
“Did you not ask me to correct my mother-in-law? She will not be corrected now because she has hardened.
Just as a baked pot cannot be remoulded so my mother-in-law cannot be reformed. Your daughter had been raw
and unformed and that is why I was able to form her according to my desire.”
After hearing his son-in-law the father-in-law realized the truth. He spent a few days under the tender care and
hospitality of the daughter and the son-in-law and then one day took leave from them and returned home.
Back home at night, he related to Baropani about the great virtues of the son in. law and the daughter and so
doing he fell into sleep. In his sleep he dreamt about his daughter and son-in-law.
In the dead of night the old man was roused from sleep by his wife’s screeching. The few years that the old
man lived he suffered the pangs and humiliations on account of Baropani till one day he left the world forever.
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Manmatha tapped on the door several times but it did not open. Then he called, “Savitri!”
From within the room came a cautious voice: “Who is that?”
“It’s me.”
The door opened. “Why are you so late?” said Savitri. “I have been half dead with fright all this time. I sat stiff
on the bed and could hardly move.”
Manmatha pulled off his vest and said: “How could I come earlier when I had two private tuitions in hand.
Could you fan me for a while?”
With his chest bare and his dhoti pulled up to the knee, Manmatha enjoyed the breeze from the hand-fan for
five minutes. But Savitri did not tell him anything then. She told him much later, while coming to bed, about the
events of the day.
About mid-afternoon, a taxicab had honked right at the mouth of the alley. A minute later a pair of creaking
shoes had stopped before their door. and then a tap at the door. Alone in new lodgings and without any
acquaintances there, Savitri had become stiff with fright. The door had been already held with a pin-bolt but she
had further fastened the cross-bolt. Fortunately, at that very moment the door of the next room had opened and a
whispering voice had said: “Not there, but here. Have you become completely blind?”
The man of the creaking shoes had said: “Is that so? Sorry, I made a mistake are you ready?”
“Quite ready.”
“Then steady—go!”
The creaking shoes had faded away, followed by a tap-tap sound, probably from high-heeled shoes. A moment
later had come the sound of the taxi moving away from the alley-mouth.
Manmatha listened to the end and then said, “You are feeling uneasy over everything because it’s a new place.
When you come to know the people a little you won’t be so afraid.”
Savitri had not liked their new home or the alley itself from the very first. Of course, she had pressed
Manmatha to set up a separate home: but did it have to be like this? In her father’s palace of Behala, a Calcutta
suburb, there was at least a touch of Mother Earth and they had a roof with an umbrella of coconut palms
overhead. But in this narrow alley of Ahiritola (a crowded quarter of Calcutta) all they had was pitch and stone.
In this tenement house, one hardly felt the passage of time. The day was like a girl with a stunted body. After a
sleepless night of dank heat, the gaslight in the alley closed its tired eyes and with it man, too. But only for a few
minutes. And then the main street awakens to noise. The first tramcar clangs its way with a load of early bathers
to the Ganga. The water drops into the storage tank from the household tap with a low gurgling sound.
And everything runs to act time here. Family bosses are going to market: so it must be half-past seven. They
return home with bags full of shrimps and leafy vegetables; eight o’clock. Jostling one another at the bathing-yard
with mugs in hand and a few hurried splashes on the body; half-past eight. A wolfed meal: nine o’clock. A cone of
betel, a cheap cigarette—one from the day’s ration of six—lighted from the roadside faggot-rope: it is half-past
nine and now a frantic sprint. …
And then the alley falls a-drowsing with not a sound disturbing its length except the infrequent cawing of a
crow or the tired footfall of a street vendor seeking, not so much customers as rest in the shade.
Only once in the afternoon does the alley return to life when the taxicab honks at the alley mouth. The threetap signal sounds on the next door and the sound of high heels fades in the wake of creaking shoes.
It took six days to get acquainted.
As Savitri was putting a vermilion mark on her forehead in front of the mirror placed on the window-sill, she
saw the reflection and turned round. “Please come in,” she said. “Don’t you live in the next room?”
Two hesitant feet on the door-sill Savitri took in the high heels with a swift glance.
“I would rather not enter with shoes. I’m going out now. I noticed the last two days that you are newcomers. I
didn’t have the time to make your acquaintance earlier. I find the door always shut. Today I found it open and
have come.”
“Do please come in,” Savitri said again. “You need not take off your shoes, my husband always comes in with
shoes on.”
Sitting on the bed, the woman said: “How fine! You have put everything nicely in order. Well, it’s a household
of two persons.”
“Not two,” said Savitri with a shy smile, “three.”
“O ho, so it is. I missed seeing the baby altogether. How quietly she sleeps! Who has she taken after?—her
father?”
“How could I say?” Then, becoming bolder, Savitri asked: “How many are you, Didi?”\fn{ A note reads: Didi: form
of address for elder sister.}
The woman almost collapsed with laughter. “What was that you said? Didi? I am Mallika. You may call me
827

Mallika-di, for I think I must be older than you.”
“Mallika-di,” Savitri asked, “how many are you—three or four?”
“Only one, dear,” replied Mallika. “One and nonpareil. Since we are not even a pair, how could there be a
third?”
“Oh dear, haven’t you married? Why didn’t you?”
“Was it of my sweet will? It just didn’t happen,” Mallika replied in a disinterested manner. “But I can’t stay
long, my dear. I have to go out. Time for the beckoning flute.”
“Beckoning flute?” said Savitri, a little puzzled. “Oh, you are referring to the taxi. You must be moving about
in taxis frequently?”
“Ah yes—I do. Don’t you?”
“Me?” Savitri’s eyes clouded over with a film. “Me? What an idea, Mallika-di! I came from one poor family to
another—I have been in a taxi only twice in my life, once on the occasion of my marriage and then this year—on
the way to hospital the day Minoo was born. She made a sign to indicate her daughter.
After this Savitri could not restrain her curiosity. She asked: “Who comes everyday to fetch you? That man
with creaking shoes, coat, trousers …”
“O dear, you have noticed him!” Mallika said with the ghost of a smile. “He is—well, he is a son of my
maternal aunt. He takes me every day for a little airing because I have got a bad heart.”
Next day, after finishing her meal, Savitri herself went to Mallika’s room. Mallika was in bed, reading a book.
“Come in, my dear. Finished your day’s work?”
Far from moving in, Savitri’s legs were rooted to the doorstep. It was a small room, but she had never seen
such beautiful appointments. On a brightly polished bedstead was spread an impeccably white bed. The
pillowcases were embroidered. A dressing mirror, a teapoy, a gramophone. A large variety of glass and china
playthings in the almirah.
“These?” Savitri asked.
“Dolls,” said Mallika. “I play with them, don’t you know? Have I become too old to play with dolls?” she
asked playfully.
Savitri seated herself very carefully on a corner of the bed. “My clothes are soiled and I am afraid …” Then
pointing at the book in Mallika’s hands, she asked: “What is it you’re reading?”
Mallika said, folding the book, “A novel. It’s the story I saw yesterday at the cinema. Very moving. To tell you
the truth dear, at two places tears came into my eyes.”
“Oh, you had been to a cinema yesterday?”
“Had to go, but not of my free will. I had a headache throughout the afternoon but he wouldn’t listen.”
“Who didn’t, Didi?”
“No, no, not Didi? Call me Mallika-di. It was my cousin—my paternal uncle’s son.”
“Your uncle’s son, Mallika-di? Younger than you?”
Computing his age on her fingers, Mallika said, “Much younger. By two years, maybe. Why, haven’t you seen
him? That’s him who comes with a car every afternoon. Well, he is in the cinema business. A director.”
Savitri did not tell Manmatha immediately, but long afterward, at night, while cooling his platter of steaming
rice with a hand-fan.
“What kind of a house have you brought me to without making inquiries?”
Manmatha stopped eating and looked at his wife with inquiring eyes. Savitri whispered: “Didn’t I tell you the
other day? Our neighbor—she’s a bad woman. How I can put up here? You are out for the whole day and you
don’t see what happens.”
After a pause she added, “The other day she had said it was her maternal aunt’s son. Today he has become her
paternal uncle’s. Although I am uneducated, I can guess the sort of relationship when cousins change sides
overnight.”
Manmatha resumed eating. “Don’t worry about them,” he said. “It’s all right if you keep right. I know you well
enough to be sure that nothing evil can come near you.”
The knowledge that her husband had implicit confidence in her incorruptibility filled Savitri’s heart with pride.
*
In the morning, as Manmatha was about to start for his office, Savitri said: “You must find another place right
today.”
“All right,” he replied.
It was eight at night before Manmatha returned. Opening the door to him, Savitri asked: “Have you found it?”
“What?”
“Another place.”
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Manmatha doffed his shirt, hung it on a hook but did not reply.
Setting his meal before him Savitri said, “If you don’t look for a new house tomorrow, I tell you I shall create a
scene.”
Manmatha retorted in annoyance: “Is it so easy to get hold of a house?”
“Bah! Won’t you look for one for that reason?”
Sucking in a mouthful of lentil pottage out of a bowl, Manmatha said: “Of course I will. But will such haste be
of any use?”
Savitri threw the ladle with force on the floor and bitterly complained: “You should have made inquiries before
bringing me into a brothel.”
Manmatha stopped eating. He said: “Have I brought you to a brothel?”
Savitri’s eyes were still flaming. “What else is she but a prostitute?” she said in a choked voice. “She paints
herself all day long like a harlot. There is no mistaking what kind of a woman she is. If you don’t make
arrangements, I will make mine. I shall go to my father’s house right tomorrow.”
Pouring water on his platter to signify his resolve not to finish his meal, Manmatha said angrily, “All right, go.
As if I did not know how comfortable you weould be thee. You father is dead and your mother is completely
under the thumb of your brother and his wife. Didn’t you have to slave all day and do all the housework there?
From changing the diapers of your brother’s son to doing the family washing? Didn’t you have to cook the meals
and pocket insults daily? They don’t even have two sleeping rooms. When I used to visit there on Saturdays, they
used to give us the attic above the stairs and your old mother had to lie out in the cold and have a racking cough
all night. Didn’t you then implore me in tears to set up house for ourselves? Didn’t you say you would be happy
to live with me even under a tree? And now you talk in another vein. Have you picked up all this from your visits
to the theater?”
Savfitri was taking out a mat to sleep upon the floor. Manmatha asked: “Won’t you eat?”
Savitri lay flat on her stomach and dug her head into a pillow. In a voice broken with suppressed tears, she
said, “Today you’ve gone to the length of taunting me about my father’s place. I won’t touch anything, not even
water.”
“Won’t touch any food, is it?”
“No.”
“Very good.” Manmatha took a pillow and went out to sleep on the open terrace outside.
Next morning, as he woke, he felt heavy in the body. Consulting the mirror inside the room, he found his eyes
red. Savitri had in the meantime bathed. She placed a cup of tea before him and was about to go when Manmatha
called her.
With her wet unbraided hair cascading over her shoulders, her forehead looked pale and mellow like the early
morning sky. Her eyes were soft and tired with nightlong weeping. Manmatha stared at her but could not bring
himself to speak. Savitri stared down at the ground. After a long time Manmatha called, “Savitri!”
Savitri raised her eyes. Her eyelids fluttered and became a little wet, her lips trembled. Manmatha rose, faced
Savitri and placed one hand on her shoulder. Savitri wanted to move away, to push away his hand, but cold not.
On the contrary she moved nearer and downed her weeping face on his breast.
Next minute she raised her shining face. “What, your body is hot!”
Manmatha just smiled.
Savitri said, “And you slept out last night in a fit of anger! You aren’t going to office today.”
“It’s nothing,” Manmatha said. “I must go to office. You were made after a new house, so I haven’t told you
yet. Our office staff is being reduced; everyone lives in fear. Absence may cause trouble.”
Savitri stepped back as if she had received an electric shock. In an apprehensive voice she asked, “Will you,
too, lose your job?”
“That’s quite possible. Our business depends on imports and exports and imports are not coming regularly
now. Exports to Pakistan have ceased.”
After a short silence, Manmatha resumed: “Do bear up for a little while. Let there be something final about my
job. Let’s not invite new worries over a change of diggings in the meantime.” In a lower, more confidential, key
he continued: “We may be poor but we are pure of heart. Let’s not lower ourselves by doubting each other. You
know me and I know the stuff that you are made of. Everything will come right so long as we value each other.”
Manmatha had gone for the morning shopping when Mallika stood at the door. Smilingly she asked: “So
husband and wife had a tiff last night!”
Savitri said, rather ashamed, “Why, no.”
“O ho—now we are denying it.”
“But how did you know?”
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“Ain’t I a clairvoyant? Well, I looked into the magic glass in my room. No, dear, not that, but I eavesdropped. I
listened through the hole in your door.”
Savitri was still unconvinced. So Mallika finally said, “Last night I saw your husband sleeping out. That’s how.
I went to the last show at the theater and came back late at night. Don’t you see my eyes are a little heavy? That’s
because I didn’t sleep well.” After a little pause she said, “Last night you too didn’t have any sleep. If a thief
came, he would have been in trouble,” Mallika commented with a laugh.
But Savitri did not laugh. And to cover her embarrassment Mallika had to laugh harder.
*
You can’t cut your neighbors however much you may want to. You have to return one civil smile for another.
And specially when, a few days later, Mallika brought a gift of a big bowl of fowl curry, she couldn’t well refuse
it. She had to return the compliment with another bowl of carp’s head cooked in cabbage, bought from a good
hotel. Manmatha was furious over the matter of expense, but only for a few minutes. Mallika was duly
appreciative of the excellent cooking.
A few days later Mallika was very busy at noon rearranging her room. The walls were cleared of cobwebs and
dirt, the floor was cleaned with buckets and buckets of water. The bed was removed to a corner. The mirror was
carefully polished. The vases were filled with fresh flowers and over the carpet was placed a snow-white
bedspread.
Herself she had soaped profusely at the bathing-yard. Savitri met her on the verandah, after having watched
her at her toils.
“Why all this to-do, Mallika-di?”
Mallika smiled mysteriously. “Don’t you know? They will be coming to approve me as a bride. As I have no
one to take care of me, I am doing it for myself.”
“You are joking,” said Savitri.
“Why, don’t I qualify for a bride? Have I grown too old to marry, my dear? Look, how firm and white my skin
is.” Mallika extended her hands forward.
Embarrassed, Savitri protested, “Certainly not. But please tell me seriously, Mallika-di, who is coming today?”
“A few friends. I have asked them. They will be coming presently.”
Now Mallika sat before the mirror and set about her elaborate toilet. Her shampooed hair she puffed out with
expert fingers. With a little rouge, powder and cream she mixed a charming make-up for her face; her brows she
painted with a pencil. And Savitri was fascinated when she showed her even pearl-white teeth in a dazzling smile.
A little later Savitri said, “Your friends are due any moment. I should make a move now, Mallika-di.”
“Stay on for a while,” pleaded Mallika.
There were still some things to be done in the room. Mallika began re-arranging some bric-à-brac; and Savitri,
sitting on a stool, looked with wonder while the baby sucked at her breast.
Right into the room walked the creaking shoes, not one pair but several. It was impossible to escape through
the room’s one door. Savitri was greatly embarrassed as she arranged her clothes. She felt herself exposed to
foreign glances.
But somehow she managed to do it. And, then, with the baby in her arms, she tried to hurry out through the
door when she discovered Sasanka, Mallika’s persistent cousin, right on the door-sill.
Sasanka had very heavily perfumed himself. It nauseated Savitri. He stepped aside a little and Savitri, rushing
out through the gap, had an uneasy feeling of having been touched by unclean, bejeweled fingers.
Even in the sanctuary of her own room, Savitri could not forget the way Sasanka had looked at her. How
sensual, how greedy it was—like the craving of a starved cat to lick a bowl of milk or a fish-bone. Her whole
body shivered with disgust.
It was a Saturday and Manmatha returned home earlier than usual. No sooner had he stepped into the room
than he almost shouted, “What is on in that room?”
“Can’t you talk lower?” said Savitri. “Music. Mallika-di is singing. Many visitors have come.”
Manmatha’s face was distorted with loathing. He closed the door and the window with a bang. “For shame—
for shame,” he hissed. “It’s too much, I say.”
