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PREFACE

Extensive reading has become the need of the hour. This
Supplementary Reader is intended to develop reading skills. Basic skills
have been practised in the English Reader. Further development is taken
care of in this book. Besides global and local comprehension of a story the
student should be ableto analyse the events, the characteristics of the persons
in each story, the hints of important ideas and their development into
continuouswriting.

Questions given under ‘For Readers’ Practice’ contribute to the
understanding of the story. Questions under ‘ Self Evaluation’ enable them
to practiseanswering questionsin theannua examination.

Besides two short storieswritten by tamil writers Pudumai pithan and
Sundara Ramaswamy, one by the Indian Nobel Laureate Rabindranath
Tagore, there are three other stories by English writers, viz., Guy de
Maupassant, O.Henry and James Herriot. Theoverall effect of reading these
storieswill be aregional, national and international outlook on human life
and culture.

Reading skills developed in the English Reader and strengthened by
this Supplementary Reader should enable the students to read any other
writing in the media and the book world. Extensive reading is an
accomplishment of a good user of any language. Imaginative thinking,
analytical process and synthetic approach should stand them in good stead
infuture studiesand career.

It ishopethat teacherswill usethisstrictly asan extensive reader and
not as atext to be taught in classrooms. Home reading, class discussion and
internal assessment are recommended for teaching thisbook. All the strategic
competencies developed in the Reader will be of great help in managing
theexpansion of genera knowledgethrough thisbook
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HOLIDAY

Rabindranath Tagore

Phatik Chakrabarti, |leader of the gang, suddenly had abrightidea. Lying
by theriver wasahugesd—treelog, just waiting to be madeintoamast. Everyone
must helptorall it dong! Without giving athought to the surprise, annoyanceand
inconveniencethat would be caused to the person who needed thelog for timber,
al theboysfdl inwith thissuggestion. They got downto thetask with awill; but
just then Phatik’syounger brother Makhanla came and solemnly sat onthelog.
Theboyswererather non-plussed by hishaughty, dismissiveattitude.

Oneof them went up to him and nervoudly tried to push him off, but he
refused to budge. Wisebeyond hisyears, he continued to ponder thevanity of al
childishgames.

“You'll pay for this’, said Phatik, brandishing hisfist. * Clear off.’

But Makhanlal merely adjusted his perch and settled down even more
immovably onthelog.

Inthiskind of situation, Phatik ought to have preserved his supremacy
over the other boysby delivering immediately ahearty slap on hiswayward
brother’scheek—but hedidn’t dare. Instead he assumed amanner implying that
he could, had he so wished, have meted out this customary punishment, but he
wasn' t going to, becauseamore amusing ideahad occurred to him. Why not, he
proposed, roll thelog over with Makhanlal onit?

Makhan at first saw glory inthis; hedid not think (nor did anyonee se) that
likeother worldly gloriesit might carry dangers. Theboysrolled up their deeves
and began to push—*Heave ho! Heave ho! Over wego! " With one spin of the
log, Makhan’s solemnity, glory and wisdom crashed to the ground.

The other boyswere delighted at such an unexpectedly quick outcome,
but Phatik was rather embarrassed. Makhan immediately jumped up and



threw himself on to him, hitting him with blind rage and scratching his
nose and cheeks. Then he made hisway hometearfully.

The game having been spoilt, Phatik pulled up afew reeds, and
climbing on to the prow of a half—sunk boat sat quietly chewing them. A
boat—not alocal one—came up to the mooring—place. A middle—aged
gentleman with ablack moustache but grey hair stepped ashore. ‘Whereis
the Chakravartis’ house? he asked the boy.

‘Over there,’ replied Phatik, still chewing the reed—stalks. But no one
would have been ableto understand which direction to take.

‘Where? asked the gentleman again.

‘Don’'t know,’said Phatik, and he carried on as before, sucking juice
from the stalks. The gentleman had to ask othersto help him find the house.

Suddenly BaghaBagdi (aservant) appeared and said, * Phatik —dada,
Mother’scalingyou.’

‘Shan’tgo,’ said Phatik.

He struggled and kicked helplessly as Bagha picked him up bodily
and carried him home. His mother shouted furiously when she saw him:
“You' ve beaten up Makhan again!’

‘I didn’t beat himup.’

‘How dareyoulieto me?

‘| did not beat himup. Ask him.’

When Makhan was questioned he stuck to his earlier accusation,
saying, ‘Hedid beat meup.’ Phatik could not stand thisany more. He charged
at Makhan and thumped him hard, shouting, ‘So who's lying now? His
mother, taking Makhan’s part, rushed and slapped Phatik’s back severa
times heavily. He pushed her away. ‘So you'd lay hands on your own
mother? shescreamed.

At that moment the black—grey gentleman entered the house and said,
‘“What'sgoing on here?

‘Dada’ said Phatik’s mother, overwhelmed with surprise and joy.
“When did you come? She bent down and took the dust of hisfeet.
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Many years previously her elder brother had goneto thewest of India
to work, and in the meantime she had had two children; they had grown,
her husband had died—but all this time she had never seen her brother. At
long last Bishvambhar Babu had returned home, and had now come to see
hissigter.

There were celebrations for several days. At length, acouple of days
before hisdeparture, Bishvambhar questioned hissister about the schooling
and progress of her two sons. Inreply, hewas given adescription of Phatik’s
uncontrollablewildness and inattention to study; while Makhan, by contrast,
was perfectly behaved and a model student. ‘Phatik drives me mad,” she
sad.

Bishvambhar then proposed that he take Phatik to Cal cutta, keep him
with him and supervise his education. The widow easily agreed to this.
‘“Well, Phatik,” he asked the boy, * how would you liketo go to Cal cuttawith
your uncle? ‘I’dloveto,” said Phatik, jumping up and down.

His mother did not object to seeing her son off, because she aways
lived in dread that Makhan might be pushed into the river by him or might
split his head open in some terrible accident; but she was alittle cast down
by the eagerness with which Phatik seized the idea of going. He pestered
his uncle with *When are we going? When are we going? — and couldn’t
deepat night for excitement.

When at last the day to leave came, he was moved to ajoyousdisplay
of generosity. He bestowed on Makhan his fishing—rod, kite and reel, with
permanent right of inheritance.

When he arrived at his uncle’'s house in Calcutta, he first had to be
introduced to hisaunt. I cannot say she was over—pleased at thisunnecessary
addition to her family. She was used to looking after her house and three
children as they were, and suddenly to loose into their midst an unknown,
uneducated country boy would probably be most disruptive. If only
Bishvambhar had insight commensurate with hisyears! Moreover, thereis
no greater nuisancein theworld than aboy of thirteen or fourteen. Thereis
no beauty in him, and he does nothing useful either. He arouses no affection;
nor is his company welcome. If he speaks modestly he sounds false; if he
speaks sense he sounds arrogant; if he speaksat all heisfelt to beintrusive.

He suddenly shoots up in height so that his clothes no longer fit him—which
3



is an ugly affront to other people. His childish grace and sweetness of
voice suddenly disappear, and people find it impossible not to blame
him for this. Many faults can be forgiven in a child or a young man, but
at thisageeven natural and unavoidablefaultsarefelt to be unbearable.

He himsdlf isfully aware that he does not fit properly into the world;
so he is perpetually ashamed of his existence and seeks forgiveness for
it. Yet this is the age at which a rather greater longing for affection
develops in him. If he gets at this time love and companionship from
some sympathetic person, he will do anything in return. But no one dares
show affection, in case others condemn this as pampering. So he looks
and behaveslikeastray street-dog.

To leave home and mother and go to a strange place is hell for a
boy of thisage. To livewith lovelessindifferenceall around islike walking
on thorns. This is the age when normally a conception forms of women
as wonderful, heavenly creatures; to be cold— shouldered by them is
terribly hard to bear. It was therefore especially painful to Phatik that
his aunt saw him as an evil star. If she happened to ask him to do a job
for her and— meaning well-he did more than was strictly necessary, his
aunt would stamp on his enthusiasm, saying, ‘ That’s quite enough, quite
enough. | don't want you meddling any more. Go and get on with your
own work. Do some studying.” His aunt’s excessive concern for his
menta improvement would then seemterribly cruel and unjust.

He so lacked love in this household, and it seemed he could breathe
freely nowhere. Stuck behind its walls, he thought constantly of his home
village. The fields where he would let his ‘monster—kite’ fly and flap in
the wind; the river—bank where he wandered aimlessly, singing a raga
of his own invention at the top of his voice; the small stream in which he
would jump and swim now and then in the heat of the day; his gang of
followers; the mischief they would get up to; the freedom; above all his
harsh, impetuous mother; all this tugged continually at his helpless heart.
A kind of instinctive love, like an animal’s; a blind longing to be near; an
unspoken distress at being far; a heartfelt, anguished cry of ‘M&, M&
like a motherless calf at dusk; such feelings perpetually afflicted this
gawky, nervous, thin, lanky, ungainly boy.



At school there was no one more stupid and inattentive than he. If
asked a question he would just stare back vacantly. If the teacher cuffed
him, hewould silently bear it like aladen, exhausted ass. At break—time, he
would stand at the window staring at the roofs of distant houses, while his
classmates played outside.

If achild or two appeared for a moment on one of the roofs, in the
midday sunshine, playing somegame, hismisery intensified.

One day he plucked up courage to ask hisuncle, *Uncle, when will |
be going hometo see Mother?

“When the school holiday comes,” said hisuncle. Thepdjaholiday in
themonth of Kartik—that wasalong way off!

Oneday Phatik lost hisschool-ooks. He never found it easy to prepare
his lessons, and now, with his books lost, he was completely helpless. The
teacher started to beat and humiliate him everyday. His standing in school
sank so low that his cousins were ashamed to admit their connection with
him. Whenever he was punished, they showed even greater glee than the
other boys. It became too much to bear, and one day he went to hisaunt and
confessed likeacriminal that he had lost his school-books. *Well, well,’ said
hisaunt, lines of annoyance curling round her lips, ‘ and do you suppose| can
buy you new books five times a month? He said no more. That he should
have wasted someone else’'s money made him feel even more hurt and
rejected by hismother. Hismisery and sense of inferiority dragged him down
tothevery earth.

That night, when he returned from school, he had a pain in his head
and was shivering. He could tell hewas getting afever. Healso knew that his
aunt would not take kindly to hisbeingill. He had a clear sense of what an
unnecessary, unjustifiable nuisanceit would beto her. Hefelt he had no right
to expect that an odd, useless, stupid boy such as he should be nursed by
anyoneother than hismother.

The next morning Phatik was nowhere to be seen. He was searched
forinall theneighbours housesround about, but there was no trace of him.
Intheevening torrential rain began, so in searching for him many people got
soaked to the skin—to no avail. Intheend, finding him nowhere, Bishvambhar
Babuinformed thepolice.



A whole day later, in the evening, a carriage drew up outside
Bishvambhar’shouse. Rainwas still thudding down relentlessly, and the street
was flooded to a knee's depth. Two policemen bundled Phatik out of the
carriage and put him down in front of Bishvambhar. He was soaked from
head to foot, covered with mud, his eyes and cheeks were flushed, he was
trembling violently. Bishvambhar virtualy had to carry himinto the house.

“You seewhat happens,” snapped hiswife, ‘when you takein someone
else’schild. You must send him home.” But in fact the whole of that day she
had hardly been able to eat for worry, and had been unreasonably tetchy
with her own children.

‘| wasgoing to go to my mother,” said Phatik, weeping, ‘ but they brought
me back.’

The boy’s fever climbed alarmingly. He was delirious all night.
Bishvambhar fetched the doctor. Opening his bloodshot eyesfor amoment
and staring blankly at the ceiling joists, Phatik said, * Uncle, hasmy holiday—
timecome? Bishvambhar, dabbing hisown eyeswith ahandkerchief, tenderly
took Phatik’sthin, hot hand in hisand sat down beside him. He spoke again,
mumbling incoherently: * Mother, don’t beat me, Mother. | didn’t do anything
wrong, honest!”

The next day, during the short time when he was conscious, Phatik
kept looking bewilderedly round the room, asif expecting someone. When
no one came, he turned and lay mutely with his face towards the wall.
Understanding what was on hismind, Bishvambhar bent down and said softly
inhisear, ‘ Phatik, I’ ve sent for your mother.’

