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THE CONSTITUTION OF INDIA

PREAMBLE

WE, THE PEOPLE OF INDIA, having solemnly resolved to constitute India into a
SOVEREIGN SOCIALIST SECULAR DEMOCRATIC REPUBLIC AND
TO SECURE TO ALL ITS CITIZENS :

JUSTICE, social, economic and political;

LIBERTY of thought, expression, belief, faith and worship;
EQUALITY of status and of opportunity and to promote among them all;

FRATERNITY assuring the dignity of the individual and the unity and integrity of
the Nation;

IN OUR CONSTITUENT ASSEMBLY this twenty-sixth day of November
1949, do HEREBY ADOPT, ENACT AND GIVE TO OURSELVES THIS
CONSTITUTION.
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PREFACE

West Bengal Council of Higher Secondary Education (WBCHSE) has taken initiative
to revise the curriculum/syllabus of all the subjects with the introduction of Semester System
with 2024-2025 academic year. In this direction WBCHSE has formed individual subject
committees by inducting faculty members from various schools/colleges/universities.

The WBCHSE has developed ALTERNATIVE ENGLISH as English textbook for
Classes XI and XII to be studied in all Government, Government Sponsored, Government
Aided and Government Affilliated Schools of West Bengal.

The delight of meeting great minds, the discovery of new worlds, the excitement of
facing different real-life situations and characters and the sensitising of the mind while the
soul comes to us through the experience of reading and responding to good literature. That
is what the selections in ALTERNATIVE ENGLISH aim to do.

In ALTERNATIVE ENGLISH, learners are exposed to a wide range of literary
English texts.

The texts are an interesting mix of classic and contemporary selections of prose and
poetry. There is an assortment of Indian and global texts in a variety of genres so that
students can enjoy the richness of literature in its various forms. A play has also been
included in the syllabus for class XII, where serious thought has gone into ensuring that the
choice of texts are sensitive, relevant and thought provoking so that students become
more insightful and responsive in their reading of literature.

The Government has decided to distribute this book free of cost. We are grateful to
Prof. Bratya Basu, the Minister-In-Charge, Department of School and Higher Education,
Government of West Bengal, for his initiative.

Suggestions, views and comments to improve the book are welcome.

May, 2024 Chiranjib Bhattacharjee
Vidyasagar Bhavan President
West Bengal Council of

Higher Secondary Education
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Home to Heaven
Pearl S Buck

Pearl Sydenstricker Buck (1892 -1973) is a noted American short story and novelist. By
the time of her death in 1973, Pearl published over seventy books: novels, collections of
stories, biography and autobiography, poetry, drama, children’s literature, and translations
from the Chinese. Her famous works include East Wind, West Wind (1930), The Good
Earth (1931 and This Proud Heart (1938). A philanthropist at heart, her works reveal her
love for humanity and her sadness for the suffering humanity. In 1942, Pearl founded the
East and West Association, dedicated to cultural exchange and understanding between
Asia and the West. She established Welcome House, the first international, inter-racial
adoption agency. She received the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1938.

In this short story the author shows the need to go back to one’s roots. The characters
find challanges to hold back to their own culture under the onslaught of a modern life.

Young David Lin stood inoodily in the corner ofthe large parlour and watched the eight or ten
couples of his friends gravely dancing. The music of an industrious brass band blared
forth from behind a clump of palms planted in pots. He knew, of course, it was a very rich
and expensive room, since it belonged to Mr Fang, who was one of the leading hankers
in the city of Shanghai. Mr Fang would not tolerate anything that was not in h and expen-
sive. The walls therefore were hung in modern oil paintings ,iml also in veiy Jelinttr and
exquisite old scrolls, for, Mr Fang always said, his tut win! tthining tucc expanding into
great thick wrinkles of laughter, “I have best of everything, new and old. There is room
for it all in my house.”

Mr Fang sat now watching the young people dance, and beside him sat two pretty girls.
One of these was his daughter, Phyllis, and the other was his latest concubine, a young

wrinkles : folded skin
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actress. They were about the same age, but they were very different. Phyllis, David had
decided earlier in the evening, was the prettiest girl in the room. He did not understand
how anyone so fat and ugly as Mr Fany, could have this slender bamboo of a girl for a
daughter. For she did look like a bamboo. She was pale and a little tall, almost as tall as
himself, and she wore a soft green long robe, and her face was not painted, so that it was
the colnm of new ivory. And her hair was not like these other women’s hair. It was imi
flipped or frizzed or curled or any of those things. It was long and straight and very black
and drawn back from her face into a firm knot on her neck. She ii placidly watching her
guests, an expression of tranquil pleasure about her pretty lips. As for the concubine, she
looked like an actress. She made great eyes ami moved her body about and her hair flared
out from her too pink and rounded face. David, staring briefly at her, hated her instantly.
She would chatter—she would chatter in some barbarous mixture of English and Chinese.

He had for some ten minutes been planning to go and ask Phyllis to dame with him,
but he had been held back by this actress. Suppose, he said to hiiir.rll, that this actress put
out her hand—she was forever putting out her hand to tin young men who approached
her—and before he knew it he would have to dam 1 with her; he would not, he said to
himself, dance with any more frizzy-hain d women, no, nor women with painted, powdered
faces.Their hair tickled his neck and their faces ruined his foreign coat. He glanced down
at his shoulder and brushed it off with the palm of his hand. There was a patch of powder
upon it. That was because Doris Li’s face had lain there earlier in the evening. He hated
Doris Li—a silly creature who pretended she had forgotten how to speak her own tongue
because she had been in Paris so long.

With Phyllis he had never danced, because this was the first tiim I had seen her. She
worked somewhere in a school, not in this city, ami i she was home for the spring holiday.
Mr Fang had said, introducing her, “This is my one industrious child. The others arc
content to do nothing.” “You must be proud of her,” David had murmured, not looking
at her face. He was very tired of girls’ faces.

But Mr Fang only laughed loudly. “She doesn’t make enough money for me to be
proud of her,” he said cheerfully. “She does it to amuse herself.”

Then he did look at her—a girl who “worked to amuse herself! He had never wen
such a thing. For the first time in months he was interested even for a moment in a girl.
With something more than his usual fixed smile he said, “May 1 have a dance?”” But she
had already promised every dance. For a moment he wus sorry. Then he said to himself
it did not matter. After all, she was only old Fung’s daughter and another girl. He danced
desultorily through the afternoon with several girls. He could scarcely remember them
now.They all left powder on his coat, though, he remembered gloomily.

frizzed : curled
placidly : calmly
desultorily : without enthusiasm
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Then old Fang had decided they would not stop at the end of the program. He loved
dancing, bounding about the room like a huge balloon in his floating iklk robes, his round
face glittering with smiles, and his laughter roaring out when hr stepped on someone’s
foot as he passed. Now he shouted at the musicians, peering at them through the palms,
“Play three more numbers and you shall wive a double tip!” so saying, he seized his
concubine and they were off. Against his protruding bulges she leaned herself gaily, her
eyes roving away from him and about the room.

It was David’s chance. Hastily, for he saw converging upon Phyllis three dapper, beautifully
dressed young men, he hastened himself and appeared before In i “May [—" “May [—"
“May [—". Their voices were like the rounds he used to have to sing in the American
school where he was educated. He stood back stiffly —Ilet her choose. She chose very
easily, rising and moving toward him. ““You were first?” she said in a pleasant little voice.
“Yes,”he said, and they moved out into the room.

In the noise of the music it was impossible to talk. That was like old Fang, too, to go
and hire a double brass band for a tea. The room shook in the noise. Id held her to him in
the approved modern fashion, breast to breast, thigh to thigh. Her cheek was against his
shoulder. He danced well and he knew it, but then, he found, so did she. She gave and
swayed so easily to his body that lit” grew suspicious and looked down at her. Was she being
perhaps a little too easily yielding? He was tired of girls who yielded too easily. But her
small pale face was quite cold, and her eyes, when he turned them up to his prettily were
passionless. She smiled and said something, but he could not hear her voice. He raised his
eyebrows and she laughed, and they did not try again. At the end of the dance the young
men were waiting for her solidly, so he let her go with no more than his usual carefully
effusive thanks. “You dance swell, Miss Fang. Gee, it’s good to get a good partner!”

“Thank you, Mr Lin. You dance swell, too,” she answered easily.

He did not dance again, although there were girls without partners. Doris-Li was one of
these, and she came laughing and laughing past him. But Inherit ostentatiously to tie his
shoestring. He was not going to dance again. He pondered on Phyllis a moment, although
he had now for a long time not thout’,1 ii about any girls at all. He thought in fact about
nothing except his work, which he liked very much. It was that of a manager in his father’s
printing house. I thought all the time about how to improve the printing of their books.
He us to think about girls a great deal, but that was before he tired of them. They so much
alike. Every girl in Shanghai, he had long ago decided, was like every other. He listened
cynically when his friends grew excited over anew beauty. There was not such a thing.

dapper : small, with a neat appearance
ostentatiously : showily

pondered : thought

cynically : disbelieving
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The tea ended and people began to go away, gay couples hand in hand go’iny, off
together to some other amusement. The band was silent, and instead the air was filled
with a clatter of thanks and farewells. Chinese and English minglcil in word and sentence.
It was very smart to speak so, just as it was smart to take foreign first names. He could
speak the jargon, too, when he must. He had, in fact, many ways of speaking. He could
speak American college boy or Oxford English or the precise old Chinese his father still
demanded of him, or tin jargon of English and Chinese his friends now practised. It all
depended mi where he was.

But he secretly liked the Chinese best, although he made fun of it to his own friends.
They all said over and over “There are so many modern things we cannot say in Chinese.
How, for instance, do you say—" He always agreed, and they had fun trying to twist
the old staid words to say even such things as ‘Hot mamma,’ ‘You’re my baby,” ‘I am
nuts about you.” But afterwards he felt uncomfortable, as though he had always taught a
child to say innocently an obscene thing. For the old words would not say these things.
Twisted thus, they made no sense, saying nothing at all, remaining serenely themselves
and refusing to be perverted.

He joined the ebbing crowd at the door. Phyllis stood there, smiling, answci ing. gaily,
putting out her hand freely to her guests. He looked at her and said to himself gloomily that
he was probably wrong in thinking she was different from any of the others. Just now she
seemed like any of the others—Ilike any girl. Probably she powdered too. He looked down
at his shoulder involuntarily. But no, it was quite clean. He made up his mind instantly.

“May I stay a little while and talk?” he asked.

She hesitated. “I am going to the Casino with friends,” she said.

“May I come with you?” he asked at once.

“I suppose, you may,” she answered.

A servant was there “with her coat, and he took it and put it about her shoulders.
Suddenly he saw the small fine hairs upon her nape, black against the ivory pale jlliooth
skin. He felt a strange shock of pleasure in him.

That was the beginning, but the end was almost instantly there. For before the” night
was over he was wildly in love with her, though the accumulated hut red he had for all
girls was worse than ever. He loathed every girl he saw at ihc Casino that night. They

jargon : technical words or expressions
staid : old-fashioned

obscene : offensive

serenely : calmly

perverted : immoral

ebbing : decreasing

loathed : hated
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were the worst of their kind, he thought, his heart Ii urnful behind his smiling face. He
danced with them when he could not get Phyllis, practising all the little attentions of smart
behaviour while he hated ihcin. When he took a hand, he hated it for its prettiness and its
scarlet nails. It made him curious to know what Phyllis’s hands were like. He must look
the first moment he could. In the little alcove where he sat out a dance with another girl
he kissed her coldly, when she leaned toward him for his kiss. It was nothing to kiss a girl,
nothing to him. He rubbed his lips secretly while he was pretending In wipe his face with
his handkerchief. He hated rouge—Phyllis’s lips—he began Wondering about her lips.

There it was. Once he began this sort of wonder he could not stop it, and day after day
of spring sunshine hurried him. Besides, she would be going away again. He had to hurry.
He begged a holiday from his father and beset her daily, ussing all his technique. After
all, he told himself, she was a modern girl, and jHukibly she liked all this stuff. He sent
her flowers and candy, and found copies M1 hi’shly printed books and had them under his
arm when he appeared before her, so that he never went without gifts.

But of course all these gifts—they must have meaning. He watched her to see py
meant anything.”! “Like candy, kid?” he inquired ol her carelessly, presenting her with a
five-pound box of foreign chocolates. Did her face fall a little? But hci voice came with
careful enthusiasm. “Oh swell, Dave,” she replied. They spoke English almost entirely,
and since they had both gone to an American university they spoke what they had learned
there. “Sure you like it?” he pressed her. “Crazy about it,” she replied. He stared at her.
She talked as they all did, but somehow it never seemed her language. She opened the
box and exclaimed cheerfully, “Oh, aren’t they lovely—oh, how nice.” Then she put it
down on the table.

Yes, he used his technique, all the modern technique they used on each other, He took
her everywhere, to dance, to the theatre, and she went willingly. In the taxicab he reached
for her hand and held it, and once he seized her by tin-shoulders and would have kissed
her, but unexpectedly she bent her head quickly and his lips touched her cheek and not
her lips. He had planned the kiss with some enthusiasm, too—more enthusiasm than he
had felt in things for a long time. But, foiled, he had no enthusiasm at all. Her cheek was
quite cold. Sin did not take her hand away from his, but it lay there passively, and he
wished it would not be rude to put it down.

Yet he loved her more all the time. Because he could not seem to get at lici he loved
her. She did not repulse him, she never repulsed him. She took hei part in all his plans,
she refused him nothing. If he took her arm, she leaned against him a little—she had no
old-fashioned ways. But so she was. She i all these things as though it were a pattern
she had been taught to do. It was a technique with her. It was a technique of love for

beset : troubled
foiled : stopped
repulse : here, refuse to accept somebody as friend
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them both. He wanted hei it-know he loved her, and he had no way to tell her except this
modern way. “I’m crazy about you, kid,” he said. “Sure, I’'m crazy about you, too,” she
answr politely, and his heart chilled in him.

And all the time the days were passing, the days of the short month he had, and he
could not break away this barrier of modern technique. Once at the door after a late dance
he leaned to her, “Kiss me good night, Phyllis?”

“Yes,” she answered readily, and touched his cheek easily with her calm lips.

It was all nothing. They were growing not nearer, but further apart. Words and touch
only were pushing them apart. He did not know what to do, so he kept on doing what
they were doing.

Then suddenly the day before she went away they discovered each other They were
dancing together at the Casino again, close, welded together, win together, when suddenly
she stopped and [Hilled awav from him ,ind looked at him.

“Do you truly like this?” she asked him. He was startled. Her voice was changed,
softer, deeper. She was speaking in Chinese, in their own tongue! Why had they never
spoken in Chinese? There had been some nonsense of diflerent dialects. She was not
native to Shanghai—her family had come from the north—English was smarter, and so
they pretended it was easier. But it was Hot. He understood her perfectly in Chinese. He
looked back at her intensely. The tawdry dancing hall faded from around them. “I do not
like it,” he replied. I cannot tell you how greatly I do not like it.”

“Then let us go away,” she said simply.

She was quite different from anything he had known of her before. In the tur she sat
with such reserve and dignity that he did not want to take her hand. Al this moment he
was nearer to her when he did not take her hand. At her ilnor he hesitated. But she said,
“Will you come in? I think there is speech we wish to have together.”

“I have many things to say,” he answered.

It seemed indeed that they had never talked at all. All the foolish foreign words they
had interchanged had said nothing. Now crowding to his tongue were Oilier words, their
own words. Everything remained yet to be said. She sat down mi the satin-covered couch,
and he sat on a chair near her. She looked at him, and then she looked around the room.
“I dislike all of this,” she said, sweeping Iwr hand through the air. “You do not know me
at all. You do not even know my true name. I am not what I have seemed to you. Now
that I am about to go way I want you to know that I am very old-fashioned. I have been

tawdry : showy
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all this M tut h doing things with you which I hate. It is better for you to know. I do not
like to dance. I dislike foreign sweets. I do not like to kiss people. It makes me feel ill to
kiss anyone or to feel anyone’s lips upon my face or hand—even Jimun I do not like.”

“Wait,” he interrupted. “I see now I have felt what you were all along. I see why we were
never near to each other. Why did you come with me to dances, and why did you let me
kiss you? If you had said you did not like it I would not have done so.” She dropped her
head and I looked at her hands tightly clasped in her lap. Ite iinswered, shyly, “1 thought
you liked these foreign ways and I wanted to be what you liked. I thought if I refused you
might not—come again.” Her voice very small indeed when she finished.

“What is your true name?”” he demanded of her.
“It is Ming Shing—Shining Heart,” she replied.
“Mine is Yung An—DBrave Peace,” he said.
They were silent a moment.

Then he went on. He leaned forward in his chair. “You mean—you do truly that you
like our own ways best?”

“Much, much best,” she faltered.

“You would not like a house like this?”” he questioned her sternly. “No,” she faltered.
“Nor dancing nor motoring nor any of these things the women do all day?”

“No.”

“We need never waste our time so anymore,” he said, after a moment.

“Never anymore,” she answered.

He waited another moment. “I also do not like to kiss,” he announced.

“Then let us not kiss each other anymore,” she said.

“We will speak our own language and I will take off these foreign garments and put on
my robes again and we will live in old comfortable ways and I will smoke a water pipe.”

“I will never wear leather shoes again,” she said. “And I will never eat butter again, which
I hate, nor any foreign foods, and our table will always be set with bowls and chopsticks,
and I shall have a house with courts and no stairs, .uul want many children.”

