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288.60 A Letter To Jitu Raut\fn{by Prithvi Narayan Shah (1723-1775)} Devghat, Tanahu District, Nepal (M) -1
Swasti! Shrigiriraj chakrachudamani nar narayana tyadi vividha virudavali virajman manonnat
shri man maharajadhiraj shri shri shri shri shri man Prithvi Narayan Shah Dev devanam sada
samar vlayinam.\fn{The prashasti, the listing of the king’s honorific titles}
To Jitu Raut of Koihabi village, Cherwant praganna:
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I give you Koihabi village in Cherwant praganna that was granted to you by my father-in-law.
You, your family members and your villagers are pardoned and can enjoy the total produce of the village.
I grant to Jitu Raut full authority to collect the mokkadami\fn{Revenues} over this village. Settle the village and
be at our service. Let it be propitious.
VS\fn{For the definition of which see below under 288.57:H} 1819, the 11th day of the bright fortnight of Falgun at Hariharpur.\fn{February-March, 1763. A note says: “This is the only lal mohar issued by Prithvi Narayan Shah from Hariharpur. As mentioned in this document, the previous king of Makwanpur, Hemkarna Sen (1733-1759) was the father-in-law of Prithvi Narayan Shah, who
married his daughter Indra Kumari around 1738. This alliance was intended to strengthen the relationship between Makwanpur and
Gorkha. But at the wedding a disagreement took place over a valuable necklace, a one-tusked elephant and marriage customs, and Indra
Kumari remained in Makwanpur. After the death of Hemkarna Sen, the conflict between the brothers-in-law once again flared up. Digband han Sen sought the friendship of the Malla kings of the Nepal Valley. Meanwhile, as he found it difficult to defeat the Malla king by mili tary force alone, Prithvi Narayan tried his best to invade the areas surrounding the Nepal Valley by imposing an effective economic block ade. He already occupied important locations such as Nuwakot, Dolakha and others. He now wanted to control Makwanpur, which was the
strategic key to closing the southern door to the Nepal Valley. He wanted to keep the Malla kings of the Nepal Valley apart from the British
East India Company, which was spreading its influence throughout India. The conquest of Makwanpur was a must for making the unifica tion campaign successful. His Gorkhali forces attacked Makwanpur on 25-26 August 1762. Digbandhan Sen, accompanied by his staff, re treated to his southern bastion of Hariharpur. Prithvi Narayan Shah conquered Hariharpur and Sindhuli by the end of August 1762. Dig bandhan Sen then took refuge and sought help from the nawab Mirkasim of Bengal, who had his own plans and interests, and was strengthening his forces to fight against the East India Company. Carrying out Mirkasim’s plans, a military force marched under the leadership of
an Armenian called Gurgin Khan, who had several Westerners in his well-trained troops, and attacked Makwanpur in January 1762. But the
Gorkhali forces won, and captured much of the rifles and ammunition of Gurgin Khan’s army. Digbandhan Sen fled with his family mem bers from Hariharpur to Rasodaghat, where he had to surrender. For the local people, this was a time of disturbance and of change of alle giance. Nevertheless, it was common for a king to pardon the subjects of the defeated king if they recognized the new suzerainty. Prithvi
Narayan Shah pardoned Jitu Raut and reconfirmed the previous land grant given to him by Hemkarna Sen. This practical strategy of allow ing good leaders to retain their power while switching their loyalty to him laid the foundation for the consolidation and stabilization of his
new kingdom.”}

146.69 The First Epic\fn{by an unnamed Newari bard (before 1749-

)}

Nepal (M) 1

Desroying obstacles for the benefit of this world, you are the giver of success, O Ganesa! In the rainy season
Valasuki, the King of the nine Nagas makes rain-showers pour down.
Matsyendranatha protects the three worlds. Taking care of the people, Matsyendranatha proclaims that everyone should assemble.
Indra, together with the Gandharvas, covered the whole earth with clouds. Wherever we looked, rain-showers
filling earth poured down. Today, in the rainy season, the time has come to send rain. On the day of the ricetransplantation we shall seize hold of Biranei Narayana. We shall make love of riches needless. Rain-showers
filling the earth poured down.
Tomorrow we shall summon the laborers to transplant. We shall complete seven plots of land. O women, haya!
The workers will flirt with you. Put on your makeup well and come!
“All right, I shall first put on my makeup to the best of my knowledge and ability! Holding the mirror and
painting my face, I shall first put on my makeup to the best of my knowledge and ability.”
While I was putting on a little makeup, the landlord came.\fn{ Most of the Jyapu farmers do not own their land, but are
tenants who have to share the annual yield with their landlord. } He came smiling. Hastily seizing the mirror, I hid it from
him.
“O girl, where are you going? You have been putting on lovely makeup.”
“It is just this, O Lord: I am going to collect workers to transplant rice on your land. Having put on a little
makeup, it is time for me to go.”
“O girl, I have come just because I wanted to know whether they have already transplanted the rice.”
“Don’t doubt, O Lord! Your land will be finished today. I shall go and summon the workers.”
“Of course, you can go, girl! Listen to my words just a while!”
“I feel ashamed, O Lord. (What is the landlord going to say? I’ll listen if it is decent.)”\fn{ The brackets, here and
elsewhere in these mini-epics, indicate that the person is speaking to him- or herself, or to somebody else other than the person indicated in
another part of the speech.}

“It’s only this, girl: having seen your beauty and youth, I feel a desire for love. I have now revealed the affair
of my heart. O girl, don’t make your sweet-tasting words bitter! Make sweet what is sweet!”
“What are you saying, O Lord? Those words of yours are not to my liking. Don’t enter my home talking such
nonsense!”
“You have rejected me, O girl, because of one word! If you reject me, I shall do the same to you. You will not
be allowed to transplant rice in that field! As a matter of fact, I have already withdrawn the land. I must now be
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going.”
(“The landlord has left. What can I do now? My mind feels uneasy. People will ask me what reasons he had for
saying, without any pretext, ‘I shall take the land back.’ My husband will get to know of the affair. He should not
be told about it! The landlord has gone some distance away. What can I do now? I should not lose my land
without any cause.) O Lord, haya! I will tell you something. Please do come back for a little. I should not dismiss
you wrongly for such a trivial thing. I only fear that my husband will get to know about this.”
“O girl, you need not be afraid of those words. What is a secret I shall treat as a secret. We two shall embrace
each other, enjoying the pleasures of love!”
“Come, Lord, come! Don’t criticize! I’ll give you love to the best of my knowledge.”
“With those words you showed great kindness to me. I am much pleased.”
“If you won’t reveal, I shall obey your words at once.”
The landlord saw my mirror lying in the bag. He seized it, saying, “I shall look a little,” and standing the
mirror on one side and looking at his own reflection, the landlord felt much pleased. Enjoying the pleasures of
love, we both finished embracing each other.
“Oh Lord, haya! I obeyed your words. I shall now ask one token of your love.”
“It so happens that my purse is empty, girl. What token can I give? Taken this one coin I have on me! We two
have finished our pleasures. I must be going.”
“I have shown you love to the best of my knowledge and ability. My husband will get to know. Now I must
go.”
“Wait, girl! I must be going. Don’t feel grieved on any account! Take some campa-flowers and go quickly!”
*
“What work has detained you, wife? What work has detained you? Half the day has gone.”
“You, who have been in the field, what do you know? A friend arrived with campa-flowers from the palace. I
entertained this friend and, therefore, came a little late.”
“I did not know you would be detained by such a thing. I have now finished transplanting the rice without your
presence being needed.”
“I have come with campa-flowers from the palace. Let everybody take one!” The workers gladly took one
campa-flower.
288.57 A Letter To Shri Hem Chaudhari (1776)\fn{by Pratap Singh Shah (1751-1777)} Gorkha, Gorkha District,
Nepal (M) -1\fn{Shri Hem Chaudhari was a courtier of King Kama Sen, the last king of Chaudandi and Vijayapur, whose kingdoms
were forcibly incorporated into the expanding Nepali Empire during his reign, with the consequence that all his adherents lost their estates
which were confiscated by the victors. This letter restores the recipient’s status quo ante and appoints him tax collector for the new regime.
Pratap Singh Shah was a young man when he died (according to W, from natural causes). Many of the documents in this collection are the
product of regencies; I have limited myself to a selection (admittedly small) of letters the content of which could be understood as having
been actually written by the person who composed them, once they attained to their majority (18 in Nepal), disbanded their regencies, and
directly ruled their country. The other documents described as having been isued by “the court of …” have no business representing The
Protocol for World Peace (which must, in the first instance, rest exclusively on autographs):H }

Shri Durgasahaya\fn{An invocation to Durga; elsewhere taking the form Shri, shri Durga or Shri Durgajyu}
Swasti! Shri giriraj cakracuramani narnarayantyadi vividha virudavali virajman manonnat
shriman maharajadhiraj shri shri shri Maharaj Pratap Singh Shah bahadur samser jang devanam sada samar vjaynam.\fn{The prashasti, the listing of the king’s honorific titles}
To Shri Hem Chaudhari: Greetings.
Everything is well with us and we wish the same to you.
Previously you ate the salt of the king.\fn{ Served the king of Makwanpur} To show your loyalty to Makwanpur after our victory over him, you fled to Muglan.\fn{ A term referring to Indian lands under the control of the (Muslim) Mughal Dynasty} When summoned by our subba\fn{District official, apointed to supervise administration at the local level, and to whom Shri
Hem Chaudhari would pay the revenue he would collect} you returned to your homeland, kneeling before us.
We therefore bestow upon you the position of jimidar\fn{Village revenue collector; which, indeed, was his previous position under the old regime} on the land on which you lived before. Do your best to make the land as productive as possible.
If you do so, we will reward you. Let it be propitious.
VS 1833, Sunday the 13th day of the bright fortnight of Marga in Kathmandu.\fn{ November-December 1776. “In consideration of the difficulty of ascertaining the exact AD equivalent date to the Nepali date, we have mentioned only the year and approxi -
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mate month.” A further note reads: “The Nepali year is based upon [the Vikram Samvat], a lunar calendar which gives in succession the
date of the year, the month, the day of the fortnight in the descending (dark) or ascending (bright) phase of the moon, and the number of the
day of the week.” Vikram Sanat (VS) is 56.7 years in count ahead of the Gregorian Calendar; it seems to have been in continuous use since
54BC}

146.70 The Second Epic\fn{by an unnamed Newari bard (before 1775-

)}

Nepal (M) 1

For quite a long time I have worshipped Bhimasena Deva. But he granted me an inauspicious boon.
“Not a month has passed yet, since I came to this house, and your son already says he will go to Tibet. Stop
him just this once!”
“I shall not stop my son, dear daughter-in-law. My son has no work.”
“If, O mother, your son has no work, I shall hand over my property.”
“It is not permissible, O daughter-in-law, to stop my son. Let us first see if he will get work in Tibet.”
“O, mother, please do stop him just this once! I see no good in his going to Tibet.”
“O daughter-in-law, don’t worry! He will return after staying only one or two years.”
“What can I do now, O mother? What more can I request? Do as you think best. (Don’t speak of going to
Tibet, O my husband! Please postpone it just this once!)”
“O wife, I shall not stay long in Tibet. I shall return after staying only one or two years.”
“Don’t go to Tibet, O my husband! I see no good in it!”
“O wife, don’t speak to hold me back! Let me first see, if I can get work in Tibet!”
“What more can I say now, O husband? Do as you think best.”
“Don’t be impatient, wife! When I have earned as much as possible, I shall return.” Accepting the saguna\fn
{Food for the journey, generally consisting of eggs, fish, boiled meat and liquor, is given upon completion of the ceremonial rite of the
saguna, performed to ensure good luck when one is leaving Nepal for a foreign country. } with his right hand, wiping away his
tears with his left, my husband departed, weeping bitterly.
“O husband, don’t worry! Go slowly, always watching your step!”
When I looked down from the window of the cota,\fn{In a Newari house, the second floor, containing the dining-room, the
kitchen, and various other rooms.} I saw my husband walk away without looking back. It is now four to six months
since he left. Yet there is no reply. How is my husband getting on? I placed a lamp in the window of the svata and
I looked:\fn{In order to discover a good omen.} the light grew dim.\fn{This is, of course, inauspicious.}
“In the early morning I went, O mother, to the kavasi. A crow flew by and mocked.”\fn{Also inauspicious.}
“O daughter-in-law, don’t worry! The words of the crow are certainly not true.”
“O mother, when I went to fetch water, people said, ‘Your son—he is no more’.”
“Who said so, daughter-in-law? Which person said so, daughter-in-law?”
“A good friend of your son’s said so.”
“What was the sign he brought,\fn{To prove his death.} O daughter-in-law? What was the sign he brought, O
daughter-in-law?”
“He brought your son’s diamond ring.”
“O daughter-in-law, don’t insist on this assertion! That news is certainly not true.”
“This news is not false, O mother. I shall now go and join your son.”\fn{ I.e., she would allow herself to be burned to
death on a funeral pyre. }
“My son has gone, O daughter-in-law. Don’t say that you too will go! Where shall I, a sinful woman, go and
die?”
“O mother, prepare betel-nut and sindura!\fn{Vermilion powder, for adornment.} I shall go and join your son.”
“After we three have lived together in this home, where we, a small family of three were staying, I have today
become alone.”
“O women of the neighborhood, don’t allow my mother-in-law to weep! Everybody should console her!”
“What can we do now, daughter? Why have you become so obstinate? One must not leave one’s mother all
alone.”
“Look! Having prepared some ginger, beaten rice, along with curds,\fn{ Foods like this are brought to the house of
mourning when a person dies.} my mother will bring the materials for the funeral sacrifice.”
“An officer\fn{A Pradhan, entrusted with the register of deaths. } came from the royal palace and all my kinsmen
gathered. Everyone said to me, ‘Don’t go away! It is the duty of a wife to serve her husband.’ I shall go and join
my husband.”
Nobody was able to prevent her, all bade her farewell. She departed this life very happy. She threw away one
garment of the dead man’s on the chvasa,\fn{A special place at a crossroads where, to the accompaniment of appropriate
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ceremonial, things considered unclean—among them, the clothes of the dead—were discarded for the sake of propitiating a special demon
who, if not so honored, would harm the family, especially its children, by sending disease to them. } gave one garment to the Yogin,

performed a friendship ceremony with one garment representing her husband and, having put on a jacket of black
gaha, a shawl made of dori and a skirt of manichita, departed.
From there she was carried round the city and after that taken to the cremation-ground.
“Don’t cause me too much pain, oh burners of the dead. Send my life away quickly!”
“Oh daughter-in-law, don’t worry! We shall quickly send your life away.”
Thus, lying on the funeral pyre, having substituted one of his garments for her husband, she worshipped Gauri
and Siva.\fn{Which she considered the ideals of true love.}
288.57a A Letter To Ranjit Chaudhari (1815)\fn{by Girvana Yuddha Bikram Shah (1797-1816)} Basantapur, Kathmandu Durbar Square, Nepal (M) -1
Shri Durgajyu\fnS{An invocation to Durga; elsewhere taking the form Shri, shri Durga or Shri Durgasahaya}
Swasti! Shri giriraj cakracuramani narnarayantyadi vividha virudavali virajman manonnat
shriman maharajadhiraj shri shri shri Maharaj Pratap Singh Shah bahadur samser jang devanam sada samar vjaynam.\fn{The prashasti, the listing of the king’s honorific titles}
To Ranjit Chaudhari, Sidhamas Praganna, Parsa District:
We bestow upon you with full rights\fn{I.e., a land grant in perpetuity} the uncultivated and forested land of the two
villages of Basadilwa and Lohihat in the district of Parsa, Sidhamas Praganna, as reward for your significant help
during the battle at Parsa Fort from 1815. { Another in a string of Nepalese victories. W notes that from the beginning of the
Anglo-Nepalese war in 1814 to February 1815, “of the four British commanders the Nepalese army had faced till that time, Gillespie was
dead [killed on the battlefield], Marley had deserted, Wood was harassed into inactivity, and Martindell was practically incapacitated by
over-cautiousness.”}
You can collect the customary commercial, judicial and service taxes\fn{ Here they included: customs duties, taxes on
forest and water products, timber taxes, marriage taxes, taxes on communal pasture and water sources, cattle market tasxes, judicial fees,
escheat property taxes, and officer service taxes } except the king’s share.

Cultivate and settle this land, work loyally and enjoy from generation to generation the produce of the majkur
villages. Let it be propitious.
VS 1871, Sunday, the 8th day of the dark fortnight of Chaitra\fn{March-April 1815. See note under 288.57}
146.71 The Third Epic\fn{by an unnamed Newari farmer or worker (before 1800-

)}

Nepal (M) 2

“Alas, where have you been, O husband?”
“Why do you worry, wife? I have been performing my duties.”
“There is no mutual understanding, though you and I have been living together. Where have you been, O
husband, where have you been?”
“To bathe at Silutirtha confers much punya. I went to search for a friend to go with me to Silutirtha.”
“Don’t search for a friend, O husband! You and I, we shall both go together. To go together, as man and wife,
to Silu will confer much punya upon us.”
“If both of us are to go together, we must first consult a Jyotisa.”\fn{ An astrologer.}
*
When I consulted him, the Joytisa predicted: “You will be forced to part from one another.”
“O husband, why consult a Jyotisa? You and I, we will both go together. To bathe together will confer much
punya upon us.”
“Don’t insist, O wife! You and I will have to part. Though I have been trying to make you understand, you still
do not do so. We shall certainly have to part.”
*
Having got up and left my home, I went to stay the night at Dhamathuli.\fn{ Modern Dhamathu.} When I reached
Dhamathuli and looked back, I saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say ‘I shall come,’ O wife! Go back home! Don’t insist, O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left Dhamathuli, I went to stay the night at Nyagamani. When I reached Nyagamani and looked back, I
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saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say, ‘I shall come,’ O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left Nyagamani, I went to stay the night at Jaiphalapauva. When I reached Jaiphalapauva and looked
back, I saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say, ‘I shall come,’ O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left Jaiphalapauva, I went to stay the night at Rampauva. When I reached Ranipauva and looked back,
I saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say, “I shall come,” O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left Ranipauva, I went to stay the night at Caturalipauva. When I reached Caturalipauva and looked
back, I saw my wife following me
“Don’t say, “I shall come,” O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left Caturalipauva, I went to stay the night at Nakvabyasi.\fn{ Modern Naivakot.} When I reached
Nakvabyasi and looked back, I saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say, “I shall come,” O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left Nakvabyasi, I went to stay the night on the slopes of Dhaivu.\fn{ Name of a hill.} When I reached the
slopes of Dhaivu and looked back, I saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say, “I shall come,’ O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left the slopes of Dhaivu, I went to stay the night at the foot of Bhimalapakva.\fn{ Name of a mountain.}
When I reached the foot of Bhimalapakva and looked back, I saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say, ‘I shall come,’ O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
When I reached the foot of Bhimalapakva and looked back, I saw my wife following me.
“Don’t say, ‘I shall come,’ O wife! You and I will have to part.”
“If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?” When he reached Dhumcyabyasi, my
husband bowed his head.\n{In desperation.}
“Don’t be grieved, O husband! Don’t worry! If we go and stay together, how shall we both be forced to part?”
*
Having left Dhumcyabasi, I went to stay the night at Lakadibina.
“Though I am trying to make you understand, you still don’t do so. We shall certainly have to part.”
Having left Lakadibina, I went towards Silutirtha and arrived there. When we bathed at Silutirtha, the King
sent soldiers to prevent her from doing so.
The woman, difficult to hinder, though I tried to hinder her, insisted—and was lost. A woman who lacked
experience in sitting in a duli, was now seated in a supala.\fn{Simple and complicated, expensive forms of covered platforms
born on men’s shoulders.} Having got into the supala, she looked and saw her husband weeping.
“It is not your husband who is weeping. A dog is weeping.”
“No dog is weeping, King. My husband is weeping. Don’t weep, O husband! You will get another wife as good
as I am. (The King gave me a tari-flower. I shall make my husband put it in his hair.) Don’t weep, O husband!
You will get another wife as good as I am.”
“I should have to practice austerity to obtain a wife as good as you are. Even if I practiced austerity in the
Himalayas, I should not get a wife as good as you are.”
Sitting in the supala, she passed through many flowery forests, and having left her husband, followed the
King.
*
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After we have gone together, as man and wife, to Silu, I have now been left alone. The woman, difficult to
hinder, though I tried to hinder her, insisted—and was lost. Returning from Silutirtha, I proceeded towards the
foot of Bhimalapakva and arrived there. When I reached the foot of Bhimalapakva, I thought of my wife. Having
left the foot of the Bhimalapakva, I went to stay the night at Nakvabyasi.
Where can I go to meet her again? I thought of my wife. Having left Nakvabyasi, I proceeded towards Ranipauva and arrived there. Having left Ranipauva, I proceeded towards Nyagamani and arrived there. Having left
Nyagamani, I proceeded towards Pasupati and arrived there.
I shall visit the shrine of Nilakantha Mahadeva. The woman, difficult to hinder, though I tried to hinder her,
insisted—and was lost. Returning from Pasupati, I proceeded towards my home and I arrived there. When I
reached my home, my parents scolded me.
All my kinsmen despised me. Why shall I stay at home? I’ll go away as a Yogin. The woman, difficult to hinder, though I tried to hinder her, insisted—and was lost. Putting on a Yogin’s garment, I shall roam about and
search for another wife.
Though I searched, wandering throughout the country, there was no wife as good as you were. For twelve
years I shall practice austerity and vows. But even if I practice austerity for twelve years, I shall certainly not get a
wife as good as she was. The woman, difficult to hinder, though I tried to hinder her, insisted—and was lost.
*
“Don’t worry, O Queen.\fn{The man’s wife has become Queen of Nepal in the meantime. } Don’t be afraid! I shall give
you so many maids and servants, I shall give you diamonds pearls and other jewels, emeralds, ornaments and
dresses. Let us go, O Queen, to play dice together for a while!”
“Don’t use these words, O King! Listen to my appeal! I have started the four months of fasting and shall have
to carry out this vow.”
“What things do you need for the four months of fasting?”
“I need ghee, sugar, milk, and everything. Furthermore I shall have to feed all our people. I shall have to
assemble all the Yogins of our country.”
*
Now all the Yogins and the people came, only my husband has not come. My husband came, when I was
bathing.\fn{For fear of being arrested by the King.}
“Don’t worry, husband! Don’t be afraid! Disguised as a nun, I shall deceive the King and come with you.
“Listen, O maids, I shall go to the toilet to defecate.”
“Do not go to the toilet, Queen. We shall place a jug and pot for you.”
“How can I defecate in such a room?”
Saying, “I shall go to the toilet,” she left her room. Having gone alone to some place, she took off all her
clothes and, smearing ashes on her body, put on the ochre robe. Disguised as a nun, she then deceived the King
and left.
*
“I have come, O husband, don’t worry! We had better not go together, you go first! I will change my course in
the middle of the journey and I will overtake you later. Blessed is my fate, blessed is my karman, since I met my
husband again! We shall not stay here now, O lord. Let us go home!”
1819
146.73 The Fourth Epic\fn{by an unnamed Newari poet (before 1805-

)}

Nepal (M) 1

Queen Bijyalaksmi was brought from outside.\fn{ I.e., from outside Kathmandu Valley. } She was living on Mount
Helamgu.\fn{Modern Helambu or Helmu.} When she looked upwards, there were mountains. When she looked down,
there were waters. The waters were roaring hunuhunu.
She had to drink water from an earthen vessel, to eat her little food\fn{ As after a period of fasting and on similar
occasions.} from a bowl made of leaves:\fn{ As a widow, the Queen was required to give up all luxuries. } she has learned the
news concerning her husband.
The citizens\fn{Of Helamgu.} felt pity. They had erected a dharmasala.\fn{To house her during her period of banishment.} The Queen dwelled there at ease. Having lived free from care, when she heard the news concerning her
husband, she announced,
“I must commit sati. O gentlemen, subjects of Helamgu, I have to commit sati!”
The people shed tears.
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From there Bijylaksmi set out in order to commit sati and was brought to the shrine of the Vajrayogini. There
she gave an offering to the Goddess of a stick of gold. There the chief of the village council and headman of
Sakodesa, Virasimha, made people beat drums in front of the Mai. There she was received as a guest in the house
of (Hari)virasimha, the chief of the village council of Sakodesa.
From there she returned to Kathmandu and was brought to Camgu-Narayana. There she gave an offering of a
conch which had its mouth on the right.\fn{ A very valuable and auspicious gift, since most conches have their openings on the
left.}
From there she returned and was brought to the shrine of the holy Guhyesvari. There she gave an offering of an
umbrella of gold.
From there she returned and was brought to holy Pasupatinath. There she gave an offering of a chowrie\fn{Fly
whisk; a mark of honor.} of gold.
From there she returned and beheld her dead husband: having circumambulated him thrice, she bowed down to
his feet.
From there she returned and was brought to the shrine of the Jaya-Vagi-svari. There she gave an offering of a
tayo made of a golden plate.
From there she returned and posted orderlies at every doorway.
“Nobody shall go to Kathmandu,” she said. From there she returned and was brought to Hnavamghai. There
the Queen wept, beating her breast.
“The Kaji and the courtiers of Kathmandu would not allow me to see my own son. ‘It is forbidden,’ they had
said, ‘it is an order.’”
“Come, King, come, my son Girivana Yuddha Vikrama Saha! I want to seat you on my lap for a little while!
Come, my daughter Lanithakurp! Come and sit on my lap for a little while! I shall go to commit sati for the sake
of your father.”
There, having looked at the face of his mother Queen Bijyalaksmi, the. Heir Apparent shed tears from his eyes.
“Haya, King! Haya, my son! Do not cause trouble to your subjects! May you be able to strengthen your kingdom!”
Queen Bijyalaksmi mounted the wooden pyre. On her lips the Queen took the name of Rama.
Bhimasena Thapa was Kaji, Bhimasena Thapa was Prime Minister at that time.\fn{ He usurped the King’s power, and
ruled in the name of Girivana and his successors for the first three decades of the 19 th century.} The Queen had to die a premature
death.
The Queen died. Everyone present shed tears from his eyes.
288.58 1. A Letter To The Chaudhari Prasuram, Maniram, Kalu, Sunapati, Ram Prasad, Prasotama Subba
2. A Letter to Moti Raya\fn{by Rajendra Bikram Shah (1813-1881)} Bhaktapur, Bhaktapur District, Nepal (M) 1
1
Shri Durgjyu\fn{An invocation to Durga; elsewhere taking the form Shri, shri Durga or Shri Durgasahaya}
Swasti! Shri giriraj cakracuramani narnarayantyadi vividha virudavali virajman manonnat
shriman maharajadhiraj shri shri shri Maharaj Pratap Singh Shah bahadur samser jang devanam sada samar vjaynam.\fn{The prashasti, the listing of the king’s honorific titles}
To the chaudhari Prasuram, Maniram, Kalu, Sunapati, Ram Prasad, Prasotama, subba and mahato of the four
praganna of Dang:
We granted to Gangadatta Upadhaya Majgaia uncultivated and forested lands in Dang as compensation to be
settled and populated by bringing in farmers from outside. Kaji\fnMinister} Bakhatawar Singh Thapa has reported
to us that you have cleared and cultivated the land for two to four years and that you have settled a village in the
forested land. It is the people of the already-assessed land who came to farm there, so the revenue from the land
decreased.
Now we cancel the grant from Gangadatta Upadhyaya and we bestow upon you the right to bring in people
from Muglan\fn{A term referring to Indian lands under the control of the (Muslim) Mughal Dynasty } to establish villages, cultivate the land and make it populous.
Don’t allow the revenues to decrease, and submit them to the tax collector according to the customary regulations of the praganna.
Cultivate the land and make it populous. Let it be propitious.
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VS 1891, Wednesday, the 4th day of the dark fortnight of Chaitra\fn{March-April 1835}.
2
Shri Durgjyu\fn{An invocation to Durga; elsewhere taking the form Shri, shri Durga or Shri Durgasahaya}
Swasti! Shri giriraj cakracuramani narnarayantyadi vividha virudavali virajman manonnat
shriman maharajadhiraj shri shri shri Maharaj Pratap Singh Shah bahadur samser jang devanam sada samar vjaynam.\fn{The prashasti, the listing of the king’s honorific titles}
To Moti Raya, Shivanath Raya Garwar Tharu:
At the time of the Makawani king, your ancestor Bhupal Raya was killed during the war with the Mughals on
the border of Naurangiya praganna and your grandfather Darpa Narayan Raya was given all the sandy, uncultivated and forested land of Dholi village in Naurangiya praganna of Parsa District as maraut\fn{Military pension} by
the king of Makwanpur.\fn{A note says that the aforementioned battle “may have been fought at the time of King Manik Sen, who
ruled from the beginning of the 18th century until 1728.”}
You enjoyed it from then until 1836.
During the survey of 1837, when asked to show your documents, you could produce neither the Makawani
documents nor ours because they were all destroyed in a fire. The sardar\fn{Military officer} Balbhanjan Pandey reported this to us, so we ordered him to confiscate this land.
Today you came to our gate claiming that it was your pension as described above. We checked your claim and
found that you have enjoyed this land from the time of the Makwani king until 1836.
We bestow upon you all 391 bigha of the village of Dholi as maraut pension except for the royal share.
Enjoy it. Be loyal to us. Let it be propitious.
VS 1894, the 2nd day of the dark fortnight of Paush.\fn{December-January, 1838}
146.74 The Fifth Epic\fn{by an unnamed Newari bard (before 1816-

)}

Nepal (M) 1

When he had acquired much wealth, a son living in Tibet thought of going back to Nepal. He assembled his
friends, received the saguna and returned proudly to Nepal. When he reached Jhikhache,\fn{ Shigatse, in Tibet.} he
talked to his friends and spent the night in Jhikhache. When he left Jhikhache, he came to Kutidesa\fn{ A place near
the Nepalese/Tibetan frontier.} and spent the night there. When he left Kutidesa, he came to Sakodesa and visited the
shrine of the Vajrayogini. When he had finished this visit, he spent the night at Sakodesa and sent a message to his
mother.
Having left Sakodesa, he came to Cabahili where he sent the leader of his bearers ahead to his mother’s place.
On reaching her house, the leader of the bearers told her that her son had arrived, and he also said,
“Go to meet him at Cabahili!”
The mother was filled with surprise to see her son’s letter. She had thought her son was no more.
“My son is still alive! And his cursed friend drove my daughter-in-law to sati! What shall I do now, when my
son returns home? How shall I console him?”
Having assembled the neighbors to the right and the left and having talked to them about what had happened,
she finally went to meet her son. When he saw his mother coming, the son went hastily forward and bowed down
to his mother’s feet. While mother and son were exchanging phrases about each other’s welfare and health, the
mother bestowed the saguna on her son. When the saguna ceremony was over and all the friends were assembled,
mother and son entered the house. When he entered the house and did not find his wife, the son questioned his
mother.
“Alas, O Mother, where has your daughter-in-law gone?”
“My daughter-in-law has gone to her father’s home.”
“For what reason did she go, Mother? For what reason did she go, Mother? Doesn’t she know the news of my
coming? O Mother, send for your daughter-in-law! First we shall look a little at each other’s faces.”
“O my dear son, my daughter-in-law is no more. In your name my daughter-in-law has committed sati.”
“Alas, O Mother! For what reason did she commit sati? For what reason did you, mother, send her away to the
sati.”
“O my dear son! A letter arrived saying you are no more. When she saw this letter, she committed sati.”
“Who brought it, O mother? Who brought it, O Mother? And what sign was put in that letter, when the letter
was brought?”
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“It was none other, O my son, than your friend and well-wisher. He produced your ring as a sign.”
“Alas, O Mother! This ring is, O Mother, not mine. My cursed friend has played me a bad trick. Alas, O
Mother! How can I stay in this house without your daughter-in-law? Hari! Hari! Siva! Siva! What a bad karman I
have! I have now seen enough of the faithfulness of a friend! Alas, O Mother! Don’t grieve, O Mother! I must go
back the way I have come. I have looked down out of this window enough. I have looked into this door enough.
Why should I cherish any love for this home?”
“Don’t speak like this! Don’t forsake me! I will give you in marriage to somebody else.”
“Alas, O Mother! There is no need for me to marry again. I shall return to Tibet at least once.”
Having walked round his mother three times and bowed to her feet, he went away without looking back on his
mother.
When she saw her son departing, his mother lamented and fell into a swoon. The neighbors to the right and the
left came and consoled her and finally made her worship God.
288.59 1. To The Elephant Office\fn{Undated, but c.1867} 2. To Subbha Dewal\fn{by Surendra Bir Bikram Shah (18291881)} Basantapur, Kathmandu Durbar Square, Nepal (M) 1
1
Shri Durgjyu\fn{An invocation to Durga; elsewhere taking the form Shri, shri Durga or Shri Durgasahaya}
Swasti! Shri giriraj cakracuramani narnarayantyadi vividha virudavali virajman manonnat
shriman maharajadhiraj shri shri shri Maharaj Pratap Singh Shah bahadur samser jang devanam sada samar vjaynam.\fn{The prashasti, the listing of the king’s honorific titles}
To an office:
Concerning the hattisar\fn{Elephant stables} in the Tarai, the revenue office of Raghunathpur in the district of
Mohottari has reported to us that the yearly amount has not been well used for the maintenance of the elephant
stables from April-May to March-April 1867.
Having not been properly fed, the elephants starved, ate earth and became sick. The elephant keepers have re duced the amount of food given.
According to several reports, we also learned that the income borrowed from the kausitosa khana\fn{Treasury}
and the kampu dafdar khana\fn{Military office in charge of collecting income from jagir land} was not sufficient to pay the
salaries of the employees of the elephant stables. So money has been taken from the employees who paid their re spects to the king.\fn{For appointment or reconfirmation}
From now on, any amount that has been signed by the giver, the recipient and the salary payment officer
should be checked by the military office and the kumari chowk.\fn{Audit office} According to the daily signed documents of these offices, we received the amount from 1867 through subba Dewal and the clerk Janaki Tharu:
Total income in cash … 8518 rupees, 13 anna, 3 paisa, 2 dam \fn{4 dam = 1 paisa}
Total expenditures amount written for one year from April-May, 1866 to March-April, 1867 (with the malemas’
month) ……………….. 883 rupees, 3 anna, 1 paisa
Cash surplus …………. 93 rupees, 9 anna, 1 paisa
2
Shri\fn{An invocation to Durga; elsewhere taking the form Shri Durga, Shri Durgasahaya or Shri Durgiyu}
Swasti! Shri giriraj cakracuramani narnarayantyadi vividha virudavali virajman manonnat
shriman maharajadhiraj shri shri shri Maharaj Pratap Singh Shah bahadur samser jang devanam sada samar vjaynam.\fn{The prashasti, the listing of the king’s honorific titles}
To Subba Dewal:
Concerning the elephant stables in the Tarai, the revenue office of Raghunathpur in the district of Mohottari
[has reported to us] that the yearly amount [has not been well used] for the maintenance of the elephant stables
from April-May 1866 to March-April 1867.
Having not been properly fed, the elephants starved, ate earth and became sick. The elephant keepers have re 11

duced the amount of food given.
According to several reports, we also learned that the income borrowed from the kausitosa khana and the
kampu dafdar khana was not sufficient to pay the salaries of the employees of the elephant stables. So money has
been taken from the employees who paid their respects to the king.\fn{ For appointment or confirmation}
From now on, any amount that has been signed by the giver, the recipient and the salary payment officer
should be checked by the military office and the kumari chowk. According to the daily signed documents of these
offices, we received the amount from 1877 from the clerk Janaki Tharu and we gave him the receipt. Let it be pro pitious.
VS 1934, Saturday the 12th day of the dark fortnight the month of Ashadh.\fn{June-July, 1877}
146.75 The Sixth Epic\fn{by an unnamed Nawari bard (before c.1850-

)}

Nepal (M) 1

The eminent Rsi Bhavabhuti came to give away his adopted daughter Padmavati in marriage. King Manicuda,
of the town of Saketa, accepted the offer of Padmavati in marriage. King Manicuda, feeling extremely happy, was
about to give the Guru a fee. But Bhavabhuti said,
“If you wish to give me a fee, you would do better to perform the nirargala sacrifice and give me all the merit
arising from that sacrifice!”
Having heard the words of the Rsi, Manicuda, in order to perform the nirargala sacrifice, asked his Guru for
instructions. The Guru said,
“Assemble all your subjects according to the (Brahmanical) precepts!”
Thereupon Manicuda sent invitations to the kings of various countries, above all to King Dusprasaha and
others. Having heard the words of King Manicuda, all the kings came.
Then all the kings, headed by the Guru and the Purohita, came to attend the sacrifice. The priest, while paying
attention to the injunctions of the manuals, carried out the introductory puja and performed the benediction and
the libation.
*
At that moment Indra arrived who, (as he wished) to prevent the sacrifice, had availed himself of a trick:
having abandoned the form of Indra, he assumed the form of a Raksasa and thus intruded into the sacrifice. While
the nirargala sacrifice was being performed in the presence of the Minister Subahu, Buddhisena, the Superintendent of the Palace, King Dusprasaha and the rest, the terrifying Raksasa appeared in the midst of the sacrifice.
Jumping into the midst of the sacrifice, the Raksasa asked for the sacrificial fee.\fn{ Which is otherwise to be given to
the officiating priest.} King Manicudaa, willing to give him the fee, gave him, as a fee, great riches.
“Of what use are riches to me, born a Raksasa? Give me food as a fee!” Having prepared a meal out of the five
amrtas\fn{Milk, sour milk, butter, honey, and sugar.} Manicudaa said,
“Take this as a fee!”
“I have not come to eat a meal consisting of the five amrtas. Give me wine and meat! If you really wish to give
me a fee, give wine and meat! Otherwise, dismiss me!” King Manicuda, performing the nirargala sacrifice, gave
his own flesh as a fee.
“Take it, take it, oh Raksasa! I will give you my blood and my flesh as a fee!”
Having descended from the sacrificial platform, the Raksasa took hold of the king’s body and squeezing his
veins, consumed the meal. While the King watched, the Raksasa, looking at him, shouted hu hu. The King said,
“If you do not feel satisfied yet, my body will perish.”
“I drank enough blood. Give me now flesh! I am consumed with hunger!”
His son, Padmottara, his wife, Queen Padmavati, and all the King’s subjects wept. Hearing the sound of their
wailing, the Raksasa became angry and shouted fiercely. Addressing the Raksasa, the King said,
“Eat your fill!”
“Blessed, blessed be you, Manicuda, for through your compassion I have splendidly accomplished my purpose!”
The Raksasa abandoned his Raksasa form, reassuming the form of Indra, and acquired a healing remedy.
Having acquired the remedy by his magic power, Indra anointed the King.\fn{ I.e., “Indra anointed the King with that
unguent.”} Thereupon Indra took his leave and vanished, while the King paid homage to him.
*
Soon after the eminent Rsi Marici requested King Manicuda to give him Padmavati in marriage. King
Manicuda gave him his own wife Padmavati as a sacrificial fee. When he had completed the sacrifice, King
Manicuda gave the Guru his fee. He gathered money and possessions, an elephant and jewels and gave them as a
fee to the Guru. Then all the people took leave of the King and returned to their houses.
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King Dusprasaha, being evil-minded, sent messengers to ask King Manicuda for the elephant and the jewels,
“Either you give me the elephant and the jewels or I shall go to war! Otherwise you leave your kingdom and
flee!” (Manicuda thought),
“If I make war, my subjects will suffer. What shall I do?”
At this very moment four Pratyekabuddhas arrived and led him away to make him practice austerities.
*
(One day when) Padmavati was roaming about in the forest in order to pluck flowers, Indra, disguised as a
huntsman, beat her with a forest ropes\fn{ A rope made of creepers.} and carried her off to where Manicuda was.
Padmavati invoked the name of Manicuda and mourned pitifully. While King Manicuda was consoling her, the
huntsman departed.
Queen Padmavati, serving the King, was weeping out of love. The King, however, advised her,
“If you serve the Rsi, you will later on obtain liberation.”
*
A serious disease came to the kingdom of King Dusprasaha. The people contracted that disease. In order to
stop the disease, the King sent out five Brahmans to beg King Manicuda for his jewel.
The Brahmans arrived and requested King Manicuda to give them the jewel.
“Receive the jewel, since I wish to obtain liberation from dharma, artha and kama,” he said.
Taking up a saw, the Brahmans now cut open the King’s forehead. At this time the earth quaked and all the
Gods shouted. The Brahmans took the jewel out of his forehead, washed it and sprinkled water on it.\fn{ Objects are
ritually purified by sprinkling water upon them.} The body of King Manicuda became pure through the power of dharma.
245.156 Excerpt from Humanism: “My Experiences In The West”\fn{by Colonel Raja Jai Prithvi Bahadur Singh (18771940)} Bajhang, Bajhang District, Nepal (M) 8
My last speech here was necessarily in the nature of a programme; and hence I then promised to tell you on
another occasion my experiences and the possibility and the extent of the success that may likely attend the
carrying out of the ideals of this Club in Europe.\fn{ Delivered on October 22, 1929 to the membership of the First Humanistic
Club of New York at their weekly literary meeting. It is advertised as a verbatim transcription:H }
In Russia I could not do anything as I told you in my last speech. The only thing that I did was, as I informed
you then, to send a message which was read out to you here last time and was subsequently published in the
October 1929 Issue of the Club’s Journal, The Humanist. I need not therefore recapitulate the contents of that
message once again. All that I can now say with regard to that message is that I am still totally ignorant of what
became of it; whether it was forwarded to Moscow, and, if so, whether it was published there for the information
and the benefit of the Russian people.
In Budapest also people did not seem to relish my idea as it is shown from the letter read out to you in my last
speech here, and published in the Club’s journal for October. I therefore need not go into the details thereof.
Barring these two instances, probably including Roumania of which I told you something in my last speech,
everywhere else in Europe I had, not only sympathetic appreciation, but also actual co-operation. Everywhere,
either leading persons or leading cultural and peace associations helped me much in organising public meetings
for me, in translating my speeches into the respective languages of their different countries, in opening branches
of the Club, or, where it was not possible, in helping me to appoint Agents or Correspondents. In all places, I had
occasions to meet Professors of Universities, prominent Government Officials, (chiefly of the Foreign Departments,) Members of Parliaments, and noteworthy businessmen of wealth and influence. I felt and still feel highly
gratified at the help which these several people rendered to me in promoting my cause.
Here, I must take the opportunity to express to one and all of them my obligation and even deep-felt gratitude
for everything that they did to me and my work. Even Organisations are entitled to my unstinted thankfulness;
and, to mention them by name, they are The International Bereau de la Paix of Switzerland, The Neutral Body for
the World’s Supreme Peace of Geneva, The League of Miramundum of Berlin, The Femma Casse of Bucharest,
The International Peace Society of England, and The Threefold Movement of London.
But the success I so far met was from the intellectual and the high-placed persons of the places I visited. Will
this ensure a wider, deeper and more lasting foundation for the establishment and the propagation of the Club’s
Peace Ideals of which the world stands in dire need today? Is it not necessary that the tenour of the mentality of
the general populace should be changed and turned favourably towards the objective under question?
It is the general mass of every country that is ultimately responsible for the contentment, the comfort and the
happiness of life that are so much desired for by all lovers of Peace. The problem is more psychological than anything else. So, some of you are likely to ask me to let you know what I learnt with regard to the present popular
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psychological attitude in Europe today. The knowledge of this will likely give us an idea of the direction in which
the wind is blowing, and thus enable us to turn our sails accordingly.
*
At the end of my lectures in the different European centers, no questions were put to me by the audience for
explanation of any doubts that they might have entertained. This might have been due to the language difficulty;
or even to the general apathy or indifference that the common people have towards such problems like Peace and
Goodwill whose appreciation and practice require a certain advanced level of mentality.
Anyway, I had several occasions to feel the pulse and gauge the mind of the European public. I had many a
conversation with such people and knew their attitude towards the ideal for which I was travelling. Many of them
expressed their opinions as to what they meant by Peace, and in what way they would like to have it promoted.
Here, for instance, are a few samples of their ideas concerning the Peace question. These, I think, will not only
enable us to know how to proceed in future with our peace-propaganda-activities in Europe, but also help us, as I
believe, in trying to relieve the prevailing communal tension and the sufferings caused by other misunderstandings in our own country, India.
Some people, for instance, in Europe are of the view that the fighting spirit is instinctive in man, having been
inherited by him and well-settled in him during the course of several millenniums past; and they say that such a
spirit cannot be taken away by the preaching of Peace.
Some other people are of the view that the only things which Europe would take up and consider are those like
scientific inventions that produce tangible material comforts. The questions of Peace and activities connected with
it have therefore no attraction for them.
Still some other people are of the view that Peace is identical with Philosophy. Such people seem to be under
the impression that Philosophy and therefore the question of Peace will render one a mere contemplative or
imaginary and hence impractical person in this world. According to them, a philosopher, that is, as they construe
him, a lover of peace, is an imbecile who cannot in any manner work for human progress.
There is a fourth class of people who are of the view that, if there is no peace at present, it is because of the
existence and perpetuation of distinctions of status connected with birth, wealth or religion. They are the so-called
Socialists, and they advocate the total abolition of all differences among human beings, in order to lead to the
complete equality of all individuals. This alone, they think, would vouch contentment to every one and therefore
peaceful relations among all.
There is a fifth class of people whose notion of bringing about peace is quite different. These belong to countries which were affected by the consequences of the recent world war socially, economically and even geographically. In their opinion, if there is to be peace, the treaties which brought about such changes must be abrogated
and old order restored.
There is yet another class who are of the view that Peace and similar questions are questions of Spirituality.
Spirituality, they say, is only of the East and not of the West. In their opinion, the latter is given to Materialism
and cannot therefore grasp Spirituality and the like. The argument of such people is that, since the West is for
Materialism, and Materialism is possible and practicable only through struggle and strife, anything like Peace
which is Spirituality and hence anti-materialistic and therefore opposed to struggle and strife cannot and will not
appeal to the Western mind. Hence, lecturing and preaching on Peace to the Western people, and propagandawork for that sake, they say, will prove futile.
There is one more section who hold this very view but argue in a different way. They seem to be believers in
the theory of “Struggle for Existence,” and say that, if man at present has reached a certain level of civilization
and attained a certain standard of comfort, enjoying some amount of liberty, equality and the like, it is due entirely
to his age-long struggle with his surroundings. Without struggle, they say, man can neither live nor progress.
Hence, any attempt to arrest or deviate man from his used and inevitable path of “Struggle against Environments”
is, according to them, helpful neither to his life now nor to his progress in future. And such people very easily
bring the activities of Peace Associations like those of the Humanistic Club under what they believe as “disturbing
attempts.”
Some more people there are who believe in the necessity for war for the benefit of the world. In their logic, the
world would early get over-populated and suffer economic and other pressures, if it is not periodically relieved of
its otherwise sure congestion. The only drastic and wide-spread means of such periodical relief of the world’s
human burden are War and Epidemics. These, they say, are godsends.
There is one more class who say that, so long as there are differences of opinion, there are likely to be clashes
of interests and conflicts of arms. Wars cannot be avoided, and they say that no useful purpose will be served by
trying to preach or bring about Peace.
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Some other people hold that wars cannot be avoided. In their view, wars need not necessarily be wars of
aggrandisement. One country, by some act of its, deliberate or otherwise, may affect the integrity or prestige of
another. The latter, out of wounded feelings, is bound to go to war to preserve or protect its unity or self-respect.
In such a case, this class of people opine that preaching of peace will serve no purpose.
*
Such are the views held by different classes of people in Europe concerning the question of peace and
activities connected with it. There are others yet who, though they have nothing to say directly on peace, still have
notions of life which may not be without interest or value to us.
For instance, I met people who are absolutely indifferent to topics concerning peace. In fact, this and any other
like-question has no attraction whatever for them. They seem to be more ready to attend to what will immediately
please them individually, such as music, dance and the like frivolous amusements, than to pause and ponder over
what would yield a wider, more lasting and more solid benefit.
Some others there are who, in the name of Physical Sciences and as Scientists, make it a point to despise the
existence of God and His creation. They not only aver that everything is the result of the activities of Forces of
Nature, but even go to the extent of challenging others to show a God greater than any of the brain-cell man.
Some others there are who are very staunch religionists in divine ordination of the world. But they are so
strong in their faith that they would not give a chance of escape to others outside their faith.
*
I am afraid, ladies and gentlemen, views like these are wide of the mark and are, I fear, the consequential\fn
{The text has: consequences} misunderstandings of what is meant by Peace. I believe I made myself clear, in my
different speeches in Europe, as to what I mean by Peace and to what is not unlikely to be the generally acceptable
sense of it. I touched upon and answered most of these objections in lectures in different European centres, and
the few to which I did not reply to there I have, on other occasions, refrred to in my speeches here.\fn{ The text of
this last clause reads: and the few which I did reply their I have one other occasions referred to in my speeches here.:H}
I now wish to invite your attention to my explanation of Peace and as to how I met the various views just
mentioned. Let me quote a few sentences from my European speeches, and these, I believe, serve the purpose. For
instance, with reference to the point that the fighting spirit is instinctive in man and that it cannot be taken away
by any amount of peace propaganda, I expressed myself as follows in Berlin:
Man has evolved better and more effective methods for settling disputes than force and brutality. “Might is right” is
the principle not of man but of the brutelife. Among men the principles of life are or ought to be unity, co-operation and
peace, which are also the means employed by them for the preservation of life and the attainment of comfort and
happiness.