Another day passed. The doctor, looking solemn and gloomy,
pronounced the boy’s condition to be critical . Bishvambhar sat at the bedside
inthedimlamplight, waiting minute by minutefor Phatik’smother’sarrival.
Phatik started to shout out, like a boatman, ‘More than one fathom deep,
more than two fathoms deep!” To come to Calcutta they had had to travel
some of the way by steamer. The boatman had lowered the hawser into the
stream and bellowed out itsdepth. In hisdelirium, Phatik wasimitating them,
calling out the depth in pathetic tones; except that the endless sea he was
about to crosshad no bottom that his measuring—ope could touch.



It was then that his mother stormed into the room, bursting into loud
walilsof grief. When, with difficulty, Bishvambhar managed to cam her down,
shethrew herself onto the bed and sobbed, ‘ Phatik, my darling, my treasure.’

‘Yes? said Phatik, seemingly quiterelaxed.
‘Phatik, darling boy,” cried hismother again.
Turning slowly onto hisside, and looking at no one, Phatik said softly,

‘Mother, my holiday hascomenow. I'm going home.’
FOR READERS PRACTICE
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Answer thefollowing questions:

How did Phatik tease hisbrother?

Why was Phatik’smother unhappy?

Whowasthenew visitor?

What wasthe suggestion made by thevisitor?

Why did Phatik’smother agreeto send himto Cal cutta?

Why was Phatik reluctant to go to Cal cutta?

What kind of reception did Phatik receivein Calcutta?

Why did Phatik didlikehisschool ?

What weretheincidentsthat increased Phatik’ smisery in Calcutta.
Why did Phatik run away from hisuncle’ shouse?

. Inwhat condition was Phatik brought back?

What wasthe doctor’sadvice?

What do you think happened to Phatik in theend?

List out three things Phatik enjoyed in hisvillage, which he missed in
Calcutta.

What wasthe attitude of Phatik’saunt towards Phatik?

Read the passage given below and answer the questions:

There were celebrations for several days. At length, a couple of days

before his departure, Bhishvambar questioned his sister about the

schooling and progress of her two sons. In reply, he was given a

description of Phatik’suncontrollable wildnessand inattention to study;

while Makhan, by contrast, was perfectly behaved and a model
7
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student. * Phatik drivesmemad,” she said. Bhishvambar then proposed
that he take Phatik to Calcutta, keep him with him and supervise his
education. The widow easily agreed to this. ‘Well, Phatik,” he asked
the boy, ‘how would you like to go to Calcutta with your uncle? ‘I'd
loveto’, said Phatik, jumping up and down.

What werethe celebrationsfor?

What wasthe complaint of Phatik’smother?

How was M akhan different from Phatik?

Why did Bishvambar suggest that hewould take Phatik to Calcutta?
What did Bishvambar promiseto do?

How did Phatik react to the suggestion?

SELFEVALUATION
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Rearrangethefollowing sentencesin the cor rect sequence:

Phatik’ suncle offered to takehim to Cal cutta.

Oneday Phatik lost hisschool bag.

Phatik’ smother could not control Phatik inthevillage.
Phatik found that hewas an unwel comeguest in Cd cutta.
Phatik agreed to go to Cal cutta.

Phatik gaveaway al hiscollectionsto hisbrother.
Phatik’saunt was annoyed by hiscarel essness.
Phatik’saunt wasnot pleased at hisarrival.

Phatik reached hisuncle’shouse.

Phatik ran away from hisuncle' shouse.

Writean essay on how thelife of Phatik in Calcutta differed from
hislifein village by developing the hintsgiven below:

Phatik — village boy — father died — lived in village with mother and
brother — gang leader of village — established his authority over his
brother — indifferent to others — made his mother unhappy — wild in
behaviour —inattentive in studies—flying kites—aimlesswandering in
village — was like a monarch — Calcutta — affection was missing —
confined to four walls — no company in school — inattentiveness
conspicuous — cousins enjoyed when he was punished — aunt scolded
for losing books—Hisvanity gone—helongedfor love.



Under what circumstancesdid Phatik agreetogoto Calcutta?

Phatik — fatherless boy — wild in behaviour — inattentive in studies —
brother behaved well —log on theriver bank —wanted to roll —Makhan
disobeyed — quarrel — visitor arrives — Phatik indifferent — At home
mother furious— complainsto her brother, the visitor — uncle offersto
educate Phatik in Calcutta — Reasons for the mother’s approval —
Phatik’sagreeing— Phatik hasnoideaof future.



THE NECKLACE

Guy de Maupassant

Shewasone of those pretty, charming young ladies, born asif through
an error of destiny, into afamily of clerks. She had no dowry, no hopes, no
means of becoming known, appreciated, loved, and married by aman either
rich or distinguished; and she allowed herself to marry a petty clerk in the
office of the Board of Education.

Shewas simple, not being ableto adorn herself; but she was unhappy,
asone out of her class; for women belong to no caste, no race; their grace,
their beauty, and their charm serving them in the place of birth and family.
Their inborn fineness, thelir instinctive elegance, their suppleness of wit are
their only aristocracy, making some daughters of the people the equal of
great ladies.

She suffered incessantly, feeling herself born for all delicacies and
luxuries. She suffered from the poverty of her apartment, the shabby walls,
theworn chairs, and the faded stuffs. All these things, which another woman
of her station would not have noticed, tortured and angered her. The sight
of the little Breton, who made this humble home, awoke in her sad regrets
and desperate dreams. Shethought of quiet antechambers, with their Oriental
hangings, lighted by high, bronze torches, and of the two great footmen in
short trousers who sleep in the large armchairs, made sleepy by the heavy
air from the heating apparatus. She thought of large drawing—ooms, hung
inoldsilks, of graceful piecesof furniture carrying bric—a—brac of inestimable
value, and of the little perfumed coquettish apartments, made for five o’
clock chatswith most intimate friends, men known and sought after, whose
attention all women envied and desired.

When she seated herself for dinner, before the round table where the
table cloth had been used three days, opposite her husband who uncovered
thetureen with adelighted air, saying: ‘ Oh! the good potpie! | know nothing
better than that-" she would think of the elegant dinners, of the shining
silver, of the tapestries peopling the \ivoal Iswith ancient personagesand rare



birdsin the midst of fairy forests; she thought of the exquisite food served
on marvellousdishes, of thewhispered gallantries, listened to with thesmile
of the sphinx, while eating the rose—col oured flesh of thetrout or achicken’s

wing.
She had neither frocks nor jewels, nothing. And she loved only those

things. Shefelt that she was made for them. She had such adesireto please,
to be sought after, to be clever, and courted.

Shehad arich friend, aschool mate at the convent, whom she did not
like to visit, she suffered so much when she returned. And she wept for
wholedaysfrom chagrin, from regret, from despair, and disappointment.

One evening her husband returned elated bearing in his hand alarge
envelope.

‘Here’ hesaid, ' hereissomethingfor you.’

She quickly tore open the wrapper and drew out a printed card on
whichwereinscribed thesewords:

TheMinigter of Public Instruction

and M adame George Ramponneau

ask thehonor of M. and Mme. Loisel’s Company
Monday evening, January 18, at theMinister’sresidence.

Instead of being delighted, as her husband had hoped, she threw the
invitation spitefully uponthetablemurmuring:

“What do you suppose | want with that?

‘But, my dearie, | thought it would make you happy. You never go
out, and thisis an occasion, and afine one! | had agreat deal of troubleto
get it. Everybody wishes one, and it is very select; not many are given to
employees. Youwill seethewholeofficia worldthere.’

Shelooked at himwith anirritated eye and declared impatiently;
‘What do you suppose | haveto wear to such athing asthat?
He had not thought of that; he stammered:

‘“Why, the dress you wear when we go to the theatre. It seems very

retty tome-’
pretty 11



He was silent, stupefied, in dismay, at the sight of his wife weeping.
Two great tearsfell slowly from the corners of her eyestoward the corners
of her mouth; hestammered:

‘What isthe matter? What isthe matter?

By aviolent effort, she had controlled her vexation and responded in
acamvoice, wiping her moist cheeks:

‘Nothing. Only | have no dress and consequently | cannot go to this
affair. Giveyour card to some colleague whose wifeis better fitted out than
I

Hewasgrieved, but answered:

‘Let us see, Matilda. How much would a suitable costume cost,
something that would servefor other occas ons, something very smple?

She reflected for some seconds, making estimates and thinking of a
sum that she could ask for without bringing with it an immediate refusal
and afrightened exclamation from the economical clerk.

Finally shesaid, inahesitating voice:

‘I cannot tell exactly, but it seems to me that four hundred francs
ought to cover it.’

Heturned alittle pale, for he had saved just this sum to buy agun that
he might be ableto join some hunting partiesthe next summer, on the plains
at Nanterre, with some friends who went to shoot larks up there on Sunday.
Nevertheless, heanswered:

‘Very well. | will give you four hundred francs. But try to have a
pretty dress.’

Theday of theball approached and Mme. Loisel seemed sad, disturbed,
anxious. Nevertheless, her dresswas nearly ready. Her husband said to her
oneevening:

‘What is the matter with you? You have acted strangely for two or
threedays.’

And she responded: ‘| am vexed not to have ajewel, not one stone,
nothing to adorn myself with. I shall have such a poverty—laiden look. |

would prefer not to gotothisparty.’
12



Hereplied: * You can wear some natural flowers. At this season they
look very chic. For ten francsyou can havetwo or three magnificent roses.”

She was not convinced. ‘No,” she replied, * there is nothing more
humiliating thanto haveashabby air inthemidst of richwomen.’

Then her husband cried out: *‘How stupid we are! Go and find your
friend Mme. Forestier and ask her to lend you her jewels. You are well
enough acquainted with her todothis.’

She uttered a cry of joy: ‘Itistrue!” she said. ‘I had not thought of
that.’

The next day she took herself to her friend’s house and related her
story of distress. Mme.Forestier went to her closet with the glass doors,
took out alarge jewel — case, brought it, opened it, and said: * Choose my
dear.’

She saw at first some bracel ets, then acollar of pearls, then aVenetian
cross of gold and jewels of admirable workmanship. She tried the jewels
before the glass, hesitated, but could neither decide to take them nor leave
them. Then sheasked:

‘Haveyou nothing more?

‘“Why, yes. Look for yourself. | do not know what will please you.
" Suddenly shediscovered, in ablack satin box, asuperb necklace of diamonds,
and her heart beat fast with an immoderate desire. Her hands trembled as
she took them up. She placed them about her throat against her dress, and
remained in ecstasy beforethem. Then sheasked, in ahesitating voice, full of
anxiety:

‘Couldyoulend methis? Only this?

‘Why, yes, certainly.’

Shefell upon the neck of her friend, embraced her with passion, then
went away with her treasure.

Theday of theball arrived. Mme. Loisel wasagreat success. Shewas
the prettiest of all, elegant, gracious, smiling, and full of joy. All the men
noticed her, asked her name, and wanted to be presented. All the members
of the Cabinet wished to waltz with her. The Minister of Education paid her

someattention.
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She danced with enthusiasm, with passion, intoxicated with pleasure,
thinking of nothing, in thetriumph of her beauty, intheglory of her success, in
akind of cloud of happinessthat cameof al thishomage, and al thisadmiration,
of al these awakened desires, and this victory so complete and sweet to the
heart of awoman.

Shewent hometoward four 0’ clock inthe morning. Her husband had
been half asleep in one of the little salons since midnight, with three other
gentlemen whose wiveswereenjoying themsalvesvery much.

He threw around her shoulders the wraps they had carried for the
coming home, modest garments of everyday wear, whose poverty clashed
with the elegance of the ball costume. Shefelt thisand wished to hurry away
inorder not to be noticed by the other women who were wrapping themselves
inrichfurs.

Loisdal detained her: ‘wait,’” said he. ‘ You will catch cold out there. |
amgoingtocall acab.’

But she would not listen and descended the steps rapidly. when they
were in the street, they found no carriage; and they began to seek for one,
hailing the coachmenwhom they saw at adistance.

They walked along toward the Seine, hopel ess and shivering. Finally
they found on the dock one of those old, nocturnal coupes that one seesin
Parisafter nightfall, asif they wereashamed of their misery by day.

