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THE THIRD LEVEL

Jack, Finney

Before you read
Have you ever had any curious experience which others find
hard to believe ?

THE presidents of the New York Central and
the New York, New Haven and Hartford rail- QP
roadswill swear on a stack of timetables that A A
there are only two. But | say there are three,
becausel’ vebeen onthethirdleve of theGrand TR

Centrd Station. Yes, I’ vetaken the obvious step: Dr Sadao?

| talked to apsychiatrist friend of mine, among  y ""51e was his

others. | told him about thethird level at Grand

Central Station, and he said it was a waking

dreamwishfulfillment. Hesaid | wasunhappy. That made my wifekind of
mad, but he explained that he meant themodern worldisfull of insecurity,
fear, war, worry and all therest of it, and that | just want to escape. Well,
who doesn’t? Everybody | know wantsto escape, but they don’t wander
downinto any third level at Grand Central Station.

But that’sthereason, he said, and my friendsall agreed. Every-
thing pointstoit, they claimed. My stamp collecting, for example; that'sa
‘temporary refugefromreality’. Well may be, but my grandfather didn’t
need any refugefrom reality; thingswere pretty niceand peaceful in his

Read and find out

day. fromall I hear, and he started my collection. It’sanice collection
too, blocks of four of practicaly every U.S. issue, first-day covers, and
so on. President Roosevelt collected stampstoo. you know.

Anyway, here’s that
what happened at Grand
Centra. Onenight last sum-
mer | worked | ate at the of -
fice. | wasinahurry to get
uptown to my apartment so
| decided to takethe subway
from Grand Centra because
it sfaster that thebus.

Now, | don’'t know
why this should have hap-
penedtome. I’mjust anor-
dinary guy named Charley,
thirty-one yearsold, and |
waswearing atan gabardine

suit and astraw hat with afancy band; | passed adozen menwho looked
justlikeme, And | wasn't trying to escapefromanything; | just wanted to
get hometo Louisa, my wife.
| turnedinto Grand Central from Vanderbilt Avenue, and went
downthestepstothefirst level, whereyoutaketrainslikethe Twentieth
4 Century. Then| walked down another flight to the second level, where
{ thesuburbantrainsleavefrom, ducked into an arched doorway heading
for the subway—and got lost. That'seasy to do. I’ vebeenin and out of
Grand Centrd hundredsof times, but I’ m awaysbumping into new door-
waysand stairsand corridors. Oncel got into atunnel about a milelong
and came out inthelobby of the Roosevelt Hotel . Another timel came
upin an officebuilding on Forty-sixth Street, three blocks away.



Sometimes | think Grand
Centra isgrowing likeatree, push-
ing out new corridorsand staircases
likeroots. There's probably along
tunnel that nobody knowsabout fed -
ing itsway under thecity right now,
onitsway to Times Square, and may
be another to Central Park. And
maybe—becausefor so many people
through theyears Grand Central has
been an exit, a way of escape—
maybe that’s how the tunnel | got
into.... But | never told my psychia-
trist friend about that idea.

Thecorridor | wasin began
angling left and danting downward
and | thought that waswrong, but |
kept onwalking. All | could hear was
theempty sound of my ownfootsteps
and| didn’t passasoul. Then | heard
that sort of hollow roar ahead that
means open space and peopletalk-
ing, Thetunnel turned sharp left; |
went down ashort flight of stairsand
cameout onthethirdlevel at Grand
Central Station. For just amoment |
thought | was back on the second
level, But | saw theroomwassmaller,
therewerefewer ticket windowsand
traingates, and theinformation booth
inthe centrewaswood and ol d [ ook-
ing. And the man in the booth wore a green
eyeshade and long black sleeve protectors. The
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lightsweredimand sort of flickering. Then | saw why; they were open-
flanegadights.

Therewerebrass spittonsonthefloor, and acrossthe stationa
glint of light caught my eye; aman was pulling agold watch from his

vest pocket. He snapped openthe
“cover, glanced at his watch and
¥ frowned. Hewore aderby hat, a
black four-button suit withtiny la-
pels, and he had a big, black,
handlebar mustache. Then | looked
around and saw that everyonein
the station wasdressed like eigh-
teen-ninety-something; | never saw
so many beards, sideburns and
fancy mustaches in my life. A
womanwalkedinthroughthetrain
gate; sheworeadresswith leg-of-mutton deevesand skirtsto thetop
of her high buttoned shoes, Back of her, out onthetracks, | caught a
glimpseof alocomoative, avery small Currier & lveslocomotivewitha
funnel-shaped stack, And then | knew.

Tomakesure, | walked over to anewsboy and glanced at the
stack of papers at hisfeet. It was The World; and the World hasn't
been published for years. Thelead story said something about Presi-
dent Cleveland. I’ vefound that front pagesince, inthe Public Library
files,andit wasprinted June 11, 1894.

| turned toward theti cket windowsknowing that here— onthe
thirdleve a Grand Centra—I could buy ticketsthat would take Louisa
and me anywherein the United Stateswe wanted to go. In the year
1894. And | wanted two ticketsto Galesburg, lllinois.

Haveyou ever been there? It sawonderful town still, withbig
old frame houses, hugelawns, and tremendoustresswhose branches
meet overhead and roof the streets. And in 1894, summer evenings
weretwiceaslong, and peoplesat out onthier lawns, the men smoking

X
[
N
&

I

TRV
ALY

U

VI

A=

AN

4 = \Vistas



cigarsand talking quietly, thewomen waving palm- leaf fans, with the
fire-fliesall around, inapeaceful world. To beback therewiththe First
world War still twenty yearsoff, and World War 11 over forty yearsin
thefuture......... | wanted two ticketsfor that.

Theclerk figured thefare—heglanced at my fancy hatband, but
hefigured thefare—and | had enough for two coach tickets, oneway, -

But when | counted out themoney and looked up, theclerk wasstaring at
me. Henodded at thebills. “That ain’t
money, mister,” hesaid, “andif you're

and he glanced at the cash drawer be-
sdehim. Of coursethemoney wasold-
dylehills, hdf againasbigasthe money
wewas howadays, and different-look-

vﬁea ar;d'ﬁnﬁ out

Would charley ever

go back to the
ticket-counter on the ;
third level to buy - ing. | turneq anay and got out faS-
 tickets to Galesburg There snothing niceabout jail, evenin

for himself and

his wife? 1894.

Andthat wasthét. | left thesameway |
came, | suppose. Next day, during lunch
hour, | drew three hundred dollarsout of the bank, nearly al wehad, and
bought old-stylecurrency (that really worried my psychiatrist friend). You
can buy old money a dmost any coindeder’ sbut you haveto pay apre-
mium. My threehundred dollarsbought |essthan two hundredinold-style
bills, but | didn’t care; eggswerethirteen centsadozenin 1894,

But I’ ve never again found the corridor that leadsto thethird
level at Grand Central Station, although I’ vetried often enough.

Lousiawas pretty worried when | told her al this, and didn’t
want metolook for thethirdlevel any more, and after awhilel stopped;
| went back to my stamps. But now we' re both looking, every week-
end, because now we have proof that thethirdlevel isstill there. My
friend Sam Weiner disappeared! Nobody knew where, but | sort of
suspected because Sam'’s a city boy, and | used to tell him about
Galesburg—I went to school there—and heawayssaid heliked the
sound of the place. Andthat’swhereheis, al right, In 1894.
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tryingtoskinme, youwon'tgetvery far,” -

Becauseonenight, fussing with my stamp collection, | found—Well, do
you know what afirst-day cover is? When anew stamp isissued,
stamp collectorsbuy some and use them to mail envelopesto them-
selvesonthevery first day of sale; and the postmark provesthe date.
Theenvelopeiscalled afirst- day cover. They’ re never opened; you
just put blank paper inthe envel ope.