Listening for a while, Savitri said, “Don’t I hear ankle-bells, too?”
Manmatha was then considering whether to close the two ventilators also. “Don’t listen,” he ordered.
The music went on intermittently. One song following another. At each pause Savitri thought the entertainment
would end. But no, after each song there would be a burst of hand-clapping and applause, and the harmonium
would break forth into a new tune.
“How scandalous!” declared Manmatha. “So this is your Mallika-di’s profession! Now it’s quite clear. For
shame! How ignoble can a human being become for a bellyful of food!”
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His face lit up: “But we have this pride, Savitri, that even if we die of starvation, we won’t debase the inner
man. I will speak to the landlord tomorrow. Some steps must be taken.”
Savitri had thought that Mallika wouldn’t be able to face her the next day. But surprisingly enough, it was
Mallika who accosted her as they met at the bathing-yard.
She was so shameless as to ask: “How did you like my songs last night?”
Savitri did not reply.
Mallika went on: “What a strain it was last night! They wouldn’t let me stop. As soon as I finished one song,
they asked for another.”
Savitri asked obliquely: “Did your guests approve you as a bride?”
Mallika broke into loud laughter: “My God, you still hold on to that joke? They didn’t come to inspect me. We
had a rehearsal of an opera which we are going to stage soon. The show will be on the coming fullmoon\fn{ So the
text.} night. Do you know, a theater hall has also been engaged?”
Savitri silently went on with her washing. Mallikia suddenly came so near as almost to touch her and
whispered in Savitri’s ear: “Please be a little careful, dear. Yesterday Sasanka saw you clearly at close quarters. I
must admit he has been completely bowled over. They have a small part of a mother in the film they are now
shooting. You were feeding your baby at that time—they want a scene just like that.”
Probably Mallika would have said more in her mood of confidence, but just at that moment Savitri stamped
out of the yard. As she went she looked back and said, “Isn’t it better to die, Mallika-di?”
*
On Sunday Manmatha felt too lazy to carry out his threat and visit the landlord. He was due to go on Monday
on his way back from office, but he came directly home at three in the afternoon and went straight to bed.
Savitri, who was enjoying her siesta, sat up hurriedly. She asked: “How did you manage to come home so
early? Since you have come, you must take me to a cinema.”
Manmatha gave her a hard stare. “Yes, it needs only that to complete our bliss. You have chosen a wonderful
time for such festivities.”
Savitri approached him timidly and put her hand on his brow. Her cool damp hands felt some heat, but she
could not be sure. So she placed her cheek on his brow and said with relief, “No, you don’t have any fever.”
Manmatha edge away. In a cold, wad voice he said: “The reply is not engraved on my brow, Savitri, but in the
breast pocket of my shirt. Go and look.”
As she saw the envelope bearing the printed name of the Company, her face blanched. Without opening the
letter she asked: “What is this—retrenched?”
Manmatha replied by covering his eyes with his hands.
*
Mallika peeped in and said, “O dear you’ve already put the baby on rice? How old is she—has she cut any
teeth?”
Savitri hurriedly said: “O yes, six on each side. She has had such a bad stomach that I am thinking of putting
her off milk today.”
Mallika suppressed a smile. “Calcutta’s milk is only one-fourth water. I think it would be better than rice which
is full of stone.”
Savitri noted the manner in which Mallika suppressed a smile, felt irritated and cursed her under her breath:
“Bawdy bitch.”
In the evening, Manmatha was drafting an application for a job and was smiling to himself. Savitri seated
herself beside him and asked in a low voice: “I see you are smiling. Have you received any hope?”
“No,” replied Manmatha. “I am thinking of how I made a fool of the Superintendent of Alfred Jackson &
Company today.”
Seeing that Savitri was curious, Manmatha went on: “Well, when the fellow looked at my unshaven face and
bare feet he almost refused to speak to me. Then he said, ‘There’s no vacancy for an office boy, try elsewhere.’
Instantly a plan flashed in my brain. I said, ‘I am not after an office boy’s job, sir, but a clerical job. I have seven
years’ experience at Simpson & Joseph’s.’ He looked me up and down—the damned fellow’s eyes were like a pair
of brushes—and gulped, ‘You!’ I said, ‘I come from a respectable family, sir, and I am an undergraduate. … My
father’s brother is dead, so I am in mourning.’
“At once the fellow’s face registered a different expression. He said ‘Come with an application after the
mourning period is over and let me see what I can do for you with the junior director.’” Manmatha broke into loud
laughter.
“See him with an application, then,” Savitri said.
“Well, there’s the rub. I could take the application right tomorrow. I could, of course, get my beard shaved for
831

two annas and say that the funeral rites are over. The problem is how to cover my feet.”
Without a word Savitri took off her wedding ring and placed it in Manmatha’s hand. Before Manmatha could
speak, she said: “You must buy yourself a pair of shoes tomorrow.”
*
Savitri tried to avoid Mallika and not to be intimate with her but Mallika would not let her alone. Whenever
she found Manmatha was out, she would come into Savitri’s room. She would embarrass Savitri with a series of
searching questions.
“What, you haven’t put even a bodice on, Savitri?”
Confused, Savitri tried to gather her sari over her bare body and excuse herself: “You see, it’s so hot today.”
“Hot? You make me laugh, dear. It has been raining throughout the last four days, there’s a cold wind, we have
to cover ourselves at night with sheets and yet you go on feeling hot? You amaze me, my dear. This must be the
heat of youth.”
Savitri felt her anger rise. She would have liked to strangle Mallika and tear her to pieces. Butnothing could be
done; no one could be told anything about this suffering. This privation that was twin brother to starvation had to
be kept concealed like a secret ulcer. But how long could she hide it?
“I’ll be going out today,” Mallika confided. “I came to ask you to keep an eye on my room.”
Savitri did not ask where she would be going, but Mallika volunteered the information.
“Going to the races, dear. Sasanka and his friends are very insistent. I don’t know if I can stand the strain of a
whole day’s outing.”
She took a long breath and continued: “However, Sasanka is really a clever chap. He’d make you a winner all
right. five hundred chips for five. Don’t you know of that magic trick?—you hold a handful of dirt and it becomes
gold? It’s like that.”
“Five hundred for five, Mallika-di?”
“Well, in a manner of speaking. But if it happens to be the right type of horse, it’s not impossible. And if you
chance to click on the daily double, then it’s even bigger—you become rich overnight.”
Savitri’s eyes were like stars. Mallika asked, “Why do you look amazed?”
She replied in a parched voice, “No reason at all.”
But no sooner had Mallika gone out than Savitri delved into the pot which stored the rice and brought out a
small tin and, out of the tin a small bundle which, when untied, released a number of copper coins—a total of
twenty-one pieces. She had kept it apart as a votive offering to the deity in the event of Manmatha landing a job.
Mahllika had not yet finished dressing when Savitri stood before her. Mallika was then powdering the more
visible parts of her body. Looking round, she asked, “What is it, my dear?”
For a long time Savitri found she could not speak. Then, setting aside her diffidence, she said in a low voice:
“Can one bet with small amounts, Mallika-di?”
Mallika’s face was suffused with laughter. “How small my dear?” she asked.
“Well, let’s say five and a quarter annas?”\fn{A note reads: An anna is worth about 1.25 cents in American currency and
slightly above a penny in English currency. (This anthology was published in 1957.)}
“Why five and a quarter—five annas will do. I know many bookies; will you bet?”
With hesitant, trembling fingers Savitri placed 20 pice\fn{A note reads: A pice is a quarter of an anna.} coins
in Mallika’s hand.
“Which horese?” Mallika asked.
Said Savitri, “I don’t understand anything about it. Please do what you think best, Mallika-di.”
Those five annas, however, came back with interest. “Your luck is good,” said Mallika. “We betted wildly and
lost everything but the horse we put your money on won the event. But the payment was not good, it was a
favorite, don’t you know.\fn{Or: “But the payment was not good, it was a favorite, you see.”} Five annas fetched only eight.”
“That’s good enough for me,” said Savitri as she tied her prize to the hem of her sari.
Manmatha was astonished to find himself served with savories along with his usually bare tea. “Where did you
get the money for this?”
Savitri smiled mysteriously.
Disappointed again and again in his effort to land a job, Manmatha had become sour and irritable. Savitri’s
silence enraged him and in a huff, he taunted her, “So this is your earning?”
Even the insinuation\fn{That she was engaging in prostitution .} could not wipe off her smile—“If I say yes, what
then?” she asked.
“I shouldn’t be surprised,” Manmatha retorted rudely, “Specially when thee is a blooming model of virtue next
door.”
Savitri was broken-hearted at Manmatha’s remarks. She told him everything.
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Manmatha’s face darkened. Gravely he said, “In one sense this is an evil earning. It’s a great shame. Don’t I
tell you, Savitri, that we should keep off these things? I would rather starve than live on such earnings.”
*
Late that autumn Savitri went to stay with her parents. She did so unwillingly, and at Manmatha’s insistence.
She had pleaded that she did not mind hardships. Besides, who would be there to care for him?
Manmatha replied, “Don’t worry about me. In your present condition you wouldn’t be able to stand the strain
of hard work. Besides you don’t get even two square meals here. It might lead to some mishap. And then, it will
be only for a short while. The child is due after five-and-a-half months, isn’t it?”
But right on the twenty-fifty day she came back, pale and as thin as a scarecrow. Her Adam’s apple had
become prominent and her abdomen seemed to press against her spine.
Mallika said, “I was hoping you would return with a baby in your arms. But what is it I see, my dear?”
“It’s been a blessing in disguise. A new baby would have been an enemy,” said Savitri. “what would we have
fed him on?”
“What happened darling?”
“Nothing special. I was not feeling good when I went. Had slight fever every day. then one day I swooned at
the bathing yard, and …”
“You might have stayed on till you recouped your health a little.”
Savitri was silent.
*
For some time past Manmatha had been constantly out, professedly on business. Before she went, Savitri had
been told that Manmatha was working on commission for a friend who had a printing press. They had scraped
together everything they had to raise the price of a monthly tramcar ticket.
One day, seeing Manmatha lying quietly after his midday meal, Savitri asked, “Well, sir, aren’t you going to
work today?”
Manmatha yawned, “All bunkum. Only running around here and there, a mere wearing out of the body.”
“Couldn’t you place orders for your friend’s press?”
“Well, I did,” Manmatha pointed to a heap of letter-heads stocked under the bedstead. “Didn’t you see those?
Chuckerbarty & Dutt—Order Suppliers?”
“which company is that?”
“I am the company. I added the ‘Dutt’ because a single name sounds too bare. Sell off these for waste paper
tomorrow.”
Another proposition for a job fell through after it had advanced a good deal. It was as a trade representative for
a business firm. The salary was one hundred rupees per month, daily allowance and 2 per cent commission on
sales. Manmatha had even paid a little money to secure favorable consideration. He went for an interview on the
appointed date. On his return Savitri anxiously asked, “Successful?”
“No,” said Manmatha. “Swindlers—the bally lot of them—wanted a security deposit of five hundred rupees.
Well, would I have made off with your goods? Couldn’t you trust me to this small extent?”
Manmatha grew excited as if it were Savitri who had asked for the security deposit or had not trusted him.
“Did they take in another man?”
“Yes, that’s what I am coming to. The lucky candidate is known to me—Prabbas Ganguly, who married the
other day for a cash dowry of six thousand rupees. So he promptly coughed out the five hundred.”
Savitri hung her head in self-abasement, although there was no earthly reason for it. Her father had give her in
marriage without any dowry or even a trousseau. Did Manmatha regret his rash nobility now, after one child had
arrived and another had been lost on the way?
*
You can hide the cake in your mouth, but how can you hide the tell-tale swollen cheeks? And Mallika had so
surprised here that there was no chance of concealment.
“So early at your meal?” asked Mallika.
Savitri had just sat down to a meager plate of rice and boiled leaves. On other days she had pretended that she
had finished her meal or that her husband had been too busy to do the morning shopping or that she had no
appetite. But today she was caught red-handed.
Mallika went back to her room and returned with a small bowl of fish curry. “Will you just sample it, my dear,
I am not certain I added the salt to it.”
The pretence was very transparent and had it been former days, Savitri might have refused to accept it. But it
was different today. Savitri’s eyes became moist. What mistakes men make! How they repel others for little or no
reason! Why did Savitri have a settled dislike for the girl in the next room? Was it because she had tried to
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conceal her real character from her? Suddenly Savitri realized that she on her part had concealed many things
from Mallika. Mallika had wanted to keep secret her burden of shame and Savitri her burden of want. After a long
time Savitri felt for the first time that both of them were equally poised on the brink of disaster.
A flood of salt tears well out of her eyes.
That day Savitri embarked upon an act of great daring.
*
The sun was not very warm but Savitri felt her eyes smarting and her ears hot. Her sari hampered her, for she
was unused to walking. The straps of her borrowed sandals dug into her skin.
As she had never come out alone, she was afraid she might miss the way. But Mallika had carefully instructed
her and it did not prove difficult.
The clock indicated it was about a quarter of an hour before the movie show would begin. She plumped down
upon a couch and wiped her perspiring face on a scented handkerchief loaned by Mallika.
Today she had concealed nothing from Mallika. Manmatha was out of a job. They did not know how to make
both ends meet in spite of frequent fasts. She set aside her pride and sense of prestige and begged Mallika to
provide her with some work. “I do not care for myself,” she had sobbed. “But I can’t sit idle and see my baby
dying of starvation.”
“What work can you do?”
What work—she had pondered. She had not read much nor did she know sewing. So she could not be a teacher
or a tailor. She was not even smart enough to be a telephone girl. She conquered her reluctance with great courage
and proposed: “Well, could I have the job you had mentioned the other day? That small movie job—a mother’s
part. Would you please speak to Sasanka Babu\fn{A note reads: Bengali equivalent for Mr.} about it?”
Mallika sat silent for a long time. She bit a piece of thread and pondered. At last she said: “It may come off if I
tell him; there is an easier way, however. But would you agree to it, my dear?”
“Agree?” her feeble laughter had become heavy with tears. “Beggars can’t be choosers. I am afraid of nothing
now, Mallika-di. Tell me.”
Mallika told her. Savitri, who had shown much eagerness, was silent for a time. Mallika emphasized: “I am not
advising you to do anything wrong. All you have to do is to sit beside him. A ticket is already booked in my name.
I am convinced that it will be ten times more effective than if I tell him. It is the best policy to move\fn{ I.e., to act.}
for yourself, my dear.”
There was a hypnotic quality about Mallika’s firm voice and steady eyes. Savitri was stirred to her depths. As
if from the bottom of a well, a flat voice came through: “Very well, I agree, Mallika-di. Give me the ticket.”
And so she had come to the movie. Manmatha was out and she did not even wait for his permission.
With the switching off of the lights Sansanka came in and sat beside her. Savitri’s body shivered and she
huddled on her seat. It was Sasanka who exclaimed in amazement: “You!”
“Mallika-di is indisposed and couldn’t come. The ticket was going a-begging, so she
In the darkened hall, shadowy figures were already moving on the screen and talking. In the auditorium, there
was now a burst of loud laughter and now pin-drop silence. Savitri had neither eyes nor ears for these. Her throat
was parched, her body was numb and her eyes felt dry and burning. She was afraid that a hairy arm would paw at
her under cover of darkness or the hand of covetous desire grasp her by the waist. Every time Sasanka stirred, she
fidgeted and moved aside I fear. Times without number, she placed her hand on the arm of the next chair and
withdrew it. Once she heard a rustle and thought Sasanka’s left hand was straying in search of something. With a
supreme effort, Savitri stiffened her body and made her mind ready to face what she thought was coming. And
then there was a spurt of light. Looking sideways, Savitri saw him light a cigarette. He had been fishing for a box
of matches in his left pocket.
Savitri took out her handkerchief and wiped the sweat from her brow.
As the lights went up at the interval,\fn{ The intermission.} Sasanka went out and returned with two ice-creams.
Handing one to Savitri, he asked, “Are you liking the show?”
What she mumbled with a nod in reply she herself did not hear.
“Can you follow the story? Shall I buy you a program?”
“No,” said Savitri.
“What illness is Mallika suffering from?”
Haltingly Savitri improvised, “Nothing very much. Well—a little headache.”