He saw it all as she spoke, their house, their home, everything their themselves as they
really “wanted to be. He began to pour out his words,” Will you then marry me? Shall
we—"Then he stopped. “Miss Fang, my father will write your father a letter. It will come
soon—at once—"he was already halfway to the door. Now he was at the door, and he
looked back at her. She rose and bowed, and stood looking at him, too, waked, and warm
as a rose. He saw her for the first time. This was how she truly was, this lovely, natural
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creature of his own kind. They would raise lotus flowers in the pool in the court, and they
would have a little bamboo grove and read poetry there in the summer—old foui Inverses.
He had always wanted to have time for it.

“Are you going, Mr Lin?” she asked in the old formula of farewell.

The words came so sweetly from her tongue that his feet had carried him back a step
before he knew it.Then he caught himself. “No more foreign ways,” he said firmly. He
went out into the hall, and then he put his head in to look at [u 1 once more. She was sitting
quietly upon the couch, her little hands folded, her little feet placed neatly together, exactly
as his own old mother might have sat as a girl. She was looking ahead of her, seeing, he
knew, the house, the court, the many children, the safe old ways of living. She was there
waiting, so pretty, so pretty— “At least not yet,” he amended, hurrying.

amended : corrected



Kabuliwallah

Rabindranath Tagore

Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941) is a Bengali poet, philosopher, artist, playwright,
short story writer, composer and novelist. India’s first Nobel laureate, Tagore won the
1913 Nobel Prize for Literature. He composed the text of both India’s and Bangladesh’s
respective national anthems. Tagore travelled widely and was friends with many notable
20th century figures such as William Butler Yeats, H.G. Wells, Ezra Pound, and Albert
Einstein. Some of his notable works are Gitanjali (1913), The Home and the World (1915),
Stray Birds (1916). His body of literature is deeply sympathetic for the poor and upholds
universal humanistic values.

This short story presents the idea that a father’s love for his daughter goes beyond
geographical spaces. The author’s portrayal of human feelings shows the stroke of a genius.

y five-year-old daughter Mini cannot live without chattering. I really believe thatin all her

life she has not wasted a minute in silence. Hci mother is often vexed at this, and
would stop her prattle, but [ would not. To see Mini quiet is unnatural, and I cannot bear
it long. And so my own talk with her is always lively.

One morning, for instance, when I was in the midst of the seventeenth chaptn of my
new novel, my little Mini stole into the room, and putting her hand into mine, said: “Father!
Ramdayal the doorkeeper calls a crow a krow! He doesn’i know anything, does he?”

Before I could explain to her the differences of language in this world, she was em-
barked on the full tide of another subject. “What do you think, father? Bhola says there

vexed : troubled
prattle : talk about unimportant things
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is an elephant in the clouds, blowing water out of his trunk, and that is why it rains!”

And then, darting off anew, while I sat still making ready some reply to this last saying,
“Father, what relation is Mother to you?”

“My dear little sister in the law!” I murmured involuntarily to myself, but with a grave
face contrived to answer: “Go and play with Bhola, Mini! [ am busy!”

The window of my room overlooks the road. The child had seated herself at my feet
near my table, and was playing softly, drumming on her knees. I was iirtid at work on
my seventeenth chapter, where Protap Singh, the hero, had just caught Kanchanlata, the
heroine, in his arms, and was about to escape with her by the third story window of the
castle, when all of a sudden Mini left her play, and ran to the window, crying, “A Kabu-
liwallah! A Kabuliwallah!” Sure enough lit I he street below was a Kabuliwallah, passing
slowly along. He wore the loose Hilled clothing of his people, with a tall turban; there
was a bag on his back and he carried boxes of grapes in his hand.

I cannot tell what were my daughter’s feelings at the sight of this man, but she began
to call him loudly. “Ah!” I thought, “he will come in, and my seventeenth chapter will
never be finished!” At which exact moment the Kabuliwallah turned and looked up at
the child. When she saw this, overcome by terror, she fled to llrr mother’s protection, and
disappeared. She had a blind belief that inside the bag, which the big man carried, there
were perhaps two or three other children like herself.The pedlar meanwhile entered my
doorway and greeted me with a smiling face.

So precarious was the position of my hero and my heroine, that my first Impulse was
to stop and buy something, since the man had been called. I made some small purchases,
and a conversation began about Abdurrahman, the Russians, the English and the Frontier
Policy.

As he was about to leave, he asked: “And where is the little girl, sir?”
And I, thinking that Mini must get rid of her false fear, had her brought out.

She stood by my chair, and looked at the Kabuliwallah and his bag. He offered hrr
nuts and raisins, but she would not be tempted, and only clung the closer to me, with all
her doubts increased.

This was their first meeting.

One morning, however, not many days later, as [ was leaving the house, I was startled to
find Mini, seated on a bench near the door, laughing and talking, with the great Kabuliwal-

contrived : false
pedlar : hawker
precarious : dangerous
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lah at her feet. In all her life, it appeared, my small daughter had never found so patient a
listener, save her father. And already the coner of her little sari was stuffed with almonds
and raisins, the gift of her visitor, “Why did you give her those?” I said, and taking out
an eight-anna bit, I handed it to him. The man accepted the money without demur, and
slipped it into his pocket.

Alas, on my return an hour later, I found the unfortunate coin had madi twice its own
worth of trouble! For the Kabuliwallah had given it to Mini, and her mother catching
sight of the bright round object, had pounced on the child with: “Where did you get that
eight-anna bit? “

“The Kabuliwallah gave it to me,” said Mini cheerfully.

“The Kabuliwallah gave it to you!” cried her mother much shocked. “( Mini! How
could you take it from him?”

I, entering at the moment, saved her from impending disaster, and procenl to make
my own inquiries.
It was not the first or second time, I found, that the two had met. ‘IIn Kabuliwallah

had overcome the child’s first terror by a judicious bribery of nuts and almonds, and the
two were now great friends.

They had many quaint jokes, which afforded them much amusement. Seated in front
of him, looking down on his gigantic frame in all her tiny dignity, Mini would ripple her
face with laughter and begin: “O Kabuliwallah, Kabuliwall.ili, what have you got in your
bag?”

And he would reply, in the nasal accents of the mountaineer: “An elephant!” Not much

cause for merriment, perhaps; but how they both enjoyed the witticism! And for me, this
child’s talk with a grown-up man had always inn something strangely fascinating.

Then the Kabuliwallah, not to be behindhand, would take his turn: “Well, little one,
and when are you going to the father-in-law’s house?”

Now most small Bengali maidens have heard long ago aboul the iathcr-in law’” house;
but we, being a little new-fangled, had kepi those things from our child, and Mini at this
question must have been a trifle bewildered. But she would not lliow it, and with ready
tact replied: “Are you going there?”

Amongst men of the Kabuliwallah’s class, however, it is well known that the Words

demur : protest

judcious : careful

quaint : unusually attractive

new-fangled : recently introduced into fashion

euphemism : an indirect expression used to refer to something unpleasant, to make it seem more acceptable
than it really is
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father-in-law’s house have a double meaning. It is a euphemism for jail, the place where
we are well cared for, at no expense to ourselves. In this sense would the sturdy pedlar
take my daughter’s question. “Ah,” he would say, shaking liis fist at an invisible police-
man, “I will thrash my father-in-law!” Hearing this, tiiul picturing the poor discomfited
relative, Mini would go off into peals of laughter, in which her formidable friend would
join.

‘These were autumn mornings, the very time of year when kings of old went forth
to conquest; and I, never stirring from my little corner in Calcutta, would Id my mind
wander over the whole world. At the very name of another country, my heart would go
out to it, and at the sight of a foreigner in the streets, I would fall to weaving a network
of dreams—the mountains, the glens and the forests of his distant home, with his cottage
in its setting, and the free and independent Ifr of far-away wilds.

Perhaps the scenes of travel conjure themselves up before me, and pass and it’puss
in my imagination all the more vividly, because I lead such a vegetable ixistence, that a
call to travel would fall upon me like a thunderbolt.

In the presence of this Kabuliwallah, I was immediately transported to the foot of
arid mountain peaks, with narrow little defiles twisting in and out rtinongst their towering
heights. I could see the string of camels bearing the iiiuvhandise, and the company of
turbaned merchants, carrying some of their queer old firearms and some of their spears,
journeying downward towards the plains. I could see—but at some such point Mini’s
mother would intervene, Imploring me to “beware of that man”.

Mini’s mother is unfortunately a very timid lady. Whenever she hears a floisi’ in the
street, or sees people coming towards the house, she always jumps In ilu’ conclusion
that they are either thieves, or drunkards, or snakes, or tigers, malaria or cockroaches, or
caterpillars, or an English sailor. Even after all HC years of experience, she is not able to
overcome her terror. So she was full doubts about the Kabuliwallah and used to beg me to
keep a watchful eye I tried to laugh her fear gently away, but then she would turn round
on me seriously and ask me solemn questions.

Were children never kidnapped?
Was it, then, not true that there was slavery in Kabul?

Was it so very absurd that this big man should be able to carry off a tiny child?

Iurged that, though not impossible, it was highly improbable. But this was not enough,
and her dread persisted. As it was indefinite, however, it did not seem right to forbid the

discomfited : confused
formidable : strong
glens : valleys

defiles : narrow passes
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man entry into the house, and the intimacy went on unchecked.

Once a year in the middle of January Rahmat, the Kabuliwallah, was in tin-habit of
returning to his country, and as the time approached he would be very busy, going from
house to house collecting his debts. This year, however, he could always find time to come
and see Mini. It would have seemed to an outsidei that there was some conspiracy between
the two, for when he could not conic in the morning, he would appear in the evening.

Even to me it was a little startling now and then, in the corner of a dark room, suddenly
to surprise this tall, loose-garmented, much bebagged man; but when Mini would run in
smiling, with her,”O! Kabuliwallah! Kabuliwallah!” and tin-two friends, so far apart in
age, would subside into their old laughter and then old jokes, I felt reassured.

One morning, a few days before he had made up his mind to go, I was correcting my
proof sheets in my study. It was chilly weather. Through the window the rays of the sun
touched my feet, and the slight warmth was veiv welcome. It was almost eight o’clock
and the early pedestrians were returning home, with their heads covered. All at once, |
heard an uproar in the street, and, looking out, saw Rahmat being led away bound between
two policemen, and behind them a crowd of curious boys. There were blood-stains on the
clothe-. of the Kabuliwallah, and one of the policemen carried a knife.

Hurrying out, I stopped them and enquired what it all meant. Partly I nun one, partly
from another, I gathered that a certain neighbour had owed tin pedlar something for a
Rampuri shawl, but had falsely denied having bouidit it, and that in the course of the
quarrel, Rahmat had struck him. Now in tin-heat of his excitement, the prisoner began
calling his enemy all sorts of nami-u, when suddenly in a verandah of my house appeared
my little Mini, with her usual exclaniation: “O Kabuliwallah! Kabuliwallah!” Rahmatit
laughed and said: “Just where I am going, little one!” Then seeing that the reply did not
amuse the child, he held up his fettered hands and said, “I would have thrashed that old
father-in-law, but my hands are bound!”

On a charge of murderous assault, Rahmat was sentenced to some years imprisonment.

Time passed away, and he was not remembered. The accustomed work in the accus-
tomed place was ours, and the thought of the once-free mountaineei spending his years
in prison seldom or never occurred to us. Even my light-hearted Mini, I am ashamed to
say, forgot her old friend. New companions tilled her life. As she grew older, she spent
more of her tiine with girls. So much time indeed did she spend with them that she came
no more, as she used to do, to her father’s room. I was scarcely on speaking terms with
her.

Years had passed away. It was once more autumn and we had made arrangements for
our Mini’s marriage. It was to take place during the Puja I lolidays. With Durga returning

fettered : chained
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to Kailash, the light of our home also was to depart to her husband’s house, and leave her
father’s in the shadow.

The morning was bright. After the rains, there was a sense of ablution in the ilr and
the sun-rays looked like pure gold. So bright were they that they gave H beautiful ra-
diance even to the sordid brick walls of our Calcutta lanes. Since rally dawn today the
wedding-pipes had been sounding, anci at each beat my own heart throbbed. The wail of
the tune, Bhairavi, seemed to intensify my pain til the approaching separation. My Mini
was to be married tonight.

From early morning, noise and bustle had pervaded the house. In the nuirtyard the
canopy had to be slung on its bamboo poles; the chandeliers with their tinkling sound
must be hung in each room and verandah. There was no riul of hurry and excitement. I
was sitting in my study, looking through the lit i mints, when some one entered, saluting
respectfully, and stood before me. It was Rahmat the Kabuliwallah. At first I did not rec-
ognise him. He had no bag, Inii the long hair, nor the same vigour that he used to have.
But he smiled, and I knew him again.

“When did you come, Rahmat?”’l asked him.
“Last evening,” he said, “I was released from jail.”

The words struck harsh upon my ears. I had never before talked with one who had
wounded his fellow, and my heart shrank within itself, when f realised this, I felt that the
day would have been better omened hail he not turned up.

“There are ceremonies going on,” I said, “and I am busy. Could you perhaps come
another day?”

At once he turned to go; but as he reached the door he hesitated, and said: “May I not
see the little one, sir, for a moment?” It was his belief that Mini w;is still the same. He
had pictured her running to him as she used to, calling “O Kabuliwallah! Kabuliwallah!”
He had imagined too that they would laugh ami talk together, just as of old. In fact, in
memory of former days he had brought, carefully wrapped up in paper, a few almonds
and raisins and grapes, obtained somehow from a countryman, for his own little fund was
dispersed.

I said again: “There is a ceremony in the house, and you will not be able in see any
one today.”

The mans face fell. He looked wistfully at me for a moment, said “Good morning,”
and went out. I felt a little sorry, and would have called him back, but I found he was

ablution : a sense of having washed
sordid : dirty
wishtfully : longingly
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returning of his own accord. He came close up to me holding out his offerings and said:
“I brought these few things, sir, for the little one. Will you give them to her?”

I took them and was going to pay him, but he caught my hand and said: “You are very
kind, sir! Keep me in your recollection. Do not offer me money!—You have a little girl,
I too have one like her in my own home. I think of her, and bring fruits to your child, not
to make a profit for myself.”

Saying this, he put his hand inside his big loose robe and brought out .1 small and
dirty piece of paper. With great care he unfolded this and smoothed it out with both hands
on my table. It bore the impression of a little band. Not a photograph. Not a drawing.
The impression of an ink-smeared hand laid flat on the paper. This touch of his own little
daughter had been always on his heart as he had come year after year to Calcutta, to sell
his wares in the streets.

Tears came to my eyes. I forgot that he was a poor Kabuli fruit-seller, while I was—but
no, what was I more than he? He also was a father. That impression of the hand of his
little Parbati in her distant mountain home reminded me of my own little Mini.

I sent for Mini immediately from the inner apartment. Many diflu ulin were raised,
but I would not listen. Clad in the red silk of her wedding day, willi the sandal paste on
her forehead and adorned as a young bride, Mini came, and stood bashfully before me.

The Kabuliwallah looked a little staggered at the apparition. He could not revive their
old friendship. At last he smiled and said: “Little one, are you going to your father-in-law’s
house?”

But Mini now understood the meaning of the word ‘father-in-law,” and she could
not reply to him as of old. She flushed up at the question and stood before him with her
bride-like face turned down.

I remembered the day when the Kabuliwallah and my Mini had first met, und I felt
sad. When she had gone, Rahmat heaved a deep sigh and sat down on the floor. The idea
had suddenly come to him that his daughter too must have grown in this long time, and
that he would have to make friends with her anew. Assuredly he would not find her, as he
used to know her. And besides, what might not have happened to her in these eight years?

The marriage pipes sounded, and the mild autumn sun streamed round us. But Rahmat
sat in the little Calcutta lane, and saw before him the barren mountains of Afghanistan.

I took out a bank note, and gave it to him, saying: “Go back to your own daughter,

own accord : own will

bashfully : shyly

staggered : shocked

apparition : an image that is unexpected
flushed up : became red in the face
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Rahmat, in your own country, and may the happiness of your meeting bring good fortune
to my child!”

Having made this present, I had to curtail some of the festivities. I could Ik it have
the electric lights I had intended, nor the military band, and the ladies ul the house were
despondent at it. But to me the wedding feast was all the brighter for the thought that in
a distant land a long-lost father met again with his only child.

despondent : sad



The Man with the Scar

William Somerset Maugham

William Somerset Maugham (1874 -1965) is a British short story writer, novelist and
playwright. Maugham was the master of the short, concise novel and he could convey
relationships, greed and ambition with a startling reality. The remote locations of the
quietly magnificent yet decaying British Empire offered him beautiful cavasses on which
to write his stories and plays.Maugham’s English is clear and lucid and this makes his
books easy to come to terms with. His works are often full of the basest, and yet more
interesting, of the human vices but can still evoke the day to day feelings and emotions
that allow us to understand and identify with his characters. A complex and interesting
character His notable works include Lisa of Lambeth (1897), Of Human Bondage (1915)
and East of Suez (1922).

This story holds its interest for the sudden and unexpected turn at the end. The story begins
rather seriously as the narrator and his companion start the conversation.