That night, among my oldest first-day covers, | found onethat
shouldn’t have been there. But thereit was. It wasthere because some-
onehad mailed it to my grandfather at hishomein Galesburg; that’'s
what theaddresson theenvelopesaid. And it had beentheresince July
18, 1894—the postmark showed that—yet didn’t remember it at all.
The stamp was a six-cent, dull brown, with a picture of President
Garfield, Naturaly, when the envelope cameto Granddad inthemall, it
went right into hiscollection and stayed there—till | took it out and
openedit.

Thepaper insidewasn’t blank, It read

941 willard Street
Galesburg, Illinois
July 18, 1894

Charley
| got to wishing that you were right. Than | got to believing you were
right. And, Charley, it'strue; | found the third level! I’ ve been here two weeks,
and right now, down the street at the Daly's, someone is playing a piano, and
they're all out on the front porch singing ‘ Seeing Nelly Home' And I’ minvited
over for lemonade. Come on back, Charley and Louisa. Keep looking till you

find the third level! It'sworth it, believe me!

Thenoteissigned Sam.

Atthestamp and coin storel goto, | found out that Sam bought
eight hundred dollars worth of old-style currency. That ought to set
himupinanicelittlehay, feed and grain business, heawayssaidthat’'s
what hereally wished he could do, and he certainly cann’t go back to
hisold business. Not in Galesburg, I11inois, in 1894. Hisold business?
Why, Samwasmy psychiatrist.
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Readingwith Insight

1. Doyouthink that thethird level wasamedium of escapefor Char-

ley?Why?
2. What doyou infer from Sam'’sletter to Charley?

3. “Themodernworldisfull of insecurity, fear, war, worry and stress.’

What arethewaysinwhich we attempt to overcomethem?
4. Doyou seeanintersection of thetimeand spaceinthe story?

ol

tion?Discuss.

6. Philately hel pskeepthe past dlive. Discussother waysinwhichthis
isdone. What do you think of the human tendency to constantly

move between the past, the present and the future?

. Apparent illogicality sometimesturnsout to beafuturistic projec-

7. Youhaveread‘ Adventure by Jayant Narlikar in Hornbill ClassXI.
Comparetheinterweaving of fantasy and redlity inthetwo stories.

The Third Level
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THE Tiger King

Kalki
|

Before you read
What is the general attitude of human beings towards wild
animals?

THE Mahargjaof Pratibandapuramisthehero
of thisstory. Hemay beidentified asHisHigh-
ness Jamedar-General, Khiledar-Major, Sata
Vyaghra Samhari, Mahargjadhiraja Visva
BhuvanaSamrat, Sir Jlani Jung Jung Bahadur,
M.AD.,A.C.T.C,, or C.R.C.K. Butthisname Who is the Tiger
isoften shortened to the Tiger King. King? Why does

| have comeforwardtotell youwhy he pe.get it
cameto beknown asTiger King. | havenoin-
tention of pretending to advanceonly toendin
astrategic withdrawal . Even thethreat of a Stukabomber will not throw
me off track. The Stuka, if it likes, can beat ahasty retreat from my story.

Right at thestart, it isimperativeto discloseamatter of vital im-
portance about the Tiger King. Everyonewho reads of himwill experi-
encethenatural desireto meet aman of hisindomitable courageface-to-
face. But thereisno chance of itsfulfilment. AsBharatasaid to Rama
about Dasaratha, the Tiger King hasreached that final abodeof al living
creatures. In other words, the Tiger King isdead.

Read and find out




Themanner of hisdeathisamatter of extraordinary interest. It
can berevealed only at theend of thetale. Themost fantastic aspect of
his demisewasthat as soon as hewas born, astrol ogers had foretol d
that oneday the Tiger King would actually havetodie.

“ The child will grow up to becomethewarrior of warriors,

hero of heroes, champion of champions. Bt ........ " they bit their lips -

and swallowed hard. When compelled to continue, theastrologerscame
outwithit,“ Thisis asecret which should not berevealed at dl. And yet

weareforced to speak out. Thechild born under thisstar will oneday

haveto meet itsdeath.”

At that very moment agreat miracletook place. An astonishing
phraseemerged fromthelipsof the- ten- day old Jlani Jung Jung Bahadur,
“Owiseprophets!”

Everyone stood transfixed in stupefaction. They looked wildly
at each other and blinked.

“ Owiseprophets! It was| who spoke.”

Thistimetherewere no groundsfor doubt. It wastheinfant
born just ten daysago who had enunciated thewords so clearly.

The Chief astrologer took off hisspectaclesand gazed intently
at the baby.

“All those who are born will one day haveto die. We don't
need your predictionsto know that. Therewould be some senseinit if
you couldtell usthemanner of that death,” theroyal infant uttered these
wordsin hislittle squeaky voice.

The Chief astrologer placed hisfinger on hisnoseinwonder. A
baby barely ten daysold opensitslipsin speech! Not only that, it also
raisesintelligent questions! Incredible! Rather likethe bulletinsissued
by thewar office, than facts.

Thechief astrologer took hisfinger off hisnoseand fixed his
eyesuponthelittleprince.

“The princewasborninthe hour of the Bull. The Bull and the
Tiger areenemies, therefore, death comesfromtheTiger,” heexplained.

TheTiger King = 9

You may think that crown prince Jung Jung Bahadur wasthrown
into aquakewhen he heard theword ‘ Tiger.” That was exactly what
did not happen. As soon ashe heard it pronounced, the crown prince
gaveadeep growl. Terrifying wordsemerged from hislips.

“Lettigersbeware!”

Thisaccount isonly arumour rifein Pratibandapuram. But with
hindsight we may concludeit was based on sometruth.

Crown prince Jung Jung Bahadur
grew taler and stronger day by day. No other
miraclemarked hischildhood daysapart from
the event already described. The boy drank
the milk of an English cow, was brought up

What did the royal | by an English nanny, tutoredin Englishby an

infant grow up Englishman, saw nothing but English films—

to be? exactly asthe crown princesof all the other

Indian statesdid. When he came of age at twenty, the State, which had
been with the court of Wardsuntil then, cameinto hishands.

But everyone in the kingdom remembered the astrologer’s
prediction. Many continued to discussthe matter. Slowly it cametothe
Mahargjdsears.

Therewereinnumerableforestsin the Pratibandapuram State.
They had tigersinthem. TheMaharga knew the old saying, ‘ you may
kill evenacow inself-defence . Therecould certainly beno objection
tokillingtigersinsdf defence. TheMahargastarted out on atiger hunt.

TheMahargawasthrilled beyond measurewhenhekilled hisfirst
tiger. He sent for the State astrol oger and showed him the dead beast.

“What do you say now?’ hedemanded.

“Your majesty may kill ninety-ninetigersin exactly thesame
manner. But......” theastrologer drawled.

10 = Mistas



“But what? Speak without fear.”

“But you must bevery careful withthe hundrethtiger.”
“What if thehundredth tiger werea so killed?’

“Then 1 will tear up all my books on astrology, set fireto them, 1

Not that hefaced no dangers. Thereweretimeswhen the bullet
missed itsmark, thetiger legpt upon him and hefought the beast with his
bare hands. Each timeit wasthe Mahargjawho won.

At another timehewasin danger of losing histhrone. A high-rank-
ing British officer visited Pratibandapuram. Hewasvery fond of hunting
tigers. Andfonder of being photographed withthetigershehad shot. As
usua, hewished to hunt tigersin Pratibandapuram. But theMahargiawas
firminhisresolve. Herefused permission. “ | can organiseany other hunt.
Youmay go onaboar hunt. You may conduct amouse hunt. Weareready
foramaosquito hunt. But tiger hunt! That’simpossible!”

TheBritish officer’ssecretary sent word to the M ahargjathrough
thedewanthat thedurai himself did not havetokill thetiger. TheMaha
rgjacould do the actual killing. What wasimportant to thedurai wasa
photograph of himself holding the gun and standing over thetiger’scar-
cass. But the Mahargjawould not agree evento thisproposal. If here-
lented now, what would hedo if other British officersturned up for tiger
hunts?

Because heprevented aBritish officer from fulfilling hisdesire,
the Mahargiastood in danger of losing hiskingdomitself.