It took them asfar astheir door in Martyr street, and they went wearily
uptotheir apartment. It wasall over for her. And on his part, he remembered
that hewould haveto beat the officeby ten o’ clock.

Sheremoved thewrapsfrom her shouldersbeforethe glass, for afinal
view of herself in her glory. Suddenly she uttered a cry. Her necklace was
not around her neck.

Her husband, already half undressed, asked: * What isthe matter?
Sheturned towardshim excitedly:

‘I have- have-1 nolonger have Mme. Forestier’snecklace.’
Hearoseindismay: ‘What! How isthat?1tisnot possible’

14



Andthey looked inthefolds of thedress, inthefolds of the mantle, in
the pockets, everywhere. They could not findit.

Heasked: ‘you aresureyou still had it when weleft the house?
‘Yes, | fetitinthevestibuleaswecameout.’

‘Butif you hadlost it in the street, we should have heard it fall. It must
beinthecab.’

‘Yes. Itisprobable. Did you take the number?

‘No. Andyou, did you noticewhat it was?

‘Noll

They looked at each other utterly cast down. Finally Loisel dressed
himsdlf again.

‘ amgoing,” said he, ‘ over the track where we went on foot, to seeif
| canfindit.’

And hewent. Sheremained in her evening gown, not having theforce
to goto bed, stretched upon achair, without ambition or thoughts.

Toward seven o' clock her husband returned. He had found nothing.

Hewent to the police and to the cab offices, and put an advertisement
inthe newspapers, offering areward; hedid everything that afforded them a
suspicion of hope.

Shewaited dl day in astate of bewilderment beforethisfrightful disaster.
Loisdl returned at evening with hisface harrowed and pal e; and had discovered
nothing.

‘It will be necessary,” said he, ‘to write to your friend that you have
broken the clasp of the necklace and that you will haveit repaired. That will
giveustimetoturnaround.’

Shewroteashedictated.

At the end of aweek, they had lost all hope. And Loisdl, older by five
years, declared:

‘“We must take measuresto replacethisjewel .’

The next day they took the box which had enclosed it, to the jeweler
whose namewas on theinside. He consulted hisbooks;

15



‘Itisnot |, Madame,” said he, * who sold thisnecklace; | only furnished
the casket.’

Then they went from jeweler to jeweler seeking a necklace like the
other one, consulting their memories, and fill, both of them, with chagrinand
anxiety.

In ashop of the Palais-Royal, they found achaplet of diamondswhich
seemed to them exactly like the one they had lost. It was valued at forty
thousand francs. They could get it for thirty—six thousand.

They begged thejeweler not to sell it for three days. And they made an
arrangement by which they might return it for thirty—four thousand francsif
they found the other one beforethe end of February.

Loisel possessed elghteen thousand francs which his father had left
him. Heborrowed therest.

He borrowed it, asking for athousand francs of one, five hundred of
another, five louis of this one, and three louis of that one. He gave notes,
made ruinous promises, took money of usurersand thewholerace of lenders.
He compromised his whole existence, in fact risked his signature, without
even knowing whether he could make it good or not, and , harassed by
anxiety for thefuture, by the black misery which surrounded him, and by the
prospect of all physical privationsand moral torture, he went to get the new
necklace, depositing onthemerchant’s counter thirty—six thousand francs.

When Mme. Loisel took back the jewelsto Mme. Forestier, the latter
sadtoherinafrigidtone:

“You should have returned them to me sooner, for | might have needed
them.

She did open the jewel-box as her friend feared she would. If she
should perceive the substitution, what would she think? What should she
say?Would shetake her for arobber?

Mme. Loisel now knew the horriblelife of necessity. Shedid her part,
however, completely, heroically. It was necessary to pay thisfrightful debt.
Shewould pay it. they sent away the maid; they changed their lodgings; they
rented someroomsunder amansard roof.
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She learned the heavy cares of a household, the odious work of a
kitchen. She washed the dishes, using her rosy nails upon the greasy pots
and the bottoms of the stewpans. She washed the soiled linen, the
chemisesand dishcl oths, which shehung onthelineto dry; shetook downtherefuse
to the street each morning and brought up the water, stopping at each landing
to breathe. And, clothed likeawoman of the people, shewent tothegrocer’s,
the butcher’s and the fruiterer’s, with her basket on her arm, shopping,
haggling tothelast sou of her miserablemoney.

Every month it was necessary to renew some notes, thus obtaining
time, and to pay others.

The husband worked evenings, putting the books of some merchants
inorder, and nights he often did copying at five sousapage.

Andthislifelasted for tenyears.

At the end of ten years, they had restored al, all, with interest of the
usurer, and accumul ated interest besides.

Mme. Loisel seemed old now. She had become astrong, hard woman,
the crude woman of the poor household. Her hair badly dressed, her skirts
awry, her hands red, she spoke in aloud tone, and washed the floors with
large pails of water. But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she
would seat herself before thewindow and think of that evening party of former
times, of that ball where shewas so beautiful and soflattered.

How would it have been if she had not | ost the necklace? Who knows?
Who knows? How singular is life, and how full of changes! How small a
thingwill ruinor saveonel

One Sunday as she was taking awalk in the Champs—Elyseesto rid
herself of the cares of the week, she suddenly perceived awoman walking
with achild. It was Mme. Forestier, still young, still pretty, still attractive.
Mme. Loisel was affected. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. And
now that she had paid, shewouldtell her all. Why not?

Sheapproached her. * Good morning, Jeanne.’

“Her friend did not recogni ze her and was astonished to be so familiarly
addressed by thiscommon personage, she ssammered:
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‘But, Madame—I do not know —You must be mistaken-’

‘No, | anMatildaLoisdl.

Her friend uttered acry of astonishment: * Oh! my poor Matildal
How you have changed -’

‘Yes, | have had some hard days since | saw you; and some miserable
ones—and all because of you-’

‘Because of me?How isthat?

“You recall the diamond necklace that you loaned me to wear to the
Commissioner’sbal?

‘Yes, very wel.’
‘Well, I lost it
‘How isthat, sinceyou returned it to me?

‘I returned another to you exactly likeit. And it hastaken ustenyears
topay for it. You can understand that it was not easy for uswho have nothing.
Butitisfinished and | am decently content.’

Madame Forestier stopped short. She said:
“You say that you bought adiamond necklaceto replace mine?
‘Yes. You did not perceiveit then? They werejust alike.’

And she smiled with a proud and simple joy. Madame Forestier was
touched and took both her handsas shereplied:

‘Oh! my poor Matildal Mine were false. They were not worth over
fivehundred francs!’

FOR READERS PRACTICE
I.  Answer thefollowing questions:

Writeinfive sentencesthetypeof life MatildaL oisel wanted to lead.
Why did Matildaoften weep?

Why was Matilda unhappy when her husband brought her the
invitation?

4. HowdidMr.Loise get hiswifeanew dress,

wnN e
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11.

12.
13.
14.
15.
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Why wasMatildasorry ontheday of the party?

How did Mme. Forestier help Matilda?

What was M atilda sexperiencein the party?

What gave Matildaarude shock when shewent home?

What excuse did Matilda give Mme. Forestier for not returning the
necklace?

How did Mr.and Mme L oisel manageto return the necklace?

How did the life of Mr and Mme. Loisel change after returning the
necklace?

How did shemeet Mme. Forestier?

What did Mrs. Forestier say about the necklace?

Why was M atildashocked?

What isthemoral of thestory?

Read the passage given below and answer the questions:

She was simple, not being able to adorn herself; but she was unhappy,
as one out of her class, for women belong to no caste, no race; their
grace, their beauty, and their charm serving them in the place of birth
and family. Their inborn fineness, their instinctive elegance, their
suppleness of wit aretheir only aristocracy, making some daughters of
the peopletheequa of great ladies.

Shesufferedincessantly, feding hersalf bornfor al delicaciesand luxuries.
She suffered from the poverty of her apartment, the shabby walls, the
worn chairs, and the faded stuff. All these things, which another woman
of her station would not have noticed, tortured and angered her.

Why wasthewoman referred to in the story unhappy?

What qualities of awoman make her equal in statusto great |adies?
Why did thewoman suffer?

What were the things she was unhappy about?

How did shediffer from any other woman of her status?

SELFEVALUATION

1
2.

Rearrangethefollowing sentencesin the correct sequence:

Mr.Loisel suggested borrowing jewellery from Mrs. Forestier.
They bought the new necklacefor thirty-six thousand francs.
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Matildaborrowed adiamond necklacefrom Mrs. Forestier.
Mr.Loisd gavetheinvitationto hiswife.

Matildaw asagreat successinthe party.

Matildaasked for anew dressfor the party.

When shereturned home, Matildafound the necklace missing.
Matildawas unhappy over her not having any jewel.

They could not find the necklace anywhere.

They decided to replace the necklace.

Write an essay on how the ‘Necklace’ changed the life of the
M atilda by developing the hintsgiven below:

Matildamarried to apetty clerk—They were poor—shelonged for aluxurious
life—Her husband brought invitation—Desirefor anew dressand jewel lery
—borrowed a necklace— Party goes off well — Necklace |ost —they get
time—buy anew necklace—return it—to pay the debt lead asimplelife—
Many years pass by —Mme.Forestier ismet — Listensto the story —says
that necklaceisimitation—asmall thing hasruined their life.

Present acharacter sketch of Matilda.

Matilda—wifeof petty clerk—poor condition of her home—Her longing for
aluxuriouslife—Invitationfor ball — L oisel wantsto make her happy —she
desiresanew dress—jewellery —happy at last —happiness short lived —
necklace — shocked — had to replace necklace — now accepts a lesser
standard of living — life is miserable —no complaints— shocked by the
revel ation that the necklacewasimitation
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THE GIFT OF THE MAGI

O.Henry

Onedollar and eighty—seven cents. That was all. And sixty centsof it
was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the
grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one’'s cheeks burned

with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied
Three times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty seven cents. And the
next day would be Christmas.

Therewasclearly nothing left to do but flop down on the shabby little
couch and howl. So Delladid it. Which instigates the moral reflection that
lifeismadeup of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with snifflespredominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first
stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per
week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word on
thelookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter—box into which no letter would
go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax aring.
Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name ‘Mr James
DillinghamYoung'.

TheDillingham’ had been flung to the breeze during aformer period
of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now when
the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of Dillingham looked blurred, as
though they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and
unassuming D. But whenever Mr.James Dillingham Young came home and
reached hisflat abovehewascalled‘Jm’ and greatly hugged by Mrs James
Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is al very
good.

Dellafinished her cry and attended to her cheeks with a powder rag.
She stood by the window and looked out dully at agrey cat walking agrey
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fence in agrey backyard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had
only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every
penny she could for months, with thisresult. Twenty dollarsaweek doesn’t
go far. Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They awaysare.
Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had
spent planning for something nicefor him. Something fineand rareand sterling
— some thing just alittle bit near to being worthy of the honour of being
owned by Jim.

There was a pier—glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps
you have seen apier—glassin a $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person
may, by observing hisreflection in arapid sequence of longitudinal strips,
obtain a fairly accurate conception of hislooks. Della, being slender, had
mastered theart.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass.
Her eyeswere shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its colour within twenty
seconds. Rapidly shepulled down her hair andletit fal toitsfull length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngsin
which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim'’s gold watch that had
been hisfather’s and his grandfather’s, the other was Della’s hair. Had the
Queen of Sheebalived intheflat acrosstheairshaft, Dellawould havelet her
hair hang out of thewindow someday to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s
jewels and gifts. Had king Solomon been the janitor, with al his treasures
piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out hiswatch every time he
passed, just to see him pluck at hisbeard from envy.

So now Della'sbeautiful hair fell about her, rippling and shining likea
cascade of brown waters. It reached below her kneesand madeitself almost
agarment for her. And then shedid it up again nervously and quickly. Once
shefaltered for aminute and stood still while atear or two splashed on the
wornred carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a
whirl of skirtsand with the brilliant sparklestill in her eyes, shefluttered out
of thedoor and down the stairsto the street.
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Whereshe stopped thesign read: Mme Sofronie, Hair Goodsof All Kinds.
Oneflight up Dellaran, and collected hersdlf, panting. Mademe, large, toowhite,
chilly, hardly looked the* Sofronie’.