In another place I said,
But in man there is the thing called Intelligence; and the characteristic feature of Intelligence is changeability. When
there is a change in action, there is a change in result. Hence, it does not follow that what man cannot do today he
cannot do forever, or that he will do always what he does today.

A very good illustration of what I mean was supplied by Dr. Favre, Professor in the University of Geneva, who
spoke after me in Geneva. He said,
Four hundred years ago, the different parts of Switzerland were at war. Now, no state in the Confederation would
fight against another. That shows the fighting instinct, the particular mentality, can be changed. Even 150 years ago, the
sword was freely drawn in petty discussions between individuals. No one dreams of doing it today.

He said that for a change in mentality, “patience and time are necessary; for, a national mentality is a stubborn
thing.” I quite agree with the sentiments of this professor and I expressed myself in a similar strain when in
Geneva I said,
I am one of those who think that there has been evolution in the condition, habits and states of civilization, and we
are always keeping on changing for the better, and that one day we shall reach that stage of evolution which is
considered divine or super-human today.

Hence, my answer to those who are of the view that it is instinctive in man to fight is that it is not impossible
to change it in course of time, provided a consistent attempt is made towards that end.
*
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As for the second objection that Europe would consider only scientific inventions which give and improve
material comforts and not peace-questions, I may say that I have nowhere advocated that man should give up
physical comforts and that he should discard scientific inventions. In fact, I have ever insisted on the fact that
every individual must make earnest efforts as much to achieve one’s life’s comforts as to preserve one’s life. Only,
I would impress on the minds of all that physical comforts and the scientific inventions which yield such comforts
cannot be of any beneficial value unless one’s mind is in peace as a consequence of one’s peaceful relations with
one’s neighbours.
On the other hand, the very scientific inventions and the material comforts they are believed to yield will themselves be sources of misery to men if they do not trustfully unite and co-operate with one another. An atmosphere
of distrust, suspicion, jealousy, hatred, quarrel and war is not one that is congenial to the obtaining and the
promoting of physical comforts through the utilising of scientific inventions. Even for tangible material comforts,
Peace is very essential; and it is this that I have been insisting on.
*
Referring to the objectors who hold that Peace is identical with Philosophy, that it is likely to make one
contemplative and impractical, let me give as my answer what I said in my message to the people of Soviet
Russia. I emphasize that every individual should be given opportunities for earning comfort and happiness; and I
proceed,
Happiness is that condition of life where there is no anxiety and sorrow. Now, in order to attain happiness, it is
necessary to find out the ways and means to mitigate anxiety and sorrow. I think it will not be too deep and difficult for
anyone to understand that, the less the ill-will and hatred one displays, the less is the chance for anxiety and sorrow.

In this connection, I mention[ed], “If you try to find out the origin of this sorrow and anxiety, you will ultimately
trace it to your own mind.”
Surely, this conclusion is not philosophic speculation calculated to make one an imbecile. It is only a concrete
fact that I mention when I say that sorrows and anxieties lead to unhappiness and that the removal of the former is
possible through a change in our mentality, i.e., in our outlook on life, which I describe as “under conditions of
friendliness and peace, you can move about with greater security and happiness.”
The creation of such a condition is the result of our own thought, and any attempt to inculcate such a thought is
not making one impractical. It is a very practical and most necessary affair. What is true is not the supposed
fictitious or imaginary nature of the Problem of Peace or again its supposed consequence of rendering one
impractical or imbecil[ic], but the calculated or unconscious unwillingness, inability or habitual indifference of
man to think otherwise than in the age-long routine way and rise above his present level and mode of mentality
and action. If there is philosophy in this it is certainly welcome, because it makes one take a broader, deeper and
more real view of life and its problems than the mere superficial notions of today, which divide man against man.
*
Now, coming to the Socialists who advocate the elimination of all distinctions of rank, wealth, etc., as a
condition necessary for the establishment of Peace, let me invite your attention to my message to Russia which
was published in the October number of The Humanist. In this connection, it may not be out of place if I just
repeat my sentiments and opinion on this point and which I expressed in the following words in Warsaw:
Coming to the question whether equality in wealth and status is necessary for the existence of peace, I think that
such equality is impossible. If today you stored all the wealth of the world in a heap and distributed among the people
of the world in equal measure, after the lapse of some time you will find that the conditions have gone back to the old
state, and that some are poor, some are rich, while a few are almost starving. Though today we did away with all the
differences of rank and status, the same condition will not prevail forever. Some who are stronger will assert their
authority, while those who are weaker will obey that authority. Inasmuch as people are not equal in their intellectual
capacities, there can be no equality in position or wealth; for, the acquisition of wealth or the maintenance of authority
depends on the character and quality of the brain; and, as there is no equality in this, there can be no equality in the
other.

Thus, I am of the view that, subject to the recognition of the fundamental oneness of mankind, distinctions into
various kinds of groups on different bases are essential for the very safety, security, prosperity and progress of
humanity. Any attempt to do away with differences will lead to social confusion, ending in the establishment of
tyranny and slavery, or in man’s barbarism or extinction. What I would advocate is, once again to quote from the
same Message to Russia,
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The natural and the best course therefore that lies before us, in my opinion, is to recognise the fundamental oneness
of humanity with complete liberty to each member to think and to act for himself, guided by right authority without
injuring or going against the interests of the other members.

Equality of Opportunity, rather than Equality in all Respects, which is impossible and unnatural, is what I
would suggest to the world.
*
Now, coming next to the objection of the people belonging to countries adversely affected by treaties made
after the recent world war, and according to whom peace is impossible unless such treaties are repealed and their
old state of affairs restored to them, my answer is simple and straight.
As things stand at present, it is both undesirable and impossible to interfere with the arrangements that have
once been made and to attempt to undo treaties once accepted. It may be that such treaties are in their consequences unfavorable to some and helpful to others. It is always the case in every contest born of jealousy, suspicion,
hate, ambition, avarice, etc.: always one party wins and, being the stronger of the two for the time being, imposes
upon the vanquished conditions which, even if light, would be unpalatable.
This is the nature of the world as it is; and, so long as man is what he now is, such dissatisfactions to one section of humanity or other are certain to continue. Universal Peace, Contentment and comfort are impossible under
such a state of affairs. Peace, as I understand it, needs the clear mutual understanding of one other by the different
sections of mankind and the consequent sympathy of each for the rest, with a willingness and readiness for mutual
coalition and co-operation, each with the other, in times of necessity.
Then alone there will be no wars of aggression, and no wars of self-defense; then, there will be nothing like
treaties imposed by some, and accepted as inevitable by some others; then again there will be no room for the
vanity of the victors and the disappointment of the vanquished. I expressed myself in a similar strain when I spoke
in Budapest as follows:
But if a strong party or class satisfied itself with its superiority of position, it may enjoy the needed comfort and
happiness. But, if it goes to display strength, though it may get a temporary success, there must be injury, suffering and
distress to some of its members. I say temporary; for none of the greatest empires could retain their greatness forever.
To the weaker party, of course, there must be regular calamities to try its strength against the stronger.

Then, I come to my point and say,
If he thinks rationally, anybody will come to the conclusion that peace, unity and co-operation with one another are
the only surest means of [ensuring] everyone’s safety, comfort and happiness. This idea follows the realization and
recognition of the fundamental oneness of humanity by one and all.\fn{ In the text, the first sentence reads: If he thinks
rationally, anybody will come to the conclusion that; if mankind as a whole realizes the true fact that peace, unity and co-operation
with one another are the only surest means of every one’s safety, comfort and happiness.}

Let me again quote what I said in my reply to Mr. Eugene Vidor of Hungary who wrote to me that, unless the
treaties of the last war are changed favourably to the defeated, there cannot be peace. I wrote,
However [much] sympathy I may have for your country, it will not be advisable for me or any pacifist body to ask
the nations to undo the treaties that have once been made. Our attempts are to rouse Humanistic feelings so that all
persons, to whatever nationality or country they may belong, may in time forget their differences and ill-will and work
for the whole of humanity. If only the peoples of all countries work in this spirit, the political and other differences will
in course of time disappear. Such a condition cannot be brought about either by a recalcitrant attitude or by violent
demonstrations on the part of any country. It is only through the exercising of unconditional goodwill toward humanity
that you can expect the desired effects of yours.

This condition can be brought about only when the different sections of humanity understand one [an]other
and co-operate one with [an]other. It means the slow, laborious training and bending of the human mind towards
quite a different direction altogether. The task is difficult but not impossible; and a highly-knit, world-wide organization with an army of capable workers can bring about this result, through a continuous, insistent propaganda
and work.
*
So much for those who insist upon the revision of treaties as a necessary preliminary condition for the
establishment of peace on earth. Next, turning my attention to the objectors who say that the ideas of peace are
spiritual, that they will not appeal to the materialistic West which needs struggle and strife for material comforts,
my answer is this.
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I have nowhere said that people should discard material comforts; nor have I said anywhere that struggle and
strife needed for attaining them should be given up. In fact, what I have been insisting upon is that the struggle
and strife so necessary for man’s being and being comfortable should be in the humanistic way and not in the
animalistic method: e.g., in recognition of the fundamental unity of mankind which needs mutual understanding
and co-operation. In Paris, I expressed my opinion about this, thus:
The lower order of living creatures like the animal, being denied of the faculty of reason and deliberation, make use
of either cunningness or aggressiveness for the preservation of their lives. But man, being endowed with that capacity,
can preserve his life in a better way than by the use of cunning or force. For no-one, whether of this country or that,
whether of one race or another, whether of this religion or that, denies the fact of his being a member of humanity.
Therefore, if we only keep on reminding everybody how as a human being he must make use of the capacity he is
exclusively endowed with and think rationally before he acts, he is sure to realize one day for himself that unity,
goodwill and co-operation are the only means for the preservation of life, comfort and happiness. For, even a fool will
say that, the less the enemies one has, the less is the danger to one’s life. So, if a man wants to live comfortably, a
friendly attitude with others is more conducive to that end than enmity.

Surely, ladies and gentlemen, the advocacy of the adoption of a friendly attitude in the adjustment of one's
relations with others is not preaching Spirituality. And, even if it be so, I believe it is not unwelcome, because it
ensures greater comfort and happiness even in this materialistic world.
*
Again, to the materialistic school of thinkers who say that, without struggle and strife, man’s evolution from
the state of primitive barbarism, the attainment by him of his present state of civilization and his potentialities for
reaching a yet higher state, would not have been and would not be possible, my answer is simple. What I said in
Berlin applies to this objection, and let me repeat those words here.
But here it may be asked: are not strife and fighting the very elements of life and evolution? Is it not through
incessant struggle and strife both with himself and his surroundings that man has risen from the depths of barbarism
and savagery to the heights of civilization, and slowly wrested from the hands of Nature many of her jealously guarded
secrets? Is it then possible or even desirable that all elements of strife and struggle be abolished from our existence,
leaving us in a barren and stagnant peace?
All such questions fly wide of the essential point of my suggestion. I do not propose to abolish the struggle for
existence or the urge for self-preservation which has been the starting point as well as the guiding principle of all
progress throughout the ages. But what I propose to abolish is the irrational and ungoverned outburst of the animal
passions of fighting, etc., which must be carefully checked and curbed.

*
Now, what is the other objection? Wars should not be abolished by the establishment of Peace; for, wars as
well as epidemics are god-sends to relieve the world of the congestion of its otherwise over-growing population.
Propositions like these are old-world theories belonging to the 17 th and 18th century economists. It is a surprise
that even in these enlightened days there are people who think as our ancestors did. Epidemics, for instance, are
no longer considered god-sends. They are scourges which human ingenuity is successfully grappling with, in order to curb them and even kill them. Modern Science, particularly Medical Science, has recently made marvellous
progress in this direction, and man’s diseases are not only now cured, but even prevented. Under such a case, to
hear people say that epidemics are god-sends is only to be laughed at and passed over.
Again, with regard to wars as necessary factors for periodically reducing the world’s population, I may say that
it is also old-fashioned. Organised, scientific and harmless methods have now come into existence which are
successfully controlling births. If one class of people cry against over-population, there are others who cry against
under-population. Countries like France fear the possibility of under-population, so much so their respective governments are offering rewards to people who bring forth a large number of children. So, to say that wars are godsends is, to say the least, but flimsy.
*
The next objection that, so long as men are liable to differences of opinion, there are liable to be clashes of
arms, is also not sound. I know that it is impossible for any two people to think alike always. In fact, it is one of
the consequences of Evolution that there should be differences in thought as there are differences in physical
features. Such differences are necessary for, and serve even as stepping stones to, the very progress of mankind.
Only, those differences have to be adjusted and settled so as to merge themselves into generalities. What I have
been insisting on is that such differences should be adjusted and settled in peace, unity and co-operation, and not
through cunning and force. Man, as a rational being, is capable of the former mode; only, he has got to be
consistently brought into that channel.
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*
Now, coming to the last argument that wars are inevitable, at least for the purpose of guarding one’s integrity
and self-respect, as against some act of another that may wound the feelings of the former, my answer to Mr.
Eugene Vidor of Hungary may well apply.
If all sections of mankind realise the necessity for, and make it a habit also of, living in peace out of mutual
understanding and exhibition of goodwill, all wars of aggression will certainly cease, as also those of self-defense.
*
Now, let me invite your attention to the last three points which, though not having any direct bearing upon the
problem of Peace, yet reveal the courses of mentality of certain people. Even these I attempted to meet, or will
meet them now.
*
The first point is that problems of peace and the like high subjects have not so much value as amusements,
games, etc., to which some people seem to be more prone than others.
To this point, my answer is the following. I nowhere condemned amusements as such, nor have I at any time
looked down upon those who have recourse to them. I am fully aware like others of the great value of sports,
games and others. They are necessary to relieve one of one’s physical and mental strain after a hard day’s labour,
and to provide a light pleasurable diversion which is so needed for the proper equipment of body and mind for
further work.
Only, I am of the view that indulgence in them at the cost of one’s other avocations in life is, to say the least,
bad, as too much of anything decidedly is. The one point, however, I would insist upon is that, even during
moments of play, one should not forget questions of peace and peaceful relations with others. A well-thought-out
lecture or a well-considered and sustained debate or discussion may not appeal to all minds. But ordinary simple
talks, particularly during moments of recreation are certain to be grasped by everyone. It is my intention that
people should be taught to utilise such hours for talking, each in his or her own way, about the affairs of common
benefit.
This is the reason why, ladies and gentlemen, I named this association a Club, rather than call it by any other
name. I made this point very clear in my different European speeches. Let me as a sample quote what I said in my
speech in the Caxton-Hall, London:
After a serious consideration for a long time on this matter, I thought of starting an institution which would be in a
position to reach and influence the minds of all these different classes of people. In order to avoid any sectarian
colouring being given to the institution, I named it “The Humanistic Club.” The word “Humanistic” is of course not
used in the sense of “Classical Learning,” but in the sense of that which is suitable to and worthy of a man as a human
being. My idea in naming it a “Club” was that such ideas as are beneficial to all humanity would be far more easily and
quickly understood and appreciated if they were given during the ordinary hours of social intercourse and recreation
than in the shape of religious doctrine or law.

The same view I expressed in Geneva also, and the following quotation may not be out of place here:
No law, no order, no pulpit preaching affects the mind of the general public as much as a social gathering like a club,
where people discuss among friends of their own liking, and think for themselves. It is for this reason that I suggested
the opening of clubs qualified by the word Humanistic, so as to direct their attention to the right channels. This, in my
opinion, is the only way of making the world more peaceful than it is at present.

So much is may answer to those who advocate a life of amusements. My only suggestion is that, while amusements are in themselves good and must be welcomed, they must be such as would not lead to adverse reactions.
*
Now, taking the next point that Science is everything and that there is no God greater than the brain-cells of
man, my answer is that, while Science has done much, it has not done all and will never do. No doubt, it has
revealed the existence of mysterious and grand forces hitherto hidden from the ken of man and has invented
ingenious and marvellous machinery for confining and utilising such forces for man’s purposes. But, nowhere has
it been possible and will also never be possible to produce or create such forces by methods that are termed
scientific.\fn{One must remember that this speech was given (on October 22, 1929) well before the invention of thermonuclear
weaponry, or space travel let alone digitalization. The first transatlantic telephone call had only been made in 1926, and the first
transcontinental telephone call in 1915. The first known radio news program was broadcast in 1920 by station 8MK in Detroit, Michigan),
and it would not be until the 1930s that single sideband (SSB) and frequency modulation (FM) were invented (by amateur radio operators).
1929 was the first year a television picture was broadcast (by the British Broadcasting Corporation). The first demonstration of color
television transmition was made in 1928 and the first practical transmission of this in 1944. It was only in 1919 that anybody had
successfully flown non-stop across the Atlantic Ocean (the British aviators Alcock and Brown in a modified World War I Vickers Vimy
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bomber). This was the first year anybody flew around the world—it was in a zeppelin, and it took 21 days. This was the first year a rocketpowered aircraft was actually piloted (by one Fritz von Opel at Frankfurt-am-Mein, Germany; he traveled 93 miles in 75 seconds, but
landed badly, damaging the aircraft beyond repair). For the first time, an airplane began what was to become a six-day non-stop endurance
flight (it was over Southern California) using aerial refueling. This was the first election in Great Britain in which women under the age of
30 were allowed to vote. The British Judicial Committee of the Privy Council overturned a ruling by the Supreme Court of Canada that
women could not be members of the legislature. Martin Luther King, Jr. had just been born, and Mother Teresa had just begun her work in
Calcutta. On the very day this speech was given, the stock market finished a five day plunge, wiping out more than $30 billion from the
New York Stock Exchange (10 times greater than the annual budget of the federal government), and ushering in the Great Depression. The
only thing every country in this form of the political world had agreed to (on January 1, 1929) was to adopt the Gregorian Calendar. It was,
indeed, a very different world from today (July 25, 2012).:H } What Science has been doing and will continue to do in labor-

atories and elsewhere is to produce more and more ingenous, novel and wonderful material combinations for the
ever more new manifestations in varying ways of such forces that are prevalent everywhere and at all times. To
create instruments for the manifestation of forces is not to create such forces. They are infinite in every respect,
and Science has recognized it in its doctrines of “Conser-vation of Physical Energy”, “the unanalysable character
of Chemical elements”, “the Biological continuity of life” and “the Mathematical Infinity of Material Existence”.
Only, while Science has named such an infinite entity in one way, Philosophy and Religion have termed it
differently and dealt with it in different ways. That there is a mysterious super-power beyond man, and yet not
altogether inaccessible and unamenable to him has been recognized on all hands.
Only, angles of vision and modes and purposes of handling have varied, and I think it is high time that quarrels
over these without grasping their basic fundamental identity should be given up. The antagonism between Science
and Religion is very old, and earnest attempts should be made to reconcile them to avoid any further misunderstandings.
*
Now, only one point remains for me to answer. It is the contention of certain religionists who believe in the
divine ordination of the universe, saying that those who are outside the pale of their religion have no chance of
escape from the ire of their particular God.
This mode of thinking, ladies and gentlemen, has been prevalent in the world ever since man’s origin. Due to
this school of thought many a war has been fought, many a persecution took place and much precious innocent
blood has been shed. It is a pity that even in these enlightened days such views are current, and fights are going on
now in advanced lands.
In my opinion, this mode of mentality is easily explainable. It is the outcome of fanaticism. An organized,
world-wide imparting of education in different ways will surely quell this attitude; and, if at all it will persist anywhere, it will be in the brains of a narrow, easily manageable minority who may be treated as partly lunatic.
*
Now, ladies and gentlemen, I have come to the end of my rather lengthy account of “My Experience in Europe.” As I have already told you somewhere about the beginning of this speech, these objections and my answers
will give us a clue as to how we are to shape our activities in future, if at all we mean to work for the peace of the
world. I am not pessimistic over this; only, I recognise great obstacles in the way. I hope I may depend on you and
such from among the enlightened public who may appreciate my desire to work this Club and make it the means
of carrying to the wide world the torch of Unity and co-operation, Peace and good will which alone will illumine
and elevate man’s mind from its otherwise age-long, inherited animal tendencies.
I take this occasion to appeal to one and all in order to make this Club a success—each to help it in the way in
which he or she best can. Let me in conclusion thank you for the patient hearing you have given me this evening.
268.176 1. Parrot 2. Himalaya 3. Remembering Saraswati 4. An Ode To Death: Four Poems \fn{Excerpts from
Adhunik Nepali Kavita}\fn{by Lekhnath Paudyal (1885-1966)} Arghaun-Archale, Kaski District, Nepal (M) 4
1
A pitiful, twice-born child called parrot,
I have been trapped in a cage,
Even in my dreams, Lord Shiva,
I find not a grain of peace or rest.
*
My brothers, my mother and father,
Dwell in a far forest corner,
To whom can I pour out my anguish,
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Lamenting from this cage?
*
Sometimes I weep and shed my tears,
Sometimes I am like a corpse,
Sometimes I leap about, insane,
Remembering forest joys.
*
This poor thing which wandered the glades
And ate wild fruits of daily delight
Has been thrust by Fate into a cage;
Destiny, Lord, is strange!
*
All about me I see only foes,
Nowhere can I find a friend,
What can I do, how shall I escape,
To whom can I unburden my heart?
*
Sometimes it’s cold, sometimes the sun shines,
Sometimes I prattle, sometimes I am still,
I am ruled by the fancies of children,
My fortune is constant change.
*
For my food I have only third-class rice,
And that does not fill me by half,
I cast a glance at my water pot:
Such comforts! That, too, is dry!
*
Hoarse my voice, tiresome these bonds,
To have to speak is further torment,
But if I refuse to utter a word,
A stick is brandished, ready to beat me.
*
One says, “It is a stupid ass!”
Another cries, “See, it refuses to speak!”
A third wants me to utter God’s name:
“Atma Ram, speak, speak, say the name!”
*
Fate, you gave my life to this constraint,
You gave me a voice I am forced to use,
But you gave me only half my needs;
Fate, you are all compassion!
*
And you gave me faculties both
Of melodious speech and discerning taste,
But what do these obtain for me, save
Confinement, abuse, constant threats?
*
Jailing me, distressing me,
Are the curious sports Man plays,
What heinous crimes these are,
Deliver me, thou God of pity.
*
Humanity is all virtue’s foe,
Exploiting the good till their hearts are dry,
Why should Man ever be content
Till winged breath itself is snatched away?
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*
While a single man on this earth remains,
Until all men have vanished,
Do not let poor parrots be born,
Oh Lord, please hear my prayer!
2
A scarf of pure white snow
Hangs down from its head to its feet,
Cascades like strings of pearls
Glisten on its breast,
A net of drizzling cloud
Encircles its waist like a gray woolen shawl:
An astounding sight, still and bright,
Our blessed Himalaya.
*
Yaks graze fine grass on its steepest slopes,
And muskdeer spread their scent divine,
Each day it receives the sun’s first embrace:
A pillar of fortune, deep and still,
Our blessed Himalaya.
*
It endures the blows of tempest and storm,
And bears the tumult of the rains;
Onto its head it takes the burning sun’s harsh fire,
For ages past it has watched over Creation,
And now it stands smiling, an enlightened ascetic,
Our blessed Himalaya.
*
Land of the Ganga’s birth,
Holy Shiva’s place of rest,
Gauri’s jeweled palace of play,
Cruel black Death cannot enter
This still, celestial column,
Our blessed Himalaya.
*
It nurtures mines of precious gems,
And gives pure water, sweet as nectar,
And they say it still contains
Alaka, the Yaksha’s capital;
Climbing to its peak, one’s heart
Is full of thoughts of heaven,
Thus bright with light and wealth,
Our blessed Himalaya.
3
She plays the lute of the tender soul,
Plucking thousands of sweet sounds
With the gentle nails of the mind,
As she sits upon the heart’s opened lotus:
May I never forget, for the whole of my life,
The goddess Saraswati.
*
She wears a crystal necklace
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Of clear and lovely shapes,
It refines the practical arts of this world,
And my heart ever fills with her waves of light:
May I never forget, through the whole of my life,
The goddess Saraswati.
*
She keeps the great book of remembrance,
Recording all things seen, heard, and felt,
All are entered in their fullness,
And nothing is omitted:
May I never forget, through the whole of my life,
The goddess Saraswati.
*
She rides the quick and magical swan
Which dives and plays in our hearts’ deep lake,
And she brings to life the world’s games and their glory:
May I never forget, through the whole of my life,
The goddess Saraswati.
*
“When you come to comprehend
The world-pervading sweetness
Of this my art of living,
Your fear and ignorance must surely end.”
With this she gestures reassurance:
May I never forget, through the whole of my life,
The goddess Saraswati.
4
It knows naught of mercy, forgiveness, love,
It makes neither promises nor mistakes,
And never is it content,
Indra himself may bow down at its feet,
But it heeds not Indra’s plea,
It does not pick through the pile,
Dividing sweet from sour,
But checks through all our records;
It never strikes in error.
*
Kings and paupers are all alike,
It picks them up and bears them away,
Never put off till its stomach is filled;
Medicine’s cures present no threat,
Like an undying hunter, it moves unseen.
*
It bathes in pools of tears,
It dislikes all cool waters,
Without a dry old skeleton
It cannot make its bed,
It wears no more than ashes,
Sings naught but lamentation.
*
Everything is gulped straight down,
To pause and chew would mean starvation,
All that is swallowed is spewed straight out,
Nothing is digested, through long ages,
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Death’s hunger never sated.
1819
31.1 A Blaze In The Straw\fn{by Guruprasad Mainali (1900-1971)}Kanpur, Kabre Palanchok District, Nepal (M) 4
Chame’s wife Gaunthai had a very sharp tongue. Even when he was civil to her, she’d invariably slant the
issue and bring up something to fight about. Every few days man and wife would quarrel.
One evening, Chame came home from his ploughing to find that Gaunthai had locked up the house and gone to
the village to watch a wedding. After a whole day of ploughing, he was tired and hungry. Just as he was putting
away the yoke and plough and tying up the ox, Gaunthai came down the hill.
When he saw her, Chame flared up in anger. The fire hadn’t even been lit yet, let alone a meal prepared!
Hurriedly, Gaunthai unbolted the door and rushed off to fetch water. Chame kindled a fire in the hearth and filled
his pipe with tobacco. He sat smoking on the doorstep like a gathering storm cloud. Gaunthai came back carrying
the waterpot on her hip.
She was just about to enter the house when Chame said, “This old widow’s spent the whole day making eyes at
the men, and still she’s putting on airs!” and he gave her a kick.
Gaunthai staggered and fell in the doorway. The pot smashed, splashing water across the threshold. She was
picking up the pieces and throwing them out into the yard when Chame yelled, “Don’t stay another second in my
house! Get out and go where you will!” and he dragged her out by her pigtail and threw her into the yard.
Gaunthai had been a little to blame, and so she held her peace even when he kicked her. But when he grabbed
her by her hair and threw her out, she let fly.
“Take your leprous hands off me! My wretched parents in their stupidity have handed me over to a butcher! It
would be better to drown than to be the wife of such a destitute corpse!”\fn{ A note reads: Nepali is rich in terms of
personal abuse, as is evident from this story and several others in this selection. Mainali’s favorites seem to have been “leper,” “corpse,”
“butcher” (kosai), pocfi (a low, ritually unclean caste of Newar), “widow,” and “serf” (bajiya).}

“This old widow must think her father’s very rich! If he didn’t do the ploughing for all the other villagers, he’d
never get a bite to eat! And then she brags about her family!” and he kicked her again.
Gaunthai wailed at the top of her voice. All the village children had come up onto the embankment to see the
show.
“Hey, you corpses, what show is going on here for you all to come and watch?” Chame picked up a stick and
chased after them, but the children ran up the hill, laughing.
Gaunthai was weeping, but Chame just spread out a rush mat and went to sleep on the verandah.
*
The next morning, Chame took the ploughing ox off to the paddy field with an empty stomach. When he came
home in the evening, Gaunthai had gone. The neighbors told him that she had packed up her clothes and gone off
to her parents’ home.
The buffalo was still in the yard and when it saw Chame it bellowed. He gave it fodder and untied the calf;
then he fetched a pail and sat down to milk it. First, it gave a few measures of milk, but then it kicked Chame and
skipped away. Chame fell backward into some dung and the pail fell three feet away. His trousers and waistcoat
were covered with dung. On the wall there was a stout stick, which he snatched up in his hand, but after a couple
of blows from that, the buffalo broke its tether and leapt off into Kokale’s maize field. Chame tried to tempt it
away, but the buffalo jumped from one side to the other in terror. Soon the newly hoed maize field was flattened
to straw. Kokale’s mother cursed Chame from the courtyard wall,
“Chame, may you become a barren corpse! A corpse that not even cholera can carry off! Yesterday you beat
your wife, and today you beat your buffalo and destroy somebody else’s income for the year! I’ve never seen such
a temper! Look at this wretched serf’s bravery! Last year, Dhanvire laid you flat on your back with just one blow,
and there you lay for a whole year, saying how brave you were! It may be alright to wallop a stranger, but why
beat your wife or a dumb animal tied to a post? As soon as the evening comes around, you’re causing some trouble or other, and the whole village is in an uproar!”
There was a wedding feast at Dhanvire’s house. All the village youths were blind drunk on the beer. Kokale
had dressed himself up in women’s clothing, and he was beating a drum and dancing.\an{ A note reads: For men to
dress up and dance in women's clothing (to become a maruni) is fairly common practice at village celebrations .} All the others had
joined in with him, singing and clapping their hands. Just then, his sister arrived and told him about his maize
field.
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Kokale ran off to the maize field in his petticoat. When the buffalo saw his attire, it stuck its tail in the air and
leaped around even more. Kokale was furious when he saw the flattened maize; the few remaining heads were
just being crushed as he slapped Chame twice across the face. Poor Chame said nothing. Eventually it took four or
five men half the night to chase the buffalo away.
*
Next morning, Chame was on his way back from the spring with the water pot on his shoulder when Juthe the
tailor’s\fn{A note reads: Juthe is a member of the lowly tailor caste (damai).} wife came down the hill. Juthe the tailor and
Chame were the best of friends. He called Juthe’s wife “sister-in-law.” When she saw Chame carrying water, she
said,
“Oh, how bad it looks when a man fetches water!”
“Well, what choice do I have? I packed the wretch off to her mother’s, so if I don’t do it, who will?”
“If you beat her blindly, what choice did she have?”
“She’s got a tongue like a razor. What can I do but beat her?”
“It’s true, she is a bit cheeky, but just a mild beating would be enough.”
“Oh, be quiet! I remember Juthe giving you a proper thrashing last Dasain! Well, did you answer him back?”
“Oh! Beat me once, you say! We’re devoted now, but there was a time when never a day would go by without
a thrashing! In the evenings he’d come back from the Tibetan village where he’d been drinking beer and beat me
on some pretext or another … and then on festival days … after a few rainy days my body still aches from it! But
even after all these years I don’t think I’ve ever answered him back.”
“That’s all very well. Do you mean that I made her cheeky by beating her? If she’d been as even-tempered as
you, I’d have kept and cherished her as if she was a goddess!”
“That’s as may be, but no woman need stick with a fool. How much longer are you going to keep on fetching
your own water? Go tomorrow and bring her back.”
“If she comes to her senses, well, the house is still here for her. But I’d sooner be a polje than go and get her!”
With his waistcoat over his half-sleeved shirt and lopsided Nepalese trousers, with his black cap gleaming with
dirt and a vermilion tilka\fn{A note reads: A tilka is a spot of paste applied to the forehead for religious or cosmetic purposes .}
between his eyebrows, with his waterpot on his shoulder and his moustache set firm, Chame cut a dark and grimy
figure.
*
One morning, Chame was sitting on his verandah smoking from the bamboo hookah when down the hill came
Juthe the tailor. First came Juthe, carrying his son. Behind him came his wife with a small bundle of clothes
tucked under her arm. When he saw Chame, Juthe laughed and called out.
“How are things, my lad?”
“Oh, not so bad, my brother!”
“You’ve sent your wife packing; now sit and enjoy yourself!!”
Juthe and his wife had a very loving relationship. Whenever he went down to the village to do his sewing,
Juthe would take his wife along. On their way, man and wife would discuss the joys and sorrows of the household, and then they’d chat on the way back, too. In the evening, Juthe would set the lamp up on its shelf and read
some verses from the Virataparva.\fn{A note reads: The Virataparva is part of the great Hindu epic, the Mahabharata.} His wife
would listen as she washed up the pots. If Juthe ever fell ill, his wife would seek out the shamans and healers in
the village. Sometimes, on their way to do some tailoring for the Bishtas,\fn{ A note reads: Bishta is a Brahman family
name.} Juthe would joke with his wife or stretch his neck and roll his eyes at other passers-by. His wife would giggle and turn aside, saying,
“You may be getting old now, but you still know how to joke!”
Juthe was very religious, too. First thing in the morning, he’d bathe in the spring. Then he would anoint himself with ceremonial ashes by the place where the women dried their clothes and read out a verse such as:\fn{ A
note reads: This verse is from the Nepali Ramayala.}
Taking a form like that of the lightning, he flew in a flash to the sky.

Chame was sad as he compared Juthe’s home life to his own. At Juthe’s house they would have finished their
evening meal and would be reading from the Virataparva, but at his house there would be shouting and yelling.
Juthe and his wife had such affection for one another. They walked along, chatting about all sorts of things. But
Chame’s wife had quarreled with him and run off home. It was a long time since their wedding, but he’d never
known her to have had a pleasant word to say to him. And now his one and only buffalo wouldn’t let him go near
it. Off she’d gone to her mother’s, leaving even the buffalo accustomed to only one person’s hand! And then the
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buffalo had caused him to get his face slapped by Kokale! He’d push the damned creature over a cliff if it wasn’t
for the moneylender, who’d come chasing him. If he didn’t do the chores, he’d go hungry. It would have been
better to have smothered himself in ashes and wandered off as a mendicant than to pass such a rotten life! But
what would he do as a jogi? You have to go from house to house without making the dogs bark, or else you don’t
get fed! Anyway, people nowadays would just ridicule a sleek, fat, turbanned jogi. They’d say,
“He’s only become a jogi because it was too much trouble for him to hoe his fields!”\fn{ A note reads: A jogi (or
yogi) is a man who has renounced the world and all worldly possessions and travels from one pilgrimage site to another, living on alms .}
Living in the wayside inns would be fine—unless he fell ill, in which case there would be no one to offer him
even a drop of water! Whether people call out “Hail Narayal”\fn{ A note reads: Narayal is a name for the god Vishnu .} or
not, the jogi calls it out himself and wanders from barnyard to barnyard in his ashes. This just seems a little cooler
to a man who is being burned by the heat of worldly affairs when he views it from a distance!
*
During the first week after his wife’s departure, Chame would snap at the very mention of her name. But as
time went by, life began to seem empty. He thought to himself:
“She may have been cheeky, but she was a lively girl. When she put her mind to it, she’d gather enough fodder
to fill the buffalo to the brim. Every morning and evening she’d cook me something, but now that she’s gone I’ve
only cooked once or twice. Otherwise, I just get by on roasted barley. When she was here the buffalo gave milk
regularly. She milked it herself. But now it’s wary and timid. Everyone’s telling me to go and fetch her. Juthe’s
wife says the same. She may or may not come of her own accord; but I’ll have to go and get her some day.”
The next day, after his morning meal, he prepared to go to his in-laws. He took out his best clothes and put
them on. Then he saw that Gaunthai must have put some tobacco on top of his hat, for there was a stain there, and
it was all split and torn, too! Chame was irate.
“Just look at the way that old widow carries on!” he fumed. “See how she treats the things she receives! It’s
high time she learned some manners! Perhaps if her father or grandfather had worn proper felt hats she’d have
learnt, but her father walks about in a homespun hat and a nettle cloth cloak, so how could his daughter have been
brought up properly? ‘A Brahman who has never eaten a mushroom can never know its flavor.’”\fn{ A note reads:
This proverb refers to the fact that some highly orthodox Brahman’s refrain from eating mushrooms .}
He quickly brushed off his hat and set it on his head. He had no other waistcoat, so he put the same one on. He
slung his cloak in a bundle across his back and set off with a ragged umbrella in his hand.
Pausing at a chautlira\fn{A note reads: A chautlira is a brick platform built around the base of a shady tree, where foot travelers
may pause and rest by the wayside .} near his in-laws’ house, Chame wiped the sweat from his brow. The sound of
Gaunthai singing came to him from the edge of the forest above the village. She was resting there before carrying
down a bundle of grass:
I would fly away,
But I am no bird,
I cannot bear to stay.

Chame gritted his teeth.
“My buffalo can’t get enough to eat, and its stomach rumbles and twangs like a village singer’s violin! And
here she is making the forest resound!”
After a short rest, Chame went slowly on up the hill. As he drew near an itching tree,\fn{ A note reads: In Nepali,
chilaune.} he began to drag his feet. He wondered what his in-laws were going to say. Slowly, he approached the
gate. There he saw his mother-in-law beside the midden heap, scouring a pan. His father-in-law sat smoking on
the verandah. Chame put his hands together and bowed in greeting to his mother-in-law, and she returned his
salutation with her filthy hands. Then he went up to the verandah where his father-in-law handed him the hookah
and bent down to touch his feet in respect. But Chame brought his knees together to prevent him.
*
Soon Gaunthai arrived with her bundle of cut grass, wearing a fine bodice and a chintz skirt gathered up to her
waist. On her arms there were bangles, and around her neck there was a necklace of coral; her bosom was full and
a large vermilion tilka enhanced her forehead. She wore a rhododendron flower in her hair, and she looked dusky
and beautiful. Chame was most gratified to see her; it seemed as if the goddess Lakshmi had entered the house in
person!\fn{A note reads: Lakshmi is the Hindu goddess of wealth and material good fortune.}
After dusk had fallen, Gaunthai came and touched Chame’s feet in greeting. Chame was overjoyed. He felt like
gathering her up and kissing her a thousand times, but she pushed his arms away and walked back into the house.
After the evening meal a quilt was spread out on the verandah for Chame. He lay down, but he wasn’t in the
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least bit sleepy. He just lay there waiting for Gaunthai to come. The meal was over; the pots had been washed.
Then someone went upstairs carrying a lamp. Suddenly, the door was shut and bolted. Chame was stunned.
“Oh, why did I beat poor Gaunthai that day? Women love to watch weddings. And she’s a young woman, so if
she goes off to watch a while, what of it? Should someone who can’t put up with that punish his wife for it? To
beat your wife for being late cooking the meal: what could be a more despicable act than that? Alright, beat her a
little if she’s cheeky. But if she comes home I certainly won’t do it again. Just see if I don’t respect her even more
than brother Juthe respects his wife.”
In his mind there was such turmoil. From beneath, the fleas were biting so hard!
*
In the morning he heard a door opening. Chame pricked up his ears: had Gaunthai come? But then he saw his
old father-in-law; he had come out to urinate in the drain. Chame hadn’t had a wink of sleep all night.
*
It was time to let the animals out. Father-in-law sat on the wall and smoked, mother-in-law husked maize on
the verandah, and Gaunthali washed pots on the kitchen floor. A little bashfully, Chame said to his father-in-law:
“It’s time to set to work in the fields, time to send your daughter home.” Father-in-law coughed and rested his
cheek on the tube of the hookah.
“I hear you called us poor and beggarly and all sorts of names,” he said. “We may be poor, but we’ve never
been beggars! We paid you our respect and gave her over to you. You persuade your wife yourself. Take her
home; no one’s stopping you!”
Chame was crestfallen.
Soon Gaunthai had finished her kitchen chores and was about to leave for the forest with her basket, but
Chame caught her by the arm.
“Where are you off to with that basket? Come on, let’s go home!”
“I’d rather die than go home with you!”
“Where will you go if you don’t come home?”
“Who cares? I’ll go where I like. I’m a jogini now!”\fn{A note reads: A jogini is a female jogi.}
“Who’ll feed the buffalo if you’re a jogini?”
“Oh, cut your own grass and feed your own buffalo!”
“Now, don’t be cross; just come quietly, won’t you?”
“What? Just to quarrel and get thrashed?”
“I’m damned if I’ll ever do that again!”
“Right, that’s settled.”
Soon Gaunthali had dressed, gathered all of her belongings, prettied herself, and was ready to go. Her mother
set a small parcel and a jar of curd before her. Gaunthali picked up the parcel and went on ahead. Chame came
along behind, swinging the jar from his hand. On the way they began to talk:
“How much milk does the buffalo give these days?”
“A piithi a day.”
Gaunthali pouted in derision.
The sun was setting behind the hills. Cowherds were driving their cows home in a cloud of dust, moving
slowly up the slope. Chame and Gaunthai came to the spring. There they saw Juthe’s wife coming down the hill
carrying a water pot in a blanket. When she saw Chame, she stuck out her tongue. Then she laughed and said:
“Oh, it looks like a goose and gander with the bride out in front and the groom behind!”
“Don’t laugh, my sister, there may be another quarrel some day—you never can tell!” said Gaunthai with a
smile.
“Oh, it won’t be long before you quarrel again! But a squabble between a man and his wife is just a blaze in
the straw!”
146.58 Education Or Marriage?\fn{by Moti Laxmi Upasika (1909-1997)} Kathmandu, Kathmandu District, Nepal (F)
2
“Let us arrange Sarala’s marriage to the merchant Chandra Shanker’s son,” an elderly woman once proposed to
Sarala’s mother.
“No sister, this is hardly possible at the present. We have already received several proposals of marriage, but
her father would not hear of it. He insists on Sarala completing her education first.”
“But that is an absurd thing to say. Your daughter is now a grown-up girl, and it is not wise to keep her in
school at this age. She is literate and that’s enough.”
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“What can I say! Her father does not wish to disturb her studies.”
“He may have good intentions in wishing to educate her, but this is not going to do Sarala any good. Is it right
and proper for Sarala to be studying in the same group as boys? It is shameful for a girl of Sarala’s age to be
among boys all the time.”
“But today’s girls are not like us, sister. Both the boys and girls nowadays are used to studying together. They
do not seem to feel shy of each other’s company.”
“I’m surprised that you show no concern about your daughter. If she has not learnt decent social behavior, then
it is your duty as a mother to teach her. She has to be given away in marriage soon to another family, and it is
definitely improper for a young girl to be given so much freedom. When she is eventually married, people will
start to talk and you will have to listen to all kinds of criticisms about her lack of modesty and womanly qualities,
Modesty is the essence of a woman’s character, not education. After all, what is the real use of educating girls!”
“I really don’t know what to say about all this. Both the father and son scold me whenever I bring up the matter of Sarala’s education or her marriage. They lecture to me on how ignorant our Nepalese girls are compared to
girls in other countries. I do not know if they are right or wrong. I am no longer able to judge what is best for Sarala,”
“A daughter’s welfare and happiness depend on her parents. Take the case of my own niece. She refused to
marry the person arranged by her parents and eloped with another boy. She is now a social outcast, debarred from
the home of her own parents. Your Sarala will fall into the same trap if you are not careful.”
“What can I do, sister? Her father has plans to send her to a foreign country for further studies as well.”
“If I were you I would not listen to men. What do men know about what is good or bad for a woman? It is we
who should decide on our daughter’s future. To send a young girl like Sarala to study in another country would be
a big mistake. So stop talking about it, and in the meanwhile why don’t you give me her horoscope paper? A
proposal has been made by a respectable family and it will be wise to accept it.”
“I really cannot give you the horoscope without consulting her father. He is a very ill-tempered man, as you
know.”
“But I do not wish to make this public yet. I shall simply consult an astrologer to see if the two horoscopes
match. I promise to return your daughter’s horoscope without letting anyone know of it. Your husband, too, will
suspect nothing.”
“No sister, I cannot agree to this. If the horoscopes match they will surely be reluctant to return it.”
“I have made a promise and you can believe in me. I shall consult the astrologer myself and bring it back to
you immediately. If the horoscopes do not match, then there is nothing more to be said on the matter, but should
they match we could perhaps convince your husband later to give me the horoscope again.”
*
The next morning, Sarala’s father was alone in his room reflecting on the future of his children. The arrival of
an old acquaintance disturbed his train of thought.
“What are you doing? Are you busy at the moment?” asked the man.
“No, please come in. I was just going through this short business account.” The man sat down on the carpet
and said,
“Who are those children studying in the next room? I hardly know any of them.”
“My son’s friends. You would not of course know them. Today’s children are so different from what we were
in our time.”
“The girl in the group looks like Sarala. She appears to me like a tomboy rather than a decent girl. I am surprised by her crude behavior.”
“But you don’t seem to understand, brother. Educated girls are not supposed to feel shy. We do not yet have
equal education for boys and girls in our society. In other countries there is no educational discrimination between
boys and girls. In fact, girls are as intelligent as boys, and I see no reason why they should be deprived of this
opportunity.” The man was a bit shocked by this point of view and replied,
“But this is Nepal and not a foreign country. Here we need to be more careful about what we say and do. Perhaps you don’t know but there are rumors whispered about Sarala these days. Co-education in school, coeducation in this house! Surely, such rumors cannot but harm your social position.”
“Maybe so, but I believe there is nothing wrong in acquiring knowledge and education. Our country does not
have many educated girls, and I would consider myself lucky if my daughter achieves a top position among them.
Don’t you think this is right and fair?”
“I can see that you refuse to be convinced, but I must warn you of adverse consequences if you continue to be
so stubborn.” Saying this the man left.
Sarala’s mother of course had been eaves-dropping on the whole conversation, but there was nothing which
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she did not already know. She was by then used to listening to such accusations and criticisms. Her daughter Sarala however was unaware of all these oblique remarks, neither was she in the least concerned of what the other
people said about her. She had no inhibitions of any kind, and found it perfectly natural to be working and studying amidst boys. It was precisely for this reason that she and her parents came in for so much social stigma.
*
The young man Prem was the only son of Chandra Shanker, the rich businessman. He was alone in his room
one morning thinking about his future, and in particular of his parents’ recent proposal of arranging his marriage.
He was not very keen in getting married to any illiterate Nepali girl. Marriage, he felt, is a question of lifetime
companionship and a wrong choice would bring nothing but unhappiness and disharmony in the family. At this
moment he heard his mother speaking to someone outside his room. He immediately stepped out and asked:
“Who is it, mother? What is the matter?”
“The woman I talked to a few days ago has just brought a girl’s horoscope paper,” the mother replied. Prem
stretched out his hand and said,
“Let me have a look at it, mother.”
“Wait this has first to go to the astrologer along with your horoscope.”
“No, you don’t need to take it anywhere. Give it to me and I will examine the paper myself.”
“Don’t be silly, son. The astrologer has to look at it. What do you know about horoscopes?”
“But I do, mother. I have studied astronomy and I know as much as any astrologer.”
“In that case, why don’t you first see if this matches with your horoscope?”
“Yes, that I can do.”
Saying this, he went to his room with the girl’s horoscope while his mother returned to the kitchen. After a
careful look at the text and the diagrams in the paper, Prem made various calculations on a chalk slate. He arrived
at one definite conclusion and said to himself,
“I am certainly not going to return this horoscope. But what is the use of keeping it if marriage is not
immediately possible? I know that her father will not agree to the proposal till she completes her studies. If I wait
till she does, someone else may take a fancy to her or even marry her. She is already a young, attractive woman
now and it would be unwise to postpone the marriage indefinitely. Her present teacher also happens to be a friend
of mine. I can certainly teach her as much as he can. Why not take charge of educating her myself, instead of
entrusting it to someone else!”
Having made this decision, Prem set off at once to meet his friend, the teacher of Sarala. He found his friend
working on a pile of papers in front of him. Prem entered the room and said,
“You look like an editor with all those papers.”
“Yes, you can call me that. As you can see I have here a number of short stories, poems, and plays. I have not
however seen you write anything.”
“Well, let me see what stories you have,” said Prem
“Here you are, have a look at these,” said his friend, handing him two copy books filled with writings.
While reading the stories Prem came across a sentence written at the bottom of a page. He neatly tore out this
sentence without his friend noticing it.
*
The next day, Sarala was studying near the window of her room. Her father was in the living room reading a
newspaper. At this time a young man was walking back and forth below the window. Sarala of course did not
notice the man, and neither did her father who seemed to be deeply absorbed in his newspaper. The young man on
the street, perhaps biding his time for the right opportunity, looked around to see that no one was looking and
threw a piece of paper into Sarala’s window.
Her teacher had set an assignment that day to compose a poem on Love. She had spent a good deal of time
writing and rewriting several stanzas, but could not produce a satisfactory composition. At this moment she was
suddenly startled by something thrown through her window. To her great surprise she saw a letter lying near the
windowsill. As she picked it up her father came in and startled her again in his loud voice,
“What was that thrown through the window? Why are you startled? What is that in your hand?”
Sarala had no choice but to hand over the letter to her father He opened the envelope and took out a small
piece of paper with single sentence written on it:
Dearest! Please do give me a place in your heart.