It was on account of the scar that I first noticed him, for it ran, broad and red, in a great
crescent from his temple to his chin. It must have been due to a formidable wound and
I wondered whether this had been caused by a sabre or by a fragment of shell. It was un-
expected on that round, fat and good-humoured face. He had small and undistinguished
features, and his expression was artless. His face went oddly with his corpulent body. He
was a powerful man of more than common height. I never saw him in anything but a very
shabby grey suit, a khaki shirt and a battered sombrero. He was far from clean. He used
to conn-into the Palace Hotel at Guatemala City every day at cocktail time and strolliiit!,
leisurely round the bar offered lottery tickets for sale. II this was ihc way he made his
living it must have been a poor one, for I never saw anyone buy, but now and then I saw
him offered a drink. He never refused it. He threaded his way among the tables with a sort
of rolling walk as though he were accustomed to traverse long distances on foot, paused

sabre : sword with a curved blade
artless : simple

corpulent : fat

sombrero : Mexican hat for men
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at each table, with a little smile mentioned the numbers he had for sale and then, when
no notice was taken of him, with the same smile passed on. I think he was for the most
part a trifle the worse for liquor.

I was standing at the bar one evening, my foot on the rail, with an acquaintance—they
make a very good dry martini at the Palace Hotel in Guatemala City—when the man with
the scar came up. I shook my head as for the twentieth time since my arrival he held out
for inspection his lottery tickets. But my companion nodded affably.

“Que tal, general? How is life?”

“Not so bad. Business is none too good, but it might be worse.”

“What will you have, general?”

“A brandy.”

He tossed it down and put the glass back on the bar. He nodded to my acquaintance.
“Gracias. Hasta Luego.”

Then he turned away and offered tickets to the men who were standing next , to us.
“Who is your friend?” I asked. “That’s a terrific scar on his face.”

“It doesn’t add to his beauty, does it? He’s an exile from Nicaragua. He’s a ruffian
of course and a bandit, but not a bad fellow. I give him a few pesos now and then. He
was a revolutionary general and if his ammunition hadn’t given out he’d have upset the
government and be minister of war now instead of selling lottery tickets in Guatemala.
They captured him, along with his staff, such as it was, and tried him by court-martial.
Such things are rather summary in those countries, you know, and he was sentenced to
be shot at dawn. I guess he knew what was coming to him when he was caught. He spent
the night in gaol and he and the others, there were five of them altogether, passed the time
playing poker. They used matches for chips. He told me he’d never had such a run of bad
luck in his life.

When day broke and the soldiers came into the cell to fetch them for execution he had
lost more matches than a reasonable man could use in a lifetime.

They were led into the patio of the gaol and placed against a wall, the five of them

traverse : cross

affably : friendly manner

Pesos : unit of money

court-martial : a type of military punishment cout that deals with members of the armed forces who break
military law; a trial at such a court

gaol : jail
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side by side, with the firing party facing them. There was a pause and our friend asked the
officer in charge of them what the devil they were keeping him waiting for. The officer
said that the general commanding the government troops wished to attend the execution
and they awaited his arrival.

“Then I have time to smoke another cigarette,” said our friend. ‘He was always un-
punctual.’

But he had barely lit it when the general—it was San Ignacio, by the way: I don’t
know whether you ever met him—followed by his ADC came into the patio. The usual
formalities were performed and San Ignacio asked the condemned men whether there was
anything they wished before the execution took place. Four of the five shook their heads,
but our friend spoke.

“Yes, I should like to say goodbye to my wife.’

‘Bueno,’ said the general, T have no objection to that. Where is she?’
‘She is waiting at the prison door.’

“Then it will not cause a delay of more than five minutes.’

‘Hardly that, Senor General.’

‘Have him placed on one side.’

Two soldiers advanced and between them the condemned rebel walked to the spot
indicated. The officer in command of the firing squad on a nod from the general gave an
order, there was a ragged report, and the four men fell. They fell strangely, not together,
but one after the other, with movements that were almost grotesque, as though they were
puppets in a toy theatre. The officer we 111 up to them and into one who was still alive
emptied two chambers of his revolver Our friend finished his cigarette and threw away
the stub.

There was a little stir at the gateway. A woman came into the patio, willi quick steps,
and then, her hand on her heart, stopped suddenly. She gave a cry and with outstretched
arms ran forward.

‘Caramba,’ said the general.

She was in black, with a veil over her hair, and her face was dead white. She was
hardly more than a girl, a slim creature, with little regular features and enormous eyes.
But they were distraught with anguish. Her loveliness was such that as she ran, her mouth
slightly open and the agony of her face beautiful, a gasp of surprise was wrung from those
indifferent soldiers who looked at her.

report : sounds
grotesque : extremely unpleasant
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The rebel advanced a step or two to meet her. She flung herself into his arms and with
a hoarse cry of passion: ‘alma de mi corazon, soul of my heart’, he pressed his lips to
hers. And at the same moment he drew a knife from his ragged shirt—I haven’t a notion
how he had managed to retain possession of it—and stabbed her in the neck. The blood
spurted from the cut vein and dyed his shirt. Then he flung his arms round her and once
more pressed his lips to hers.

It happened so quickly that many didn’t know what had occurred, but from the others
burst a cry of horror; they sprang forward and seized him. They loosened his grasp and
the girl would have fallen if the ADC hadn’t caught her. She was unconscious. They laid
her on the ground and with dismay on their faces stood round watching her. The rebel
knew where he was striking and it was impossible to staunch the blood. In a moment the
ADC who had been kneeling by her side rose.

‘She’s dead,” he whispered.

The rebel crossed himself.

‘Why did you do it?’ asked the general.
‘I loved her.’

A sort of sigh passed through those men crowded together and they looked with strange
faces at the murderer. The general stared at him for a while in dilcnce.

‘It was a noble gesture,” he said at last. ‘I cannot execute this man. Take my car and
have him led to the frontier. Senor, I offer you the homage which is due horn one brave
man to another.’

A murmur of approbation broke from those who listened. The ADC tapped llie rebel
on the shoulder, and between the two soldiers without a word he marched to the waiting

2

car.

My friend stopped and for a time I was silent. I must explain that he was a Guaate-
maltecan and spoke to me in Spanish. I have translated what he told me as well as I could,
but I have made no attempts to tone down his rather high-flown language. To tell the truth
1 think it suits the story.

“But how did he gel the scar?” I iinki’il at length.

“Oh, that was due to a bottle that burst when he was opening it. A bottle ol ginger

2

ale.

“I never liked it,” said L.

approbation : approval



I Became an Author
W B Yeats

William Butler Yeath (1865-1939) is a famous Irish poet and playwright. He played an
instrumental role in the Irish Literary Revival. Along with Lady Gregory, Edward Martyn
and others, he established the Irish Theatre. His notable plays include The Countess
Cathleen (1892), The Land of Heart’s Desire (1894) and Deirdre (1907). His works are
steeped in the spirit of nationalism and the use of Irish mythologies. He was awarded the
Nobel Prize for Literature in 1923.

In this essay the author reveals how he took to writing, and shows how he remained
at the bottom of the class.

How did I begin to write? I have nothing to say that may help young writers, except
that I hope they will not begin as I did. I spent longer than most schoolboys preparing
the next day’s work, and yet learnt nothing, and would dlways have been at the bottom of
my class but for one or two subjects that I lundly had to learn at all. My father would say:
“You cannot fix your mind on anything that does not interest you, and it is to study what
does not that you are «rnt to school.” I did not suffer from the ‘poetic temperament’, but
from some piyrhologieal weakness. Greater poets than I have been great scholars. Even
today I struggle against a lack of confidence, when among average men, come limn that
daily humiliation, and because I do not know what they know. I can toil though a little
French poetry, but nothing remains og the Greek, Latin and German I tried to Irani. [ have
only one memory ol my schooldays that gives me ilfiiMiir; tlioiij’Ji in both my English
and Irish school I was near the bottom of the class, my friends were at the top of then, as
now, I hated look When I would find out if some man can be trusted, I asked if he asso-
ciates with his betters. In the Irish school my chief friend was Charles Johnson, son of
the Orange leader. He beat all Ireland in the Intermediate examinations, and when I met
him in America years afterwards he said: “There is nothing I cannot learn and nothing I
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want to learn.” Some instinct drew us together, it was to him I used to read my poems.
They were all plays—except one long poem in Spenserian stanzas, which some woman
of whom I remember nothing, not even if she was pretty, borrowed and lost out of her
carriage when shopping. I recall three plays, not of any merit, one vaguely Elizabethan,
its scene a German forest, one an imitation of Shelley, its scene a crater in the moon, one
of somebody’s translations from the Sanscrit, its scene an Indian temple. Charles John-
son admired parts of these poems so much that I doubt if he ever thought I had fulfilled
their promise. A fragment, or perhaps all that was written, of the Indian play, I put near
the opening of my Collected Poems because when I put it there he was still living, and
it is still there because I have forgotten to take it out. I have sometimes wondered if [
did not write poetry to find a cure for my own ailment, as constipated cats do when they
eat valerian. But that will not do, because my interest in proud, confident people began
before I had been much humiliated. Some people say I have an affected manner, and if
that is true, as it may well be, it is because my fathn took me when [ was ten or eleven to
Irving’s famous ‘Hamlet’. Years afterward:. I walked the Dublin streets when nobody was
looking, or nobody that I knew, with that strut Gordon Craig has compared to a movement
in a dance, and mat lithe characters I created speak with his brooding broken wildness.
Two month’, ago, describing the Second Coming, I wrote this couplet:

What brushes fly and gnat aside? Irving and hi plume of pride.

Nobody should think a young poet pathetic and weak, or that he has .1 lonely struggle.
I think some old and famous men may think that they had in their schooldays their most
satisfying fame; certainly I had about me a little group whose admiration for work that
had no merit justified my immence self-confidence.

When eighteen or nineteen I wrote a pastoral play under the influence of Keats and
Shelley, modified by that of Jonson’s ‘Sad Shepherd’, and one my friends showed it to
some Trinity undergraduates who were publishing the Dublin University Review, an am-
bitious political and literary periodical that lasted for a few months—I cannot remember
who, except that it was not Charles Johnston, who had passed for the Indian Civil Service,
gone to India, and would stay there till he tired of it. I was at the Arts Schools because
painting was the family trade, and because I did not think I could pass the matriculation
examination for Trinity. The undergraduates liked the poem and invited me to read it to
a man four or five years older than the rest of us, Bury, in later years a classical historian
and editor of Gibbon. I was excited, not merely because he would decide the acceptance

valerian : a drug to make people or animals feel calmer
affected : unnatural

strut : walking proudly

pastoral play : a drama showing country life of the village
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or rejection of my play, but because he was a schoolmaster and I had never met a school-
master in private life. Once when 1 was at Edward Dowden’s the head of my old school
was announced, but I turned so pale or so red that Dowden brought me into another room.
Perhaps I could get Bury to explain why I had been told to learn so many things that [ had
nol been able to fix my attention upon anything.

I thought a man brought his convictions into everything he did; I hac Raid to the pho-
tographer when he was arranging his piece of iron shape like n horse-shoe to keep my head
in position: “Because you have only white and black paper instead of light and shadow
you cannot represent Nature. An artist can because he employs a kind of symbolism.” To
my surprise, instead of showing indignation at my attack upon his trade, he replied: “A
photograph is mechanical. Kven today I have the same habit of thought, but only when
thinking o: pre-eminent men. A few days ago I read of some University meeting where,
wher nomebody said: “Nobody today believes in a personal devil,” Lord Acton said:”]
do”; and I knew that because the Cambridge Universal History, which he hac planned,
contains nothing about a personal devil’s influence upon events, Lore Acton was a pictur-
esque liar. For some reason which I cannot recollect I was lef ttlone with Bury and said,
after a great effort to overcome my shyness: “I knov you will defend the ordinary system
of education by saying that it strengthen; the will, but [ am convinced that it only seems
to do so because it weakens tht Impulses.” He smiled and looked embarrassed, but said
nothing.

My pastoral play The Island of Statues appeared in the review. I have not looked at
it for many years, but nothing I did at that time had merit. Two lyrics from it are at the
beginning of my Collected Poems, not because I liked them but because when I put limn
there friends that had were still living. Immediately after its publication, or just before,
I fell under the influence of two men who were to influence deeply the Irish intellectual
movement—old John O’Leary the Fenian leader, in whose library I found the poets of
Young Ireland; and Standish O’Grady, who had rewritten in vigorous romantic English
certain ancient Irish heroic legends. Because of the talk of these men, and the books the
one and the other wrote, I turned my back on foreign themes, decided that the race was
more important than the individual, and began my ‘Wanderings of Oisin; it was published
with many shorter poems by subscription, John O’Leary finding almost all the subscribers.
Henceforth I was one of the rising poets. I lived in London and had many friends, and
when I could not earn the twenty shilling? a week which in those days bought bed and

indignation : anger
pre-eminent : important
impulses : sudden strong wishes
sluggish : slow



28 | Alternative English

board for man or boy, I could stay with my family or a Sligo relative. In this I was more
fortunate than Isadora Duncan who was to write of her first London years: “I had renown
and the favour of princes and not enough to eat.” As a professional writer [ was clumsy,
stir: and sluggish; when I reviewed a book I had to write my own heated thought-because
I did not know how to get thoughts out of my subject; when I wrote .. poem half a dozen
lines sometimes took as many days because I was determinec to put the natural words in
the natural order, my imagination still full of poetic diction. It was the old difficulty of
my school work over again, except that I hac now plenty of time.



Othello

An Adaptation from Shakespeare done by WBCHSE

ong time ago in Venice there was a rich Senator who was known as Brabantio. He

had a beautiful daughter, the gentle Desdemona. She was sought by various suitors,
both of her clime and complexion, but she found none of her choice. The noble lady,
who regarded the heart more than the appearance and complexion of man, had chosen
the person of her affections-a Moor, a dark complexioned nobleman, whom her father
loved deeply and often invited him to their mansion. The noble Moor, Othello, was a
valiant soldier and by his heroics in bloody wars against the Turks, he had been raised
to the rank of the General and was highly esteemed and revered thoroughout the state.

Othello had been a great traveller and Desdemona was all the more keen to listen
to the stories of adventure that Othello recollected from his experiences in the battles,
sieges and encounters, the perils he had been exposed to, his hair-breadth escapes when
he entered a breach, or marched up to the mouth of a cannon and how he had been
captivated by the insolent enemy and sold as a slave, how he demeaned himself in that
state, and escaped. Desdemona listened with rapt attention of all these accounts, added
to the narration of the strange things Othello had seen in foreign countries: the vast wil-
derness and romantic caverns, the quarries, the rocks and lofty mountains that touched
the clouds, the savage nations, the cannibals who are man-eaters, and a race of people in
Africa whose heads do grow beneath their shoulders. These stories enticed Desdemona
so much that even if she was called for any household affairs, she would finish off the
work with all haste and return to Othello with greedy ear to devour his discourse. At the
end of his stories Desdemona would always sigh and then thank him and wished that if
he had a friend who loved her, he had only to teach him, how to tell his story, and that
would woo her. Upon this hint, delivered not with more frankness than modesty, and
blushes, which Othello could not but understand and he spoke more openly of his love
ind thus gained the consent of the generous and gorgeous lady Desdemona to marry him.

Their marriage, which though was privately solemnized, could not be kept a secret
for long. When the news reached Brabantio, he appealed to the Duke of Venice and
prayed for justice against Othello accusing him of casting spell and witchcraft to seduce
the gentle Desdemona, winning her heart and marrying her without taking the consent of
her father.
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Meanwhile, the state of Venice was in urgent need of Othello. The Senate received
a news that the Turks had set sail a fleet with mighty preparation for hostility and they
were moving towards the island of Cyprus with the intent to regain it from the Venetians.
In this state of emergency, Othello was deemed as the most competent General to defend
Cyprus against the invasion of the Turks. Hence, Othello was summoned before the Sen-
ate. He was therefore called to the Senate both as a candidate for a noble employment
and esteem as well as a culprit, charged with offences by Senator Brabantio.

The old Senator was heard with utmost patience in the assembly of the Senators
and the infuriated father accused Othello in outrageous manner. Hence, when Othello
was called upon for his defence, he had only to narrate a simple story of his love, which
he did so in such artless eloquence that even the Duke had to confess that a tale so told
would have won his daughter too. And the spells and conjurations which Othello had
used in his courtship plainly appeared to have been no more than the honest arts of woo-
ing and the only witchcraft which he had used is the skill of telling a soft tale to win a
lady’s heart.

The statement of Othello was confirmed by Desdemona who appeared in court and
acknowledged that she was bound by duty to Brabantio for her life and education. But
now she has a higher duty to perform for her lover and husband Othello, quite like her
mother had done years ago in preferring Brabantio above her father. Unable to maintain
his plea, Brabantio accepted the Moor as his son-in-law and told him that with all his
heart he would keep her away from him. He was also glad that he had no other child, for
this behaviour of Desdemona would have made him a tyrant and hang clogs on them for
desertion. He even warned Othello about Desdemona who had deceived her father and
might also deceive him.

After the trial, Othello readily went to the war in Cyprus along with Desdemona as
she refused to stay with her father any more. She boldly declared, “I loved the Moor to
live with him”. So the newly married couple set sail for Cyprus. But, as soon they landed
in Cyprus, the news arrived that a violent tempest had dispersed the Turkish fleet and the
island was, thus, secure. But the war, which Othello was to suffer, was now beginning
and the enemies, which malice stirred up against Desdemona, proved in their nature
more deadly than strangers or infidels.