The lights went off again. Again that ash-gray pall of thin darkness, the ceaseless progress of talking shadows
and again that breath-choking fear, that clammy uneasiness. Savitri did not, nor did she want to, understand
anything. She alternately placed her hands on the chair-arm and withdrew it, moved toward and away from her
neighbor. Time and again she heard the pounding of her own heart afraid of the contact of rude hands.
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As the lights went up for the last time, the spectators started streaming out. Savitri mechanically followed
Sasanka but it took more than five minutes to come out.
“Will you have some refreshments?” Sasanka asked.
Savitri wanted to say no, but could not get out a word, for she had lost her power of speech. They sat in a
small, curtained-off cubicle. “What will you have?” said Sasanka.
In a diffident, dry voice Savitri managed to say, “A glass of water, please.”
“You can’t have only water,” Sasanka said and ordered some eatables.
So long as they were in the theater Savitri had her eyes upon Sasanka’s hands. Now her eyes were riveted upon
his feet under the table. Those creaking shoes. Savitri shivered and withdrew her own feet under her chair. Yet she
could imagine the stealthy advance of a pair of feet pressing down upon the sore spot where the thongs of her
sandals had cut into the delicate skin.
Sasanka asked: “You don’t look like a regular movie-goer.”
At last Savitri clicked into sense. She suddenly remembered the business for which she had taken so much
trouble.
“No,” she said. “You see them quite often, don’t you?”
“Me? I have to. You must be knowing that I am in the movie business?”
Time was running out. Sasanka was slowly sipping his tea. Presently the waiter would come with the bill. Now
was the time to say whatever had to be said.
Still she could not say it straight. She started with petty questions about studio work—how they shot scenes
and synchronized sounds etc. etc. then she wanted to know about the pictures he was shooting.
“Only one,” said Sasanka,” and that, too, is making little progress. It is a bad market now. Everybody is afraid
because of heavy losses.”
The hope that Sasanka might himself offer her the job was fast receding. The waiter had gone to fetch change
for the five-rupee note Sasanka had paid against the bill. The last moment had arrived.
In desperate urgency Savitri said: “Mallika-di had told me you have a role vacant—yes, vacant—in your
picture and were looking for a suitable artiste.”
Sasanka’s brows contracted above a pair of gay eyes. “Mallika told you? When?”
“Some time back.” Savitri was no longer afraid now that she had taken the plunge. With bent head she went
on: “We are in great want, Sasanka Babu. So I thought I might—might …”
Sasanka tapped a cigarette hard on his match-box a number of times. He said, “You ae too late, madam. When
I told Mallika, we were in search of an artiste who could act a mother’s part in a natural manner. We have
somehow managed that. The picture has been finished and is awaiting release.”
Savitri’s face was drained of all color. Yet with the desperation of a last gamble she asked, “Haven’t you any
vacancy for any part in your new picture?”
“Yes. But not a mother’s role. We are looking for a heroine.
“But”—Sasanka examined her from head to foot—“excuse me, madam, I don’t think you will do for that role.”
Savitri could see a clear reflection of herself in Sasanka’s eyes. Her face flushed red with sudden shame and
then was drained white like parchment. A brow widened by receding hair, a pair of sunken eyes within black
rings, high cheekbones And a prominent Adam’s apple, thin hands with protruding veins, two raised nipples on
flat shapeless breasts—without saying a word Sasanka had rubbed it home that a heroine does not look like that.
“I am very sorry I can’t do anything at present,” said Sasanka. “But I shall keep you in mind and shall let you
know if thee is any opening in the next picture.”
*
Sasanka was good enough to offer to see her home but Savitri did not accept the offer. As she hurried home the
clock in the store gave her a fright. Evening had come; baby must have awakened and started crying. Manmatha
must have returned and discovered her absence. Surely he would be black with rage. There would be no escape
today. Savitri saw in her imagination Manmatha pacing the room with clenched fists and compressed lips. What
would he do on seeing her? Shut the door on her face? Throw her out on the street? Or start a row, a scandal for
her offence of stepping out without his permission?
When she went out impulsively she had not even remotely thought of these possibilities. How insensible
women become when ruin inexorably approaches them!
The door was ajar. Manmatha, lying flat on his back, had the baby on his chest and was trying to lull it to
sleep. Savitri changed her clothes with her face against the wall.
“The show over?”
Savitri did not know what to say in reply.
Manmatha said with a smile: “Well, I know. I found on returning that your Mallika-di was plying the baby with
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crackers and toffee to keep her quiet. Heard about it from her.”
Manmatha’s face was very serene, his voice was absolutely without heat. Savitri jabbed at the floor with her
tone-nails. Rather than such a heartless joke, she would have preferred a straight rebuke or even violent fingers at
her throat.
Manmatha said reassuringly: “Good, good. It’s very good that you are trying to make our own way instead of
sitting in a corner like a decrepit old woman.” Then , lowering his voice, he asked: “How did you get on? Did
Sasanka offer anything?”
“What should he offer?”
“Take, for instance, a job. They have so many contacts, they may find a job for you. but didn’t you ask for it?”
“No.”
On a sudden Manmatha sat straight up on the bed. He asked in a hard voice: “Then why did you go? How can
a man understand what you want unless you explain it to him?”
“I am not in the habit of spinning out words.”
Manmatha seemed to lose his temper. “—‘Not in the habit’? Priggish puss! You are not a puling baby. Don’t
you even know what is good for you?”
Keeping her voice calm, Savitri asked, “What?”
Without replying to the question, Manmatha inquired: “Sasanka did not offer to escort you home, did he?”
“Yes, he did, but I didn’t accept it.”
“Y-e-s—h-e—d-i-d—but I d-i-d—n-o-t accept it,” Manmatha mimicked her words with heavy sarcasm. “Why
not?”
“Wouldn’t it have injured your dignity if I did?”
“Does your dignity feed you?” Manmatha shouted. “How would it have injured you if Sasanka had escorted
you home in a car?”
Manmatha continued: “They are gay people and like a little merriment. They come in useful if they are
pleased. You have spoiled everything by your prudery.”
With an impulsive gesture Savitri put her hand on his mouth and sobbed: “Please stop, will you?”
Then without waiting, she reeled unsteadily into the next room and threw herself face down on Mallika’s bed.
Mallika quickly seated herself beside her: “What has happened Savitri? Why are you so moved?”
The answer was inaudible. Savitri’s voice had broken in her desperate effort to suppress her sobs. Gently
stroking her back, Mallika said, “Tell me all that has happened, my dear. Has Manmatha Babu taken you to task
for going to the movie without his permission?”
Not even that, Savitri again indicated by a shake of her head.
“What is it, then?”
There was no reply. Savaitri was indulging in an orgy of weeping. How could she explain where it hurt? All
these days she had believed that her body had value for Sasanka, if for no one else, while her purity had value for
Manmatha. She could never tell anyone—far less Mallika—how both the illusions had been shattered in a single
day.
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9
Khaja had studied in a madrasa for some time and then gone to school, but he had soon dropped out. The study
table could not hold his attention long. He was more interested in sports. He had an excellent physique, standing
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six feet tall with a broad chest and rippling muscles. He possessed a wonderful figure and an immense courage
that he valued above everything else.
That is why Khaja had named his first-born Asad, tiger, whom Khaleda affectionately called Asu. When he
was four years old Asad asked one day:
“Amma, why do you call me asu?”
“Why?” Khaleda caressed his back and kissed his cheeks. “You are actually Asad, but to me you are only
Asu.”
“Phupu said,” Asad looked his mother in the eye, “that asu means teardrops. Does it?”
Khaleda looked at Asad. Her lips trembled. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she hugged Asad and said,
“You are right, my son. You are my asu, my teardrops.”
“Why?” Asad asked. “Do I hurt you so much?”
Khaleda watched him and wondered what this child was getting at. She covered his mouth with her hand and
said, “What’re you saying, bajaan? Aren’t I your mother? How can you hurt me?”
“Am I your tear drops?”
“Oh! Is that what you want to know?” Khaleda’s face brightened in a pleasing smile. “Don’t people cry when
they’re happy?”
“Really?”
“People cry both when they are happy and when they are sad.” Khaleda kissed him again and said, “You are
the asu of my happiness.”
Asad looked at his mother.
“Asu of happiness?” After a moment of silence he asked again, “Do people really cry when they are happy?”
He watched his mother’s expression. She was smiling yet she seemed profoundly sad.
Khaleda could not find any words to explain what she meant to her son. She seemed to be trapped by her son’s
questions.
Meanwhile Rasheda, her eldest brother-in-law’s wife, came in and rescued her.
“O dear,” she said to Khaleda. “Aren’t you ready yet? It’s getting late … they have sent a boat. The bridegroom will arrive any moment. Hurry up.”
Khaleda had almost forgotten that everyone in the household was invited to the wedding of Khaja’s maternal
cousin. Khaja’s maternal uncles lived in the next village. They were very rich, with a vast amount of landed
property. Money came like the tide from several sources. The only daughter of Khaja’s eldest maternal uncle was
getting married. He had sent a boat for them.
Khaleda felt better if she could avoid people, avoid their questions about Khaja. Their commiseration hurt her,
made her feel miserable. But when she was alone, her own thoughts attacked like hornets and wounded her. She
was in such a dilemma!
But at that moment she felt as if she were being rescued. She always tried hard to hide herself from Asad, her
asu. She felt as if she were escaping from his questions.
“I nearly forgot, Bubu! It won’t take long. I’ll come in a moment!”
“Where are you going, Ma?” Asad asked.
“O dear, don’t you know? Your Ranga Phupu of Maulvi Bari is getting married today!”
“Aren’t you taking me with you, Ma?”
“Of course I am. You’re invited too.” She smiled and said, “Do I go anywhere without you?” Her face
reflected a mixture of joy and sorrow.
The wedding was grand. Several goats and cows were slaughtered for the feast to which people from the
surrounding villages had been invited. Curd, chira and banana were served to the Hindu guests for whom arrangements had been made in a neighbor’s front yard. The entire house was crowded with all kinds of people, men and
women and girls and boys of all ages.
Seated beside the bride, Khaleda remembered the night she too had been dressed as a bride and had married
Khaja. Khaja’s parents had longed to educate Khaja. They had not succeeded with their first-born Musa whom,
with much effort, they had educated up to high school. So it had been their ambition that Khaja would go to
university. Khaja’s grandfather had still been alive then and he had wanted the boy to be first sent to a madrasa so
that he would in course of time become a great alem. Khaja was later admitted to a school on his insistence. But
he had studied only until class nine. He was more interested in sports. How could one expect him to stay still for a
moment and study! By then his fame as an athlete had spread far and wide. No one could surpass him in sports,
especially in football.\fn{By which is meant soccer.} What an excellent physique he had, what great courage and skill
in sports. There was something magical about him when he played.
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But no matter how much others praised him, his parents and relatives disapproved of his interest in sports.
They felt people had spoilt their son; he could not even complete his matriculation because of his love for sports.
To keep him indoors, his parents forced him to get married.
On the day of their marriage, Khaleda had cast one shy glance at Khaja before quickly lowering her vision.
Khaja’s masculine beauty seemed to sparkle like fireworks from his body, face and eyes.
Her days raced in such happiness, it was as if heaven itself had come down. Khaja’s parents’ happiness knew
no bounds. They had tamed a wild elephant: their restless and reinless son, Khaja. They thought he would accept
the yoke of domesticity, assume his share of family responsibility.
But Khaja shattered their dreams. He disappeared suddenly one day, without even telling Khaleda. For days
there was no news from him. He seemed to be completely lost. Some thought that his enemies had secretly murdered him.
But who could be Khaja’s enemy? Khaleda could not believe that it was possible for a man like him to make
enemies. She could not think of any one who could be his enemy. He was ever ready to sacrifice himself for others. Were there many people like him willing to die for others? But people said many things. Maybe he had rivals
in sports who wanted to get rid of him. Unless he were dead, it was impossible to surpass him. He was a wizard.
An athlete like him could attract many supporters but also instigate enemies out of jealousy. Who knows if they
hadn’t artempted to murder him? How can such men, so vibrant, disappear so suddenly for six months? The
police searched for a long time for him but could not find him anywhere. No one knew where he had disappeared.
There was no reason to believe that he was still alive, otherwise he would be found. Khaja was not an unknown
face.
Though Khaleda was a model of patience, at times she broke down completely. Yet sometimes a sea of hope
swelled up like a rising tide and a gush of emotion suffused her with the feeling that he was still alive. Sometimes
her thoughts were like a mirror reflecting a clear vision of Khaja. Khaja was a great player—of sports and of life.
For him life was a game. Was he playing hide and seek with life, she wondered? He had such a natural instinct for
acting!
And then, incredibly, one day Khaja came back! The shadows of evening were deepening. In the bamboo
grove at the western corner of the house and in the mango and jackfruit orchard beyond shaliks and nandanas
twittered and crows cawed. Khaleda was preparing for her evening prayers. She had just completed her ablutions
and was about to begin her prayers—the only thing in which she found peace and refuge. At that moment she saw
a man in khaki, carrying a knapsack, quietly enter the house. She almost fled in fear at the sight of the man
entering the house in the lenghthening shadows. She tried to scream but could not utter a sound.
“Wait,” the man called out loudly. “Stop. I am a dacoit. I will fire if you move a step.”
Khaleda turned around. Then she said softly:
“O dear, what a brave dacoit! You have come to rob a woman?” She gazed at him, not knowing whether to
laugh or cry. She hid her face in Khaja’s broad chest and wept for a long time. Her heart swelled with her complaints. How could one be so callous and cruel-hearted? It had been almost a year, how could Khaja have hidden
himself like this without letting anyone know where he was? How could a man make a woman suffer so much?
He should have strangled her and buried her before he left instead of inflicting this pain on her. Khaja could not
be a man; he was too cruel—he was more brutal than a dacoit, more heinous.
Khaja listened and smiled.
“You know, I could not be satisfied with football. I am a warrior by nature. You would have never allowed me
to go if I had told you. So I suddenly disappeared one day. I was trapped in the monotony of daily life. Is that any
sort of life? Tell me, don’t you like me in this uniform?”
“No, you don’t look good in a police uniform,” Khaleda said, hiding her face in Khaja’s chest.
“O dear, what are you saying?” Khaja burst out laughing. “This is not a police outfit, it is a military uniform. I
have joined the army.”
Engrossed in thought, Khaleda looked at Khaja. Her heart swelled in pride and happiness, but she said:
“Then it is worse.” Khaja looked at her quizzically.
“Why?”
“The military kills people,” said Khaleda, looking him in the eye.
“Who says the military kills people?”
“Doesn’t it?”
“The military does not kill people. It only kills the enemy,” laughed Khaja.
“Isn’t the enemy people too?” Khaleda asked.
Khaja was quietened for a moment by her questions. Then he started laughing.
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“How can the enemy be human? When a man becomes an enemy he is no longer a man. He changes into not
only my enemy, but also the enemy of my country and race. This is why the military is there to fight him. He will
kill me if I do not kill him. This is the way of the world.”
“Don’t enemies have noses, faces and eyes like you?”
“Of course they do. Why shouldn’t they?”
“Don’t they have parents, brothers and sisters, wives and family like you?”
“Certainly, they do.”
“Don’t they feel happy and sad like you?”
“Yes, they do, a hundred times.”
“Then how can you even think of killing them?”
Khaja stared at Khaleda without blinking. She went on asking strange questions. At one point he caressed her
shoulder and said:
“The enemy also thinks I am his enemy! He forgets he is a man.” He suddenly stopped and turned to another
topic. “O dear, I don’t have arguments to convince you. Am I really so scary? Very well, then, here I’m getting rid
of my military uniform.” He started to take off his clothes.
“Oh, don’t take it off;” Khaleda prevented him. “You actually look very handsome in this uniform.”
Khaleda’s baby was six months old. Khaja was enraptured by his son and was always carrying him in his arms.
He named him Asad.
“Tell me, how can you stay out in the jungle without your loving son?” Khaleda asked. “How can you be so
cruel?”
“Why not? Aren’t you there for him?” Khaja made Khaleda smile. “The home is for you, womenfolk—and the
wilderness is for men! This was destined by Allah.” He was quiet for a moment.
“Do you know the nature of a tiger?”
“No.”