A little mystified and somewhat suspicious, he handed over the paper to Sarala and asked,
“Isn’t this the handwriting of your teacher?”
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Sarala recognized her teacher’s handwriting immediately, but she could not understand why he would write
such a thing to her. She continued to stare at the strange words, and could not give a reply to her father. With
growing suspicion, he then asked,
“What have you been writing? Let me see those papers.” She folded up the drafts of her poem and said,
“This is only rough work. I need to revise and write it out fairly.”
“Whatever it is, I want to see it,” he said angrily and snatched the papers from her hand.
The poem was fairly long with several lines crossed out. He began to read the poem with a grim face. The
understanding and interpretation of a poem however can take various forms. One’s response to a poem very often
depends on his attitude and preconceived notions. It is difficult to say what impression he had of her poem or
what went through his mind, but he decided to terminate her studies from that day.
31.10 1. Will He Ever Return? 2. Maujang Babusaheb’s Coat: Two Stories\fn{by Bhavana Bhikshu (1914-1981)}
Taulihava, Kapilvastu District, Nepal (M) 9
1
The narrow hill path was a difficult, strenuous, arduous trail that climbed higher and higher by degrees. Looking along it into the far distance, you could see nothing to make you think that you had seen a man.
The sun god\fn{A note reads: The sun is identified with the Hindu deity Surya, or Surje .} had hidden his face behind the
mountains in the west, but his blush spread up to the dark hills’ summits. The streams still sang their continual
song, uninterested in and indifferent to the anxieties of the world. The dim half-light was meandering into darkness.
A traveler was on his way up from the plains. As Sani\fn{ A note reads: Sani is a pet name meaning “little girl.” } stood
in the doorway of her house, one foot upon the staircase of maturity, he asked her,
“Can I get lodgings here tonight?”
“I don’t know; you’ll have to ask Mother.”
“Mother? I don’t know who your mother is or where to find her. Show me whom to ask.”
“Mother! Mother!” a sharp sweet voice from a shapely throat echoed around the hills, but nobody came in
response. She waited for a moment; then she said, “Wait, I’ll fetch her,” and she went off. After a while she
returned with an elderly woman.
“Here, this is my mother. Where are your porters?”
“I’ve only one porter, and he’s old and slow. That’s why I have to stop here, though I’d hoped to reach Chitlang today. I know some of the shopkeepers there; I’d have found good lodgings. This is a liquor shop, isn’t it?”
“It is …,” the old woman replied with a mixture of surprise and disdain.
“So what if it is?” Sani said quickly. “It would be the same at Chitlang, you know. And our side room is clean.”
“Well,” asked the old woman, “will you have a drink and something to eat?”
“I’ll have a meal, but I won’t take any drink. I have my own pots and utensils with me.”\fn{ A note reads: The
traveler’s caste status is apparently too high for him to accept food from anyone but a Brahman .}
Sani leaned over and put her face close to her mother’s.
“Why mother, he’ll buy rice, lentils, oil and firewood, salt, spice, vegetables. If he cooks in the next room and
sleeps in the side room, that will be fine.”
“May I see the room? Just to see that it’s clean. If it’s not …”
“Why shouldn’t it be? Take a look—there’s nothing in there; it’s newly painted. If you want I’ll put a mat
down there for you. See now, your porter’s arrived. Will you stay?”
“Come, Sani.” The old woman climbed the stairs.
Sani stood by the door as the porter set down his load.
“Such a heavy load, such a steep path,” he groaned. “That’ll be nine suka, including the head porter’s cut and
expenses, too. My God!”
The curiosity that filled Sani’s face contained a trace of hopefulness, of trust and satisfaction as she stood there
in silence. When he had inspected the rooms, the traveler decided to stay the night and Sani felt relieved. With the
porter’s help, she put a mat in one of the rooms. As soon as the traveler had spread out his bed on the ground and
heaved a contented sigh, the porter said,
“Right, I’ll be off now sir, I’m exhausted. I must eat, too. You should give me a few annas for a snack.”
“Here …,” the traveler tossed him four paisa. The porter picked up the coins, looking pleased, and was about
to leave when Sani said,
“Tell me, what should we bring for your meal? It will be dark soon. I see you have a lantern—do you need
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paraffin for it?”
The traveler did not reply but addressed the porter instead.
“Old man, get the pots from the basket, and go and wash them in the river.” Then he turned to Santo.
“I’ll need a pitcher, too, so that he can bring some water before he goes for his meal.”
“Yes, I’ll bring one down right now.”
“But is it a clean one?”
“What dirt gets into a water pot? If you’re not happy with it, he can easily clean it in the river before he fills it
up.” The young girl’s hesitancy showed clearly on her face.
The porter had pulled the pots from the basket, and as soon as Sani brought a little brass pitcher down from
upstairs he went off to the river.
The traveler looked at Sani in the evening half-light. Although her clothes were dirty, advertising her poverty,
her face was not at all ugly. In her cheeks he saw the lovely gifts that hard work and the mountain air had bestowed on her. She had a natural rosiness and was just becoming mature. Her eyes were round and bright, and
their pupils were dark and quick. Boundless curiosity and excitement were playing in those eyes.
“So … what shall I bring for your meal?” she asked, with a caution born of their being alone.
“One mana of fine old rice,” said the traveler, “a quarter of lentils, two paisa worth of whatever vegetables you
can get here, two annas worth of ghee. That should be enough.”
Sani went upstairs, and after a while she returned with everything he had asked for. The porter had already
departed, having put the pots and the water in the next room. The cooking hearth and the eating place were both
newly painted and clean.
“This isn’t very good rice,” said the traveler, inspecting it.
“No. But you can’t get better rice than that here. If you could, I’d have brought you some. And as for
vegetables—there’s nothing but potatoes.”
“Oh well, if that’s so, never mind,” said the traveler, smiling slightly. “I’ll have to be content with whatever I
can get.”
“May I go now?” asked Sani.
“Yes.”
But for some reason he felt like looking at her again. Their eyes met; then the girl went upstairs, hanging her
head in embarrassment. But she suddenly turned around and said, with some confidence and in a natural tone,
“To cook the vegetables you’’ll need some oil and some firewood. Should I bring salt, spices, and paraffin for
your lantern?”
“Oh, I’m forgetting! I’ll cook the vegetables in ghee, perhaps. I don’t want any spices. But bring me one paisa
worth of salt and turmeric and, you know, four paisa of firewood, and for the lantern six paisa of oil will do. Got
that?”
Sanj brought him these things quickly, and then she went upstairs. She ate with her mother, and after fifteen or
twenty minutes she went into her bedroom and shut the door from inside.
*
It was only half-past seven in the evening, but it was already very dark outside. Those few houses were like
butterflies in the laps of the great hard mountains, and they stood in such silence it seemed all the life had left
their bodies. The regular, monotonous roar of the streams could still be heard, but still the fearsome emptiness
deepened!\fn{A note reads: Nepalis tend not to romanticize the natural grandeur of the mountain regions. On the contrary, the absence
of towns and people is something to be feared.}
As she lay on her bed, thinking who knows what, Sanj suddenly heard a knocking sound coming from the
traveler’s room.
“He can’t have had his meal yet.” She remained engrossed in her thoughts.
“He might know how to cook; he might not. Perhaps he dropped the vegetables as he was lifting them off the
fire. What man knows how to cook! He has always lived in the plains; who would have cooked for him there?
Maybe he took on a Brahman. But how could he have? It’s expensive down in the plains, and he doesn’t look like
a rich merchant. If he was, he’d be like those others who come by here time after time. There’d have been great
heavy tin trunks, filled to the brim, three or four leather bags of various sizes, a folding bed, a servant, and lots of
porters. And he himself would have arrived in a sedan chair and sat upon a carpet. There’s nothing of this. I
reckon he must have had a job somewhere in the plains. A man who works for somebody else could hardly take
on a Brahman cook!”
Then her thoughts ran off in another direction.
“If that’s so, he’s probably got a wife!”
She felt a blow to her heart and her inner thoughts fell still. Outside, the river’s unceasing voice roared on. The
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thoughts she had assembled became a little disordered, and so she heaved a sigh. But her mood could not be
averted for long, and the sweet imaginings she craved covered her once more. Breathing more lightly, she tried to
sleep. Had the traveler finished his meal and gone to bed? She heard no sounds downstairs, so he must have. But
then that noise again—
“It must be the mice … no it’s not; it’s that poor man again.”
She did not dare to indulge herself in silent thoughts of sympathy anymore. After a moment, she jumped up,
struck a match, and lit the lamp in the niche at the head of her bed. A feeble, smoky light fingered the darkness as
she picked up the lamp and went carefully downstairs. Her heart was thumping; was the old woman asleep yet?
She felt a twinge of fear. Once she had arrived downstairs, she thought,
“But … why am I down here? I have no jobs to do downstairs.”
In the traveler’s room there was the soft, calm light of his lantern. She looked at him just once, then turned
away. He was asleep in his white quilt—calm, still, and unchanged. A frightening desire tugged hard at her very
soul and began to thump along with her heart. A strange mixture of inexpressible happiness and courage, of fear
and sorrow, began to flow through her veins. She returned upstairs in that same agitation, with those feelings still
flowing through her, and fell onto her own dirty bed.
*
Next morning, the traveler rose and left early. The unexpressed infatuation and strange unspoken hopes that
now glittered in Sanl’s eyes followed him until he was far away on the top of the hill, and then they came back.
She could not say why, but her heart became heavy and filled with tearful emotion. A question arose again and
again in her mind—would he ever return?
*
Her question remained unanswered: the traveler did not return. After a while, she was married and moved to
her own home. As if by a commonplace rule, she became caught up in household duties and the love and affection
of her husband. She brought no awkwardness to their behavior. But the question that Sani, a woman from a
village culture, clutched in her innermost heart as if it was a gift from God troubled her several times each day.
When she was in her husband’s house, she sometimes became apprehensive, and her apprehension caused
terrible inner conflict.
“Here I am; what if that traveler returns?”
She was not brave enough to ponder the question further. What a terrible worry it was for her! Better if he
never came back; better that her life should come to its end even as she was watching for him.
But Sani was not strong enough to hope that fate would ordain them never to meet again. Her longing, her
eternal wait, the daily hopelessness to which she had become accustomed—all were mixed into her very breath.
That was what her life consisted of.
Holding onto this, she was the woman of the home, her mother-in-law’s daughter-in-law, her husband’s wife.
Could poor Sani continue to be all of these things in this state, shattered perhaps by some powerful curse? How
could she wish this from her heart?
But Sani could still be a proper wife; this was no impediment. She would certainly have cursed anyone who
suggested that her marriage contained any kind of deceit or shortcoming. A woman’s heart is big enough for an
affection for children, for mother and father, for friends and relations of the natal home, and for the in-laws of the
husband’s home, and so Sani’s heart held some echo for that traveler, too. A woman is her husband’s wife: this is
as true as the shining sun, but only so far as being a wife is concerned. A woman is not merely a wife! She is other
things too—a sister, a daughter-in-law, a mother.
Besides all of these, she is love personified. If the love of women had not been sown throughout this world,
would the world not be like the dead wood of a dried out tree?
*
As he left, the traveler said that he might have to come back after two weeks. Sani still remembered that twoweek wait. The first week ended in depression and a feeling of emptiness, but from the eighth day on she began to
hope that each day would be the day of his return. She remembered the strange feeling, the mysterious hope and
excitement with which she reached the hilltop on that eighth day, when she went out to cut grass for the cow. Setting down her load, she sat on a rock and lost herself in happy dreaming. She stared intently at the road from
Nepal,\fn{A note reads: This reference is to the Kathmandu Valley.} and when she saw some people coming her fantasy became more joyful and exciting.
“This is how he will come today, bearing all the happiness of the world. He will spread the happiness of our
previous meeting by smiling just a little; again he’ll lodge with us for a day. But what if he doesn’t stay with us?
Chi! Such bad thoughts! He was perfectly comfortable at our house; he suffered no inconvenience. I did all the
work myself. He cooked and ate well before he slept. Why would he not stay with us again?”
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She kept her hope burning with new dreams every day, and the days went by. At last the day she had longed for
arrived. Sani recalled how she woke up in the night, three hours before the dawn. She opened the door and looked
outside and saw that much of the night had still to pass. The moon shone brightly, and the sky was clear. The
rushing sound of the river was like a song of delighted welcome. The sky, the abode of God, smiled down in the
moonlight. In a few hours’ time, the burning sun would come out. Its golden rays would spread over the hilltops.
That day would be the festival of his returning. Tomorrow he would come. At first light he would set out to meet
her and bring her great joy.
She sat engrossed in these dreams for ages, overwhelmed by the happiness she imagined. Then she heaved a
long sigh, as if anxious, and returned to lie uneasily on her bed. Later, the dawn came, the sun rose, and Sani
waited restlessly. Then it was dusk, the night fell, and after her fortnight of waiting Sani was left with the fact that
he had not come.
With tears in her eyes, sorrow in her heart, darkness in her soul, a lump in her throat, and her body filled with
regret, this knowledge was all she had for consolation.
Alas, the feeble heart of a woman! How much do you have to sacrifice? How much pleasure, attachment, and
love, and who knows what else, have you stored away for your offering?
Two more weeks went by. The course of her life began to change—from beginning to end, it seemed. The
change went deep inside her, and her question, “Will he come back?” was joined by the knowledge that he had not
come. Where would her journeying cease? Where was its end and destination? Was it within the rest of her life or
beyond its end?
*
The narrow hill path was a difficult, strenuous, arduous trail that climbed higher and higher by degrees.
Looking along it into the far distance, you could see nothing to make you think that you had seen a man. The
times were changing.
Sani’s mother went to meet with eternity, from which no one ever returns. Sani went back to her home to run
the old business. While living in her husband’s house, she had always worried that the traveler had already gone
by. Thousands of people went down to the plains from Nepal by that Markhu road, but the traveler …
“He’ll surely come back one day.”
Catching hold of a thin, weak thread to lead her despairing hopes on, she made them stretch even further. How
delicate, how lovely, how long it was, this thin thread of desperate wishing. Someone else was tugging hard on the
thread of life and her youthfulness, but did Sani know? She was aware of little more than that charming memory
from her past, that momentary dream that lasted for only a day. The person for whom she had made her sacrifice,
in gratitude for the first gift of youth, would surely return one day. Every day she busied herself in renewing her
treasure.
How could she know that the thread of her life was being pulled along? Love is the path of life. Sacrifice is its
ultimate aim. Once you reach your destination, you are given the end of existence.
*
After she had opened the shop one evening, Sani stood in the doorway with her thoughts elsewhere. She had
been standing like this in the peaceful half-light on just such an evening when the traveler had come, her symbol
of love. She had stood there like this so many times since, waiting without hope, her heart filled with demolished
dreams and sorrow. But he had not come back. In response to all these false welcomes, she had acquired a quiet
sadness and eyes filled with tears. Again today she stood there waiting. Either for the traveler or for the silent
sorrow she knew so well. A man well past his prime came up to her and asked,
“Can I get lodgings here tonight?”
She thought her heart would stop. She was struck by a thunderbolt from the past! Sani could do nothing but
stare and stare at his face.
“Are there lodgings here or not?” the question came again. Sani’s face shone brightly at first, but then it
darkened and dulled. She stared into space and said sadly,
“Where are your porters?”
“They’re on their way,” said the traveler, and sat down on a rock. “It’s ages since I went to Nepal from the
plains. I never managed to go back at all. Now at last I’m going back, but everything seems to have changed—the
path, the hills … I stayed in this house on my way to Nepal, so I thought I might stay here again, if the house was
still here. I set out with that in mind, and now at last I’ve arrived. Where’s the old woman? You, you must be
Sani?”
For Sani, his words were harder than a thunderbolt, more tumultuous than the roar at the end of the world. She
felt frightened. She was not ready to welcome the end of all those days of waiting, of the misery that had filled
her, with such ease and informality.
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Man! You are all the hope, pain, longing, despair, dreams, and joy that have filled Sani’s life, and yet you do
not know! With your simple question, your unexpected arrival, you have brought to its climax the story that has
pervaded this life. How could you know, why should you know, how shattered this woman’s heart has been?
Sani’s voice was like a sound from a distant skyline.
“Yes, I’m Sani,” she said.
“I know, I recognized you. But you … you’ve become old.”
He smiled.
Sani's eyes were opened at last. She saw her wrinkled skin and realized how much time had passed. Clearly
she saw that her journey was almost over. The evening of her life had arrived with the end of all her hopes. The
world was changing; she was out of place in the present. She felt tired; her body was weary from standing. She sat
down right there in the doorway.
*
As soon as it was morning, the traveler went on his way, just as he had before. From that day on the purpose of
her life disappeared.
“You’ve become old”—a single comment from the traveler had consumed all the zeal with which she had
clung on to her hope, all the youth and enthusiasm she had maintained. Then that woman was finished, along with
the dumb hopes she had had for her life and her silent, unbroken seorrow.
But that was not all—the question she had loved more than her soul, that she had fostered until it filled her life
and was dear and familiar to her, her question vanished, too, in the darkness of deep regret:
“Will he ever return?”
2
To tell the truth, Maujang Babusaheb and his coat were one and the same thing.\fn{ A note reads: Babusaheb is an
If you ever saw that long, pink Benson\fn{ A note reads: Benson is a particularly expensive variety of cloth .}
overcoat, walking, moving, sitting, or gesticulating at a show, a feast, or an argument, or at the scene of a quarrel
or a tragedy, it always turned out to be Maujang Babusaheb, along with his whole indomitable existence. Precisely when the coat had begun to represent Maujang Babusaheb was a matter for research; only one or two people
could hazard a guess, even among the few surviving ancients. But nowadays there are few who are reluctant to
relate all sorts of historical tales.
Maujang Babusaheb was a Rana\fn{In 1846 there occurred the so called Kot Massacre, in which many of the leading noblemen
honorific title.}

of Nepal were killed. (The Kot is the royal court of assembly.) A young but able and pro-British soldier, Jung Bahadur Rana, became Prime
Minister, and so successful was he that the office of Prime Minister itself became hereditary in his family. It is he who, after intrigues
against his life, banished the king and queen of Nepal, replacing them with the (minor) heir to the throne; and it is his family, the Ranas,
which was finally forced from supreme power 105 years later .} aristocrat, a bad-tempered, rude, and irrepressible character
who held birta land in Nepalganj District.\fn{A note reads: Birta land was granted to a person employed by, or simply in the
favor of, the Nepal government. This person could then work the land and derive income from it. Nepalganj is a large market town near the
southern border with India.} Somehow everyone still remembered what used to happen fifteen years before democra-

cy. An army of dogs lived at Babusaheb’s village house—three or four of them were big and ferocious; the others
were small and fine-haired. They used to terrify every visitor by being the first to offer a welcome and were a
prominent and fearful memory in that Tarai province.
The coat had come to represent a multitude of terrors for the men of this world of agricultural laborers. It reminded them of forcible seizures of houses and fields, of thrashings and beatings, of insults and wild abuse when
Babusaheb’s thick lips, set in a wide, red face that was sweaty and insistent, spat out a stream of foam. And when
the high Rana officials of the area, ranked in a certain order with members of the Thapas or some other clan
first, \fn{A note reads: The Rana period was characterized by continual infighting among the various ruling families, including the
Thapas.} bowed down before him for everyone to see, that long pink coat was being honored, too. Through this
combina-tion of pomp, grandeur, and terror, he became known by the name of Maujang Babusaheb, instead of by
his real name, which was perhaps Humayun Jang Bahadur Rana. The name was on everyone’s lips, and people
uttered it with fear.
Just as the Gandharvas’ bow symbolized Arjun during the Mahabharata era, so that coat represented Maujang
Babusaheb’s tyranny during those Rakla times.\fn{ A note reads: Arjun was the warrior on the battlefield to whom Krishna
delivered his famous sermon on duty (dharma) during the great war between the Kauravas and the Pandavas recounted in the Mahabharata. Arjun’s prowess as an archer was largely due to his possession of the bow belonging to the Gandharvas, the celestial musicians .} No

one even dared to mention that invincible, glorious coat. The insolence of time had made it fade until it was gray
and pale, but it still seemed bright to everyone.
34

But after democracy came,\fn{A note reads: Democracy came after the downfall of the Ranas in 1950-1951 .} people became
impudent and looked scornfully at both Babusaheb and his coat. Everyone laughed at it now. Some even picked
up a rumor somewhere and began to say that the coat had been a reward from P.K.J.\fn{ A note reads: P.K.J. are
probably the initials of a fairly obscure Rana, whom I have been unable to identify .} Then it went still further, and some who had
inquired into the coat’s ancient history discovered that it had been given to Babusaheb in Nepal\fn{ A note reads:
“Nepal” refers to Kathmandu.} when he attended the wedding of that P.K.J.’s parasol bearer. He had been picked out to
receive the gift because of the clothes he was wearing.
By some misfortune, Maujang Babusaheb got wind of these rumors one day. He stared at his coat, which hung
from a nail in the wall. Even in these days of democracy he recalled the events of the past. He remembered how a
sweet smell had arisen from the coat and scented the air on the day it was given to him. Everyone else who was
there had looked at it with envy. He remembered how smoothly his hands had slid into the linen lining in its arms
when he had first put it on. That coat on its nail had fitted him perfectly—it symbolized nobility, prosperity, and
honor and made him feel gratified and self-confident.
When he came home with it, how astonished the Rani Saheb who accompanied him had been!\fn{ A note reads:
Rani Saheb is an honorific title for the senior wife of a high Rana. As a high-ranking Rana, Maujang may have had several wives .} She
took the coat from him, but before she hung it up she turned it over and over in her hands. She saw the lining
glistening and caressed it gently. Yes, and then Babusaheb had been annoyed. He had scolded her:
“What are you doing, you hill farmer’s daughter? Don’t you realize it will get dirty if you stroke it like that?”
The Rani Saheb had hung it up, still smiling though she was frightened. And then when he was alone in the
room Babusaheb had got up quietly and stroked the coat himself. He was filled with awe and amazement as he
read the label, sewn inside one of the pockets, as if it were a holy text. He read it, piecing it together from the
knowledge of English letters that enabled him to write his name.
Whiteway Ladler and Company—
Tailoring and Outfit Department.

it said. This was really evidence of the coat’s royal magnificence, its incredible nobility and sophistication.
Then Babusaheb recalled the many times after that, the many opportunities and occasions, the many people to
whom he had shown that label, and the limitless pride he had felt. Lord! In this strange alien time, how disgraceful that a coat like this should be treated with such contempt!
Babusaheb jumped up and took the coat out into the light to inspect it properly.
“What a grand thing it is, what excellent art this is. Carefully sewn without a piece out of place! Even
Brahma \fn{A note reads: Brahma is the Hindu deity who created the universe .} himself cannot have taken such care when he
sculp-ted the human body!”
He looked at the coat’s collar as he thought this. It was grubby and split; some threads were hanging loose.
“This makes it look less grand, does it not? But everything gets old, even people. Does aging have any effect
on someone’s caste, reputation, pride, or nobility? Such a coat! Now that the Whiteway Ladler Company is under
the rule of the Hindustanis, even it could not produce another coat like this! Those craftsmen will already have
left, unable to make a living. Who wears such expensive coats now? Where could you get cloth like this now, let
alone a coat? It won’t even be made in England anymore. You just don’t see such things nowadays.
“Even the English are going downhill, poor wretches! When they held Hindustan, they were so glorious. The
most advanced society in the whole world! London was our capital then, I suppose. But where’s that old spendor
nowadays, even in Kathmandu?”
Babusaheb went on remembering. He recalled the generals’\fn{ A note reads: Every high Rana official assumed a military
rank, which sometimes became hereditary .} palace: such ornamentation! Iron bedsteads with brass decorations—fairies,
creepers, flowers, and so on, all made by real artists—double spring, how soft they were! Huge, huge rooms, their
walls covered with enormous portraits in golden frames, of kings and generals, and the kings and queens of
England, Germany, Russia, Rome … each one worth more than 10,000! Huge cupboards, racks, and bookshelves,
chairs and tables of every design. The polish seemed to be made from gold! Then there were sofa sets covered
with silk and velvet, and tasseled curtains—there was no end to it! The walls, the ceilings, even the staircases,
were an exhibition of marvels and magnificent things. Silver was an everyday thing; gold was no concern. So
many great vessels and pots of silver and gold, beautiful vases. So many servant girls and attendants, dressed in
lovely clothes. An army of children, servants, subbas, parasol bearers, mukhiyas.\fn{A note reads: A mukhiya is a
government official of the third rank; a subbli is a government official one rank higher than a mukhiya.} Motors and horses and
buggies … could all those wonders be remembered now? Babusaheb remembered the crowds that used to fill the
palace and the servants’ quarters, the press of people, the running about that went on. That was real grandeur then!
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What had become of it now?
He inspected his coat once again: a symbol of a proud noble past, a coat of Benson cloth, made in Whiteway’s
Tailoring Department. He rose and hung it up on the nail again. Then, in a haughty state of mind, he sat down in
his seat with particular gravity. Intuitively he knew that the rumors were not important. Those Congress wretches
only made fun of it to hide the jealousy they felt.\fn{ A note reads: The Nepali Congress was the main political party among the
forces that eventually ousted the Ranas in 1950-1951 .} They couldn’t stand its nobility. The bastards simply envied him.
Liars and petty, mean men all, yes, oh yes, they were truly great! When the principal officer came and they had
welcomed him (Babusaheb reassumed the attitude of his past), how respectfully he had stared at Babusaheb in his
coat. Not to mention the subbas and the lieutenants: jobs given to little men for their services to the hakim. An
English district collector had come from Mugalan once;\fn{ A note reads: Mugalan, “the land of the Mughals,” is an old name
for India.} even that Mr. Cornish could not rest content without a long look at the coat when they invited him to go
hunting.
Babusaheb recalled the many moments of glory when his coat had brought its high class and its brilliant,
silently stated nobility to festivals, meetings, receptions, rituals, and wedding feasts. He brought its splendid
history back. to mind and felt his old completeness in the personal pride this generated. Wherever he went, and for
whatever reason, this pink coat became the center of attention. With immense gravity, Babusaheb said to him-self,
“They’re all rogues, the lot of them! Is this some ordinary coat? No! It is something very special, very, very
special indeed!”
*
The central government’s home minister was coming out on a tour, and the committee that was organizing a
reception for him had called Maujang Babusaheb to a meeting. The day before he went to Nepalganj, Babusaheb
carefully began to brush down the coat that Whiteway Ladler’s had made. Clouds of dust rose into the air. Chi!
They never brushed it, ever! He scolded the whole household, from the servants right up to the Rani Saheb
herself.
“What’s this now? If I don’t tell you what to do, you just don’t see the jobs! All this dust on such a fine coat!
This is what’s made the color fade! Would a coat like this fade otherwise? It’s Benson cloth, but now you’ve let it
fill with dust and the original color’s finished! Oxen! The more you brush, the more dust you find!”
Eventually he finished brushing it and hung it up again. He covered it with a piece of cloth. But one thing kept
on pricking him—how creased the coat had become. It would have to be ironed. But who could he give it to in the
village? It was a complex problem. He was due at the bara hakim’s house\fn{A note reads: Baril hakim, “great hakim,” is
the most senior local government official.} at eight the next morning.
Next day, Babusaheb wrapped up the coat and set off for Nepalganj, with a servant carrying the bundle. In a
corner of the bazaar he came to Gurdin the dhobi’s house\fn{A note reads: A dhob is a professional washerman. Gurdin is a
Muslin name.} and called,
“Hey Gurdin! Just iron my coat, and take care!” Gurdin looked at it with an expert eye.
“Alright sir. I’ll have to heat the iron. Send your man in a little while, and I’ll have it ready.”
What Gurdin said was fair enough, but he knew what dhobis were like. If he didn’t do it in time, or if he
scorched it because he didn’t know what sort of cloth it was. Babusaheb was not content.
“No, I’ll go to that shop over there and smoke a cigarette. Heat the iron quickly, and I’ll show you how to iron
it. It’s no ordinary coat, you know. You’ll have to do as I tell you.” Gurdin’s pride was injured.
“How many expensive coats and trousers and clothes of all kinds have I ironed with these hands! Teaching me
how to iron this pathetic, ragged old coat, indeed!” But he did not say this to Babusaheb. He just said,
“Fine.”
Then when Babusaheb had left for the shop, Gurdin was gripped by anger and took his private revenge by
throwing the coat down hard onto a pile of clothes in the corner. Soon the iron had warmed up. When he had
spread out the clothes on his table and put the coat down, Babusaheb, who had been watching from a distance,
came and seated himself close by on a three-legged stool. Gurdin had barely touched the iron to the arm of the
coat when Babusaheb shouted,
“Hey, you ox! Damp it first, damp it first! It’s scorched, it’s scorched!” Gurdin was mystified and stared
blankly at him.
“Sir, the iron hasn’t warmed up properly yet. It’s hardly warm; it’s a cold iron. Do you think I know so little?”
Then he bent low over his ironing.
Gradually the iron became warmer. At every opportunity, Babusaheb still told him to dampen the coat, and
Gurdin went on muttering angrily at the insult. Several technical things happened, but at last the ironing was done.
Babusaheb put the coat on while it was still warm, and he was about to leave when the dhobi said,
“Sir, I haven’t even begun the day’s business. I did this job first thing in the morning.” Maujang Babusaheb
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tossed him two paisa.
“There, you’ve had a month’s income now. You’ll take money before you’ve opened, won’t you?” Then he
walked out, saying firmly,
“Now everyone will realize what this coat really is! As soon as it’s been brushed down and ironed, it’s back to
its old glory. Something of quality demands greater care and attention. I’m a fool—should such a coat be hung on
a nail? But what can I do in such circumstances? I have to support an army of people; my income is just this
pathetic birta.”
But then Babusaheb was alarmed at his own thoughts:
“But a birta’s a birta, after all—something given by the king, to be proud of. It supported me, and I did as
much as I could, without any other means. What would my income have been without it?”
He glanced at his coat. His old pride flared up again, and his habitual vigor, power, and arrogance replaced the
sense of deficiency he had been feeling just a moment before. Silently, he contemplated the unchallenged might,
the undefeated power that had been his until so recently, and before he knew it he had entered the bara hakim’s
gate and was standing on his verandah. Twenty-five men were sitting there, talking. As soon as he saw him the
bara hakim said,
“Come in, Babusaheb; you’re late. You’ll have to make a door yourself!” He laughed and ushered Babusaheb
to a seat.
Babusaheb quietly checked his coat in the place where the bara hakim had touched his arm to make sure it
hadn’t been creased. The discussion about the reception continued, and although Babusaheb chipped in now and
then with a “yes” or a “no,” his thoughts were elsewhere:
“As soon as he touched my coat, the bara hakim will have realized what sort of a garment this is! No joking:
quality is quality, after all.” But then a Tarai congressman butted in,
“Why, Babusaheb, are you going to wear that coat even when the minister comes? The weather’s getting hot,
you know!”
Babusaheb stared at his face for a moment.
“How uppity the lower castes are becoming,” he thought. “Should I come dressed in a four- paisa vest and
loincloth just because it’s warm? The minister’s coming from Nepal, so he’ll be wearing a woolen coat. However
hot it is, the generals always wear uniforms made of soft cashmere. You haven’t a clue about these things—is this
how affairs of state are conducted?”
He showed his contempt by remaining silent as the discussion went on. Whenever he saw a smile on the face
of that congressman with his khaki jacket, Babusaheb muttered to himself,
“What to do? It’s a different age now. This wretch would never have dared to make fun of this coat before.”
Then he realized that the bara hakim kept glancing at his collar, and he thought he would die of shame because
the collar was filthy and torn. Babusaheb was unbearably embarrassed, and his big face turned red. He could not
sit there any longer. Somehow, he managed to stick it out for ten minutes more; then he took his leave and went
out of the room. Even as he stepped down from the verandah, the sound of laughter reached his ears. What could
have caused such laughter? It could have been nothing else—they were laughing at his torn collar, for sure.
Babusaheb’s eyes dampened with a mixture of sorrow and helpless anger, and he walked quickly to the main
street. By the time he reached it, he was in control of his tears. The whole world was jealous of this coat’s noble
appearance, of its unending glory, he thought. Everyone was conspiring to bring down his reputation.
“Lord, such small-minded envy! To rob a poor coat of its honor! A lifeless, senseless coat! Now quality is considered a flaw—that’s what’s happened, you know! This is a mean-minded age. Greatness and honesty are sins
now. And this is called democracy!”
Back home again, Babusaheb spent the whole night in thoughts like these. He resolved that the respectability
and honor of the coat made by Whiteway Ladler Company would not be allowed to disappear, for as long as he
lived.
*
There were only eight days to go before the minister’s visit. The coat would have to be restored by then. It
deserved to have its true nobility back; this wasn’t something that could be humbled or diminished. He decided to
go to Lucknow to have it dry-cleaned and repaired.\fn{ A note reads: Lucknow is a large city in the north Indian state of Uttar
Pradesh, about one day’s journey from Nepalganj.} But even at a rough estimate this would cost 40 or 50 rupees. Several
members of the household suggested,
“Just add another 40 or 50 and buy another coat. That would be better.” But Babusaheb smiled, as if he pitied
their ignorance.
“What are you thinking of? Do you think I could find a coat as good as this one, even for 100? Know-it-alls!
Even if I had ten new coats, they could not compare with this one! It’s only because I’ve neglected it, you know.
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I’m going to Lucknow, for certain. Just wait and see how it looks when I get back!”
Babusaheb was determined to go, but money was a problem. Even if he bought a second-class ticket, the return
journey would cost at least 20 rupees. Even if he stayed at the cheapest hotel in Lucknow and ate only the
simplest food, it would cost nine or ten a day. He would have to stay for four days: that meant 40 rupees. Then
there was the dry-cleaning and repair—10 rupees, at most. Then perhaps four rupees a day for traveling around—
not in a taxi, in a tonga\fn{A note reads: A tonga is a pony and trap.}and add cigarettes, pan,\fn{A note reads: Pan refers to
certain nuts, particularly betel, and pastes wrapped in a betel leaf and eaten as the Indian equivalent of chewing gum .} and so on—it
wouldn’t be less than 100 in all. And even if he kept to this, he would have to bring something small back from
Lucknow for the children, the servants, and Rani Saheb, too. At least 200 in all!
Two hundred rupees to clean an old coat! Two hundred! Two hundred!
Those two words filled his brain. Then the sound of laughter from the bara hakim’s house echoed in his ears
again, and he pulled himself together.
“Why must it cost me 200? I’ll go second class from Nepalganj to Gonda; then I’ll go on from there in third
class. Who will recognize me, after all? Then in Lucknow, Chedi Lal’s dharamshala has good rooms; he’ll let me
stay four days.\fn{A note reades: A dharamshala is a simple, cheap hostel for the accommodation of pilgrims .} If I eat somewhere
really cheap, one rupee per meal will be enough. It is four days after all! Even if it costs 50 rupees, the coat will
come back ready.”
Babusaheb felt much better, and he called a servant to fill his pipe.
*
In the end, Babusaheb brought the coat back restored. There had been one problem in Lucknow: if the coat was
darned after it had been washed, would the cleaning not have made it even more ragged than before? If so, the
darning would turn out to be very costly. On the other hand, if he had it darned first, there was a danger that it
might come apart again while it was being washed. Babusaheb solved this problem cleverly.
He took it first to be darned.
“Every thread in this coat is rotten,” the darner said. “It’ll be very difficult to mend it.”
But with great skill Babusaheb persuaded him. In later days, Babusaheb would describe in detail the care the
darner had taken to mend it once he had begun. Then when he took it to the dry-cleaners, the manager had expressed concern when he saw how decrepit it was. But Babusaheb got him to write “not torn anywhere” on the
receipt and made plain his intention to offer a tip. Babusaheb amazed everyone with his account of how lovingly
it had been cleaned after that.
“If I hadn’t gone there in person, the coat would have been ruined,” he said, immensely satisfied with his cunning.
When the coat came back from the shop, in plastic packing with the company’s name stamped on it, Babusaheb did not unwrap it. He could see the mended collar and the color of the coat through the plastic cover. He
showed it to anyone who showed an interest. Why let the dust in by unwrapping it?
And yes, Babusaheb brought them all a gift from Lucknow: lemon sweets for the children, plastic slides for the
servant girls’ hair, an amazing machine that threaded needles for the old cook. The thread went in even if you shut
your eyes! And a bottle of Spring Flowers oil for the Rani Saheb. The whole lot cost him only 3 rupees, and
everyone was happy.
*
Now Babusaheb waited impatiently for the minister’s visit. Time passed by impossibly slowly, but at last the
day arrived. The minister came at eleven in the morning; Babusaheb was to attend a party in his honor at four.
Early that morning, he shaved, trimmed his moustache, bathed, and sat down all prepared. At exactly three he was
dressed in the clothes he was going to wear; then he sat and smoked. At half-past three, when it was time to leave,
the coat was taken from its plastic packing.
Well! No one would have thought that it was really the same coat! It had a completely new splendor, as if it
had regained the youthfulness of a quarter century before.
A servant woman dressed Babusaheb in it, taking great care not to crush or crease it. Babusaheb could not help
feeling grateful, and he remembered that she was their oldest servant. How long had she served them?
He felt a strong impulse to reward her, but his pockets were empty. So he suppressed that brief, generous
thought regretfully; if he asked the Rani Saheb for money, he knew she would deny that she had any. Despite the
return of his old grandeur, his helplessness in such a petty matter wrung his heart, and he held back tears of selfpity. Moreover, he felt remorse for not having been able to defend the honor of the coat he was wearing: a coat
that had earned him his former glory but that had been so grossly insulted.
Actually, in his feeling of greatness today, all his tyranny, barbarity, and ill-temper seemed to have disappeared. It was as if the noble nature of a loftily humanitarian, forgiving benefactor had welled up inside him. He
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regarded them all with great affection and silently wished them well.
*
Babusaheb arrived at the reception in an exceedingly straightforward and positive frame of mind. As soon as
he entered, everyone looked at his coat. For an instant they all stared at it, wide-eyed, and although smiles came to
their mouths none of them actually laughed. Babusaheb took note of this, but today he felt no anger, no irritation,
nothing at all of that sort. He was on a lofty mental plane where such impulses were pacified and stilled of themselves.
The convenor introduced Babusaheb to the minister and seated him on the dais. Babusaheb chatted to everyone
with a civility and politeness appropriate to the occasion. At last the tea party was over and everyone left one by
one, bidding the minister farewell as they departed.
As Babusaheb left, he thrust his hands into his coat’s lower pockets, as was his habit. At the same time, a local
congressman came out, too. He took Babusaheb by the arm and walked beside him, talking. On any other
occasion, Babusaheb would not have tolerated the insolent intimacy of the lowlander, but today he was a. different man and so he walked on, talking happily with him.
But unfortunately, someone called to that congressman from behind, and he turned around without letting go of
Babusaheb’s arm. Babusaheb’s arm was jolted, and because his hand was in his pocket, the old coat ripped from
the top corner of the pocket to the bottom of the garment.
Jhaarrrrrrrrr!
A thousand earthquakes happened all at once, Babusaheb’s heart was rocked by a blow that felt like the end of
the world. The whole world seemed to collapse; the seven oceans came welling up into Babusaheb’s eyes.
But could the mighty Maujang Babusaheb weep and wail in front of that worthless man? In the old days, he
would have set the Alsatian on him and had him torn to pieces.\fn{ This statement is not an exaggeration; it is difficult to
imagine in these savagely democratic times the power which many ancient aristocracies weilded over their subjects:H } But he did not
have that option today; Babusaheb’s attitude was no longer one of high and mighty greatness. With an immense
effort, he suppressed a feeling of total anguish. Babusaheb was neither dumb with grief, nor did he even permit
himself a cry of rage. All he said was, “Oh, what’s happened?” and managed to calm himself with a careless
gesture.
Slowly he walked outside, took off his coat, and handed it to his man, who stood there waiting for him. Once
the congressman had taken his leave, Babusaheb went on his way, walking gravely and in silence. Although
dressed now only in shirt and trousers, he did not lower his gaze in shame; and when he had peacefully, firmly,
finished his walk and entered his house, he sat down in his usual chair. The man followed him in, hung the coat up
on the same old nail, and then went out again.
Babusaheb stared at the coat on its nail. The linen that was hanging from the torn pocket was like its tongue
sticking out at him.
“What’s this now, eh?” it seemed to say. “Now what will you do?”
He sat staring at it, dry-eyed, for ages.
*
After a while—perhaps because she had heard about the coat being torn—the Rani Saheb came running in and
looked closely at it.
“What has happened, eh? How did this happen? Oh Lord, now what will you do?”
“Nothing has happened.”
Despite the terrible accident, Babusaheb spoke peaceably, even in his own home.
“Nothing has happened. I just went to meet the minister, and then I came home. The Ranas’ rule is ended.”
130.42 Excerpt from The Eclipse\fn{by Dhooswan Saymi (1931-