TheMahargjaand the dewan held deliberationsover thisissue.
Asaresult, atelegram was despatched forthwith to afamous British
company of jewellersin Calcutta. * Send samplesof expensivediamond
ringsof different desgns’

Somefifty ringsarrived. The Mahargjasent thewholelot tothe
£7.55 British officer’s good lady. The king and the minister expected the
W Duraisani to chooseoneor two ringsand send therest back. Within no

§ ,_ timeat al theduraisani sent her reply : * Thank you very much for your
gifts’

Intwo daysabill for threelakh of rupeescamefromtheBritish
jewed lers. The Mahargjawas happy that though he had lost threelakh of
rupees, he had managed to retain hiskingdom.

“And...” =
“ | shdl cut off my tuft, crop my hair short and becomeaninsurance
agent,” theagtrologer finished on anincoherent note.

and ...

1

From that day onwardsit was celebration timefor al thetigers
inhabiting Pratibandapuram.

The state banned tiger hunting by anyone except theMahargia. A
proclamation wasissued totheeffect that if anyonedaredtoflingsomuchas
agtoneat atiger, al hiswed th and property would be confiscated.

The Maharajavowed he would attend to all other matters only
after killingthehundred tigers. Initialy theking seemed well settorealise
hisambition.
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v
TheMahargja stiger hunts continued to be highly successful.
Withinten yearshewasabletokill seventy tigers. And then, anunfore-
seen hurdlebrought hismissionto astandstill. Thetiger population be-

cameextinctintheforestsof Pratibandapuram. Who knowswhether the
tigerspractised birth control or committed harakiri? Or smply ranaway - -

from the State becausethey desired to be shot by British handsaone?
One day the Mahargja sent for the

dewan. “ Dewan saheb, aren’t you aware

of thefact that thirty tigers<till remaintobe

brandishing hisgun.
Shuddering at the sight of thegun, the
what will the dewan cried out, “ Your Mg esty! | am not
Maharaja do to atiger!”

fnd the required “Whichidiotwould call you atiger?”

number of tigers
L to kill? “No, andI’mnot agun!”

“You are neither tiger nor gun. Dewan
saheb, | summoned you herefor adifferent
purpose. | havedecidedto get married.”

The dewan began to babble even more. “ Your Mgjesty, | have
twowivesaready. If | marry you...”

“Don’t talk nonsense! Why should I marry you? What | want is
atiger...”

“Your Mgesty! Pleasethink it over. Your ancestorswere mar-
riedtothesword. If you like, marry thegun. A Tiger king ismorethan
enough for thisstate. It doesn’'t need aTiger Queenaswell!”

TheMahargagavealoud crack of laughter. “1’ m not thinking
of marrying either atiger or agun, but agirl from the ranks of human
beings. First you may draw up statisticsof tiger populationsinthe dif-
ferent native states. Next you may investigate if thereisagirl | can
marry intheroya family of astatewith alargetiger population.”

Thedewan followed hisorders. Hefound theright girl froma
statewhich possessed alarge number of tigers.

TheTiger King = 13

shot down by thisgun of mine?’ heasked

MahargaJung Jung Bahadur killedfive
or sx tigerseachtimehevisited hisfather-in-
law. In this manner, ninety-ninetiger skins
adorned thewalls of thereception hall inthe

Pl 1 Pratibandapuram palace.
Maharaja prepare
himself for the \V/
h ti : .
hu:ﬂi? w:,'f o TheMahargjd sanxiety reached afever
supposed to decide|  pitch when there remained just onetiger to
b e achievehistally of ahundred. Hehad thisone

thougnt during theday and the samedream &t night. By thistimethetiger
farmshad rundry evenin hisfather-in-law’skingdom. It becomeimpos-
sibletolocatetigersanywhere. Yet only one more was needed. If he
could kill just that one single beast, the Mahargjawould have no fears
left. He could give up tiger hunting altogether.

But he had to be extremely careful with that |ast tiger. What had
thelate chief astrologer said?*“ Even after killing ninety-ninetigersthe
Maharajashould beware of the hundredth...” True enough. Thetiger
was asavage beast after al. One had to bewary of it. But wherewas
that hundredth tiger to befound? 1t seemed easier tofind tiger’smilk
thanalivetiger.

Thusthe Mahargawas sunk in gloom. But soon camethe happy
newswhich dispdled that gloom. In hisown state sheep begantodisap-
pear frequently fromahillsidevillage.

It was first ascertained that thiswas not the work of Khader
Mian Saheb or Virasami Naicker, both famed for their ability to swallow
sheepwhole. Surdly, atiger wasat work. Thevillagersrantoinformthe
Mahargja. The Mahargjaannounced athree-year exemption fromall

BJ% taxesfor that vill age and set out on the hunt at once.

Thetiger wasnot easily found. It seemed asif it had wantonly
hiditsalf inorder toflout theMahargaswill.

TheMahargiawasequally determined. Herefused toleavethe
forest until thetiger wasfound. Asthe dayspassed, theMaharga sfury
and obstinacy mounted alarmingly. Many officerslost their jobs.
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Oneday when hisragewasat itsheight, the Mahargjacalled the
dewan and ordered him to doubletheland tax forthwith.

“The peoplewill become discontented. Then our statetoo will fall
aprey totheIndian National Congress.” '

“Inthat caseyou may resign fromyour post”, said theking.

The dewan went home convinced that if the Maharga did not find:
thetiger soon, theresultscould be catastrophic. Hefdt lifereturningtohim
only when hesaw thetiger which had been brought from the People’ sPark
inMardasand kept hidden in hishouse.

At midnight when thetown dept in peace, the dewan and hisaged
wife dragged the tiger to the car and shoved it into the seat. The dewan
himsdf drovethecar straight to theforest wheretheMahargja washunting.
Whenthey reachedtheforest thetiger launched itssatyagrahaand refused to
get out of the car. Thedewan wasthoroughly exhausted in hiseffortsto haul
the beast out of the car and pushit down to theground.

On the following day, the same old tiger wandered into the
Mahargja's presence and stood asif in humble supplication, “Master, what
do you command of me?’ It waswith boundlessjoy that the Mahargja
took careful aim at thebeast. Thetiger fell inacrumpled heap.

“ | havekilled the hundredthtiger. My vow
hasbeenfulfilled,” theMahargja wasovercome
with elation. Ordering thetiger to be brought to
thecapita ingrand procession, theMaharga has-
tened away inhiscar.

After theMahargaleft, the hunterswent to
take acloser look at the tiger. Thetiger looked
back a themrollingitseyesin bafflement. Themen
realised that thetiger wasnot deed; the bullet had
missedit. It had fainted from the shock of thebullet whizzing past. Thehunt-
erswondered what they should do. They decided that the M ahargamust not
cometo know that he had missed histarget. If hedid, they could losetheir
jobs. Oneof the hunterstook aim from adistance of onefoot and shot the
tiger. Thistimehekilled it without missng hismark.
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Then, ascommanded by the king, the dead tiger wastakenin pro-
cession through thetown and buried. A tomb was erected over it.

Afew dayslater the Maharga sson’sthird birthday wascel ebrated.
Untill thentheMahargja had givenhisentiremind over totiger hunting. He
had no timeto spare for the crown prince. But now the king turned his
attention to the child. Hewished to give him some specia gift on hishbirth-
day. He went to the shopping centre in Pratibandapuram and searched
every shop, but couldn’t find anything suitable. Finaly he spotted awooden
tiger in atoyshop and decided it wasthe perfect gift.

Thewoodentiger cost only two annasand aquarter. But the shop-
keeper knew that if he quoted such alow priceto the Mahargja, hewould
be punished under therules of the Emergency. So, hesaid, “ Your Mgjesty,
this isanextremely rareexampleof craftsmanship. A bargain at threehun-
dred rupees!”