“He leaves his cubs with the mother and disappears. He does not want to be confined.”
“But are you a tiger?” she asked, pressing Asad to her breasts and looking at Khaja.
“Aren’t I?” He showed her the tiger emblem on the shoulder of his uniform. “Can’t you see this?” After a
moment Khaja asked:
“Are you scared? Don’t be afraid. My son is a tiger’s cub. You do not have to worry about him.”
Khaleda was not satisfied with what Khaja said. Before her marriage, many people had advised her father not
to marry her to a ne’er-do-well like Khaja. It would only bring her bad luck. It would be simply be a disaster. His
family thought marriage would tie him down. They thought he could not go far from the post he was tethered to
and would soon settle down to the pleasures of domesticity.
But who can change the leopard’s spots? Khaja could not be tamed at all. Khaja’s holidays sped by, on wings
run by electricity. Before he left for his post, Khaja went to visit his relatives. He did not know when he would get
a break to visit them again. He had a month’s holiday before he had to go back to his post in the Hill
Tracts.\fn{Which comprise the eastern panhandle of Bangladesh and are sparsely populated .}
The country had suddenly heated up. There were border skirmishes. The temperament of the neighboring
country also seemed to be getting worse. It was hard to get any leave. But Khaja’s commander was very fond of
this intelligent and brave young man. He himself had recently got married—at a somewhat advanced: age. He
understood Khaja’s feeling. So he let him take leave. Khaja’s home was on the banks of the Surma, about seven
miles from town. His father-in-law’s home was further south, in the village of Banipur. One day Khaja said to
Khaleda:
“Come, let’s go to town.”
“What is there in the town?” asked Khaleda.
“Have you ever been to the cinema?” asked Khaja. “There is a war movie on. Let’s go watch it. We can also
get a photograph taken!”
At first Khaleda did not wish to go. When she thought of going to the town she was afraid. It was not that she
had never visited the town. Her eldest maternal uncle lived in town; he had built a house in Hasan Nagar. But
Khaleda did not feel comfortable there. Everything seemed to be abnormal and artificial. As if everyone were
acting a part.
But she agreed to go at last, mainly because she wanted to get a family photograph taken. Just like Khaja’s
sister and her husband, she also wished to frame their family photograph. But the visit to town kept being put off
Meanwhile border tensions flared up again, and one day Khaja heard an announcement on the radio that the
army had cancelled all leave. Military personnel were ordered to go back immediately and report for duty. A
milad was organized. Khaja’s relatives and in-laws were invited to join the feast before his departure.
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Leaving everyone weeping, Khaja rushed back to his post. After Khaja’s departure, Khaleda stayed at her
father’s house sometimes and sometimes at her in-laws. At the beginning letters arrived from Khaja—which gave
them some solace. But then the letters stopped. The war ended, but there was no news from Khaja.
The days were not difficult for Khaleda as her in-laws were still alive and wealthy and so were her parents.
Khaja’s parents and siblings spent their days hoping for his return. But two years passed without any news of
Khaja. Khaleda and Asad were a ray of sunshine in the overcast sky. But they also reminded them of Khaja and
made it difficult for them to bear his absence. But they were careful never to make Khaleda feel unwanted.
Sometimes Khaleda became tired of life. She felt there was no place for her in her in-laws’ home. Perhaps it
was her fate that had brought down this tragedy on the family. When she could no longer bear the situation, she
took her son to visit her parents. She felt somewhat comforted in her parental home. But even they too could not
make up for Khaja’s absence. They looked for him for two years but in vain.
The village school headmaster advised them to send letters to the military headquarters to get news of Khaja.
Khaja’s father also wrote to the army headquarters. But the letters were not answered for a long time. Then one
day a letter came with a list of the people who been killed in the war, but Khaja’s name was not there.
Everyone wondered what had happened to Khaja. Khaleda tried to comfort herself sometimes—he was
probably hiding somewhere—or maybe he was a prisoner at some unknown enemy camp.
Finally, a letter came from Daud, a friend of Khaja. Daud wrote that Khaja had been sent on a secret operation
with some of his fellow mates into enemy territory, but hadn’t returned. There had been a radio announcement
that some of the soldiers were caught in the operation, but that was all. There was no other information about
Khaja.
Khaja was then probably in a prison camp, locked up in a prisoner’s cell—this was what the relatives and
friends tried to console themselves with. He would certainly come back some day.
Whenever Khaleda was depressed, her father or her father-in-law took her to different mazars to offer prayers.
They visited the dargahs of Shah Jalal, Shah Paran, and Shah Sultan seeking blessings from the famous pirs and
fakirs. Both the families arranged for milads and for recitations of the entire Holy Qur’an so that these prayers to
Allah would keep Khaja safe and sound wherever he was. Everyone believed that if he survived, he would return
some day.
Khaleda spent hours on her prayer mat, prostrating herself in sijda, praying for hours. At times she despaired
and wondered how long she could go on waiting. Couldn’t Khaja write to her and tell her that he was alive? Was
the enemy that unkind and cruel that they did not allow him to send letters? The war had been over for quite some
time now. Most of the prisoners had returned. Then why weren’t they letting Khaja come home?
Sometimes she thought that people were hiding the truth from her. Khaja was probably lost in that eternal
darkness from where no one returned, where no letter reached or was received. Then how would she survive? She
hid herself and wept. She then tried to calm herself. There was Asad—her asu—her support in life. Why was she
so worried? What was there to be afraid about? Asad would grow up one day—a cub is a tiger after all—she
needn’t be scared of life!
At the same moment, Asad reminded her of Khaja. Khaleda could not escape being reminded of Khaja constantly.
Her mother-in-law cried day and night. Sometimes she asked her daughter-in-law:
“O bou, when will my Khaja come back?”
Khaleda stopped caring for her appearance. Her clothes were untidy, her hair unoiled and uncombed. She
seemed to be completely lost.
“Don’t you know, bou?”
“Don’t worry, Amma.” She wiped off her tears to console her and said, “Your son promised he would come
back one day. How long can he stay away, Amma?”
Khaja’s mother livened up a little bit.
“That is true, how long can my son stay away from me? I can’t understand, bou. How long—how long will
they lock up my son?”
Asu too asked the same question, causing Khaleda’s eyes to fill with tears. Khaleda’s mother-in-law could not
stand the name of the military. She grew angry when she heard the name of war.
“Why do people fight, bou, can you tell me?” sometimes she asked in a bitter tone.
Khaleda listened quietly. She tried to remember how Khaja had explained the logic of war.
“A war breaks out when one country tries to possess another, Amma.”
“Why would any country try to occupy another?” She could not agree with Khaleda. “Why should one country
be so greedy? If two families can stay side by side, why can’t two countries stay like neighbors?”
Khaleda tried to explain saying, “Neighbors too fight because they live so close to each other.”
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It then became clear to Khaja’s mother. Only two or three years ago Khaja’s family had had a tremendous
quarrel with their neighbor, the Mollas, over land. Quite a lot of people were wounded on both sides. So was that
what all battles were about: protecting or occupying one’s own possession and territory. But what was more important, a human life or wealth? People were murdered for wealth—how incredible! Was land more important
than man? If people died for the sake of and what was the point of land? A lot of questions spun around inside her
head. If there were no war, there would not be any army and her son wouldn’t have left home to enlist as a soldier.
She could not understand why people could not be happy with what they had, why people were greedy, why they
wanted to possess other people’s wealth, why they attacked each other, why wars flared up, why there were riots.
“Can’t they live in harmony without quarrelling, bou?” said Khaja’s mother. “Can’t they live together like
brothers?”
Khaleda smiled and said, “Brothers too fight for inheritance, don’t they?”
“You are right, bou,” Khaja’s mother cried in despair. Was there no other alternative for man to survive, she
asked herself. She got no answer and shed tears in silence.
Her mother’s heart could not accept that her son was dead. She continued to believe that her son would return
one day. Like his wife, Khaja’s father also believed that Khaja was imprisoned somewhere in enemy country. The
battle was over, but the relationship between the countries would take time to heal. Every now and then exchange
of prisoners took place. Maybe Khaja would return home one day also. Playing with Asad, Khaja’s father asked:
“Oadu, don’t you want to go to school?”
“No,” the boy replied.
“Why not?” he asked in surprise.
“Because people go to the army from school.”
“Who told you that,” Khaja’s father asked amused.
“Why, Ammu says it all the time. Abbu went to fight the enemy because he went to school.”
“Is the military that bad?” asked Khaja’s father sadly.
“Aren’t they? They don’t allow people to go back home,” said Asad.
Khaja’s father and mother looked at Asad. He looked so like Khaja, but, unlike Khaja, the boy wasn’t restless
and naughty.
“So you will not study then?”
“No, Amma says she will not send me to school.”
“Then you want to become a farmer, and plough the fields?” his grandfather asked somewhat amused.
“Yes,” Asad replied, puffing out his cheeks, “Ammu says Allah gave us hands to work and feet to walk.” He
looked up into his grandfather’s face.
The old man’s eyes glistened with unshed tears. He thought how one left home and joined the army, slowly
drifting apart from his family and aroused such sadness, just because as a boy one had gone to school. This is why
Khaleda was against formal education. She would not allow her son to go to school so that he would never leave
her and go elsewhere. He would employ a lot of people to look after his land and be the darling of his mother’s
eyes. That is all Khaleda wanted.
Sometimes Asad would cling to his mother affectionately and ask her about his father. Everyone had a father.
Both Gani and Moni had fathers. Gani’s father stayed at home and loved him so much. Moni’s father taught at a
school somewhere but came home now and then. Nowadays he seemed to stay at home more than before.
But why didn’t his father come home, asked Asad.
“Is Abbu angry?”
Khaleda stared at him for some time before replying and said, “Why should he be angry?”
“Then why doesn’t he come?”
“I’ve told you so many times that he went to war.”
“Don’t people return if they go to war?”
“He will come when the war is over.”
“You’ve been saying forever that Abbu was fighting in the war. Isn’t the war over yet?”
“The war will never end as long as the enemy is alive.”
“So Abbu will come when he kills all the enemies?”
“Yes, dear,” sighed Khaleda.
Asad was quiet for some time. He looked his mother in the eye and asked again. He seemed to be thinking.
“What does Abbu look like? Have you ever seen him?”
Khaleda stared at Asad, her eyes filling with tears. She did not know what to answer. She quietly wiped away
her tears. Holding Asad close to her, she exclaimed:
“Crazy little boy!”
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“Crazy?” he asked in surprise. “Am I really crazy, Ammu?” His eyes welled with tears at his mother’s remark.
His mother always spoke in this way when he asked her anything, specially when he persisted in asking her something, she stopped him by calling him crazy. Asad had a clear idea what the word meant. Once he had seen a
naked man in the street. He had just relieved himself and was rubbing his excrement all over his body running
around and scaring people. It was the first time that he had learnt what a crazy man was like. As soon as he saw
someone approaching he would bare his teeth. This is why Asad got very angry if he was called crazy. Yet his
mother called him crazy. Asking too many questions must be the nature of a crazy man. Very well, he would never
ask his mother anything. But [why] did his mother get so angry if he asked her whether she had seen Abbu?
Shouldn’t he want to know what his father looked like?
Sulking, Asad turned away from his mother and lay quietly on his side of the bed. Everyone had a father—
everyone and so Ammu said that Abbu was alive somewhere. But he had not seen him yet. How could his Abbu
stay away from him and not return from war? Perhaps Abbu did not love him. He would have returned if he did.
Was Ammu angry at Abbu? All sorts of ideas arose in the child’s mind. Sometimes he even told his mother his
ideas. When she listened to him, Khaleda did not know whether to laugh or cry.
At the height of the monsoon, when there was water all round the house, Khaleda’s father sent a boat to fetch
his daughter and grandson. Khaleda’s mother suffered greatly for her daughter. She was her first born, the family
favorite. Everyone used to say that Khaleda would be a very lucky girl. How strange was Allah’s dispensation that
her daughter was cast into a sea of sorrow. After her husband’s burial, a widow weeps and comes to accept death.
What else was there to do? But Khaleda’s situation was different. She had spent such little time with her husband.
She had not been widowed and so she waited for her husband’s return every moment. Four years had passed and
Khaja had not returned. Was there anyone who had suffered the same sadness and pain as Khaleda had?
Khaleda somehow spent the months of Bhadra and Aswin at her parents’ home.
“Ammu, I want to go back to Dadu,” Asad said, taking his mother’s hand.
“What if Abbu comes and doesn’t find us at home?”
“What will happen?” asked Khaleda. “Won’t he be angry?”
“Why should he be angry?” She bit her lips and said, “He did not bother about us for four years, can’t we be
angry at him?”
“Well, didn’t Abbu go to war?” he asked, sensing some mystery. “Didn’t you say that they don’t allow anyone
to leave unless the war was over?”
Khaleda kept quiet. The war was over long ago. Khaleda’s maternal cousin, Sher Ali, had come to visit them
the day before yesterday. He had joined the military recently. He told them that the countries had exchanged prisoners of war a few months ago. She was yet to let go her hope.
“How long will you cry like this?” asked Sher Ali.
“Why can’t Allah change his mind?”
Sher Ali smiled, his mustache twitching and his eyes twinkling. He hesitated a little and said:
“Anything is possible for him.” Khaleda retorted:
:You don’t know him, he can hide for twelve years if he wants just for amusement.”
Sher Ali said nothing and looked at her. It was possible. There are people who left home for good, leaving
behind their sons, daughters and wives. Who could tell if staying at home was a game for him or running away
from home was a game? Sher Ali knew about this side of Khaja’s nature. But he could not believe Khaja could
play with life to this extent. Sher Ali understood that Khaleda did not want to let go her hope that Khaja would
come back one day. There’s no harm, he thought, let her keep on living like this with hope.
“Bhaiya,” Khaleda asked, “You joined the military after the war, tell me what is so special about the military?”
“They have a lot of opportunities these days,” Sher Ali said. “A lot of money is being spent on the military
these days.”
“But why?” asked Khaleda again.
“Why not? Military strength is the nation’s backbone,” said Sher Ali.
“Then why do they need the military when the war is over?” she could not help asking the question she had in
her mind for such a long time. “When there is no war what purpose does the military serve?”
Sher Ali tried to explain by using a metaphor:
“A house might be attacked by a dacoit any time and so it needs to be protected all the time, right?”
Khaleda wrinkled her eyebrows.
“Don’t you understand?” Sher Ali was surprised. “You womenfolk don’t understand anything! The enemy can
attack our country any moment. Don’t we have to be prepared for that? That’s why we need the army, the
military.”
“But there is no war now,” Khaleda said again. “What do you do? What’s your responsibility?”
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“A lot of work,” said Sher Ali. “How can we fight without having proper training?”
Khaleda now kept quiet. She often thought that when there was no war, soldiers just whiled away their time
doing nothing. Sher Ali himself agreed that most of the country’s money was spent on them. Sher Ali went to the
army for that reason. But Khaja didn’t have any financial need; he was not attracted towards wealth. He liked to
live dangerously. And that’s why he had joined the army before the war. It was in his blood to boldly confront
danger. But the war was over. Why hadn’t he come back? It was so strange.
“Listen,” said SherAli, “What if he never returns, thinking it’s a game to escape life, how will you survive like
this, thinking and waiting for him all the time?”
Khaleda held Asad close. She could not utter a word. Only her eyes seemed to sparkle with unshed tears. She
tried to suppress her tears. What hope did she have left in life? Yet she felt that somehow little Asad had filled the
vacuum in her life. He was like an island of hope in an ocean of water.
“Look,” Sher Ali said again, “I know, you will wait for him all your life. You will not stop hoping.”
“What else can I do?” said Khaleda and wiped away the tears.
“Who knows if he is there or not, nothing …”
Khaleda pressed her hand wildly over Sher Ali’s mouth.
“Please don’t say that,” she choked. “He is alive. You don’t know anything. Deep in my heart,” she burst into
tears, “I know he is alive.”
Asad looked up in surprise. Why was Ammu crying like this? Ammu had herself told him that Abbu would
return after the war was over. If this was true, then why did she cry like this so often? Why was her face always so
sad?
After she calmed down, Sher Ali took Asad into his lap and said:
“Don’t you know that the military does not allow many holidays? He can only come when the big boss gives
permission.”