‘“Will you buy my hair? asked Ddlla. ‘| buy hair, ssid Madame.
‘Takeyer hat off and let’shaveasight at thelooksof it.’

Down rippled the brown cascade.

‘“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the masswith apractised hand.
‘Giveittomequick, saidDdlla.

Oh, and the next two hourstripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed
metaphor. Shewasransacking the storesfor Jim’s present.

Shefoundit at last. It surely had been madefor Jim and no oneelse.

Therewasno other likeitinany of the stores, and she had turned all of
theminsideout. It wasaplatinum fob chain, smpleand chastein design, properly
proclaiming itsval ue by substance aoneand not by meretriciousornamentation
—asall good thingsshould do. It waseven worthy of theWatch. Assoon asshe
saw it sheknew that it must be Jim'’s. It waslike him. Quietnessand value-the
description applied to both. Twenty-one dollarsthey took from her for it, and
she hurried homewith the 87 cents. With that chain on hiswatch Jim might be
properly anxious about thetimein any company. Grand asthewatch was, he
sometimes|ooked at it on thedy on account of the old leather strap that he used
inplaceof achain.

When Dellareached home her intoxication gaveway alittleto prudence
and reason. Shegot out her curling ironsand lighted the gas and went to work
repairing the ravages made by generosity added to love. Whichisawaysa
tremendoustask, dear friend—amammoth task.

Withinforty minutes her heed was covered withtiny, close-lying curlsthat
made her look wonderfully likeatruant schoolboy. Shelooked at her reflection
inthemirror long, carefully, and criticaly.

‘If Imdoes'tkill me;” shesaidtohersdlf, * before hetakesasecond ook
at me, he'll say | look likeaConey Idand chorusgirl. But what could | do—oh,
what could | dowith adollar and eighty seven cents?

At 70 clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of
the stove, hot and ready to cook the chops.
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Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat
on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she
heard his step on the stairway down on thefirst flight, and she turned white
for just amoment. She had a habit of saying little silent prayers about the
simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: ‘ Please, God, make him
think | am still pretty.”

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. Helooked thin and
very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two — and to be burdened
with afamily! Heneeded anew overcoat and hewaswithout gloves.

Jim stepped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of
quail. His eyes were fixed on Della, and there was an expression in them
that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise,
nor disapproval, nor horror, not any of the sentiments that she had been
prepared for. He ssmply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression
on hisface.

Ddlawriggled off thetable and went for him.

‘Jim, darling,’ shecried, * don’t ook at methat way. | had my hair cut
off and sold it because | couldn’t have lived through Christmas without
giving you apresent. It’Il grow out again—you won’t mind, will you?1 just
had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say “Merry Christmas!” Jim, and
let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice-what abeautiful, nice gift I’ve
got for you.’

“You've cut off your hair? asked Jim, laborioudly, as if he had not
arrived at that patent fact yet, even after the hardest mental [abour.

‘Cut it off and sold it,’ said Della. ‘Don’t you like me just as well,
anyhow?1’m mewithout my hair,an’'t1?

Jmlooked about theroom curioudly.

“Yousay your hairisgone? hesaid, withanair amost of idiocy.

“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. It's sold. | tell you-sold and
gone, too. It's Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you.
Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she went on with a sudden
serious sweetness, ‘ but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall |
put the chopson, Jim?
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Out of histrance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della.
For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential
object inthe other direction. Eight dollarsaweek or amillion ayear—what is
the difference? A mathematician or awit would give you the wrong answer.
The Magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark
assertionwill beilluminated |ater on.

Jm drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the
table.

‘Don’'t makeany mistake, Dell,’ hesaid, ‘about me. | don’t think there's
anything intheway of ahaircut or ashave or ashampoo that could make me
likemy girl any less. But if you'll unwrap that package you may seewhy you
had megoingawhileat first.’

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an
ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! A quick feminine changeto hysterical
tearsand wails, necessitating theimmediate employment of all the comforting
powersof thelord of theflat.

For there lay The Combs-the set of combs, side and back, that Della
had worshipped for long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure
tortoise-shell, with jewelled rims—ust the shade to wear in the beautiful
vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had
simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession.
And now, they were hers, but thetressesthat should have adorned the coveted
adornmentsweregone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at ength she was able to look
upwithdimeyesandasmileand say: * My hair growssofast, Jim!’

Andthen Dellaleaped up likealittle singed cat and cried, * Oh, Oh!’

Jm had not yet seen hisbeautiful present. Sheheld it out to him eagerly
upon her open pam. Thedull precious metal seemed to flash with areflection
of her bright and ardent spirit.

‘Isn’'tit adandy, Jim?1 hunted all over townto findit. You'll haveto
look at the time a hundred times aday now. Give me your watch. | want to
seehow itlooksonit.’

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands

under the back of hishead and smiled.
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‘Dell,’ said he, ‘let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep’em
awhile. They’re too nice to use just at present. | sold the watch to get the
money to buy your combs. And now supposeyou put the chopson.’

TheMagi, asyou know, were wise men—wonderfully wise men—who
brought giftsto the Babeinthemanger. They invented theart of giving Chrissmas
presents. Being wise, their giftswere no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the
privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here | have
lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of twofoolish childrenin aflat
who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their
house. But in alast word to the wise of these days let it be said that of al
who give giftsthese two were the wisest. Of al who give and receive gifts,
such asthey arewisest. Everywherethey arewisest. They aretheMagi.

FOR READERS PRACTICE
. Answer thefollowing questions:

=

How did Della save the money she needed for buying the Christmas
gft?

How did Dellamakefull use of the Pier-glass?

What kind of present had Dellaplanned to buy for Jim?

What werethe proud possessionsof the Dillinghams?

What did Delladecideto present Im?Why?

How did Jim react on entering the house?

How did Ddllaconvince JImwhowasvisibly upset?

Werethe coupleleading ahappy life?

Why was Jim unableto digest thefact that Dellahad sold her hair?
‘Truelovebuildsitsedificeon sacrifice -Explan.
WhoweretheMagi?

What istheirony inthestory?

II. Readthefollowing passageand answer the questionso given below:

EEOONDOTAWN
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Onedollar and eighty—seven cents. That was all. And sixty centsof it
wasin pennies. Pennies saved one and two at atime by bulldozing the grocer
and the vegetable man and the butcher until one's cheeks burned with the
slentimputation of parsmony that such closededingimplied.
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ThreetimesDellacounted it. Onedollar and el ghty-seven cents. And the
next day would be Christmas.

Therewas clearly nothing left to do but flop down on the shabby little
couch and howl. So Delladid it. Which instigates the moral reflection that
lifeismade up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with snifflespredominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first
stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per
week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word on
thelookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter—box into which no letter would
go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax aring.
Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name ‘Mr James
DillinghamYoung'.

TheDillingham’ had been flung to the breeze during aformer period
of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now when
the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of Dillingham looked blurred, as
though they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and
unassuming D. But whenever Mr.James Dillingham Young came home
and reached hisflat abovehewascdled* Jm’ and greatly hugged by MrsJames
Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is al very
good.

How werethe precious pennies saved?

Why did Dellacount themoney thrice?
Werethe Dillinghamsleading alifeof comfort?
Did thedecreaseinincome upset the couple?
What istheauthor’sreflection onlife?

SELFEVALUATION
Rearrangethefollowing sentencesin the cor rect sequence:

agkrowpdE

Thegift wasaset of combs.

Jmreached homelate.

Ddlahedout to Jmtheplatinumfob chain.

Jmwas shocked when helooked at Della.

Dellafound that she did not have enough money to buy her husband a
Chrigmasgift.

agrwbdPE
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6. Jmsuggestedto keep away thegiftsfor awhile.

7. Jmsaidthat hehad sold hiswatch to buy the gift.
8. Dédlasold her hair and bought aplatinum fob chain.
9. Delasaidthat her hair would grow fast.

10. JmgaveDdlahisgift.

I[I. Writean essay on ‘Trueloveand sacrifice’ by developing thehints
given below:

Jim and Della—ideal couple —humble living —life —a combination
of sobs and smiles — two proud possessions — Jim’'s gold watch — Della’s
hair — Della' s Christmas gift — wishes— most valuable gift —sells her hair —
buys — Platinum chain — Jim sells his watch —buys combs for Della— both
the gifts meaningless now — but remain a symbol of true love — sacrifice
being—theedifice—Jimand Della—wisest Magi.
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REFLOWERING

Sundara Ramaswamy

Ammawaslying onthe cot and | was curled up on the floor right next
toit. Ammaand | were freeto get up aslate aswe pleased. We had made it
our habit over the years. We had to put up a battle of sortsto winit. Oursis
a family that takes pride in the fact that we safeguard the dharma of the
early-riser. For generations now, we' ve all bathed before sunrise. But then,
Amma and | were invalids. Amma had asthma and | suffered from joint
pains. Both could create problemsearly inthemorning.

Outside, there was sounds of the horse shaking its mane, of its bells
jangling. The horse buggy was ready. This meant that Appa had picked up
the bunch of keys for his shop. It also meant that the clock was inching
towards eight—thirty. He would now put on his slippers. Kweech. Kweech.
Then, once downstairs, the abrupt impatient sound of the umbrellaopening,
closing. Thedaily umbrella—heath—tedt, that.

The door opened dlightly. A thin streak of sunlight pranced into the
room, ashifting glass—pipe of light, dust swirlinginsideit. Appa! | seehim
in profile-one eye, spectacles, half aforehead streaked with vibhuti and a
dot of chandanam paste, golden—yellow, topped by a vivid spot of red
kumkumam.

‘Boy! Ambi! Get up!” Appasaid.

| closed my eyes. | did not move alimb. Asif | were held captive by
deep dleep.

‘Ai! Get up. You good-for-nothing,” Ammasaid. ‘ Appa’scalling.’

Onthedly I looked at Appa. Helooked affectionate, even gentle.Asif

| were being roused from heavy slumber, | opened my eyeswith pretended
difficulty.

‘ Get ready, Ambi. Eat and then go to Aanaipaalam,’ said Appa.
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“Go and bring Rowther to the shop straightaway. I’ ll send the buggy
back for you.’

| looked at Appa, then at Amma. | had told her about the squabble
between Appaand Rowther inthe shop the previous day.

‘Canyou or can you not manage without him? asked Amma.

‘This farce has gone on far too long,” she said. *Making up one day
and parting the next!’

Appa's face reddened. It seemed as if, if it grew any redder, blood
might start dribbling fromthetip of hisnose.

‘Onam is round the corner. You can come to the shop and make the
bills,” hescreamed. Anger twisted hislips, durred and flattened out thewords.

‘Is Rowther the only person in this whole world who knows how to
makebills? askedAmma.

“Shut your mouth!” yelled Appa. Abruptly he turned to me. * Get up,
you!” heordered.

| sprang up from my bed and stood taut asa strung bow.

‘Go. Do what | told you to,” he growled.As if someone unseen had
tugged at the wheels attached to my feet, | moved swiftly out of the room.
| heard the horse buggy leave the house. | got ready in double quick
time. What briskness! | wore—as| usually didn’t—adhoti over my half pants,
and afull-sleeved shirt, all in the hopethat it would make me speak up with
some confidence. | didn’'t feel my usual anger with Appa. | didn’t feel sad
either. It seemed asif even somelittle fondness seeped through. Poor thing!
Hehad got himself into afix. On animpulse, he' d spoken harshly to Rowther.
He could have been more calm. Now, if a person is merely short tempered,
onecantalk of calmness. But if heisanger personified?

Excited by this paradox, | went and stood before Amma. | looked her
straight inthefaceand | said, * If heisanger personified whereisthe question
of calmness? Ammalaughed; amost at once, she made her face stern and,
‘Smart, aren’t you? sheasked. * Now, if you areaclever boy, you' Il go take
Rowther to the shop.” Placing her right hand over her heart she said, ‘ Tell
himwhatever hemay havesaid, | apologisefor it.’