Among the friends of Othello, no one possessed his confidence more than Cassio.
He was a young Florentine soldier, amorous, and of pleasing nature which attracted the
women. He was handsome and eloquent. Any married man of advanced years having a
young, beautiful wife would be much alarmed of such a person except Othello who was
free from jealousy, as he was noble and incapable of suspecting him to be infidel. He
had used Cassio in his love affair with Desdemona for Othello feared that he lacked the
amorous qualities of Cassio that would please ladies, and so would often depute Cassio
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to court for him; such innocent simplicity being rather an honour than a blemish to the
character of the valiant Moor. It was therefore no wonder if, next to Othello, the gentle
Desdemona loved and trusted Cassio. Hence, the marriage of this couple made little
difference to their relationship with Cassio. He frequented their house, and his free and
rattling talk was endearing to Othello for he himself was of a serious temper.

Othello had of late promoted Cassio to the rank of Lieutenant, a place of trust and
nearest to the General. The promotion gave great offence to Iago, an elder nobleman,
who thought he had a better claim than Cassio and would often scorn at Cassio to be
a person befitting for the company of ladies, and knew little of the art of warfare. lago
hated Cassio. He also hated Othello for favouring Cassio and also for an unjust suspicion
that the Moor was too fond of Emilia, lago’s wife. From these imaginary provocations,
Iago conceived a scheme of revenge that would involve Cassio, Othello and Desdemona
in one common ruin.

lago was crafty. He studied human mind deeply. He knew that of all the kinds of
afflictions that torment man, the pains of jealousy were the most unbearable and had the
sorest sting. He thought if he could succeed in making Othello envious of Cassio, then
it would be an excellent plot of revenge which might culminate in the death of Cassio or
Othello or both, he cared not.

The arrival of the General and his lady in Cyprus, and receiving the news of the
dispersion of enemy’s fleet, created a sort of holiday mood in the island. Everybody was
involved in feasting and merry making. Cassio had the direction of the guard that night
with a charge from Othello to restrain the soldiers from drinking excessively. On that
night lago began his deep-laid plans of mischief. Under the guise of loyalty and love to
the General, he lured Cassio to have a drink, which was a great fault for an officer on
guard. Although Cassio resisted initially, yet he soon fell into the guile of lago. He swal-
lowed wine glass after glass and became drunk. Provoked by lago, he praised the gentle
lady Desdemona. He even told Iago, “She is a most exquisite lady.” At the end he got in-
volved in a scuffle. Montano, a worthy officer, who interfered to pacify the dispute, was
wounded in the scuffle. Taking advantage of the situation lago spread the alarm causing
the castle-bell to be rung as if a dangerous mutiny had set in. The bell awakened Othello
who dressed in haste came down to the scene of action and asked Cassio of the cause. By
now, Cassio had regained some rationality, but was too ashamed to reply. lago pretended
to be reluctant to tell the truth, and, as if compelled by Othello, gave an account of the
whole matter in such a manner that it seemed to make Cassio’s offence less, but actually
made it appear greater than it was. Consequently, Othello who was a strict observer of
discipline was forced to take away the rank of lieutenant from Cassio. Thus, lago’s first
artifice succeeded. He had now undermined his hated adversary Cassio and was success-
ful to thrust him out of his place.
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Cassio, whom this misfortune had entirely sobered, now lamented to his seeming
friend Iago : “Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I have lost my reputation! I have
lost the immortal part of myself, and what remains is bestial. My reputation, lago, my
reputation!” He despised himself. He thought how he could ask the General for his place
again. lago advised him to apply to the lady to mediate for him with her lord.

Cassio did as lago advised him. Desdemona promised him that she would be his
solicitor with her lord. She immediately set about for this cause in so earnest and pretty
a manner that Othello, who was mortally offended with Cassio, could not put her off.
When he pleaded delay because it was too soon to pardon such an offender, she insisted
that it should be the next night, or the next morning to that at farthest. Then she showed
how penitent and humbled poor Cassio was and that his offence did not deserve punish-
ment of such magnitude. But Othello still hung back. So she said, “What! my lord, that
I should have so much to do to plead for Cassio, Michael Cassio, that came a-courting
for you, and oftentimes, when I have spoken in dispraise of you, has taken your part! I
count this but a little thing to ask of you. When I mean to try your love indeed, I shall ask
a weighty matter.” Othello could deny nothing to such a pleader. He promised to receive
Michael Cassio again in his favour, but only requested Desdemona to leave the time
to him.

It happened that Othello and Iago had entered into the room where Desdemona
was already present with Cassio who had been imploring her intercession. He departed
through the opposite door as Othello entered and lago, who was full of art, said in a low
voice, as if to himself, “I like not that.” Othello took no great notice of what he said. The
interaction which immediately took place with Desdemona put it out of his head. But
he recalled it later. When Desdemona departed from the scene lago asked Othello, as if
mere satisfaction of his thought, whether Cassio knew of the General’s courtship with
Desdemona. The General replied in affirmative and added that he had gone between
them very often during the courtship. lago raised his brow, as if he had got fresh light
on some terrible matter, and remarked, “Indeed!”. This brought into Othello’s mind the
words of Tago which he said while entering the room. Thus he began to think there was
some meaning in that private meeting of Desdemona with Cassio. Othello deemed lago
to be a just man, full of love and honesty. So he urged Iago to speak out of what he knew.
“And what,” said Iago,”if some thoughts very vile should have intruded into my breast?”
he went on to say that it would be a pity if any trouble would arise to Othello out of his
imperfect observations. So it would not be wise for Othello’s peace to know his thoughts.
By then Othello’s curiosity was raised almost to distraction and Iago, as if in earnest care
for Othello’s peace of mind, sought him to be cautious of jealousy. By the very caution
he pretended to give him against suspicion. “I know,” said Othello, “that my wife is fair,
loves company and feasting, is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well: but where
virtue is, these qualities are virtuous. I must have proof before I think her dishonest.”
Then lago, as if glad that Othello was slow to believe ill of his lady, frankly declared



Alternative English [ 33

that he had no proof. He begged Othello to observe her behaviour well particularly when
Cassio was near by. He should not be jealous or too secure. lago knew the dispositions
of the Italian ladies better than Othello. He knew that in Venice the wives would let the
world see their pranks but they dared not show their husbands. Iago craftily insinuated
that Desdemona deceived her father in marrying with Othello, and carried it so closely,
that old Brabantio thought that witchcraft had been used. Othello was much moved by
this argument. He wondered if she could deceive her father, she might deceive her hus-
band as well.

Tago begged apology for having moved him. But Othello urged him to go on. lago
pretended that he was reluctant to produce anything against Cassio whom he called
his friend. However, he reminded Othello how Desdemona had rejected many suitable
matches of her own clime and complexion and had married him, which showed unnatu-
ral in her, and proved her to have a strong will. So when better judgment returned, how
probable it was that she would fall upon comparing Othello with the white complexioned
young Italians of her countrymen. He, therefore, advised Othello to put off his reconcile-
ment with Cassio a little longer. Meanwhile Othello should note with what earnestness
Desdemona would solicit for Cassio. So mischievously the treacherous villain laid his
plots to turn the gentle qualities of the innocent lady into her destruction, and make a
net for her out of her own goodness to entrap her: first setting Cassio on to entreat her
mediation, and then out of that very mediation contriving stratagems for her ruin.

Othello’s long conversation with lago led him to restlessness. Neither poppy, nor the
juice of mandragora, nor all the sleeping potions of the world, could once again restore to
him that sweet rest which he had enjoyed only yesterday. His occupation sickened upon
him. He no longer took delight in arms. His heart, that used to be roused at the sight of
troops ,would no longer stir at the sound of drums or the neighing of war-horses. He
seemed to have lost all that pride and ambition which are the virtues of a soldier. Some-
times he thought his wife to be honest. Again he wondered that she was not. At times he
thought Iago to be just, but at times he thought the contrary. Thus, he was torn to pieces
with these distracting thoughts. Once he laid hold on Iago’s throat, and demanded proof
of Desdemona’s guilt or threatened instant death for his having belied her. Iago feigned
indignation that his honesty was misinterpreted to be a vice. He pointed out if Othello
had not sometimes seen a handkerchief spotted with strawberries in the hand of Des-
demona, and Othello acknowledged that it was his first gift to Desdemona. “That same
handkerchief,” said Iago, “did I see Michael Cassio this day wipe his face with.” Othello
replied, “If it be as you say, [ will not rest till a wide revenge swallow them up: first, for
a token of your fidelity, I expect that Cassio shall be put to death within three days; and
for that fair devil, I will withdraw and devise some swift means of death for her.”

Othello did not care to enquire how Cassio came by with the handkerchief of Des-
demona. He passed death sentence upon both of them. Desdemona had never given such
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a present to Cassio; nor would this constant lady have ever wronged her husband with
doing so naughty a thing as to give her lord’s presents to another man. The shrewd lago
used his wife, Emilia, to steal the handkerchief from Desdemona, under pretence of get-
ting the work copied, but in reality to drop it in Cassio’s way, where he might find it, and
give a handle to Iago’s suggestion that it was Desdemona’s present.

Soon after the meeting his wife, Othello pretended that he had a headache, and
desired her to lend him her handkerchief to hold on to his temples. Desdemona did so,
but Othello wanted the handkerchief which he gave her. Desdemona could not find it.
“That’s a fault,” said Othello. “That handkerchief was given to my mother by an Egyp-
tian woman. She was a charmer and could almost read the thoughts of people; she told
her, while she kept it, it would make her amiable, and subdue my father entirely to her
love; but, if she lost it, or made a gift of it, my father would loathe her as much as he
had loved her.” The lady said, “Is it possible?” Othello replied, “It is true. It is a magical
handkerchief.” Desdemona was ready to die with fear, for she plainly perceived that she
had lost it, and with it, she feared, the love of her husband. She tried to divert him from
too serious thoughts. She cheerfully told him that all his talk about the handkerchief was
only to put her off from Cassio’s suit and went on to praise him until Othello in perfect
distraction burst out of the room. Then Desdemona began to suspect that her lord was
jealous of Cassio.

When Othello and Desdemona met again, he accused her more plainly of being
unfaithful, and of loving another man. Othello wept and told her that he could have
borne all sorts of evils with fortitude-poverty, disease and disgrace, but her infidelity had
broken his heart. He called her a weed that looked so fair and smelled so sweet that the
sense ached at it. He wished she had never been born. When Othello left her, Desdemona
was so stupefied with wonder at her husband’s untrue suspicion of her, that a weightlike
sleep came over her. She only desired that her attendant to make her bed, and to lay her
wedding-sheets upon it. She said that when people teach their babies, they do it by gentle
means and easy tasks, and Othello might have chided her so; for in good faith she was
but a child when she was children.

Desdemona soon fell asleep. Othello entered the room full of dark purpose which he
had meditated of putting her lady to death. When he saw her asleep he thought he would
not shed her blood, but he was resolved that should die else she would live to betray more
as she had done him. Then he kissed her for the last time and he wept but he said they
were cruel tears.

Desdemona was awakened with his kisses. She looked upon Othello, and she saw
him gnaw his lips and roll his eyes. She knew he was always fatal when he looked so.
He told her to prepare for death and to say her prayers for he would not kill her soul.
Desdemona begged for mercy, and to know her fault. Then he named Cassio and the
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handkerchief which, he said, she had given him, and as the guiltless lady was proceeding

to clear herself, he suddenly would hear no more, but covering her up in the bed clothes,
stifled her till she died.

At the same time Cassio came in, wounded and bleeding. lago had set one of his
men to assassinate him but the fellow was unable to kill Cassio. He was killed by lago
to prevent discovery. In his pockets were found certain letters which exposed the guilt
of Tago and confirmed the innocence of Cassio who now came to Othello to beg apology
and also to ask him the reason why lago had been employed to murder him.

The discovery was like a thunderstroke to Othello who now felt he was no better
than a murder, and that his lady was innocent and faithful. Extreme anguish made life
intolerable and killed himself falling upon his sword and throwing himself upon the life-
less body of his dear wife.

These rash acts raised much passion of horror and amazement among the by stand-
ers. Othello had borne a fair reputation, and until he was wrought upon by the arts of a
villain, he was indeed a loving and doting husband. He had loved Desdemona not wisely,
but too well. When he was dead all his former merits and valiant acts were remembered.
lago was executed with strict tortures, and the state of Venice lamented for the demise of
their renowned General Othello.

Siege : a military operation to capture a town

Insolent : rude and disrespectful

Anthropophagi : a mythical race of cannibals

Devour : read or listen to some story eagerly

Seduce : persuade someone to do something unwise

Conjuration : make some thing appear in the mind

Blemish : a small flaw

Dispersion : go in different direction

Intercession : the action of intervening on behalf of someone

Disposition : the natural qualities of a person’s character

Mandragora : a type of a plant whose root when eaten causes hallucination
Loathsomely : hatefully

Suit : the process of trying to win a woman’s affection with a view to marriage
Infidelty : disloyalty

Chided : scolded

Gnaw : cause pain

Wrought : made






Poetry






Bright Star

John Keats

John Keats (1795-1821) is an English Romantic poet. His poetry abounds in sensuous
imagery. Besides his Letters, Keats wrote short and long poems and an unfinished epic
Hyperion. Some of his notable works include Ode to Autumn, Lamia and Why did | Laugh
Tonight? He had a strong propensity for classical mythology and legend.

In this poem the speaker wishes for a constant love through striking imagery. The poem
has a sensuous appeal.

Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art—

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night
And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite,
The moving waters at their priestlike task

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
No—ryet still stedfast, still unchangeable,

Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast,

Eremite : saint
stedfast : unchanging.
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To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever—or else swoon to death.



A Dog has Died

Pablo Neruda

Pablo Neruda (1904 —1973) is a Chilean poet-diplomat. Pablo Neruda led a life charged
with poetic and political activity. In 1923 he sold all of his possessions to finance the
publication of his first book, Crepusculario (“Twilight”). His Veintepoemas de amor y
unacanciondesesperada (“Twenty Love Poems and a Song of Despair”), published in
1924, made him a celebrity. In 1926, he published the collection Tentativa del hombre
Infinito (The Attempt of the Infinite Man) and the novel El habitante y suesperanza (The
Inhabitant and His Hope). He wrote in a variety of styles, including surrealist poems,
historical epics, overtly political manifestos, a prose autobiography, and passionate love
poems He was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1971.

Originally written in Spanish, this poem was translated by Alfred Yankauer. In the poem,
the poet is apparently devoid of emotions and sentiments after his dog died. However, as

the poet unfolds the speaker’s grief for the dead dog becomes evident.

My dog has died.
I buried him in the garden

next to a rusted old machine.

Some day I’ll join him right there,

but now he’s gone with his shaggy coat,
his bad manners and his cold nose,

and I, the materialist, who never believed
in any promised heaven in the sky

for any human being,

I believe in a heaven for all dogdom

shaggy : long untidy hair
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where my dog waits for my arrival

waving his fan-like tail in friendship.

A1, I’ll not speak of sadness here on earth,
of having lost a companion

who was never servile.

His friendship for me, like that of a porcupine
withholding its authority,

was the friendship of a star, aloof,

with no more intimacy than was called for,
with no exaggerations:

he never climbed all over my clothes
filling me full of his hair or his mange,

he never rubbed up against my knee

like other dogs obsessed with sex.

No, my dog used to gaze at me,

paying me the attention I need,

the attention required

to make a vain person like me understand
that, being a dog, he was wasting time,

but, with those eyes so much purer than mine,
he’d keep on gazing at me

with a look that reserved for me alone

all his sweet and shaggy life,

always near me, never troubling me,

and asking nothing.

Ai, how many times have I envied his tail
as we wiilked together on the shores of the sea

in the lonely winter of Isla Negra

servile : slave like
mange : a skin disease of animals



where the wintering birds filled the sky
and my hairy dog was jumping about

full of the voltage of the sea’s movement:
my wandering dog, sniffing away

with his golden tail held high,

face to face with the ocean’s spray.

Joyful, joyful, joyful,
as only dogs know how to be happy
with only the autonomy

of their shameless spirit.

There are no good-byes for my dog who has died,
and we don’t now and never did lie to each other.
So now he’s gone and I buried him,

and that’s all there is to it.

autonomy : the ability to act independently

Alternative English

[ 43



The Coromandel Fishers

Sarojini Naidu

Sarojini Naidu (1879-1949) is a noted poet and patriot of India. Her poems explore various
aspects of India — mountains, rivers and temples. Common Indian people like charmers,
beggars, fishermen, widows, bangle sellers, milkmaids move across the canvas of her
poet. Her famous works include Palanquin Bearers, Indian Weavers and Autumn Song.
She writes in a manner that is easy to understand, and her poems show the influence of
British Romantic and Victorian poets.

This poem depicts the Indian fisherfolk as they go on the high seas to caugh fishes. The
poem reflects the pride of the poet for the people of the community.

Rise, brothers, rise; the wakening skies pray to the morning light,
The wind lies asleep in the arms of the dawn like a child that has cried all night.
Come, let us gather our nets from the shore and set our catamarans free,

To capture the leaping wealth of the tide, for we are the kings of the sea!

No longer delay, let us hasten away in the Mark ol the sea gull’s call,

The sea is our mother, the cloud is our brother, the waves air our comrades all.

catamarans : fast sailing boats
comrades : friends
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What though we toss at the fall of the sun where the hand of the sea-god drives?

He who holds the storm by the hair, will hide in his breast our lives.