“The big boss is not a good man then, is he, Mama?” Asad looked at Sher Ali wide-eyed.
“Yes, you are right,” Sher Ali smiled. “Big bosses are never kind. They make their employees work hard and
never give them enough holidays.”
Asad wondered what the big boss was like. He imagined he must be a huge man who carried a stick with a
flock of sheep before him. Compared to him, the sheep were like ants. Asad trembled in fear. He jumped from
Sher Ali’s arms to his mother’s lap.
“What’s wrong?” Sher Ali asked anxiously.
“My goodness!” Asad trembled. “As tall as a taal tree.”
“Tall as a taal tree?” Sher Ali didn’t understand. Asad buried his face in his mother’s bosom, saying only:
“The big boss.”
Sher Ali burst out laughing. Khaleda also could not help laughing. The big boss commanded so many people,
if he wasn’t as tall as a taal tree, how could he centrol them, why would anyone be scared of him?
Sher Ali called on Khaleda the day he left. It was the day of the village market and most of the menfolk had
gone out.
“Look,” said Sher Ali, “I am going away today. I don’t know when I’ll be back. I’ll start looking for him as
soon as I can; the radio news said that some of our soldiers would be released.”
“Really?” Khaleda exclaimed. “Oh Allah!”
“Yes, it’s true. The radio announced it today. Khaja must be in that group,” Sher Ali reassured Khaleda.
Khaleda’s heart beat excitedly.
“After I joined the army I heard so much praise of Khaja,” Sher Ali looked into Khaleda's eyes. “Everyone said
that there was no soldier as brave as he was. He has been awarded a medal. It will be given it to him once he
returns.”
Khaleda listened quietly. She felt a sense of pride inside, a burst of happiness.
“Please send us news once you have reached safely,” said Khaleda, her voice trembling.
“This is nothing but a test of patience! Just pray to Allah and have patience.” Sher Ali said. “I think your sad
days will soon be over.”
Khaleda caressed Asad’s head and back. Will Allah not have mercy upon this little innocent? He needed the
support and love of a father.
Sher Ali left in the afternoon.
In Muharram, Khaleda’s father-in-law arranged a recitation of the Shaheede Karbala, as he did every year, and
of the janganama. The best local puthial started reading the Shaheede Karbala in a low, mournful tone. The
people listened absorbed to the tragic tale, occasionally shedding tears and beating their breasts. Khaleda also
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listened. It was such a sad story. Hussain was killed. He was decapitated, and his head sent to Yazid on a plate in
triumph! How could human beings be so cruel, so brutal?
“Why do human beings kill each other, Ammu?” Asad asked.
“If they were human, could they have done it, bajaan?”
Khaleda tried to avoid answering his question directly.
Asad wondered, didn’t a human being feel any compassion or sorrow for another human being? How strange!
What kind of human beings were these?
*
A striking change had come over Khaleda. Previously she would smile occasionally. Sometimes she had
seemed to be quite normal, and everyone had started thinking maybe she was recovering from her grief Her
parents-in-law had stopped speaking about Khaja. They had almost given up any hope of his return. Human
beings have no control over fate. If Allah returned their precious son to them, then praise be to Him, and if not,
there was nothing that human beings could do.
Up to now Khaleda had been absorbed in her work! When she was free, she would gossip with her sister-inlaw or chat with her mother-in-law. But now she was completely withdrawn. She didn’t speak much and she no
longer smiled. Her beautiful eyes had dark patches under them, and she had grown thin and weak. She avoided
people and kept to her bed and wept all day long. Her mother-in-law asked:
“Bou, what is the matter with you?”
“Nothing, Amma,” [said] Khaleda.
“You are losing so much weight! No one can recognize you. Tell me bou, what is the matter?”
Khaleda did not answer. Asad asked:
“Ammu, why do you cry so quietly?”
Khaleda did not speak.
“Why don’t you love me any more, Ammu?”
“I don’t love you?” Khaleda smiled sadly. “What is love, bajaan?”
“You don’t hold me close to you any more. You cry all the time. What has happened to you?”
Khaleda tried to smile. She could not find any answer to his question. What could she answer? What she had
seen should have caused her heart to collapse after a single scream. Yet she lived and talked. Wasn’t that strange?
She did not know how the photograph had come into her hand. It was a mystery. When no one was around she
would secretly open her box and bring out the photograph. As she looked at it, her insides seemed to twist, her
eyes seemed to burst. Had she ever thought that she would live to see that picture? Was this her fate? She felt like
tearing the photo into several pieces or burning it to ashes. But she could not; she felt paralyzed. She put the photo
back into her box and started weeping again.
One day after asar prayers, Khaleda was lying exhausted in bed. Suddenly, she woke up and saw Asad sitting
next to her, absorbedly looking at something. What was that picture, who was that person?
“Ammu,” Asad turned around and looked at his mother:
“Whose picture is this, Ammu?”
Khaleda was silent. She bit her lips. Her heart seemed ready to burst through her throat. She could see only
darkness. She did not even have the strength to snatch the photo from Asad’s hand.
“Why aren’t you speaking, Ammu?”
Khaleda did not move. She seemed to be frozen. .
Asad shook her slightly and pointed at the picture.
“Why don’t you speak, Ammu. Whose picture is this?”
“This?” Finally, a few words emerged from Khaleda’s frozen mouth.
“This is your Abbu.”
“That’s Abbu!” Asad shivered. “Abbu, this is my Abbu!”
Khaleda sat like a motionless statue. Tears streamed down her cheeks like down some fountain.
“My Abbu kills people! My Abbu is a killer!” Asad looked at the picture in horror.
“I will not go near Abbu if he comes to see us, Ammu. He kills people!”
Asad looked at the picture, wide-eyed. The huge man in military khaki had a rifle over one shoulder. In his left
hand he held a decapitated head. A triumphant smile contorted his face.
Khaleda looked at Asad for a second. Then she screamed and fell back on her bed. She could not tell him that
the uniformed soldier in the photograph was not his father.
His father was the beheaded man.
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66.121 The Road\fn{by Ritwik Ghatak (1925-1976)} Dacca, Bangladesh (M) 6
Aroad in the middle with pavements on either side. The sun’s rays roast its smooth, well-upholstered, blacktarred surface. Leaves of shady trees cast a spell of latticework throughout. It is high noon. Two corresponding tall
flowering red krishnachura trees, poised against the pavement, face the dilapidated buildings to the front. Huge
trees—two of them—caught in a fierce embrace of love, as they reach out to each other from either side of the
road, form an immense archway. The vault of sunshine tinted, tender green leaves, soothing to the eye, sway at the
bidding of the wind. The lattice work of light and shade overhead awake to its rhythm. Srr … srr … Such a sweet
sound they make! The road lies still, as if resigned.
On the pavement opposite are the blackened, broken-down, hollowed-out empty houses and shops—the
wreckage of a devastated tradition. There was an unnamed slum there once. Now the street is totally deserted;
only at times one hears muffied noises of some people. Human voices, hushed further by the feeble wind, enter
the ear in this empty landscape.
I don’t know why we both decided to come and sit by the side of this pavement when we suddenly found ourselves free one afternoon. My friend sat next to me in silence. He got furious when I said:
“My dear Israel used to live in one of the rooms belonging to this slum. Let’s go and see him since we’ve come
thus far."
I was talking unnecessarily, he remarked. I caught on; I know my friend, only too well. A burden of sorrow
weighs heavily on his head as he is so tender-hearted. I couldn’t make him understand that the tears of people,
crossing the borders in bands, spreading out in our towns and outskirts, have turned our country into a sleeping
volcano. He gets angry if I say that—it is all there for us to see—how the seeds of flaming fury are being sown.
He sees only the tragedy, this friend of mine. It is he who brought me here today, at this side of the street. I had
come here so many times when Israel used to live here. Emdad was his son. And what a son! What a fierce desire
to paint the boy had! And my friend—he fueled that desire, brought him colorful chalks. The boy enthusiastically
traced lines all over the walls, the floor, with them. One can’t keep track of the countless lashings the boy had to
endure at the hand of Israel because of it. At one point Israel almost came to blows with my friend for encouraging such waywardness. But what a lot of talent the boy had! Who knows what he mighthave become!
Who bothers about those things? I can’t see all those familiar faces today. I don't know where Israel and his
family have fled. Now I see a new group of people take possession of his home. Who has brought these people
over here? Must be them who would gain by misdirecting their anger. But do they know that hunger is a great
teacher: the more one burns in hunger the more one is reduced to fodder, waiting to be consumed by fire.
My friend snapped at my comment.
“What a lot of bunkum! Hearing you talk like this one would think you are happy at their plight, at least those
who don’t know you, are bound to think that way.”
How long can I go on playing along with his strange eccentricities? I was about to get up when a surprising
thing happened. I saw Israel, actually both of us, almost at once. I had never in my dreams thought I would find
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Israel here this very day. He didn’t look surprised at all seeing us there. Came to us straightway. Dark rings under
his eyes, hair bleached to a blond color, his big fat cheeks seemed as if they were caved in. He was staring at the
slum with blazing eyes. My friend asked:
“So you haven’t gone … as yet?”
Israel’s attention was riveted to a room. He grunted between his teeth:
“That’s the room I stayed in do you know? I have spent sixteen years of my life inside it.”
My friend repeated his question. “Why haven’t you left?”
“I will now. I had thought where can I go … I don’t know anyone in that country. I was in Park Circus, am
ready to leave now.”
He sat holding his breath. We both remained silent. The leafy fringe overhead swayed to and fro. One or two
persons came out from the other side of the road, one or two others went in. Each face had a history of its own.
Israel started to talk again.
“Do you remember my boy, Emdad—remember him?”
Yes we did. Head covered with a thick mop of hair, a naughty smile spread all over his face … can one forget
him? I glanced at my friend. He was sitting, face down, scratching the dirt with a bit of a stick. Israel continued:
“It was all over for him last night, you know. Emdad died of cholera at the Park Circus refugee camp last
night.” The corner of his eyes appeared a little red. He stared at us.
“Why did he have to die—can you tell me? No, you can’t.”
He started every now and then while he fixed a harsh gaze on us. Then he looked down. My friend appeared
very disconcerted. He moved restlessly a few times and said:
“Israel, why don’t you … for a few days, I mean—”
“Khamosh!”\fn{Silence.} Israel thundered. “You can’t console me with your sniveling sorrow. Who do you take
me for? Know who I am?”
He gaped at us, turned his face away with a jerk, then took a few firm steps only to stop in his tracks all of a
sudden. I went near, stood behind him and asked:
“Have you eaten anything? Had some food during the day?”
He shook his blond hair covered with dust.
“Want to eat?” I asked again.
He turned around. His eyes were brimming with tears.
“Something is going wrong inside my head, Ostad.”\fn{Boss.}
I touched him. He grasped my hand, pressed it twice over. Then walked by my side with an embarassed smile
—like some rain-smudged sky—on his face. We sat at the corner sweet shop, the three of us, and ate.
Israel was eating mechanically without uttering a word. My friend was looking at him taking a fistful of food.
He turned his face away as soon as his eyes met mine. Israel got up to wash his hands when he finished eating.
Panic-stricken my friend moved his chair and made way for him. The legs of the chair grazed the floor and made
an ugly sound. Israel stood up, gave us both a strange look, parted his lips slightly.
“Dost,”\fn{Friend.} he said.
My friend became joyous all on his own. He threw Israel a caressing look. We paid for our food and left.
Again the pavement and the leafy vault. Not a leaf moved now in the scorching afternoon sun. The wretched
sky, covered with a fine film of smoke, looked coppery.
Someone was lying against a pillar on the other side. We could see his back. He was singing indifferently and
out of tune even before we got there.
O you boat of my soul, driven by desire!
Go to the country where lives the radiant beauty!

The song lightened my friend’s mood. He spoke out happily. “That’s what I like about the Bangals:\fn{The
so well!”
Israel had again shut up. He kept on looking at the slums. He said:
“Listen to me Babu, I’ll speak the truth. Damn it—that was my room! I had spent all this time there. Today
someone comes and occupies it, won’t I get angry? Feel like finishing off the bastard? But I know there’s no
justice in this place. That’s why I am leaving for Pakistan. That room, this road, you and so much else—won’t my
heart break to leave all behind? But I need a place to live, that’s why I must go.”
“Who stays in the place now?” my friend asked.
“Who knows? Whoever he may be I will find no peace until I can tear him to bits. He is my enemy now—the
whole country is my enemy.” Suddenly my friend spoke out like a sage.
inhabitants of East Bengal.}they sing
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“Who’s the enemy—that’s the problem.”
The dissonant strains of the song floated in, like a sound of wailing through the gaps of their conversation. My
friend stopped talking and listened. He heaved a deep sigh.
“The songs are good, really! One tends to become soulful listening to them.”
Israel slapped his knee and got up, walked a few steps without speaking a word. He stopped when turning his
head to have a look he found us staring at him. He talked to himself as if he was answering someone:
“No Emdad … such an expert in pulling off pictures—a big expert! They have destroyed everything but they
couldn’t erase his signature on the wall, the picture of his Nanijan\fn{Grandmother.} on the mud wall. And how I
thrashed him for drawing something that day! A railway perhaps. He used red, green and yellow colored chalks …
was a great friend of yours. Wasn’t he?”
He was looking at us with his mouth open wide. The trace of a shy smile played around his eyes. My friend
spoke out slowly.
“Emdad drew beautiful pictures.”
Israel’s facial expression gradually altered. He turned his gaze, absentmindedly, first at my friend and then at
the slum. Anxiety cast dream-like shadows over his eyes. He had totally forgotten our existence, as he turned and
left the place.
The youth, who was singing, was flat out under the shade of a tree. He had stopped singing. The sun was
traveling westward. The afternoon running its full course was coming to an end.
“That’ll be all,” I said. “But why have we come here—why do we keep on sitting? I don’t understand any of
this!”
My friend gave me a look from out of the corner of his eye. He was squatting, swinging his body to and fro,
etching diagrams on the dust. He wrote “Israel,” put a bold full stop after it, and held up his hands.
“I had wanted to see Israel very much … after all this time,” he said. “Visit his locality, at least. Tell me what a
long time it’s been since we were here last. We hadn’t thought of him even once in all the confusion.”
I began to feel uncomfortable, I didn’t see any sense in spending an entire afternoon sitting on like this. I will
get a headache in the stifling heat, I thought. All of a sudden my friend asked:
“Tell me one thing, Ostad.”
“What is it?”
“What did you think of his son, Emdad?”
“Unforgettable! He would have turned into a great artist one day!”
“Wouldn’t he have?” my friend directed his curious eyes at me.
“No, he wouldn’t have … would have packed bidis or something like that.”
“Ok. Ostad,” he said, his head aslant, his brows puckered looking up at the sky.
“Say what you have to.”
“Emdad is dead. He will be put inside a coffin and laid on the ground. He’s gone for good. There’s nothing left
of him—wouldn’t you say?”
I looked at him silently.
“He won’t demand chalks of us, won’t ask anything of anyone. All his cravings have come to an end. And
won’t our desires, too, come to an end one day. Mine as well?”
“Yes, but what of that?” I asked.
“Well, I was thinking about the man who is singing—he was. He’s lying down now. He too must have come
from a place known to him. The people there won’t hear his songs any more … a day will be come when there
will none left to hear him. The language of desire of those songs will cease to have any meaning at all.”
I couldn’t gauge what he was getting at. He, however, continued talking as if to himself
“That means death brings an end to all our yearnings. Longings of the soul, our appetites—all of these. Now I
want to say something; see if it makes any sense. If those who can fulfil our desires don’t do that, what could they
be wanting? That we die? All of us die with our songs and pictures? An end to all the bother: what do you say?”
I didn’t think in the same vein. My friend had woven his web of argument with too fine a thread. I remained
quiet. He went on.
“We are all dying today … will die, no doubt. That means some people want us dead. Who are they? Those
who have the capacity to give us what we want? That is so. I mean … oh dear!”
I looked up hearing him exclaim. He was standing looking up at the sky. I turned my gaze upwards too. Small
black clouds were crawling slowly from a corner of the western horizon, advancing to fill up the entire upper
atmosphere which had turned coppery in the haze of a thin smoke. From time to time a flash of lightning lit up the
folds of the clouds. A suppressed roar, like some tiger about to spring on its prey, came from afar. My eyes felt
cool, soothed noticing signs of the rejuvenating rain.