30



| went and climbed into the buggy.

| too thought that we could not managethe Onam festival saleswithout
Rowther. Who could do sums like him? He was lightning quick in mental
arithmetic. Five peoplesitting in arow, with paper and pencils, would not be
equal to one Rowther and his brain. Remarkable. Even regular buyers who
flocked round him to have their bills tallied were amazed. ‘Is this a mere
human brain? many wondered aloud. ‘If the man can be this fast just by
listening to the figures, what would he not do if he' d been granted sight?
And to think that Rowther has only studied up to the third class. That’stwo
grades|essthan Gomathi who worksin the shop, fetching and cleaning. The
dispute between Appaand Rowther had started mildly enough the previous
evening. ‘Look here, Rowther, what areyou going to doif you let your debts
keep mounting like this? Appaasked. Rowther had chosen all the clothes
he wanted, piled them up by his side, before thinking of asking Appa for
credit. It wasquiteclear that Appadid not likethis.

‘What can | do, Ayyah? My house is full of women. My sons are
useless. My sons-in-law are useless. Four sons, four daughters-in-law, eight
granddaughters, eight grandsons. How many isthat? Just one piece of cloth
each, and the cost goesup.’

Appawasstaring at Rowther, asif thinking. The man isgetting out of
hand. | must cut himto size. Right away.

‘Kolappa, wrap up the clothesand give methebill,” said Rowther.

How dare he take the things before permission had been granted?
Appa sfacereddened. ‘ Itisnot possiblefor meto giveyou credit thistime,’
hesaid.

‘So, you' re saying you don’t want our relationship to continue, no,
Ayyah?All right. Girl, takemehome.’

Rowther stood up. Gomathi took his right arm placed it on her left
shoulder. They went down the steps. When the shop closed in the evening,
he would usually look in the direction of my father and take permission to
leave. That particular evening he did not take permission. That is, he had
taken leave.
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| thought | would first pick up Gomathi and take her with me to
Rowther’s house. That would perhaps|essen his hurt. But Gomathi was not
at home. * Rowther had sent word that he was not coming. She'sjust left for
theshop,” her mother said.

| took a shortcut through the grove, and reached Rowther’s house
through a narrow lane. A tiled house, the roof low. In the front yard there
wasawell ontheright hand side, its parapet wall, stark, unpainted, broken.
Velvet moss sprang around it in bright patches. Stone stepsled to the house.
A gtrip of gunny bag hung from the main door.

‘It sme, Ambi!” | announced my arrival loudly.

A littlegirl cameout followed by another who wasobvioudy her twin.
‘Whoisit, child? cameRowther’svoicefrominsidethe house.
‘It'sme. Ambi,’ | said.

‘Come! Come! Said Rowther. Hisvoice bubbled with happiness.

| pushed aside the sack curtain and went inside. The floor had been
swabbed smooth with cowdung. Rowther was sitting cross-legged, like a
lord. Hisarmsreached out for me. * Come, come,” hismouth kept saying.

| went and knelt in front of him. He put hisarms around me. Hiseyes
stared and stared, asif trying to recapture the vision they had lost long ago.
He pressed me down by my shoulders, dragged me towards him and sat me
down beside him. Hisemotions seemed to overwhelm him.

‘Ah! You seem to bewearing adhoti today!” hesaid.

‘Justfdtlikeit.

‘What'stheborder like?

‘Five-dtriped.’

‘Just like Ayyah, uhn? The boys in the shop tell me that you look just
likeyour father, too. Itismy misfortunethat | can’'t seeyou.’

He ran his fingers over my face, my nose, my mouth, my neck, my
eyes, my ears, my forehead. ‘ Everythingin place, thank the Lord.” Helaughed.
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| thought that this was the right moment to tell him why | had come.
But wordsstuck in my throat, asif held there by an unseen hand.

‘Amma...." | started to say, making atentative start.
Rowther interrupted me. * How ismadam’shealth now?
‘Asusud’

‘I have Thuthuvalai, Khandankattri leghiyam. No better medicinefor
asthma. Only, Ayyah likes to see English labels on his medicine bottles. |
don’t have English here. Only medicines,’ he said, enjoying his own joke
hugdly.

Thiswastheright moment to tacklehim.

‘ Amma wants me to take you to the shop. She wants me to tell you
that sheisvery sorry if Appa has said anything to hurt you. You are not to
misunderstand him. She sayspleasedon’ t turn down her request.’

Rowther’sfacevisibly brightened. Heraised hishandsin salute.

‘Mother, you are a great woman,” he called out, ‘Get up, let’s go to
theshop at once,” hesaid.

That year the sales during Onam were very good. Rowther wasin his
element. With great elan he supervised the shop boyswho constantly jostled
around him. Helooked like Abhimanyuin the Mahabharatafighting awhole
battalion, single-handedly. He would state the price as soon as the cost and
quantity of the material were mentioned to him. Only the good Lord knew
what spark it wasin hisbrain, what geniusthat did not need even aminute
to calculate? A brain that could multiply and total up the cost of sixteen
different items in a trice to announce, ‘Item sixteen. Grand total — 1414
rupees 25 paise,” how could that be called an average brain? Even if the
wholething were written down on the blackboard, | would have easily taken
half an hour to work it out. But for him, answers slipped forth like lightning.
He had never till now made asingle mistake. Ammahastold methat in the
early years of their association, Appaused to sit up half the night, checking
Rowther’s calculations. It seems he’'d say, ‘That man is getting beside
himself. | must find at least an error or two.” But he never could. He just
lost agood night’sd eep.
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One day, a cart drawn by asingle bullock, heavily curtained on both
sides, stopped in front of the shop. From inside came the wailing of women
and children.

‘Soundslikethefemalesfrom my household,” Rowther said.

Rowther’s house had come up for public auction! Apparently amina
wastaking al the household thingsand flinging them onto the street.

Rowther started crying like achild and called on God to help him oui.
Even as he was emoting, Kolappan came with abill saying, ‘45 metresand
70 centimetresat 13 rupees and 45 paise.” Rowther stopped his keening for
amoment and said to him, * Write this down, 614 rupees and 66 paise.’ He
turned to my father who sat at the cash counter and sobbed. * Ayyah. | have
to pay the court the loan and the interest on it, more than five thousand
rupees. Wherewill | gofor themoney?

Appatook Rowther inthe horse buggy to seealawyer.

Rowther did not show up for work the next day. Kolappan said he
had with hisown eyes seen Rowther, reciting thebillsin Chettiar’ sshop.

‘What injustice! | havejust comeback after paying the court theentire
amount for his debts. He's let me down, the ungrateful wretch!” Appa
shouted.

The shop ass stant K ol appan al so whipped himsalf into afury.

‘He knows how to calculate, but he's a senseless idiot. Wait, I'll go
this minute and drag him here by his hair,’ he said as he jumped onto his
bicycle

Appasat down on thefloor, devastated. He started to mumble.

‘Thisis awicked world,” he said. ‘ These days you can’t even trust
your own mother.’

Inalittle while, Kolappan returned. Rowther was sitting behind him,
onthecarrier. Hemarched stonelike Rowther to the cash-counter.

‘I lost my head, Ayyah,” said Rowther as he stood before Appa, his
handsfolded in supplication.

‘Atimewill comewhenyouwill becut downtosize saidAppa
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‘Please don’t say such things, Ayyah,’ pleaded Rowther. * Comework
for meand I’ Il pay your debts, the Chettiar said. And | lost my head.’

Appaonly repeated, ‘ The timewill come when you will be cut down
tosze’

And, surprise of surprises, things soon happened that madeit look as
if Appawas going to beright after all. When Appa returned from Bombay
that year after seeing hiswholesalers, he brought back asmall machine and
showeditto Amma ‘ Thiscando calculations,” hesaid

‘A machine?
‘Itcan.’

Amma made up asum. Appa pressed afew keys. The machine gave
theanswer.

| quickly worked it out on a piece of paper. ‘ The answer is correct,
Ammal’ | shouted.

‘Have they transformed Rowther’s brain into a machine? asked my
mother.

That wholeday | kept trying out the calculator. That night, | kept it by
my side when | slept. | gave it the most difficult sums| could think of. Its
every was right. | remembered something Gomathi had once told me.
‘Thatha! How can you do sumsinanimit?’ she had asked Rowther, mixing
up as she always did, the Tamil and the common English word. It seems
Rowther had said, * Child, | havethree extranervesin my brain. ‘ Now, how
did those extra nerves get inside this machine? | couldn’t control my
excitement.

| showed the cal culator to Gomathi. She al so worked out many many
ums.

‘Evenl amgettingitall right,” shesaid, * thismachineismore cunning
than Thatha!’

Oneevening Rowther wastotalling up for the day. Gomathi wassitting
there, the calculator balanced on her lap, checking out his calculations. At
onepoint, very impulsively shesaid, * You are correct, Thatha.’

‘Areyoutellingmel amright? asked Rowther.
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‘| haveworkedit out,” said Gomathi.
‘Hmm,” said Rowther. ‘I’ ll giveyou asum. Answer.’

Rowther gave her a sum. Gomathi gave the right answer. He tried
sum after sum on her. She had the correct answer each time. Rowther
turned pale. ‘Dear God. | am so dumb | cannot understand anything,” he
muttered.

‘I’m not doing the sums, Thatha,” said Gomathi. ‘ It sthemachine.’
She stuffed the calcul ator into hishands.

Rowther’shands shook as hetook the cal culator. Hisfingerstrembled.
Hetouched thewholefront portion of the cal cul ator, the whol e back.

‘Isthisdoing the sums? heasked again.

‘Yes,” said Gomathi.

‘“Youkeepityourself,” hesaid ashethrust it back at her.

After this, Rowther was a very quiet man indeed. Words failed him.
Heremained in astate of stupor, leaning against thewall. That day, Goamthi
and | took care of all the billing. After along time, Gomathi dug her finger

into histhigh and asked, * Thatha, why don’t you say something, Thatha?
But he said nothing evento that.

He kept coming to the shop regularly but he looked and acted like a
walking corpse. It seemed asif al the laughter, happiness, backchat, teasing,
sarcasm, had dropped off him. His voice was slow, hesitant. Even his body
looked thinner.

Appahad stopped asking himto do thebills.

One afternoon, it was a busy timein the shop. Murugan had a pile of
cut pieces with him. | was working out the cost. Suddenly, Rowther
interrupted him, *What did you say wasthe price of poplin?

Murugan stopped calling out and looked at Rowther’sface, * 15 rupees
and 10 paise per metre.’

‘“Wrong. Get the material out and look—it is 16 rupees and 10 paise
per metre.’
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Appagot up. He came and stood next to Rowther.

Murugan’s face fell as he checked the price. ‘You are right,” he
mumbled.

“You have sold ten metres. You could have lost ten rupees. Are you
hereto giveaway Ayyah’smoney to everyonewho comesin fromthe street?

S0, you know the price? Appaasked Rowther.

‘Only amemory, Ayyah.’

‘Do youremember al theprices?

‘ItisGod'swill,” said Rowther.

‘What isthe priceof the smallest towel then? asked Appa.
‘Four rupeesand 10 paise.’

‘ Andthebiggest one?

‘Thirty-six rupeesand 40 paise.’

Appakept on asking. Theanswerskept coming.

Appalooked amazed. He could not believe his ears. He took a deep
breath. He could not help doing so.

‘If that's so, you do one thing When hills are being made, please
check theprices.’

‘I will do my best, Ayyah,” said Rowther. Then he looked up and
said,” Oh, by the way, have you paid your electricity bill, Ayyah? Today is
thelast datefor the payment.’

‘Oh, no!” said Appa, calling out to Kol appan.
Rowther said, * Hehasn't cometoday, Ayyah.’
‘How do you know? asked Appa.

‘Everybody has a voice, a smell. Today | missed Kolappan's voice,
hissmell,” said Rowther, and then he called out to Murugan.

‘Yesterday he told a customer that we had no double dhotis. Please
reprimand him,” Rowther said.
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‘I don't understand,” said Appa.

‘Ayyah. You put out ten double dhotis for sale. Weren't only seven
sold?There should bethreeremaining, shouldn’t there?

Appaasked for the dhotisto be brought.
Sure enough therewerethree unsold.

Rowther let a sardonic smile play on his face. He said to Murugan,
‘Oh Lord Muruga, you merrily send customers away by telling them we
don’'t havewhat we do actually have. Areweherefor businessor for charity?