)}

Kathmandu?, Kathmandu District, Nepal (M) 9

I am not exactly young for I have lost the fire of youth; but I have not yet lost my beauty. I am conscious of my
looks. I know myself to be a beautiful woman. I lacked nothing nor do I feel inferior to anyone. Time, however,
has revealed certain flaws in my complexion and a streak of gray on my hair, but these do not concern me much.
The use of makeup can easily hide such defects. Even without makeup I am certain that no one can guess my age
correctly: my beauty and my charm always deceives them.
Had I changed through all these years? I ask myself doubtfully. No, I am certain my beauty has remained unchanged. How can beauty pass away so suddenly? My confidence is my pride: I refuse to believe that I am now
an old woman.
Suddenly I am gripped with a strong inclination to go and look myself in the mirror. The feelings of doubt and
consolation conflicted in my mind alternatively, so that I did not know whether to be happy or sad.
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No sooner did I enter my room than a terrible feeling of emptiness enveloped my being. I saw my life as an
empty, barren desert, fruitless and hopeless. The impact of this thought depressed me greatly. My life has been a
lonely one but people would hardly believe this to be true. I live with my brother, my sister-in-law and my young
niece. Ours is a peaceful, contented life, and what more would I ask for from life?
Yet I could not get rid of this growing sense of emptiness, this loneliness which kept haunting my thoughts. I
don’t feel that I belong to any particular home or society because I have no home nor a society that I could call
my own. I felt like a discarded woman without the comfort of love, companionship and the protection of society.
Was I really condemned to live such a futile existence?
I looked at my face in the mirror and could not believe the reflection to be my own image. I appeared tired and
worn out. Have I really become an old woman, after all? My eyes are transfixed in the mirror and I seemed to be
hypnotized by my own appearance.
Suddenly tears filled my eyes.
“You have lost your youth, you have wasted your life,” the image in the mirror seemed to say.
A strange feeling came over me and I closed my eyes to dispel the image. The world seemed to spin around
me. I opened my eyes again.
*
Instantly the dark thoughts were lifted from my mind and I felt a peculiar sense of exhilaration, of lightness, of
relief. My imagination is playing tricks with me. I have not become an old woman. My face still radiates the fineness of youth. I made up my mind not to be oppressed by such thoughts again. I wanted to sing and dance in my
new discovered joy.
I looked out of the window and noticed a young man staring in at me from the opposite house. He was my
neighbor, old enough to be my son but I retreated to my bed instantly, blushing with shame and guilt.
At this moment I heard footsteps on the stairs and noticed my niece Timila returning from school. Fearing that
she might perceive the flushed expression on my face, I took up my sewing and pretended to be busy. I am
especially fond of my niece Timila. I loved the brightness of her youth, the charm and beauty of her complexion.
We loved each other dearly. We even resemble each other very closely, so our neighbors have remarked. This was
perhaps the reason why I am so much attached to her. Looking at her fresh attractive face I could not help but be
reminded of my own past youth.
Timila always came to my room to talk to me when she returned from school. But that day her face looked
worried, depressed, as she passed my room without entering. The expression on her face concerned me deeply. I
could not understand it. But at that instant I found myself unable to grieve for her, I realized the vast difference
that existed between us. I saw her as the fresh flower just emerged from its bud and looking towards life, while I
was only a rootless branch, withered and looking towards death. There was nothing identical in our character or
personality, I decided.
I then realized that perhaps Timila had come home merely feeling unwell. I went up to inquire and found
Timila and her mother engaged in a deep conversation. I came as an interruption, for as soon as I entered the room
they stopped talking. She appeared quite normal, but when I asked her if she was unwell, she remained silent. My
sister-in-law too said nothing but only looked down at her sleeping child.
When she had gone upstairs I asked Timila what had happened to her. Had she been punished at school? Had
she quarreled with her friends? I received no reply to my repeated questions. Instead she embraced me tightly and
started to weep bitterly. Her sudden tears surprised me and I felt most embarrassed. Listening to her heart-rending
sobs I was very much touched. Her tears confused me, and so I asked her,
“Why do you weep like this? What has come over you? Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, weeping at your
age?” Timilar continued to weep and between her sobs she asked,
“I shall never have to part from you, auntie, will I?”
At this it occurred tome that she wept because she disliked to be given away in marriage. I was not sure what
she meant by that and so did not answer immediately. Receiving no reply she looked at my face with tears in her
eyes.
“Why should we love to part—whatever makes you think of it?” I asked. No one could come between us, I
assured her. She seemed satisfied with my reply and managed to smile in pleasure.
I was however deeply worried by her strange behavior and so went back to my room reflecting on her words. I
had found Timila and her mother talking, and I suspected that they were talking about me, not of Timla’s
marriage. Why did Timila fear our separation? Did she know something that I didn’t? Or is it possible that
somebody had told her about my past life? Society is so snobbish and so much apt to find faults in others. I
searched my mind for a reasonable explanation to this curious incident, but no matter how hard I tried, I could not
see any light in what appeared to me a complete mystery.
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At this moment I espied from my window crowds of office workers and school children hurrying home.
Among them I noticed my own brother pushing his way through the crowd. As he drew near I noticed that his
face bore an expression I had not seen before. He appeared unusually sad. His mind seemed to be preoccupied
with disturbing thoughts.
“Oh God!” I muttered to myself. “What is happening to us? Is someone designing to cause havoc to our
peaceful family atmosphere?” I asked myself desperately.
What could be the possible outcome of all this? The mystery of the situation upset me deeply. I could not
understand the meaning of that strange expression on my brother’s face. What has happened to him today? The
happy smiling face that I was used to had suddenly changed. The constant source of my joy and consolation, my
brother, now seemed to be steeped in black despair.
As he entered the house my fears increased. My devoted brother today passed my room without so much as
looking in or talking to me as he usually did when returning from work. The suspense became unbearable and I
thought of going up to ask him, but checked myself with the thought that I should not force him to explain if he
had something to hide from me. As he had never ignored me like this, I decided not to interfere with his thoughts.
I was about to reenter my room when I discerned Timila and her father engaged in animate conversation.
Timila’s mother was with them too, but their voices being indistinct I could not make out their meaning. A little
while later, however, their voices became louder so that I could ten hear them quite clearly. My suspicion was
confirmed as I listened to them. My brother in an angry tone spoke out.
*
“I am going down now to talk to my sister. I can not bear it any longer.”
“Did not I mention this to you the other day? You gerw angry with me instead,” replied his wife in a tone that
seemed to add fuel to the fire.
“Yes, yes, I remember what you said to me, but why didn’t you remind me of it?”
“I had wanted to tell you many times, but I feared that you might lose your temper if I did so. You know
perfectly well that I do not wish to be blamed by society for having incited you to quarrel with your beloved
sister. I knew that you would one day see the light and bring out this matter yourself.”
“One thought, however, troubles me. How can I forget the fact that my success in life is due to my sister’s help
and encouragement? I owe my education and my job to her alone. She has always shown great devotion to me.”
“How foolish of you to believe such a thing. Do you think a man can be so hopelessly dependent on his sister?
You should know that success or failure in life depends on oneself. I am afraid you have not understood what sort
of a person is your sister. Why does she remain silent and say nothing? I am surprised at her lack of response.” To
this my brother replied,
“I suspect that my sister has no interest in such matters. How can she therefore be expected to understand these
things?”
“How senselessly you talk at times!” replied the wife rather hotly. “Do you think your sister is ignorant of all
this? I would not be surprised if she knows more than we do. I do think that she is simply acting innocent, watching our reactions.”
*
I stood by the door as if paralyzed. The conversation I had overheard between my brother and his wife created
a turmoil in my mind. An indescribable feeling of pain and anger took possession of my heart. What an intriguing
woman was my sister-in-law!
I entered my room softly, feeling quite faint. A stream of broken thoughts raced through my care-crazed brain.
What right had she to talk against me in my own house?
I felt deeply hurt by her attitude towards me. I sat down on my bed and waited for noise of footsteps on the
staircase. I felt sure that my brother would come down to speak to me. I would pretend I heard nothing. I hoped
my voice would not betray me.
But he did not come down. Why doesn’t he come down? Could there be any reason? My suspense kept on
mounting as I waited in breathless silence.
But then why should he come at all? Who am I after all? I am neither his mother nor his father, but only a
married woman of the family. I am sure they despise me for that—for being a burden to them.
But what of it? I still belong to this house—this house is rightfully mine, not hers. Did she not come from a
poor unfortunate family and would have starved had she not come here? Besides was it not due to my efforts and
my sacrifice that my brother has a good education and [is] able to earn an income for the family? She has no right
to act in this way just because her husband has a job. Was it not only three years since he obtained his job? And
seven children have been born to them so far. Well, who looked after them before he started to work and was able
to stand on his own feet? They now have money to spend as they please, but have they so soon forgotten it was
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me who provided for them previously?
I can see through her whole design. She is obviously planning a separation from me—that is what she is trying
to do. That must precisely be the reason why she shows no respect for me these days. I no longer have a voice in
family affairs—she does everything just as she pleases. I have been a fool to think that she would do nothing
adverse to family welfare. Now I suffer by my mistake. Nothing angers me more than when your good intentions
are spurned and truth is distorted. This is exactly what has happened in this family.
I could hardly contain my anger. I felt like going to her then and there to tell her to leave my house immediately. She was mainly to blame for all this disharmony in the family. My brother and my niece Timila had nothing
to do with it. I believed in him and I knew that he would do anything for my sake if I so much as asked him to. To
cause my brother pain or grief is the last thing I would do in the world. I would endure suffering rather than hurt
his feelings.
*
There as a sudden break in my thoughts, when I heard footsteps of two people descending. Instantly I stood up
expecting my brother to come into my room. Instead, I heard them go down, and on looking out of the window
saw both father and daughter walking away on the street. I presumed that they had gone out to see a cinema-show.
I understood my brother’s habits very well. If at any time he is depressed or angry he escapes to see a film-show,
that seemed to relieve his mind. He is by no means a film-addict, but he developed this habit only after the death
of our mother.
At this moment my sister-in-law came down to call me for supper. Her voice sounded quite normal. She
showed no signs of suspicion as to what was in my mind. How dare she come and speak to me in that soft voice
when a moment ago she had been speaking to her husband against me! I felt a sudden surge of anger arise in me,
but checked myself. I remained silent. She kept on standing near the door either waiting for my reply or trying to
perceive my thoughts. Presently she had to rush upstairs, as her child was heard to be wailing in a loud voice.
I was torn between love and anger. She was after all my brother’s wife and so deserves my love and pity. But
her angry words against me again came to my mind, and I decided to go to bed without dinner. I did not feel like
talking to her that night. As she did not come down to call me a second time my anger increased all the more.
Only then did I become aware that I felt rather unwell. I developed a slight headache. The clock on the wall
struck eight and just as I was preparing to go to sleep, she came down again with her child in her arms and said,
“Timila and her father have gone to the cinema-show. I think you could come and have your dinner now.”
What did she mean by that? She knows perfectly well that I have my meals either with my brother or after him,
never before him. I had intended to reply that I was not yet hungry and would have my meal with them when they
returned, but replied instead,
“I am not feeling too well today. I have a slight headache as well. I don’t think I’ll eat anything tonight.”
I feared she would come into the room and feel my forehead to see if I had a temperature. She would then ask
me if she could prepare me some tea instead. I was sure to feel embarrassed, but to my surprise she went upstairs
without saying anything further. I was deeply hurt and humiliated by her cold behavior. Of course she usually said
nothing when I suffered headaches in the past, but that night I was secretly grieved by her lack of sympathy.
My sister-in-law, I thought, was no longer the same person as before. She has changed considerably since her
husband took up government service. A sense of overwhelming pride has filled her mind. She seems to be
mocking me all the tie. What a worthless, insignificant life I am leading1 Must I suffer this pain and humiliation
always? I cannot endure this disgrace, this mental torture any more.
*
The whole atmosphere at the moment seemed to oppress me—even the night and nature outside seemed to
taunt me, to mock me. I felt hopeless, annoyed, frustrated. Everything appeared to be conspiring against me. As
moments ticked by my thoughts grew darker—I was observed in a series of curious fantasies. I paced my room
from corner to corner stamping my feet violently on the floor and gesturing wildly with my hands. No matter
what I did I could not relieve the growing tension from my mind.
The room I was in suddenly appeared to be too small—its atmosphere seemed to stifle me, to suffocate me. I
wanted air, light, freedom and peace of mind. I must escape from this oppressive atmosphere.
But where could I go? I don’t have any intimate friends to whom I could pour out the secrets of my soul. There
was no one I could turn to—to share my grief. My own brother I felt no longer belonged to me. I still have my
maternal uncle of course, but he and his family can hardly be expected to care for me, now that my mother is no
longer living. They will have nothing more to do with me, I am sure.
How I wish I could escape to a far away place, for a few days at least! I was free to go wherever I liked. I had
no obligation to anyone. Nobody controlled my life. A few years ago things were no doubt different. I could
readily find help from many people. But now the youthful beauty which I had cherished so much was no longer
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mine; how could I expect anyone to be attracted by a faded flower? How can I make anyone listen to my
problems, my sorrows?
The lights in my room became dimmer, and simultaneously I could feel the whole vista of my life grow
obscure and dim in comparison. I drew a deep breath and again sat down on my bed. I thought it best to go to
sleep and as I lay down, the lights went off. They came on again, but this time brighter and brighter until the
whole room was illuminated in a flood of intense light.
As the lights brightened I, too, struggled to dispel the dark thoughts which had enveloped my mind. The bright
light created a new atmosphere in the room, and at the same time the melancholy sadness changed to one of joy
and hope. The depressing thoughts no longer burdened my mind. Where was I to go if I leave this house? How
silly of me to have entertained such a thought! I knew I could not leave this house—this room. I was bound to it
by unbreakable ties.
*
My mind immediately cleared up just as the dark clouds melt away after a storm. I realized that I was hungry.
But how was I to go for my meal when I had told her that I would not have it? My brother and my nephew then
arrived. I waited, expecting Timila, if not my brother, to come in and speak to me. I felt bitterly disappointed
when no one entered. The frustrated feeling of my previous self returned once again, and threatened to create a
new storm in my mind. If I kept on brooding it would only aggravate my mental agony. So I turned off the lights
and lay down on my bed.
I, however, could not fall off to sleep. My eyes refused to close. I kept staring at the darkness like a dumb
animal, searching for it knows not what. I kept tossing and turning, trying in vain to induce sleep. Only when I felt
the cold wind drift in through the window did I grow slightly drowsy.
The winter season was almost at hand and fearing a chill I rose up to close the windows. At the moment an
inexplicable feeling overcame me, for on a sudden impulse, I banged the window loudly. I was surprised by my
own action. Why had I done that? It was nothing but an expression of my anger towards my brother. But of what
benefit would it be that I destroy the windows to give vent to my anger?
I crept down to my bed once more. Instantly sleep overcame me as if intoxicated with wine.
*
I had only fallen off into a light sleep when I imagined that some one was trying to open the windows. I could
hear the rustling of clothes. I felt a sensation of sudden shock. I looked through the darkness of the room and
perceived a dark image of a woman moving about in the room, A terrified feeling gripped my heart. I could not
recognize her, but the shadow seemed to draw gradually towards me. In a fearful voice I cried out,
“Who is it?”
No sooner had I spoken than did I realize that the approaching figure was my own mother. I, her daughter who
knew every gesture, every step of my dear mother, was very much ashamed and hurt when I failed to recognize
her immediately. Hurriedly, I rose up to put on the lights, but my mother in her calm voice told me to sit down
instead. She said that she had come again to express her heart’s desire and to pour out her thoughts.
I could now see her face clearly. In the darkness of the night her complexion seemed to be illuminated by a
strange glow so that I could not look at it directly. My mother in her heavy accent said:
“My child, there is no grief as great as losing one’s mother. To lose one’s mother is equivalent to the bird
losing its wings. The future of your brother’s life is in your hands. You are to be both his father and mother,
because you are the only one whom he can call his own. Try to make his life a success so that I may gain peace of
mind. Only in this way can my wish and my dreams be fulfilled completely.”
The room became dark once more. The brightness of my mother’s image disappeared from view.
*
I woke up in a sudden fright. I looked round rapidly in all directions. What I had seen in my dream now
appeared to be real. I felt certain that a few seconds back my mother had entered this very room and talked to me.
I looked towards the windows and found them still shut.
I then realized all this to be the result of my grief-stricken mind and my imagination playing me tricks. My
whole body was in profuse sweat.
I rose up slowly and put on the light. I opened the windows and let in the cold wind. I sat down again and
reflected deeply on what I had seen and heard in my dream: Why on earth should I have such a dream? Why did
my mother tell me all these [things] in my dream tonight? Was it because of my ill-feelings towards my brother? I
had even thought of turning him out from this house. My whole body trembled at the thought.
I recollected the thin wan face of my mother as she lay on her deathbed. What she had said to me before she
died was similar to what I had heard in my dream. She had reminded me of my duty towards my brother. I could
not tolerate the impact of this thought—this remembrance. I felt terribly guilty and restless. Assuming my mother
43

as a living image standing at the moment before me, I spoke out:
“Mother, I shall never forget my promise to you; I have not gone against your wishes to the present day, and
promise never to do so as long as I have life in me and breath in this body of mine. I would much rather go
begging from house to house than inflict any kind of pain to my brother.”
At this moment the clock on the wall struck ten. I became aware of the time and once again asked myself why
my brother had not come to see me. Poor Timila; she was not to blame for all this. She had most certainly wanted
to come and see what was wrong with me, but what could she do in front of her father and mother. Trying as best
as I could to soothe my hurt feelings, I finally fell asleep.
*
Early the next morning I woke up with the sound of voices. I could distinguish the voices of my brother and
his wife quarreling with each other. My brother’s voice was quite loud and I could hear him distinctly through my
closed door. When I rose up and opened the door I could hear them word for word. My brother in an angry tone
was saying,
“Now I hate to have words right from the morning. Leave me alone—do not cause me a headache! I have told
you time and again not to speak against my sister in this way. If you but speak like this one more time I shall slap
that ugly mouth of yours. I am afraid you have not yet understood me. No matter what others say, my sister
remains dear to me. You do not know how much I am attached to my sister. She had looked after me right from
my childhood—she is like a second mother to me.”
I could hear the sobbing sound of my sister-in-law. My brother in his anger perhaps had beaten his wife that
day. Although weeping she could not remain silent, but kept on speaking in a voice no less loud than that of her
husband. What she said was not directed towards her husband but to me:
“If you want to see Timila fall into the same condition like your sister, then I have nothing to say in the matter.
It is your prestige and your name which will suffer, not mine. You know what people will say—they will speak of
a daughter of so-and-so creating a scandal. I am telling you all this only as a warning of what may happen in the
future if you continue to hold this attitude.”
I stood on the threshold as if paralyzed. Who would have thought my sister-in-law to have so much courage in
her! When she was working as a common servant in the household of a rich man, it was whispered that the sons
of her employer had corrupted her. But I took no heed of such rumors and gave her happiness and security by
marrying her to my brother. Now how dare she criticize me, her benefactor, in my own house and within my
hearing?
*
My brother made no reply to what she had said, and this hurt me deeply.
But how can he be expected to answer back at his wife when all that she had said was true!
*
I felt my mouth dry up. With a quick gesture I drank up the old water from the drinking jug. Receiving no
reply from her husband my sister-in-law found renewed confidence. She now launched a direct attack:
“Just you wait and see. If you wish to bring up Timila to be a decent woman, then listen to me and leave this
house. If we remain in this house you can not under any condition hope to improve Timila’s character. You should
know that one bad potato among the good will soon contaminate the whole stock. The quality of the fruit will
depend on the quality of the soil in which the seed had been sowed. In the same manner a child bred and brought
up in a certain environment will develop a personality likewise.”
Realizing the truth of what she said my mind experienced an emotional havoc. The water jug fell from my
hands and landed on my feet. My toes started to bleed. This wound however was insignificant to the deep wound
in my heart. I felt no physical pain. Why had not my brother replied to her? I waited attentively for his answer.
With a firmness in his voice, he said:
“In that case I shall inform my sister today. I shall also look for a house on my way back from the office this
evening.”
As I listened to these words I felt my love and compassion for my brother melt away, as it were; giving rise to
coldness and a lack of understanding for the first time in our lives.
*
If he was any other person I would not have felt it so deeply, but my own brother who knows me so thoroughly—he too has been unable to know me, to understand me. I felt grieved—deeply grieved. My sorrow at the
moment seemed to be greater than the time when I lost my mother. Tears flowed down my cheeks unconsciously.
But sorrow has always been a part of my life, so much so that I find myself hardened by it. I do not feel it so
acutely now. My mind found relief within a few moments. When you have lived with sorrow all your life you no
longer consider it as a burden but a natural way of life. Such reflections as those lifted the load of grief from my
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mind. Life must move on in spite of our grief …
I was, however, haunted by one thought: that I was now all alone in the world, I no longer had anyone to call
my own. Left alone in this wilderness of life, companionless! If by living separately it will benefit my brother and
my nephew, then I was willing to do so. I would much prefer living alone in peace rather than have daily quarrels
with them. Life is too short for that. If they consider me an obstacle in their path, then I do not wish to stand on
their way.
As a matter of fact, I should have revealed this to them myself. This very question had been torturing my mind
since a long time.
Timila’s sad disposition the other day must surely have been due to me. She said nothing to me, but I know full
well what must have happened. Her friends in school must have referred to me as a corrupt woman—an immoral
character.
Poor innocent Timila. I can well imagine her shock when she heard this. From that time onwards possibly she
has been ashamed to look her friends in the face or to talk to them. All this is children’s talks perhaps, but how
had they learnt to say these things if their parents had not spoken of them?
My brother too must have faced similar humiliations. To make matters worse he has many colleagues in his
office who know me well. If anyone should refer to my name and tell him that his sister is well known to him,
what shame and embarrassment my brother must have suffered on my account! People perhaps look upon him
with prejudice and distaste when they realize that he is my brother.
*
I am such a woman, I admit, but who is to blame for this? Do they think that I deprecated myself of my own
will? Why don’t they try to understand me? They are unreasonable. They are unfair to one like me.
Show me any today who live a completely blameless life—a life of pure virtue and morals. There are none. If
on the other hand I had been born in a rich family, no voice would have been raised against me. I am sure of that. I
could have committed adultery before their very eyes and none would have dared to criticize me. But as it is, I
cannot expect anyone in society to justify my ways or defend my position.
It is true that a few tried to understand and sympathize with me, but they cannot console me. I have no need of
sympathy without sincerity. They should know that full well. Those so-called moralists are only too eager to take
advantage of poor social victims such as me. With these bitter thoughts in my mind, I walked towards the
windows and stood looking out without seeing.
At that moment I heard footsteps descending on the stairs. I did not care to turn round to see who had come
down nor did I speak. The footsteps ceased outside my door, and I guessed that perhaps my brother had come
down to speak to me. Did he still have regard and respect for me? I shall wait and see. I stood by the window,
motionless, pretending that I had not heard anything. He lingered by the door without entering. I could feel his
hesitation. I watched him through my mind’s eye. If he had something in his mind, well, why does not he speak
out? Why does he simply stand there like a dumb idiot? Obviously he could not muster sufficient courage to
approach me, for I heard him go up again.
I was however satisfied that my brother still showed some respect towards me. I could not help smiling at his
fear of speaking to me. But he need not have been afraid of saying what he himself had accepted to be true. He
seems to disbelieve himself—he does not know his own mind. I realized his cowardice, his personal weakness.
If he lacks confidence to speak the truth to his own sister, how can he be expected to achieve anything in life?
We must remember to live in spite of life’s problems and difficulties.
The one area of hope left in my mind has been obscured, just as darkness covers the sun in a solar-eclipse.
How am I to remove this darkness from my mind? In what way can I benefit the life of my niece Timila? This
question kept persisting in my mind. A new thought then occurred to me.
There are two aspects to everything—one good and the other bad, one bright and the other dark. My brother
had come to speak [to] me, yet he had retreated his steps without saying a word. Why? He must have weighed my
virtues against the evil aspects of my character. My devotion and sacrifice for him must have flashed across his
mind and made him realize that what he had come to say was wrong, unjustified. This human feeling shown by
my brother pleased me immensely.
But his approach had been unrealistic—he was guided mainly by his fear of social disgrace. Instead of
listening to the impulsive advice of his wife who favored our separation, he should have shown enough courage to
face society together. As he had thought of rejecting me, so my mind turned cold towards him. I could no longer
feel any attachment to him. He was in all certainty a coward—a man incapable of facing the realities of life.
*
Preoccupied with such conflicting thoughts I was unaware of the passing of time. It was already nine o’clock.
As I rushed out with the water jug in my arm, I remembered the wound on my feet. Only then did I feel the pain.
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A moment later my feet ached unbearably. I reached out for a cobweb on the ceiling and applied it on the wound.
Then I went out to the public water tap to wash my face.
There was no one left in the place. Had it been early in the morning the place would have been crowded with
women. One had to wait in a line to wash and fill he jugs with water. At times it is not uncommon to find these
women quarreling and abusing each other. As I was late that morning I washed my face and cleaned the water
jugs at leisure.
On my way back, I chanced to meet an old friend of my mother. As soon as she saw the expression on my face
she must have perceived that something was amiss, for she immediately inquired:
“My child, are you unwell? You are not your normal self.” I was compelled to lie to her:
“No, I am all right. The fact is I slept rather late last night and I could not rise early as usual. I feel a slight
heaviness this morning. I have not seen you for a long time in this area. Won’t you come up for a while?”
“I cannot come today unfortunately. I am on my way to visit my sick daughter who has just given birth to a
child. I shall see you later, for I must be on my way now.” So saying she departed, leaving on my mind a vague
memory of my mother.
*
Whenever I remember my mother the thought of her last words to me flashes back to my mind. I find myself
immediately overwhelmed by thoughts of the present and the future. But what am I to do all by myself? If I had
my way everything would be different. I have tried everything possible for a solution. As long as my brother
himself does not inform me about his plans to separate, I shall never take up the matter. The conflict certainly is
not from my side. Am I at fault when they persist in their quarrels? What am I to do when my own brother does
not approach me with his proposals? He listens to his stupid wife, endures her nagging but himself says nothing.
I entered my room, not wanting to go upstairs in their presence. I felt as if the people occupying the top floor
were total strangers to me. I seemed to have lost all contact with the atmosphere of that place. I folded my
blankets at the foot of the bed. Then I opened all the windows and swept the floor. The mind of man, I realized, is
a vital part of his existence. When his mental state changes, his behavior and personality changes, his reason, his
world and his very life undergoes a distinct change.
My mind was crowded with all sorts of reflections. No one came down to me. I looked out of the windows. I
recognized no one whom I could call and chat for a while. I grew desperately hungry and yet none came to call
me for my meal. Is it possible that they have completely forgotten of my existence? I could hear them moving up
and down the stairs on the top floor, but they left me alone in my room. I could of course understand my sister-inlaw, but what of my brother and my niece Timila—have they too forgotten me so soon? Is it possible that even an
innocent child has forgotten me, ignored me? At this moment my young nephew entered my room quietly and
said in his small childish voice:
“Auntie, my mother says your meal is ready.”
The disturbed feelings of my mind were immediately relieved when I heard his sweet voice. Instantly I rose
up, took him up in my arms and kissed him warmly on the cheeks. With him in my arms, I went upstairs. My
brother and Timila, having finished their meal, were already in the room. They seemed to be talking—perhaps the
father was helping in her school lessons.
As was the custom my sister-in-law bowed down to touch my feet, but I ignored her gesture. I felt like telling
her then that I was not worthy of such a greeting from such a respectable high-born woman as she was. But I ate
my meal in silence and went down to my room immediately.
Within the four walls of my room once more, the distressing thoughts returned once again. What a frustrating
situation I was in! I felt I would never know any peace of mind again. My brother upstairs was probably preparing
to leave for his office.
I decided to leave the house before he did. I have a friend in Ason Tole—a good friend of my mother, a person
well acquainted with the joys and sorrows of life. Her life today is a happy one. She has three children, one of
them working and the younger two studying in the school.
I dressed up hurriedly and was about to step out when I noticed Timila outside. She asked me nothing, spoke
not a word to me, but went down silently while I closed the door. She has probably been listening to her mother’s
aggressive words against me. The little upstart! I’ll teach her a lesson yet! I too paid no attention to her, but went
on my way to the friend’s house.
*
My relationship with the friend was no longer as intimate as before, and we have stopped visiting each other as
often as we used to. We were, however, both aware of this loss of contact and warmth in our acquaintanceship.
She has a close knowledge of my life, but she does not hate or despise me in any way. I know that she understands and sympathizes with me.
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As I hurried through the crossroads I reached Ason Square. I became aware of the clock tower near Tundikhel
striking the hour. It was exactly 10:30 in the morning. I perceived groups of students on their way to the college.
As I walked I tried to avoid the depressing thoughts but try as I might I couldn’t but feel deep regrets about my
unworthy life.
I remembered a few things of the past. Whenever I used to go home with my mother, we always took the long
way through Tri-Chandra College and Jamal Tole before arriving at Ason Tole. In front of the college there used
to be a small shop where the students gathered to smoke and chat away their leisure hours. As soon as they saw us
walking on the road, all eyes used to be focused on us, particularly on me. They seemed to devour me with their
stares. If I so much as gave a faint smile, the question surely would arise among them as to whom I was smiling
at. It was not uncommon to find a few of them following me at times. We even used to encourage these adventures by looking back at them. But they could never muster enough courage to follow us beyond the Durbar
school area.
I was on the same road, the same college, and students under similar circumstances were chatting in groups.
But this time, strangely enough, no one looked at me. I felt secretly grieved by this. The memory of my former
attractive appearance hit me like a cruel blow.
I cast a glance at the lady students assembled together in one group. All of them I noticed were dressed in their
best. The one with a thick coat of powder and cream on her face—apparently to hide her dark complexion—said
something in English to her friend, a short beauty in high-heeled shoes. At this moment another fashionable young
lady wearing dark glasses gestured towards the road and all eyes turned in that direction.
I took looked towards the college and saw a young man with feminine features paddling along casually on his
bicycle. As soon as he approached them all the girls in the group greeted him with a namaste! One of them
promptly remarked:
“I find his lectures most interesting.” The girl next to her, however, replied,
“I can never understand anything of his lectures. I simply wish to look at his face, not to listen to him.”
At this moment the girls noticed me and laughed out openly. I felt insulted. Naturally I lost my temper. I said to
myself,
“What do you imagine yourselves to be—film stars? You think yourselves to be pretty? Pretty my foot. All that
paint and powder! You know what I think of you all? Common, that’s what you all are, common as dirt. As far as
beauty and grace is concerned, none of you can equal me.”
Satisfying myself with this thought I took my way towards Bhotahiti Road. At the Ratna Book Store on my left
I saw innumerable students purchasing textbooks. I looked in at the crowded shop to see if my friend Maya’s son
happened to be in the book store. I saw her nephew instead and he came down to meet me as soon as he saw me
on the road. In informed him that I was on my way to his auntie’s place, but he promptly told me that she had left
for India a fortnight ago for her brother’s marriage. Saying this he left me to join his friends.
I felt terribly disappointed by the news. Standing there on the road I was completely at a loss to know what I
should do next. I hesitated. Where on earth should I go now? Back to the same house? Never would I go back to
that house! I made up my mind on that.
When I reached Ason Square I tried to decide which road I should take. Somehow it did not seem to make
much difference. However, I chose the road that led to Swoyambu Nath Temple. I walked oblivious of the bright
sunshine and the freedom of space. The fresh breeze from the mountains, the serene beauty and solitude of the
place restored my mental peace. I walked round the beautiful hillock crowned by the majestic temple of
Swoyambu Nath. The exercise of walking exhilarated my mind and body. I wanted to walk on and on aimlessly
but a feeling of tiredness compelled me to return home.
*
My brother’s wife after completing her household works and engaged in sewing. If she heard me come in, she
showed no sign of it. She went on sewing with her head bent down over her work.
No sooner did I enter my room than the remembrance of what had preceded started another turmoil in my
mind. The sight of the room only served to revive the painful memory. Self-pity, however, is nothing more than
self-deception. I have been deceived by my own imagination.
Who is to blame for all this but myself? What has my brother said to me? Nothing—nothing whatsoever. I had
simply overheard a conversation between him and his wife, that was all. These things keep on happening now and
then. After all, every house has its own problems and quarrels. It is the duty of every responsible member of the
household to settle and put an end to such conflicts.
It would be unwise, I thought, to remain aloof from my brother and his wife for a long time. I must be on
speaking terms with them again. With this thought, I snatched up the basket of cotton-weaving and went up to
meet my sister-in-law.
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She was surprised by my sudden change of mood. As soon as I sat down she asked me in a normal way where I
had been to. Her baby boy, she informed me, seemed to have caught a slight fever. I looked at the sleeping boy on
the bed. I felt deeply concerned and troubled.
Instantly I rose up to examine the child. His mother told me that the child who was playing on the terrace
suddenly started to cry out loudly, and when she rushed to him, she found the boy all blue in the face and weeping
convulsively. The boy then had a violent fit of coughing. She had put him to bed immediately and he had been
sleeping soundly since then.
I placed my palm on his forehead and felt he was burning with high fever. I started to feel afraid. I trembled
with fear and anxiety. I remembered the saying that a house distraught with quarrels and conflicts cannot know
any good. What has happened to him? What is he suffering from? I wished my brother would soon arrive.
My sister-in-law did not seem to share my feelings—she was unconcerned. I felt terribly anxious, as I
suspected that the boy was not sleeping soundly as his mother thought, but was lying unconscious due to high
temperature.
My brother finally arrived and everything was well again. The memory of our quarrels faded away. The
peaceful atmosphere of former times once again returned to our house. My mind was at peace.
*
But behind this peaceful atmosphere there still lurked traces of our former disagreements which became
apparent after the child was well again. My brother and his wife once more brought up the matter of moving to a
different house. The atmosphere of the house oppressed me more than in the past. No one paid any attention to me
any more. They don’t reply to me even when I speak to them.
One day I had rather an unpleasant argument with my sister-in-law.I told her plainly thatr she had no right to
pick on me when she was living in my own house. I cannot tolerate those who cannot appreciate your good
intentions.
From that day onwards my brother who used to bid me goodbye whenever he went to work, now crept out
silently without a word or a glance. My niece Timila too stopped coming to meet me when she returned from
school. Timila who was so attached to me previously, seemed to be drifting away from me gradually. I had no
power to prevent it, and my heart was deeply grieved by this unfortunate circumstance. I felt neglected and
isolated to a small world of my own.
But why should I feel any pain? After all, they will remain in this house only for a few days more. Then they
will go and live in a separate house of their own. My brother and my niece today will very soon become strangers
tomorrow.
At the time when such thoughts drifted through my mind, my sister-in-law came to inform me that lunch was
ready. Saying nothing in reply I accompanied her to the kitchen. As I sat down to eat, I avoided looking at her.
But I felt her eyes looking at me closely. She too kept silent. She perhaps felt that I would say something
eventually. I knew that she did not have the courage to say anything directly to me. She was yet my sister-in-law
and I still had a soft corner in my heart for her. As I reflected, I failed to remember any previous conflict with her.
Had I been in her place I was sure to have acted exactly in the same manner as she had done.
When such good feelings about her were taking shape in my mind, I heard quick footsteps on the stairs below.
It was my brother. She at once went down to meet him. I heard my brother say as I rose up to wash my hands that
he came back to pick up a file he had forgotten to take to [the] office. With the water-jug in my hand, I walked
outside the kitchen when I heard her low voice say to her husband:
“If you have time today please do inquire about that house immediately. I do not wish to remain in this house
with such a person any longer.”
I stood there motionless, burning with anger and rage. But … why start another quarrel? The sooner they leave
this house the better for me. I shall at least have peace then.
As I washed my hands and mouth, my eyes wandered towards the right corner of the terrace where firewood
and a heap of red-mud was stored. Behind this were potteries used for wine-making placed in a row. These objects
of clay, to my eyes at the moment, seemed to be brooding figures lost in contemplation. As I continued to stare at
them each seemed to transform itself into a life-like statue in an attitude of mockery.
It seemed to me then that these pieces were witnesses to my life history, and in a way a reminder of my
forgotten youth. These inanimate objects seemed to mock and despise me in the way society, all men and even my
own brother and niece discarded me—despised me. Everyone wanted to escape from me. Well, let them!
A sudden surge of anger arose within me and overpowered my senses. These clay objects before me seemed to
laugh at me—to taunt me. I rose up impulsively. My sister-in-law stared at me in surprise and wonder. My anger
increased all the more when I noticed her curious eyes. A feeling of uncontrollable emotion took hold of me. I
snatched up the clay objects one by one and smashed them on the terrace floor with great violence.
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She however kept silent, not daring to speak or interfere. She knew that my expression of anger was directed
towards them, not the clay objects. Had she but uttered a single word at the time, I would have gone against her
hammer and tongs. Lowering her head she descended the stairs rapidly.
My anger then was all spent and I stood there panting. All strength seemed to drain out of my body and my
limbs felt numb and lifeless. I kept looking down at the broken pieces of pottery and saw the fragments of my
own life reflected in them. My eyes filled with tears and sight became obscure.
*
I stooped down and picked up the broken pieces—the broken pieces of my useless life. I shall join together
these shattered elements again. I shall mend my life once more to what it was in the past. I gathered up the broken
fragments and embraced them tightly close to my heart. …
31.28 A Splendid Buffalo\fn{by Ramesh Bikal aka Rameshvar Prasad Chalisé (1932District, Nepal (M) 5
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“What’s going on at Lukhure’s place, eh? His house is full of people!” The dware looked out over his wall and
saw a jet-black creature there.
“What’s that in Lukhure’s yard?” he asked impatiently, as if there should always be someone at hand to answer
his questions or to tell him that what he said was true. He looked around, but there was no one near. Abashed, he
called down to Rambire Gharti in the field,
“Rame, hey, Rame! What’s all the fuss at Lukhure’s place? Look! Is that a black cow there? What is it?”
“Eh? Oh, I think Lukhure said something the other day about going to buy a buffalo. He must have brought it
home today,” muttered Rambire as he came up the steps to the dware’s house. He touched his head to the dware’s
feet, then shaded his eyes and looked over towards Lukhure’s house.
“Hey, it is you know! It certainly is a buffalo! The serf has brought a buffalo home!”
“Lukhure’s bought a buffalo?” said the dware in amazement.
He’d never have believed such a thing, even in a dream. If this were true, it was the most astonishing thing and
something of a misdemeanor. He had always intended to get a good buffalo himself, but he’d been putting it off
for years. Now that wretch Lukhure had got one! How could this be? It felt like a blow to his status, indeed, and
made him feel uneasy. It was as if someone had pricked him with a gramophone needle.
“What kind of buffalo has he got, then, Lukhure the serf?”\fn{ A note reads: The reference to Lukhure as a “serf” may be
literal or simply contemptuous.}
“I don’t know, I’m sure. He said he was going to look out for something that cost up to a hundred a hoof.”
Rambire spoke absentmindedly, staring hard at Lukhure’s yard. Perhaps Rambire was wandering pleasurably
through a dream in which a buffalo was tethered outside his door, too, with a great deal of excitement going on
around it. The dware could not contain his curiosity, and a terrible compulsion led him toward Lukhure’s house.
“Come on,” he said. “Let’s have a look. Let’s see what kind of buffalo that serf has got for himself.”
Lukhure’s yard was full of people, and Pocje, his four-year-old son, ran round and round the buffalo, clapping
his hands. His feet had hardly touched the ground since father brought it home to Ankuri Bhanjyang.\fn{ A note
reads: The story is set in a hill village, as its name suggests: a bhanjyang is a pass or col .} Long before the buffalo arrived, Pocje
had told all his friends about it and assembled them in the yard. As soon as his father stepped inside, he rushed up
to him happily and swung from his coat.
“Father, have you brought our buffalo? Have you? Hey Gope, look! Look at the buffalo my father’s brought
home! It’s our buffalo, you know! Every evening we’ll have buckets and buckets of milk! It looks beautiful, too!
And we’ll take ghee to the town and sell it there.\fn{ A note reads: Ghee (Nepali ghiu) is a kind of cooking oil made from
butter.} Then we’ll buy ourselves some good coats with the money! Won’t we, father? Don’t you think so?”
“Yes, oh yes. When I next go to town I’ll buy you a lovely coat.”
Lukhure wore a gentle smile; today he was delighted. For a change, his son’s insistent demands did not make
him snap. His old remorse was gone. The hopelessness that caused bitterness and envy had come to an end for
him. Today a splendid buffalo, all fit and healthy, was tethered in his yard. Standing there on his doorstep, it was
like the wishing tree, granting his small son’s demands and fulfilling his age-old dream. He gazed at it with love
and affection. Even the cold evening wind felt like the gentle hand of fortune or a mother’s loving caress. He
approached the buffalo slowly. It was a marvelous creature, for sure. It had big heavy udders, a black body so
sleek that the flies simply slipped down from its hide, and short, stubby horns. A thrill ran through his body, and
he patted it fondly.
Lukhure was not alone in his feelings; Ghainti, his wife, was delighted, too. She obeyed her husband’s every
command without her usual wranglings. Usually, she would answer him back with all sorts of rude words, even if
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he asked for even a cup of water, but today he found that it was offered without even having to ask. She cooked
some soup voluntarily, too, from some old leftover corn flour and filled up two baskets with grass. Then she
heaped it upon the doorstep, saying,
“This will do for this evening.”
Now she was hurrying in and out with great enthusiasm. Lukhure was pleased as he watched her bustling
about; it was all thanks to his splendid buffalo. Usually, a whole day could go by without her even looking happy
or uttering a pleasant word. Where had the old Ghainti gone now, that embodiment of strife and malevolence who
always answered back at length and misinterpreted even compliments in the most unpleasant ways? Where had
this new Ghainti come from, cheery and smiling, an image of love and helpfulness?
Lukhure watched her and grinned. All around, he saw nature smiling. A vermilion pinkness spread up to the
top of the mountains in the west. The forests, the: hills, the very leaves of the trees beside his house, all seemed to
share his pleasure. He forgot how tired he felt after the long walk home and began to attend to his buffalo, as
excited as a twenty-year-old. He warmed the broth and fed some to it, then washed off the dried dung that caked
its flanks. From his own hands he fed it some oil; then he stroked it with such dedication that it seemed the two of
them would merge into one.
*
Then the dware entered Lukhure’s yard. With the dware came Rambire, and Ghamane and Khulal, too. The
dware fixed his gaze on the splendid, attractive buffalo. His eyes were like those of a kite when it spots a carcass
far below. The others launched an assault of thoughts at it, too, and looked at it with covetous eyes.
“What did you pay for that, eh, Lukhure?”
Lukhure was engrossed in his animal, and he jumped when he heard these sugary tones. Startled, he looked up
and saw the dware, so Lukhure rose hurriedly, walked over to the dware, and bowed down at his feet. Cautiously,
Lukhure said,
“Well, sir, it actually cost me 120 a hoof. What do you think?” Then he looked curiously at the dware.
The dware was not overpleased by the unusual tone of satisfaction he detected in Lukhure’s voice or by the
happy glint in his eye. The dware felt a prickling sensation, and his tongue tasted sour. He grimaced in distaste
and his eyes flashed angrily, but he managed to conceal these unsuitable reactions with his usual smarmy attitude.
“Why, who can say? Who knows with these buffaloes?” he said, inspecting the animal thoroughly. He stooped
to look at its udders; then walked right round it, assessing its body, its eyes, its horns.
Really, it was in excellent condition. It made him yearn for it. The dwares mind darkened, like a cloth that is
stained by smoke.
“You gave rather a lot for it. How much milk will it give? Just because it has good udders doesn’t mean that
it’s of any use. You won’t afford to eat meat just because it’s fat.”\fn{ A note reads: The dware means that its milk will not
earn him enough for him to supplement his family’s meagre diet with meat, an expensive luxury item .} He turned up his nose and
narrowed his eyes. Lukhure was afraid.
“What’s wrong?”
He looked apprehensively into the dware’s eyes but could see no change of mood there: all his crookedness
was hidden under his moustache. Then the dware returned his gaze and Lukhure’s eyes turned gray with fear. The
dware examined the buffalo a second time, walking all around it. At last he said with great gravity and, with as
much sympathy as he could muster,
“This buffalo is short of breath. Look, Rambire, am I wrong?”
Rambire glanced at the dware; then he, too, walked round the buffalo to inspect it. Khulal and Ghamane
repeated the performance. Eventually, Rambire declared,
“Would the dware’s eyes deceive him?” He spoke as if there was nothing else he could say.
“You’ve seen lots of buffaloes like this, haven’t you, brother Ghamane? It is short of breath, is it not?”
Ghamane and Khulal affirmed in unison that it was indeed, and although it was not clear what Rambire really
thought, the dware quickly turned this to his advantage.
“It’s not easy to deceive me, you know. How many buffaloes have I dealt. with in my time? If its eyes were not
in good condition, the whole animal would be worthless.”
Lukhure began to see stars; it was as if Rahu in the darkness was going to gulp down the moon of his longcherished dream.\fn{A note reads: Rahu is the name of a demon who seizes the sun and moon and thus causes eclipses .} It was as if
he had fallen into a ditch of total darkness through no fault of his own. There was not even a blade of grass to
clutch at: oh Lord!1
“But Dhakal at Jyamdi village swore to me! If there was anything wrong with it, he said, he’d give me all my
money back.” He groped for a way out.
“Who, that dirty bastard Dhakal?” The dwari frowned. “If you start believing what he says, you’re lost! How
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many people has he tossed into the mire? What do you say, Rame? Do I lie?”
“No, sir! If this buffalo isn’t sick, you can pour beer down my throat!” said Rambire firmly. Then he searched
the dwari’s eyes to assess the impact of his words.
Lukhure sat down in the yard and held his head in his hands. His garden of dreams was suddenly blighted by
frost. His joyous skies grew dark with remorse. His vision blurred, and the smiling sky, singing birds, and dancing
leaves all disappeared.
He panicked and broke into a sweat. Were his hopes completely shattered? Had he wasted so much money,
money he’d splashed out like water, on something that had no value? Had fate cheated him like that? Even as he
watched, everything vanished into a dark cloud: Ghainti, little Pocje, his house, and everything else that was his.
A groan of anguish burst from his lips.
“Oh Lord! That damned scoundrel! I’ll go tomorrow and put this old cow back on his doorstep!”
The little boy had been gamboling about as if he was the emperor of the world. But now he noticed the sudden
change in his father’s mood and looked fearfully up at him. Ghainti had been raining down favors for all she was
worth, but now she leaned on the door frame, blowing out with rage, like a cake of dried dung when it falls into
water.
*
The dwari went home, biting back a cunning grin. Ghamane and Khulal followed behind him.
“No point grieving over it,” said Rambire, putting his hand on Lukhure’s shoulder. “What had to be has
happened. You should have asked a few people for some advice.”
Then he went home, too. The unfortunate house and the little family that lived there were left alone to bewail
their fate.
*
That evening, the buffalo did indeed give very little milk. Actually, this was quite inevitable because it had just
been driven along for ten miles, but the natural shortage just made Lukhure feel even more suspicious.
“Did it really give little milk?” he thought. “Why would that happen if there were not something wrong with
it?”
All night long, he tossed and turned in his bed, feeling as if he was being stung all over by hornets. On one side
were his son’s ambitions—he had begged for a buffalo day and night—all pulverized to dust now. On the other
side was all that money wasted. He was hardly going to be able to pull such a sum from his pocket. Money was
like the dirt on his son’s hands—here today, gone tomorrow. Today he earned it; the next day it was spent. How
many lifetimes would it take to pay off his debt to Nepal Bahun?\fn{ A note reads: Nepal Bahun, whose name simply means
“Nepal Brahman,” is the local moneylender.}
“Oh Lord, that bastard Dhakal has really ruined the poor!”
Lukhure turned from side to side. In the darkness, his 250 rupees became an image of Nepal Bahun, as black
as iron, and danced before his eyes. Long claws came out of its fingers and started to come toward him.
Lukhure groaned, then screamed out in the dark. Instead of making Ghainti feel sorry for her husband, his cries
just fueled her violent anger:
“You were a cursed idiot! You should have taken some people along who knew better, instead of taking all that
money and throwing it down a hole! You’ve gone completely mad!”
Until this evening, she had been the epitome of love and kindness. Now she had become an emanation of the
fearsome goddess. She had been so keen to have a buffalo she had given him the very jewels from her nose and
ears. And now the debt was huge. It was hardly surprising that she was furious.
“You’ve given over our whole house and everything we possess to the moneylender. You’ve even stripped me
bare of my jewels. And then you looked like a blind man at the thing you were buying. Take it back where it came
from first thing in the morning. Throw the rotten carcass down on his threshold; then come straight back, you
blind fool!”
Lukhure’s wife’s long tirades were the most unbearable aspect of the whole affair. They made him reel.
“Oh Lord, if such a lovely looking buffalo hadn’t been sick, I wouldn’t have had to suffer all this.”
But what if it suddenly dropped down dead? Lukhure was gripped by terror at the thought. He kindled a fire in
the hearth and lit the lamp. What if it dropped right there, tethered to its peg? He rushed out to the stall and set the
lamp in a niche. The buffalo was still tied up there, just as before. Sleek, black, and heavy uddered—a thoroughly
splendid buffalo. He stroked it; it was so beautiful. There was no sign of any change in its condition. He sighed,
but his sigh was disconsolate. If only there’d been nothing wrong with it …
“You don’t keep a buffalo just because it’s nice to look at … And if you want to fool me … how many
buffaloes like this have I dealt with?”
The dware’s words still rang in his ears. To deceive him would be no joke. Lukhure felt utterly miserable. He
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went back and laid down on his bed, but the sounds of the night could not lull him to sleep. And his wife’s sharp
words broke his heart to pieces.
“Cursed idiot! You’re wondering what you would do if it dropped down dead, aren’t you! Wasting money on
such a worthless creature!”
But really—what if it did drop down dead out there?
Lukhure shook with worry; then he stood up angrily again and went to take another good look. Once he had
felt every part of its body, he went back to bed. But Ghainti’s words were as sharp as needles, and she went on
goading him all night. In the dark he looked over at her regretfully, silently begging her for forgiveness.
Actually, even Ghainti was going too far. What could poor Lukhure do? He hadn’t meant to throw his money
away. It was fate that had really robbed them; it had been kind to that bloody Dhakal. Why couldn’t the woman
understand this?
“Oh Lord, may that bloody, scrounging Brahman be turned to ashes! He brings only misery to the poor. Surely
he’ll get burned one day by the money he’s taken from them!”
“It’s you that got burned! Why are you dreaming about someone else getting burned? What are you planning
now, you fool, slaughtering it and selling the meat?”
Ghainti’s voice shook with anger and hurt.
What could Lukhure do? He’d have to drive it all those miles again if he was going to take it back. Then
Dhakal would only insult him and send him away again. If the bastard was so gracious that he was always giving
people refunds, he’d hardly have deceived him and robbed him in the first place! Lukhure threw himself down
like a dead man.
*
The next day, the village elders were assembled outside the dware’s house. It’s a custom in the villages for
them to gather each morning and evening at some respected person’s house to smoke, talk, and share one
another’s sorrows. All the affairs of the village are discussed on such occasions; this was going on now.
Lukhure came along, looking gloomy. He bowed to the dware and sat very nervously to one side of him.
“What is it, Lukhe?\fn{A note reads: The dware is patronizing Lukhure when addressing him with the diminutive form of his
name.} What do you have to say?” asked the dware in an insincere tone. “Did the buffalo give plenty of milk
yesterday?”
“No, sir. It hardly gave any at all,” replied Lukhure miserably. He was truly in the depths of despair.
“Just as I said.” The dware turned to the others.
“This Lukhe is a simple, honest man. That bloody Brahman tilled land down in the plains before he came here.
What does he care? He has completely defrauded him. He’s always the same. Was it right for him to take so much
money from an ignorant, innocent man like this? I’ve been there too, you know.” He puffed at the tobacco that
Kanchi Ghartini had passed him, blowing ashes into the air.
“There now, you see? That’s what it means when people say that you never realize when something is going to
go wrong. Now he’s emptied his purse for a sickly buffalo. And who will buy it from him?”
Buckhathoki looked at Lukhure’s miserable face.
“Who else would be blind enough to put all his money on a sickly buffalo? Tell me that!” said the dware,
shaking his head in contempt.
“You’ll have got yourself into debt over this, I suppose?” said Ghamane.
“If this man’s buffalo isn’t sick, make me eat forbidden food!” gravely declared Sitaram Pandit, the dwares
priest, and wiped his nose on the back of his hand. Then he looked at the dware. In fact, he had never even seen
Lukhure’s buffalo, but he would not hesitate to find fault with a motorcar bought by some stranger in Bombay, not
to mention a local buffalo, if he thought it would please his master.
With this combined assault of truth and falsehood, no glimmer of hope was left in Lukhure’s mind.
Desperately, he began to wail,
“Oh dware, I am ruined! The bloody scoundrel’s destroyed me! I’m so desperate I feel like giving everything
up and leaving the world behind!”
“But what does this have to do with us? It was your own decision, not ours. You trusted your own judgment.
Nor did we advise you. What do you say to that?”
The dware seemed very severe, and Lukhure was overcome.
“Sir, I admit it. I was so stupid. I chopped myself in the knee with an ax! But what can I do now? My wife’s
jewelry didn’t fetch much. How will I pay off the 250 I borrowed from Nepal Bahun? Oh Lord, what can I do?”
Lukhure’s voice trembled; he seemed to stagger under an immense burden of remorse.
“There’s no other way out,” Rambire spoke up from the corner. “You’ll just have to take the rotten thing back.”
“This unworthy Rame’s words are not worth our attention.”
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The dwiire dismissed this suggestion peremptorily.
“You don’t know that avaricious scoundrel. He will tell you anything you want to hear. But once your money’s
in his hands, all you’ll get from him is abuse.”
“Sir, I’ve had it. What should I do? I’m ruined.”
Lukhure floundered like a fish out of water.
*
“You’re in big trouble; it’s true,” Rambire spoke more kindly than the others. His voice was tinged with
sympathy. “Come, dware. Lukhe is a poor man of our village, and he’s in a fix. If you don’t consider the problem,
who else can he turn to?”
“What do you mean, Rame? Are you suggesting that I should jump into the pit just so he can get out?”
The dwares tone was sarcastic.
“No, sir. Fifty rupees, or 100, is nothing to a man like you. But for a poor man it can mean the end. If you
don’t do it, who will?”
Rambire pressed his case, and Buchathoki backed him up.
“Yes, sir, you should help the poor man out. He has no one to turn to. He serves as well as he is able.”
The dware pretended to think the matter over for a long time. At last, he announced very gravely,
“Are you all of one mind, then? If so, what can I say? It’s an act of charity for one poor man. Although—no,
not even Lukhure need consider as low a price as 150. But, of course, I’m taking a risk, too. Either I’m getting a
buffalo for 150, or I’m ruining myself. But of course, if it’s an act of charity … 150, Lukhure, what do you say?”
It was as if he was setting down a great load of beneficence, borne through many lifetimes.
“The dware’s words are fitting. To spend money on such a buffalo is like investing in a carcass. There’s no
wrong being done to Lukhure if 150 is written off.”
This grave statement came from Sitaram Pandit. He was the religious leader of the village, and so his words
were like scripture itself. He was like the unopposed chairman, and his decision was final.
“There, that’s the opinion of our respected priest. What do you say to that?” The dware turned to Lukhure.
“Well, what do you say?”
His eyes were piercing.
What could Lukhure say, poor man? He looked around at them all. Except for the dware, Budhathoki, Rame,
and the Pandit, they were all silent. There was helplessness in their faces.
They hung their heads, unable to look Lukhure straight in the eye.
*
That same evening, there were great goings-on at the dware’s house.
A splendid buffalo was tethered in his yard: sleek, black, and heavy-uddered. A half dozen of the headman’s
children crowded all around it. The dware was attending to it with the keenness of a twenty-year-old. As he fed it
some hay, he looked over to Lukhure’s yard.
There wasn’t much to see there now. Father and son were both standing up on their wall. Then Rambire came
in and bowed down at the dware’s feet.
“What do you say then, Rame? Isn’t she a gem?”
“Certainly, sir, she’s one in a million!”
They both looked over at Lukhure’s house. The outline of Lukhure and his son, standing there staring at the
buffalo, gradually faded into the soil as dusk’s earthy shadow descended from the hilltops.
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1
All day Kaude worked in his father’s rice fields on the terraced mountain slope. His back bent under a hot sun,
he planted the green shoots in the muddy soil. From time to time he straightened and looked out at the peaks of
the snow mountains, brilliant in the distance.
Kaude and his father were happy together, but they were very poor. They had only a few fields of rice, three
chickens, and a small, wooden hut. One day Kaude said to his father,
“I must leave our village and go out to seek my fortune. I may have luck and bring back riches.”
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Now Kaude’s father had three hundred rupees, a small amount he had been able to save. He gave this to the
boy, and the two embraced. Then Kaude started on his way.
*
After several days, Kaude came to a village where he saw a man kicking a cat.
“Brother, why do you kick this cat?” Kaude asked.
“She steals my yogurt, spills my milk, and eats everything in sight,” the man complained.
“If you let the cat go, I will pay you one hundred rupees for your trouble,” Kaude said.
Gladly the man took the money and let the cat go. Then Kaude continued on his journey, the cat following
close behind. Through forests and villages they walked, and up and down mountains. After several days Kaude
came upon a man who was beating a dog.
“Brother, why do you beat this dog?” Kaude asked.
“Because he makes too much noise and he dirties my house,” said the man.
“I will pay you one hundred rupees if you let him go.” The man was more than happy to get so much money
for the troublesome creature.
Now Kaude continued on his way, the cat and the dog following close behind. For several days they walked,
past temples and stupas,\fn{Buddhist shrines.} beneath the all-seeing eyes of the Buddha. Soon they came to a
village where they saw a man chasing a mouse.
“Brother, why do you chase this mouse?” Kaude asked.
“Because he eats my grain and nibbles my clothing,” the man complained. Kaude paid the man one hundred
rupees and the mouse was set free.
*
Now Kaude had no money, but the mouse, the cat, and the dog were his friends. They walked on together until
the animals were so tired they could walk no more. They lay down beside a pond beneath a pipal tree and quickly
fell asleep. Kaude rested beside them.
Suddenly Kaude was startled by a voice from the pond.
“I am King of the Naga,” the voice said, “serpent god of the Underworld. I have heard of your kindness to the
animals. Now take this magic shell and throw it in the air, and whatever you wish shall be granted.”
Just then Kaude felt a small shell in his hand. He was feeling hungry, so he threw the shell in the air, saying,
“A delicious rice pudding for everyone.”
Immediately a large bowl of rice pudding appeared. Kaude could not believe his eyes. He awakened the
animals, and they ate until they could eat no more. Then Kaude said,
“I must go home to my father and share my good fortune. Thank you for your company, my friends. I hope all
be well with you. But if ever you should fall into trouble, come to me, for I will always help you.”
When Kaude arrived home, his father ran out to greet him. The two joyfully embraced. Then Kaude threw the
magic shell in the air, saying,
“For my father, a magnificent palace.
At once an enormous palace rose up before them. The old man could not believe his eyes and thanked his god
for the miracle.
*
The years passed and Kaude grew to be a handsome young man, the richest in the country. Still he showed
kindness wherever he went. One day his father said to him,
“I am growing old and would like to see you marry. I have heard the king’s daughter is the most beautiful in
the land. Shall I ask for her hand on your behalf?”
“You may go to the king,” Kaude said, “for I have heard that the princess is loving and joyful.”
The old man went to the palace and found that, indeed, the king had heard of Kaude’s great-wealth. He readily
agreed to his daughter’s marriage, but on one condition.
“Whoever wishes to marry the princess,” the king said, “must pave the streets of the capital with gold.”
The old man knew that with the magic shell his son could do anything.
“Your wish shall be granted, “ the old man said.
“Then let it be,” said the king, “and your son shall marry my daughter.”
The prime minister, on hearing the king’s words, ran from the room. He had always dreamed that one day his
own son would marry the princess. He knew he had to act quickly. When the prime minister found his son, he
said,
“A man from another village has dazzled the king with his riches. He will marry the princess unless you act
now. Go to this Kaude’s house disguised as a peddler, and discover the secret of his wealth.”
The minister’s son did as he was told. Disguised, he ran to Kaude’s house and hid in a cupboard in the young
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man’s room. That night when Kaude entered his bedchamber, he pulled the magic shell from under his pillow and
threw it in the air, saying,
“Pave the road to the palace with gold.”
Instantly, the road to the palace was covered with gold. Kaude then placed the shell beneath his pillow and
went to sleep, dreaming of the lovely princess.
The minister’s son waited until he heard Kaude breathing deeply. Then slowly he inched his hand under the
pillow until he touched the magic shell. Carefully he removed it and tiptoed from the room. The minister’s son ran
from the palace and, when he was at some distance, he threw the shell in the air, saying,
“Make Kaude’s riches vanish and bring them all to me. Then take me to a mountain top and carry in the
princess.”
The magic shell did as it was told.
The next morning, Kaude and his father awoke to find themselves back in their old hut, the chickens
wandering in and out of the doorway. They were as poor as they once had been. Now Kaude decided he had to
once more leave his village and go out in search of fortune. He embraced his father and set out across the valley.
For many days, Kaude walked, until one day he came upon his old friends, the cat, the dog, and the mouse.
They were delighted to see each other and told each other everything that had happened since they had last been
together. When the animals finished their stories, Kaude told his. After he had finished, he stood up and bade them
farewell. The animals watched as slowly he walked down the road, his back bent, his shoulders stooped.
“Kaude looks so downcast and weary,” said the dog. “We must try to help him.”
“Yes,” said the cat. “We must find the magic shell.”
The mouse was already hurrying off. He called back over his shoulder,
“Come, friends, we haven’t a minute to lose.”
*
Quickly the animals traveled through the villages and forests of the foothills. After many days, they came to
the mountains. On the top of one, they saw a palace glittering above the snow. They knew this must be Kaude’s
and that inside lay the magic shell. They began to climb, higher and higher, above the trees to where the snow
began. After days of climbing, they finally reached the top. The palace rose up before them. The dog lost no time
in rushing to the gates, but the guard kicked him aside and sent him sliding.
“No dogs allowed!” the guard snarled.
Then, meowing sweetly, the cat padded up to the watchman. He looked down at her and said,
“Open the gates. She will be good at killing the rats.”
Quickly the cat padded into the yard and up the steps of the palace. She searched the hallways and passageways until she found the room of the minister’s son. The young man was almost asleep, but before closing his
eyes, he took the magic shell from his pocket and put it in his mouth. The cat watched carefully, then ran to tell
the others.
“I have a plan,” said the mouse, when the cat had finished. “When the minister’s son is asleep, I will tickle his
nose with my tail. He will sneeze, his mouth will fall open, and the shell will come flying out. You, cat must then
pick up the shell and run off with it.”
The next night the cat and the mouse approached the palace stealthily. The mouse scurried in under the gate,
the cat chasing after. The watchman, looking on, laughed loudly.
“See, she is at it already!” he bragged.
The two animals ran into the palace and down the long corridor to the room of the minister’s son. Soon after,
the young man entered his room. He had just finished eating a huge meal and was feeling very sleepy.
“Ahhh, how happy I am,” the minister’s son sighed. “I am the richest in all the kingdom, and I will always be
so. If the princess only loved me, my happiness would be complete. But she waits for Kaude. She has heard he is
the kindest in the land. Ah, me. Some day she will forget him and marry me.”
With that, he popped the shell in his mouth and fell asleep.
“Now!” whispered the mouse, as he swished his tail back and forth under the nose of the minister’s son.
“Haak chi yummm!” The minister's son sneezed loudly. The shell flew out the cat picked it up, then ran from
the room, the mouse following close behind. The cat and the mouse slipped under the palace gates to where the
dog was waiting. Then all three hurried down the mountain until they came to a river. The cat hopped on the dog’s
back, the dog took the mouse carefully in his jaw and started to swim across.
After a time, the dog, feeling uncomfortable, shifted a little. The sudden movement frightened the cat who
called out,
“Take care or I may drown!”
As the cat spoke, the shell fell from her mouth. To her dismay, a fish swimming by swallowed it.
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*
The disheartened animals reached the other side of the river and sat silently on the bank. After a time the cat
spoke.
“It is I who lost the shell so it is I who must find it.” Across the river she spied an otter sunning himself on the
bank.
“I will ask the otter for his help,” she said.
She called and the sleek animal swam to her. After listening to her story, he dived in the river and immediately
caught the fish who had swallowed the shell. He tossed it up on the bank. Just then a hawk swooped down and,
landing on the fish, made off with it. The animals were struck dumb. After a time the mouse said,
“I have a plan. I will lie by the river and pretend to be dead. The hawk will be tempted and will fly down to
pluck me up. You, cat, must then pounce on him and hold him tight.”
The mouse then lay by the riverbank, and, just as he had predicted, the hawk, circling overhead, spied him and
came rushing down. Immediately, the cat pounced on the hawk’s back and held him, while the dog cried out,
“Give up the fish or the cat will dig her claws in deeper.”
The hawk, eager to be rid of the sharp-clawed cat, spit out the fish and flew off. The mouse then turned to the
fish, who lay gasping on the bank.
“Give up the magic shell or we will leave you to die.” The fish quickly gave up the shell, and the dog dropped
her back in the river.
Now the animals ran for seven days and seven nights, not stopping for food or rest, until they came to the hut
of their beloved Kaude. Kaude had returned home, weary from his travels, and once again was working in his
father’s rice fields. You can imagine his surprise when the cat, the dog, and the mouse appeared before him and
dropped the magic shell at his feet. He had given up all hope of ever seeing the shell again. Immediately he threw
it in the air, shouting,
“Rice pudding for everyone!”
The shell did its work.
*
As they ate, Kaude turned to the animals and said,
“Dear friends, for all you have done, I will reward you with riches for the rest of your days.” Then he threw the
shell in the air, saying,
“My palace and my stables.”
On the spot, his wish was granted.
Just then, on a far-off mountain top, the minister’s son awoke, his mouth feeling strangely empty. He realized
the magic shell had disappeared. Frantically he looked about him, but all he could see were the clouds and the
white peaks of the snow mountains. He knew he was alone and with nothing.
Slowly he came down the mountain. When he reached the river, rushing and roaring, he found he was unable
to cross. So the minister’s son had to live out his days in a strange land.
The princess, who had been asleep in the palace, awoke and looked about her. To her surprise, she saw she was
no longer on the mountain top but in a pleasant valley. She stepped from her room into a garden, where she saw a
young man walking with three animals. Kaude rushed to her.
“I am delighted to see you,” he said. “I am Kaude, and I hope some day we will marry.”
“I have heard of your kindness,” said the princess. “I will marry you with great happiness.”
So on a fortunate day,\fn{I.e., an auspicious day, a day divined by geomancers .} Kaude and the princess were married.
They lived contentedly for the rest of their lives, bringing joy and good fortune to their subjects and always
helping the needy who came to their door.”
2
Deep in the Pokhara Valley lay a village filled with hardhearted people. One evening a wandering sadhu\fn
{Holy man; they are called starets in Russia.} came to this village as darkness was settling on the land. Since he could go
no farther, he went up to the house of a villager and asked if he could stay the night. The villager slammed the
door in his face, crying,
“Go away from my door.”
It is the custom in Nepal to always open the door to a visitor. As the ancient saying goes, “Atithi devo
bhava.” \fn{“The guest is like a visiting god.” } But the people of the village were hardhearted and did not respect this
tradition of hospitality. The wandering sadhu then went to every house in the village, asking, “Bas
paincha?\fn{“May I have shelter for the night?”} But in every house, the answer was the same.
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“Go away from my door!”
Now the sadhu realized that, though it was completely dark, he must continue on his journey. He came to the
edge of the village and spied a small old hut with crumbling walls.
“Why should anyone offer me shelter here, when others in much grander houses have turned me away?” said
the sadhu. He went by the house without stopping. Suddenly he heard a voice calling,
“Who is that walking by in the darkness?” The sadhu turned and saw in the dimness an old woman standing in
the doorway.
“Oh, mother,” replied the sadhu. “I am a wandering sadhu.”
“Why are you not settled in for the night?” asked the old woman.
“Because no one in your village would give me shelter,” the sadhu replied, “so I must walk on.”
“You cannot do that,” said the old woman. “Please, come into my hut and share my food with me.”
“Why, thank you, mother,” said the sadhu, as he entered the old hut. “How is it that a kind person like yourself
lives in such a village of hardhearted people?”
“Oh, great soul,” said the woman, “you know that it is the Kaliyug.\fn{In Hinduism, the Iron Age, a time of man’s
inhumanity to man. In this age, man eat s meat and dairy products in great quantity and may even eat human flesh. Some believe that after
all the human meat is eaten and there are no people left, the Satyayuga, the Age of Truth, will begin.} So I cannot blame the peo-