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My friend sat inert, sunk in the shadow of despair. I felt disheartened seeing his attitude. Suddenly he gave my
hand a pull, spoke out, with a hushed excitement in his voice.
“Ostad!”
“What is it?”
He looked conspiratorially at me for a while and said:
“Shall we go and see Emdad’s handiwork? Come let’s.” He pulled me along with him without waiting for a
reply. The familiar room in the slum. The little lane was deserted for all to see. We heard voices as soon as we
turned the corner. We looked ahead. My friend’s eyes opened wide in surprise.
We didn’t go any further. They hadn't seen us, Israel and the old woman. Old no doubt, with a face creased like
a shriveled up ripe mango. All of a sudden I saw in her two eyes the presence of the strong breeze of the big
Padma river. She was wiping her nose again and again with an end of her dirty sari anchal. Her red-bordered sari
bore witness to her status as a married woman. There was a faint trace of sindoor on her forehead. A room that
was Israel’s. Its walls were covered with Emdad’s handiwork. Israel was sweeping his own room, gathering all the
dust in a paper. The old woman sat with her feet rested on the threshold. She was looking at him.
“I have arranged all your belongings, cleaned your room,” Israel was telling her. “Now enter the place. Why
keep on sitting like this?”
The old woman spoke out falteringly: “You have done me a great favor son, yes, my hips are broken. I don’t
have the strength to do any work now. But I was somebody too at one time. The prosperous world of Satkhani
village knew this Brahmin woman by name—whether it was the puja season, festival time or ceremonial
occasion, it was me who was there. People would say that Jagat Brahmini woman has ten hands, like goddess
Durga, so—”
“Your room looks fine, let me go now.” Israel promptly declared.
The old woman looked at him strangely and laughed. She looked down at her self.
“Look what a state I am reduced to, driven by want.” She lifted her face. “You haven’t offered me any food
son, my hunger is great.”
“Ah yes,” Israel felt ashamed. “I mean .,.. I have no money with me. Will you come outside? My friends are
stopping by the road. I will have to ask them for some money.”
“Let’s go. I can’t do without food. I have no money, no rice. My grandson is away, running after some mirage
… such a song-crazy boy!”
The old woman got up. She asked Israel not to shut the front door.
“Where’s the need to bolt the door,” she said. “I haven’t a penny to my name. And what else is there?”
Israel noticed some discoloration on the shutter as he was about to fasten the chain. He ran his fingertips over
it. Someone, long ago, had tried his hand at drawing a human face. He turned to the woman and said as if in a
trance:
“Even so we can’t leave your room unlocked.”
There was a strange look in his eyes—I could see, even from such distance.
The old woman screwed her face.
“Dear me—is this my room? I have been telling you, son, the room is not to my liking. O what a wonderful
door there was! Decorated all over with lotus flower-like designs! What a courtyard! How can I make you understand the circumstances of my home? Who is there for me to tell?”
“Ok, ok, let’s go now.” Israel held her carefully and led her on.
The old woman took one step and gave him a big stare.
“Son! looking at you another person comes to my mind. Who is it who held me like this? Who?”
“Good, let’s go now,” Israel hurried her. It seemed that he couldn’t bear to look at her any more. Coming forward he came face to face with us. A big animal that he was, he appeared shrunk in embarassment. As he,
inadvertantly, removed his hands from the old woman’s shoulders she looked up and saw us, then leaned back
against his wide chest.
“They are my friends,” Israel assured her. He turned to us. “What made you come here?”
My friend went forward. “Here, take the money.” Israel came ro me. My friend grinned, giving me a knowing
look. A smile also played around the old woman’s toothless gums. It seemed as if a gush of cool air had like flash
penetrated the hopelessly suffocating atmosphere. My friend was an expert in making friends. He followed behind
keeping the old woman’s company.
When we were back on the road Israel said in a hushed voice”
“Forgive me friend. Hadn’t I said that I would find no peace till I tear to bits the person who lives in my room
now? Did I know then that this wretched old woman would be there?”
The road rook us straight to the archway of trees. Israel continued.
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“The old woman has a grandson, a youth of sixteen years. A family of eighteen have got scattered and
destroyed. Some died, others fled, no one knows where. Only these two have come and got stuck here. They don’t
want to stay. They had a house somewhere on the banks of the river Padma … that’s …”
He stopped, looked about. There was such compassion all over his face. He looked so handsome! As if all the
beauty of this wide world was gathered there, on his eyes and face. His heart was overflowing with love.
Hearing faint strains of music coming from afar I found that the youth, still lying on his back, had once again
picked up the thread of his song:
O you boat of my soul driven by desire …

My friend along with the old woman reached us. They had stuck up a great friendship already.
“Where was your home, Ma?”
“O dear! That’s the question. Isn’t it? Can you tell me where is my home … you can’t. It is tied up in a
labyrinth. That’s it …” She giggled without completing the sentence.
“O where is that pretty house next to river Padma? Who will take me there?”
Israel and my friend exchanged glances. Israel asked:
“What does your grandson do?”
“Sing.”
She shut her eyes. “He sang very well. So many songs he sang, so many songs! Can’t you hear? There …”
We were all ears. The song had come alive in his youthful voice. Although heard from afar it came through to
us strong and clear. He sang:
The river is red where rises the red sun
Blushing with love at the red sky
Follow the course of the red river as it flows into its estuary
O you boat of my soul driven by desire.

The singer was repeating the first line of the song over and over again as emotions condensed in his young
heart cascaded. The abounding generosity of Padma river carried aloft by the strains of the melody entered our
souls as we stood under the red-streaked sky. The old woman spoke out:
“Dear sons, you have forgotten the important thing—where’s the food?”
“Ah yes,” Israel held his breath. “Give me some money Ostad.”
I fingered my pocket and took out a few coins. Israel left for the sweet shop. My friend and the woman sat
down side by side. I kept on looking.
How the old woman could talk—so much in one breath! My friend was sitting and scratching his feet, me
listening. An image of some village began to form in my mind’s eye. She herself created the image, herself
laughed at all that. Her eyes were wet, she sat still. Israel turned up with food in a packet made out of sal leaves in
the midst of all this. The woman ate some of the food, tied up the rest in her anchal, for her grandson perhaps. An
addict she was all right. She took out some tobacco from a loop and thrust it into her mouth, then resumed her
narrative. Neither irritated nor fatigued she continued with the story of her home. Her grandson had similar enthusiasm for singing songs about the Padma river I was sure.
It was so far away … none of us had been to that country which was her home—there, where the evening lamp
was lit on the clay-coated courtyard under the tulsi tree every evening, where stood, the acrid chalta fruit tree
overlooking the scene. The woman got excited describing her favorite tree standing at the corner of a clump of
bamboos. The smell of damp, rotten leaves would enter the nose, darkness hover thickly and a ring of shadow
from mango and jackfruit trees fall around the patch of land where it stood.
“O dear! What a tree it is, must be laden with fruit now, hanging suspended with no one to see or hear. Night
birds may be coming and sitting on its branches in the deep of night, flapping their wings; fruit may be falling on
the ground—plong, plong.” And I too could hear clearly the sound of that still night. Hear chalta fruit ripen and
fall. How much do they cost in Calcutta?
Suddenly the woman looked up. Black amorphous clouds had almost covered reclining afternoon sky. The
shape of the clouds could hardly be seen, spread as they were over the entire horizon. Clouds came in big waves,
like armed soldiers making the sky reverberate with a warlike thunderous noise. Lightning played all over the
place, streaking the folds.
The woman sat, her cheek rested on the palm of her hand.
“O dear! It’s Kalbaisakhi! The Norwester is coming thick and fast! The dears! Take me into my room. Take me
in.”
924

Israel got up and led her a few steps, then seeing my friend sitting like a zombie tried to say something. He
hesitated, again led the woman to her room. The woman’s grandson kept on singing without stopping. I said,
“Come on now, get up. It will rain what’s the point in sitting?”
“Ummm.” My friend looked absentminded. “Ok. Let’s go.”
He got up and took my hand in a firm grasp, excited he said:
“Good … let’s do something, let’s go to the houses of all our friends—we have not a few of them—bring them
together, to this situation.” He paused, worried. “I mean something will come of it. I can’t explain—but there
must be a way.”
He probably didn’t find his own arguments weighty enough, so scratched his head.
“I am at the end of a tether with ideas crawling in my head,” he said. “Ostad isn’t there a way to attain freedom
from all our wants? I don’t know …”
He got disheartened. But I had become quite elated. The ensemble of clouds that seemed stationary, as if sitting
in council, had now rushed and kissed me. I felt the lashings of a moist breeze. The twist and turn of the song
could still be heard. We left the history-encrusted pavement behind and came and stood on the well-padded road.
It was scalding in the heat. We moved out into the open from under the protection of the leafy arch. Daylight had
become dim beneath the veil of descending clouds. But there was a hint of brightness lurking everywhere, like the
glint of well-polished copper vessels.
Then the rains came.
It fell in torrents drowning the lone youth’s voice with its sound. I felt as if his song had been taken up by
millions of voices now!
My friend was happy with the rain splashing all over his hot tired, perspiring body. Water streamed down his
nose and face and he sucked some of it with his lips, making a sound.
The sky rang loudly, the earth reverberated with music. Glancing behind, my friend exclaimed:
“Look, look!”
What could I possibly see? I turned around. The leaves of the red-flowering krishnachura tree was bobbing up
and down, the flowers frolicking. The sorrows of human beings seemed to have got transformed, had become
heroic against the white sheet of rain. Exulting in happiness my friend ran his fingers through his hair, patted them
on his forehead. Some water fell. He cried out:
“Can’t you see—can’t you hear? Put your ears to the ground!”
He bent down on his knees and pressed his ears against the road, then craned his neck and beheld me.
“See … I can hear so many people marching, taking strong strides! And you laugh? Why not lend your ears,
your ears! You talk utter rubbish.”
Heavy drops of rain bounced and rebounded back on the road. I too pressed my ear to the ground, to give them
company.
Goom, goom, goom, goom, goom, goom, goom, goom.
The pulsating throb of millions on the march!
22.66 Draupadi\fn{by Mahasveta Devi (1926- )} Dacca, Bangladesh (F) 7
Name, Dopdi Mejhen; age, twenty-seven; husband, Dulna Majhi (deceased); domicile, Cherakhan;
bankrajharh, information whether dead or alive and/or assistance in arrest, one hundred rupees …
An exchange between two liveried uniforms:
FIRST LIVERY: “What’s this, a tribal called Dopdi? The list of names I brought has nothing like it! How can
anyone have an unlisted name?”
SECOND: “Draupadi Mejhen. Born the year her mother threshed rice at Surja Sahu (killed at Bakuli; Surja
Sahu’s wife gave her the name).”
FIRST: “These officers like nothing better than to write as much as they can in English. What’s all this stuff
about her?”
SECOND: “Most notorious female. Long wanted in many …”
Dossier: Dulna and Dopdi worked at harvests, rotating between Birbhum, Burdwan, Murshidabad, and
Bankura. In 1971, in the famous Operation Bakuli, when three villages were cordoned off and machine gunned,
they too lay on the ground, faking dead. In fact, they were the main culprits. Murdering Surja Sahu and his son,
occupying upper-caste wells and tubewells during the drought, not surrendering those three young men to the
police. In all this they were the chief instigators. In the morning, at the time of the body count, the couple could
not be found. The blood-sugar level of Captain Arjan Singh, the architect of Bakuli, rose at once and proved yet
again that diabetes can be a result of anxiety and depression. Diabetes has twelve husbands—among them anxiety.
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Dulna and Dopdi went underground for a long time in a Neanderthal darkness. The Special Forces, attempting
to pierce that dark by an armed search, compelled quite a few Santals in the various districts of West Bengal to
meet their Maker against their will. By the Indian Constitution, all human beings, regardless of caste or creed, are
sacred. Still, accidents like this do happen. Two sorts of reasons: (1), the underground couple’s skill in selfconcealment; (2), not merely the Santals but all tribals of the Austro-Asiatic Munda tribes appear the same to the
Special Forces.
In fact, all around the ill-famed forest of Jharkhani, which is under the jurisdiction of the police station at
Bankrajharh (in this India of ours, even a worm is under a certain police station), even in the southeast and
southwest corners, one comes across hair-raising details in the eyewitness records put together on the people who
are suspected of attacking police stations, stealing guns (since the snatchers are not invariably well educated, they
sometimes say “give up your chambers” rather than give up your gun), killing grain brokers, landlords,
moneylenders, law officers, and bureaucrats. A black-skinned couple ululated like police sirens before the
episode. They sang jubilantly in a savage tongue, incomprehensible even to the Santals. Such as:
Samaray hijulenako mar goekope

and,
Hende rambra keche keche
Pundi ram bra keche keche

This proves conclusively that they are the cause of Captain Arjan Singh’s diabetes.
Government procedure being as incomprehensible as the Male Principle in Sankhya philosophy or
Antonioni’s\fn{Michaelangelo Antonioni (1912- ), Italian motion picture director and screenwriter .} early films, it was Arjan
Singh who was sent once again on Operation Forest Jharkhani. Leaming from Intelligence that the abovementioned ululating and dancing couple were the escaped corpses, Arjan Singh fell for a bit into a zombie like
state and finally acquired so irrational a dread of black-skinned people that whenever he saw a black person in a
ballbag, he swooned, saying, “They’re killing me,” and drank and passed a lot of water. Neither uniform nor
Scriptures could relieve that depression.
At long last, under the shadow of a premature and forced retirement, it was possible to present him at the desk
of Mr. Senanayak, the elderly Bengali specialist in combat and extreme-Left politics.
Senanayak knows the activities and capacities of the opposition better than they themselves do. First, therefore,
he presents an encomium on the military genius of the Sikhs. Then he explains further:
“Is it only the opposition that should find power at the end of the barrel of a gun? Arjan Singh’s power also
explodes out of the male organ of a gun. Without a gun even the “five K’s”\fn{ A note reads: Kes (unshorn hair); kachh
(drawers down to the knee); karha (iron bangle); kirpan (dagger); kanga (comb; to be worn by every Sikh, hence a mark of identity .}
come to nothing in this day and age.”
These speeches he delivers to all and sundry. As a result, the fighting forces regain their confidence in the
Army Handbook. It is not a book for everyone. It says that the most despicable and repulsive style of fighting is
guerrilla warfare with primitive weapons. Annihilation at sight of any and all practitioners of such warfare is the
sacred duty of every soldier. Dopdi and Dulna belong to the category of such fighters, for they too kill by means
of hatchet and scythe, bow and arrow, etc. In fact, their fighting power is greater than the gentlemen’s. Not all
gentlemen become experts in the explosion of “chambers;” they think the power will come out on its own if the
gun is held. But since Dulna and Dopdi are illiterate, their kind have practiced the use of weapons generation after
generation.
I should mention here that, although the other side make little of him, Senanayak is not to be trifled with.
Whatever his practice, in theory he respects the opposition. Respects them because they could be neither
understood nor demolished if they were treated with the attitude, “It’s nothing but a bit of impertinent gameplaying with guns.” In order to destroy the enemy, become one. Thus he understood them by (theoretically)
becoming one of them. He hopes to write on all this in the future. He has also decided that in his written work he
will demolish the gentlemen and highlight the message of the harvest workers. These mental processes might
seem complicated, but actually he is a simple man and is as pleased as his third great-uncle after a meal of turtle
meat. In fact, he knows that, as in the old popular song, turn by turn the world will change. And in every world he
must have the credentials to survive with honor. If necessary he will show the future to what extent he alone
understands the matter in its proper perspective. He knows very well that what he is doing today the future will
forget, but he also knows that if he can change color from world to world, he can represent the particular world in
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question. Today he is getting rid of the young by means of “apprehension and elimination,” but he knows people
will soon forget the memory and lesson of blood. And at the same time, he, like Shakespeare, believes in
delivering the world’s legacy into youth’s hands. He is Prospero as well.