“ Very good. L et thisbeyour offering to the crown prince on his
birthday,” said the king and took it away with him. On that day father and
son played with that tiny little wooden tiger. It had been carved by an
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unskilled carpenter. Itssurfacewasrough; tiny silversof wood stood up
likequillsal over it. One of those diverspierced the Maharga sright

hand. Hepulled it out with hisleft hand and continued to play withthe

prince.

Thenext day, infection flared inthe Mahargia sright hand. In
four days, it developed into asuppurating sorewhich spread all over - =

thearm.
Threefamous surgeonswere brought in from Madras. After
hol ding aconsultation they decided to operate. The operation took place.
Thethree surgeonswho performed it came out of thetheatre

and announced, “ The operation wassuccessful. TheMahargjaisdead.”

In thismanner the hundredth tiger took itsfinal revenge upon
the Tiger King.

Readingwith Insight

1. Thestory isasatireon the conceit of thosein power. How doesthe
author employ theliterary device of dramaticirony inthe story?

2. What isthe author’ sindirect comment on subjecting innocent ani-
malsto thewillfulnessof human beings?

3. How would you describe the behaviour of the Mahargja’ sminions
towardshim?Do you find themtruly sinceretowardshim or arethey
driven by fear whenthey obey him?Dowefindasmilarity intoday’s
political order?

4. Canyourelateinstancesof game-hunting among therich and the
powerful inthepresent timesthat illustrate the call ousness of human
beingstowardswildlife?

5. Weneed anew system for the age of ecology—asystemwhichis
embedded inthe careof all peopleand alsointhecareof the Earth
andal lifeuponit. Discuss.
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Journey to the end of the Earth
Tishani Doshi

Before you read
If you want to know more about the planet’s past, present
and future, the Antarctica isthe place to go to. Bon Voyage

EARLY thisyear. | found myself aboard a Russian research vessel—
the Akademik Shokal skiy—heading towardsthe coldest, driest, windi-
est continent intheworld : Antractica. My journey began 13.09 de-
greesnorth of the Equator in Madras, and involved crossing ninetime
zones, six checkpoints, three bodies of water, and at |east as many
ecospheres.

By thetime| actually set foot on the Antarctic continent | had
been travelling over 100 hoursin combination of acar, an aeroplane
and aship; so, my first emotion onfacing Antarctica sexpansivewhite
landscape and uninterrupted blue horizon wasrelief, followed up with
animmediate and profound wonder. Wonder at itsimmensity, itsisola-
tion, but mainly at how there could ever have been atimewhen India
and Antarcticawere part of the samelandmass.

Part of History

Six hundred and fifty million years ago, agiant amalgamated
southern superconti nent—Gondwana—did indeed exist, centred roughly
around the present day Antarctica. Thingswere quitedifferent then :
humanshadn’t arrived on the global scene, and the climatewas much



warmer, hosting ahugeveriety of floraand fauna. For 500 millionyears
Gondwanathrived, but around thetime when the dinosaurswerewiped
out and the age of themammal sgot under way, thelandmasswasforced

to separateinto countries, shaping the globe much asweknow it today. 1
Tovisit Antarcticanow isto beapart of that history; to get a

grasp of where we' ve come from and where we could possibly be

heading. It'sto understand thesignificance

of Cordilleranfoldsand pre-Cambrian gran-
iteshields, ozoneand carbon; evolution and
extinction. Whenyouthink about al that can
- happeninamillion years, it can get pretty
o eees | mind-boggling Imagine: Indiapushing north
== 1 know about wards, jamming against Asiato buckleits
ey i crustand formtheHimalayas, SouthAmerica
drifting off to join North America, opening
up the Drake Passage to create a cold cir-
cumpolar current, keeping Antarcticafrigid, desolate, and at the bottom
of theworld.

For asun-worshipping South Indian like myself, twoweeksin
aplacewhere 90 percent of the Earth’stotal icevolumesarestoredisa
chilling prospect (not just for circulatory and metabolic functions, but
alsofor theimagination). It’slikewalking into agiant ping-pong ball
devoid of any human markers—notrees, billboards, buildings. Youlose
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all earthly sense of perspective andtimehere. Thevisua scaleranges
from the microscopic to the mighty: midgesand mitesto bluewhales
and icebergsasbig as countries (thelargest recorded wasthe size of
Belgium). Daysgo onand onand oninsurred 24-hour austral summer
light, and aubiquitous silence, interrupted only by the occasiona ava
lanche or calving ice sheet, consecratesthe place. It'sanimmersion
that will forceyouto placeyourself inthe context of the earth’ sgeol ogi-
ca history. And for humans, the prognosisisn’t good.

Human Impact

Human civilizations have been around for a paltry 12,000
years—barely a few seconds on the geological clock. In that short
amount of time, we' ve managed to create
quitearuckus, etchingour dominanceover
Nature with our villages, towns, cities,
megacities. Therapidincreaseof human popu-
lations has|eft usbattling with other species
~ What are the for limited resources, and theunmitigated burn-
indications for the . .

P ingof foss| fuelshasnow creasted ablanket of

humankind? carbon dioxide around the world, whichis

dowly but surely increasing theaverage glo-
bal temperature.

Climate changeisoneof themost hotly contested environmen-
tal debatesof our time. Will theWest Antarcticicesheet melt entirely?
Will the Gulf Stream ocean current bedisrupted?Will it betheend of the
world asweknow it? Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, Antarcticaisa
crucia eementinthisdebate—not just becauseit’stheonly placeinthe
world, which has never sustained a human popul ation and therefore
remainsrelatively ‘ pristing’ in thisrespect; but moreimportantly, be-
causeit holdsinitsice-cores haf-million-year-old carbon records
trappedinitslayersof ice. If wewant to study and examinethe Earth’s
past, present and future, Antarcticaisthe placeto go.

Read and find out
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Sudents on Ice, the programme | was working with on the
Shokaskiy,aimsto do exactly thisby taking high school studentsto the

endsof theworld and providing them with inspiring educationa opportu-
nitieswhichwill helpthem foster anew understanding and respect forour 5

planet. It sbeenin operation for six yearsnow, headed by Canadian Geoff

Green, whogot tired of carting celebritiesand retired, rich, curiosity-seekers =

who could only *give’ back ina limited way. With Sudentsonice,he
offersthefuture generation of policy-makersalife-changing experienceat
an agewhenthey’ reready to absord, learn, and most importantly, act.

Thereason the Programme has been so successful isbecauseit's

impossibleto go anywhere near the South pole and not be affected by it.
It seasy to beblase about polar ice-capsmelting while sitting in thecom-
fort zone of our respectivelatitude and longitude, but whenyou canvisibly
seeglaciersretreating andice shelvescollgpsing, you beginto realisethat
thethreat of global warmingisvery redl.

= ot ; e RE -/"’f{ i _‘\-.....-
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Antarctica, because of her simple ecosystem and lack of
biodiversity, isthe perfect placeto study how little changesintheenviron-
ment can have big repercuss ons. Takethe microscopic phytoplankton—
those grassesof the seathat nourish and sustain the entire Southern Ocean’s
food chain. Thesesingle-celled plants use the sun’senergy to assmilate
carbon and synthesi se organic compoundsin that wondrous and most
important of processes called photosynthesis. Scientistswarn that afur-
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ther depletioninthe ozonelayer will affect the activities of phytoplank-
ton, whichinturnwill affect thelivesof al themarineanima sand birdsof
theregion, andthegloba carbon cycle. Inthe parableof the phytoplankton,
thereisagreat metaphor for existence : take care of thesmall thingsand
thebigthingswill fal into place.

Walk on the ocean

My Antarctic experiencewasfull of such epiphanies, but the
best occurred just short of the Antarctic Circleat 65.55 degrees south.
The Shokal skiy had managed to wedge herself into athick white stretch
of ice between the peninsulaand Tadpole ldland which was preventing
usfrom going any further. The Captain decided wewere going to turn
around and head back north, but beforewedid, wewereall instructed
to climb down the gangplank and walk on the ocean. So therewewere,
al 52 of us, kitted out in Gore-Tex and glares, walking on astark white-
nessthat seemed to spread out forever. Underneath our feet wasametre-
thick ice pack, and underneath that, 180 metresof living, breathing, salt
water. Inthe periphery Crabester seal swerestretching and sunning them-
selvesonicefloesmuch like stray dogswill do under the shade of a
banyan tree. It wasnothing short of arevelation : everything doesindeed
connect.