ple.”
The old woman then set about preparing the little food she had, not even enough for one person. When she had
finished, she turned to the sadhu and said,
“You may wash your hands, oh, great soul. Your food is ready.”
The sadhu washed his hands and sat down to his meal. He soon saw, however, that the old woman was crying.
“What is wrong, oh, mother?” asked the sadhu.
“Nothing, great soul. It is just that I wish I could serve you better with more plentiful food.”
“Come now,” said the sadhu. “I am a wanderer and sometimes go to sleep with no food at all. Why, this is a
feast!” The old woman served the sadhu, waiting to eat herself, as was the custom. But when the sadhu had
finished, he realized the old woman had saved nothing for herself.
“Oh, mother,” said the sadhu, “you should not have served me all of your food.”
“But great soul,” said the woman, “it is my dharma\fn{Holy deed.} to feed my guest.” The old woman then gave
the sadhu a mat to sleep on. He took it to the porch and went to sleep.
During the night, it began to rain. It rained so hard, the old roof leaked. By morning, the old woman and the
sadhu were soaked. Now the sadhu had to be on his way. He thanked the old woman for her kindness, whereupon
she clasped his hands, saying,
“Please come and visit me whenever you are in this village.” The sadhu smiled, but his eyes were sad.
“No one will ever walk this land again,” he said. “Today the lake above the village will break through and the
entire valley will be flooded. The narrow gorge at the end of the valley will be blocked by earth and boulders, and
the village will become a lake. You must leave this valley today, O mother.”
The sadhu then bade farewell to the old woman and went on his way. Quickly the old woman left her hut and
went to tell the villagers what the sadhu had predicted.
“You must leave this place at once,” said the old woman, “for the waters of the lake will soon spill over into
the valley and all will be washed away.”
No one listened to her. Instead they mocked her, saying,
“Too long she sits in that broken-down hut to know what she is talking about!” They laughed. “What does an
old woman know anyway?”
The old woman felt sorry for the people, because she knew she could not help them. Alone, she started to leave
the valley, climbing up the steep mountain slopes. Suddenly she heard a roar and turned to see the natural dam of
the lake above crumbling, the water from the lake flowing over the sides of the cliff into the valley.
“Oh, Ram!”\fn{The name of one of the greatest manifestations of God, and hero of the Hindu epic poem, the Ramayana.} cried
the old woman. “Please help these poor people!”
The woman looked again and saw that the dam had all but disappeared. The water was now pouring down the
cliff into the valley with a great roar. Above the noise of the falling water, the old woman heard the villagers
calling to their gods. To her dismay, she saw their huts, their cattle, and their farms all being swept away in the
rushing water. In no time, the narrow gorge at the end of the valley was blocked with earth and boulders. Just as
the sadhu had said, the water was beginning to rise. The people of the village were trying to escape the valley, but
they were caught in the rising waters and drowned.
“Oh, Rama, Rama!” the old woman cried out in despair.
Suddenly she saw that she too might be caught in the rising flood. She hurriedly scrambled up the cliff, the
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water lapping at her feet. Higher and higher she climbed, and when she felt she could climb no more, she saw a
rock in the shape of a boar’s head and clasped it tightly.
Then, as suddenly as the waters had risen, they stopped, and the woman saw that the flood was calm. Thanking
her god, she worshipped the boar’s head rock, knowing it was Lord Baraha the boar, third incarnation of Lord
Vishnu.
To this day, deep in the Pokhara Valley in western Nepal, you can see the stone boar’s head rising out of Lake
Phewa.\fn{Largest and most beautiful of the five lakes in the Pokhara Valley .} The people of the area worship this stone and
tell the story, as they have for generations, of the rising waters of the lake and the old saying,
“The guest is like a visiting god.”
3
Once there lived a kind and charitable king who welcomed everyone to his palace. One day a saint came to the
palace door asking for food, and the king served him a delicious meal. The saint was well pleased.
“For your generosity,” said the saint, “I will bestow a blessing upon you. Soon you will have a daughter with
all thirty-two good qualities.” True to the saint’s words, nine months later, the queen gave birth to a beautiful baby
girl.
Now the king was eager to learn his daughter’s destiny, so he assembled all the learned jyotshies\fn{Fortune
tellers.} of his kingdom. He listened as they told him her future. Indeed, she was born with all thirty-two good
qualities,\fn{Hindus believe that the perfect person has all thirty-two good qualities, including kindness, patience, courage, and
wisdom.} they assured him, and wherever she went, she would bring good fortune. One of the most learned of the
jyotshies added,
“When the girl turns sixteen, she will experience some astonishing changes. When she speaks, beautiful
flowers will fall from her mouth. When she smiles, her face will become as luminous as the moon. When she,
cries, pearls will fall from her eyes. And when she walks, she will leave a path of vermilion powder.”
The king was well pleased with the jyotshi’s predictions but was curious about one thing.
“Whom will my daughter marry, oh learned soul?” asked the king. Quickly the jyotshi made some astronomical calculations and said,
“Oh king, she will marry a young prince, wise and brave like herself, who will have all thirty-two good
qualities. He will come from the south.”
“How will I know him?” asked the king. “If my daughter is so outstanding, won’t she have many suitors?”
“Do not worry, my king,” said the jyotshi. “Just follow my instructions. When your daughter reaches the age of
sixteen, you must hide her from everyone. Her astonishing qualities must be kept secret. The right prince will
come to marry her on his own. If you must bring the princess before anyone, disguise her face with paint and
teach her to communicate only with signs.”
“Then how will the real prince find her?” asked the king.
“Trust my words, oh king,” said the jyotshi. “In his wisdom, he will find her.”
Pleased by the jyotshi’s words, the king rewarded him with riches.
*
The years passed and the little princess grew happily. On her sixteenth birthday, the jyotshi’s predictions came
true. As the princess walked, she left traces of vermilion powder. When she smiled at the pretty red path, she saw
the room lit with a gentle moon-glow.
“Oh, look what is happening, mother!” the princess cried, and as she spoke, beautiful flowers fell from her
mouth. Now the princess was frightened and began to cry. Then another strange thing happened. Instead of tears,
pearls fell from her eyes.
“Oh, mother, mother!” the princess called.
She ran to her mother, pearls raining from her eyes, flowers springing from her mouth, and leaving a path of
vermilion powder. The queen mother was amazed at the splendid sight of her daughter and hugged and kissed her,
tears of pleasure in her eyes.
“Do not worry, my darling,” said the queen. “What is happening to you was predicted at your birth by the
jyotshies. They said that at the age of sixteen you would be thus blessed. These are the signs of your divine
qualities, my darling. You are the only one in all the world who has them.”
The king now hurried to his daughter’s side.
“My princess,” he said, “the learned jyotshi urged us to keep your amazing qualities secret, so that no ordinary
man would come asking for your hand. You must hide your luminous smile, your tears of pearls, your flowerborne speech, and your footsteps of vermilion powder until the real prince, who is your destiny, finds you.”
58

Now that very day, in the south, a wise and handsome young prince dreamed of a beautiful princess whose
smiles were as luminous as the moon, whose speech was embroidered with flowers, whose tears were pearls, and
whose footsteps left streaks of vermilion powder. At the end of the prince’s dream, a saint appeared telling him he
was destined to marry the princess.
“She is in the north,” said the saint. “Go and find her.”
*
The prince arose from his bed, puzzled by his dream but unable to forget the princess. Days passed, and still he
thought of her. One day he decided he must go and seek the beautiful girl in the north. Soon after, the prince’s
father, who was able to understand the speech of animals, was visited by a crow.
“King,” the crow said, “your son has decided to travel to the north. He will suffer in his endeavors. You must
give him your sword.” The prince’s father then went to his son, saying,
“I am proud of your bravery and your willingness to seek your destiny. Take my sword with you. It will be a
help to you.”
“I have my own sword, father,” said the prince, “and I am used to it. Why do you offer me yours?”
“My son,” said the king, “mine is no ordinary sword. It is a sword powerful enough to break a mountain. Take
it with you.”
The prince, accepting his father’s sword, bade him farewell.
For many days and nights the prince traveled northward. In each kingdom he stopped at the royal palace
asking for water. He had one rule—he would accept water only from an unmarried person.
When he came to the princess’ kingdom, he went, as usual, to the royal palace and asked for water. The queen
met him at the palace door and offered him some.
“Oh, queen, I do not accept water from the hands of one who is married,” said the prince. “Please send water
with an unmarried soul, or I will go away from your door.”
Now the king and queen were in a dilemma, for their daughter was the only unmarried soul in the palace. The
king went to meet the prince.
“My dear stranger,” he said, “please take water from me. Unfortunately, we have no unmarried person in the
palace.”
“I do not drink water from a married person, O king,” the prince repeated. “But do not trouble yourself, for I
will find another household and ask them for water. Truly I thank you.”
Now the king and the queen were very sad, for no one had ever gone unsatisfied from their door. The king
begged the stranger,
“Stay a moment. You cannot leave without having water.”
The king and queen then decided to let the princess bring the water to the stranger. First they painted her face
and told her,
“Take this water to the stranger at the door, pretty one. But do not speak a word to him. Come back as soon as
he has finished.”
The princess nodded and took the water. When she reached the palace door, the prince saw a girl whose face
was painted and who was holding a jar of water. She did not speak a word.
“Why are you silent?” asked the prince. “I will not accept the water unless you speak to me.”
The princess signed to the young man that she could not speak. The prince did not believe her and, looking
closely, saw that, although she was painted, she was quite beautiful. He saw at her feet marks of vermilion
powder. Then he knew this was the princess of his dream, but he had to be certain.
“I do not drink water from a pot,” said the prince to the princess. “Please pour it into my palms so I may drink
of it there.”
The prince then extended his hands and the princess poured the water into them. When his hands were filled,
the prince suddenly splashed the water onto the princess’ face. The paint washed away, revealing the princess’
beauty. Now the princess was dismayed.
“What have you done to me, stranger?” she said. “Is this how you repay our generosity? No one has ever
treated us so.”
As the princess spoke, flowers floated from her mouth. The prince was both happy and amazed.
“Beautiful princess,” he said. “Forgive me my meanness. I met you in a dream and left my country to find you.
I have come to marry you.”
“Who are you?” asked the princess. “How is it that you propose marriage at first glance?”
“I am a prince from a southern kingdom, my princess. My father is king and my country prosperous. As you
can see, you and I will make a good match.”
“Do not talk to me of your father’s prosperity,” said the princess. “I am not interested in fortune. I will marry
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only a person who can stand on his own. I will marry the bravest man in all the world.”
“I will endure anything to marry you,” said the prince. The king then came to the door and spoke to his daughter.
“You need not test him, my dear,” said the king, “for the great jyotshi predicted the destined prince would
recognize you. He is indeed the one.”
“Oh, noble king,” said the prince, “you need not speak for me. I welcome your daughter’s challenge and will
prove my bravery.”
“Then let it be,” said the king.
The next day the princess called for the best smiths of the kingdom to build seven iron chambers. She called
the country’s magicians to fill each chamber with ghosts and evil spirits. In the last chamber, she placed a mohar,
a gold coin stamped with the royal sign. Then she proclaimed to all the people,
“He who brings me this mohar, I will marry.”
News traveled quickly throughout the kingdom and soon reached the other kingdoms in the north and south. In
no time, all the kings and princes of the world had heard about the wonderful princess and all wanted to marry
her. Many of them rushed to her kingdom and into the mysterious chambers, but not one came out. After many
days, the king said to the prince,
“Why are you not trying to win the mohar as the others have done? Are you afraid?”
“No,” said the prince. “I will risk my life for your daughter’s hand, but I am allowing the others to satisfy their
desires first.”
“You are indeed noble,” said the king, “but already a thousand suitors have entered the chamber and not one
has come out. There are no more candidates, so it is your turn to go into the chambers and fetch the mohar. Then I
will arrange the wedding feast.”
“I will go now,” said the prince.
The prince then walked into the first chamber. Quickly the door closed behind him. It was dark inside, and
though the prince could not see anything, he heard voices calling,
“We were so foolish to fall into the princess’ trap.”
“She is nothing but a witch.”
“Why did I fall in love with such a cruel one as she?”
Their helpless cries touched the prince, but he was neither sad nor afraid. Instead, he removed his father’s
sword from its sheath and struck it to the ground. Fire suddenly flared up, and the prince saw in its light hundreds
of men crawling along the floor, struggling to find their way out. Hundreds more lay unconscious. One of the
suitors spoke up,
“O great one, who are you? Your fire has made me hopeful we are not lost.”
The brave prince then struck the ground again and the fire flared higher. Now he saw a torch attached to the
wall and lit it. The suitors gathered around him. The brave prince spoke,
“Dear friends, do not accuse the princess, for she is only trying to find her equal. I will rescue you, but first I
must pass through the seven chambers and bring back the mohar.”
“Don’t be silly,” said a suitor. “If you know a way out, help us to escape. Do not go further into the chambers.”
“I am sorry,” said the brave prince, “but I must.”
The prince then went to the second door and read what was inscribed:
Proceed courageously, and you will be rewarded,
Step back like a coward, and you will be killed.
The brave prince struck the door with his sword. It opened with a sound like thunder. Hundreds of ghosts flew
out, small ones, large ones, some with eyes and mouths in their bellies, some mere skeletons.
The suitors were fearful, but the prince covered them with his sword and drew a circle around them. The mark
of the circle began to burn and the ghosts and the spirits sprang back.
“You are safe now,” said the prince to the suitors. “In a few days I will return with the mohar.”
He then stepped out of the circle, and the ghosts attacked him. He hit them with his sword and, strange to see,
everyone of them turned into a piece of ragged clothing.
The prince entered the second room and broke down the third door, whereupon thousands of fire-ghosts rushed
out at him. The whole room was burning and the prince could not find his way. The ghosts tried to burn him too,
but the prince jumped into their midst and began slashing at them with his sword. Suddenly the fires dwindled and
the fire-ghosts turned to ash.
The prince then stepped forward and broke down the fourth door. Suddenly he was hit with a wall of water that
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almost drowned him. He flailed at the wall with his sword, and in an instant the flood waters became vapor.
Again the prince stepped forward and broke down the fifth door. This time, boulders tumbled out upon him,
and he was almost buried. But he fought back with his sword and the boulders turned to sand.
Again the prince stepped forward and broke down the sixth door. Now lions and tigers swarmed upon him,
elephants and bears, snakes and scorpions, vultures, mosquitoes, and wasps. The prince was in pain and was
suffering, but still he was not afraid. He pierced every creature with his sword and fought for seven days and
seven nights until all the animals were but a stack of dry hay.
When he felled the last animal, the seventh door opened, and the prince saw inside the mohar, as brilliant as a
burning fire. He stepped forward to seize it but suddenly he was surrounded by beautiful maidens, offering him
fresh fruit and cool water. The prince tried to brush past them and reach for the coin, but the maidens stood like a
gate before him.
“Why do you hurry, brave prince?” they asked. “Please stay and enjoy this food. It is all for you.”
“Dear ladies, I have a purpose,” said the prince, “and I will not be detained.”
“Prince, here in our world no one dies. Everyone lives forever. Stay with us and rule over us.”
“Thank you for your offer, kind ladies,” said the prince, “but I cannot stay. I am a human from an earthly world
and am therefore destined to die. I cannot leave my people, my family and friends. Most of all, I cannot leave the
princess whom I plan to marry. I must go back.”
The maidens closed in a tighter circle around him.
“Why is it you want only one lady?” they asked. “Look at us. We are as beautiful as the princess. You could
marry us all.”
“Please do not force me to hurt you, beautiful ladies,” said the prince. “Though you propose to kill my will, I
must move forward and retrieve the coin.”
The maidens blocked his way, their arms outstretched, pleading,
“Please, do not leave us. Stay with us. Stay.”
The prince pushed the maidens aside with his sword and suddenly they turned into silken swaths of cloth.
Now the prince did not waste a moment. He plucked up the golden mohar, and in an instant everything he had
touched with his sword vanished—the silken cloths, the grains of sand, the ashes, the vapors, the ragged clothing.
The prince hurried back to the first room where the suitors were waiting.
“Friends,” he said, “follow me. I will break down the door and you all will be set free.”
With that, the prince struck the door with his sword and it fell apart with a clap of thunder. On the other side
stood the king and queen. The suitors, frantic to escape the iron chamber, pushed past the prince, causing him to
drop the mohar. Then they all rushed to get it, scrambling in the dirt, each one claiming the coin was his. The
brave prince remained apart, saying not a word. Disgusted by the spectacle, the king went up to the prince and
said,
“It was you who broke through the chambers and brought back the coin. Why then don’t you claim it?”
“My king,” said the prince, “the princess has tested my bravery. Now I will test her wisdom. Let us see how
she discovers who is the bravest among us.”
The princess smiled, her face lit with a silvery glow. She spoke in a shower of beautiful flowers.
“Tomorrow morning, everyone who is my suitor will come to the courtyard. I will then discover which of you
is the brave soul who has brought back the mohar.”
*
The next. day the princess sat in the courtyard, surrounded by ragged clothing, ashes, sand, vapors, hay, and
silken cloths.
“He who recognizes these things,” said the princess, “is the bravest and the one I will marry.” The king added,
“And the person who fails to recognize these things will be hanged.”
The suitors mumbled among themselves, laughing at how simple it would be to identify the few items. They
then quarreled as to who would go first. One by one, they came before the princess and, pointing at each item,
said,
“This is ragged clothing, these are ashes, this vapor, this sand, this hay, and these are bits of fine cloth.”
Finally, at the end of the long line, the prince came before the princess. Pointing at each item, he quickly said,
“These are ghosts. These are fire-ghosts. This is water. These are boulders. These are animals. These are
maidens.”
The princess clapped her hands and announced joyfully,
“Indeed, you are the bravest of all, my prince. It is you whom I will marry.”
As she spoke, flowers floated from her mouth.
“Bravo!” cried the king. “There will be a marriage ceremony the likes of which no one has ever seen.” Then he
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turned to the suitors and snarled,
“But first we must hang the cheats!”
The suitors fell at the king’s feet.
“Have mercy, oh king,” they pleaded. “Forgive us. Please spare our lives so that we may honor you for the rest
of our days.” The brave prince spoke,
“Just king, please forgive them on this joyous occasion.” The king, touched by the brave prince, said,
“You are the one who has rescued them, yet they tried to cheat you. Still you want to forgive them? Noble
prince, you are not only the bravest, you are the kindest. I am grateful my daughter will marry you. May you live
a long and fruitful life together.”
The king then forgave the suitors, who vowed to pay tribute to the brave prince as their emperor. The king
arranged for the wedding banquet, the likes of which has never been seen, then and now.
4
Once in a certain village there lived a poor farmer who had only a hen and a field of corn.
One day the hen began laying eggs, and the farmer was overjoyed. He took a few of the eggs for his supper
and left the rest for the hen to hatch. Baby chicks soon pecked out, as the farmer looked on happily.
Someone else was also watching from the nearby woods, his eyes wide with interest, his great mouth watering.
The hungry jackal remained hidden in the trees.
It was the rainy season and time to plant the corn. Clouds massed in the sky. Torrents of rain fell on the dusty
earth. From early morning until late at night, the farmer toiled in his field, planting the corn, thinking only of his
hen and chickens at home alone.
One day when the farmer was at work in his field, the jackal ran from the woods straight to the farmer’s
chicken coop, where he seized one of his chickens. That evening the farmer returned home too tired to count his
chickens, as he usually did. Instead, he ate his simple meal and went to sleep.
The next day, after the farmer had gone to work in his field, the cunning jackal leaped from the woods and
grabbed another chicken. Day after day, the jackal stole from the farmer, and the farmer, coming home late in the
evening, was too tired to notice that his chickens were disappearing.
One evening, the farmer realized there was far less noise coming from his chicken coop than ever before. He
went to have a look. You can imagine his surprise when he discovered only four chickens where once there had
been twelve.
“And they are the scrawniest!” exclaimed the farmer. “This must be the jackal’s work.”
The next morning the farmer stayed home and lay in wait for the jackal. As usual, the jackal, thinking the
farmer was at work in his field, jumped from behind a bush and grabbed another chicken. This time the farmer
was ready for him. He pounced on the jackal and held his leg, quickly fastening a rope around the animal’s neck.
He was about to hang him, when the jackal cried out,
“Spare me! I will help you some day.”
Reluctantly, the farmer gave in to the jackal’s pleas and put the rope away. But he made the animal promise
never to steal from him again.
*
Soon after, a terrible thing happened to the farmer. A rich landlord in the village tried to take away his field.
The landlord came before the panchayat,\fn{A traditional court attended by five elders of the community .} offering bribes
and false proof that the field belonged to him. When the jackal heard the landlord’s wicked plan, he thought,
“Now is the time to help the farmer.”
Immediately he dug a tunnel from his lair to the place of the panchayat. Just as the old men were about to
pronounce judgment in favor of the landlord, the jackal spoke from within the tunnel, his deep voice echoing.
“I am the goddess of Earth,” the jackal intoned. “You have angered me by taking what is not yours. Restore the
field to the farmer.”
The elders of the panchayat were terrified, the landlord quickly gave up his claim, and the field was returned
to the farmer. The jackal satisfied with his work, was feeling very hungry. He emerged from the tunnel and,
without thinking, ran straight to the farmer’s coop. He was about to pounce on another chicken when the farmer
came home.
“Ah ha!” the farmer shouted. “You won’t get off this time.” He held the jackal to the ground, saying, “You’ll
steal no more chickens from me.”
“My friend, did you not hear the voice from within the earth?” the jackal pleaded. “It was mine. It was I who
saved your land, and I can do even more. Would you like the princess for your wife?”
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The farmer laughed out loud at the jackal’s silliness.
“The princess for my wife, a castle over my head, and fields as far as the eye can see!” the farmer joked. But
he let the jackal go, warning that the next time would be his last.
“You won’t be sorry,” called the jackal as he headed for the palace.
The jackal went straight before the king and proposed a marriage between the princess and a prince from a faroff land.
“The prince’s wealth is enormous,” the jackal boasted. “The marriage procession will stretch for miles.”
“Let it be,” said the king, agreeing to the marriage.
The next day the jackal went to the farmer and told him he had to get ready for his wedding and to arrange for
a bandmaster. The farmer just threw back his head and laughed, but the jackal insisted.
“Such silliness!” said the farmer, going off to dress in his finest white shirt and his gayest rungi chungi
topi.\fn{A colorfully striped cap.}
Soon all was ready, and the farmer, the bandmaster, and the jackal all set off for the king’s palace. They walked
and walked until they came to a river that was flowing on the outskirts of the city. Along the banks of the river,
bamboo bushes grew. Without saying a word, the jackal set fire to the bushes. The crackling of their burning
echoed far and wide. The jackal then ordered the bandmaster to blow on his narsinga.\fb{A long trumpet-like
instrument.} The sound was like an elephant trumpeting. The people in the city, hearing the hustle and bustle from
the other side of the river, believed a marriage procession was coming toward them.
At sundown, the farmer, the bandmaster, and the jackal reached the palace and went before the king.
“Where is the marriage procession that stretches for miles?” demanded the king. “Have you lied to me?” The
jackal bowed low and spoke with respect.
“Your majesty, we did bring a marriage procession that had no end, but as we were crossing the river, a sudden
flood came up and all of our people were carried away. Only the bridegroom, the bandmaster, and I somehow
managed to swim across.”
“We heard the shrill notes of the narsinga in the distance,” the king replied, “and the crackling of the badai.\fn
{Fireworks.} Then he said,
“We are very sorry for what has happened to your people. Now I am ready to give my daughter to your prince
and half of my kingdom as well.”
So on a fortunate day, the marriage ceremony took place, the princess pleased with her hearty prince, who
smiled to himself at how such silliness had changed his luck. The farmer and the princess lived happily together
with the jackal close beside, enjoying a fresh, plump chicken every day.
5
Once in a certain village lived two brothers, one much older than the other. When the younger was still a child,
their father died, and the eldest inherited all of his property—his fields and his house, his yak and his chickens. He
shared none of these with his younger brother. Instead he beat him and made him do all the work.
Life was hard for the younger brother, and each year it grew worse. Finally, when the days became too difficult
for him to bear, he decided to run away. One morning, in the dark before dawn, he crept quietly from the house,
leaving his older brother snoring in the bed.
*
The younger brother walked for days until he came to a dense forest. At the edge of the forest stood an abandoned dharmsala,\fn{Inn.} its boards rotting, its top floor leaning out over a cliff. He decided to rest there for the
night and climbed the rickety stairs to the garret floor. There he lay down and immediately fell asleep.
As he slept, the serpent Naga\fn{Linked with obscure forces of the underworld which guards the treasures hidden in the womb
of the earth and the springs that give it life.} slithered onto the ground floor of the dharmsala and coiled himself in a
corner. Soon after, a mouse entered, then a tiger, then a mountain goblin. It was midnight on the Night of the New
Moon and, as was their custom, the four creatures had come to sleep in the dharmsala. This night, before closing
their eyes, they talked for a while, each creature bragging in his turn. The mouse spoke first.
“Friends, there is no one as happy as I! My wives and I have more food than we can eat because of what we
steal from the king’s granary.” The tiger spoke next, twirling his whiskers.
“Ah ha! I am far happier than you. As I roam the forest, all the animals tremble before me. For my dinner, I
prowl the king’s cattle farm and take my pick of his fattest heifers.” The Naga, listening quietly to the boasts of
his friends, cried out,
“Poor fellows! You think you are fortunate because you eat the king’s grain and devour his heifers? Why, I am
luckier than you, for I lie at the bottom of a pond on a bed of precious jewels, which I have taken, one by one,
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from the royal treasury.” When the serpent had finished, the goblin laughed out loud.
“None of you have the least idea what happiness is,” he said. “You all know that the king has a severe pain in
one of his eyes and that to ease this pain, the jhankri\fn{Witch doctor, or traditional healer.} offers a fresh chicken and a
well-cooked rice pudding to the jungle goddess every day. Every day I feast on that. Little does the king know
that to be cured he must sacrifice a large black ram and worship the jungle goddess with a mixture of rice grains,
yogurt, and vermilion. Only then will his pain go away.”
It grew later on the Night of the New Moon, and one by one the creatures fell asleep. The youth on the garret
floor above had been awakened by their voices and listened carefully to their every word. Now he knew that the
king was in trouble and that he could help him.
*
At dawn a cock in a nearby village crowed. The four creatures awoke and went on their way. As the sun
climbed higher in the sky, the young man arose, remembering clearly all he had heard from the night before. He
descended the rickety steps of the dharmsala and ran straight to the palace, where he introduced himself at the
gates as a healer and soothsayer. The guardsmen brought him before the king, who listened to him with interest.
The younger brother said,
“The grain in your granary gets lower every day, your cattle are disappearing, and your precious jewels vanishing. Worst of all, you are suffering from a severe pain in your eye.”
The king was astounded at what the young man knew.
“If you wish to regain your good fortune,” the youth went on, “you must do as I tell you.”
“I will do whatever you ask,” said the king, “if only you will rid me of my troubles. I am ready to offer my
daughter in marriage and half of my kingdom.”
“Your Majesty, I am a poor man, but I need no reward. I only wish to rid you of your suffering.”
The king felt hopeful.
Late that night, the youth went to the royal granary and blocked up all of the holes. Then he ran to the king’s
cattle farm and built a strong wall around it, higher than any tiger could leap. Just before dawn, he went to the
pond and drained it of all its water. At the bottom he found the king’s precious jewels, which he brought back to
the palace.
In the morning, the young man asked the king for a large, black ram and some rice grains mixed with yogurt
and vermilion powder. Gladly, the king gave him what he asked. Then the young man led the ram to a crossroads
and, scattering the rice mixture about, performed the ritual before a sacrifice. He then sacrificed the ram and
offered its blood to the jungle goddess.
When the younger brother returned to the palace, everyone ran out to greet him. They couldn’t believe what
had happened. The pain in the king’s eye was gone, his grain and cattle remained untouched, and his jewels rested
safely in the royal treasury.
The king was happier than he’d been in a long while and rewarded the young man with half of his kingdom.
The princess, standing at her father’s side, offered her hand to the younger brother.
*
Now the young man’s fame spread throughout the land. His older brother heard the news and set out for the
capital to see for himself.
When he arrived in the city, he discovered that his younger brother was indeed prince. He hurried to the palace
to see him.
“How have you become so fortunate?” the older brother asked.
The younger brother was honest and told his brother everything, exactly as it had happened.
The older brother’s heart was filled with envy. He wanted to become even richer and more powerful than his
younger brother, so he decided to do exactly what his brother had done. On the next Night of the New Moon, the
older brother went to the dharmsala and climbed the rickety stairs to the garret floor. Immediately he fell asleep.
At midnight the four friends came together again. This time they did not brag. The mouse spoke first.
“Friends, I am now the most unfortunate of creatures. The holes of the granary are sealed. My wives and I have
eaten nothing for days.” The tiger, the Naga, and the goblin each told of their misery, all suspecting that on the last
Night of the New Moon, someone had overheard their conversation and gone to tell the king.
“Let us go upstairs,” said the mouse. “We may catch someone hiding.”
Just as they suspected, they saw a man sleeping on the garret floor. The creatures took him to be the spy and
the cause of their misfortune. The mouse bit him on the heel, the tiger began to roar, and the Naga slithered
around the man’s waist, squeezing tight. Then the goblin jumped on his shoulders and began to pluck at his hair.
The older brother leapt up in pain and terror and ran down the rickety steps of the dharmsala. He was never to
be seen or heard of again. But the younger brother, prince of far and wide, lived happily all of his days, the lovely
64