At any rate, information is received that many young men and women, batch by batch and on jeeps, have
attacked police station after police station, terrified and elated the region, and disappeared into the forest of
Jharkhani. Since after escaping from Bakuli, Dopdi and Dulna have worked at the house of virtually every
landowner, they can efficiently inform the killers about their targets and announce proudly that they too are
soldiers, rank and file. Finally the impenetrable forest of Jharkhani is surrounded by real soldiers, the army enters
and splits the battlefield. Soldiers in hiding guard the falls and springs that are the only source of drinking water;
they are still guarding, still looking. On one such search, army informant Dukhiram Gharari saw a young Santal
man lying on his stomach on a flat stone; dipping his face to drink water. The soldiers shot him as he lay. As the .
303 threw him off spread-eagled and brought a bloody foam to his mouth, he roared, “ Ma-ho!” and then went
limp. They realized later that it was the redoubtable Dulna Majhi.
What does “Ma-ho” mean? Is this a violent slogan in the tribal language? Even after much thought, the
Department of Defence could not be sure. Two tribal-specialist types are flown in from Calcutta, and they sweat
over the dictionaries put together by worthies such as Hoffman-Jeffer and Golden-Palmer. Finally the omniscient
Senanayak summons Chamru, the water carrier of the camp. He giggles when he sees the two specialists,
scratches his ear with his bidi, and says,
“The Santals of Maldah did say that when they began fighting at the time of King Gandhi! It’s a battle cry.
Who said ‘Ma-ho’ here? Did someone come from Maldah? The problem is thus solved.”
Then, leaving Dulna’s body on the stone, the soldiers climb the trees in green camouflage. They embrace the
leafy boughs like so many great god Pans and wait as the large red ants bite their private parts. To see if anyone
comes to take away the body. This is the hunter’s way, not the soldier’s. But Senanayak knows that these brutes
cannot be dispatched by the approved method. So he asks his men to draw the prey with a corpse as bait.
“All will come clear,” he says. “I have almost deciphered Dopdi’s song.”
The soldiers get going at his command. But no one comes to claim Dulna’s corpse. At night the soldiers shoot
at a scuffle and, descending, discover that they have killed two hedgehogs copulating on dry leaves.
Improvidently enough, the soldiers’ jungle scout Dukhiram gets a knife in the neck before he can claim the reward
for Dulna’s capture. Bearing Dulna’s corpse, the soldiers suffer shooting pains as the ants, interrupted in their
feast, begin to bite them. When Senanayak hears that no one has come to take the corpse, he slaps his anti-Fascist
paperback copy of The Deputy and shouts, “What?” Immediately one of the tribal specialists runs in with a joy as
naked and transparent as Archimedes’ and says:
“Get up, sir! I have discovered the meaning of that hende rambra stuff. It’s Mundari language.”
Thus the search for Dopdi continues. In the forest belt of Jharkhani, the Operation continues—will continue. It
is a carbuncle on the government’s backside. Not to be cured by the tested ointment, not to burst with the
appropriate herb. In the first phase, the fugitives, ignorant of the forest’s topography, are caught easily, and by the
law of confrontation they are shot at the taxpayer’s expense. By the law of confrontation, their eyeballs, intestines,
stomachs, hearts, genitals, and so on become the food of fox, vulture, hyena, wildcat, ant, and worm, and the
untouchables go off happily to sell their bare skeletons.
They do not allow themselves to be captured in open combat in the next phase. Now it seems that they have
found a trustworthy courier. Ten to one it’s Dopdi. Dopdi loved Dulna more than her blood. No doubt it is she
who is saving the fugitives now.
“They” is also a hypothesis. Why? How many went originally?
The answer is silence. About that there are many tales, many books in press. Best not to believe everything.
How many killed in six years’ confrontation?
The answer is silence.
Why after confrontations are the skeletons discovered with arms broken or severed? Could armless men have
fought? Why do the collar-bones shake, why are legs and ribs crushed?
Two kinds of answer. Silence. Hurt rebuke in the eyes. Shame on you! Why bring this up? What will be will be
...
How many left in the forest?
The answer is silence.
A legion? Is it justifiable to maintain a large battalion in that wild area at the taxpayer’s expense?
Answer:
Objection. “Wild area” is incorrect. The battalion is provided with supervised nutrition, arrangements to
worship according to religion, opportunity to listen to Bibhida Bharati\fn{A note reads: A popular radio programme, on
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which listeners can hear music of their choice. The Hindi film industry is prolific in producing pulp movies for consumption in India and in
all parts of the world where there is an Indian, Pakistani, and West Indian labor force. Many of the films are adaptations from the epics.
Sanjeev Kumar is an idolized actor. Since it was Krishna who rescued Draupadi from her predicament in the epic, and, in the film the
soldiers watch, Sanjeev Kumar encounters Krishna, there might be a touch of textual irony here .} and to see Sanjeev Kumar and

the Lord Krishna face-to-face in the movie This Is Life. No. The area is not wild.
How many are left?
The answer is silence.
How many are left? Is there anyone at all?
The answer is long. Item: Well, action still goes on. Moneylenders, landlords, grain brokers, anonymous
brothel keepers, ex-informants are still terrified. The hungry and naked are still defiant and irrepressible. In some
pockets the harvest workers are getting a better wage. Villages sympathetic to the fugitives are still silent and
hostile. These events cause one to think …
Where in this picture does Dopdi Mejhen fit? She must have connections with the fugitives. The cause for fear
is elsewhere. The ones who remain have lived a long time in the primitive world of the forest. They keep
company with the poor harvest workers and the tribals. They must have forgotten book learning. Perhaps they are
orienting their book learning to the soil they live on and learning new combat and survival techniques. One can
shoot and get rid of the ones whose only recourse is extrinsic book learning and sincere intrinsic enthusiasm.
Those who are working practically will not be exterminated so easily.
Therefore Operation Jharkhani Forest cannot stop. Reason: the words of warning in the Army Handbook.
2
Catch Dopdi Mejhen. She will lead us to the others. Dopdi was proceeding slowly, with some rice knotted into
her belt. Mushai Tudu’s wife had cooked her some. She does so occasionally. When the rice is cold, Dopdi knots
it into her waistcloth and walks slowly. As she walked, she picked out and killed the lice in her hair. If she had
some kerosene, she’d rub it into her scalp and get rid of the lice. Then she could wash her hair with baking soda.
But the bastards put traps at every bend of the falls. If they smell kerosene in the water, they will follow the scent.
“Dopdi!”
She doesn’t respond. She never responds when she hears her own name. She has seen in the Panchayat
office\fn{A note reads: “Panchayat” is a supposedly elected body of village self- government .} just today the notice for the
reward in her name. Mushai Tudu’s wife had said,
“What are you looking at? Who is Dopdi Mejhen! Money if you give her up!”
“How much?”
“Two hundred!”
“Oh God!”
Mushai’s wife said outside the office:
“A lot of preparation this time. All new policemen.”
“Hmm.”
“Don’t come again.”
“Why?”
Mushai’s wife looked down.
“Tudu says that Sahib has come again. If they catch you, the village, our huts … They’ll burn again.”
“Yes. And about Dukhiram … The Sahib knows?”
“Shomai and Budhna betrayed us.”
“Where are they?”
“Ran away by train.”
Dopdi thought of something. Then said,
“Go home. I don’t know what will happen, if they catch me don’t know me.”
“Can’t you run away?”
“No. Tell me, how many times can I run away? What will they do if they catch me? They will counter me. Let
them.” Mushai's wife said,
“We have nowhere else to go.” Dopdi said softly,
“I won’t tell anyone’s name.”
Dopdi knows, has learned by hearing so often and so long how one can come to terms with torture. If mind and
body give way under torture, Dopdi will bite off her tongue. That boy did it. They countered him. When they
counter you, your hands are tied behind you. All your bones are crushed, your sex is a terrible wound. Killed by
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police in an encounter … unknown male … age twenty-two …
As she walked thinking these thoughts, Dopdi heard someone calling,
“Dopdi!”
She didn’t respond. She doesn’t respond if called by her own name. Here her name is Upi Mejhen. But who
calls?
Spines of suspicion are always furled in her mind. Hearing “Dopdi” they stiffen like a hedgehog’s. Walking,
she unrolls the film of known faces in her mind. Who? Not Shomra, Shomra is on the run. Shomai and Budhna
are also on the run, for other reasons. Not Golok, he is in Bakuli. Is it someone from Bakuli? After Bakuli, her and
Dulna’s names were Upi Mejhen, Matang Majhi. Here no one but Mushai and his wife knows their real names.
Among the young gentlemen, not all of the previous batches knew.
That was a troubled time. Dopdi is confused when she thinks about it. Operation Bakuli in Bakuli. Surja Sahu
arranged with Biddibabu to dig two tubewells and three wells within the compound of his two houses. No water
anywhere, drought in Birbhum. Unlimited water at Surja Sahu’s house, as clear as a crow’s eye.
“Get your water with canal tax, everything is burning. What’s my profit in increasing cultivation with tax
money? Everything’s on fire. Get out of here. I don’t accept your Panchayat nonsense. Increase cultivation with
water. You want half the paddy for sharecropping. Everyone is happy with free paddy. Then give me paddy at
home, give me money, I’ve learned my lesson trying to do you good.”
“What good did you do?”
“Have I not given water to the village?”
“You’ve given it to your kin Bhagunal.”
“Don’t you get water?”
“No. The untouchables don’t get water.”
The quarrel began there. In the drought, human patience catches easily. Satish and Jugal from the village and
that young gentleman, was Rana his name?, said a landowning moneylender won’t give a thing, put him down.
Surja Sahu’s house was surrounded at night. Surja Sahu had brought out his gun. Surja was tied up with cow rope.
His whitish eyeballs turned and turned, he was incontinent again and again. Dulna had said,
“I’ll have the first blow, brothers. My greatgrandfather took a bit of paddy from him, and I still give him free
labor to repay that debt.” Dopdi had said,
“His mouth watered when he looked at me. I’ll pull out his eyes.”
Surja Sahu.
Then a telegraphic message from Shiuri. Special train. Army. The jeep didn’t come up to Bakuli. Marchmarch-march. The crunch-crunch-crunch of gravel under hobnailed boots. Cordon up. Commands on the mike:
“Jugal Mandal; Satish Mandal, Rana alias Prabir alias Dipak, Dulna Majhi-Dopdi Mejhen: surrender surrender
surrender.”
No surrender surrender. Mow-mow-mow down the village. Putt-putt putt-putt—cordite in the air—putt-putt—
round the clock—putt-putt. Flame thrower. Bakuli is burning. More men and women, children … fire—fire.
Close canal approach. Over-over-over by nightfall. Dopdi and Dulna had crawled on their stomachs to safety.
They could not have reached Paltakuri after Bakuli. Bhupati and Tapa took them. Then it was decided that
Dopdi and Dulna would work around the Jharkhani belt. Dulna had explained to Dopdi,
“Dear, this is best! We won’t get family and children this way. But who knows? Landowner and moneylender
and policemen might one day be wiped out!”
Who called her from the back today? Dopdi kept walking. Villages and fields, bush and rock—Public Works
Department markers—sound of running steps in back. Only one person running. Jharkhani Forest still about two
miles away.
Now she thinks of nothing but entering the forest. She must let them know that the police have set up notices
for her again. Must tell them that that bastard Sahib has appeared again. Must change hideouts. Also, the plan to
do to Lakkhi Bera and Naran Bera what they did to Surja Sahu on account of the trouble over paying the field
hands in Sandara must be cancelled. Shomai and Budhna knew everything. There was the urgency of great danger
under Dopdi's ribs. Now she thought there was no shame as a Santal in Shomai and Budhna’s treachery. Dopdi’s
blood was the pure unadulterated black blood of Champabhumi. From Champa to Bakuli the rise and set of a
million moons. Their blood could have been contaminated; Dopdi felt proud of her forefathers. They stood guard
over their women’s blood in black armor. Shomai and Budhna are halfbreeds. The fruits of the war. Contributions
to Radhabhumi\fn{A note reads: Champabhumi and Radhabhumi are archaic names for certain areas of Bengal. Bhumi is simply
“land.” All of Bengal is thus Bangabhumi.} by the American soldiers stationed at Shiandanga. Otherwise, crow would eat
crow’s flesh before Santal would betray Santal.
Footsteps at her back. The steps keep a distance. Rice in her belt, tobacco leaves tucked at her waist. Arijit,
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Malini, Shamu, Mantu—none of them smokes or even drinks tea. Tobacco leaves and limestone powder. Best
medicine for scorpion bite. Nothing must be given away.
Dopdi turned left. This way is the camp. Two miles. This is not the way to the forest. But Dopdi will not enter
the forest with a cop at her back.
I swear by my life. By my life Dulna, by my life. Nothing must be told.
The footsteps turn left. Dopdi touches her waist. In her palm the comfort of a half-moon. A baby scythe. The
smiths at Jharkhani are fine artisans. Such an edge we’ll put on it Upi, a hundred Dukhirams—thank God Dopdi is
not a gentleman. Actually, perhaps they have understood scythe, hatchet, and knife best. They do their work in
silence. The lights of the camp at a distance. Why is Dopdi going this way? Stop a bit, it turns again. Huh! I can
tell where I am if I wander all night with my eyes shut. I won’t go in the forest, I won’t lose him that way. I won’t
outrun him. You fucking jackal of a cop, deadly afraid of death, you can’t run around in the forest. I’d run you out
of breath, throw you in a ditch, and finish you off.
Not a word must be said. Dopdi has seen the new camp, she has sat in the bus station, passed the time of day,
smoked a bidi and found out how many police convoys had arrived, how many radio vans. Squash four, onions
seven, peppers fifty, a straight-forward account. This information cannot now be passed on. They will understand
Dopdi Mejhen has been countered. Then they’ll run. Arijit’s voice. If anyone is caught, the others must catch the
timing and change their hideout. If Comrade Dopdi arrives late, we will not remain. There will be a sign of where
we’ve gone. No comrade will let the others be destroyed for her own sake.\fn{ A note reads: Modern Bengali does not
distinguish between “her” and “his.” The “her” in the sentence beginning “No comrade wil …” can therefore be considered an interpretation.}

Arijit’s voice. The gurgle of water. The direction of the next hideout will be indicated by the tip of the wooden
arrowhead under the stone.
Dopdi likes and understands this. Dulna died, but, let me tell you, he didn’t lose anyone else’s life. Because
this was not in our heads to begin with, one was countered for the other’s trouble. Now a much harsher rule, easy
and clear. Dopdi returns—good; doesn’t return—bad. Change hideout. The clue will be such that the opposition
won’t see it, won’t understand even if they do.
Footsteps at her back. Dopdi turns again. These three-and-a-half miles of land and rocky ground are the best
way to enter the forest. Dopdi has left that way behind. A little level ground ahead. Then rocks again. The army
could not have struck camp on such rocky terrain. This area is quiet enough. It’s like a maze, every hump looks
like every other. That’s fine. Dopdi will lead the cop to the burning ghat. Patitpaban of Saranda had been
sacrificed in the name of Kali of the Burning Ghats.
Apprehend!
A lump of rock stands up. Another. Yet another. The elderly Senanayak was at once triumphant and
despondent. If you want to destroy the enemy, become one. He had done so. As long as six years ago he could
anticipate their every move. He still can. Therefore he is elated. Since he has kept up with the literature, he has
read First Blood and seen approval of his thought and work.
Dopdi couldn’t trick him, he is unhappy about that. Two sorts of reasons. Six years ago he published an article
about information storage in brain cells. He demonstrated in that piece that he supported this struggle from the
point of view of the field hands. Dopdi is a field hand. Veteran fighter. Search and destroy. Dopdi Mejhen is about
to be apprehended. Will be destroyed. Regret.
“Halt!”
Dopdi stops short. The steps behind come around to the front. Under Dopdi’s ribs the canal dam breaks. No
hope. Surja Sahu’s brother Rotoni Sahu. The two lumps of rock come forward. Shomai and Budhna. They had not
escaped by train.
Arijit’s voice. Just as you must know when you've won, you must also acknowledge defeat and start the
activities of the next stage.
Now Dopdi spreads her arms, raises her face to the sky, turns towards the forest, and ululates with the force of
her entire being. Once, twice, three times. At the third burst the birds in the trees at the outskirts of the forest
awake and flap their wings. The echo of the call travels far.