Ninetimezones, six checkpoints, threebodiesof water and many
ecospheres|ater, | was still wondering about the beauty of balancein
play onour planet. How would it beif Antarcticawereto becomethe
warm placethat it once used to be?Will be around to seeit, or would

o we have gonetheway of the dinosaurs, mammothsand woolly rhinos?
~ Who'sto say?But after spending two weekswith abunch of teenagers
# whodtill havetheidedlismto savetheworld, dl | cansay isthat alot can

happen inmillionyears, but what adifference aday makes!
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Readingwith Insight

1. *Theworld'sgeological history istrappedinAntarctica’ Howisthe

study of thisregion useful tous?
2. What are Geoff Green’sreasonsfor including high school studentsin
the Sudents on | ce expedition?

3. ‘Takecare of the small thingsand the big thingswill take care of |

themsdlves.” What istherel evanceof thisstatement in the context of
theAntarctic environment?

4. Why isAntarcticatheplaceto goto, to understand the earth’s present,
past and future?

For moreinformation on Sudentson | cevisit www.studentsonice.com
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The Enemy
®Pearl S. Buck,

Before you read
It is the time of the world war. An American prisoner of
war iswashed ashore in a dying state and is found at the
doorstep of a Japanese doctor. Should he save him as a
doctor or hand him over to the Army as a patriot?

Dr. Sadao Hoki’ shousewas built on aspot of the
Japanese coast where asalittle boy he had often
played. Thelow, square stone house was set upon
; rocks well above a narrow beach that was out-
[SZIRTIRITTY  jined with bent pines. Asaboy Sadao had dlimbed
E‘)"r"hsf;:’aa; the pines, supporting himself on hisbarefeet, as
Where was his | hehad seenmendointhe South Seaswhenthey
house? climbed for coconuts. Hisfather hastaken himof -
tento theislands of those seas, and never had he
falledto say tothelittlebraveboy at hisside, “ Thoseidandsyonder,
they arethe stepping stonesto thefuturefor Japan.”
“Where shall westep from them?’ Sadao had asked serioudly.
“Who knows?’ hisfather had answered. “ Who can limit our
future? It depends on what we makeit.”
Sadao had taken thisinto hismind ashe did everything his
father said, hisfather who never joked or played with him but who



gave him,even though they had been married yearsenough to have thetwo
children. For they had not married heedlesdy inAmerica. They had finished
their work at school and had come hometo Japan, and when hisfather had
seenthemarriage had been arranged inthe ol d Japanese way, athough Sedao
and Hanahad talked everying over beforehand. They were perfectly happy.
Shelaid her cheek againgt hisarm.

spent infinite painsupon himwho washisonly son. Sadao knew that his
educationwas hisfather’schief concern. For thisreason he had been
sent at twenty-two toAmericato learn al that could belearned of sur-
gery and medicine. He had come back at thirty, and before hisfather 1
died he had seen Sadao become famousnot only asasurgeon but asa
scientist. Because hewas perfecting adiscovery which would render -
woundsentirely clean, he had not been sent abroad with the troops.
Also, heknew, therewas some dight danger that the old Genera might
need an operation for acondition for which hewas now being treated
medically, and for this possibility Sadao wasbeing kept in Japan.

Cloudswererising from the ocean now. The unexpected warmth
of thepast few dayshad at night drawn heavy fog from the cold waves.
Sadao watched mistshide outlinesof alittleisland near the shore and
then come creeping up the beach bel ow the house, wreathing around
thepines. Inafew minutesfog would be wrapped about the housetoo.
Then hewould gointo theroomwhere Hana, hiswife, would bewaiting
for himwith thetwo children.

But at this moment the door opened and she looked out, a
dark-bluewoollen haori* over her kimono. Shecameto him affection-
ately and put her arm through hisashe stood, smiled and said nothing.
Hehad met HanainAmerica, but hehad waited tofal inlovewith her
until hewas sure shewas Japanese. Hisfather would never have re-
ceived her unless she had been purein her race. Hewondered often
whom hewould havemarried if hehad not met Hana, and by what luck
he had found her inthe most casud way, by chanceliteraly, a anAmeri-
can professor’ shouse. The Professor and hiswife had been kind people
anxiousto do something for their few foreign students, and the students,
though bored, had accepted thiskindness. Sadao had often told Hana
how nearly he had not goneto professor Harley’ shouse that night-the
roomswere so smal— thefood so bad, the professor’ swifeso voluble.
But he had gone and there he had found Hana, anew student, and had
felthewouldloveher if it wereat all possible.

Now hefelt her hand on hisarm and wasaware of thepleasureit
Y haori : aloose outer garment worn over the Kimono.

It wasat thismoment that
both of them saw something
black come out of the mists. It
wasaman. Hewasflung up out
of the ocean—flung, it seemed,
to hisfeet by abreaker. Hestag-
gered afew steps, hisbody out-
lined against themist, hisarms
abovehishead. Thenthecurled
migshidhimagain.

“Who is that?” Hana
cried. Shedropped Sadao’'sarm
andthey bothleaned over therall-
ing of theveranda. Now they saw
him again. Themanwason his
handsand kneescrawling. Then
they saw himfall on hisfaceand
liethere.

“A fisherman perhaps,”
Sadao said, “washed from his
boat,” Heran quickly downthe
steps and behind him Hana
came, her widedeevesflying. A
mileor two away on either side
therewerefishing villages, but
herewasonly thebareandlondly
coast, dangerouswith rocks. The surf beyond the beach was spiked with
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rocks. Somehow the man had managed to comethrough them—hemust
bebadly torn.

They saw when they cametoward himthat indeed it wasso. The

sand on onesideof him had already astain of red soaking through.
“Heiswounded,” Sadao exclaimed. He made hasteto the man,

who lay motionless, hisfacein the sand. An old cap stuck to hishead -

soaked with seawater. Hewasin wet rags of garments. Sadao stopped.
Hanaat hisside, and turned the man’shead. They saw theface.
“A whiteman!” Hanawhispered.

Yes, it wasawhiteman. Thewet cap fell away and therewashis’

wet yellow hair, long, asthough for many weeksit had not been cut, and
upon his young and tortured face was arough yellow beard. He was
unconsciousand knew nothing that they did for him.

Now Sadao remembered thewound, and with hisexpert fingers
hebeganto searchfor it. Blood flowed freshly at histouch. Ontheright
side of hislower back Sadao saw that agun
wound had been reopened. The flesh was
blackened with powder. Sometime, not many
daysago, the man had been shot and had not
been tended. It wasbad chance that the rock

Read and find out

had struck thewound.

“Oh, how heisbleeding!” Hanawhis- | Will Dr Sadao be
pered again in a solemn voice. The mists arriit:; ; ':; he
screened them now completely, and at thistime harbouring an
of day noonecameby. Thefishermenhad gone enemy?
homeand eventhe chancebeachcomberswould
have considered theday at anend.

“What shal wedowiththisman?’ Sadao muttered. But histrained
hands seemed of their ownwill to be doing what they could to stanch the
fearful bleeding. He packed thewound with the seamossthat strewed the
beach. The man moaned with pain hisstupor but he did not awaken.

“Thebest thing that we could do would beto put him back inthe
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seq,” Sadao said, answering himself.

Now that the bleeding was stopped for the moment he stood
up and dusted the sand from hishands.

“Yes, undoubtedly that would be best,” Hanasaid steadily. But
she continued to stare down at the motionless man.

“If we sheltered awhite man in our house we should be ar-
rested and if weturned him over asaprisoner, hewould certainly die,”
Sadao said.

“The kindest thing would be to put him back into the sea,”
Hanasaid. But neither of them moved. They were staring with acuri-
ousrepulsion upontheinert figure.

“What ishe?” Hanawhispered.