That evening Rowther moved away from the bill-making section and
went and sat closer to Appa.

‘If I amby your sidel will bemore helpful, Ayyah,” he said and without
missing abeat,” and if you increase the speed of the fan alittle, yourstruly
will aso get somebreeze!’

Appagavetheappropriate order.

‘Itisthetimeto pay your advance incometax, sir. Shouldn’t you see
your auditor? asked Rowther.

“Yes, | must go seehim,” said Appa.
It wastimeto closethe shop.

‘Ayyah, you had wanted to get some medicine for madam. Have you
bought it, yet?

‘I'll buyit.
Appa was tugging at the locks to check if they had been locked
properly.

‘ Ayyah, you were saying that your mother’stithi was due soon. Why
not ask Murugan to notify the priest on hisway home?

‘Good idea,” said Appa.

Theemployeesleft one by one.

Gomathi took Rowther’s hand, placed it on her shoulder and started
moving.
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“Won'’t you be doing the billsany more, Thatha?
‘I brahim Hassan Rowther isno longer amere adding machine.

Heisnow themanager. ItisGod swill,” Rowther replied.

FOR READERS PRACTICE
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12.
13.
14.
15.
16.

17.

Answer thefollowing questions:

Why couldn’t Ammaand Ambi wake up early?

What was the errand on which Ambi was sent? (OR) Why was Ambi
sent toAanaipadlam?

What was Rowther’sspecial skill?

Why was Appaangry with Rowther?

Isthere any evidence to prove the bond Rowther had established with
hisemployer?

Was blindnessahandicap for Rowther?

What wasAmma'srequest for Rowther?

“He'slet medown, theungrateful wretch!” Why did Appasay so?

Did the presenceof the calculator upset Rowther?

When did the Appa fully realise the extraordinary memory power of
Rowther?

‘Rowther wasan asset to Appa . Explain

What, according to Ambi, wasA ppa sweakness?

Why did Rowther’shand tremblewhen hetook the calculator?

What changes overcame Rowther when he was told about the
calculator? Why was Rowther upset on knowing about the calculator?
When did Apparealisethat acalculator isonly acheap substitute for a
person like Rowther?

‘Rowther wasaloya employer in Appa sservice.” Narrate an incident
toprovethis.

Towhom did Rowther attribute his extraordinary memory power?

Read the given passage and answer the questions:
After this Rowther was a very quiet man indeed. Words failed him.

Heremained in astate of stupor, leaning against thewall. That day, Gomathi
and | took care of all the billing. After along time, Gomathi dug her finger
into his thigh and asked, ‘ Thatha, why don’t you say somethingThatha.’
But he said nothing evento that.
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He kept coming to the shop regularly but he looked and acted like a
corpse. It seemed asif al thelaughter, happiness, backchat, teasing, sarcasm,
had dropped off him, His voice was slow, hesitant. Even his body |ooked
thinner.

Appahad stopped asking himto do thebills.

Why was Rowther asked not to do the billing?

What made Rowther avery quiet man?

How did Rowther behave after the cal cul ator wasintroduced?
Why did the narrator and Gomathi do thebilling?

How did Rowther behave before cal culator was put into use?

SELFEVALUATION

o~ wbdPE

I. Rearrangethefollowingsentencesin thecorrect sequence:

Oneday Murugan made awrong cal culation.

Rowther was promoted as M anager.

Rowther wasworking in aTextile shop.

Rowther corrected Murugan.

Rowther wasahuman calculator.

Rowther was upset when he was no more needed.

M achines can never be asubstituteto human beings.
Theowner of thetextile shop brought acal culator.

On being questioned Rowther gavethe correct detail s of stock.
Theowner redlized that Rowther wasindispensable.
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[I. Attempt acharacter sketch of Rowther.

Rowther —ahuman calculator —in Appa’s service—commitment and
sincerity —coupled with extraordinary memory power —made himinvaluable
— Appa s textile business — as well as family — Rowther — had to support —
large family — ran into debts — compelled to work — several places — his
blindness—never ahandicap —he—oved by —Appaand hisfamily —arrival
of calculator —upset Rowther —but —hisloyalty and involvementinAppa’s
bus nessand family —prove him—asuper machine—but with ahuman heart.
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EVERY LIVING THING

JamesHerriot

Sometimes, when our dog and cat patients died the owners brought
them in for usto dispose of them. It was always asad occasion and | had a
sense of foreboding when | saw old Dick Fawcett’ sfact.

He put the improvised cat box on the surgery table and looked at me
with unhappy eyes.

“It'sFrisk,” hesaid. Hislipstrembled asthough he was unableto say
more.

| didn't ask any questions, but began to undo the strings on the
cardboard container. Dick couldn’t afford aproper cat box, but he had used
thisone before, ahome-made affair with holes punchedinthe sides.

| untied thelast know and looked inside at the motionless body. Frisk.
The glossy black, playful little creature | knew so well, always purring and
affectionate and Dick’scompanionand friend.

“Whendid hedie, Dick?’ | asked.

He passed a hand over his haggard face and through the straggling
grey hairs.

“Well, | just found ‘im stretched out by my bed this morning. But
...... | don’t rightly know if he'sdead yet, Mr. Herriot.”

| looked again inside the box. Therewasno sign of breathing. | lifted
the limp form onto the table and touched the cornea of the unseeing eye. No
reflex. | reached for my stethoscope and placed it over the chest.

“Theheart’still going, Dick, but it'savery faint beat.”

“Might stop any time, youmean ?’

| hesitated. “Well, that’stheway it sounds, I'm afraid.”

Asl spoke, thelittlecat’sri b—ca:;lle1 lifted dightly, then subsided.



“He's still breathing, “1 said. “But only just.” | examined the cat
thoroughly and found nothing unusual. The conjunctiva of the eye was a
good colour. Infact therewasno abnormality.

| passed a hand over the sleek little body. “This is a puzzler, Dick.
He'saways been so lively-lived up to hisname, in fact, yet here heis, flat
out, and | can’tfind any reasonfor it.”

“Could hehave‘ad astroke or summat?”’

“l suppose it’'s just possible, but | wouldn’t expect him to be totally
unconscious. I’ mwondering if he might have had ablow onthe head.”

‘I don't think so. He was as right as rain when | went to bed, and he
was hever out during t' night.” The old man shrugged his shoulders. “ Any
road, it’sapoor look-out for ‘im?’

“Afraid so, Dick. He's only just alive. But I'll give him a stimulant
injection and then you must take him home and keep him warm. If he's still
around tomorrow morning bringhiminand I’ Il seehow he'sgoingon.”

| wastrying to strike and optimistic note, but | was pretty sure that |
would never see Frisk again and | knew the old manfelt the same.

His hands shook as he tied up the box and he didn’t’ speak until we
reached the front door. He turned briefly to me and nodded. “ Thank ye, Mr.
Herriot.”

| watched him as he walked with shuffling steps down the street. He
was going back to an empty little house with his dying pet. He had lost his
wife many years ago-1 has never known aMrs. Fawcett—and helived alone
on hisold-age pension. It wasn't much of alife. Hewasaquiet, kindly man
who didn’t go out much and seemed to have few friends, but he had Frisk.
The little cat had walked in on him six years ago and had transformed his
life, bringing aboisterous, happy presenceinto the silent house, making the
old man laugh with histricksand playfulness, following him around, rubbing
against hislegs. Dick wasn’t lonely any more, and | had watched a warm
bond of friendship growing stronger over theyears. Infact, it was something
more-the old man seemed to depend on Frisk. And now this.

WEell, I thought as | walked back down the passage, it was the sort of
thing that happened in veterinary practice. Pets didn’t live long enough.
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But | felt worsethistime because | had no ideawhat ailed my patient. | was
inatotal fog.

Onthefollowing morning | was surprised to see Dick Fawcett sitting
inthewaliting room, the cardboard box on hisknee.

| stared at him. “What's happened?’

Hedidn’t answer and his face wasinscrutable as we went through to
the consulting room and he undid the knots. When he opened the box |
prepared for the worst, but to my astonishment the little cat |eaped out onto
thetable and rubbed hisface against my hand, purring likeamotorcycle.

The old man laughed, his thin face transfigured. “Well, what d’'ye
think of that?’

“| don't know what to think, Dick!” | examined the little animal
carefully. He was completely normal. “ All | know isthat I'm delighted. It's
likeamiracle”

“No, itisn’t, “hesaid. “It wasthat injection you gave ‘im. It'sworked
wonders. I’ mright grateful.”

WEell, it was kind of him, but it wasn’t as ssmple as that. There was
something here | didn’t understand, but never mind. Thank heaven it had
ended happily.

The incident had receded into a comfortable memory when, three
dayslater, Dick Fawcett reappeared at the surgery with hisbox. Inside was
Frisk, motionless, unconscious, just asbefore.

Totally bewildered. | repeated the injection and on the following day
the cat wasnormal. From then on, | wasin the situation that every veterinary
surgeon knows so well-being involved in abaffling case and waiting with a
feeling of impending doom for something tragic to happen.

Nothing did happen for nearly a week, then Mrs. Duggan, Dick’s
neighbour, telephoned.

“I’'mringin’ on behalf of Mr. Fawcett. Hiscat'sill.”
“Inwhat way?’
“Oh, just lyin’ stretched out, unconscious, like,”
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| suppressed ascream. “When did thishappen?’

“Just found ‘im this morning. And Mr. Fawcett cant’t bring him to
you-he'spoorly himsdf. He'sin bed.”

“I’msorry to hear that I’ Il comeround straight away.”

And it was just the same as before. An amost lifeless little creature
lying prone on Dick’s bed. Dick himself looked terrible-ghastly white and
thinner than ever-but he still managed asmile.

“Lookslike e needsanother of your magicinjections, Mr. Herriot.”

As| filled my syringe, my mind seethed with the thought that there
wasindeed somekind of magic at work here, but it wasn’t my injection.

“I"ll drop in tomorrow. Dick, “I said. “And | hope you'll be feeling
better yoursdlf.”

“Oh, I'll be awright as long as t'little feller’s better.” The old man
stretched out a hand and stroked the cat’s shinning fur. The arm was
emaciated and theeyesin the skull-likeface were desperately worried.

| looked around the comfortless little room and hoped for another
miracle.

| wasn't really surprised when | came back next morning and saw
Frisk darting about on the bed, pawing at a piece of string the old man was
holding up for him. The relief was great but | felt enveloped more
suffocatingly than ever in my fog of ignorance. What the hell wasit? The
whole thing just didn't make sense. There was no known disease with
symptoms like these. | had a strong conviction that reading awhole library
of veterinary bookswouldn’t help me.

Anyway, the sight of thelittle cat arching and purring round my hand
was reward enough, and for Dick it was everything. He was relaxed and
amiling.

“You keep gettin’ him right, Mr. Herriot. | can’t thank you enough.”
Then the worry flickered again in his eyes. “But is he goin’ to keep doing
it?1’ mfrightened hewon’t comeround one of thesetimes.”

Well, that was the question. | was frightened, too, but | had to try to
be cheerful. “Maybe it’s just a passing phase, Dick. | hope we'll have no
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moretroublenow.” But | couldn’t promise anything and thefrail maninthe
bed knew it.

Mrs. Duggan was showing me out when | saw the district nurse getting
out of her car at thefront door.

“Hello, Nurse,” | said. “You' ve cometo have alook at Mr. Fawcett?
I'msorry he'sill.”

Shenodded. “ Yes, poor old chap. It'sagreat shame.”
“What do you mean?Isit something serious?’

“Afraid so,” Her mouth tightened and shelooked away fromme. “He's
dying. It'scancer. Getting rapidly worse.”

“My God! Poor Dick. And afew days ago he was bringing his cat to
my surgery. He never said aword. Doesheknow?’

“Oh, yes, heknows, but that’shim all over, Mr. Herriot. He'sasgame
aspebble. He shouldn’t have been out, really.”

“Ishe.....ishe.....suffering?’

She shrugged. “Getting a bit of pain now, but we' re keeping him as
comfortable as we can with medication. | give him a shot when necessary
and he has some stuff he can take himself if I'm not around. He's very
shaky and can’t pour from the bottle into the spoon. Mrs. Duggan would
gladly do it for him, but he's so independent.” She smiled for a moment.
“Hepoursthe mixtureinto asaucer and spoonsit up that way.”