princess at his side.
6
Long ago there lived a Brahmin\fn{ A member of the highest order in the Hindu caste system .} who owned a slave girl
named Kamala. Now this Brahmin wanted to make a pilgrimage to India to the holy River Ganges, the holiest of
all rivers. His slave girl asked if she too could send an offering. Since she was a slave and owned no property, she
asked her mistress for help. The Brahmin’s wife agreed and gave Kamala a handful of radish leaves from the
garden. Kamala handed the radish leaves to the Brahmin, saying,
“O master, I wish to make an offering of these green leaves to the holy River Ganges. Please carry them with
you and offer them to the river.” The Brahmin said to Kamala,
“Foolish girl, you would be better off with food or flowers.”
“O master,” Kamala sighed, “I would like to make an offering of food or flowers, but I cannot afford it.”
Though Kamala’s offering was poor, the Brahmin took it anyway, promising he would give it to the river. Then
he left on his pilgrimage.
Fifteen days later, the Brahmin reached the River Ganges. How great was his joy when he bathed his body in
its holy waters and worshipped it with his offerings. The following day he started for home, but to his surprise he
discovered that at the end of the day he was in the same place from which he had started. The next day he set off
again, but by the end of the day he was back where he had begun. So it happened on the third day. Now the
Brahmin was exhausted and did not understand these strange occurrences.
On the fourth day he was about to set off, when he felt in his pocket the dried radish leaves the slave girl had
given him.
“Oh, dear,” said the Brahmin, “I have forgotten to give Kamala’s offering.”
With that, he walked toward the river and threw in the dried radish leaves. To his surprise, a human form
emerged from the water, holding the leaves in her hand.
“Who are you, O goddess?” asked the Brahmin in surprise.
The goddess looked at the dried radish leaves and, with tears in her eyes, said,
“I am the River Ganges, sister of your slave girl Kamala. She is the youngest of my sisters and my most
beloved. In a former life, she took a loan from you and failed to repay it, so in this life she is destined to be your
slave girl. Now she has worked long enough to repay you. Please let her go.”
The Brahmin, feeling very sorry he had taken a goddess as his slave, hurried home to release her. As he entered
his village, he saw Kamala returning from the water tap.
“Holy goddess Kamala!” the Brahmin called out.
Kamala turned to see who had called her “goddess.” When she saw it was her master, she vanished into air.
The Brahmin hurried to the spot where Kamala had been but saw only a water pot tilted on its side, the water
flowing out. Day after day, the water flowed at this spot and was called the holy River Kamala which flowed into
the Ganges, the most sacred of all rivers.
To this day one may see a spring flowing out of a pitcher-like rock. The people of the area worship this spring,
saying that Kamala is repaying her debt by providing water for them to drink and to irrigate the valley.
7
Long ago, in a certain country, there lived a king who had seven queens. But for all of his wives, he had no
children. One day when the king was out walking, he stopped to rest on a chautara\fn{A low stone wall.} where sat a
sanyasi, an old religious man.
“O Mahatma!\fn{Holy one.} I am so unlucky,” cried the king to the sanyasi. “Peace and plenty reach to the
farthest corners of my kingdom.”
“That does not sound like ill luck to me,” the sanyasi said. The king went on.
“But I am getting old and I have no children. What good is so much wealth and glory when there are none to
inherit it?” The king began to weep.
Now the sanyasi was no ordinary man. He could make possible the impossible. He took pity on the king and
said,
“I understand your trouble. Take this magic staff and when you come to a fruit tree, hurl it up into its branches.
Do this only once, then gather the fruit that has fallen and bring it to your queens. When they have eaten, one of
them will bear you children.”
The king then thanked the sanyasi and went on his way. He soon came to a mango tree heavy with fruit.
Eagerly he took the staff in his right hand and, with all of his might, flung it up into the tree’s branches. Six ripe
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mangos fell.
“I have seven queens,” said the king, “but I must be satisfied with six mangos.”
He returned to the palace and went straight to the eldest queen.
“Share these fruits with all of my queens,” the king ordered, handing her the mangos. The king left and the
eldest queen gathered all of the queens to her, all but the youngest.
*
“We will eat these fruits ourselves,” said the eldest queen. “Why should we share them with the youngest
queen? She is the king’s favorite and does not share his love with us.”
The queens agreed and quickly fell to eating the fruit, not knowing its secret. When the youngest queen heard
that the king had brought fruit for all of his queens, she ran to him, asking her share. The king, realizing what his
wives had done, was filled with sadness. Nevertheless, he told the youngest queen the secret of the fruit. She ran
quickly and gathered the pits of the mangos the others had eaten. Then, praying for a child, she ate whatever fruit
still clung to them.
Soon after, to everyone’s surprise, the youngest queen grew big and round. The king was beside himself with
joy. The other queens pretended to delight in his happiness, but they were consumed with jealousy. When the time
came for the baby to be born, the six queens gathered around the youngest queen, ordering her maidservants from
the room. Then they watched as the youngest queen gave birth to twins, a boy and a girl. Exhausted from her
labor, the young queen fell asleep without ever seeing her children.
The wicked queens grabbed the newborn babies, wrapped them in rags, and threw them from the palace
window. The tiny infants landed in a prickly nettle bush. The queens then brought a musli\fn{A pestle used in grinding
grain.} and a broom and placed them beside the sleeping mother. When the youngest queen awoke, she asked,
“Where are my babies?”
“Here they are,” said the queens, handing her the musli and the broom. The youngest queen could not believe
her eyes. She turned her head aside, tears trickling down her cheeks.
When the king heard that his youngest queen had given birth to a broom and a musli, he howled with grief and
anger and immediately made the youngest queen the servant of the others. He vowed never to look at her.
Meanwhile, a poor woman passing outside the palace heard the cries of the babies in the nettle bush. She lifted
the little ones out of the stinging branches and brought them to her home. There she nursed them and cared for
them as though they were her own.
*
The years passed and the tiny infants grew to be beautiful children. Every day they played by the palace well.
One day a queen passing by the well saw the children and, struck by their beauty and pleasant ways,
approached them, asking,
“Who are your parents?”
“Our mother carries water to the palace,” the children replied.
“And your father?” asked the queen.
The children could not answer. The queen said,
“Find out the name of your father and tell me tomorrow at this very spot.”
That evening the children told their guardian what the queen had said. The poor woman knew she must now
tell the children their story.
“Dear ones, I am not your mother,” she said. “I found you as babies in a stinging nettle bush beside the palace.
I brought you here and raised you as though you were my own. I cannot tell who your parents are because I do not
know.”
The next day, when the queen approached the children by the palace well, the boy and girl told her all that their
guardian had told them. At once, the queen knew that these were the children they had thrown from the palace
window long ago. She ran to tell the others. The eldest queen said,
“We must do away with these children immediately. No one must discover our deed.”
*
That night clouds covered the moon. The six queens left the palace and went to the well, where they dug a
deep pit. The following day, while the children were at play, the queens crept up behind them and pushed them
into the pit. Then quickly they shoveled dirt in over them.
The days passed and at the place where the children were buried, two large flowering trees grew up bearing
beautiful, sweet-smelling blossoms. One afternoon the eldest queen, passing by the trees, was amazed by their
lovely flowers.
“How I would love to wear a blossom in my hair,” she said.
But as she reached for a flower, the branch sprang away. She could touch only the branches without flowers.
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The queen was puzzled. In the same way, the other queens, drawn to the beauty of the trees, each tried to pluck a
flower, but they could reach only the branches that bore no flowers.
One day, the youngest queen, passing by the blossoming trees, was captured by their beauty and sweet aroma.
Looking up into their branches, she cried,
“Beautiful flowers, how I would love to plait your petals in my hair. Still the king would not notice me.”
As she spoke, a flowering branch bent low. Gratefully, the youngest queen plucked a blossom.
When the other queens saw the flower in the youngest queen’s hair, they were filled with envy and tried to
snatch it away. The king, hearing the commotion, came running. Immediately he was captivated by the flower’s
beauty and sweet aroma.
“Where is the tree that bore this blossom?” the king asked.
The youngest queen was too frightened to speak. The other queens told him. The king hurried from the palace
to the place of the flowering trees, his six queens following after. When he arrived at the spot, the king stretched
out his hand to pluck a flower, and a branch laden with blossoms bent to his reach. At this, the queens rushed
forward, each trying to grab a flower for herself, but the branch swung quickly away.
The king was amazed. Why did the trees bow low to him and spring away from his queens? He commanded
his servants to dig up the ground around the trees to discover the answer. In a short time, the servants unearthed
two children, who miraculously, were still alive. The king could not believe his eyes.
“Who has done this horrible deed?” he asked. “Tel1 me, dear children.”
The children told the king their story, how a poor woman had found them in a nettle bush beside the palace and
raised them with loving kindness. One day they were snatched from their play and buried. They had stayed alive
by breathing through gaps in the earth and sucking the roots of trees.
The king then sent for the woman who had been their guardian and listened to her story. Then he gathered all
of his councilors and ministers to try to discover who were the parents of these children.
“We must bring every young woman in the kingdom before them,” the king declared. “Whoever weeps at the
sight of them, we will know to be their mother.”
*
That day all the young women in the kingdom were brought before the children. Not one wept. The six queens,
too, were brought forward, but their eyes remained dry.
The youngest queen was the only woman in the kingdom who had not come before the children. The king
ordered his guards to look for her, but, try as they might, they could not find her. The king then went in search of
her himself and found her imprisoned in the palace dungeon.
“Who has done this deed?” the king asked the young queen.
“Your six queens,” she replied.
The king removed her shackles and brought her to the place where the children were standing. As soon as the
young queen saw the girl and the boy, her eyes filled with tears. Now everyone knew the youngest queen was
their mother. But the king had suspected it all along. He turned to the other queens and, in a voice filled with rage,
asked,
“What have you done?”
The queens trembled before him.
“Speak!” roared the king, and the six queens confessed their evil deeds.
The king was furious and banished the wicked queens from his kingdom. Then he brought the youngest queen
to his side to share in the joy of their children. And he brought the old woman who had rescued and raised the
infants to the palace, as well.
Now the king and the queen’s joy was complete as the sounds of children’s laughter rang throughout the palace
halls.
8
In ancient times, so it. is told, Death was quite visible and took pity on his unsuspecting victims. That is, until a
blacksmith tricked him. Then Lord Paruhang\fn{ Lord Shiva to the Kirati people of Nepal .}made Death invisible. Here’s
how the story is told.
For thousands of years, Death worked without incident, taking away each person whose time it was to die. One
day, Death approached a blacksmith’s wife who had just given birth to a son. Her husband quickly intervened.
“Death,” the husband pleaded, “you must reconsider. Please give my wife at least one or two more years so she
may nurse our young son.”
“My dear fellow,” said Death, “I cannot help you.” He ushered the blacksmith’s wife out the door. Now it fell
to the blacksmith to look after his new baby alone.
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The following year, Death came again.
“My good fellow,” Death said to the blacksmith. “It is your time to go.” The blacksmith fell at Death’s feet,
crying,
“Oh, lord, I have no care for my own life. It is the life of my son that troubles me. He is so tiny. If I die, who
will look after him? Please reconsider.”
“You know that I can’t,” said Death.
“Then take us both together, please, both me and my son.”
“No, dear fellow,” Death replied. “You must understand I cannot take just anyone. Your son has sixty more
years yet to live.”
“How could that possibly be,” asked the blacksmith, “when there will be no one here to feed him or look after
him? How can you be certain he will live that long? Please be sure of this.”
Death thought to himself, “The blacksmith has a point.” So he checked his book of who shall live and who
shall die and saw that, indeed, the child was destined to live sixty years. Now Death was impatient to end the
discussion.
“Your child will live sixty more years. How, I do not know. My job is to take you now. Let us go.”
Death began dragging the blacksmith out the door, but the baby fell from his father’s lap and cried loudly.
Tears streamed down the blacksmith's cheeks.
“How can you take me while my child lies helpless on the floor? Do you not have a heart?”
Death stopped to reconsider and finally said,
“I will give you one more year to care for your child.”
*
The following year, Death came again. This time the blacksmith said,
“Look at my baby. See how he wobbles when he walks. How can you leave him like this? Wait at least until he
learns to become a blacksmith. Then he can earn his bread when I die.” The two haggled back and forth, until
Death, moved by the blacksmith’s argument, said,
“Very well, I will wait until the boy turns sixteen. By then he should have learned the blacksmith’s trade.”
“Thank you, my lord,” said the blacksmith. “You are truly a great one.”
Now the blacksmith was not only a persuasive fellow, he was cunning, as well, and he began to devise a plan
to entrap Death. The years passed and the blacksmith’s son helped him with all of his work. The blacksmith had
more time to work on his scheme. At the end of fourteen years, the blacksmith had finished. His work looked like
a huge mass of chains. Nobody knew what it was, not even his son.
On the day Death returned, the boy was not there.
“Are you ready now, blacksmith?” asked Death. “By this time you must have trained your son well.” The
blacksmith pretended to be happy to see him.
“Yes, lord, I am absolutely ready to go with you. My son has great skill. In fact, before I leave this world, I
would like to show you his work. Please come with me.”
Death followed the blacksmith inside the mass of chains.
“His creation is indeed beautiful,” said Death, “but I do not understand—”
“You will know when we reach the center,” said the blacksmith. “You should be proud that the boy to whom
you gave life has completed such a work.”
The blacksmith and Death passed through seven chambers until they reached the center. The blacksmith then
turned to Death and said,
“Please be seated. I am going to show you how all of this works.”
Death sat in the place that the blacksmith showed him, suspecting nothing. Suddenly the blacksmith ran from
the mass of chains, locking all seven chambers behind him. Death was entrapped. Immediately the blacksmith left
the house and went out into the village, acting as though nothing had happened. He told no one what he had done,
not even his son.
*
Since Death could not come out, no one died for years. The world became quite crowded, and life was uncomfortable. Lord Paruhang was worried. He thought Death was lost. He and his wife, the Goddess Sumnima, went
out in search of him the world over. But Death was nowhere to be found. One day Sumnima said,
“Lord, I think Death has disappeared because of the mischief of some human beings. I have a plan to rescue
him.” Lord Paruhang allowed her to work in her own way.
Sumnima went down to earth in the form of a lady and immediately began cooking millet, mixing it with
marcha, herbs that aid in fermentation. She put the mixture aside and covered it tightly. After four days, she
uncovered the pot and began talking to the fermented liquid.
68

“Listen to me, jaand,\fn{A local beer made of either millet, rice, wheat, or maize .} your job is to speak the mind of the
people as you go into their bodies.”
Sumnima then went off to a village to try to sell the jaand. She sat at a crossroads, and many people came to
her. They drank the jaand and became quite drunk. Now, since it is known that drunkards talk a lot, Sumnima
listened to everyone.
One day a group of smiths came to drink, the blacksmith among them. They too became quite drunk, and one
of them moaned,
“Oh, I’m so horribly drunk. I feel I am going to die.” The blacksmith spoke up quickly.
“Don’t worry, you will not die, for I have entrapped Death. Be sure you tell no one. It is a deep secret.”
Sumnima heard the blacksmith talking loudly in his drunken state and quickly left the place where she was
sitting. She ran to the blacksmith’s house and found Death locked in the chamber. She set him free and brought
him before Lord Paruhang. Lord Paruhang was very angry.
“From this day on,” he told Death, “you will have no feelings, no sentiments, no emotions. And you will be
invisible to all human beings, unable to communicate with them.
From that day on, Death has been both silent and invisible, and he pities no one.
9
Thousands of years ago in the Himalayan mountains of Nepal, it was the custom for trees to marry. These
marriages were arranged by pipal trees, who, because of their great height, could see to the farthest reaches of the
forest.
One spring day, a matchmaking pipal was out looking for trees to join in marriage when he spied a full-blooming, red laligurans.\fn{The rhododendron, the national flower of Nepal .} Astonished by her beauty and brilliance, he
called to Bandevi, the goddess of the forest.
“Bandevi, do you see the crimson laligurans on the other side of the hill? Is she not beautiful beyond
description? May I have your permission to find her a husband?”
The goddess Bandevi agreed and the pipal began his search, stretching his branches here and there, to the
farthest corners of the forest. Suddenly he spied a tall, full-crowned evergreen uttis\fn{An evergreen species that grows
primarily at the bottom of cliffs and where there have been landslides .} tree. He bent toward the uttis and said,
“I have a magnificent wife for you. The splendid laligurans fills the eyes and hearts of all who behold her.”
The uttis sniffed and held his handsome body even taller.
“I will choose whom I will marry,” the uttis said. “First I must see this laligurans. Then I will decide.” The
pipal, annoyed at the arrogant pride of the uttis, replied,
“I am busy just now and cannot arrange a meeting until midwinter.” With that, the pipal gathered in his
branches and looked away.
*
All that spring and into the summer the trees lengthened their limbs, putting forth new leaves. In the fall many
of the trees lost their greenery. In winter, the snow deep on the ground, the trees stood bare against the sky. But
the uttis, strong and hearty, remained green and handsome as ever.
The pipal, true to his word, arranged a meeting between the uttis and the laligurans. The day of the meeting
the uttis was in a jovial mood. He strode across the snow toward the laligurans. As he drew nearer, he could see
the tips of her branches over the hill and his pace slowed.
Then he stopped and stared. Was this the splendid laligurans the pipal had praised so loudly? He could not
believe his eyes. Why, she was nothing but a crooked skeleton, her flowers gone, her foliage limp and curled.
The uttis, thinking the pipal had deceived him, was enraged. He turned his back and stomped off. The pipal
begged him to look again, but the uttis remained deaf to his pleas. The laligurans stood alone, shivering in the
winter wind.
*
Time passed, and in the spring the beauty of the laligurans returned. Again all the trees of the forest were
dazzled by her blossoms. Once again the pipal called on the uttis to arrange a meeting with the laligurans. So
persuasive was he that the uttis agreed to have another look.
“You’d better not deceive me this time,” the uttis cautioned.
Indeed! This time the uttis was so overwhelmed by the beauty of the laligurans he fell deeply in love with her.
Gently he swept his branches to her trunk and in a soft, pleading voice asked,
“Will you marry me?”
But the laligurans, whose heart had been bruised in the winter, refused.
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The uttis was struck dumb. He turned to the pipal and begged him to speak on his behalf, to use all of his
powers of persuasion to show the laligurans how tall and proud he was, how he remained ever green. But the
laligurans had made up her mind and would not change it.
The uttis, desperate and confused, stumbled over the side of a cliff and landed in a ravine, his roots clasping
the jagged rocks. The trees of the mountain slopes and forests looked down at the uttis clinging to the rocks and
felt afraid.
Bandevi, sensing their fear, outlawed the custom of marriage between the trees. And from that day on, the
matchmaking pipal vowed he would never be a matchmaker again. But the sadness of the uttis lives on.
To this very day, he grows only where he fell, in the ravines and deep mountain gullies of Nepal.
10
Once in a certain country lived a king who had six sons and one beautiful daughter. The princess was named
Naulakha. She was the youngest and much beloved by her brothers. The years passed, and when the old king died,
his eldest son took the throne.
Naulakha was by now a woman of grace, with long dark hair and eyes that were large and luminous. Her
brothers saw that she should soon be married, so they set off to find her a husband. Their wives, an ill-natured,
jealous lot, were left alone in the palace with the princess.
“Sisters,” the wives said to one another, tossing their long black braids, bits of red ribbon glinting in the
sunlight, “our husbands dote on Naulakha and pay no attention to us. Let us show the princess how it will be now
that her brothers are gone.”
The wives forced Naulakha to do all the work of the palace and barely gave her enough to eat. They took away
all of her beautiful saris and tossed her their old tattered ones to wear instead. The princess grew sad, but there
was no one to comfort her. Quietly she did as she was told and ate the little she was given.
*
One day the wives called to Naulakha and ordered her to fetch a bundle of firewood from the forest. But they
didn’t give her so much as a namlo\fn(A strap.} to tie it with.
“You must do this task,” they told her, “before you return home.”
Heavyhearted, Naulakha set off for the forest to collect the wood. She gathered a pile of twigs and branches,
then looked about for something to tie them with, but she could find nothing. Tired and afraid, she sat down to
rest. A python hanging from a nearby tree spied her.
“Beautiful maiden,” he said, “what has befallen you?”
The princess told him her story, and the large snake took pity on her. He slithered down the tree and coiled
himself around the bundle of firewood like a namlo. The princess then picked up the bundle and carried it home.
When Naulakha appeared in the palace with the firewood neatly tied, the evil-hearted wives could not believe
their eyes. Quickly they ordered her to another task, this time to bring water from a near-empty well. Naulakha
went to the well, but hard as she tried, she could not reach the low water at the bottom. She called out in
frustration,
“If I cannot do this task, I will surely be banished.”
Hearing her words, the water god at the bottom of the well caused the water to swell to the top. The princess
then filled her brass pitcher and hurried home.
The evil-hearted wives could not believe Naulakha had drawn water from a near-empty well. They assigned
her to another task, this time to peel the husks off every grain of rice in a large sack, using only her fingernails.
Naulakha brought the sack to a field and began to work. After many hours, she found she had peeled only a
tiny portion of the rice grains. She sighed deeply.
The king of the birds, hearing her sigh, ordered his subjects, great and small, to the job. In an instant, the birds
had peeled the husks off every grain of rice.
The princess went home, the sack of peeled rice at her side. Her brothers’ wives were surprised to see she had
finished the task so quickly. They could not believe she had done exactly as they told her, so they sat down to
count the grains, one by one. To their great glee, they discovered that, indeed, one grain of rice was missing. They
ordered Naulakha to find the missing grain at once.
Naulakha returned to the king of the birds and told him her plight. Immediately the king ordered a search for
the lost grain. A blue jay found it stuck on the beak of a young crow. Naulakha went home with the lost grain and
gave it to her sisters-in-law.
*
The hardhearted wives were amazed. Each time they had given Naulakha a difficult task, she had completed it.
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Now they tried to think of something utterly impossible. They huddled together, whispering and scheming, until
finally they decided on the most difficult task of all.
They gave Naulakha a black blanket and ordered her to wash it until it turned white. She was not to return
home until the job was done.
The obedient princess brought the blanket to a nearby stream and began washing it. Day after day, she sat by
the stream, washing the blanket, beating it with stones, swirling it in the rushing water. But the blanket remained
as black as ever.
Days became months and still Naulakha knelt by the stream, washing the blanket. Passersby on their way to
the temple called out, “Namaste!”\fn{Greetings.} But the princess was too tired to answer.
Day after day, she ate the leaves and the roots of plants, for the cruel wives barely fed her. Each day she grew
thinner. Her face, once so full and lustrous, was now withered and gray.
*
One chilly day, as the princess sat by the stream, washing the blanket, a group of travelers passed by. Moved
by the sight of her, they asked,
“Who are you, sister?”
Naulakha looked up and saw that the travelers were her brothers. In a weak and trembling voice, she told them
who she was and all that had happened. The princes could not bear to hear their sister’s story.
“Dear Naulakha!” they cried. “Our wives have made you suffer. Now they will be made to suffer more than
you.” They lifted her frail body from the bank of the stream and carried her home.
When the wives saw their husbands coming, they ran out to greet them, offering food and fresh flowers.
Telling lie after lie, they pretended to be greatly concerned about Naulakha’s dwindling health.
The princes, unable to tolerate their wives’ hypocrisies, were about to put the women to death, when Naulakha
came before them, pleading for mercy on their behalf. Reluctantly the brothers agreed to spare the women’s lives
but banished them from the kingdom forever.
Once again Princess Naulakha walked with grace and again dressed in flowing saris. A fine prince had been
found and soon they were married.
The princess was now as happy as before. Her love for her brothers and theirs for her remained strong and
faithful all of their days.
11
Long ago,\fn{According to certain theories this story comes from the life of one Mukundasen, King of Palpa in western Nepal who,
renowned for his wisdom and saintliness, conquered the village of Vijayapore .} King Silly and his trusted advisor Minister
Sloppy ruled over Vijayapore, a village in eastern Nepal.
Vijayapore was unique among the villages of the country, because in its central square, goods of the same color
were sold for the same price. For example, rice, milk, silver, cotton, and flour, all white, sold for one price and
brass, gold, and turmeric, all yellow, sold for another.
Now King Silly and Minister Sloppy introduced another law, not quite as logical as the first, which said that
saints were to be punished by hanging and thieves rewarded with the pleasure of resting in the cool, delicious
shade. People from other parts of the country used to say that because of these ridiculous laws, a saint should
never venture into Vijayapore.
One day, however, two wandering saints came to the village. They had heard that milk, rice and millet flour
were all the same price and wanted to barter their cheap millet flour for some rice and milk to make a lovely rice
pudding. However, the bartering took some time, and when they had finished, it had grown dark. The two saints
were forced to spend the night in Vijayapore, though they knew it was dangerous.
The saints stayed in a cow-shade but could not sleep from worry about what might happen to them in this
strange village.
*
That very night, close to where the saints were resting, thieves broke into a house. The saints saw everything
but were too frightened to call out.
It so happened that while the thieves were breaking into the house, one of them banged his head on a low door.
“Aieee!” cried the thief, rubbing his head. He was furious and went directly to the palace to tell the king what
had happened to him. King Silly was very angry at the news of the low door and asked that the door be brought
before him.
The owner of the house, on hearing the king’s request, came to him, pleading on the door’s behalf.
“O, king, my door is innocent,” the owner said. “It is the carpenter who made it who is at fault.” The king then
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ordered his soldiers to bring him the carpenter. The carpenter too pleaded his innocence.
“My lord, it is not my fault,” he said. “It is the fault of the timber supplier. His boards were so short I had to
make the door low.” The king then ordered his soldiers to bring him the timber supplier. The timber supplier came
to the court, pleading his innocence.
“It was not my fault, great justice! In fact, there are no tall trees left in the forest. All have been cut down to
build the royal palace.”
Now King Silly and Minister Sloppy were in a dilemma. Here was a person whose head was hurt, but no one
was responsible. How could this be? they wondered. Then one of the members of the king’s court, Courtier
Unfair, came forward.
“Oh king, I know who is responsible for this accident,” said Courtier Unfair. “While the thieves were breaking
into the house, two saints were in a nearby cow-shade taking shelter. They saw everything but did not warn the
thief about the low door. So in my opinion, it is the saints who should be punished.”
The king was now very happy, as was his minister. The king quickly ordered his soldiers to bring him the
saints.
“We must hang them immediately,” said the king, feeling well pleased.
The saints came before the king, and the elder of the two bowed low, saying,
“Oh great king of the world, we have heard you are just and wise. And we have heard you never make a
mistake and never fail to do your duty. So we accept your punishment without question. But may I speak with my
friend before I am hanged?”
There was a rule in Vijayapore stating that the last wish of the person who is about to be hanged must be
granted.
“Yes, you may speak with your friend,” the king agreed.
After a few moments, however, the saints were arguing over who was to be hanged first. The king, the minister, and the courtiers were all very puzzled. Never had they seen anyone competing to die.
“What is this nonsense?” scolded the king. “Why do you argue over who will hang first?”
“O just king,” said the elder saint. “Please give us your wise counsel. Since I am older than my friend,
shouldn’t I be hanged first?” But the younger saint argued,
“I am the younger, so I should have the first opportunity. What if a father and his young child are both very
hungry, and they find a single grain of rice—who should have the chance to eat it?”
“Why, the child, of course,” said the king.
“But O great justice,” interrupted the elder saint, “ours is not a case of hunger but a case of rights. Tell us then,
king, if there is an opportunity, who has the right to become king—the junior or the senior?”
“Neither,” said the king, “for I am king.”
“But my lord,” said the older saint, “this is not your story, it is our story. We are about to be hanged today in
Vijayapore, and we know that whoever is hanged first, will be Vijayapore’s king in a future life. The one who is
hanged last will be minister. So tell us, who should be hanged first?”
“Ah!” said the king. “I recognize your cunning. I see that you two saints are conspiring to become the future
king and minister of Vijayapore. There’ll be none of that!”
“Soldiers!” called the king. “Take these saints to the border and see that they never return.”
As soon as he had spoken, the king hurried to the gallows and hung himself. Then the minister announced,
“There will be no other minister but I!” And he too hurried to the gallows. Courtier Unfair came forward in a
rush.
“It is plain I must remain a courtier in the next life.” He ran to the gallows and hung himself.
So ended the ridiculous ways of the village of Vijayapore. The elder saint became king, the younger his
minister, and the people were overjoyed to have reason restored.
12
Once in a certain village lived a motherless child named Tuhuri. Her father was kind to her, but her stepmother
treated her cruelly and barely gave her enough to eat.
Tuhuri seemed never to complain. The young girl had a she-goat which her dying mother had passed on to her
for a dowry. Every day Tuhuri took the goat deep into the forest away from the eyes and ears of the villagers.
There she fed it the crusts of dry bread her stepmother had thrown to her and poured out her grief. The she-goat
listened, tears of sympathy flowing.
It happened that the she-goat had the power to produce food. Whenever she and Tuhuri were alone in the
woods, the goat shook her body and tasty delicacies fell to the ground. The girl ate hungrily whatever had fallen,
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thanking her god for rewarding her with such a good friend. The stepmother saw that despite the stale crusts of
bread Tuhuri was given, the girl remained healthy and strong. But her own children, who ate only the finest food,
appeared skinny and pale.
“How can this be?” the stepmother wondered.
One day she bade her daughter follow Tuhuri to watch her carefully. The stepmother’s daughter went to Tuhuri and sweetly asked,
“Won’t you take me into the forest with you?” The kindhearted Tuhuri, suspecting nothing, agreed.
The two went deep into the forest. Then Tuhuri stopped and fed the she-goat some crusts of dry bread. When
she asked the goat to conjure up some delicacies, the animal refused. Tuhuri began to cry and beg for food, her
pleas so piteous the goat finally gave in. Reluctantly, the animal shook its body and several tasty morsels fell to
the ground.
The stepsister was amazed. Never had she seen such a wonder. She ate a few of the delicious tidbits and hid
the rest in her clothing.
Tuhuri begged the girl not to tell her mother what she had just seen. The cunning stepsister assured her she
wouldn’t.
Dusk was fast approaching, and they hurried home. When they reached the hut, the stepsister went straight to
her mother and, showing her the delicious delicacies, told her everything. The stepmother’s eyes blazed with
anger. She stamped her foot and shrieked,
“I will kill that goat!”
And she began to hatch a plan to destroy the animal.
The stepmother knew that since the goat was Tuhuri’s only possession, the girl’s father would not let her kill it
that easily. She had to think of a way to deceive him.
Suddenly she pretended to fall ill. Tossing and turning on her bed, she cried out as though in great pain. Her
worried husband rushed to her side, asking what was the matter.
“My stomach pains me so,” the deceitful woman wailed. The husband ran quickly to a neighbor, calling,
“Dai!\fn{Elder brother.} My wife has a great pain in her stomach. What must I do?” The neighbor, who had been
secretly bribed by the wife, told the husband he must fry the liver of a she-goat in pure ghee,\fn{Clarified butter.}
then feed it to his beloved.
“Only this will make her well,” the neighbor said.
Immediately the husband decided to kill the goat and make an offering to the angry god who was tormenting
his wife. As soon as Tuhuri heard of her father’s plan, she ran, in tears, to tell the goat. The unfortunate she-goat
comforted her, saying,
“Take heart and listen. When they give you my bones, carry them to the edge of the cornfield and bury them
there.” Soon after, the she-goat was killed.
The weeping girl took its bones to the cornfield and buried them in the corner, her tears wetting the newlyturned soil.
*
The days went by, and Tuhuri’s stepmother continued to torment her. Whenever she could slip away, Tuhuri
ran to the place where the goat was buried. There she sat weeping, her fresh tears falling to the ground.
After a time, Tuhuri noticed something strange happening. In the corner of the field where the bones were
buried, shoots of pure gold were sprouting. Tuhuri could not believe her eyes. Feeling hungry, she plucked a few
of the shoots and took them to the market to trade for food.
The shopkeepers were amazed when they saw Tuhuri bringing shoots of pure gold to the market. Day after day
she brought them, and rumors began to fly from one corner of the village to the other. The stepmother, hearing the
talk, began to watch the girl more closely. One day she followed her to the cornfield and discovered her secret.
The next day the stepmother went alone to the spot where the shoots were growing and tried to pull one up. But
she could not budge it.
News of the golden shoots reached the king, who set off to see for himself, trailing soldiers and courtiers behind him. When they reached the cornfield, the king saw the golden shoots growing in abundance. He had heard
they were difficult to extract, so he ordered his strongest men to try it. But the shoots wouldn’t budge.
The king then ordered his men to look for Tuhuri. They searched throughout the village, and finally found her
sitting by the side of a stream, washing her stepmother’s clothing. Quickly they brought her before the king. The
king saw at once that the girl had a kind and generous spirit and hoped in his heart they would marry. He spoke
gently to her.
“Kind maiden, won’t you pull a shoot from the cornfield?”
Moved by the king’s quiet ways, Tuhuri plucked a shoot as though it were as light as a dry stalk. She held it
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out to him, and the king accepted it. Then he asked her to marry. Tuhuri went to join him at the head of his caravan.
The sun rose in the sky, shining brilliantly on the king and his new queen. Tuhuri smiled at her good fortune,
but in her heart she carried the sad memory of the she-goat all of her days.
13
Long ago, the demon Bhasmasur worshipped Lord Mahadeva,\fn{Another name for Shiva.} god of destruction.
Lord Mahadeva was so pleased by the demon’s worship that he appeared before him, saying,
“What is it you want? Tell me, so I may fulfill your wish.” Bhasmasur was delighted and said to the god,
“O Lord, grant me my wish. Let it be that whomever I touch turns to ash.”
Now Mahadeva was easily flattered and quick to act. Without thinking, he fulfilled the demon’s wish.
“Tathastu,” he said. “Let it be.” After a few moments, Bhasmasur asked,
“Is my wish working?”
“Dear demon,” said Mahadeva, “how can you ask such a question? Of course you have the power you
requested.”
“O Lord,” cried Bhasmasur, “how will I know unless I test it. Since there is no one here but you, may I place
my hand on your head?”
“Fool!” cried Mahadeva, “then I will be turned to ash!”
“But, O Lord,” said Bhasmasur, “how will I know if my wish works?”
With that, the demon stepped forward, his hand outstretched toward Mahadeva’s head. Mahadeva, frightened,
stepped back, and the demon moved forward. Mahadeva, realizing he had made a terrible mistake, tried to escape.
He ran to his family in the mountains, but still the demon followed.
When Mahadeva arrived at Mt. Halesi,\fn{ A cave within which is a place of religious pilgrimage; the mountain is in the
foothills of the Himalayas of eastern Nepal .} he dug a hole in the mountain to hide himself and his family, his wife Parvati and his son Ganesh. While he was digging the hole, his mount, the ox Basaha, stood fighting at the entrance of
the cave to keep the demon away. But the ox was defeated, and the demon pushed his way downward.
Mahadeva heard the demon coming and began to dig another hole, this time tunneling upward toward the
earth’s surface. The demon was close behind, so Mahadeva dug another hole, this one going downward. In the
bottom of the new hole he hid himself and his family.
Vishnu, the god of preservation, saw what was happening and came to earth in the form of a beautiful maiden.
The maiden approached the demon, who was looking tired and sad.
“Oh, great demon,” she said, “why are you looking so sad?”
“My lady,” said Bhasmasur, “Lord Mahadeva has cheated me. He granted me my wish but escaped before I
could find out whether it worked.”
The maiden laughed out loud.
“Why are you laughing?” asked Bhasmasur.
“Because it is funny, of course,” said the maiden. “Why do you have to find someone to test your wish? Why
not try it on yourself?”
“How could I do that?” asked Bhasmasur.
“You could put your hand on your own head.”
“Ah, what a fool I am,” said Bhasmasur. “Why did I not think of that?” Laughing at his own foolishness,
Bhasmasur said, “Oh lady, please be my witness and see if my wish works.” Bhasmasur then put his hand on his
own head and immediately was turned to ash.
*
Now today, if you go to Mt. Halesi in eastern Nepal, you will see the caves dug by Lord Mahadeva. One is
called Basahathan, the place of Basaha who fought the demon. At its entrance is a boulder that looks like an ox.
The second cave is called Mahadevathan, the place of Lord Mahadeva. On the floor of this cave are many stalagmites, which people say are the gods who came to visit Lord Mahadeva while he was in hiding. One stalagmite is
the lord himself, two others, his wife and son. On the roof of the cave, stalactites drip lime water onto the
stalagmites, which people say are offerings of milk from heaven for the visiting gods and goddesses.
About two miles away is a pile of black rocks, said to be the burnt relics of the demon Bhasmasur.
So goes the story of the cave of Mt. Halesi.
14
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Once upon a time there lived a very wise king. He was so wise the rulers of other countries came to him for
counsel. The king’s son was also very wise and sat beside his father during all of his deliberations.
One day the king’s son died, leaving a small child, Buddhivir. The son’s wife was so overcome with sadness
that she too died a few days later. Now Buddhivir was an orphan, and his grandparents, the king and queen, raised
him with loving kindness.
*
The years passed and the king became quite ill. He knew he would soon die, so he called for his grandson
Buddhivir, who was only twelve at the time. The young prince sat beside him, listening as he spoke.
“My child, soon I will die. Before I go, I would like to leave you with three rules. These will make you
successful in life. Always remember them: Make friends with well-bred people. Marry a girl from a well-bred
family. Work for a well-bred king.”
The king died, and the old queen named Buddhivir prince regent until the age of sixteen. When Buddhivir
turned sixteen, the queen said to him,
“O my grandson, it is time you became king.” Young Buddhivir said,
“O grandmother, let me first explore the truth of the rules my grandfather told me.”
“They are simple instructions, my child,” said the old queen. “You need only remember them, and they will
help you.”
“But what happens if I do not remember them or if I neglect them?”
“Then you will fail in life.”
“What does it mean to fail?” the young prince asked.
“I do not know,” said his grandmother, “for your father and grandfather were so wise they never failed. Our
country has never known failure.”
“Grandmother, I want to be successful, but I must be prepared for failure. I must test my grandfather’s rules.”
“How will you test them?” asked the old queen.
“By experimenting.”
“Oh no, my dear, that is too dangerous.”
“O grandmother, do not worry. I will survive with the wisdom inherited from my father and my grandfather.
Please do not stop me. You will only make me a coward and cast doubt on the good name of my forefathers.”
“My child, let the tradition of bravery continue in this dynasty. I have no doubt you will succeed. Go and do
honor to the names of your predecessors. Good luck.”
Young King Buddhivir set off for a poor country where the king was known to be rude, tyrannical, and mean.
He went straight before the court and introduced himself as a prince who had come to discover certain truths
about life. He asked the king for a job so he could earn his bread while he experimented. The king laughed and
said,
“What skills do you have? Princes are brought up to do nothing. You will probably only spoil things if I give
you a job of any importance. Oh well, you can look after the peacock farm, but, mind you, if one of them dies,
you will be killed.” Buddhivir accepted the position and went off to tend the peacocks.
He soon wanted to test his grandfather’s advice further, so he looked for someone to be his best friend, someone he could join in performing the ritual for becoming mit.\fn{Male friends forever, almost a member of the family.}
In Buddhivir’s neighborhood there lived a tailor master, who was proud, greedy, illiterate, and selfish. In order
to test his grandfather’s rules, Buddhivir proposed a ritual friendship with him. The tailor master agreed to the
friendship only if Buddhivir would give him a diamond ring. Buddhivir said he would, then he asked for the tailor’s help in finding him a wife. The tailor agreed only if he received a diamond necklace in addition. Buddhivir
consented.
The next day the tailor introduced Buddhivir to a girl from his own family. The young man quickly saw that
the girl was ill-bred.
Days passed and the people of the kingdom remained selfish, greedy, and mean. Now Buddhivir decided it was
time to experiment more seriously. He went secretly to the market and bought a big chicken, which he killed and
plucked. When he came home, he gave the chicken to his wife and said,
“Now prepare a big feast.” His wife was delighted and said,
“What bird is this? Without any feathers, I cannot tell.”
“Shhh,” cautioned Buddhivir, “speak softly. It is a peacock from the king’s farm. If you tell anyone, I shall be
put to death.”
“My goodness,” said his wife. “It’s been almost a year since I have eaten meat. O beloved husband, you are so
wise and good to steal a peacock from the king’s farm. I myself have thought of it many times, but now you have
done it. Thank goodness.”
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“Yes, my beloved wife, but don’t tell a soul.”
That night the two feasted.
The next morning, Buddhivir’s wife went to the watering place, picking her teeth. The wife of the tailor master
came up to her, saying,
“Mitini,\fn{Best female friend.} what did you eat last night that you are picking your teeth?”
“Ah, it is a secret, but I must at least boast of my husband’s bravery. I can say this to my own ritual friend,
assured that it will not reach a third party.”
“O my mitini, trust me. I swear I will tell no other woman.”
“Then give my your ear and I will whisper the truth.”
*
Boasting of her husband’s wisdom and bravery, Buddhivir’s wife told her friend what they had eaten the night
before. Her friend also praised Buddhivir’s wisdom and bravery and vowed to speak of it to no other woman in
the community. The moment the tailor master’s wife arrived home, she scolded her husband for not being as wise
as his mit.
“Oh, him!” said the tailor master. “He is a cheat!”
“Did he not give you the diamond ring and the necklace?”
“No. I won those for myself.”
“I am so jealous that my mitini boasted of her husband’s bravery,” said the tailor master’s wife. “I could not
bear it.”
“Don’t be so agitated, my lady. I am going straight before the king and report to him that my mit has stolen his
peacock.”
“Oh, don’t do that, for the king will surely kill your friend in punishment.”
“Who cares?” said the tailor master. “The king will reward me for the information.”
“You are right,” said the tailor master’s wife. “I did not think of that.”
“Now you see how smart I am, don’t you?” asked the tailor master.
“And do you see how much smarter I am than my mitini?” his wife asked. “I swore to keep the matter secret
and to tell no other woman in the community. But that way I was free to tell a man. If I were not so smart you
wouldn’t have the opportunity to go before the king.”
The next morning the tailor master went straight before the king and reported that Buddhivir had stolen a
peacock. The king was furious and ordered that Buddhivir be hanged. When Buddhivir was brought before the
king, he pleaded on his own behalf,
“O king, let one of your courtiers count the peacocks in your farm. If a single one is missing, I will hang
myself.”
Promptly the king sent one of his courtiers to count the peacocks, but he found none missing. When he reported this to the king, the king was furious and ordered the tailor master hung for a liar. The tailor master pleaded
with the king, saying it was not his fault but his wife’s, who had lied to him. The king then ordered that his wife,
too, be hanged.
When the tailor master’s wife came before the king, she confessed it was her mitini, Buddhivir’s wife, who had
lied to her. The king then gave an order to hang Buddhivir’s wife. When she appeared before the king, she accused her husband of lying.
“He is the main criminal,” she said, pointing her finger at him.
The king then put Buddhivir’s name back on the list of those to be hanged.
When Buddhivir came before the king, he said,
“O king, why should anyone be hanged when there are no peacocks missing?”
Still the king was unsatisfied. He considered the root of all the trouble to be the foreigner standing before him,
so he ordered his soldiers to throw Buddhivir out of the kingdom and to kill him if he returned. Further, he
ordered his courtiers to remove the tongues of the two wives and the tailor master, since they had all lied.
*
Buddhivir’s life was saved, and he understood why one should not deal with ill-bred people. He thought he
should now try an experiment with well-bred people to more fully understand his grandfather’s rules. He did not
return to his country but went on to another, which was known to be prosperous, cultured, and civilized.
When he arrived at the court he introduced himself as Prince Buddhivir and said he was on a quest to discover
certain truths about life. He asked if the king would provide him with a job, so he could earn his bread as he
experimented. The king was happy to meet Buddhivir and said,
“You appear to be a well-bred young man. Will you share with us whatever you learn from your experiment?
Since you are the crown prince’s age, I will employ you as his guardian.”
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Buddhivir gladly accepted the position and found the crown prince to be diligent and wise. The young man
recognized Buddhivir’s wisdom, as well, and, without hesitation, followed his advice. Since Buddhivir had helped
his own grandfather govern his country, he was also able to help the crown prince.
Close to where Buddhivir lived was a humble businessman, polite, friendly, generous, and educated. Buddhivir
wanted to have a ritual friendship with him as part of his experiment, so he performed the ritual for being mit. The
businessman was delighted with his new friendship and presented Buddhivir with diamond rings, a gold necklace,
and a house to live in. Graciously Buddhivir accepted the presents, then asked his friend’s help in finding him a
wife. The businessman told Buddhivir of a friend who was a general in the military who had a splendid daughter.
“It will be a good match,” he said.
Buddhivir agreed and the businessman went off to arrange for the marriage ceremony.
Days passed and life went on pleasantly. But one day when Buddhivir and the crown prince were out hunting,
Buddhivir asked the prince if he would help him perform a very serious experiment.
“Without question,” said the crown prince.
“I would like you to remain in a secret place for a while, until I come for you. In addition, I would like all of
your ornaments and your valuable clothing as well.”
“You may have them,” said the crown prince.
Buddhivir then took the prince to his friend the businessman, who agreed to hide him and keep the matter
secret.
Later that day, Buddhivir went into the forest and killed a deer. He dipped the prince’s clothing and ornaments
in the deer’s blood. When he returned home, he showed his wife the bloody clothing and ornaments, saying,
“O my dear wife, a terrible thing has happened. By accident, when we were hunting, I killed the crown prince.
There is no doubt that the king will kill me. I must go before him and seek my punishment.”
“O my husband, you must be surely grieving for the crown prince and eager for the king’s punishment. But
stay a while. Let me ask my father’s advice.”
“There is no need of that,” Buddhivir moaned. “I am guilty and must be punished.”
“But you did not do it deliberately. It was an accident. There is hope that the king will forgive you. You will
have to have patience and let my father handle this. The king is very wise and my father a good counselor. Have
patience.”
Buddhivir’s wife then picked up the crown prince's bloody clothing and ornaments and set off for her father’s
house. When she arrived, she showed him the bloody garments and told him all that had happened. Then she
broke down crying, entreating her father to save her husband or she would kill herself.
Her father quickly took up the bloody garments and went before the king. The king, seeing the general looking
so sad, asked him what the trouble was.
“O king, I am in a dilemma. Please help me find a way out.”
“Tell me everything,” said the king.
“O king, my son-in-law was hunting a deer and accidentally killed a person of great stature. Now he wants to
surrender himself to the law. He is ready to accept a sentence of death.”
“I know that your son-in-law is honest, wise, humble, and brave and would not kill without reason. I trust him
if he says it was an accident. It proves his greatness that he is willing to take his punishment. But tell me, whom
did he kill?”
“O king, it was the crown prince. Here are your son’s clothing and ornaments.”
The king was shocked and immediately ordered his soldiers to bring Buddhivir before him. Buddhivir’s wife
stood by his side.
“O Buddhivir, what have you done?” cried the king. “How did you kill my son, who was the dearest in all the
world to me? Tell me. You were appointed to guard him, but you killed him. How should I punish you?”
“O king, I would have killed myself on the spot, but I had to bring you the news. Now I am ready for any
punishment. Please kill me, for I cannot live any longer with my grief.”
“Have mercy, oh king!” cried Buddhivir’s wife.
“Have mercy!” cried the general.
The king, wiping the tears from his cheeks, spoke softly.
“O Buddhivir, I would not like to lose another son. I forgive you and accept you as my crown prince.” The
king embraced Buddhivir, and all the courtiers exclaimed,
“Long live the king! Long live the king!” Buddhivir’s wife called out,
“Long live the king!” The general shouted,
“Long live the king!”
“O king, you are indeed great.” said Buddhivir, “and you will be known far and wide as the wisest and kindest
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person in the world. Now if you would allow it, let me present you with a most precious gift.” The king sighed.
“I have lost what is most precious. However, I do not wish to offend you, so I will accept what you offer.”
“O king, let me go to my friend the businessman, and I will come back with your present.”
The king allowed Buddhivir to go to his friend. In no time, Buddhivir was back in the court, hauling a cart in
which something lay hidden under a large cloth.
“What is this?” asked the king.
Buddhivir uncovered the present, and the king stepped back in amazement. All of his courtiers gasped. The
crown prince stood before them! The king rushed to embrace him. Buddhivir said,
“I am sorry, O king, to have caused you such grief. I did this to test my grandfather’s rules. I have now learned
some truths about life and should like to return home. I told you I was a prince, but now I am king and must go
home to rule my country.”
“O noble King Buddhivir, you are like a son to me, so it is difficult to say good-bye. But I understand it is time
for you to leave. Before you go, please share with us all you have learned.”
Bhuddivir then repeated the words of his grandfather: Make friends with well-bred people. Marry a girl from a
well-bred family. Work for a well-bred king.
All the courtiers were pleased with Buddhivir’s words, and the king, the crown prince, the businessman, and
the general all praised his wisdom. Then they said good-bye.
Buddhivir returned to his country, his beloved wife at his side. He ruled his people with wisdom, and they were
happy under his reign.
15
Once in a certain village lived a motherless child named Tuhuro. Though his father was kind to him, his stepmother was horribly cruel. She forced him to do all the work of the house but never gave him enough to eat. She
made him live on the ground floor, among the goats and the chickens, while the rest of the family lived above.
Now the time came for Dasain, the biggest and gayest of all the festivals.\fn{A Hindu festival, it lasts for 15 days in
September and October.} The people of the village were busy preparing the most delicious feasts of the year. They
served their children hearty meals of meat and fine rice.
But Tuhuro was treated no differently during this happy season. He gnawed only on dry bread made from the
husks of corn. When his father asked his stepmother to give him some bread made of fine white rice flour, the
woman only hurled a crust at the hungry boy. Tuhuro tried to catch the crust, but it rolled by him and out the door,
down the path and toward the road. Finally he caught up with it and was just about to eat it, when he had an idea.
“What if I plant this crust in the ground?” he thought. “Perhaps a tree will grow bearing bread on all of its
branches. Then I need never go home and I will never again be hungry.”
Pleased with his idea, Tuhuro ran to the outskirts of the village and dug a deep hole. He buried the crust of
bread and after a time, a lovely tree grew up, bearing bread on all of its branches. Tuhuro was delighted and
climbed up into the high branches of the tree. There he filled his stomach with delicious fresh bread, pleased to be
far from his cruel stepmother.
After a time, an old giantess walking by smelled the boy high in the tree. Glancing up, she saw Tuhuro looking
wonderfully plump. Her great mouth watered, and she tried to think of a way she could capture him and have him
for supper. Now the giantess knew she couldn’t climb the tree, so she called up,
“Dear little boy, I am an old woman who has been without food for many days. Can you spare me some bread?
The gods will surely reward you.”
The boy, taking pity on the old woman, plucked a loaf from the nearest branch and dropped it to the ground.
The giantess pretended to try to catch it but instead let it fall into a heap of dung.
“Oh dear,” she whined. “Now see what has happened. The loaf is ruined. Won’t you come down and hand me
another?”
The kindhearted boy climbed down from the tree with another loaf in his hand. But when his feet touched the
ground, the old woman grabbed him and stuffed him into her sack. Then quickly she made her way home.
*
Feeling thirsty along the way, she stopped and asked a farmer where she could find some water. The farmer
pointed to a nearby stream, and the old woman put down her sack and went to have a drink. The farmer, noticing
something moving inside the sack, went to have a look. You can imagine his surprise when he opened the sack
and out popped Tuhuro. The boy told him his story and asked for his help. The farmer agreed, and the two decided
to trick the giantess by filling her sack with small boulders and stinging nettle plants.
When the old woman came back from the stream, she picked up her sack and ambled on, her load feeling
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heavier than before and stinging her back. She thought the boy must be pinching her.
“I know how to deal with you, naughty boy,” she scolded. “When my sharp teeth sink into your plump body,
you will know why I have taken so much trouble with you.”
When the giantess reached home it was dusk, and her daughter stood waiting in the doorway.
“Here’s a splendid feast for both of us,” the giantess said, throwing the sack in a corner. “Start the water
boiling, while I sharpen my teeth.”
The obedient girl did as she was told, but when she opened the sack, all she could see were some sharp-edged
rocks and a clump of stinging nettle plants. The old woman was puzzled, but she only said to her daughter,
“Line the hearth with rocks, for tomorrow we will feast.”
The next day the giantess went back to the bread-bearing tree and, in her sweetest voice, called up to the boy
sitting high in its branches.
“Have pity on a hungry old woman and bring me down some bread.”
The boy, recognizing the woman, refused. Now the old woman tried harder.
“My eyesight is so poor. Yesterday I mistook you for a loaf of bread and tossed you in my sack. Today I am so
hungry I would like only enough bread to fill my empty stomach.”
Tuhuro, taking pity on the old woman, came down from the tree, this time carrying two loaves of bread. When
his feet touched the ground, the old woman grabbed him and stuffed him into her sack, tying it tighter than before.
She went directly home, not stopping for an instant. She greeted her daughter in the doorway, saying,
“Kill and cook what is in this sack. I am going to the blacksmith’s to sharpen my teeth.”
The giantess left, and the obedient girl opened the sack. You can imagine her surprise when out leaped Tuhuro,
looking so handsome and kind she could not bear to strike him. Instead she led him to the back of the house where
a swift horse was standing. Tuhuro jumped on the horse’s back and, calling his thanks to the giantess’ daughter, he
rode off. When he reached the bread-bearing tree, Tuhuro climbed up into its branches, where he stayed for the
rest of his days, in peace and contentment, his stomach always round and full.
146.60 The First Wife\fn{by Prakash Pradhananga (1941- )} Nepal (F) 2
The month of Magh\fn{January 15-February 12 Gregorian} has arrived and there is still frost all around. The mornings are very cold and it is difficult to go out without warm clothing. She too feels the cold and tries to keep
herself warm with an old woolen shawl.
She is often seen by neighbors sitting on the verandah patching up her few worn-out clothes. No one comes to
talk to her anymore. It is anybody’s guess what thoughts run through her mind. But if they had come closer, they
would probably observe a few drops of tears running down her wrinkled face. Both her son and daughter had seen
her tears a few times but they have preferred not to disturb her with searching questions.
Her son sometimes asks her why she is sewing or rolling lamp-wicks all the time. To this she invariably replies
that it is a sin to be idle or to discard clothing simply because of some holes in them. She therefore spends the
days darning old socks, clothes or blankets, her own and those of her children. Her diet is frugal, a handful of
beaten rice or occasionally a coarse chappati. Her family had once been rich but fate has been unkind, and they
now live in abject poverty. They had bought land and a new house, good clothes and jewelry, but none of these
have remained today. Her only hope of a respectable existence rests on her son who has followed his father’s
footsteps to work as a government official.
Poverty is a curse, some say, but she never complains. She has always accepted the misfortunes of life with
courage and patience. She keeps herself busy as always; perhaps it is her way of ignoring the stress and sorrow
that surround her household today. When her son returns from office, Urvi her daughter also appears and asks her
mother,
“What should I prepare for the meal today?”
“Whatever there is,” the mother replies simply, looking at her daughter’s face.
Urvi is a charming young girl. Her oval-shaped face with big bright eyes, if decorated with mascara, would
have matched the legendary beauty of Urvasi herself. Her thin red lips and black flowing hair greatly enhanced
her graceful form that was once the pride of her unfortunate father.
“There is nothing upstairs to cook,” Urvi replies sadly.
“Well, go and buy something,” Bimal retorts, taking out money from his pocket.
Urvi takes the money and goes out while Bimal and his mother enter the kitchen. When his mother gives him a
charpati to eat, Bimal asks,
“Have you eaten, mother?”
“Yes, I have,” she says avoiding his eyes. Bimal does not believe her and breaks the chappati into two pieces.
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“Why, why are you doing this?” she asks in surprise.
“I don’t feel very well today.”
“Nonsense, go ahead and eat it.”
Bimal remains silent. He keeps away the half chappati to one side. He looks at his mother’s face and remembers how she had lost her four front teeth. She had been beaten and thrown down the stairs by his father in a
quarrel. She has however never mentioned the episode or any of her secret sorrows to her son. She chooses not to
involve her children in her personal problems.
*
As Bimal eats, her mind is momentarily transported back to the past. She remembers vividly her marriage to
the influential Subba.\fn{The title of an officer of civil rank in Nepal.} and the euphoria and celebration on the birth of her
first son who unfortunately died a month or so later. She was next blessed with a daughter but she too passed
away with smallpox. Another daughter was still-born and had to be buried before it could suckle mother’s milk.
Later, when Bimal was born they had suffered great anguish and consulted astrologers to determine if he would
survive. The predictions were not very hopeful, and her husband then married a new wife in an attempt to break
the vicious curse.
Following her husband’s remarriage, her life underwent a sea change. The second wife was younger and more
attractive. She gradually took up a leading position in the house and exercised a great influence on her husband.
The people who came to see her husband with petitions in official matters had realized this and began to approach
the younger wife for favors. Soon she also took control of the family purse, and the first wife was unfairly relegated to the background.
The shrewd co-wife then opened up several sources of income, both legal and illegal, and squandered their
savings in buying land and jewelry in her own name. The apathy and foolishness of her husband amazed her but
she chose to remain silent rather than start a family quarrel.
The high-handed reign of the co-wife, however, did not last long. Her husband began to lose credibility in his
official work, and news got around that he had been sternly warned by his superiors for corruption and misappropriation of government funds. Matters soon came to a head, and he was formally charged and sentenced to imprisonment. In these serious circumstances, the co-wife in her utter disregard for family loyalty went off to live
separately, taking with her whatever she could. It was said that she soon married another man.
She was thus left alone to cope with a difficult family situation. An ordinary woman would have broken down
in despair, but she managed to maintain a bold face and did not lose hope. She took up the responsibility of bringing up and educating her two children with her meager resources, and later succeeded in obtaining a respectable
government job for her son. Her commitment and courage brought back a semblance of normalcy to their lives,
but her mind was beset with anxiety over her husband’s sad fate. Following the confiscation of his property, he
was consigned to an eight-year jail sentence. She kept hoping against hope that there had been some mistake and
her husband would be proved innocent. Today she still continues to sustain that hope.
*
Bimal stands up after eating the half chappati. His mother looks up at him intently. How closely he resembles
his father both in look and manner. He has even begun to grow a mustache just like his father. She sees him as a
true successor to his father, the one hope left in her life for a better future. At this moment Urvi arrives with some
stale vegetables she has bought in the market. The mother gives her the half chappati left uneaten by her brother.
As she eats, a knocking is heard on the door and three men come up the stairs. Two of them are wearing red
caps and the third a coat on a Nepali dress. The one with the coat in a rather excited voice says,
“Please hurry and come with us. Your husband is in a serious condition in the prison.”
“Why, what has happened? Can we not call an Ayurvedic physician?” she asks in agitation.
“I am afraid that will not be necessary,” replies the same man gravely.
The truth then dawns on her and she sits down with a heavy sigh. Urvi clutches her mother in a state of shock,
while Bimal keeps staring at all of them with unbelieving eyes.
146.62 The Little Doctor\fn{by Pushpa Lata Shrestha (1942“Asha!”
“Present, Sister.”
“Bina!"
“…”
“Bina, Roll No. 15!”
“…”
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“Little Doctor!”
There was no answer. I knew then that Bina hadn’t come but still my eyes wandered around the class. How
could she be there if she hadn’t come? I asked,
“Why didn’t Bina come today?” Silence prevailed in the class, but I asked again,
“Any application?”
“No, Sister.” Resuming the roll call, I placed the register on the table and said to the students:
“How often do I have to say to you? You just don’t care. I don’t understand why you forget to send an
application when you cannot come to school. You never seem to take my reminder seriously. On the one hand
your absence deprives you of your lesson in the class and on the other hand you are marked absent. You have also
to pay the fee anyway. You don’t appreciate the value of money because you don’t have to earn it yourselves.”
I felt that I had said enough to the indifferent children. So, I picked up the book of science and paused for a
while. The silence was broken by a student.
“Sister,” she said, “we couldn’t remember the names of the bones in the last lesson.”
“Then bring the skeleton chart,” I said.
A girl brought the chart and hung it on the wall. That reminded me of Bina.
“Why didn’t she come?” I asked myself.
She was a most regular student. If she had anything else to do, she should have sent an application for leave of
absence. In her very presence I had reprimanded Urbi for failing to send an application the other day. My eyes
were on the chart but my thoughts were of Bina. I wondered whether she did grasp what I had taught the other
day.1 have to go through the same lesson again but she is absent. Her absence made me feel uneasy.
The class waited for me to begin the lesson but Bina continued to haunt me until I realized that the children
were getting restive. So, I said to the class,
“Many are absent today. Why hasn’t Bina come?”
“Bina is said to be ill with fever,” a class-mate said at last.
My uneasiness increased, but I picked up the text-book and stepped up to the chart. Then I called out names of
the bones of the leg, feet, knee and hand. However, as my mind was elsewhere. I did not enjoy the class at all. As
soon as the bell rang, I walked out of the class.
In the next class there were nearly forty students. But I continued to be haunted by Bina. I liked her, there was
no doubt about it. She was attractive, charming and sincere. She worked hard at her lessons.
Once I asked the class what they wished to be. Some students said that they wished to be teachers. An inspecttor of schools had come some days ago and perhaps he impressed some of the students. They said they wished to
be an inspector. Yet others said that they wished to be ministers. And all of them said that they wished to earn a lot
money. Bina alone had said,
“I’ll be a doctor.”
“What do you have to do to be a doctor?” I asked her. Her reply was:
“I must study real hard.” I knew that she was serious about it.
Once when she didn’t come to school, I went to her home to find that she could not come because she had to
take care of her little brother. My feeling for her had deepened from that day and she paid greater attention to her
science lessons. On one occasion she said to me,
“This is what I have to learn when I study for my Doctor’s degree, isn’t it so, Sister?”
Gradually I became more and more engrossed in her. Once I had teased her by saying:
“You know the doctors real1y don’t care much about their patients. They never visit a patient unless they are
sure of their fee.” Bina protested at once.
“I’ll not be like that.”
“How will you be any better?”
“In truth,” she said emphatically, “I shall not do so, Sister.” On yet another occasion I had said to her,
“Little Doctor, I wonder when you really become a doctor whether you will treat me; if I become ill.”
“Why not, Sister?” she said.
“I doubt it,” I kept on teasing her. “You say so now because I am your teacher. In future you won’t remember
me.”
“Sister!” she cut me short in a voice choked with emotion.
Hearing her, a great happiness had welled up within me. My affection for twelve-year old Bina, a student of
Class VII, grew day by day. To me, she seemed wiser for her age. She seemed really set on becoming a doctor
when she grew up. I also came to know her mother and visited her home oftentimes. Her mother used to say to
me,
“Will Bina pass this year?” And I used to assure her,
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“If Bina fails, who in the class will pass?”
Then, in her anxiety, she mentioned that Bina’s father was thinking of taking her out of the school. And I had
said to her, half in jest,
“Perhaps, you too agree with him because you are in a hurry to get her married.” And I returned with a prick in
my conscience.
Sometimes I preferred not to argue with her parents. Bina’s brother had fallen ill last year. They spent a lot of
money for his treatment. When all the money was spent, one ornament after another was sold. Many doctors tried
all sorts of medicines. The father took leave from his office and spent all his time by the sick bed. But it was all to
no avail, the boy died, leaving the family in great grief.
After her brother’s death, my attachment to Bina naturally grew. I took more interest in her study.1 taught her
at home too. So, her absence today made me very uneasy.
I stepped inside the office and listening to my colleagues, I forgot Bina for a while. But when I went to another
class, Bina came back as if she and I were playing hide-and-seek. I told myself that I should not neglect my duty
to the students just because of one of them and I tried to concentrate on the lesson on hand. As soon as the school
came to an end, I came out with an umbrella in one hand and a book in the other.
I came home and after a cup of tea, I made my way to Bina’s home. It was all very quiet. I went upstairs and
on the first floor I found Bina lying with her mother sitting by her side. Seeing me, the mother got up and spread a
mattress for me to sit. I sat close to Bina and asked:
“When did she get the fever?”
“Since her return from school yesterday,” said her mother.
Hearing my voice, Bina opened her eyes once and then dosed them again. I touched her forehead and found it
very hot. The pulse was racing too.
“Has a doctor examined her?” I asked.
“No, not yet.” With my hand on Bina’s forehead, I said,
“You must bring in a doctor.”
Her mother didn’t say anything. I saw how helpless she looked, but then I reasoned that within the last year or
so they must have recovered from their loss, otherwise how could she have got back the ring that had been
pawned. Somewhat reassured, I said to her,
“Doesn’t her father know yet?”
“Yes, he knows. He said it will be all right. But he hasn’t returned.”
I just sat there for some time watching Bina. But as she was not my own daughter, I dared not do much for her
myself. Yet my love for her made me say,
“Perhaps, her father should be asked to come home.”
“He has gone to his office,” she said slowly, “But sometimes he goes to other places instead of returning home
directly.”
“Won’t he drop by just to see how Bina is getting on?”
Bina’s mother remained silent. And I just sat there, thinking of our own doctor. On one occasion when the
doctor was visiting our home and examining my mother, Bina had dropped by and I noticed how closely she observed him. After he had gone, she asked me many questions, which showed how keen she was to be a doctor.
Bina made an effort to turn over in her bed.
“Is there a thermometer in the house?” I asked her mother.
Her mother shook her head and it reminded me of the poverty and social injustice prevalent there. Perhaps, her
mother suspected something in my countenance, for she soon added:
“Her father had bought two when our son was ill but both are broken.”
It was getting dark. I didn’t want to leave Bina. Her father too had not come. But anyway I had to return home.
Looking at Bina, I said to her mother:
“It is late today. I’ll go home now and come again tomorrow. Keep a cold water compress on the head so that
the temperature won’t rise.” I got up to go and then added:
“When her father comes, please do something. Send for a doctor.” I came down the stairs and at the doorstep I
met her father. I said to him:
“I came to see how Bina was doing. I heard that she was ill.”
“Oh, yes, something is wrong with her,” he said.
“Now she has a temperature running as high as 105 degrees, I think. You had better call a doctor at once.”
He stepped in and without another word went upstairs. I was very surprised. Somehow, I felt very cold, and I
couldn’t just follow him upstairs without being asked. With much reluctance I walked back home.
The next day I planned to see Bina on my return from school, but as I walked to the school I stopped by her
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house and went upstairs. Bina was there and so was her mother. Before I sat down on the mattress set aside for
me, I said,
“What did the doctor say?”
“Her father had said that he will wait a day or two.”
I was very disappointed. What shall I do now? For a moment I stood in silence and when I was about to leave,
I said:
“There is no harm in having a doctor see her early … the sooner the better. lt looks like she has contacted
pneumonia. Has he bought a thermometer now?”
“He said that the boy had died because we were too quick to have a doctor treat him,” said Bina’s mother.
“If the boy can be seen by a doctor at once, why not Bima? If he had died because of that, how can he be sure
that Bina too will suffer the same fate? Please get a doctor to examine her.”
With these words I left for school. But I was so sad that I went home instead. The next day I came to know that
avaidya was called to treat Bina. I went again but Bina had become worse. Producing a thermometer I said gently
lest they be offended, that I happened to have it, just in case they needed it. Bina had a temperature of 104
degrees. Then I said with all the firmness I could command,
“It looks like pneumonia. A doctor must see her.”
I couldn’t go the following day. On the third day I went in the evening and found an ungenial atmosphere.
Bina’s father was sitting by the window smoking his hookha. Her mother as usual sat meekly by the sick-bed. I
recalled how different it was when their son was lying ill a year ago. There was not a single bottle of medicine
beside the sick-bed now nor any evidence of concern and care. I felt ill at ease. Bina had wanted to be a doctor
herself, but what an irony that the benefits of medical science was being denied to her. But I was helpless for I had
no claim on her as my own child. So, trying to be within the bounds of propriety I said softly:
“There is a very good doctor who comes to our house. He is very good in the treatment of fever. Shall I send
him here?”
“No,” said her father. “Why should you take the trouble?”
“There is no trouble at all,” I said.
“Whatever will happen will happen,” he said, “Didn’t I do all that can be done for my son? But in the end, he
died.” He paused, and then added:
“If she is to get well, she will. If she cannot get well, we are helpless.”
“But, how will she get well if we do nothing?” I couldn’t help saying to the obdurate father.
“What can I do? I spent my whole fortune and couldn’t save the life of my only son. The world is just like that.
Our lives are governed by our fate.”
“Yet something must be done for Bina too,” I insisted. But he cut me short by saying:
“Thevaidya is treating her. I have no longer any faith in the treatment of doctors.”
What more can I say to him? To tell that I shall bear all the expenses for Bina’s treatment would be offensive
and bad manners on my part. So, I had to keep quiet. I tried to have at least another vaidya treat Bina, but it was to
no avail. The mother shifted the responsibility to Bina’s father and I failed to convince him.
The next day I went there determined to do something. I said to Bina’s mother that she should get a doctor or
another vaidya to treat her daughter. She promised to prevail upon her husband with her tears to send for a doctor.
But nothing happened. The next morning Bina’s father said with finality:
“I won’t allow any change in the treatment. Nor shall I ask a second vaidya to come. If she is to get well, she
will; if not, she will not. It is all in the hands of God, who took away my son.” I said:
“Anyway, let me bring a doctor. He will just examine her. We’ll not let him treat her but at least we shall know
what is wrong with her. There is no harm in that.”
“If a doctor comes, how can we avoid buying medicine? Will a doctor go away without treating the patient?”
“The doctor will write a prescription but isn’t it up to us to buy the medicine?” I insisted.
He kept mum and went to his office. I made my way with a heavy heart to the school. A great many conflicting
thoughts troubled me as I walked. Returning from the school, I went to my room and took some money with me. I
was called to the kitchen for my tiffin. I went upstairs and moved aside the food placed before me. I took only the
cup of tea in my hand.
Just then I heard someone calling me urgently. I knew by the voice that it was a next-door neighbor at Bina’s
place. I put down the cup and went down in one step. The man said:
“Bina is in a serious condition. Her mother is crying and asking for you. Please come at once.”
I went there in all haste. As she sobbed, Bina’s mother was saying,
“Didn’t I ask you to call a doctor an hour ago?” The father said:
“What is the use now?”
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The vaidya had his hand on the pulse. He looked very grave. I said to them:
“Please stop your argument. Fetch a doctor. There is hope as long as there is breath.”
At last the father went to get a doctor. The mother sat with tears streaming down her face.
*
The next day, as I was about to call the class attendance, I scanned the register for Bina’s name and crossed it
out with red ink. My hand trembled and my eyes became blurred with tears. It occurred to me that with my own
hands I was snuffing out the doctor, the little doctor, who would have saved and kept me alive.
Never again would she say, “Present, Sister.”
Never, never again.
31.47 1. The Telegram On The Table 2. A Relationship: Two Stories\fn{by Parashu Pradhan (1943Bhojpur District, Nepal (M) 3