“Thereissomething about him that looksAmerican,” Sadao
said. Hetook up the battered cap. Yes, there, almost gone, was the
faint lettering. “ A sailor,” hesaid, “fromanAmerican warship.” He
spelleditout : “U.S. Navy.” Themanwasaprisoner of war!

“ Hehasescaped.” Hanacried softly, “ and that iswhy heis
wounded.”

“ Intheback,” Sadao agreed.

They hesitated, looking at each other. Then Hanasaid with
resolution:

“Come, arewe ableto put him back into the sea?’

“If | am able, areyou?’ Sadao asked.

“No,” Hanasaid, “But if youcandoitaone...”

Sadao hesitated again. “ Thestrangethingis,” hesaid “that if
themanwerewholel could turn him over to the police without diffi-
culty. | carenothing for him. Heismy enemy. All Americansaremy
enemy. And heisonly acommon fellow. You seehow foolish hisface
is. But sinceheiswounded...”

“You also cannot throw him back to the sea,” Hanasaid. “
Thenthereisonly onething to do. Wemust carry himinto the house.”

“But theservants?’ Sadaoinquired.

28 Vistas



“ We must simply tell them that we intend to give him to the
police—asindeed we must, Sadao. We must think of the children and
your position. It would endanger dl of usif wedid not givethisman over '

“What if heshould die?’ Sadao replied. He stood gazing down
on themotionlessman. Thisman must have extraordinary vitdity or he
would have been dead by now. But then hewasvery young—perhaps

asaprisoner of war.” not yet twenty five.

“Certainly”, Sadao agreed. “ | would not think of doing anything “Youmean diefromthe operation?’
dse” » Hanaasked.

Thusagreed, together they lifted theman. Hewasvery light, likea “Yes’, Sadao said.

fowl that had been hdf-gtarved for alongtimeuntil itisonly feathersand
skeleton. So, hisarmshanging, they carried him up thestepsand into the
sidedoor of the house. Thisdoor opened into apassage, and downthe
passagethey carried the man towards an empty bedroom. It had beenthe
bedroom of Sadao’sfather, and since hisdegth it had not been used. They
laid the man onthe deeply matted floor. Everything here had been Japa-
neseto pleasethe old man, who would never in hisownhomesitona
chair or degpinaforeign bed. Hanawent to thewal | cupboardsand did
back adoor and took out asoft quilt. She hesitated. The quilt was cov- But the children heard her voice and she had to go in for a

eredwith floweredslik andtheliningwas purewhitesilk. moment and smileat themand play with thebaby boy, now nearly three
“Heissodirty,” shemurmuredin distress. monthsold.

“Yes, he had bettq be”washed,” Sadao agreed. * 1T you will Over the baby’s soft black hair she motioned with her mouth,
fetch hot water | will washhim. “Yumi—comewithme!”

“ | cannot bear for youtotouch him,” shesaid. “Weshall haveto “I will put thebaby” Yumi replied. “ Heisready.” Shewent with

;Egrl :}ﬁ?ﬁ:j;g:ig” tj;]Yﬁr:: now Shecanleavethechildren Yumi into thebedroom next to the nursery and stood with theboy inher
[ W. im. . . . . .
hileY eadthed ltsonthefl d laid thebab
Sadao considered amoment. “ L et it beso,” heagreed. “ Youtell HISWATES YU SPr esepingquitsonterioorandiadinebay
Yumi and 1 will tell theothers” between them.
umiendiwi coihars , : . >IN Then Hanaled theway quickly and softly to thekitchen. The
But the utter pallor of the man’sunconsciousface moved him St (73 . . .

. . . . . ag dds  (Wo serventswerefrightened at what their master had just told them.
first to stoop and fed hispulse. It wasfaint but it wasthere. He put his ¥ Theold gardener. whowasalso ahouseservant. pulled thefew hairson
hand against theman’s cold breast. The heart too wasyet dlive. Baw. g . ’ P

“Hewill dieunlessheisoperated on,” Sadao said, considering “ hisupper lip.
y . : . " ' ' “Themadter ought not to hed thewound of thiswhiteman,” hesaid

Thequestioniswhether hewill not dieanyway. . -

. . e~ . . bluntly to Hana. * Thewhiteman ought todie. First hewasshot. Thenthe
Hanacried outinfear. “Don’ttry to save him! What if he should , .
live? seacaught him and wounded himwith her rocks. If themaster hedl swhat
thegun did and what the seadid they will takerevengeonus.”

Hanaconsidered thisdoubtfully and when shedid not answer
Sadao turned away. “ At any rate something must bedonewith him,” he
said, “andfirst he must bewashed.” Hewent quickly out of theroom
and Hanacame behind him. Shedid not wish to beleft alonewith the
whiteman. Hewasthefirgt shehad seen sncesheleft Americaand now
he seemed to have nothing to do with thosewhom she had known there.
Herehewasher enemy, amenace, living or dead.

Sheturnedtothenursery and called, “ Yumi!”
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“I'will tell himwhat you say,” Hanareplied courteoudly. But she
hersdlf was a so frightened, athough shewas not superstitiousastheold
manwas. Couldit ever bewell to help an enemy?Neverthelessshetold

Yumi to fetch the hot water and bring it to theroom wherethewhiteman -

was.

Shewent ahead and slid back the partitions. Sadao wasnot yet
there. Yumi, following, put down her wooden bucket. Then shewent

over to thewhiteman. When she saw him her thick lipsfolded themselves
into stubbornness. “I have never washed awhiteman,” shesaid, “and |
will not wash so dirty aonenow.”

Hanacried at her severely. “You will do what your master com-
mandsyou!”

Therewas so fiercealook of resistance upon Yumi’sround dull
facethat Hanafelt unreasonably afraid. After al, if the servants should
report something that was not asit happened?

“Verywdl,” shesaidwithdignity. “ You understand weonly want to
bring him to hissenses so that we can turn him over asaprisoner?’

“ [ will havenothingtodowithit,” Yumi said, “ | anapoor person
anditisnot my business.”

“Thenplease,” Hanasaid gently, “returntoyour ownwork.”

At onceYumi |eft theroom. But thisleft Hanawith thewhite man
alone. She might have beentoo afraid to stay had not her anger at Yumi’s
stubbornnessnow sustained her.

“Stupid Yumi” shemuttered fiercely. “ Is
thisanything but aman? And awounded
helpessman!”

Inthe conviction of her own superiority
shebentimpulsively and untied the knotted
rugsthat kept thewhite man covered. When
shehad hisbreast bare shedipped thesmall

# Hana help the | cleantowel that Yumi had brought into the
wounded man steaming hot water and washed hisfacecare-

b 7“'”' fully. Theman’sskin, though rough with ex-
L heraelfs posure, was of afivetextureand must have
been very blond when hewasachild.
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While shewasthinking these thoughts, though not redlly liking
the man better now that hewas no longer achild, shekept on washing
himuntil hisupper body was quite clean. But she dared not turn him
over. Where was Sadao? Now her anger was ebbing, and she was
anxiousagain and sherose, wiping her handsonthewrongtowel. Then
lest the man be chilled, she put thequilt over him.

“Sadao!” shecalled softly.

He had been about to comeinwhen shecalled. Hishand had
been on thedoor and now he opened it. She saw that he had brought his
surgeon’ semergency bag and that hewore his surgeon’s coat.

“You have decided to operate!” shecried.

“Yes,” hesaid shortly. Heturned hisback to her and unfolded a
sterilized towel upon thefloor of the tokonoma2 al cove, and put his
insrumentsout uponit.

“ Fetchtowels,” hesaid.

Shewent obediently, but how anxiousnow, tothelinen shelves
and took out thetowels. There ought also to be old pieces of matting so
that the blood would not ruinthefinefloor covering. Shewent out to the
back verandawherethe gardener kept strips of matting withwhichto
protect delicate shrubson cold nightsand took an armful of them.

But when shewent back into the room, she saw thiswas use-
less. The blood had already soaked through the packing intheman’s
wound and had ruined themat under him.