Sweet is the shade of the cocoanut glade, and the scent of the mango grove,
And sweet are the sands at the full o’ the moon with the sound of the voices we love;
But sweeter, O brothers, the kiss of the spray and the dance of the wild foam’s glee;

Row, brothers, row to the edge of the verge, where the low sky mates with the sea.

cocoanut : the poet spells the word ‘coconut’ in this way



Everyone Sang

Siegfried Sassoon

Siegfried Loraine Sassoon (1886-1967) is an English poet and soldier. He took part in
the First World War. Avoiding the sentimentality and jingoism of many war poets, Sas-
soon wrote about the brutality and horror of war. His poetry is barbed with irony, and are
harshly realistic. Counter-Attack and Other Poems has some of Sassoon’s best war poems.

In this poem the poet discribes the feelings of joy and sorrow as the war comes to an end.
The soldiers are happy because the war has ended, but also sad that they have lost their
friends in the war.

Everyone suddenly burst out singing;
And I was filled with such delight

As prisoned birds must find in freedom,
Winging wildly across the white

Orchards and dark-green fields; on—on—and out of sight.

Everyone’s voice was suddenly lilted;

And beuutv came like ilu- srliinii sun:

My heart was shaken with tears; and horror
Drifted away...O, but Everyone

Was a bird; and the song was wordless; the singing will never be done.

winging : flying
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Prose






Sparrows
K A Abbas

Khwaja Ahmad Abbas (1914-1987), is an Indian, short stroy writer, novelist, screenwriter
and a journalist. His column ‘Last Page’ is regarded as one of the longest running columns
in the history of Indian journalism. He wrote over 73 books in English, Hindi and Urdu.
His famous works include Inquilab (1958), The Black Sun and Other Story (1963) and
The Walls of Glass (1977). His stories often revolve around the downtrodden section of
the society. He received the Urdu Academy Delhi Special Award in 1984.

This short story shows the transformation of a hard-hearted man to a sensitive and lonely
individual. Initially notorious for his bad temper and cruelty, he becomes a man craving
for love at the end of the story.

he sun was setting behind the mango grove which fringed the western extremity of the

village when Rahim Khan returned from the fields. Broad and strong despite his fifty
odd years, with the plough on his shoulders, and living his two oxen, he walked through
the main street of the village with a haughty and unfriendly air. As he approached the
chaupal where a dozen or so peasants were collected for their evening smoke, the hilarious
tones of gossip died down to cautious whispers. It was only when he had vanished round
the corner and the heavy tread of his footsteps was heard no more that Kallu, passing the

fringed : bordered
haughty : rude
chaupal : a community building in the rural areas
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communal hookah to another, remarked, “There goes the hard-hearted devil!” To which
Nanha, the fat sweet-seller added: “He is getting worse and worse every day. Only yes-
terday he beat poor Ramoo’s child for throwing a pebble at his oxen.”

Ramnath, the officious zaildar, volunteered further details of Rahim Khan’s recent
cruelties. “And the other day he very nearly killed my mare for straying into his field.”

The zaildar, of course, thought it quite irrelevant to mention that the straying of his
mare had been specially planned by his mischievous sons. The old grey-haired patel was,
as always, the last to open his toothless mouth. And as usual, his words were prefaced by
a pious invocation to the Almighty. “Hari Ram!” he muttered, “I have never seen such a
cruel man. He has compassion neither for a child nor for a helpless animal. No wonder
his own sons have run away from home.”

The subject of their conversation, meanwhile, had reached his hut which, almost sym-
bolically, stood gaunt and aloof, at a distance from the neighbouring cluster of houses.
Leaning the plough up against the low wall of his house, he proceeded to tie the oxen to
a pair of big wooden stakes embedded in the ground just in front of the doorway.

“Bhai Rahim Khan!” an obsequious voice said behind him as he was about to enter
the house.

“What is it?”” he gruffly queried, turning round to address the old woman who had come
out of the house nearest his own. As she hesitated to speak he fired a volley of questions:
“What is it? I won’t eat you. Why don’t you speak, woman:” Has your son been arrested
again for revenue arrears or has your daughter-in-law delivered another baby?”

As she stopped for breath, the woman summoned up all her courage to uttci two words,
“Your wife...” “...has run away”’. He completed the sentence with a grin which broadened
with the realisation that he had guessed right.

“No, no,” the woman hastily explained with an apologetic look, as if she herself were
responsible for his wife’s absence. “She has only gone to her brotlici at Nurpur and will
be back in a few days.”

zaildar : adminstrative officer during the period of British rule in India
patel : the surname given to landlords

gaunt : unpleasant

obsequious : slave like

volley : series

seething : filled with anger
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“Bah!” he flung back at her, opening the door. He knew that his wife would never
come back.

Seething with inward wrath he entered the dark hut and sat down on the charpoy. A
cat mewed in a corner. Finding no one else on whom to vent his anger he flung it out,
slamming the door with violence.

There was no one to give him water to wash his dust-laden feet and hands, no one to
give him supper, no one whom he could curse and beat. Rahim Khan felt uncomfortable
and unhappy. He had always been angry with his wife when she was there, but her absence
angered him still more.

“So she’s gone,” he mused, lying down on the cot, having decided to go to sleep without
his food. During the thirty years of their married life he had always felt that she would
leave him one day and, at one time, he had even hoped she would. Six years ago, his eldest
son Bundu had run away from home because of a more than usual severe beating. Three
years later, the younger one, Nuru joined his brother. Since that day, Rahim Khan had felt
sure his wife too would run away to her brother’s house. But now that she had gone, he
felt unhappy—not sorry, no, for he had never loved his wife—but only uncomfortable,
as if a necessary piece of furniture had been removed. With her gone, on whom could he
shower the outpourings of an embittered heart?

For thirty years his wife had been both the symbol and the target of all his grievances
against his family, against society, against life.

As a youth there had been none in the village to beat him in feats of athletic skill—in
wrestling, in kabadi, in diving from the canal bridge. He had loved a girl, and wanted to
join a touring circus which happened to pass through the village. In the circus, he had felt,
lay the key to his ambitions—a career after liis own heart—travel—fame. And in Radha,
the daughter of Ram Charan, the village banya, he thought he had found this soul-mate.
He had first noticed her watching him at a wrestling match and it had been the greatest
moment nl this life when, standing up after vanquishing his adversary, he had found
Kiulhu looking at him with the light of love in her eyes. After that there had been a few
brief and furtive meetings when the unlettered but romantic youth had declared his love in

wrath : anger

banya : a term used to mean merchant
vanquishing : defeating

adversary : opponent

furtive : secret

unlettered : ignorant

infamous : notorious
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passionate though halting words. But his parents had killed both ambitions. Circus work
was too lowly and immoral for a respectable peasant. Anyway, his father, grandfather
and all his ancestors had tilled the land, so he too had to do it. As for marrying Radha, a
Hindu, a Kafir, the very idea was infamous and irreligious.

For some time, Rahim Khan, “with youthful resentment, toyed with the idea of open
rebellion. But the tradition of centuries of serfdom ran in his blood and, however indig-
nant he might have felt at his father’s severity, he could not summon enough courage to
defy paternal authority and social traditions. After a few days, the circus left the village
without Rahim Khan and the furtive-romance with Radha too came to an abrupt end. Ra-
him Khan’s father slyly suggested to Ram Charan that his daughter was now fifteen and
ought to have been married long ago, not failing to hint at the disastrous consequences
of late-marriages. Within a few weeks Radha was married to Ram Lai, a middle-aged,
pot-bellied banya of the neighbouring village. With a few sad tears shed in the solitude of
the night in memory of her hopeless romance with Rahim Khan, she quickly reconciled
to her fate and proceeded forthwith to be mother of half-a-dozen children.

Rahim Khan also married. He had, of course, no choice in the matter. His parents
selected the girl, fixed the date, ordered some gaudy clothes for him and some silver or-
naments for his bride, sat him on a horse, and to the beat of a brass band, took him to the
girl’s house where the Nikah was duly preformed. To the Kazi’s formal questions Rahim
Khan mechanically nodded his head. Any other course was impossible. Nobody, of course,
cared to ask the shy little girl who sat huddled in a dark room, only dimly conscious of
the fate to which sin-had been condemned. After the ceremony, Rahim Khan’s father, in
a mood of self-congratulation, boasted to his wife: “See how meekly he obeyed me. You
always feared he might refuse to fall in with our arrangements. I know these youngsters.
They are apt to be restless if their marriage is delayed.That is why our fathers believed
in marrying away their children early. Now he will be all riglit!”

At that very moment, standing on the threshold of the room where his wife awaited
him much as a sheep awaits the butcher, Rahim Khan made a terrible resolve to avenge

resentment . anger

reconciled : accepted an unpleasant situation
gaudy : showy

meekly : gently

threshold : corridor
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himself on his parents, his family, on society. He held them all responsible for the frus-
tration of this life’s dreams. And in his confused, illogical mind he regarded his bride as
a symbol of this persecution to which he had been subjected. On her he would wreak his
vengeance. Iron entered his hitherto kindly soul as he rudely pushed open the door.

That was thirty years ago, Rahim Khan reflected as he lay there on his cot in the dark
hut.

And had not he had his revenge? For thirty years he had ill-treated his wife, his chil-
dren and his bullocks, quarrelled with everyone in the village and made himself the most
hated person in the community. The thought of being so universally detested gave him
grim satisfaction.

No one in the village, of course, understood or tried to understand the reasons for
this strange transformation of the cheerful and kind young man into the beast that he had
become. At first, their attitude towards him was one of astonished hostility, but later it
changed to indifference mingled with fear. Of understanding and sympathy he received
none. Shunned by everyone, with a bitterness ever gnawing at his heart, Rahim Khan
sought consolation in the unquestioned authority over his wife which society allowed
him.

For thirty years his wife had submitted to his persecution with the slave-like docility
that is the badge of her tribe. Lately, indeed, she had become so used to corporal chastise-
ment that it seemed unnatural if a whole week passed without beating. To Rahim Khan,
beating his wife had become a part of his very existence. As sleep gathered round him, his
last thought was whether he would be able to endure a life without having an opportunity
of'indulging in what had now become his second nature. It was perhaps the only moment
when Rahim Khan had a feeling, not exactly of affection for his wife, but of loneliness

without her. Never before had he realised how much the woman he hated was a part of
his life.

When he awoke it was already late forenoon and he started the day by cursing his
wife, for it was she who used to wake early every morning. But he was in no great hurry
today. Lazily he got up and, after his ablutions, milked the goats for his breakfast which
consisted of the remains of the previous day’s chapattis soaked in fresh milk. Then he sat
down for a smoke, with his beloved hookah beside him. Now the hut was warm and alight
with the rays of the sun streaming in through the open window. In a corner they revealed
some cobwebs and, having already decided to absent himself from his fields, he thought

avenge : to take revenge
ghawing : biting

docility : meekness
corporal : physical
chastisement : punishment
desist : stop
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he would tidy his hut. Tying some tags to the end of a long pole, he was about to remove
the cobwebs when he saw a nest in the thatched roof. Two sparrows were fluttering in
and out, twittering constantly.

His first impulse was to wreck the nest with one stroke of his pole, but something
within him made him desist. Throwing down the pole, he brought a stool and climbed up
on it to get a better view of the sparrows’ home. Two little featherless mites of red-flesh,
baby sparrows hardly a day old, lay inside, while their parents hovered round Rahim
Khan’s face, screaming threateningly. He barely had a glimpse of the inside of the nest
when the mother sparrow attacked him.Next day he resumed his daily work. Still no one
talked to him in the village. From morning till late in the afternoon he would toil in the
field, ploughing the furrow and watering the crops, but he returned home before sunset.
Then he would lie on his cot, smoking his hookah and watching with lively interest the
antics of the sparrow family. The two little ones had now grown into fine youni; birds,
and he called them Nuru and Bundu after his lost sons whom he had not seen for several
years.The four sparrows were his only friends in the world. His neighbours were still
frightened of him and regarded his recent peaceful behaviour with suspicion.They were
genuinely astonished that for some time no one had seen him beating his bullocks. Nat-
hoo and Chiddoo themselves were very happy and grateful, and their bruised bodies had
almost healed.

One monsoon evening, when the sky was overcast with threatening clouds, Rahim
Khan returned from the fields a little earlier than usual. He found .1 group of children
playing on the road. They ran away as they saw him, and even left their shoes behind in
their haste. In vain did Rahim Khan shorn, “Why are you running away? I am not going
to beat you.” Meanwhile, it h;nl started drizzling and he hurried homewards to tie up the
bullocks before 1 In-big downpour came.

Entering his hut, Rahim Khan lighted the earthenware oil lamp and plain! some
crumbs of bread for the sparrows before he prepared his own dinnei “O Nuru! O Bundu!”
he shouted, but the sparrows did not come out. Anxious to find out what hail happened
to his friend’He peered into the- nest and found the quartet scared and sitting huddled
up within their feathers. At the very spot where the nest lay, the roof was leaking. Rahim
Khan took a ladder and went out in the pouring rain to repair the damage. By the time
the job was satisfactorily done he was thoroughly drenched. As he sat on the cot, Rahim
Khan sneezed, but he did not heed the warning and went to sleep. Next morning he awoke
with a high fever.

quartet : group of four
brooding : sad
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When the villagers did not see him going to the fields for several days they grew
anxious and some of them came to see what the matter was. Through a crack in the door
they saw him lying on the cot talking, so they thought, to himself. “O Bundu, O Nuru,
who will feed you when I am gone?”

The peasants shook their heads sympathetically. “Poor fellow,” they said, “he has
gone mad. We will send for his wife to look after him.”

Next morning when Rahim Khan’s wife, anxious and weeping, came with her sons,
a group of neighbours collected in sympathy. The door was locked from the inside, and
in spite of loud knocking no one opened it. When they broke their way in they found the
large and gaunt frame of Rahim lying in the brooding silence of the room, broken only
by the fluttering of four sparrows.



The Disk

Jorge Luis Borges

Jorge Luis Borges (1899-1986) is a noted an Argentinian short story writer, poet and
essayist. His work have contributed to philosophical literature and fantasy genre. His
famous works include Ficciones (1944) and TheAleph (1949). His works have been
translated into different languages. He was awarded be World Fantasy Award for Life
Achievement.

Originally written in Spanish, this story was translated into English by Paul Blackburn.
This is a story of greed and a consequent sence of loss. The story is said against background
of a deep wood in old England. This background helps the author to weave elements of
fantasy in this story.

Iam a woodcutter. My name does not matter. The hut where [ was born ami where I shall
probably soon die stands at the edge of the forest.

It is said of the forest that it stretches as far as the sea, which rings the whole earth
and on which wooden huts like mine wend their way. Never having seen this sea, I do
not know. Nor have I ever seen the other side of the forest. When we were boys my elder
brother made me vow that between us we would chop down the entire woods until not a
single tree was left. My brother died, and what I seek now and what I shall go on seek-
ing—is something else. To the west nnr. a stream that I know how to fish with my hands.
In the forest there are wolves, but wolves do not scare me, and my axe has never been
unique to me.

Of my years I have never kept count. 1 know they are many. My eyes no see. In the
village, where I venture no more, since I would lose my way, I am : as a miser. But how
much treasure cm ,i mere woodcutter have laid up?

wend : go
laboured : tired
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To keep snow out, I shut tight the door of my house with a stone. One evening long
ago, I heard laboured footsteps approach, and then a knock. I opened, and a dt ranger
came in. He was old and tall, and he was wrapped in a threadbare blanket. A scar marked
his face. His years seemed to have given him more authority than frailty, but I noticed
that he was unable to get about without the help of a staff. We exchanged a few words
that I no longer remember. At the end, he said, “I am homeless and sleep wherever I can.
I have travelled the length and breadth of this land of the Saxons.”

These words testified to his years. My father had always spoken of the Saxon lund,
which nowadays people call England.

I had bread and fish. We did not speak a word during the meal. Rain began to fall.
With a few skins I made him a pallet on the earth floor, where my brother had died. When
night fell, we went to sleep.

Day was dawning when we left the hut. The rain had stopped and the ground was cov-
ered with new-fallen snow. My companion’s staff slipped from his hand Hi id he ordered
me to pick it up.

“Why must I obey you?” I asked him.
“Because I am a king,” he answered.

I thought him mad. Picking up the staff, I handed it to him. He spoke with H different
voice.

“I am king of the Secgens,”he said. “Often in hardpitched battle I carried my people
to victory, but at the fateful hour I lost my kingdom. My name is Isern mul I am of the
race of Odin.”

“I do not worship Odin,” I said. “I worship Christ.”

He went on as if he had not heard me. “I travel the paths of exile, but I am still king,
for I have the disk. Do you want to see it?”

He opened the palm of his bony hand. There was nothing in it. Only then did I recall
that he had always kept the hand closed.

Staring hard at me, he said, “You may touch it.”

pallet : a cloth bag filled with straw
Odin : a major god in Norse mythology
misgiving : doubt
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With a certain misgiving, I touched my fingertips to his palm. I felt something cold,
and saw a glitter. The hand closed abruptly. I said nothing. The man went on patiently, as
if speaking to a child.

“It is Odin’s disk,” he said, “It has only one side. In all the world tl nothing else with
only one side. As long as the disk remains mine, I sli; king.”

“Is it golden?” I said.
“I don’t know. It is Odin’s disk and it has only one side.”