)}

Bhojpur,

Once more he read the telegram that lay on the table. Or rather, his eyes went along its lines once again. He
suddenly felt happy, although he knew that he was very tired. All day he had been out relating the entire history of
the country to tourists and answering their multicolored questions. Now it seemed that some life had returned to
his flagging ambitions.
He smiled. A tragedy like this should have made him weep. But none of it touched him at all. It felt as ordinary
as his everyday life: getting up at dawn, hurriedly rinsing out his mouth, pulling on jacket and trousers, tying a
knot in his tie, then smiling at strange faces as if he knew them well.
A few days before he had met a friend, one of his best friends from his village, who had also come to the city
and become trapped in some menial job. This friend knew about his tragic event and had uttered words of
sympathy:
“I am very sorry, Krishna. You have my heartfelt sympathy.”
But this sympathy had not touched him at all. It had seemed meant for someone else. To observe convention,
he had smiled nonetheless and simply said:
“Thank you.”
That telegram had been lying there for weeks. He always came home from the hotel in the middle of the night,
and he was always tired like this. He would have been caught by a pair of blue eyes or immersed in Western
music. His eyes always shone when he looked at the telegram. Perhaps he had needed to receive it before he could
really achieve what he aimed for. Now that he had received it, perhaps he was happy. Very, very happy indeed.
He had always tried to speak English since he was a child. He had dreamed in English and considered English
his all. It had brought him a new wave of happiness. Now he explained the culture and customs in his own way:
how the kumari was chosen, how the kumari was worshipped, what the horse festival was like.\fn{ A note reads: The
kumari is the so-called living goddess of Kathmandu. The horse festival (ghode-jatra) is celebrated on the Tundikhel each year and involves
horse races and other equestrian events.} He thought of the foreigners staring straight at him and of Judiths and Jennies

amazed by his words. His life was most enjoyable.
Often he dreamed of New York skyscrapers and awoke from his dreams amazed by the Goddess of Liberty
there. Or else he would imagine lying beside the ocean, playing a tape of Nepali folk songs. Sometimes he
dreamed sentimentally; then he became practical again. For it was quite certain that one day Krishna would
follow a tourist girl far across the skies. Unfamiliar voices were calling him from distant lands.
“Come to us just once,” they seemed to be saying. “We will be your guides. We will welcome you. We love
you.”
But then there was that telegram, which he would rather not have received. It took him back to earlier times
and forced him to think about things he would prefer not to consider. The person it concerned had never meant
much to him. He had never felt the need to pay much attention to her. He still lived in the city, just as he had ten
years before, trying to make his seedling dreams grow. The telegram should have made him weep, but it didn’t.
He should have felt regret, but he didn’t. He should have fasted for a while, but he didn’t. That telegram should
have affected him; it should have elicited some response.
But the wires inside Krishna were strange. No current ran along them. Nothing ever touched him. No grief
could shake his heart.
He put it out of his mind and tried to sleep. He turned the radio on low and switched off the light, but sleep
would not come. All that afternoon’s tourists came before him, asking:
“How old is this piece of art?”
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“What’s the importance of this?”
“Is woodcarving a new tradition?”
And so on and so on. He forgot them and thought about his lodgings. He paid a high rent, but there were few
amenities. If he got up too late, there was no water. If he kept his light on for too long, everyone complained. All
sorts of houses had been built on the empty fields in front. The open sky was a long way off. He thought he would
like to move somewhere else. Then he could invite that Miss Pakle from the travel service home for dinner. But
the room he rented was bad, and soon even that mundane wish dwindled away.
Then he thought of the distant hills of his home. He had not visited for many years. It would be good to go
home every Dasain,\fn{A 15-day Nepali festival} he thought, to join in the dancing and dispel the emptiness of the
city. He would gladly swap places with someone there, even if it were only for a few days. Or he could brag to the
idle young folk.
“If you’ve no work, come with me,” he could say. “I’ll fix you up with a job.”
But as he thought of the hill country, that woman came into his mind again—the woman he did not want to
define. He did not want to accept her or identify her. But a telegram had come, and there it was written:

YOUR WIFE DIED YESTERDAY
There could be no doubt about what it told him. Your wife died yesterday, it said; your wife died yesterday.
It would not allow him to sleep. He pressed a switch, and the room lit up. He went to the table and read it
again, forcing himself to concentrate. Your wife died yesterday, it said. Your wife died; your wife died …
For weeks he had slept there within sight of that message, but tonight for some reason his mind was filled with
desired and unwanted connections, thoughts of the present and the past, all of them in discord. Why couldn’t he
sleep tonight? Why couldn’t he make sense of it and weep? Having lived alone for so long in the city, had he
become like a stone? Was he incapable of thought?
Suddenly angry with himself, he tore it to shreds and burst into tears. He cried and cried, he knew not how
long.
2
Time itself becomes lost in the mists: that’s what winter is like. Gyancha looks from tired eyes—it’s that
woman again. Everyone calls her “crazy Kanchi,” but he knows her as Ganga, and he recognizes her from the
glass dot on her forehead and her dirty, tangled hair.
Once one morning he had caught hold of her by her hair and said:
“Ganga, Ganga, the sun is on the temple roofs, and you’re not up yet!”
Ganga had slept on, as cold as a stone. Gyancha had tried to rouse her by pulling her ear and pinching her
cheek, but still she’d lain there, and so he’d been angry.
“Hey Kanchi, you crazy mule, get up! Your husband’s here!”
“You’re mad, Gyancha,” Ganga had told him. “Leave me alone. I haven’t slept all night, and now you come
bothering me so early in the morning, you bastard!”
Bastard? Gyancha’s heart hardened. The sun had been shining, and trust had bloomed between them. Gyancha
touched its flower and vowed:
“Truly I love you, you crazy woman. Why do you always elude me? Idiot! Am I some kind of monster?”
Ganga was still as cold as the dawn; like the rest of the town, she slept on. He was on his way out to wake up
the city, to sweep its streets and alleyways clean. But his Ganga hadn’t got up, so he just gave up trying.
“If you don’t get up, I’ll never come back, understand? I’ll never come back, not even if you die.”
Then she smiled rather cruelly—“Gyancha, why are you angry?” she seemed to say. Her face was gray, her
eyes were sunken, and he felt sorry for her.
“Didn’t you eat yesterday?” he asked but was puzzled by her silence.
“Not even a cup of tea?” Ganga shook her head.
“Why, oh why didn’t you come to me?”
He felt like spitting in her face, like grabbing her by her matted hair and throwing her to the ground. But
Gyancha symbolized weakness; he was hopelessness embodied. His weakness had driven him down to Asan: in
front of Kal Bhairav he had clasped his hands.\fn{ A note reads: Asan is the old market quarter of Kathmandu. Kal Bhairav is a
famous statue of a ferocious deity in the city’s main square .} At Ratna Park once, they sat in a corner. He had whispered:
“Ganga, come and live with me.”
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“In your house, you bastard?”
“Yes, of course, where else?”
“Could you look after a woman?” she’d said, challenging his manhood.
Gyancha had thought of the smelly rooms of his house and recalled the silence and the loneliness there on that
frightful evening when he first stood alone: all alone in the great wide world. He had held out his arms and
begged then for a mother’s embrace, a father’s affection. But all he had been given was a sweeping brush, and
now after all these long years he still went on accepting it. In summer and winter he wandered aimlessly through
the great city …
*
Then the atmosphere changed; time moved on, and the sun crossed over the mountains.
I shall marry you, Ganga, he’d thought. And with a big celebration at Bhadrakali, too!\fn{ A note reads: Bhadrakali
is the name of a temple to a fearsome aspect of the goddess Durga .}
The same porters’ platform, the same woman, Ganga, the same kind of pitiless morning. For two or three years
she’d disappeared. But now here she is, lying prone on the platform.
Gyancha sees that her teeth are revolting and her hair is tousled. She sleeps curled up like a dog. He feels like
saying:
“You crazy woman! I told you to get up at once! The sun is high in the sky!”
He will shake her awake, he thinks, then embrace her and say:
“I shan’t go out sweeping today. Let the inspector do his worst! Now that I’ve met you again in the cold …”
Now the sun is shining down on the platform. A small crowd has gathered, and its mood is changing. Gyancha
is rooted to the spot; there are many more streets for him to sweep, but he is unable to leave. A voice comes out of
the crowd:
“She has no relations; inform the city council.”
Slowly, Gyancha accepts the fact that Ganga is dead. She is just a corpse without heirs. A great palace of
dreams collapses.
“Ganga cannot die,” he shouts silently. “She can go mad, for sure, but that’s all …”
“The police must be told”—another voice from the crowd.
Gyancha opens his eyes, alarmed. He feels as if he is far away. He is at Pashupati temple, perhaps, or by the
Buddha of Swyambhi1 or the waters of the Bagmati.
Once, Ganga washed her feet there.
“Hey Gyancha,” she had cried. “If I died, would you light my pyre for me? I need a man to do that, not a
husband who causes me sorrow. Not a husband who drinks all night, then beats me black and blue.”
She smiled then, as if she were ashamed. Another evening, she was weeping:
“My husband died, I became a widow. My son died, now I’m all alone. The house, the land—it all went to the
moneylenders.”
How could her body be taken to the Bagmati? The Bishl Jumati was far enough.\fn{ A note reads: The Bishl Jumati
River runs through the western sector of Kathmandu; the holier Bagmati is somewhat farther away .} And what about.her funeral
rites?
Gyancha felt desperate: he couldn’t perform these duties. He couldn’t grant her only wish. There was nothing
he could do for her, nothing at all …
“Will anyone take responsibility for this body?” asks a policeman. A hush falls on the crowd, the silence of
death. Then it turns into whispers …
“It must be removed from here. There’s nobody here to take it, is there?”
Gyancha imagines climbing a mountain, clutching at trees for support. He sees the clouds and the wide blue
sky. The sun appears and he goes on; his arms and legs are not tired at all. He arrives at the top, beneath a vast
lovely sky—Ganga is there before him. When she sees him, she covers her mouth and smiles. Gyancha reaches
out to her; he gathers her up in his arms, caresses and kisses her: Ganga, Ganga … but she runs away. He hears
her voice in the distance:
“You may not touch me, not even when I am dead.” He feels anxious; he would like to say to the policeman:
“Please go. I beg you. I will send her soul on its way.” There are a couple of bank notes in his belt; perhaps he
could afford the rites … But then the policeman roars at him:
“Hey, were you something to her? You over there, the one sitting quiet! Why don’t you say something?”
Gyancha didn’t know what to say. What was Ganga to him? Could he say that she was his wife? No, they had
never married. His lover? No, they had never loved. What, then? There was really no relationship between himself and Ganga. She meant nothing at all to him.
“Is she your wife?”
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Another question—Gyancha looks up. Everyone’s eyes are on him, filled with curiosity. He breaks into a
sweat, and it is as if he has suddenly lost his voice. As he stares, bearers pick the body up.
“May the name of Rama be truth,” they chant, as they carry it away to the river.\fn{ A note reads: This is the
traditional chant of corpse bearers all over Hindu South Asia .} The crowds do not disperse, and Gyancha lingers there for a
while, wondering what it really was that linked him with Ganga, with crazy Kanchi. How was he involved in her
death? Because he could not join the bearers, what did he have in common with the people left behind?
He had nothing to do with them really, he thought. Ganga’s was just one more anonymous death at the
platform. He, Gyancha, lived amid such deaths. He would be a death one day, too. Other than this, he was
nothing.
He walks away and notices that sunshine is filling the street.
“The inspector will give me the sack today,” he thinks, and hurries off down the alley.
146.53 The Sari\fn{by Shashikala Manandhar (1960-

)}

Kathmandu, Kathmand District, Nepal (F) 3

“Open … the … DOOR!”
Deep’s voice echoed in the night. There was no response.
“Hey you! Open … the door … NOW!”
Bang bang! Bang bang! Nobody even looked out of the window. Deep was beginning to get really angry.
“Hey you! Are you ignoring me? You want me to climb up through the window? Is that what you want?” Deep
yelled up at the house.
Upstairs, Rashmi could hear the drunken howls of her husband, but she didn’t go downstairs to let him in. He
was always coming home late, and she had to wait for him every night. She had tried many times to make him
give up drinking. But he would always shout at her and beat her up. He never changed.
Rashmi got up to look out of the window and was stunned to see Deep scaling the wall. He entered the room
through the window.
“Why didn’t you open the door?” Rashmi didn’t answer.
“Why—?”
“Why did you take money from my purse?” Rashmi burst out, remembering the money missing from her
purse.
“Money” I’ll pay you back your money.” Deep was still in a rage.
“When are you going to pay me back?” Deep leaned on a chair and stuttered,
“I’ll … I’ll pay you back … when I … get my salary.”
“My foot!” Rashmi was close to tears. After a while, she said slowly,
“You took the three hundred rupees I had kept to buy a sari. I have told you so many times not to drink. You
never listen to me.”
Somebody knocked on the door. Rashrni went to open it. It was the old landlord.
“Why are you two always quarreling like this? The gentleman is always corning in late and banging on the
door. We can’t sleep at all. This can’t go on, mister. I have told you before also. If my wife wakes up in the middle
of the night, she can’t get back to sleep. OK, mister …”
Before the landlord could finish what he was saying, Deep began to totter. The landlord’s voice became a little
sterner,
“Listen, mister, you find another place to stay. I won’t even ask you for the three months’ back rent you owe
me.”
“Oh, all right,” Deep muttered and started to throw up.
“Hey, get the chamber pot!”
Before Rashmi could bring the chamber pot, Deep had thrown up all over the carpet. Some of it got on the
landlord’s sleeve.
“Ugh! What a stench!”
He made a face and took off his shirt. Covering his nose with his hand, he stood to one side. But poor Rashmi,
what could she do even if it stank? She bundled up the carpet and took it downstairs to the tap to wash. Then she
emptied the chamber pot. The landlord stood there glaring at Deep.
“Listen, lady,” he said, “I want you to look for another apartment tomorrow.”
“Yes, sir, we will,” Rashrni placated the landlord and he went up stairs to his room.
The sight of Deep sprawled on the floor let loose Rashrni’s fury. She gave him a resounding slap on his face.
“Wow!” Deep shook his head and slowly opened his eyes. He looked bewildered. Then he closed his eyes and
again passed out.
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“What karma! Nobody deserves such a drunkard for a husband. How am I going to get him to stop? And his
friends, every one of them a boozer! They had told me that he didn’t drink. Maybe he used to long ago. They must
have told me that he doesn’t drink or smoke so that I wouldn’t refuse to marry him. All his friends are drunkards,
too. That’s how it happens, people pick up bad habits because of the bad company they keep. If you mix with
good people then only can you develop your character.
“Now this friend, Bipencha of his—he comes to get Deep before he has had time to take off his shoes after he
gets back from work. And this Ramcha too—he’s here every Saturday even before Deep has finished his lunch.
And when he goes out with his friends, is he one to come home during decent hours? It’s always eleven or twelve
at night. And when he finally gets back, he comes home swaying. If I could only get my hands on that Ramcha …
When he brings Deep home I feel like screaming at him,
“‘Don’t you ever come here again to take Deep out for drinking and roaming around.’
But before I can say anything, Deep scolds me. Sometimes he beats me up on one pretext or another. Oh, God,
what am I going to do?”
Rashmi plopped down on the chair.
“Oh …” Rashmi’s eyes fell on Deep’s cheek. There was a red welt where she had hit him. Rashmi felt bad. She
looked at her hands, they were burning slightly.
“OK, so I whacked him, so what? He has pulled at my hair and kicked me so many times when I wouldn’t give
him money for drinks!”
Rashmi took a blanket and covered Deep with it. She would always drag him onto the bed even though he was
too heavy for her, but this time she left him on the floor. Then she lay down next to the bed and went to sleep.
*
It was a bright and sunny morning. Rashmi finished her chores and came to the room. Deep was sitting beside
the window with his head in his hands. Things were strewn all over the floor. Rashmi picked them up and put
them in their places.
“Rashmi—” Deep said.
“Why?”
“What’s the date today?”
“Today is the first of a month, why?”
“Then I’ll get my pay and I’ll buy you a sari.”
Rashmi was taken aback by his gentleness. She just stared at him without saying anything.
“No, you don’t have to buy me a sari. First you pay the old man upstairs. It’s been over three months, you
know. You can by me a sari later,” Rashmi said. She continued,
“Listen, Deep. Don’t you ever think about what you are doing to yourself? You come home drunk everyday.
Didn’t you hear what the landlord said yesterday? He said we should find another place. Nobody is going to
tolerate this habit of yours. Aren’t you ever going to give up drinking?”
He listened to her words in silence, as if he was thinking of a reply.
“If you can’t stop right away, you can cut down on it little by little.”
“Why little by little? I’ll give it up altogether. Isn’t that OK? How can I say I won’t drink when I’m with
friends? But I tell you, I won’t touch a drop from today. I won’t go out with Ram,” Deep rambled on in his own
way.
Deep left for work at ten. He was home at five-thirty. He stuck to this routine faithfully every day. Ram didn’t
come to call him either. Maybe Deep had told him not to come. Rashmi felt a twitch of guilt that she had forced
somebody who needed to drink every day go without it so abruptly. She even worried that something might
happen to him. She began buying a small bottle from the old lady upstairs and giving it to him. She used to do this
once every other day, and then later once every two days.
*
The Mohani festival was drawing near. As she began making preparations for the festivities, she thought of
buying herself a sari too.
She counted her savings, it didn’t look like it was going to be enough—there was the rent to be paid.
One day, while returning home from shopping, Rashmi found herself in front of a sari store. Her eyes caught
the saris hanging out the shop window. There was a beautiful yellow one in the corner.
“Maybe I’ll just have a look even if I don’t buy,” she thought and stepped inside.
“Oh, it’s you,” her friend Geeta greeted her.
“Hey, Geeta, what are you doing here?” Rashmi replied, looking at the many saris spread out on the floor in
front of her.
“I came to buy a sari. See, I have chosen this one,” Geeta unfolded a black silk sari with white stripes on it.
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“It’s beautiful.” Rashmi agreed.
“And which one are you going to take?” Geeta asked. She didn’t quite know what to say. She checked her
purse and said,
“I don’t have enough money on me today. I’ll come back tomorrow.”
“You can buy it today. I’ll loan you the money, you can pay me back later. Take it now,” said Geeta. She
couldn’t decide whether she should take it or not. She thought,
“All my sisters would be dressed in their best when they come to visit our parents on the Chala day during
Mohani. How can I show myself in my old clothes?” She took the money from Geeta and bought the yellow sari
she had seen at the shop window.
“Take the yellow blouse also,” Geeta said as she had the sari wrapped.
“No, I already have a blouse,” Rashmi lied. Both of them picked up their packages and walked out of the store.
“All right, I’ll go this way,” Geeta said as she turned towards New Road. “I have to pick up my kid from
school.”
Rashmi returned home with the sari and put it away in the wardrobe. She debated whether to show it to Deep
or not.
“I said no when he had offered to buy me a sari, now he might scold me for spending the rent money,” she
thought. She was in a dilemma.
“When he gets his salary I will ask him for the money and then I will show him the sari,” she decided as she
closed the wardrobe.
It was the first day of the month. He was home a bit later than usual. She couldn’t help asking him,
“So why are you late today?”
“Oh, I was at Pundas’ talking with some friends,” Deep replied.
Rashmi became upset at hearing the name, Punda. He was the neighborhood chairman, but he also ran a
gambling den. He used to let people gamble in his room for a commission.
“Here’s the money,” he said handing her three hundred rupees. She took the money and asked,
“Is this all? Where’s the rest?”
“The rest …,” his voice trailed off.
“Have you been …,” she knew something was wrong.
“Oh … I played a few hands … I lost so I walked out,” he said nonchalantly.
She was devastated. Her interest in the money for a sari blew away like a flower breaking off before it has
bloomed.
*
The Mohani festival arrived. Deep couldn’t stay away from gambling. Since she wouldn’t give him any
money, he took to borrowing from friends. Her complaints had absolutely no effect.
It was the day of Chala. Rashmi’s younger sisters had come in the morning to remind her to go early. She was
in a hurry to get to her parents’ house, but there was no sign of him.
“I’ll get myself ready first,” she thought, and sat down to do her face.
After finishing her makeup, she opened the wardrobe. Pushing aside some clothes, she looked inside—the sari
was gone! She emptied it and began searching frantically through her clothes. It wasn’t there. Where could it be?
She searched in the closet; it wasn’t there either. She hadn’t lent it to anyone. Or has it been stolen? She sat there
as if in a state of shock with her clothes scattered all over.
“Why, what’s the matter?” Deep asked, glancing at the mess in the room.
“I was getting ready to go to my parents’. There’s no sari,” Rashmi said mournfully.
“Sari …?”
“Yes …I had bought it some days ago and I had put it in the wardrobe. It’s a yellow sari. I even borrowed
money to buy it. I didn’t show it to you because I thought you might get mad.”
“Oh, that one—”
“What that one?” her heart began to beat faster.
“I …” He couldn’t complete the sentence. Suddenly, her heart was pounding in her chest.
“You sold my sari in order to gamble, didn’t you?” She looked at her husband with an expression of total
disgust.
Deep was quiet. His silence only confirmed her worst fears. She wasn’t going to get to wear a new sari. She
wouldn’t be able to show her new clothes to her sisters. Her hopes of visiting her parents smartly dressed
shattered. Her eyes filled with tears that she had been unsuccessful in her attempts to control her husband.
He too looked embarrassed. However, the incident seemed to have given him an idea.
“I’ll buy you a sari on the first,” the words rushed out of his mouth.
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She didn’t seem to hear what he had said. She could not help imagining him wagering her sari at gambling.
146.67 Revenge\fn{by Lochan Tara Tuladhar {1962-

)}

Nepal (F) 2

It was a cold moonless night. Not a star was out and the darkness was deep and all pervading.
In a room five stories up, Rabindra lay on his bed reading a book. It was past midnight, but he was sleepless.
He lighted a cigarette but before he had smoked half of it, he gave it up. Then he switched off the lights, leaving
only a bed lamp to cast a dim glow in the room, and lay down to sleep.
It was then that he was startled by a noise. He thought that the door was pushed open. He got off the bed and
looked. The door was indeed open; he had forgotten to close it. He now closed it and put the bolt in its place. As
he returned to his bed, a shadow made him uneasy. He had a strange sensation that his wife Rajani had suddenly
entered the room.
Rabindra took a few steps back. He thought he heard the giggling of a woman. He was scared and stepped
further back. But the shadow crept closer and he heard a laughter. He then heard it said distinctly:
“Why are you afraid? You are a rich man’s son and you lack nothing. But I shall have my revenge yet. You
have sinned and your sins will not be washed away so easily. Be prepared to face your ordeal.”
He thought she was closing on to him, with a sharp blade in her hand.
Rabindra woke up with a start. He was covered with cold sweat and he drew in a long breath. Was it a nightmare or was it real? He stared ahead vacantly for a white. Then he got up abruptly and looked towards the door; it
was closed and bolted. Rabindra mopped up his face but his heart continued to beat fast. He tried to go back to
sleep but as soon as he closed his eyes, Rajani’s face came before him; when he opened his eyes, strange thoughts
troubled him:
“Would Rajani avenge herself upon me? But that’s impossible, for she is dead. What can the dead do?” The
next moment his thoughts raced in another direction:
“The dead are said to return as spirits to bring death and destruction.”
Rabindra shivered. Then he reasoned with himself and tried to find comfort that it was but a bad dream.
*
Rabindra had married Rajani a couple of years ago, much against his parents wish. His parents were rich and
he was their only child. They had indulged him in every wish and acceded to his choice of Rajani, despite their
own reservations. They felt that Rajani belonged to a family inferior to them in social status. Besides, she had lost
her parents and she had been brought up by her maternal uncle, who was neither rich nor poor. They had hoped
for a daughter-in-law who would bring a large dowry with her but that hope remained unfulfilled. Yet, to maintain
their own image, they held a grand wedding.
There was nothing wrong with Rajani personally. She was cultured and well-mannered. Like an ideal housewife, she kept herself busy from dawn to dusk. It was not her idea to shun domestic duties because of her educational background. She wanted to make use of her learning in her daily life. She had no other ambition.
While she was new in the house, her mother-in-law treated her properly, but changes came before long. Rajani,
however, remained the same. She kept working as hard as when she was new. She behaved with her parents-inlaw and her husband in the same way as before, with respect and love. But when she insisted on becoming a teacher in a school, for which profession she had qualified herself, her mother-in-law objected with some vehemence, although Rabindra himself had no objection.
And from that time on, her mother-in-law showed resentment, although, despite her teaching. job, Rajani never
lagged behind in her household duties. Complaints were made frequently that the meals were undercooked. At
other times she accused Rajani of letting her sit in the kitchen while she went out to indulge in her own whims.
Baseless as the accusations were, they nevertheless were as sharp as the butcher’s knife.
Rajani bore them patiently without a word. Her silence however made her mother-in-law more intolerant and
harsh. Rajani’s life became more difficult; she was like a slave in the house. She did not have a natal home to return to and how long would her maternal uncle and aunt help her? She did visit them occasionally but she could
not stay with them indefinitely.
Eventually, Rabindra, who had married her of his own will, also began to ill-treat her. She did not know how it
had come about. All she could do was to shed tears, but no one sympathized with her sorrow.
When Rajani was asked to the Mohani feast at her uncle’s house, she was not given her ornaments to wear,
although these were made specially for her at the time of the wedding. Her mother-in-law told her that the ornaments were not made at her expense. After the feast, she was not sent for as was the custom. She spent the night at
her uncle’s house. She could not return to her husband without being sent for and none came to fetch her home.
*
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Time passed. Then Rajani was amazed to hear that Rabindra was going to marry again. She felt as if an earthquake had hit her; she was overcome by dizziness. She felt very helpless, as if she had come to the very end of her
life. Rabindra no longer loved her but she did not know where she had erred. All she was able to do before disappearing from her husband’s life was to send him a letter.
There is only one road ahead of me: that is death. I did no wrong to anyone while alive. I have tolerated everything,
but after my death, my spirit would arise to take revenge. You will have no peace.