“Oh, themat!” shecried.

“Yes, itisruined,” Sadao replied, asthough he did not care.
“Helpmetoturnhim”, hecommanded her.

She obeyed him without a word, and he began to wash the

4 man’sback carefully.

“Yumi would not wash him,” shesaid.
“Didyouwash himthen?’ Sadao asked, not stopping for amo-
ment hisswift concisemovements.

2tokonoma: anicheor an alcovein aJapanese homefor displaying aflower arrangement,
kakemono, or other piece of art.
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“Yes’, shesaid.
Hedid not seem to hear her. But she was used to hisabsorption
when hewas at work. Shewondered for amoment if it mattered to him

and hisinability to go to her at once made himimpatient andirritable
withthismanwholay likedead under hisknife.
“Thisman.” hethought, “thereisno reason under heaven why

what wasthe body upon which heworked solong asit wasfor thework he heshouldlive”

didsoexcedllently. Unconscioudy thisthought made him ruthlessand he proceeded
“Youwill haveto givetheanestheticif heneedsit,” hesaid. e | swiftly. In hisdream the man moaned but Sadao paid no heed except to
“1?” sherepeated blankly. “But never havel !” ‘ mutter at him.

“Groan,” hemuittered, “ groanif youlike. | amnot doing thisfor
my own pleasure. Infact, | do not know why | andoingit.”

The door opened and therewas Hanaagain.

“Whereistheanesthetic?’ sheaskedinaclear voice.

Sadao motioned with hischin.“ Itisaswell that you cameback,”
hesaid, “ Thisfelow isbeginingtotir.”

She had the bottle and some cottonin her hand.

“But how shal | doit?’ sheasked.

“ Itiseasy enough.” hesaidimpatienlty.

Hewastaking out the packing now, and the blood began to flow
more quickly. He peered into the wound with the bright surgeon’slight
fastened on hisforehead. “ Thebulletistill there,” he said with cool inter-
est. “Now | wonder how deep thisrock woundis. If itisnot too deep it
may bethat | can get the bullet. But the bleeding isnot superficial. Hehas
lost much blood.

At this moment

Hana choked. He “Simply saturatethe cotton and hold it near hisnostrils,” Sadao
looked up and saw her replied without del aying for onemoment theintricatedetail of hiswork.
face the colour of sul- “When hebreathesbadly moveit away alittle.”

phur. Shecrouched closeto the degping face of theyoung American.

“Don’'tfaint,” he
said sharply. Hedid not
put down hisexploring
instrument. “If | stop
now themanwill surely
die.” She clapped her

It wasapiteoudy thinface, shethought, and thelipsweretwisted. The
man was suffering whether heknew it or not. Watching him, shewon-
dered if the storiesthey heard sometimesof the sufferingsof prisoners
weretrue. They camelikeflickersof rumour, told by word of mouth and
always contradicted. In the newspapersthe reportswere alwaysthat
wherever the Japanese armieswent the peopl e received them gladly,

handsto her mouthand 79 withcriesof joy at their liberation. But sometimes sheremembered such
leaped up and ran out Y menasGenera Takima, who at home beat hiswifecruelly, though no
of theroom. Outsidein hA2%. onementioned it now that he had fought so victoriousabattlein Man-
thegarden heheard her churia. If aman likethat could be so cruel to awoman in hispower,
retching. But hewenton would henot be cruel to onelikethisfor instance?

with hiswork. Shehoped anxioudy that thisyoung man had not beentortured.

“Itwill bebetter for her to empty her somach,” hethought. Hehad
forgotten that of course she had never seen an operation. But her distress

It wasat thismoment that she observed deep red scarson hisneck, just
under theear.
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“ Thosescars, * shemurmured, lifting her eysto Sadao.
But hedid not answer. At thismoment hefelt thetip of hisinstrument
strike againgt something hard, dangeroudy near thekidney. All thought | eft

him. Hefelt only the purest pleasure. Heprobed with hisfingers, delicately, €
familar with every atom of thishuman body. Hisold American professor of £
anatomy had seento that knowledge. “Ignorance of the human body isthe:

surgeon’scardina sin, sirsl” hehad thundered at hisclassesyear after year.
“To operate without as compl ete knowledge of the body asif you had made
it—anythinglessthanthat ismurder.”

“Itisnot quiteat thekidney, my friend,” Sadao murmured. It was
hishabit to murmur to the patient when heforgot himself in an operation.
“Myfriend”, hedwayscaled hispatientsand so now hedid, forgetting that
thiswashisenemy.

Then quickly, with the cleanest and most precise of incisions, the
bullet was out. Theman quivered but hewas still unconscious. Neverthe-
lesshemuttered afew Englishwords.

“Guts,” hemuittered, choking, “ They got... my guts...”

“Sadao!” Hanacried sharply.

“Hush,” Sadao said.

Theman sank againinto silence so profound that Sadao took up
hiswrigt, hating thetouch of it. Yes, therewas<till apulsesofaint, sofeeble,
but enough, if hewanted themantolive, to givehope.

“But certainly | do not want thismantolive,” he
thought.

“No moreanesthetic,” hetold Hana
Heturned asswiftly asthough he had never paused
and from hismedicineshe choseasmall vial and
_ fromit filled ahypodermic and thrust it into the
or S‘;"g:; ::; hie | Petient'sleftarm. Then putting down the needle,
wife do with the | hetook theman’swrist again. The pulseunder his
man? fingersfluttered once or twiceand then grew stron-

ger.
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“Thismanwill liveinspiteof al,” hesaid to Hanaand sighed.

Theyoung manwoke, sowesak, hisblueeyssoterrified when he
perceived where hewas, that Hanafelt compelled to apologise. She her-
sdlf served him, for noneof the servantswould enter theroom.

When shecamein thefirst time, she saw him summon hissmall
strength to be prepared for somefearful thing.

“Don'tbeafraid”, shebegged him softly.

“How come... you speak English...” he gasped.

“l wasalongtimeinAmerica,” shereplied.

She saw that hewanted to reply to that but he could not, and so
sheknelt and fed him gently from the porcelain spoon. Heate unwillingly,
but fill heate.

“Now youwill soonbestrong,” shesaid, not liking him and yet
moved to comfort him.

Hedid not answer.

When Sadao cameinthethird day after the operation, hefound
theyoung man sitting up, hisfacebloodlesswiththeeffort.

“ Liedown,” Sadaocried, “ Doyouwanttodie?’

Heforced the man down gently and strongly and examined the
wound. “ You may kill yourself if you do thissort of thing,” he scol ded.

“What areyou goingtodowithme?’ theboy muttered. Helooked
just now barely seventeen. “ Areyou going to hand meover?’

For amoment Sadao did not answer. Hefinished hisexamination
and then pulled thesilk quilt over theman.

“I donot know mysdlf what | shal dowithyou”, hesaid. “I ought of
& ocoursetogiveyoutothepolice. You areaprisoner of war—no, do not tell
¥ meanything.” Heput up hishand ashe saw the young man was about to
BJbw. sepak. “Donot eventell meyour nameunless| ask it.”

They looked at each other for amoment, and then theyoung man
closed hiseyesand turned hisfaceto thewall.

“Okay,” hewhispered, hismouth abitter line.

Outside the door Hanawaswaiting for Sadao. He saw at once
that shewasintrouble.
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“Sadao, Yumi tellsmethe servantsfee they cannot stay if we
hide this man here any more,” she said, “ Shetells me that they are
saying that you and | wereso long in Americathat we haveforgottento
tink of our own country first. They think welikeAmericans.” E

“Itisnottrue,” Sadao said harshly “ Americansareour enemies.
But | havebeentrained nottoletamandieif | canhelpit.”

“Theservantscannot understand that,” shesaid anxioudy.’

“No,” heagreed.

Neither seemed ableto say more, and somehow the household
dragged on. The servantsgrew morewatchful. Their courtesy wasas
careful asever, but their eyeswere cold upon the pair to whom they
werehired.