3
Draupadi Mejhen was apprehended at 6.53 p.m. It took an hour to get her to camp. Questioning took another
hour exactly. No one touched her, and she was allowed to sit on a canvas camp stool. At 8.57 Senanayak’s dinner
hour approached, and saying, “Make her. Do the needful,” he disappeared.
Then a billion moons pass. A billion lunar years. Opening her eyes after a million light years, Draupadi,
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strangely enough, sees sky and moon. Slowly the bloodied nailheads shift from her brain. Trying to move, she
feels her arms and legs still tied to four posts. Something sticky under her arse and waist. Her own blood. Only
the gag has been removed. Incredible thirst. In case she says “water” she catches her lower lip in her teeth. She
senses that her vagina is bleeding. How many came to make her?
Shaming her, a tear trickles out of the corner of her eye. In the muddy moonlight she lowers her lightless eye,
sees her breasts, and understands that, indeed, she’s been made up right. Her breasts are bitten raw, the nipples
torn. How many? Four, five, six, seven—then Draupadi had passed out.
She turns her eyes and sees something white. Her own cloth.\fn{ A note reads: A sari conjures up the long, many-pleated
piece of cloth, complete with blouse and underclothes, that “proper” Indian women wear. Dopdi wears a much-abbreviated version
without blouse or underclothes. It is referred to simply as “the cloth.” .} Nothing else. Suddenly she hopes against hope. Per-

haps they have abandoned her. For the foxes to devour. But she hears the scrape of feet. She turns her head, the
guard leans on his bayonet and leers at her. Draupadi closes her eyes. She doesn’t have to wait long. Again the
process of making her begins. Goes on. The moon vomits a bit of light and goes to sleep. Only the dark remains.
A compelled spread-eagled still body. Active pistons of flesh rise and fall, rise and fall over it.
Then morning comes.
Then Draupadi Mejhen is brought to the tent and thrown on the straw. Her piece of cloth is thrown over her
body.
Then, after breakfast, after reading the newspaper and sending the radio message “Draupadi Mejhen
apprehended,” etc. Draupadi Mejhen is ordered brought in.
Suddenly there is trouble.
Draupadi sits up as soon as she hears “Move!” and asks,
“Where do you want me to go?”
“To the Burra Sahib’s tent.”
“Where is the tent?”
“Over there.”
Draupadi fixes her red eyes on the tent. Says,
“Come, I’ll go.”
The guard pushes the water pot forward. Draupadi stands up. She pours the water down on the ground. Tears
her piece of cloth with her teeth. Seeing such strange behaviour, the guard says, “She’s gone crazy,” and runs for
orders. He can lead the prisoner out but doesn’t know what to do if the prisoner behaves incomprehensibly. So he
goes to ask his superior.
The commotion is as if the alarm had sounded in a prison. Senanayak walks out surprised and sees Draupadi,
naked, walking towards him in the bright sunlight with her head high. The nervous guards trail behind.
What is this? He is about to cry, but stops.
Draupadi stands before him, naked. Thigh and pubic hair matted with dry blood. Two breasts, two wounds.
What is this? He is about to bark.
Draupadi comes closer. Stands with her hand on her hip, laughs and says,
“The object of your search, Dopdi Mejhen. You asked them to make me up, don’t you want to see how they
made me?
“Where are her clothes?”
“Won’t put them on, sir. Tearing them.”
Draupadi's black body comes even closer. Draupadi shakes with an indomitable laughter that Senanayak
simply cannot understand. Her ravaged lips bleed as she begins laughing. Draupadi wipes the blood on her palm
and says in a voice that is as terrifying, sky splitting, and sharp as her ululation,
“What’s the use of clothes? You can strip me, but how can you clothe me again? Are you a man?”
She looks around and chooses the front of Senanayak’s white bush shirt to spit a bloody gob at and says,
“There isn’t a man here that I should be ashamed. I will not let you put my cloth on me. What more can you
do? Come on, counter me—come on, counter me—?”
Draupadi pushes Senanayak with her two mangled breasts, and for the first time Senanayak is afraid to stand
before an unarmed target, terribly afraid.
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66.8 Gunin, My Friend\fn{by Rajlakshmi Devi (1927- )} Mymensingh, Mymensingh District, Dhaka Division,
Bangladesh (F) 3
“The Gunin has left us!”
They were chattering with excitement.
“O woe! We will be cursed by the sun-the crops will die, plagues will spread, the anger of the Gods will kill
men, women, children—everyone will die!”
The rope cut into my hands and feet—I had screamed and cried from night till dawn—my tongue was swollen,
my throat dry. Yet still the weeping would not stop, tearing at me. Gunin, my friend, in this life I will never see
you again.
Before I met you, I was different from all of them, a woman apart. Aru, Achchan, Binni, they all called me
mad. When the afternoon shadows lengthened across the path, I would go with them, pots on our heads, to fetch
water. Then I would look at the tall grasses with their tender green seeds and think to myself, they too know
something secret, something important, only they cannot tell us. Making little waves in the river I would think,
where does the river go with all this water? And I would think and think, until the sky had spread out a multitude
of stars above my head, and I had still not filled my pot with water. Aru, Achchan, Binni would giggle and say:
“Crazy girl.”
At the hot noon time when the sun’s light would slant into our cave, probing its deep shadows, the elders
would stop their work of painting on the cave walls, sharpening their staves and spears, of counting and stringing
glass and beads and stones, and lie down to sleep. Then I would see three bent shadows throw themselves across
the cave mouth. Aru, Achchan and Binni. They would beckon to me and whisper:
“Come on!”
I did not know where they went and why, until one day they told me. Three men were mad with desire for the
three of them They were men whose spears had great strength and sharpness, their limbs were sturdy as pillars,
they could kill tigers and bears and would not even hesitate to take on an elephant. They were ready to strike
sparks off their weapons just for a warm glance from a maiden’s eye. Aru, Achchan and Binni told me this with
wide eyes, saying:
“There is another man who lives near them. Come with us.”
Every afternoon I would refuse to go with them; I would see them a little way down the path. And then—the
kites would wheel high above the heads of the areca palms, the shadows would shrink and grow, scurrying away
from the sun, the wind would rise and fall, and watching all this, my time would flow away like water. When the
noon sky was harsh with light I would squint at it and think if I concentrate just a little longer I will see every
wheel on Surya’s chariot. On the hillside tiny flowers had bloomed all by themselves; I dug the soil at their feet to
find their souls. Amazed, I saw beneath the earth a network of tiny veins, and a pair of little white hearts.
*
It must have been because I was crazy that I crossed the river, avoiding all the people—crossed over the banks
to the other side. Then there was the sandy river beach, then the spread of gravel, giving onto larger rocks, then
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the fence of cockscomb flowers. I crossed all these to catch a glimpse of you in the solitude of your secluded
cave, Gunin. You were the Gunin, the caster of spells, the one who could imprison souls in a casket. You could
waken sleeping spirits and put to sleep awakened ones, and make medicine from strange herbs. They said you
could with one glance of your white eyes see the fruit within the budding flower, the child within the woman.
They said you could put your ear to the earth’s breast and hear it sing, like a spinning top sings as it turns about
and about. Through the whirling winds, you could see the whimsical stars, shooting at random, like fireworks
across the skies.
That was why for a long time I had wished to see your face. Even before this day, I had once tricked Aru,
Achchan and Binni into coming with me to your river bank, pretending to go diving in the river. In this way I
brought Aru, Achchan and Binni to your riverbank. Together we leapt over the sand, the gravel, the big rocks.
Then we saw the red flag of the cockscombs, sentinels of your territory. Aru, Achchan and Binni stopped dead.
Fear drove the color from their faces. They whispered to each other:
“This is the Gunin’s cave! Quick, go back, go back.” They grabbed my hands and pulled me back, over the big
rocks, the gravel and the sand and the water. And they said:
“What foolhardy courage you have, Mannu. You wanted to go and see the Gunin’s dwelling place.”
*
Yet once again, all by myself, I returned to the place, and I crossed the fence of cockscomb flowers to stand at
the mouth of your cave. I saw amid the boxes, baskets, mortars and pestles, herbs, you were sitting, absorbed in
your work. I saw that you were not strange, you were like someone I might have known all my life. I knew this in
my heart and was glad. As I was coming away, you turned, and looked at me, and you smiled into my eyes.
Gunin—many years ago I lost my pet deer in the forest. I told no one; I went out to look for her alone, roaming
over the hills till I reached the edge of that dense jungle you can see from here. Do you know what a strange sight
I saw there? I saw a huge python, its eyes wide and still, lying motionless on the ground. And there was my deer,
her gaze locked with the python’s, creeping slowly towards its huge jaws. I called my deer with the loving name I
had given it, again and again—I nearly cried—but she did not come back to me, only moved slowly and inexorably towards her death. I could not bear to watch the end; I ran away from that place.
Gunin, the day you looked into my face and smiled, I saw in your two eyes two dancing lights of joy that were
brighter than the sun. That gaze of yours was nothing like the python’s, but the force that pulled me to you in the
cave was as strong and as relentless as that which caught my deer. So was I mistaken in what I saw? Does the deer
too see a magical world in the eyes of the python, and is that why she must go to her doom?
*
There amid your boxes, baskets, mortars and pestles, herbs, I began to explore. With caution I touched your
magic wands of life and death. In that mirror where you are trapping the sun’s heat against a coming century of
darkness, I saw my own face and hair. I asked you:
“Why do you never come out? Why can’t everybody see that you are just another man like other men?”
“Because I am the Gunin,” you smiled and answered me. “I have to live here alone. When souls of light come
to me I set aside my fearsome mask.”
Gunin—I could not understand the whole meaning of what you said to me then.
The evening of that day, when Orion had risen above our cave, when the owls had called a number of times,
for a short while I came to know the taste of a nameless terrible fear. And then at midnight my sleep was suddenly
broken. On the wind I heard the plaintive strains of a flute, and once again I had to fight my fear for a long time.
Every corner of the cave was saturated with light from the setting moon, but still I feared. That you were the
Gunin—that you could play the soul-stealing flute, this thought fed my fear. Until the sound of the flute was
stilled I could not abandon myself to sleep.
For the next few sun-drenched days I mocked my fear to myself. I mocked the shadows that peeped furtively
in my mind’s cave. Your face seemed to float before my eyes like a painting to give me strength. Aru, Achchan
and Binni heard the whole story from me and said, wide-eyed:
“Don’t ever go back there!”
“Why not?”
“Why not! He is the Gunin!”
“He is a human being, like us.”
“He only looks like a human. In truth he is the sorcerer, the Gunin. He will pounce on your mind and catch it
and lock it up in his Casket of Souls. You will toss and stumble about and finally you’ll die of neglect and
starvation, but even death won’t release you. You’ve seen that old mad woman on the other side of the green?
Everyone knows her mind and soul were stolen by the Gunin and are in his casket.”
I laughed scornfully and said, “What utter nonsense.”
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*
Once again I went to your dwelling. The clouds of your waiting for me that I saw then in your eyes were even
more beautiful than the sunlight of our first meeting. That day I stayed with you for a long time. And what wonders you showed me! You showed me how in the heart of hard white stones there is to be found tiny drops of
water. You showed me the rivers of life that flow in the tiny body of a grass leaf, and that hidden in the clouds
there are two kinds of lightning, the moving and the still. You brought me flowers and showed me how to see in
them the shadow of the coming fruit. I put my hand in yours and faintly heard the earth’s spontaneous turning
sound.
Yet the more was the wonder that grew in me, the more did the fear feed and become strong. For you were the
Gunin—you could look into my eyes and read my soul’s secrets perfectly. And then you sighed gently, and said:
“If you were afraid of me, then why did you seek me out?”
“Guinin—” I made a great effort and mustered all my courage. “Give me your soul-stealing flute. Give it to me
for good. Then I will not fear you anymore.” You were startled and said:
“How can that be? The soul-flute must remain only in the Gunin’s hands. In the hands of any ordinary person,
that flute can bring ruin.”
Then to dispel my fear you took out your seven-thousand-year-old Casket of Souls. It was a strange thing; it
could not be opened, nor any way in and out of it seen with normal eyes. You let me hold it in my hand.
“We Gunins do not commit the sin of tearing away another’s soul against their wishes,” you explained in a
calm voice. “When the stars and the sun tell us we may, we call forth those minds that cover the light with
darkness. We guide those useless, ugly, pestilent souls with the notes of this flute and bring them by unseeable
ways to the Casket of Souls.”
“And what of the people whose souls are gone?”
“They roam about. They do not even realize their souls are gone. They are mere shells, living their lives and
moving about everywhere with empty bodies.”
“Like the mad woman across the green?”
“No. Her soul was coveted by a cruel man. He chained her with a chain of tears, and strangled her with a
garrot of desires, until her soul shattered under the strain, and scattered over the skies. Then I took pity on her and
used the soul-flute to call those pieces home, one by one, to the Casket of Souls.”
“Gunin, I will no longer fear you,” I said. “You are not cruel, you know what pity is.”
And freed of my fears and worries, I returned your casket, placed an immeasurable and undying faith in you,
and swam the tidal river to our bank.
It was evening, Aru, Achchafi and Binni were filling water. When they saw me they were so shocked their pots
floated away downstream from their hands. Aru said:
“So you went back, did you?” Achchan said:
“The Gunin has put a spell on you. He must have snared your mind with the tune of his flute. Or why else
would you run to him all the time?” Binni said:
“What will become of you! We are so worried we can no longer sleep at night.”
*
Gunin, that night when the moon had touched the corners of our cave, then my sleep broke, and I heard clearly
the sounds of a flute, soft as sorrow itself. And my fear returned. There was no escape. For you were the Gunin,
and you could call my mind, you knew how to play your soul-stealing flute. However hard I tried, I could not put
to rest my fear of you.
*
Yet still I returned to your home, not once but many times. You would lay out a mat for me to sit on, and would
twine in my hair flowers from your garden. In summer you gave me watermelon from your fields, and in winter
grape juice. Eventually one day you placed all your trust in me. And that day I stole your soul-stealing flute.
Gunin—I did not know such disaster would follow. I merely hid the soul-stealer under the end of my sari and
set off for home, finally reassured. In the sky there was a pale moon like a crooked smile. In my now lightened
heart, I thought of you with joy and pleasure; as I thought of you, I pictured to myself your face.
Then suddenly, wrapped in my sari, your soul-stealing flute began to play of itself, a terrible plaintive tune. I
threw it from me, but it fell in the dust and played on. I struck my head against a rock until I was covered in
blood, but still it played on, a tune that pierced the heart.
And then I understood, this magic flute of yours, activated by my desire, was playing the tune that would draw
your soul. Now it was only a matter of time before you would be imprisoned in the casket, from which there was
no escape. I ran to the river bank, to cross and go to you. To return your instrument, and to stop it from taking
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your soul. But they chased me to the water’s edge, and dragged me back to our bank. There they tied me hand and
foot, as Aru, Achchan and Binni screamed:
“The Gunin across the river has put a spell on her—oh, horror! She was running to him in the middle of the
night!”
All night I listened to your soul-stealing flute pour out its lament on the winds. All night I called your name, I
prayed for you, I cried aloud. With my tears I tried to dissolve the magic that had been spun out of my blood to
ensnare your soul. Perhaps I succeeded. That was why my ceaseless tears at last silenced that terrible music. If my
tears did indeed win against your magic, then no doubt you escaped the eternal prison of the Casket of Souls.
Then no doubt you must have taken all your knowledge and your power and your wealth and made another soulflute, and gone with it to roam a new, a different earth.
“The Gunin has gone,” they chattered about me.
“Alas, the Gunin of our village is gone. What will become of us?”
Let us die. Let these cave-dwelling souls full of darkness, mistrust and fear, all die. For them was invented the
Casket of Souls.
Gunin, the darkness in me proved to be so very much stronger than the tiny light I had in me too. It was
through my own fault I lost you. If I never see you again in this life, then in another life, a life of light, please let
me be your acolyte in your wisdom and your magic.\fn{The remaining 431 pages of text continues in Bangladesh 14b:H}

The Koshaituli Jam-i-Masjid Mosque (constructed 1919-1945), Dhaka, Bangladesh. Below, the Belabo
Bazar Jame Mosque (inaugurated in 2008), Narsingdi District, Dhaka Division, Bangladesh
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