Then and there I was overcome with greed to own the disk. If it were mine I could
trade it for an ingot of gold and I would be a king. I said to the vagabond, whom to this
day I go on hating, “In my hut I have buried a box of coins.’I In i are of gold and they
shine like an axe. If you give me Odin’s disk, I’ll tnulc wn the box.”

He said stubbornly, “I don’t want to.”
“Then,” I said, “you may continue on your path.”

He turned his back to me. One blow with the axe at the back of his na k more than
enough to bring him down, but as he fell his hand opened, and in tin air I saw the glitter.
I took care to mark the spot with my axe, and dragon I ilu dead man to the stream which
was running high. There I threw him in.

Coming back to my hut, I searched for the disk. I did not find it. That was years ago,
and [ am searching still.

ingot : a solid piece of metal, usually shaped like a brick



The Mark of Vishnu

Khushwant Singh

Khushwant Singh (1915-2014) has won fame as a journalist as well as a fiction writer.
With Malice towards One and All was a very popular weekly newspaper column penned
by him. His famous fictional works include Train to Pakistan (1956), Black Jasmine
(1971) and The Sunset Club (2010). His writings are often larded with wit and barbed
with satire. He received the Padma Vibhushan award in 2007.

This story criticizes superstitious beliefs and shows the tragic effects that actions based on
superstitions may have on people. The author uses irony to ridicule superstitious beliefs.

(44 This isforthe KalaNag,” said Gunga Ram, pouring the milk into the L saucer. “Every night
I leave it outside the hole near the wall and it’s gone M tin- morning.”

“Perhaps it is the cat,”we youngsters suggested.

“Cat!” said Gunga Ram with contempt. “No cat goes near that hole. Kala Nag lliric.
As long as I give him milk, he will not bite anyone in this house. You can all go about
with bare feet and play where you like.”

We were not having any patronage from Gunga Ram.

“You’re a stupid old Brahmin,”! said. “Don’t you know snakes don’t drink milk? At
least one couldn’t drink a saiucrful every day.’lhe teacher told us that a snake eats only

once in several days. We saw a grass snake vvhirli had just swallowed a frog. It stuck
like a blob in its throat and look several day. to dissolve and go down its tail. We’ve got

patronage : support
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dozens of them in the lab in methylated spirit. Why, last month the teacher bought one
from a snake-charmer which could run both ways. It had another head with a pair of eyes
at the tail. You should have seen the fun when it was put in the jar.

There wasn’t an empty one in the lab. So the teacher put it in one which had a Russel’s
viper. He caught its two ends with a pair of forceps, dropped it in the jar, and quickly put
the lid on.There was an absolute storm as it went round and round in the glass tearing the
decayed viper into shreds.”

Gunga Ram shut his eyes in pious horror.
“You will pay for it one day. Yes, you will.”

It was no use arguing with Gunga Ram. He, like all good Hindus, believed i 11 the
Trinity of Brahma, Vishnu and Siva—the creator, preserver and destroyer. Of these, he
was most devoted to Vishnu. Every morning he smeared his forehead with a V mark in
sandalwood paste to honour the deity. Although a Brahmin, he was illiterate and full of
superstition. To him, all life was sacred, even if it was of a serpent or scorpion or centi-
pede. Whenever he saw one he quickly shoved it away lest we kill it. He picked up wasps
we battered with our badminton rackets and tended their damaged wings. Sometimes he
got stung. It never seemed to shake his faith. The more dangerous the animal, the more
devoted Gunga Ram was to its existence. Hence the regard for snakes; above all, the
cobra, who was the Kala Nag.

“We will kill your Kala Nag if we see him.”

“I won’t let you. It’s laid a hundred eggs and if you kill it all the eggs will become
cobras and the house will be full of them. Then what will you do?”

“We’ll catch them alive and send them to Bombay. They milk them their for anti-
snake-bite serum. They pay two rupees for a live cobra. That makes two hundred rupees
straightaway”

“Your doctors must have udders. I never saw a snake have any. But don’t you dare
touch this one. It is a phannyar—it is hooded. I’ve seen it. It’s three hand’, long. As for
its hood!”

Gunga Ram opened the palms of his hands and his head swayed from side to side.
“You should see it basking on the lawn in the sunlight.”

“That just proves what a liar you are.The phannyar is the male, so it couldn’t have
laid the hundred eggs. You must have laid the eggs yourself.”

viper : snake
basking : enjoying the heat
belittling : seeming unimportant
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The party burst into peals of laughter.
“Must be Gunga Ram’s eggs. We’ll soon have a hundred Gunga Rams.”

Gunga Ram was squashed. It was the lot of a servant to be constantly squashed. But
having the children of the household make fun of him was too much even for Gunga Ram.
They were constantly belittling him with their new-fangled ideas. They never read their
scriptures. Nor even what the Mahatma said about nonviolence.

It was just shotguns to kill birds and the jars of methylated spirit to drown snakes.
Gunga Ram would stick to his faith in the sanctity of life. He would feed and protect
snakes, because snakes were the most vile of God’s creatures on earth. If you could love
them, instead of killing them, you proved your point. What the point was which Gunga
Ram wanted to prove was not clear. He just proved it by leaving the saucerful of milk by
the snake hole every night and finding it gone in the mornings.

One day we saw Kala Nag. The monsoons had burst with all their fury and it had
rained in the night. The earth which had lain parched and dry under the withering heat of
the summer sun was teeming with life. In little pools frogs croaked. The muddy ground
was littered with crawling worms, centipedes and velvety ladybirds. Grass had begun to
show and the banana leaves glistened bright and glossy green. The rain had flooded Kala
Nag’s hole. He sat in an open patch on the lawn. His shiny black hood glistened in the
sunlight. He was big—almost six feet in length, and rounded and fleshy, as my wrist.

“Looks like a King Cobra. Let’s get him.”

Kala Nag did not have much of a chance. The ground was slippery and all the holes
and gutters were full of water. Gunga Ram was not at home to help.

Armed with long bamboo sticks, we surrounded Kala Nag before he even scented
danger. When he saw us his eyes turned a fiery red, and he hissed and spat on all sides.
Then like lightning Kala Nag made for the banana grove.

The ground was too muddy and he slithered. He had hardly gone five yards when a
stick caught him in the middle and broke his back. A volley of blows reduced him to a
squishy-squashy pulp of black and white jelly, spattered with blood and mud. His head
was still undamaged.

“Don’t damage the hood,” veiled one of us. “We’ll take Kala Nag to school.”

So we slid a bamboo stick under the cobra’s belly and lifted him on the eml of the pole.
We put him in a large biscuit tin and tied it up with string. We hid the tin under a bed.

teeming with : filled with
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At night I hung around Gunga Ram waiting for him to get his saucer of milk. “Aren’t
you going to take any milk for the Kala Nag tonight?”

“Yes”, answered Gunga Ram irritably. “You go to bed.”
He did not want any more argument on the subject.

“He won’t need the milk anymore,”

Gunga Ram paused.

“Why?”

“Oh, nothing. There are so many frogs about. They must taste better than your milk.
You never put any sugar in it anyway.”

The next morning Gunga Ram brought back the saucer with the milk still in it. He
looked sullen and suspicious.

“I told you snakes like frogs better than milk.”

Whilst we changed and had breakfast, Gunga Ram hung around us. lhr school bus
came and we clambered into it with the tin. As the bus started wi held out the tin to Gunga
Ram.

“Here’s your Kala Nag. Safe in this box, We are going to put him in spirit,” We left
him standing speechless, staring at the departing bus.

There was great excitement in the school. We were a set of four brothcri, known for
our toughness. We had proved it again,

“A King Cobra.”
“Six feet long.”
“Phannyar.”

The tin was presented to the science teacher. It was on the teacher’s table, and we
waited for him to open it and admire our kill. The teacher prctrmlinl to be indifferent and
set us some problems to work on. With studied matter-of-factness he fetched his forceps

sullen : bad-tempered

clambered : climbed

indifferent : neglectful

Krait : a type of poisonous snake
taut : tight

petrified : motionless with fear
hysterically : uncontrolled emotion
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and ajar with a banded Krait curled in muddy methylated spirit. He began to hum and
untie the cord around the box.

As soon as the cord was loosened the lid flew into the air, just missing the teacher’s
nose. There Was Kala Nag. His eyes burnt like embers and his hood was taut and undam-
aged. With a loud hiss he went for the teacher’s face. The teacher pushed himself back
on the chair and toppled over. He fell on the floor ind stared at the cobra, petrified with
fear. The boys stood up on their desks ind yelled hysterically.

Kala Nag surveyed the scene with his bloodshot eyes. His forked tongue darted in
and out excitedly. He spat furiously and then made a bid for freedom. He fell out of the
tin onto the floor with a loud plop. His back was broken in several places and he dragged
himself painfully to the door. When he got to the threshold he drew himself up once again
with his hood outspread to face mother danger.

Outside the classroom stood Gunga Ram with a saucer and a jug of milk. As soon as
he saw Kala Nag come up he went down on his knees. He poured the milk into the saucer
and placed it near the threshold. With hands folded in prayer he bowed his head to the
ground craving forgiveness. In desperate fury, the cobra hissed and spat and bit Gunga
Ram all over the head—then with great effort dragged himself into a gutter and wriggled
out of view.

Gunga Ram collapsed with hands covering his face. He groaned in agony. The poison
blinded him instantly. Within a few minutes he turned pale and blue and froth appeared
in his mouth.

On his forehead were little drops of blood. These the teacher wiped with his handker-
chief. Underneath was the V mark where the Kala Nag had dug his fangs.

darted : moved quickly



Science and Religion

Albert Einstein

Albert Einstein (1879-1955) is a famous German scientist and philosopher. He published
more than three hundred scientific papers alongwith over one hundred and fifty non-
scientific works. Einstein transcends the objective, non-commital vision of science and
lends a subjective and philanthropic quality to science. He was awarded the Nobel Prize
in Physics in the year 1921.

In this essay, Einstein probes into the mutual relationship between science and religion,
and attempts to show the manner in which science and religion influence each other.

I

uring the last century, and part of the one before, it was widely held th;ii there was an
D unreconcilable conflict between knowledge and belief. The opinion prevailed among
advanced minds that it was time that belief should be replaced increasingly by knowl-
edge; belief that did not itself rest on knowledge was superstition, and as such had to be
opposed. According to this conception, the sole function of education was to open the
way to thinking and knowing, and the school, as the outstanding organ for the people’s
education, must serve that end exclusively.

One will probably find but rarely, if at all, the rationalistic standpoint expressed in such

crass form; for any sensible man would see at once how one-sided is such a statement
of the position. But it is just as well to state a thesis starkly and nakedly, if one wants to

unreconcileable : that cannot be matched
rationalistic : based on reason

crass : without sympathy

starkly : plainly
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clear up one’s mind as to its nature.

It is true that convictions can best be supported with experience and clear thinking. On
this point one must agree unreservedly with the extreme rationalist. The weak point of his
conception is, however, this, that those convictions which are necessary and determinant
for our conduct and judgements cannot be found solely along this solid scientific way.

For the scientific method can teach us nothing else beyond how facts are related to,
and conditioned by, each other. The aspiration toward such objective knowledge belongs
to the highest of which man is capable, and you will certainly not suspect me of wishing
to belittle the achievements and the heroic efforts of man in this sphere. Yet it is equally
clear that knowledge of what is, does not open the door directly to what should be.

One can have the clearest and most complete knowledge of what is, and yet not be
able to deduct from that what should be the goal of our human aspirations. Objective
knowledge provides us with powerful instruments for the achievements of certain ends,
but the ultimate goal itself and the longing to reach it must come from another source.
And it is hardly necessary to argue for the view that our existence and our activity acquire
meaning only by the setting up of such a goal and of corresponding values.

The knowledge of truth as such is wonderful, but it is so little capable of ng as a guide
that it cannot prove even the justification and the value of the aspiration toward that very
knowledge of truth. Here we face, therefore, the limits of the purely rational conception
of our existence.

But it must not be assumed that intelligent thinking can play no part in the formation
of the goal and of ethical judgements. When someone realises that for the achievement
of an end certain means would be useful, the means itself becomes thereby an end. Intel-
ligence makes clear to us the interrelation of means and ends. But mere thinking cannot
give us a sense of the ultimate and fundamental ends.

To make clear these fundamental ends and valuations, and to set them fast in the
emotional life of the individual, seems to me precisely the most important function
which religion has to perform in the social life of man. And if one asks whence derives
the authority of such fundamental ends, since they cannot be Mated and justified merely
by reason, one can only answer: they exist in a healthy society as powerful traditions,
which act upon the conduct and aspirations and judgements of the individuals; they are

convictions : beliefs
unreservedly : without doubts
determinant : deciding
whence : where (old usage)
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there, that is, as something living, without its being necessary to find justification for
their existence. They come into being not through demonstration but through revelation,
through the medium of powerful personalities. One must not attempt to justify them, but
rather to sense their nature simply and clearly.

The highest principles for our aspirations and judgements are given to us in the Jew-
ish-Christian religious tradition. It is a very high goal which, with our weak powers, we
can reach only very inadequately, but which gives a sun-foundation to our aspirations
and valuations. If one were to take that goal out of its religious form and look merely at
its purely human side, one might state it perhaps thus: free and responsible development
of the individual, so that he may place his powers freely and gladly in the service of all
mankind.

There is no room in this for the divinisation of a nation, of a class, let alone of an in-
dividual. Are we not all children of one father, as it is said in religious language? Indeed,
even the divinisation of humanity, as an abstract totality, would not be in the spirit of that
ideal. It is only to the individual that a soul is given. And the high destiny of the individual
is to serve rather than to rule, or to impose himself in any other way.

If one looks at the substance rather than at the form, then one can take these words as
expressing also the fundamental democratic position. The true democrat can worship his
nation as little as can the man who is religious, in our sense of the term.

What, then, in all this, is the function of education and of the school? They should
help the young person to grow up in such a spirit that these fundamental principles should
be to him as the air which he breathes.Teaching alone cannoi do that.

If one holds these high principles clearly before one’s eyes, and compare, them with
the life and spirit of our times, then it appears glaringly that civilised mankind finds
itself at present in grave danger. In the totalitarian states it is the rulers themselves who
strive actually to destroy that spirit of humanity. In less threatened parts it is nationalism
and intolerance, as well as the oppression of the individuals by economic means, which
threaten to choke these most precious traditions.

Acrealisation of how great is the danger is spreading, however, among thinking people,
and there is much search for means with which to meet the danger—means in the field
of national and international politics, of legislation, or organisation in general.

Such efforts are, no doubt, greatly needed. Yet the ancients knew something which we
seem to have forgotten. All means prove but a blunt instrument, if they have not behind

abstract : not having physical reality
totalitarian : a country or system of government in which there is only one political party
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them a living spirit. But if the longing for the achievement of the goal is powerfully alive
within us, then we shall not lack the strength to find the means for reaching the goal and
for translating it into deeds.

11

It would not be difficult to come to an agreement as to what we understand by science.
Science is the century-old endeavour to bring together by means of systematic thought the
perceptible phenomena of this world into as thoroughgoing an association as possible. To
put it boldly, it is the attempt at the posterior reconstruction of existence by the process of
conceptualisation. But when asking myself what religion is I cannot think of the answer so
easily. And even after finding an answer which may satisfy me at this particular moment, I
still remain convinced that I can never under any circumstances bring together, even to a
slight extent, the thoughts of all those who have given this question serious consideration.

At first, then, instead of asking what religion is I should prefer to ask what character-
ises the aspirations of a person who gives me the impression of being religious: a person
who is religiously enlightened appears to me to be one who has, to the best of his ability,
liberated himself from the fetters of his selfish desires and is preoccupied with thoughts,
feelings and aspirations to which he clings because of their superpersonal value. It seems
to me that what is important is the force of this superpersonal content and the depth of
the conviction I concerning its overpowering meaningfulness, regardless of whether any
attempt Is made to unite this content with a Divine Being, for otherwise it would not be
possible to count Buddha and Spinoza as religious personalities. Accordingly, a religious
person is devout in the sense that he has no doubt of the significance and loftiness of
those superpersonal objects and goals which neither require I nor are capable of rational
foundation. They exist with the same necessity and matter of factness as he himself. In
this sense religion is the age-old endeavour of mankind to become clearly and completely
conscious of these values and goals and constantly to strengthen and extend their effect. If
one conceives of religion and science according to these definitions then a conflict between
them appears impossible. For science can only ascertain what is, but not what should be,
and outside of its domain value judgements of all kinds remain necessary. Religion, on

endeavour : attempt

perceptible : feel with one’s senses
fetters : chains

preoccupied : busy

devout : holy

domain : area

misapprehension : awrong idea
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the other hand, deals only with evaluations of human thought and action: it cannot justi-
fiably speak of facts and relationships between facts. According to this interpretation the
well-known conflicts between religion and science in the past must all be ascribed to a
misapprehension of the situation which has been described.

For example, a conflict arises when a religious community insists on tin absolute
truthfulness of all statements recorded in the Bible. This means an intervention on the part
of religion into the sphere of science; this is where tin struggle of the Church against the
doctrines of Galileo and Darwin belongs. On the other hand, representatives of science
have often made an attempt in arrive at fundamental judgements with respect to values and
ends on the basis of scientific method, and in this way have set themselves in opposition
to religion These conflicts have all sprung from fatal errors.