Rabindra recalled the letter as he lay awake in the dark room.
*
When nightmares began to torment him frequently and he seemed to have shrunk within himself, Rabindra
insisted that his parents delay his second marriage. He could neither eat nor sleep peacefully. Sometimes he was
repentant, at other times anger welled up within him. He blamed his parents and Rajani herself. He was downcast
all the time.
*
Rabindra had taken delivery of some goods from the Customs Office and was driving through New Road when
his car brushed against a little girl and ran over a woman who had tried to save her. A crowd gathered at once.
Rabindra was alarmed and almost panicked when he found himself surrounded by people who clamored to get at
him. But he gathered his wits and, with the help of some people, took the woman in the car to the hospital.
He sensed that he had seen the woman somewhere. She was dressed in simple home-spun cotton. As she was
ushered into the emergency ward in the hospital, it struck Rabindra that she resembled Rajani. However, with her
face and head bespattered with blood, which was still flowing, he was uncertain. Besides, Rajani had died as far
as he knew.
When the woman gained consciousness, the doctor asked if she had any relatives there. No one claimed to
know her but the longer Rabindra looked at her, she reminded him of Rajani; if not, she was someone closely
resembling her. The woman opened her eyes and when she saw Rabindra, she seemed to recognize him and tried
to speak to him, but she was told not to. Her lips moved feebly and Rabindra faintly heard his own name and the
words,
“I … am … Rajani.”
Rabindra was taken aback. His heart beat fast and all he could say was,
“Oh, it is really you then. But I cannot believe it.”
Just then he noticed a diary that had fallen off a bag carried by her. He picked it up and glanced through the
pages. The diary began with the entry:
“Letter to Rabindra. Can’t die yet. Must struggle and live on. Can’t be weak. 1 shall have my revenge yet, not
with hatred but with love.” On .another page, he read:
“St. Augustine’s School, Darjeeling. Picnic with school boys.” The last entry was of the previous date. It read:
“Departure for Kathmandu at 6 o’clock.”
*
Rabindra’s eyes clouded as he looked at Rajani. How beautiful she had been once! A great sadness seized him.
His heart that had turned into stone began to melt. Tears welled up in his eyes as Rajani spoke with great effort:.
“I am still alive, Rabindra, but the time has now come for me to die.” He spoke to her now with great
tenderness:
“Rajani, I’ll make you well again and take you home with me.”
Rajani raised her hand to his mouth as he stooped over her. When she made an effort to speak again, he
implored,
“Rajani, please do not try to speak. You must not make yourself weak.” But she paid no attention to him as she
gathered up all her strength and said:
“Rabindra would be jailed if the child had been killed. But spare him the punishment on my account. My
Rabindra is not guilty.”
She paused. She had already lost much blood and she breathed with great difficulty. She stretched out her hand
to touch Rabindra and said almost inaudibly but clearly,
“Take no action against him.” And with these words, Rajani closed her eyes forever.
Rabindra took her limp hand arid held it close to his heart in silence for a long moment.
Just then a middle-aged woman and an older man arrived hurriedly with the little girl Rajani had saved. The
woman said:
“If it had not been for the kind lady, our child would have died today. Is she badly hurt?”
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The tearful eyes of all those gathered there and the hushed atmosphere of the place made the woman look
around in bewilderment, while a man covered the dead body with a white sheet.
165.12 Three Hundred Rupees\fn{by Manjushree Thapa (1968-

)}

Kathmandu, Kathmandu District, Nepal (F) 5

Rohit’s eyes were open but he wasn’t seeing much: a haze of trees, a block of buildings blurred in the yellowblue hues of dawn: Kathmandu.
He was sick of the way the bus rattled his bones and tired of the women behind, who had chattered incessantly
for the whole of the journey.
“Strange,” the younger one remarked, as they passed a vast, tarred lot filled with colourful cars.”Like a garden
made of metal.”
“Look at all those lights on the road,” the other woman said. Her voice was loud and nasal. “And they won’t
give our village even one bulb! And look at those houses, they’re all offices.”
“So many offices what do people do in them?”
“They sit at tables and develop the country. See how wide the road is.”
“And so many motor-cars. Where do they go at night, all these motor-cars?”
“To the stalls of their owners.”
The bus swerved sharply and shuddered to a halt. Rohit stood up, anxious to leave its chilly confines. Had they
reached the bus park? Beyond the windows he saw the gleam of buses: yes. Looping his black-and-white book
bag across his shoulders he jostled through passengers even as they were standing up. A woman clucked “Tch!” as
he brushed against her.
“What’s the big rush?” someone griped.
He paid them no mind and squeezed past to the conductor, a boy with a grin far too sly for his twelve years.
“Open the door,” he urged the boy. “Why don’t you open the door?”
*
The conductor kicked the door open and Rohit stepped out, dressed in a wrinkled gray tunic with traditional
close-fitting trousers, a flower-patterned cap and Chinese cloth shoes that sold for fifty-five rupees in his village.
To stave off Kathmandu’s corrosive fog he had added a black waistcoat and a scratchy gray muffler. His face was
dark and wrinkled, his hands rough from farm work and his breath, a white evaporating cloud.
Everything around here in the nation’s capital smelled of grease and machinery. Lithely he walked up to the
front of a large building with square glass windows, to where a row of buses were parked. Some of them were
local, he knew, and others went all over the country. A sense of the vastness of the world washed over him. There
were so many places he hadn’t been to: the horizonful of farmlands to the south, the manicured tea estates in the
east.
And beyond, India. Everyone went to India these days to work as doormen.
He approached a young man standing beside an emerald-green bus.
“I need to get to a place called Chettrapati,” Rohit said to him and the young man, who was wearing very fine
modern jean-pants, pointed with his chin across the road.
“We’re going to Patan; Chettrapati’s over there.”
Rohit withdrew, slightly embarrassed, and looked across the road. There were no buses there, just a row of
three-wheeler auto-rickshaws. Still, the man had spoken with authority, and so Rohit made his way over to the
auto-rickshaws, stopped at the first one, and asked the driver,
“I need to get to a place called Chettrapati.”
The driver was wearing shiny black glasses. He mumbled something that Rohit didn’t understand, then leaned
back and opened the canvas door. Rohit climbed in head, arms and legs first. .
“Close the door,” the driver commanded and Rohit obeyed.
The inside of the rickshaw was lively, with red-and-yellow linoleum mats. The walls were plastered with
pictures of, yes, naked women.
Rohit turned away, mortified. How shameful! What would have happened if he’d boarded the auto rickshaw
with his wife? How humiliating that would have been! Shyly, he turned back to the pictures to examine just how
salacious they were. A naked woman smiled back at him, a giant cigarette between her legs.
The rickshaw blurted out a roar and lurched erratically onto the road. It steered itself out of the bus park and
batted a way towards the city hidden behind a veil of fog. Rohit vaguely remembered this stretch from his first
trip into Kathmandu last year with his brother. It was like this then, too: trucks and buses showed up suddenly and
roared off into the fog.
“Come for a visit?” the driver shouted above the racket.
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Rohit hmmed, reluctant to talk to a man who kept pictures of naked women in his rickshaw. But he was of a
gregarious disposition, so couldn’t help responding after a while,
“I’ve got relatives here.”
“Your son?”
The driver leaned out to spit, and Rohit saw the saliva streak past him. He leaned out and spat too, marvelling
at the way the wind whipped at his face. But it was too cold, and he drew back.
“My brother. He moved here a year ago.”
“I’ve got a son,” the driver said. “Studying at the campus. Day after day I drive past his dormitory, but I don’t
stop to see him. Know why?” He turned back briefly, offering a profile of his dark glasses. “His friends would
laugh because I’m a driver. Imagine that! Can you just imagine that?”
Rohit clucked sympathetically.
“Unthinkable,” he agreed. “Is that how a son should think?” The driver swerved towards a narrow alley.
“Is that how your own son should think?” Rohit thought of his infant son in the village, all laughter, gurgles,
shit and piss. He agreed,
“That’s not how a son should think.”
“How many sons do you have?” the driver asked.
“One,” Rohit said. “And four girls.”
“Where?”
“Just outside Dhorphirdi.” The driver shrugged. Rohit couldn’t believe he didn’t know of it.
“Tanahun District,” he said. “An hour off the road. Dryest patch of land you ever saw—can’t farm a crop! The
bus stops right at the bridge to Dhorphirdi.” The rickshaw sputtered to a sudden halt and the driver said,
“This is it, Chettrapati.”
Peering out of the window, Rohit saw that they were hemmed in on all sides by narrow cement buildings.
“Oho,” he exclaimed. “Look at all these houses. How dusty they look. How will I ever find my brother? Who
are all these people? Do they live in these houses? Look at that girl with white hair! What happened to her?”
“She’s a foreigner. Forty-two rupees.”
“Forty-two!”
“What I said when you got in.”
“One rupee fifty!” Rohit cried indignantly. “That’s how much it should be. I came here last year and took a
similar bus, don’t think I don’t know anything.”
“This is a private rickshaw!” the driver snarled back, turning to glare at Rohit through his dark glasses like an
ominous insect. He pointed at the headboard. “Look at the meter: it says forty-two rupees.”
“Enough to feed a whole family!”
“Forty, then. But nothing less.”
“Taking advantage of innocent villagers!” Rohit cried, but he realised there was nothing to do but pay. He took
a long time fishing for a fifty-rupee bill and waited morosely as the driver counted out the change. A thief of a
place, this city. And so noisy, so full of people whose heads bobbed up and down, up and down the streets. He saw
the white-haired woman again and wondered why there was a ring in her nose if she was a foreigner. The driver
nudged him out of his trance, handed back a bill, and leant back to open the door for him.
“Go on,” he said brusquely.
*
Rohit hadn’t fully stepped out when the rickshaw revved up again and chased off after a car. He took a firm
hold of his black-and-white book bag. He must find a chautara with a green tin awning. Green tin awning, he’d
been told. Young men, old men, women of all castes passed before him in a swirl of colors.
Look, Rohit said to himself: girls wearing pants.
Then he saw it, across the road, a high, covered platform at the centre of the stream of traffic, and it had a
green tin awning. Chettrapati. He headed towards it and felt the impact of a warm, soft body and then the sudden
metal edges of a bicycle.
“Don’t you have eyes!” someone yelled.
A horn honked. A few cars swept by. A large man shoved him off the sidewalk.
Rohit waited until the road was finally clear, and scurried to the platform. A few men were lying down on its
bare cement floor. Tch: how cold they must be. By their high cheekbones he thought they might be Tamangs.
Porters: they were all carrying braided hemp ropes with which to ply their trade.
Rohit squatted down beside them, imagining the life of a city porter, carrying chairs, desks, cupboards from
truck to shop, shop to truck, from one merchant to another. What would make a man live such a life? A flood
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maybe, or a landslide that carried away his house and fields. Some of Rohit’s fields had been destroyed in the last
monsoon.
If they’d all been washed away, he’d have had to find another patch of land to settle, or seek ajob in the city.
But the gods had blessed Rohit and his brother with not a few kattha of farmlands, part of which he had just sold
at his brother’s insistence.
The fog seemed to thicken, and a silver mist rolled through the street, swirling over the commotion of the
street. The cold of the platform stiffened Rohit’s bones, and he drew his gray muffler over his nose savouring the
damp warmth of his own breath.
*
A long time, maybe an hour, passed as he distracted himself with the sounds and sights that ebbed and flowed
before him. What was the reason, he wondered, that motorcycles made such a racket, but cars just glided by so
silently? How much would all the signboards on this street cost? If everyone came to the city and stopped
farming, what would people eat?
“Uncle,” he heard a voice eventually, and turned to see a thin boy dressed in a blue school uniform, standing a
little way off. It was his nephew, Keshab.
“Nephew,” he said warmly, standing up. “Come and pay your respects to your old uncle. How tall you’ve
grown, how like a city boy.”
He held out his hand in blessing, but noticed a certain stiffness about the boy as he bowed.
“Where’s your father?” Rohit asked warmly, trying to win the lad over. “How far to his shop?” The boy
pointed vaguely towards one of the intersections and began to trot towards it.
“What do you have in that nice school bag?” Rohit asked in an indulgent tone, following behind. “Books that
teach you English?” But Keshab said nothing, and slipped so fast through the crowd that Rohit found himself
scurrying behind.
“You must be the tallest boy in your class,” Rohit called out after his nephew, as Keshab ducked into a dark
unpaved alley.
They followed the alley to a temple where the road opened on to a larger, pitched road, dense with traffic. An
ambulance raced by, wailing like a widow. Rohit stuck close to his nephew as they darted through the cars across
the road. On the far side was a large pavement full of street vendors selling shirts, caps, peanuts, vegetables and
fruit. Keshab stopped and pointed further up along the sidewalk.
“There’s Baba, over there.”
*
And there he was, Rohit’s younger brother, Narayan, sitting on the pavement at the epicentre of a concentric
array of bananas. Rohit noticed that Narayan didn’t rise in greeting, let alone bow, as he walked up to him. He
tried not to mind this slight; his brother had lost the patchy tanned complexion of a villager and his face was as
pale as wheat. His hair was combed back and oiled, and he wore a sweater and impressively clean trousers of
terry-cotton.
The transformations people go through in a year! If it wasn’t for the dent in both their noses, Rohit thought, no
one could tell that they were the same father’s sons. His nephew Keshab had disappeared, and for a while, Rohit
just stood on the pavement, towering over his brother’s concentric display of bananas.
“Sit,” Narayan finally suggested, and Rohit squatted beside the bananas, holding onto his book bag.
“Sit more comfortably,” Narayan insisted, a hint of annoyance in his voice.
Rohit settled down into the gritty pavement. His brother, he noted, was sitting on a straw mat. The protocol
was all wrong. Pretending not to notice this affront, Rohit turned a keen, interested eye at his surroundings. A dim
sun was finally glowing through the fog, putting a glint in the glass, steel and mica facets of the city. The building
across the street had windows like dark gray mirrors. On the road so many cars were packed together, inching
along like a giant metal snake.
“Where does that go?” Rohit asked, pointing at a manhole cover, then answered his own question, “to the
sewers, of course.” Fashionable ladies walked by, their shoes clacking against the pavement.
“How much do your bananas sell for?” he finally turned to his brother.
“I take what I can get.” Narayan’s tone was flat and bored. “Do you want some? Hungry?”
“So early in the morning?” Rohit demurred, too proud to admit to hunger in the face of such a lack of
ceremony. He essayed a smile.
“Nobody eats at such an early hour.”
“And did you bring the money?”
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This was why Rohit had never taken to Narayan: the boy didn’t have the least courtesy, showed no considerateness for anyone but himself. He had been crass, grabbing and greedy all his life. Rohit reached into his blackand-white book bag and took out a roll of bank notes.
“Fifteen thousand,” he said gruffly. “Your share.”
There seemed to be a sly innuendo in his brother’s response:
“I heard land was fetching twice as much at Dhor.”
“Are we Dhor?” Rohit snapped back. “Is the government digging a road all the way to our door? Are they
bringing us electricity?”
He didn’t like Narayan’s direct, fixed stare.
“Anyway, our fields are mostly sand. And with the landslides last monsoon …”
Narayan sank back on his straw mat, his wheat colored face spoiling.
“Everyone thinks,” he spat out bitterly, “I have it really good in the city, that I’m earning, my wife’s earning,
my son’s in school, that I don’t have troubles of my own.” Gesturing contemptuously at his bananas he seemed to
want to say something more but didn’t.
Rohit could hardly believe what he was hearing.
“Are you suggesting I’m a thief?”He reached into his black-and-white book bag and pulled out the deed of
sale.
“Signed by the chairman of the Village Development Committee!” He waved the papers in front of his brother.
“Look for yourself and see the thousands and thousands of rupees I’ve robbed you of!”
Instead of bowing in shame, Narayan grabbed the documents and began to look through them.
The gall of the boy! Had he forgotten the times Rohit had washed him, fed him, clothed him, mended his
pants, defended him from bigger boys, sheltered him from their step-mother’s wrath? All the times he’d taken the
cows to graze so that his brother could attend school?
Rohit wanted to remind his brother of the sacrifices he’d made, but now a woman in a sari had come up to the
display of bananas, all fluttering nylon and flowers. Narayan put aside the deed and sold her a dozen bananas;
both brothers watched her as she minced away in dainty high-heeled shoes. The flowers in her hair, Rohit noted,
were plastic.
Narayan handed the paper back to Rohit. For a while, both the brothers sat in a huff, their expressions identical
and hard. Rohit started shivering from the cold of Kathmandu’s meagre sun. His stomach began to growl, and he
shifted and coughed to cover the sound.
After what seemed like ages, Narayan mumbled something about tea and headed for a tea stall nearby.
Watching his brother buying tea, he was suddenly filled with remorse. Where was his sister-in-law? Where had
his nephew disappeared? Why did they not invite him to their dwelling to serve a proper meal there? Rohit was
curious to see their lodgings; built of cement, it would surely be better than the old clay hut back home.
Narayan came back with two glasses of black tea. They both sipped in silence. The hot drink soothed away the
cold and eased his hunger. So he asked,
“And Keshab’s mother, where is she?”
“She works at a factory.” Narayan’s tone was conciliatory. “Otherwise she’d make a meal for you in our rented
room.”
“Rented room?”
“We pay a thousand a month.”
A thousand a month! Rohit felt a pang of guilt about the eight thousand rupees he’d skimmed from his
brother’s share by tampering with the land deed. Eight months of rent in this relentless city.
Suddenly he wanted to get out of Kathmandu and back to his own Dhorphirdi. He gulped down the last of his
tea.
“I should get back to the bus park.” His bony knees cracked as he stood.
“There’s a meeting tonight—about the breached irrigaton canal … I mustn’t be late.”
Of course, Narayan didn’t insist he stay. Instead he looked relieved.
“I’ll show you to the bus, older brother.”
Taking Rohit by the arm he led him further up the street to a four-way intersection. There, he pointed at a
battered blue mini-bus.
“Sit next to the window so you can see where you are. Get off at the bus park and ask at the ticket counter for
the Pokhara bus.”
*
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Rohit hoisted himself aboard. The aisle was crowded with girls in starched college uniforms. It seemed
awkward and rude to push through these girls who were so pretty, so prim. So he remained by the door, clutching
a bar.
“Older brother,” Narayan said awkwardly, reaching up to slip some soft notes into Rohit’s hand. “You must be
… I couldn’t even feed you. And the bus fare … such a long trip.”
His expression became doleful as he mumbled, “There are restaurants by the bus park.”
Embarrassed, Rohit shoved the money into his book bag. Then a man clambered into the bus, knocking against
Rohit’s knee.
“Room, I need some room,” he said. “Can you move a little?”
From the running board, he reached down and hauled up two bleating goats. Rohit pressed against the side of
the bus to make room, then followed the man with the goats past the neat college girls. At the front of the bus, he
managed a window-side seat and turned to wave at Narayan, but it seemed his brother had already left. The man
with the goats sat across the aisle.
“Such goats,” Rohit commented appreciatively as the animals bleated in alarm. “Are you selling them in the
bazaar?”
“If I get my price,” the man responded thoughtfully. “Only if I get my price.”
“And how much will this big one fetch?”
The man took out a cigarette from his coat pocket.
“I’ll take what I get,” he said, striking a match. “Eight-nine hundred, a thousand, twelve hundred, depending.”
“Twelve hundred!”
Rohit leaned forward and plucked a hair from the goat’s rump and inspected the root.
“There isn’t that much fat on it.”
“I’ll take what I can get,” the man repeated.
The smell of his cigarette made Rohit realise how hungry he was. The man’s muffler was the same scratchy
gray as his own, but cleaner. The man’s pants were of thick black wool. He was wearing shoes, but no socks. No,
it now seemed that he was wearing socks, the colour of skin.
The bus started up with a rumble. Rohit sat back in his seat fascinated by the sight of the skin-coloured socks:
if a man didn’t look closely he’d hardly see the fine ribs and seams.
As the bus lurched forward, Rohit was suffused with a sense of the infinite illusions of the city, of the layers
and layers of things that presented one face now and the next moment showed another. Look at Narayan: the boy
was so rude, so coarse, but knew in his heart that he owed Rohit his life. He didn’t show it, but he knew. How
could he not?
Rohit checked his book bag to see how much money his brother had given him. He counted again. One, two,
three hundred. Was it too much or too little? The bus ground on.
He turned to the owner of the goats across the aisle.
“How many meals can you buy in this city for three hundred rupees?”
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1
This is the city that terrifies me most
The sky is punched black-blue
I hide within warm walls
And act like a dying mosquito
*
The street is the metallic palm
Reading its lines
The future is dark, dark
*
Not oxygen
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I smell parasites in the air
Every face I see
It’s the forbidden cave
*
And darker that I am
This the heart that terrifies me most
2
My nights are spent counting the stars
Underneath the infinite stars
This acrid heart accost the stars
I find you in them: distant, flickering
recurring, jewel-like
Thus I ameliorate the sky
Poking your amorphous face
With abstruse love
Moon, Sun and Universe
Abnegate the light and warmth
I fall into abysmal despair
Almost winning over the saddest winds
*
After the acrimonious debate
I spend the nights counting the stars
*
I find you in them: distant, flickering
recurring, jewel-like
3
Night stands before me, pretending to be friendly, sharpening its darkest claws.
Your eyes sparkle like gems on the sands of Arabian Sea,
I stand aside the crossroads counting the straight ways and only find crows widening its peak towards the vast
vain chasm.
Today I met Buddha, his peaceful eyes, plastered unto the sophisticated structure;
Scourging the blurred eyes, openly the dogs and crows celebrated passionately,
Breath ordered for renewing of the passage,
Sun berserk
Secretly I plucked off those peaceful eyes
Kept in the unfaithful wallet
On returning those scattered eyes fell unto the violent hands.
Tonight I meet those violent eyes
Claiming the ownership of Buddha’s eyes,
In distant stars discuss the share.
4
This morning I shifted my bed
To a nearby graveyard,
At first I wasn’t welcomed
For the keeper felt I was insomniac-eyed.
*
I transposed gaily
With a promise to keep temporarily,
And became numb poorly
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As I stood on the seashore of tombs wearily
*
Passing through tombstones
I received notes for their homes,
And I gathered courage
To ask them about yesteryears
*
Monosyllabic voice blasted—
Vanity of vanities
*
I left without bidding adieu,
And to the keeper forgetfulness was to show.
*
This night I’m preparing my bed
Upon piles o’ sepulchers tenderly emptied,
I bury nothing but vanities
And give rest to the decaying bones.
5\fn{The italics are mine: H}
I can’t handle your love anymore
I cannot
*
Capsized in your laughter
The narcissist slept in its Mephitic grave
*
On Friday the 13th
The bonybabes
Mesmerized it to be their
Masochist
*
I can't handle your love anymore
I cannot
*
Last Halloween
The masochist revealed that
He had discovered ambrosia
*
“I shall make love with bonybabes
Ad infinitum
For they are meretricious”
*
I can’t handle your love anymore
I cannot
*
Last Christmas
The masochist
Turned victorious and revealed that
He was a sadist
No one got the jargon, his catharsis
*
I can't handle your love anymore
I cannot
*
I’m jejune
*
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I cannot handle your love anymore
I cannot
I only crave for more
6
Your face is the shadow
That blends with mine
I would give up all I have
To get rid of it
Your face is the shadow
*
Your face the tracks
That balance the screaming trains
Uttering icy words: freezing the sinews
Of love. Heartbeats shudder like a dying
Fish, the fresh air killing it passionately
Your face this monstrous trains
*
Your face this thorny air
Dissecting the faces of brute
Spraying acid on their nerves
Now acidic men walk on the streets
I smell nothing but acidic men.
*
Your face is made up of stars
Uncountable, distant
Now I slumber like these acidic men
Shadows cast over the sky
Baby-like
Crying for futile attention and vain love.
7
The clouds repeat its gloominess again: drunkards get drunk by drinking, lovers get drunk without drinking. The
winds blow away the broken hearts like an autumnal leaf—swirling rhythmically in the motion of sorrowful
clouds.
Why are laughters cello-taped on the yellow flowers when the lake weeps whole night waiting for Moon to appear?
Monstrous trees spread their hands into the vicious body, uprooting the memories.
Let’s mix our protons and neutrons: diffuse and fuse,
However you want to, your exact choice, perfectly served.
Let the radiation of our love kill the dead cells
Or even bring down the Moon and listen to its melancholic moonlit snaps
Stars too shall follow, undressing, baring brave to the abusers.
*
Last night I waited for you before English Channel
Two Lighthouses signalled your absence
Sky turned blue and South-end-on-Sea rubbed the gravels on this revolting back
Between the breaking of light and the extinguishing of darkness
Two heavy horizontal eyes waited for your arrival
The waves crashed with each other
And left hushes on the shore
I felt it was your soft voice calling my name.
*
Between the breaking of light and the extinguishing of darkness
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Since daylight tires me
I wait for your arrival
Just the way you wait for me.
8
On the threshold of dusk madness’ bugles yells in the mind’s blacks: a lonesome voice creaks majestically.
Cut the moon into two perfect halves
Spread it out on the brazen garden
Microscopic mines sprout in the heart
Maiming each emotions that step on love zone
Screams moult the tungsten tongue
*
The winds are wild my love, they are wild; if I’m to cross the
English Channel and meet you with a withered flower will I see flowers blossoming on your star-lit face or Kaboom.
*
Radiated love stabs the murky eyes twenty times or maybe forty
Fifty is the number I’ve tried to love and failed sixty times
I do not own a container to suck it, suck your love
Instead I buy cheap masks to inhale temporary impure airs
*
Now the sun has turned its face against us, bereaving the flowers that have bowed their heads in wrath.
*
One hour and the light will penetrate the violent place
Cut the heart into two perfect halves
Spread it out on the dampened garden
Love will sink, screams reaching to the brim of heavens.
9
Pulp air palpitates
Punching the wandering spirit
There’s madness in the mechanical air
Madness plastered on the tall pointy puckered faces
Mouths do the mouse steps
Eyeing the masquerading animated masks
Snail-paced trams leave trails of a sorrowful history
Munching on the bread of success and happiness
The fast-food laughter and smiles nauseated the jealous cynical mind
*
Ash, ash
Let me bury this body here
And soulless buildings will sprout from the heinous heart, myopic mind, derelict spirit
Trumpets the angry man
*
There’s the smell of madness in the artifice air
Strangling the green mind with wires of want
This is what I want: loss of sense
Complete madness against the Mad City
Then the sun will frown and make me
Snowdrop.
10
Thistles imitate springy hairs: blossoming without harsh hush;
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Sun dances shedding its colourful dresses, silently sucking the black pap
The cupboards demand for spring as the windowpane tans its obese bum
The walls bear a terrible laughter. You Mocker!
The grumpy shoes poke the sinful carpet with stony needles
Laughter steps on the masquerading mouth
Ironing the struggling smirks
Go out to the woods and find a flower where your smile is printed for ages
Frame it on the lies that the cauliflower fingers sewed
A world famous painting
The world will look and laugh at it
Shrinking heights drown in the quacks of the carnivorous ducks
Squats the heart tired of cheap laughter
On the tender lies hearts break
The addict nuts fall apart screaming—
The walls bear a terrible laughter. You Mocker!
11
River
What are you?
Your vehement bulging vastness vex
The drowning one
The ship whistles signalling the exit of the daylight
And the waves shudder in cold
Making ripples out of a slender body
*
Between two cities
Between the sunrise and sunset
I stand frozen on the edge of Mersey River
The sky is bandaged by white linen
The young girl’s apron flutters exposing her white thighs
Buildings mock my incapability to control lust
And every corner of the city leaks radioactive laughter
The sour skin melts; the bones dance rhythmically with the abusive wind, the nerves twitch like a wintry twig
The river sings a melancholic song whole day
Boring the fake smiles
*
Between two cities
River flows, vehicles run through the tunnels, ships float to and fro,
The harbour pleads for loneliness
Against the murderous smokes of the ships
*
River
What are you?
Between you and me
Flows River of loneliness
12
Even Sun is mad. Shamelessly flourishes its bright tentacles.
The black hairs on the head spring up
Green grasses spewing identical monosyllables: chuk, chuk, chuk;
The inferior senses of men press the grasses
Leaving their vile stains
*
Later Sun smiles at those grasses
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Revealing the stains to crows, eagles, butterflies, dogs, insects …
In shame the grasses bow their heads till dusk swathes in its heavy arms
Tonight the grasses sway dreaming of pure joy and love
While Sun secretly fixes its darkest light
*
Clouds hover in the sky, fighting for the grasses:
Chuk, chuk, chuk;
The grasses are pressed, hairs spring up,
Stains left, bowed heads,
Sunshine rapes the grasses again.
13
Stars, temporarily fixed in that turbulent sky,
Retain the diminishing luminescence light
Ripping the violent hearts apart
Taking farther to North and Arabian Sea
Tides echo in the ripeness of night
A fruit destined to rot
The carcass un-chewable
In the exit of dusk
Dawn torments the night’s eye
Ripping dreams apart
Taking farther to North and Arabian Sea
Pain echo in the tenderness of morning
14
It isn’t morning, not even evening
Nor the darkest nights
Afternoon almost dead
The cobweb of a surviving spider
Every day I manage to manage myself
How difficult it must be for God?
Or for the tiny insects or whale in the violent sea?
I toss my pain in the air
And singsong bluntly
Garger farger lorresters
It isn’t morning, not even evening
Nor the darkest nights
Garger farger lorresters—
this is what I say after waking up
a discordant life
the cold stones laid on the footsteps
Of rotting history
The world will end one day
like words we utter every morning
Garger farger lorresters
15
Before midnight
the defrosted mind unpacks
wastage unwillingly
drawing up of the swollen stars
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count and a century will melt
droplets swimming in the currents
Of chaotic ocean
the co-existence of fire and water
infuriates the defrosted thoughts
empty mind cools underneath
clouded skies
and hammers against
the furious stone
after thoughts begin to melt
synchronising
bereft emotional pain
16
After the rain
Icicle-like tears
Scatter within me
*
This industrialized land
Makes the fallen rain
Mechanical
*
This wearied heart
Makes the immature tears
Mechanical
17
The smell of charcoal burning afar
Outside the chilled window that scoff, scorn
Against that dying dreary light of heavens
Music of death reels: replayed passionately, eternally
The blind eyes, deaf ears write a poem on the palm of carnivorous love
Sing a sweet song, sing a sweet song
Distant voices vibrate imitating the leaves
*
The soul that I’ve stepped smells of Paradise
The blooded rivers, heartbroken mountains
Shed tears, tears posthumously
*
They have taken the Long March [not of Red Army though]
Waving their cries, cries against the tower of Corruption
Night and Moon wrestle with each other
White blood spilled out stain the black cloth of ignorance
Thousand spears mutilate speaking tongues
The fire and woods lie separately
The smell of charcoal burning afar:
A distant memory replayed in the clogged mind passionately
Eternally.
18
The sun wears the smile of Jupiter
Aromatic golden hair wavers
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Lashing the warm rays of the outcast
Let lovers plant kisses on the white edge of flat mountains
where boot, root rout clout shout
The sun wears the face of flowers
blushing as wintry roses
Forming vowels in the caged hearts
Now we’re the consonants doomed to the capital punishment
The sun wears the smell of cold soil
foggy day, foggy mind
Eyes can’t tolerate to watch tunneled loves
The sun wears the smile of Pluto
Leaning upon the unknown lover.
19
Drenched in cold rain
This town shivers like lips of a tender love.
*
It’s the first winter rain
That we aren’t together
Remember the days we spent together
*
Lines from the cracked Walls
Droop as the extinct waterfall
The sudden rush harsh, harsh
Deafening the cries of ancients
*
Droplets fall like broken rainbows
Scattering the polarised images
Of that masked visions
*
Drenched in the cold
This heart flutters like the wounded bird
Red opus ovum clotting
That darkest nights of century.
20
Darker than Hades the tunnel leading to redemption
Time unwinds erasing memories of cursing souls
Robotic stairs trade framed faces
The coded air travels infecting the microchip generations
Tunnel after tunnel
Bodies breathe in the poisonous images
Slithers the words uttering venoms of intellect
Tunnel after tunnel
Death is the barcode for every exit.
21
Silence. Absolute silence arranges the muted alphabets
Sewing it together by frostbitten fingers
Blue is the colour of hatred
*
This city slumbers on the decaying bark
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The keepers early morning cleanse dumbly
Broomstick claws the peeled skin of laughter
Drawing intoxicant smiles
It is banned to smile
*
Outside the window
Lights magnify the fears of trapped birds
A crow and sparrow mate to defy the truthful monster
A cosmic mind scans the pages of history in search of the word
Love
*
Dogs rule the city
A pact of bone lovers woof against the
Dog food lovers
The young lady flashes her stars
Promising to keep her pond fresh
*
The eyes whip the stale smell of air
Barking, cursing the Aryan moustache
Singing silence. Absolute silence.
22
Of day’s slumber the thud of discordant footsteps
Scream like your cold embrace I loathed always
The shadow of night tearing apart the unguarded heart
The scattered yellowish leaves finally smirk for not being lonely
The cold winds twitch the bones of love
jeering louder than sounds from brokenhearted homes
*
take a knife and cut the nerves of entanglement
nerves of this bonded love
A tree in ripening winter with naked branches
Cut it and blood rushes out without scream
*
we wear our masks and pretend to love each other
while we are busy cutting our branches
bleeding without screams
*
In distant I hear the footsteps moaning, choking
Longing for love that didn’t grow
Wasn’t you that cut the branches of love?
23
Dancing In the December Sun
I know it is for a moment only.
*
The crisp wind winding the wobbling bones
Captures the sleeping smiles,
This lonely heart measures
The cold merciless borders,
I look above, December Sun, deny the murmurs; She smiles and I smile too.
*
Contours the snowy eyes,
Skies.
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Raining.
Pearl-like
Tears
*
I know it’s for a moment only.
24
I celebrate my loneliness tonight.
*
The glommy moon
Throbs within this heart—
Pale scars exhaled.
*
The cold winds
Wander within these veins—
Reddish memoirs turn yellow.
*
The lifeless room
Slumbers within this body—
Enrapped objects multiply.
*
I celebrate my loneliness tonight.
I celebrate without.
25
The wind in its weakest fear
Keeps the heart to a rose very near,
Frightens the storm with a spear,
Closes the mind’s eye to hide the autumnal tear.
*
The windy garden blows the Cupid’s shore
Upon which I murmur and roar;
Seize a love I walk and run for—
I cry, laugh and ask for more.
*
The shady flower comes and goes,
And this is the first year my land love sows,
Pleasant and fruitful the sunshine show:
Surrounding my country doth the Spring vow.
26
Divorced leaves
*
Weave autumn in me
*
Thoughtless
In the event it proved impossible for me to illustrate the temples of Nepal by a logical codification
according to municipality size in descending order. I began with Kathmandu, broadly illustrated out of
respect for the national capital; but thereafter I confined myself to what I believed to be reproductions of
architectural masterpieces of unusual design while attempting to stay within the framework of the
population centers as defined by the cities represesnted by the following districts: Kathmandu, Kaski,
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Lalitpur, Chitwan, Morang, Parsa, Dang, Dhanusha, Makwanpur, Kailali, Sunsari, Banke, Rupandelhi,
Bara (which I failed to find any representative for) and Jhapa.

The Boudhanath Buddhist Temple. Kathmandu. Nepal
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The Chyasim Deval Krishna Temple, Kathmandu, Nepal; also credited in the sources below to Lalitpur

The Jagannath Temple, Kathmandu, Nepal
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The Shechen Tennyi Dargyeling Temple, Kathmandu, Nepal

The Maju Duval Shiva Temple, Kathmandu, Nepal
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Three Buddhas, Temple Square, Kathmandu, Nepal

The Kopan Temple, Kathmandu, Nepal
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The Teen Deval Temple, Kathmandu, Nepal

The Vishnu Temple, Kathmandu, Nepal
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The World Peace Pagoda, Pokhara Lekhnath, Kaski District, Nepal

The Radha Krishna Temple, Pokhara Lekhnath, Kaski District, Nepal: two views

112

113

The Rato Machhendranath Temple, Bungamati, Lalitpur District, Nepal

114

The Hiranya Vama Mahavihar Temple, Lalitpur, Lalitpur District, Nepal: two views

115

The Krishna Temple, Lalitpur, Lalitpur District, Nepal: two views
116

117

The Nyapatola Temple, Bharatpur, Chitwan District, Nepal: three views
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The Virat Shakti Peeth Temple, Bharatpur, Chitwan District, Nepal
119

The Ganga Temple, Bharatpur, Chitwan District, Nepal: two views

120

The Kali Temple, Biratnagar, Morang District, Nepal

The Ram Janki Temple, Biratnagar, Morang District, Nepal
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Entering Nepal through Shankaracharya Gateway, at the border with India, Girgunj, Parsa District, Nepal
122

The Ghanta Ghar Temple, Birgunj, Parsa District, Nepal: two views

The Gahwamai Temple, Birgunj, Parsa District Nepal
123

An unnamed Tulsipur temple, Dang District, Nepal

The Gorakshya Nath Temple, Ghorahi, Dang District, Nepal
124

The Pandaveshwor Temple, Gorahi, Dang District, Nepal

The Yogi Temple, Gorahi, Dang District, Nepal

125

The Temple of Sita (built in 1911), Janakpur, Dhanusha District, Nepal: two views
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The Vivahmandap Temple, Janakpur, Dhanusha District, Nepal

The Jaleshwor Temple, Janakpur, Dhanusha District, Nepal

127

The Manakamana Temple, Hetauda, Makwanpur District, Nepal

An unnamed temple, Hetauda, Makwanpur District, Nepal

128

The Nainadevi Temple, Dhangadhi, Kalilali Disrict, Nepal

The Navdurga Temple, Kailali District, Nepali

129

The Gudhi Ganga Jamuna Mukitighat, Itahari, Sunsari District, Nepal

The Pindeshwor Temple, Dharan, Sunsari District, Nepal

130

The Dantakali Shiva Temple, Dharan, Sunsari District, Nepal

An unidentified temple, Dharan, Sunsari District, Nepal
131

The Birla Venkateshwara Temple, Lumbini, Rupandehi District, Nepal

A Maya Devi Temple, Lumbini, Rupandehi District, Nepal

132

The Golden Temple of Lumbini, Rupandehi District, Nepal

The Maya Devi Temple (Lumbini, Rupandehi District, Nepal) perhaps best associated with the actual site
of the birthplace of the Buddha
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Arjundhara Temple, Arjundhara Municipality, Jhapa District, Nepal: two views and a detail of the island.
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A sculpture of Arjun, central figure in the Mahabarat, in company with a pair of bulls, calling to mind
Nandi, Shiva’s mount, together with a small trident reminiscent of Shiva himself. The following explanation
(slightly edited) is provided by an entry in W under “Arjundhara”:
Arjun is the name of a prince who is worshipped in Hinduism and who is considered to be the greatest expert in
the art of the bow and arrow.
Dhara means a source of water.
Arjundhara received its history from the Mahabharat times.
It is believed that after the Pandavs completed their twelve years stay in the woods they had to live another two
years hiding their identity before returning to their country. Pandavs were staying in the King Birat’s palace,
hiding their identity. But the Kauravs might have found out that Pandavs were living there so they stole all the
cows that belonged to King Birat so as to compel the Pandavs to reveal their identity.
The Pandavs along with some others from the palace set out in search of the cows which they found in the place
which is now called Garuwa, which actually means something ralated to losing of the cows. When the Pandavs
were returning the cows from the garuwa, the cows felt thirsty. Arjun immediately pulled out his arrow named
Pagnakhestra and shot it into the ground. Water burst out and the cows quenched their thirst.
Later, maybe around a century back, a nun named Khadebaba discovered this place as the one that has the history
with the Mahabharat, whereupon the temple was built and named Arjundhara jaleshwor dham.
Locally this place is also referred as the Pashupatinath of the east.
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The Bageshowri Temple, Nepalgunj, Banke District, Nepal

The Namobuddha Temple, Thrangu Tashi Yangtse Monastery, Kavrepalanchok District, Nepal
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The Kankalini Temple, Bhartaha Village, Saptari District, Nepal

The Changu Narayan Vishnu Temple, Bhaktpur, Bhaktpur District, Nepal
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The Vatsala Shiva Temple, Bhaktapur, Bhaktapur District, Nepal: two views
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139

The Kedarnath Shiva Temple, Bhaktapur, Bhaktapur District, Nepal
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