“A saucer ..... 7" somewhere in the fog a little light glimmered.
“What'sinthemixture?’

“Oh, heroinand pethidine. It'stheusual thing Dr. Allinson prescribes.”
| seized her arm. “I’ m coming back inwith you, Nurse.”

The old man was surprised when | reappeared. “What's the matter,
Mr.Herriot?haveyou left summat?’

“No, Dick, | want to ask you something. Is your medicine pleasant-
tading?’
“Aye, it'sniceand sweet. Itisn’'t bad to takeat al.”
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“Andyou putitinasaucer?’
“That’sright. Mehand'sabit dothery.”

“Andwhenyoutakeit last thing at night there’'ssometimesabit leftin
thesaucer?’

“Aye, thereis. Why?’

“Because you leave that saucer by your bedside, don’t you, and Frisk
deepsonyour bed ....”

Theold manlay very still ashestared at me. “you mean thelittle beggar
licksit out?’

“I’ll bet my bootshedoes.”

Dick threw back his head and laughed. A long, joyous laugh. “And
that sends’‘imto sleep! Nowonder! It makes meright dozy, too!”

| laughed with him. “ Anyway, weknow now, Dick. You' |l put the saucer
inthe cupboard when you’ vetaken your dose, won't you?’

“I'will that, Mr. Herriot. And Frisk will never passout likethat again?’
“No, never again.”

“Eee, that’sgrand!” He sat up in the bed, lifted thelittle cat and held
him against hisface. Hegaveasigh of utter content and smiled at me.

“Mr. Herriot,” hesaid. “I’ ve got nowt to worry about now.”

Outinthestreet, as| bade Mrs. Duggan goodbye for the second time,
| looked back at the little house. “ * Nowt to worry about,” eh? That’s rather
wonderful, coming fromhim.”

“Oh aye, and he meansit, too. He'snot bothered about himself.”

| didn't see Dick again for two weeks. | was visiting a friend in
Darrowby’slittle cottage hospital when | saw theold maninabedinacorner
of theward.

| went over and sat down by his side. His face was desperately thin,
but serene.

“Hello, Dick,” | said.
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He looked at me sleepily and spoke in a whisper. “Now then, Mr.
Herriot.” He closed his eyes for a few moments, then he looked up again
with theghost of asmile. “1’ m glad wefound out what waswrong with t’little

“Soaml, Dick.”
Aganapause. “Mrs. Duggan'sgot ‘im.”
“Yes. | know. Hehasagood homethere.”

“Aye....Aye.....” Thevoicewasfainter. “But oftens| wish | had ‘im
here.” Thebony hand stroked the counter pane and hislips moved again. |
bent closer to hear.

“Frisk....” hewassaying, “Frisk .....” Thenhiseyesclosed and | saw
that hewasdeeping.

| heard next day that Dick Fawcett had died, and it was possible that
| wasthe last person to hear him speak. And it was strange, yet fitting, that
thoselast wordswere about hiscat.

“Frisk ... Frisk.....”
FOR READERS PRACTICE
I.  Answer thefollowing questions:

Why did Dick bring Frisk inabox to the veterinarian?

What wasthe problem with Frisk?

How did the cat react to the treatment?

Why did Dick’sneighbour ring up the doctor?

Whom did the veterinarian meet outside Dick’shouse?

What information about Dick did heget from thedistrict nurse?
What wasthereal reasonfor Cat’sillness?

Who wastaking care of Frisk when old Dick wasin the hospital ?
What was Mr. Dick happy about?

What happened to Mr.Dick intheend?

Read the given passage and answer the questions:

ROO~NoOO~wWDdDE
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She shrugged. “Getting a bit of pain now, but we' re keeping him as
comfortable as we can with medication. | give him a shot when necessary
and he has some stuff he can take himself if I’m not around. He' svery shaky
and can't pour from the bottle into the spoon. Mrs. Duggan would
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gladly do it for him, but he's so independent.” She smiled for a moment.
“Hepoursthe mixtureinto asaucer and spoonsit up that way.”

“A saucer.......?” Somewherein thefog alittle light glimmered. “
Whatisinthemixture?’

“On heroinand pethidine. Itistheusud thing Dr. Allinson prescribes.”
| seized her arm. * I’ m coming back withyou, Nurse.”

Who isthe person talking to the veterinarian?
What was her purposeof visit?

What medicinedid she prescribefor Dick?
Why did Dick take the medicinefrom a Saucer?
How did theinformation help the veterinarian?

SELFEVALUATION
Rearrangethefollowing sentencesin the correct sequence:

Frisk always dept on hisbed.

Dick wassuffering from cancer.

Dick thought that Frisk wassick.

Dick was asked to take amixture of medicines before going to bed.
Dick had acat called Frisk.

When Dick knew the reason for Frisk’s illness he was relieved of his
WOrry.

7. Frisklickedtheleft over medicine.

8. Dick’'shandswereshaky.

9. Themedicine madeFrisk deepy the next day

10. Dick poured the mixturein asaucer and spooned it up.

agrwbdPE

SukowbdpE

[I. Writean essay on how themystery of Frisk’sillness get solved by
developing thehintsgiven below:

Veterinarian — Dick with the dog — dog unconscious — hopeless
condition — injection — next day Frisk alright — Three days later Frisk ill
again—next week —neighbour’sphonecall - Dick and Friskill —Veterinarian
meets the district nurse — learns about the treatment — know that the cat
lickstheleft over medicine—cat iscured —Dick dieslater
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KAANCHANAI

Pudumai ppittan

| just couldn’t Sleep that night, for no apparent reason. My mind was
neither troubled, nor was it overflowing with happiness to keep me awake
thus. | amjust like everyone else. Yet my job isnot like that of anyone else.
| write fiction. That is to say, | spin yarns, and make a living out of the
journalistic establishments that are prepared to accept them. My lies are
accepted. Or in other words, they are recognized by the mgjority of the
world as God, Dharma, et cetera, in various names and forms. Thisis what
is called Creation, living in the land of the imagination et cetera. In fact
liars like me are called other Brahmas, Second Creators. And | am the
youngest in this lineage of duplicate Brahmas. When | think of all this, |
feel some pride, certainly. Isthe handiwork of Brahmafalse, too, like ours?
Am | false? If such philosophic queries occur around twelve o’ clock at
night, who won'’t begin to doubt hisdigestive system?“ Ada, chut ! | muttered
impatiently, and sat up.

This house had been built in such away that one could sit up in bed
and switch on the electric lights just by reaching out an arm. | did so. The
sudden light troubled my eyes. My wife wasfast asleep in the adjacent bed.
What was she dreaming about? A smile played hide and seek at the corner
of her lips. Shewas perhaps exulting in her culinary skillswhich could drag
aman into philosophical inquiry right in the middle of the night. Stirringin
her sleep, she moaned dlightly and turned over. She was three months
pregnant. Why should | wake her and make her sit up with mejust because
| couldn’t deep?

| put out the light immediately. | always feel a profound sense of
peace, sitting in the dark. Isn’t it true that at such atime, you become one
with the darkness, united with the night, invisible to others? You can then
drivethat wooden cart-your own mind- wherever you please. People usually
describe imagination asachariot that can reach the place you wish to go to,
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the very moment you choose. But inreality, it isawooden cart that follows
along the thoughts of generations of human beings, from the earliest times
to the present day-a path so frequently trodden upon that it has been turned
into a beaten track. There are only the grooves made by wheels constantly
grinding into the dust, and between them, araised ground, less frequently
walked upon. Occasionally the wheels have stumbled off the rut and on to
the raised ground, giving those inside the cart a sudden jolt, otherwiseit is
awaysagentlepath, without peril, thetrack of well bred bullocks.

Lost inthe comfort of thoughts, it seemed that inthe dark | had smeared
rather too much lime on the betel leaf. My tongue felt the sharp sting.
Normally | don’'t bother about such things. If you choose to chew betel
leavesin the dark, if you let go of the harnessleaving your mind to roam at
will, then you should not mind such minor disasters. With due respect, |
tossed the tobacco, ready inthe palm of my hand, into my mouth.

Chi! What a foul smell! Stinking like a putrefying corpse! Feeling
nauseous, and wondering whether the tobacco | was chewing had been
tainted, | went to the window, spat it out, and rinsed my mouth before
returning to sit on the bed.

| couldn’t stand the stink. It was asif abody had rotted and the stench
was somewhere near. | couldn’t stand it, couldn’t understand it. Was it
coming from thewindow? But there wasn'’ t even the faintest breeze blowing.
| felt my bed and walked again to the window. | hadn’t moved two paces
before the stench completely disappeared. How extraordinary! | returned to
the bed. Thereit was, again that foul smell. Was some dead creature lying
under the bed? | switched on the light. Under the bed, there was only a
cloud of dust that made me sneeze. | stood up and slapped myself free of
dust.

My sneezewoke up my wife. “What isit, aren’t you adeep yet? What's
thetime?’ sheasked, yawning.
It wasexactly oneminute after twelve,

Andwonder of wonders! The stench had changed into akind of scent.
The smell of incense sticks-in fact low grade incense sticks, the kind lit by
thesideof corpses.

“Canyou smell something here?’ | asked her.
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“No, nothing at all,’ shesaid. After sniffing awhile, shesaid, “There's
afaint smell of incense. Someone must have lit them somewhere. I' m sleepy.
Put out thelightsand liedown.”

| switched off thelight. Traces of the smell still lingered. Going to the
window | peeped out. Only starlight

The shutters of the windows and the front door of the house trembled
and banged softly. For just asecond. Then silence. An earthquake, perhaps?
In the starlight, afruit-bat spread its wide leathery wings, flew towards the
grovesopposite, and disappeared beyond.

Both the stench and the scent had disappeared without atrace. | came
back and lay down.

Next day, when | woke up at last from my pre dawn sleep, it was
already late morning. | picked up the newspaper that had been flung through
the window, and came out to sit on acane chair in the front veranda. After
creaking itsobjection, thechair boremy weight.

My life’'s partner came out, stood beside me and started complaining,
“First of all of you stay awake all night and then sleep late into the morning,
and now if you comeand sit herelikethis, what isto happen to the coffee?”

| had an unshakabl e belief in Democracy and World Peace, and | was
worried that both were being jeopardized by “The Advance of the Allied
Forces, undeterred by any Resistance.”

“All thanks to your elaborate cooking,” | said, in a feeble counter
attack, risngtomy feet.

“You have nothing better to do, what else can you think of except to
find fault with me?Well, it’sno worse than the storiesyou write!” With this
parting shot, shewent towardsthekitchen.

Bound by household rules, | went and cleaned my teeth, and then,
holding the tumbler of scalding coffee with atowel, scanned the columns of
the newspaper.

Just then abeggar woman, and ayoung oneat that, came along, singing
an unknown song. She stopped at our doorstep, calling out, “ Amma, thaayé.”
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| glanced up sharply, then deciding that it was impossible to battle
with beggars, put up my newspaper and built afence around myself.

My wife came out to the front corridor, scolding the woman. “ Aren’t
you ablebodied?Why can’t you earn aliving by working in afew houses?’

“If I am givenwork, wouldn’t | doit? My belly burns, thaayé. So far,
| haven’t got even ahandful of ricefrom thisstreet. Give me apiece of cloth
to cover myself, amma.” She started employing abeggar’susual arsenal.

“I’ll giveyou work, but will you stay on?1’ll giveyou food tofill your
belly, clothesto cover yourself, what do you say?”

“Will that not be enough, amma? These dayswho isready to giveeven
that?’ Saying so, shestood there, smiling at my wife.

“Shall I let her stay on and try her out for acouple of days?
You know how easily | tirethesedays,” My wifeasked me.

“Chi, are you crazy? You want to engage a donkey of a beggar, who
comes from heaven knowswhere? Can’t you find anyone elsein thisentire
world?’

The beggar woman, who was standing outside, chuckled. Therewasa
fatal charminthat laughter. My wife kept gazing at her, without onceturning
her eyes away. It seemed as if her entire will had become one with that
namelesscreature.

“Can’'t you tell a person from her face? You come in, amma,”
countermanding my orders, my wifetook her inside.