Now, even though the realms of religion and science in themselves are clearl v marked
off from each other, nevertheless there exist between the two strong reciprocal relation-
ships and dependencies.Though religion maybe that whnli determines the goal, it has,
nevertheless, learned from science, in the broade-.t sense, what means will contribute to
the attainment of the goals it has set up But science can only be created by those who are
thoroughly imbued with the aspiration toward truth and understanding. This source of
feeling, however, springs from the sphere of religion. To this there also belongs the faith
in the possibility that the regulations valid for the world of existence are rational, thai is,
comprehensible to reason. I cannot conceive of a genuine scientist without that profound
faith.The situation maybe expressed by an image: science without religion is lame, religion
without science is blind.

Though I have asserted above that in truth a legitimate conflict between religion and
science cannot exist, | must nevertheless qualify this assertion once again on an essential
point, with reference to the actual content of historical religions. This qualification has to
do with the concept of god. During the youthful period of mankind’s spiritual evolution
human fantasy created gods in man’s own image, who, by the operations of their will were
supposed to determine, or at any rate to influence, the phenomenal world. Man sought to
alter the disposition of these gods in his own favour by means of magic and prayer. The
idea of god in the religions taught at present is a sublimation of that old concept of the
gods. Its anthropomorphic character is shown, for instance, by the fact that men appeal
to the Divine Being in prayers and plead for the fulfillment of their wishes.

legitimate : lawful

disposition : character

sublimation : the act of purifying

anthropomorphic : treating gods, animals or objects with human qualities
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Nobody, certainly, will deny that the idea of the existence of an omnipotent, just, and
omnibeneficent personal god is able to accord man solace, help and guidance; also, by
virtue of its simplicity it is accessible to the most undeveloped mind. But, on the other
hand, there are decisive weaknesses attached to this idea in itself, which have been pain-
fully felt since the beginning of history. That is, if this being is omnipotent, then every
occurrence, including every human action, every human thought and every human feeling
and aspiration is also. His work; how is it possible to think of holding men responsible
for their deeds atu thoughts before such an Almighty Being? In giving out punishment
and reward He would to a certain extent be passing judgment on Himself. How can this
Ix combined with the goodness and righteousness ascribed to I lim?

The main source of the present-day conflicts between the spheres of rcligioi and of
science lies in this concept of a personal god. It is the aim of science to establish general
rules which determine the reciprocal connection of object! and events in time and space.
For these rules, or laws of nature, absolutely general validity is required—not proven. It
is mainly a program, and faith in the possibility of its accomplishment in principle is only
founded on partia successes. But hardly anyone could be found who would deny these
partia successes and ascribe them to human self-deception. The fact that on the basis of
such laws we are able to predict the temporal behaviour of phenomena in certain domains
with great precision and certainty is deeply embedded in the consciousness of the modern
man, even though he may have grasped very little of the contents of those laws. He need
only consider that planetary courses within the solar system may be calculated in advance
with great exactitude on the basis of a limited number of simple laws. In a similar way,
though not with the same precision, it is possible to calculate in advance the mode of
operation of an electric motor, a transmission system, or of a wireless apparatus, even
when dealing with a novel development.

To be sure, when the number of factors coming into play in a phenomenological
complex is too large, scientific method in most cases fails us. One need only think of the
weather, in which case prediction even for a few days ahead is impossible. Nevertheless,

omnipotent : all powerful

omnibeneficent : always showing kindness

solace : comfort

righteousness : morally right

temporal : temporary

precision : accuracy

phenomenological : dealing with what one sees, hears, feels
confronted : faced with

causal : connected with the relationship between incident and reason
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no one doubts that we are confronted with a causal connection whose causal components
are in the main known to us. Occurrences in this domain are beyond the reach of exact
prediction because of the variety of factors in operation, not because of any lack of order
in nature.

We have penetrated far less deeply into the regularities obtaining within the realm of
living things, but deeply enough nevertheless to sense at least the rule of fixed necessity.
One need only think of the systematic order in heredity, and in the effect of poisons, as
for instance alcohol, on the behaviour of organic beings. What is still lacking here is a
grasp of connections of profound generality, but not a knowledge of order in itself.

The more a man is imbued with the ordered regularity of all events the firmer becomes
his conviction that there is no room left by the side of this ordered regularity for causes of
a different nature. For him neither the rule of human nor the rule of divine will exist as an
independent cause of natural events. To be sure, the doctrine of a personal god interfering
with natural events could never be refuted, in the real sense,by science, for this doctrine
can always take refuge in those domains in which scientific knowledge has not yet been
able to set foot.

But I am persuaded that such behaviour on the part of the representatives ol religion
would not only be unworthy but also fatal. For a doctrine which is able to maintain itself
not in clear light but only in the dark, will of necessity lose its effect on mankind, with
incalculable harm to human progress. In their struggl for the ethical good, teachers of
religion must have the stature to give up th doctrine of a personal god, that is, give up that
source of fear and hope which in the past placed such vast power in the hands of priests.
In their labours they will have to avail themselves of those forces which are capable of
cultivating the Good, the True, and the Beautiful in humanity itself. This is, to be sure, a
more difficult but an incomparably more worthy task. (This thought is convincingly pre-
sented in Herbert Samuel’s book, Belief and Action.) After religious teachers accomplish
the refining process indicated, they will surely recognise with joy that true religion has
been ennobled and made more profound by scientific knowledge.

If it is one of the goals of religion to liberate mankind as far as possible from the
bondage of egocentric cravings, desires and fears, scientific reasoning can aid religion in
yet another sense. Although it is true that it is the goal of science to discover rules which

refuted : proved wrong

ethical : connected with beliefs about what is right and wrong

stature : the importance and respect that a person has

egocentric : thinking only about oneself

reverence . respect

emancipation : freedom

incarnate : representing a particular quality in a physical or human form
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permit the association and foretelling of facts, this is not its only aim. It also seeks to re-
duce the connections discovered to the smallest possible number of mutually independent
conceptual elements. It is in this striving after the rational unification of the manifold that
it encounters its greatest successes, even though it is precisely this attempt which causes
it to run the greatest risk of falling a prey to illusions. But whoever has undergone the
intense experience of successful advances made in this domain is moved by profound
reverence for the rationality made manifest in existence. By way of the understanding he
achieves a far-reaching emancipation from the shackles of personal hopes and desires,
and thereby attains that humble attitude of mind toward the grandeur of reason incarnate
in existence, and which, in its profoundest depths, is inaccessible to man. This attitude,
however, appears to me to be religious, in the highest sense of the word. And so it seems
to me that science not only purifies the religious impulse of the dross of its anthropomor-
phism, bur also contributes to a religious spiritualisation of our understanding of life.

The further the spiritual evolution of mankind advances, the more certain it seems to
me that the path to genuine religiosity does not lie through the fear of life and the fear of
death and blind faith, but through striving after rational knowledge. In this sense I believe
that the priest must become a teacher if he wishes to do justice to his lofty educational
mission.

dross : low quality



Three Questions

Leo Tolstoy

It once occurred to a certain Tsar, that ithe always knew the right time to begin
everything; if he knew who were the right people to listen to, and whom to avoid; and,
above all, if he always knew what was the most important thing to do, he would never
fail in anything he might undertake.

And this thought having occurred to him, he had it proclaimed throughout his king-
dom that he would give a great reward to anyone who would teach him what was the
right time for every action, and who were the most necessary people, and how he might
know what was the most important thing to do.

And learned men came to the Tsar, but they all answered his questions differently.

In reply to the first question, some said that to know the right time for every action,
one must draw up in advance, a table of days, months and years, and must live strictly
according to it. Only thus, said they, could everything be done at its proper time.

Others declared that it was impossible to decide beforehand the right time for every
action; but that, not letting oneself be absorbed in idle pastimes, one should always at-
tend to all that was going on, and then do what was most needful. Others, again, said that
however attentive the Tsar might be to what was going on, it was impossible for one man
to decide correctly the right time for every action, but that he should have a Council of
wise men, who would help him to fix the proper time for everything.

But then again others said there were some things which could not wait to be laid
before a Council, but about which one had at once to decide whether to undertake them
or not. But in order to decide that, one must know beforehand what was going to happen.
It is only magicians who know that; and, therefore, in order to know the right time for
every action, one must consult magicians.

Equally various were the answers to the second question. Some said, the people
the Tsar most needed were his councillors; others, the priests; others, the doctors; while
some said the warriors were the most necessary.
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To the third question, as to what was the most important occupation: some replied
that the most important thing in the world was science. Others said it was skill in war-
fare; and others, again, that it was religious worship.

All the answers being different, the Tsar agreed with none of them, and gave the
reward to none. But still wishing to find the right answers to his questions, he decided to
consult a hermit, widely renowned for his wisdom.

The hermit lived in a wood which he never quitted, and he received none but com-
mon folk. So the Tsar put on simple clothes, and before reaching the hermit’s cell dis-
mounted from his horse, and, leaving his body-guard behind, went on alone.

When the Tsar approached, the hermit was digging the ground in front of his hut.
Seeing the Tsar, he greeted him and went on digging. The hermit was frail and weak, and
each time he stuck his spade into the ground and turned a little earth, he breathed heavily.

The Tsar went up to him and said: “I have come to you, wise hermit, to ask you to
answer three questions: How can I learn to do the right thing at the right time? Who are
the people I most need, and to whom should I, therefore, pay more attention than to the
rest? And, what affairs are the most important, and need my first attention?”

The hermit listened to the Tsar, but answered nothing. He just spat on his hand and
recommenced digging.

“You are tired,” said the Tsar, “let me take the spade and work awhile for you.”

“Thanks!” said the hermit, and, giving the spade to the Tsar, he sat down on the
ground.

When he had dug two beds, the Tsar stopped and repeated his questions. The hermit
again gave no answer, but rose, stretched out his hand for the spade, and said: “Now rest
awhile-and let me work a bit.”

But the Tsar did not give him the spade, and continued to dig. One hour passed, and
another. The sun began to sink behind the trees, and the Tsar at last stuck the spade into
the ground, and said: “I came to you, wise man, for an answer to my questions. If you
can give me none, tell me so, and I will return home.”

“Here comes someone running,” said the hermit, “let us see who it is.”

The Tsar turned round, and saw a bearded man come running out of the wood. The
man held his hands pressed against his stomach, and blood was flowing from under
them. When he reached the Tsar, he fell fainting on the ground moaning feebly. The Tsar
and the hermit unfastened the man’s clothing. There was a large wound in his stomach.
The Tsar washed it as best he could, and bandaged it with his handkerchief and with a
towel the hermit had. But the blood would not stop flowing, and the Tsar again and again
removed the bandage soaked with warm blood, and washed and rebandaged the wound.
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When at last the blood ceased flowing, the man revived and asked for something to
drink. The Tsar brought fresh water and gave it to him. Meanwhile the sun had set, and
it had become cool. So the Tsar, with the hermit’s help, carried the wounded man into
the hut and laid him on the bed. Lying on the bed the man closed his eyes and was quiet;
but the Tsar was so tired with his walk and with the work he had done, that he crouched
down on the threshold, and also fell asleep-so soundly that he slept all through the short
summer night. When he awoke in the morning, it was long before he could remember
where he was, or who was the strange bearded man lying on the bed and gazing intently
at him with shining eyes.

“Forgive me!” said the bearded man in a weak voice, when he saw that the Tsar was
awake and was looking at him.

“I do not know you, and have nothing to forgive you for,” said the Tsar.
”You do not know me, but I know you. I am that enemy of yours who swore to

revenge himself on you, because you executed his brother and seized his property. I
knew you had gone alone to see the hermit, and I resolved to kill you on your way back.
But the day passed and you did not return. So I came out from my ambush to find you,
and I came upon your bodyguard, and they recognised me, and wounded me. I escaped
from them, but should have bled to death had you not dressed my wound. I wished to kill
you, and you have saved my life. Now, if [ live, and if you wish it, I will serve you as
your most faithful slave, and will bid my sons do the same. Forgive me!”

The Tsar was very glad to have made peace with his enemy so easily, and to have
gained him for a friend, and he not only forgave him, but said he would send his servants
and his own physician to attend him, and promised to restore his property.

Having taken leave of the wounded man, the Tsar went out into the porch and looked
around for the hermit. Before going away he wished once more to beg an answer to the
questions he had put. The hermit was outside, on his knees, sowing seeds in the beds that
had been dug the day before.

The Tsar approached him, and said: “For the last time, I pray you to answer my
questions, wise man.”

“You have already been answered!” said the hermit, still crouching on his thin legs,
and looking up at the Tsar, who stood before him.

“How answered? What do you mean?” asked the Tsar.

“Do you not see,” replied the hermit. “If you had not pitied my weakness yesterday,
and had not dug those beds for me, but had gone your way, that man would have attacked
you, and you would have repented of not having stayed with me. So the most important
time was when you were digging the beds; and I was the most important man; and to
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do me good was your most important business. Afterwards when that man ran to us, the
most important time was when you were attending to him, for if you had not bound up
his wounds he would have died without having made peace with you. So he was the most
important man, and what you did for him was your most important business. Remember
then: there is only one time that is important—Now! It is the most important time be-
cause it is the only time when we have any power. The most necessary man is he with
whom you are, for no man knows whether he will ever have dealings with anyone else:
and the most important affair is, to do him good, because for that purpose alone was man
sent into this life!”

Tsar : title of a Russian ruler

dismounted : got down

executed : took the life of

resolved : decided

crouching : bending the knees and the upper body forward
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A Bird Came Down the Walk

Emily Dickinson

Emily Elizabeth Dickinson (1830-1886) is one of the most famous American poets. Her
poems are preoccupied with themes of death and immortality. Her notable works include
Because I could not Stop for Death and Hope is a thing with Feather. Her poems are written
in a unique style comprising of short lines, and the use of slant rhyme, unconventional
capitalisation and punctuation.

This poem shows Dickinson’s power of minute observation as she reveals the beauty
of nature. Common elements of nature appear uncommonly beautiful by the artistry of
Dickinson’s poetic language.

A bird came down the walk:
He did not know I saw;
He bit an angle-worm in halves

And ate the fellow, raw.

And then he drank a dew
From a convenient grass,

And then hopped sidewise to the wall
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To let a beetle pass.

He glanced with rapid eyes
That hurried all abroad,—
They looked like frightened beads, I thought

He stirred his velvet head

Like one in danger; cautious,
I offered him a crumb,
And he unrolled his feathers

And rowed him softer home

Than oars divide the ocean,
Too silver for a seam,
Or butterflies, off banks of noon,

Leap, plashless, as they swim.

stirred : moved
plashless : without disturbance



Break, Break, Break

Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Alfred Tennyson (1809-1892) is a famous English poet. In his poetry, he reflected the
conflicts between science and religion, doubt and faith that marked the age. His famous
works include In Memoriam, Ulysses and Tithonus. He is noted for lyricism in short poems
like The Charge of the Light Brigade, Tears, Idle Tears and Crossing the Bar. He is the
organ voice of Victorian England and became the Poet Laureate of the United Kingdom
during much of Queen Victoria’s reign.

This poem is an elegy mourning the death of the poet’s friend Arthur Hallam. In the poem,
the sea is used to represent something greater and beyond the cycle of life and death.

Break, break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!
And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

O, well for the fisherman’s boy,

That he shouts with his sister at play!
O, well for the sailor lad,

That he sings in his boat on the bay!
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And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill;
But O for the touch of a vanish’d hand,

And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead

Will never come back to me.

haven : shelter



The World is too Much With Us

William Wordsworth

William Wordsworth (1770-1850) is a noted English Romantic poet. Along with his
poet friend Samuel Taylor Coleridge he wrote Lyrical Ballads (1798) that paved the way
for the Romantic Movement in English Literature. His poems reflect his deep love for
nature. His famous poetical works includes The Prelude, Lines composed a few miles
above Tintern Abbey, Ode on the Intimations of Immortality.

In this sonnet, Wordsworth shows how materialism distances human beings from Nature
that result in the loss of harmony between Man and Nature.

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;—
Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;

bosom : chest

pagan : non-Christian

suckled : nourished

creed : a set of religious beliefs
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For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not. Great God! I’d rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, Have
glimpses that would make me less forlorn; Have
sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.

lea : meadow

forlorn : lonely

Proteus : a Greek god of the sea
Triton : a fish-tailed Greek sea-god
wreathed : decorated



Lotus

Toru Dutt

Toru Dutt (1856-1877) is an Indian poet who wrote in English and French. Her poems
reveal the influence of British Romantic and Victorian poet. Besides original writing,
she has many translations. Sheaf Gleaned in French Fields (1876) is a volume of French
poems that she had translated into English. Her poems are often nostalgice and reflect
the use of Indian, Greek and Roman mythologies. Her famous works include Sita and
Our Casuarina Tree.

In this sonnet, Toru Dutt praises the lotus flower. The poem has many references to Greek
and Roman mythological gods.

Love came to Flora asking for a flower

That would of flowers be undisputed queen,

The lily and the rose, long, long had been

Rivals for that high honour. Bards of power

Had sung their claims. “The rose can never tower

Like the pale lily with her Juno mien”—

Flora : goddess of flowers and the season of spring in Roman mythology
bards : poets
mien : appearance of the face
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“But is the lily lovelier?”” Thus between
Flower-factions rang the strife in Psyche’s bower.
“Give me a flower delicious as the rose

And stately as the lily in her pride”—

“But of what colour?”—"Rose-red,” Love first chose,
Then prayed,— No, lily-white,—or, both provide;”
And Flora gave the lotus, “rose-red” dyed,

And “lily-white,”—the queenliest flower that blows.

flower-factions : groups among

strife : struggle

Psyche : a goddess in Greek and Roman mythology
bower : shelter

stately : majestic
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The Rising of the Moon

Lady Gregory

Isabella Augusta, Lady Gregory (1852-1932) is an Irish playwright and poet. She is
remembered for her work behind the Irish Literary Revival. She collaborated in establishing
the Irish Literary Theatre and the Abbey Theatre. Her famous plays include Spreading
the News (1904), The Golden Apple (1916) and The Dragon (1920).