And the deceitful beggar followed her, rejoicing within. What! | rubbed
my eyesand stared at her feet. They walked in theair, aminuscul e distance-
the height of akunrimani seed—above the ground. | felt ashiver go through
me. Wasit an illusion? When | looked again, the beggar woman glanced at
me with a smile. Ayyo, was that a smile! Asif a spear of ice had struck
through my bonesto themarrow, it nearly killed mewithterror.

| called by wifeto my side. | told her that it wasn’t good to have this
woman in our home. But she, for her part, insisted most obstinately that she
must have this stranger for her servant. Isthere no end to the odd desires of
early pregnancy? My heart beat fast in certain anticipation of disaster.
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| peeped at her feet again. They touched theground like everyone el se. What
wasthissirangeilluson?

Tenali Raman proved that it wasimpossibleto turn ablack dog into a
whiteone. My wife, onthe other hand, established that we can turn even beggars
into the same kind of human beingsweourselvesare. It wasclear that oncethe
beggar woman had bathed, washed her hair and put on clean, though old, clothes,
shewasfit tosit next to anyoneand talk tothem asan equal. It seemed that this
woman wasadept at amusing conversation. | heard frequent chucklesand giggles.
| was surprised at theway shewaited on my wife, hand and foot. My own fears
of awhile ago seemed to mock at me.

It was dusk, the darkening hour. My wife and that maid were sitting
together, laughing, telling stories. | had turned thelightson inthefront room and
was observing her under the pretext of reading abook. Between the hall where
| sat, and the room where they were, there was acentral area. | had hung a
mirror there. Their reflectionswereclearly visbleinit.

My wifetold her, * You’' veroamed about everywhere, haven’'t you? Tell
meastory,”

“Yes, it'struel’ vebeentodl sortsof placeslikeKas and Haridwar. | was
toldastory once, inKas. Shall | tell it toyou?”’

“Yes, tell me. Tell methestory.”

“They say it wasfive hundred yearsago. The Rgjaof Kas had anonly
daughter. It was said that you could not find another to match her beauty. The
Raaaso wanted her to belearnedin all fields. Theguru chosenfor her wasa
great sorcerer, he knew everything there wasto know about magic, devices,
strategies. And he had an eye on the princess. She, however, wanted to marry
theprimeminister’'sson.

“ Somehow hefound out about this. Who found out? That guru.”

Thiswasamiracle! Was| listening to the story shewastelling my wife, or
was | reading its account in the book | held in my hands? The book was an
English one, called Historical Documents. The story of the King of Varanasi’s
daughter was staring at me, in print. Thelast line of the page that wasopenin
front of mewasan English trand ation of thewords, “Hefound out about this.”
My head began to spin. | brokeinto asweat. Was| going mad?| kept my eyes
fixed on the open page. Theprint bega5r13to dim.



Suddenly, devilish laughter! With the sharpness of an explosion, it
seized my entire mind. | looked up with shock. My gaze fell on the mirror.
Reflected there, | could see aloathsome figure, its teeth bared, laughing in
frenzied intoxication. | had seen many repulsive figures—those that appeared
in my own dreams, and those imagined by the sculptor’s chisel. But | had
never seen anything as horrifying as this. The horror was apparent only in
the teeth and the eyes. In the rest of her features there was a wonderful
serenity, mesmerizing the onlooker. In the eyes, ablood thirstiness. In the
teeth, agreed totear at the flesh and gorge upon it. Behind thisfaint image,
tongues of flame from the fire of the kitchen hearth. | gazed at it, lost to
everything. In aminute the image disappeared. The next minute it was the
beggar woman’ sfacereflected there.

“1 simply forgot to ask your name.” My wife's question reached my
ears.

“Why not call me Kaanchanai? Like the Kaanchanai in the story. It
doesn’t matter what you call me. It'sjust aname, after al.”

My heart would not consent to |leave my wife alone with her. Heaven
knew what might happen. Once the mind is overtaken by fear, can there be
alimittothetremblingwithin?

| went inside. They weremerrily chatting.

When | entered, having summoned aforced smile, | was greeted with
barbed words. “What businessdo you have amongst uswomenfolk?’

The woman who called herself Kaanchanai was bent low, chopping
something. A smile brimming with mischief played at the corner of her
mouth. Unable to say anything further, | became the sentry once more,
standing guard behind my book fence. My wife, after all, was pregnant.
Could| frighten her?How, elsecould | protect her?

We ate and then went to bed. Thetwo of us slept upstairs. Thewoman
called Kaanchanai deptinthefront room.

| wasmerely lying onthebed. Did not closemy eydlids.

How could I”? Heaven knows how long | lay like that. My heart was
besating fast, wondering whether last night’ssmell would return.

Somewhereaclock began itsprocessof striking themidnight hour.
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The echo of the eleventh stroke had not yet died away.

Somewhere adoor creaked.

Suddenly, sharp nails fell upon my hand, scratched across and dlid
away.

Shaking all over, | sat up. Thank goodness, | did not babble.

It wasmy wife' shand that had fallenthus.

Weasitredly hers?

| got up, bent over and observed her closely. She wasfast asleep and
breathing steedily.

| was eager to go down and investigate, but afraid!
| went. | climbed down softly, my footsteps making no noise.
It felt asif awholeyugapassed by.

Quietly | peeped into the front room. The outside door was closed.
Moonlight streaming in through the open window nearby, pointed to the
empty mat and pillow.

My legswouldn't hold up. They trembled violently.

Without turning around, walking backwards, | reached the stairs. Had
shegone upstairs perhaps?

| hurried upstairs.

It wasquiet there.

Aspeaceful asbefore.

My mind would not clear.

| stood by thewindow and watched the moonlight.

Therewas no human movement to be seen.

Only adog howled somewhere, raising alament which faded away.
From the opposite corner of the sky agiant bat flew towards our house.

As | stood watching, my fear began to ebb. | became calm, assuring
mysdlf that it wasanillusion.
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But downgtairs?

| was eager to see once more.

| went downgtairs.

| didn’'t havethe couragetogoin.

But there! Kaanchanal wasindeed sitting on her mat. Shesmiled at me. A
poisonous smile. My heart froze. Pretending to be calm, | went up the stairs,
muttering, “What isit, can’'t youdeep?’

Wasthereasmdl| of frankincensethen?| seemtoremember it being there.
When | wokeup, it wasvery late.

My wifewoke meup saying, “ What's happening to you, astimegoeson,
you seem to be d eeping the daysaway. The coffeeisgetting cold.”

At daytime, when darkness or fear do not haveaplaceto hide, everything
certainly looksdifferent. But deep withinthe mind, fear had taken root. How
wasl| to get rid of thisdanger?

Canyou seek comfort by sharing with someone el sethe mental torment
you experience because of your wife' sadultery? Thissituation waslikethat.
Suppose someone like me, someone who boasted that hewasdoing aliterary
serviceto society at large, and who fooled himsalf into believingit, wereto go
about saying, “ Saar, a pei, a she-devil, has cometo livein our house. | am
terrified that she might harm my wife. Canyou adviseme how to get rid of this
peril?” Peoplewould surely wonder whether | wasmaking fun of them, or whether
| had gonemad. Towhom could | explainit al and ask for help?How long could
| stand guard?

How wasthisall going to end? What disaster wastherein store?| wasin
aquandary, neither ableto speak about it nor to swallow it all quietly. Heaven
knew what magic potion thisnew servant had given my wife. They spent their
timetogether without the dightest burden ontheir hearts.

That day, morning and night seem to chase each other. And | had never
known timeto passby so quickly.

At night, aswewere about to go to bed, my wifeannounced, “ Kaanchana
isgoing to deep upstairs, intheroom nexttoours.” | felt asif alighted firehad
been placedinmy lap.
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What plot was afoot?

| will notdeepat al. | will spendal night sitting up, | decided.
“What isit, aren’t yougoingtoliedown?’ asked my wife.

“I'mnot deepy” | answered. Terror, likeasharp spear, pierced me.

“Asyouwish,” shesaid, lying down on her side. And that wasit. She
wasfast adeep. Wasit an ordinary dleep?

| too wearied of sitting up so long, lay down, thinking I'll rest my
bodly.

It beganto striketwelve.

What isthissmell!

My wife, lying next to me, screamed in aninhuman voice. Among those
meaningless sounds which gushed out in the guise of words, | could make
out thesinglename, “ Kaanchanai.”

| switched on the light immediately and shook her, again and again, to
awaken her.

She came to herself and sat up, shuddering. Rubbing her eyes, she
sad, “I felt asit something bit my throat and sucked my blood.”

| peered at her throat closaly.

At the hollow of her throat, there was a tiny spot of blood, like a
pinhead. Her entire body was shaking.

“Don't beafraid, | lied deliberately.” You must havethought of something
strangeasyoufed adeep.”

Her body wastrembling. Shedid back onthebed inafaint.
At that very moment therewasthe sound of atemplegong.
Some strange song in acacophonousvoice.

Avoice, calling out with authority, “ Kaanchanai! Kaanchanai!

A wild scream which seemed to shake my entire house. All the doors
banged repeatedly.

57



Thenasilence. The deep silence of the cremation ground.
| got up and peeped towards the entrance of the house.
A man stood inthe middle of the street. What acountenance!

“Comehere,” hesignalled. Likeapuppet onastring, | climbed downthe
stairsand went out.

As| passed theroom where Kaanchanai dept, | could not helplooking
inside. Asexpected, shewasn't there.

| went into the street.

Hesaid, “ Rub thison amma sforehead. Kaanchanai won't troubleyou
hereafter. Goand do it immediately. Don’t wake her up”.

Thevibhuti felt hot.

| brought it inside and rubbed it on my wife’' sforehead. Wasit ordinary
vibhuti?| couldn’t besure. | certainly remembered hedid not hold abell inhis
hand.

Threedays passed.

Asshegavemy coffeeinthemorning, my wifesaid, “Thesemen areall
likethat,” What could | say?

FOR READERSPRACTICE
. Answer thefollowing questions:

What isthe problem with the narrator?

What isthesignificance of senchinthestory?

Describethe beggar woman.

Why did the narrator object to the suggestion of employing the beggar
woman?

Narratethe story the beggar woman wastelling.

Why doesthenarrator cal it amiracle?

What wasthe narrator afraid of ?

What istheroleplayed by stench again?

What did he observeonthelast night?

10 What brought relief to her author?

11. Pick out at least two occasionsinthe story that ishorrifying?
12. What doyou think Kanchanawas?
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II. Readthepassageand answer the questions:

My heart would not consent to leave my wife alone with her. Heaven
knew what might happen. Once the mind is overtaken by fear, can there be
alimittothetremblingwithin?

| went inside. They were merrily chatting, when | entered, having
summoned aforced smile. | wasgreeted with barbed words. “ what business
do you have amongst uswomenfolk?’

The woman who called herself Kanchanai was bent low chopping
something. A smile brimming with mischief played at the corner of her
mouth. Unable to say anything further, |1 became the sentry once more,
standing guard behind my book fence. My wife, after al, was pregnant.
Could| frighten her?

What madethe narrator get adisturbed mind?

Why did heforceasmile?

What did hewant totell hiswife?

Why did henot tell hiswife, what hewanted to say?
How did Kanchanai react to narrator’sentry?

SELFEVALUATION
Rearrangethefollowing sentencesin the correct sequence:

agrwbdPE

Narrator’swifetakesthe beggar woman asaservant.

Thebeggar woman said her namewas Kanchanai

Narrator hasapremonition that something bad will happen.
Narrator’ swifetakesthe Kanchanai into confidence.

Thenarrator wasawakeall through the night.

That night narrator’ swife complained that something bit her throat.
Next morning abeggar woman comes.

Theman gave Vibhuti to apply on hiswife'sforehead.

A man stood inthe middle of the street.

Therewasatiny spot of blood on hiswife'sthroat.
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Answer in an essay developingthehints:

Why did the narrator get antagonised to the beggar woman and how
did heget relieved from horror?
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Narrator —writer — previous night disturbed — stench — uneasiness—
next day — beggar woman — uneasy about her — his wife employs her —
sleepless night eerie sensation — Kanchanai story — next night Kanchana
not in bed —wife screams—aman givesvibhuthi —feelsrelieved.
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