This play is written against the background of Ireland’s struggle for freedom. The play
shows how patriotic feelings united Irish people to fight for their independence.

PERSONS
Sergeant
Policeman X
Policeman B
A Ragged Man

Scene: Side of a quay in a seaport town. Some posts and chains. A large barrel. Enter three policemen.
Moonlight.

[Sergeant, who is older than the others, crosses the stage to right and looks down steps.
The others put down apastepot and unroll a bundle of placards.]

quay : a platform in a harbour
placards : large written or printed notices
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Policeman B: I think this would be a good place to put up a notice. [Hepoints to barrel.]
Policman X: Better ask him. [Calls to Sergeant. ] Will this be a good place for a placard?
[No answer. ]

Policeman B: Will we put up a notice here on the barrel?

[No answer. |

Sergeant: There’s a flight of steps here that leads to the water. This is a place that should
be minded well. If he got down here, his friends might have a boat to meet him; they
might send it in here from outside.

Policeman B: Would the barrel be a good place to put a notice up? Sergeant: It might;
you can put it there. [They paste the notice up.]

Sergeant: [reading it] Dark hair, dark eyes, smooth face, height five feet five— there’s not
much to take hold of in that. It’s a pity I had no chance of seeing him before he broke out
of gaol. They say he’s a wonder, that it’s he makes all the plans for the whole organisation.
There isn’t another man in Ireland would have broken gaol the way he did. He must have
some friends among the gaolers.

Policeman B: A hundred pounds is little enough for the Government to offer for him. You
may be sure any man in the force that takes him will get promotion.

Sergeant: I’ll mind this place myself. I wouldn’t wonder at all if he came this way. He
might come slipping along there [points to side of quay], and his friends might be waiting
for him there [points down steps], and once he got away it’s little chance we’d have of
finding him; it’s maybe under a load of kelp he’d be in a fishing boat, and not one to help
a married man that wants it to the reward.

Policeman X: And if we get him itself, nothing but abuse on our heads for ii from the
people, and maybe from our own relations.

Sergeant: Well, we have to do our duty in the force. Haven’t we the whole country
depending on us to keep law and order? It’s those that are down would be up and those
that are up would be down, if it wasn’t for us. Well, hurry on, you have plenty of other
places to placard yet, and come back here then to me You can take the lantern. Don’t be
too long now. It’s very lonesome here with nothing but the moon.

gaol : jail

gaolers : jailers

kelp : type of brown seaweed
assize : meeting of a court
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Policeman B: It’s a pity we can’t stop with you. The Government should have brought
more police into the town, with him in gaol, and at assize time too. Well, good luck to
your watch.

[They go out.]

Sergeant: [walks up and down once or twice and looks at placard] A hundred pounds
and promotion sure.There must be a great deal of spending in a hundred pounds. It’s a
pity some honest man not to be better of that.

[A ragged man appears at left and tries to slip past. Sergeant suddenly turns.]
Sergeant: Where are you going?

Man: I’'m a poor ballad-singer, your honour. I thought to sell some of these [holds out
bundle of ballads] to the sailors. [He goes on.]

Sergeant: Stop! Didn’t I tell you to stop? You can’t go on there.
Man: Oh, very well. It’s a hard thing to be poor. All the world’s against the poor!
Sergeant: Who are you?

Man: You’d be as wise as myself if I told you, but I don’t mind. I’'m one Jimmy Walsh,
a ballad-singer.

Sergeant: Jimmy Walsh? I don’t know that name.
Man: Ah, sure, they know it well enough in Ennis. Were you ever in Ennis, sergeant?
Sergeant: What brought you here?

Man: Sure,it’s to the assizes 1 came, thinking I might a few shillings here or there. It’s
in the one train with the judges I lame.

Sergeant: Well, if you came so far, you may as well go farther, for you’ll walk out of this.
Man: I will, I will; "1l just go on where I was going. [Goes toward steps.]
Sergeant: Come back from those steps; no one has leave to pass down them tonight.

Man: I'll just sit on (he lop ol’ilu- steps till 1 see some sailor buy a ballad off me that
would give me my supper. They do be late going back to the ship. It’s often I saw them
in Cork carried down the quay in a hand-cart.

Sergeant: Move on, I tell you. I won’t have any one lingering about the quay tonight.

ballad : a poem that is like a story
lingering : delaying
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Man: Well, I’1l go. It’s the poor have the hard life! Maybe yourself might like one, sergeant.
Here’s a good sheet now. [Turns one over.] ‘Content and a pipe’—that’s not much. “The
Peeler and the goat’—you wouldn’t like that. ‘Johnny Hart’—that’s a lovely song.
Sergeant: Move on.
Man: Ah, wait till you hear it. [Sings.]

There was a rich farmer’s daughter lived near the town of Ross;

She courted a Highland soldier, his name was Johnny Hart

Says the mother to her daughter, “I’ll go distracted mad

If you marry that Highland soldier dressed up in Highland plaid.”
Sergeant: Stop that noise.
[Man wraps up his ballads and shufffes towards the steps.] Sergeant: Where are you going?
Man: Sure you told me to be going, and I am going.
Sergeant: Don’t be a fool. I didn’t tell you to go that way; I told you to go bad’; to the town.
Man: Back to the town, is it?
Sergeant: [taking him by the shoulder and shoving him before him] Here, I’ll show you
the way. Be off with you. What are you stopping for?

Man: [who has been keeping his eye on the notice, points to it] I think I know wliai you’re
waiting for, sergeant.

Sergeant: What’s that to you?

Man: And I know well the man you’re waiting for—T know him well- -I’ll Ingoing. [He
shuffles on.]

Sergeant: You know him? Come back here. What sort is he?

Man: Come back is it, sergeant? Do you want to have me killed?

Sergeant: Why do you say that?

Man: Never mind. I’'m going. I wouldn’t be in your shoes if the reward was ten times
as much.

[Goes on offstage to left.] Not if it was ten times as much.

plaid : type of thick cloth
shoving : pushing
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Sergeant: [rushing after him] Come back here, come back. [Drags him back.] What sort
is he? Where did you see him?

Man: [ saw him in my own place, in the County Clare. I tell you you wouldn’t like to
be looking

at him. You’d be afraid to be in the one place with him. There isn’t a weapon he doesn’t
know

the use of, and as to strength, his muscles are as hard as that board. [Slaps barrel]
Sergeant: Is he as bad as that? Man: He is then. Sergeant: Do you tell me so?

Man: There was a poor man in our place, a sergeant from Ballyvaughan.—It was with a
lump of stone he did it.

Sergeant: I never heard of that.

Man: And you wouldn’t, sergeant. It’s not everything that happens gets into the papers.
And there was a policeman in plain clothes, too...It is in Limerick he was...It was after
the time of the attack on the police barrack in Kilmallock... Moonlight...justlike this...
waterside...Nothing was known lot irilam.

Sergeant: Do you say so? It’s a terrible country to belong to.

Man: That’s so, indeed! You might hr standing their, looking out that way, thinking you
saw him

coming up this side of the quay [points], and he might be coming up this other side [points],
and he’d be on you before you knew where you were.
Sergeant: It’s a whole troop of police they ought to put here to stop a man like that.

Man: But if you’d like me to stop with you, I could be looking down this side. I could
be sitting up here on this barrel.

Sergeant: And you know him well, too?

Man: I’d know him a mile off, sergeant.

Sergeant: But you wouldn’t want to share the reward?

Man: Is it a poor man like me, that has to be going the roads and singing in fairs, to have the
name on him that he took a reward? But you don’t want me. I’ll be safer in the town.

Sergeant: Well, you can stop.

barrack : a large building or group of buildings for the police or army
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Man: [getting up on barrel] All right, sergeant, I wonder now, you’re tired out, sergeant,
walking up and down the way you are.

Sergeant: If I’'m tired I’m used to it.

Man: You might have hard work before you tonight yet. Take it easy while you can.
There’s plenty of room up here on the barrel, and you see farther when you’re higher up.

Sergeant: Maybe so. [Gets up beside him on barrel, facing right.]

[They sit back to back, looking different ways.] Yon made me feel a bit queer with the
way you talked.

Man: Give me a match, sergeant [He gives it and Man lights pipe.]; take a draw yourself?
It’1l quiet you. Wait now till I give you a light, but you needn’t turn round. Don’t take
your eye off the quay for the life of you.

Sergeant: Never fear, [ won’t. [Lightspipe.] [They both smoke.]

Indeed it’s a hard thing to be in the force, out at night and no thanks for it, for all the
danger we’re in. And it’s little we get but abuse from the people, and no choice but to
obey our orders, and never asked when a man is sent into danger, if you are a married
man with a family.

Man: [sings]

As through the hills I walked to view the hills and shamrock plain, I stood awhile where
nature

smiles to view the rocks and streams, On a matron fair I fixed my eyes beneath a fertile
vale, And she sang her song it was on the wrong of poor old Granuailc.

Sergeant: Stop that; that’s no song to be singing in these times.

Man: Ah, sergeant, I was only singing to keep my heart up. It sinks when I think of him.
To think of us two sitting here, and he creeping up the quay, maybe, to get to us.

Sergeant: Are you keeping a good lookout?

Man: I am; and for no reward too. Amn’t I the fool man? But when I saw a man in trouble,
I never could help trying to get him out of it. What’s that? Did something hit me? [Rubs
his heart]

Sergeant: [patting him on the shoulder] You will get your reward in heaven. Man: I
know that, I know that, sergeant, but life is precious. Sergeant: Well, you can sing if it
gives you more courage.

shamrock : a small plant
matron : a woman
vale : a valley (old usage)
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Man: [sings]
Her head was bare, her hands and feet with iron bands were bound,
Her pensive strain and plaintive wail mingles with the evening gale
And the song she sang with mournful air, I am old Granuaile.
Her lips so sweet that monarchs kissed...

Sergeant: That’s not it.. .”Her gown she wore was stained with gore.”... That’s it—you
missed that.

Man: You’re right, sergeant, so it is, I missed it. [Repeatsline.]’But to think of”;i man
like you knowing a song like that.

Man: Now, I daresay, sergeant, in your youth, you used to be sitting up on a wall, the
way you are sitting up on this barrel now, and the other lads beside you, you singing
‘Granuaile’?...

Sergeant: I did then.

Man: And the ‘Shan Van Vocht’?...
Sergeant: I did then.

Man: And the ‘Green on the Cape’?
Sergeant: That was one of them.

Man: And maybe the man you are watching for tonight used to be sitting on the wall,
when he was young, and singing those same songs.. .It’s a queer world...

Sergeant: Whisht!.. .1 think I see something coming.. .It’s only a dog.

Man: And isn’t it a queer world?...Maybe it’s one of the boys you used to be singing with
that time you will be arresting today or tomorrow, and sending into the dock...

Sergeant: That’s true indeed.

Man: And maybe one night, after you had been singing, if the other boys had told you
some plan they had, some plan to free the country, you might have joined with them..
.and maybe it is you might be in trouble now.

Sergeant: Well, who knows but I might? I had a great spirit in those days.

pensive : sad
gale : strong wind
gore : blood
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Man: It’s a queer world, sergeant, and it’s little any mother knows when she sees her
child creeping on the floor what might happen to it before it has gone-through its life, or
who will be who in the end.

Sergeant: That’s a queer thought now, and a true thought. Wait now till I think it out. Ifit
wasn’t for the sense I have, and for my wife and family, and for me joining the force the
time I did, it might be myself now would be after breaking gaol and hiding in the dark,
and it might be him that’s hiding in the dark and that got out of gaol would be sitting up
here where I am on this barrel.. .And it might be myself would be creeping up trying to
make my escape from himself, and it might be himself would be keeping the law, and
myself would be breaking it, and myself would be trying to put a bullet in his head or to
take up a lump oi stone the way you said he did.. .no, that myself did.. .Oh! [Gasps. After
a pause.) What’s that? [Grasps man’s arm.]

Man: [jumps off barrel and listens, looking out over water] It’s nothing, sergeant.

Sergeant: | thought it might be a boat. I had a notion there might be friends of his coming
about the quays with a boat.

Man: Sergeant, | am thinking it was with the people you were, and not with the law you
were, when you were a young man.

Sergeant: Well, if [ was foolish then, that time’s gone.

Man: Maybe, sergeant, it comes into your head sometimes, in spite of youi belt and your
tunic, that it might have been as well for you to have followed Granuaile.

Sergeant: It’s no business of yours what I think.
Sergeant: [gets off barrel] Don’t talk to me like that. I have my duties and 1 know them.
Man: [sings]

O, then, tell me, Shawn O’Farrell,

Where the gathering is to be.

In the old spot by the river

Right well known to you and me!
Sergeant: Stop that! Stop that, I tell you!
Man: [sings louder]

One word more, for signal token,

Whistle up the marching tune,

With your pike upon your shoulder,

At the Rising of the Moon.

pike : a weapon with a sharp blade on a long wooden handle
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Sergeant: If you don’t stop that, I’ll arrest you.
[A whistle from below answers, repeating the air.]
Sergeant:That’s a signal.[Standsbetween him andsteps.] You must not pass this way...
Step farther back...Who are you? You arc no ballad-singer.
Man: You needn’t ask who I am—that placard will tell you. [Points to placard.]
Sergeant: You are the man [ am looking for.
Man: [takes off hat and wig]
[Sergeant seizes them.]

I am. There’s a hundred pounds on my head. There is a friend of mine below in a boat.
He knows a safe place to bring me to.

Sergeant: [looking still at hat and wig] It’s a pity! It’s a pity. You deceived me. You
deceived me well.

Man: I am a friend of Granuaile is a hundred pounds on my head.
Sergeant: It’s a pity, it’s a pity!

Man: Will you let me pass, or must I make you let me?
Sergeant: | am in the force. I will not let you pass.

Man: I thought to do it with my tongue. [Puts hand in breast.]”What is that?
Voice of Policmean X: [outside] Here, this is where we left him.

Sergeant: It’s my comrades coming.

Man: You won’t betray me.. .the friend of Granuaile. [Slips behind barrel.]
Voice of Policeman B: That was the last of the placards.

Policmean X: [as they come in] If he makes his escape it won’t be unknown he’ll make it.
| Sergeant puts hat and wig behind his back.]

Policeman B: Did any one come this way?

Sergeant: [after a pause] No one.

Policeman B: No one at all?

Sergeant: No one at all.

Policeman B: We had no orders to go back to the

station; we can stop along with you.

Sergeant: [ don’t want you. There is nothing for you

to do here.

comrades : friends
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Policeman B: You bade us to come back here and
keep watch with you.

Sergeant: I’d sooner be alone. Would any man come
this way and you making all that talk? It is better the
place to be quiet.

Policeman B: Well, we’ll leave you the lantern
anyhow.

I1 lands it to him.]

Sergeant: | don’t want it. Bring it with you.

Policeman B: You might want it. There are clouds coming up and you have the darkness
of the night before you yet. I’ll leave it over here on the barrel. [Goes to barrel.]
Sergeant: Bring it with you I tell you. No more talk.

Policeman B: Well, I thought it might be a comfort to you. I often think when I have
it in my hand and can be flashing it about into every dark corner [doing so] that it’s the
same as being beside the fire at home, and the bits of bogwood blazing up now and again.
[Flashes it about, now on the barrel, now on Sergeant]

Sergeant: [furious]’Be off the two of you, yourselves and your lantern! [They go out.
Man comes from behind barrel. He and Sergeant stand looking at one another.]

Sergeant: What are you waiting for?
Man: For my hat, of course, and my wig. You wouldn’t wish me to get my death of cold?
[Sergeant gives them.]

Man: [going towards steps] Well, goodnight, comrade, and thank you. You did me a good
turn tonight, and I’m obliged to you. Maybe I’ll be able to do as much for you when the
small rise up and the big fall down.. .when we all change places at the rising [waves his
hand and disappears] of the moon.

Sergeant: [turning his back to audience and reading placard] A hundred pounds reward!
A hundred pounds! [Turns towards audience.] I wonder, now, am I as great a fool as |
think I am?

bade : ordered
bogwood : wood trees
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One of these Days
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Making Writing Simple
Through the Tunnel
Michael Angelo
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War
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Asleep in the Valley
Shall Compare Thee
The poetry of Earth
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Professor

Mother at Sixty
death be not Proud

When on the bed the moonlight

Wanderer (translation)
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Marina
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The Image
14.  Deep
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A Dog has Died
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Everyone Sang
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Break, Break, Break
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Pearl S Buck

Rabindranath Tagore

Maugham

W B Yeats
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Jorge Luis Borges
Khushwant Singh
Albert Einstein
Bertrand Russell
Chaman Nahal

P G Wodehouse
Amitav Ghosh

R K Narayan

J G Ballard
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Seigfried Sassoon
Emily Dickinson
Alfred Tennyson
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Edgar Allan Poe
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14. My Last Duchess Robert Browning
15. To Celia Ben Jonson

Play

1. The Rising of the Moon Lady Gregory

2. The Bishop’s Candlesticks Norman Mc Kinnel
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