“Itisclear what our master ought todo,” theold gardener said
one morning. He had worked with flowersall hislife, and had beena
speciaist tooin moss. For Sadao’ sfather he had made one of thefinest
moss gardensin Japan, sweeping the bright green carpet constantly so
that not aleaf or apineneedlemarred thevelvet of itssurface. “My old
master’ ssonknowsvery well what heought todo,” henow said, pinching
abud from abush as he spoke. “When the man was so near death why
did henot let him bleed?’

“That young master isso proud of hisskill to savelifethat he
savesany life,” the cook said contemptuoudly. She split afowl’sneck
skillfully and held thefluttering bird and Iet itsblood flow into theroots
of awistariavine. Blood isthe best of fertilisers, and the old gardener
would not |et her wasteadrop of it.

“Itisthechildren of whom we must think,” Yumi said sadly.
“What will betheir fateif their father iscondemned asatraitor?’

They did not try to hidewhat they said from the earsof Hanaas
she stood arranging the day’ sflowersin the verandanear by, and she
knew they spoke on purposethat she might hear. That they wereright
sheknew too in most of her being. But there was another part of her
which shehersdlf could not understand. It was not sentimentd liking of

the prisoner. She had cometo think of him asa prisoner. She had not
liked him even yesterday when hehad said in hisimpulsiveway, “ Any-
way, let metdll you that my nameisTom.” Shehad only bowed her little
distant bow. She saw hurt in hiseyesbut shedid not wish to assuageit.
Indeed, hewasagreat troubleinthishouse.

Asfor Sadao, every day he examined thewound carefully. The
last stitches had been pulled out thismorning, and theyoung manwould,
inafortnight benearly aswell asever. Sadao went back to hisofficeand
carefully typed aletter to the Chief of policereporting thewhole métter.
“ Onthetwenty-first day of February an escaped prisoner waswashed
up ontheshoreinfront of my house.” Sofar hetyped and then heopened
asecret drawer of hisdesk and put theunfinished repot intoiit.

Ontheseventh day after that, two thingshappened. Inthemorn-
ing the servants|eft together, their belongingstied inlarge square cotton
kerchiefs. When Hanagot upin the morning nothing wasdone, thehouse
not cleaned and thefood not prepared, and sheknew what it meant. She
wasdismayed and even terrified, but her prideasamistresswould not
alow her to show it. Instead, sheinclined her head gracefully when they
appeared before her in thekitchen, and she paid them off and thanked
themfor dl that they had donefor her. They werecrying, but shedid not
cry. The cook and the gardener had served Sadao since hewasalittle
boy in hisfather’ shouse, and Yumi cried because of the children. Shewas
so grieving that after shehad gone sheran back toHana.

“1f the baby misses me too much tonight, send for me. | am
going to my own houseand you know whereitis.”

St “Thank you”, Hanasaid smillng. But shetold herself shewould
1 not sendfor Yumi however thebaby cried.

: She made the breakfast and Sadao hel ped with the children.

Neither of them spoke of the servantsbeyond thefact that they were

gone. But after Hanahad taken morning food to the prisoner, she came

back to Sadao.

“Why isit we cannot see clearly what we ought to do?’ she
asked him. * Even the servants see more clearly than we do, Why are
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wedifferent from other Japanese?’

Sadao did not answer. But alittle later he went into the room
wherethe prisoner was and said brusguely, “ Today you may get up on
your feet. | want youto stay up only fiveminutesat atime. Tomorrow you :
may try it twiceaslong. It would bewel| that you get back your strength -f§ =
asquickly aspossible.”

He saw theflicker of terror ontheyoung facethat was till very -
pae. “Okay,” theboy murmured. Evidently hewas determined to say
more. “ | feel | ought to thank you, Doctor, for having saved my life.”

“Don't thank metoo early,” Sadao said coldly. He saw theflicker
of terror againintheboy’seyes—terror asunmistakableasan anima’s.
The scarson his neck were crimson for amoment. Those scars! What
werethey? Sadao did not ask.

I nthe afternoon the second thing happened. Hana, working hard
on unaccustomed labour, saw amessenger cometo thedoor in officia
uniform. Her handswent weak and she could not draw her breath. The
servants must havetold already. She ran to Sadao, gasping, unableto
utter aword. But by then the messenger had simply followed her through
thegarden and there hestood. She pointed
ahimhdpledy.

: Sadao |looked up from hisbook. Hewas
— “:‘i‘ﬁ inhisoffice, theother partition of whichwas
LU Rkl thrown opentothegardenfor thesouthern
Will Dr Sadao be sunshine.

AITeatad. o 1he “What isit?” heasked the messenger and

[

charge of ) , )
harbouring an then herose, seeing theman’suniform.
enemy? “Yesareto cometothepaace,” theman

said. “Theold General isinpainagain.”
“Oh,” Hanabreathed, “isthat all ?’
“All?” themessenger exclamed.
“Isit not enough?’
“Indeeditis,” shereplied. “| amvery sorry.”
When Sadao cameto say goodbye, shewasin the kitchen, but
doing nothing. The children were adeegp and she sat merely resting for a

The Enemy =39

moment, more exhausted from her fright than fromwork.

“ | thought they had cometo arrest you”, shesaid.

He gazed downinto her anxiouseyes. “ | must get rid of this
man for your sake,” he said in distress. “ Somehow | must get rid of
hm”

(Sadao goesto see the General)

“Of course,” thegenera said weskly, “ | understand fully. But
that is because, | oncetook adegreein Princeton. So few Japanese
have”

“ | carenothing for theman, Excellency,” Sadao said, “ but hav-
ing operated on him with such success...”

“Yes, Yes’ theGenerd said, “ It only makesmefed youmore
indispensableto me. Evidently you can saveanyone—you areso skilled.
You say you think | can stand one more such attack as | have had
today?”’

“Not morethan one,” Sadao said.

“Thencertainly | candlow nothingto happentoyou,” the Gen-
eral said with anxiety. Hislong pal e Japaneseface became expression-
less, which meant that hewasin deegp thought. “ You cannot bearrested,”
the Generd said, closing hiseyes. “ Suppose you were condemned to
death and the next day | had to have my operation?’

“Thereareother surgeons. Excellency”, Sadao suggested.

“Nonel trust,” the General replied, “ The best ones have been
trained by Germansand would cons der the operation successful evenif |
died. | donot carefor their point of view.” Hesighed. “ It seemsapity that
we cannot better combinethe German ruthlessnesswith theAmerican
sentimentality. Thenyou could turnyour prisoner over to execution and

L% yet| could besureyouwould not murder mewnhilel wasunconscious.”

The General laughed. He had an unusual sense of humour. “AsaJapa
nese, could you not combinethesetwo foregin dements?’ heasked.
Sadao smiled. “ | amnot quitesure,” hesaid, “but for your sake
| would bewillingtotry, Excellency.”
TheGeneral shook hishead. “ | had rather not bethetest case,”
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hesaid. Hefelt suddenly weak and overwhel med with the cares of hislife
asan officia intimessuch asthesewhen repeated victory brought great

responsibilitiesal over thesouth Pecific. “ Itisvery unfortunatethat thisman - £

should havewashed up onyour doorstep,” hesaidirritably.

“I fed it somysdlf,” Sadao said gently.

“ Itwould bebest if he could bequietly killed,” the Genera said
“Not by you, but by someone who does not know him. I have my own
private assassins. Suppose| send two of them to your housetonight or
better, any night. You need know nothing about it. | tisnow warm—what

would bemorenatura than that you should leavethe outer partition of the:

whiteman’sroom opento the garden while he degps?’

“Certainly it would bevery natural,” Sadao agreed. “Infact, itis
soleft open every night.”

“Good,” the Generd said, yawning. “ They arevery capableas-
sassins—they makeno noiseand they know thetrick or inward bleeding.
If youlikel can even havethem removethebody.”

Sadao conisdered. “ That perhapswould be best, Excellency,”
he agreed, thinking of Hana.

Heleft the Generd’s presencethen and went home, thinking over
theplan. Inthisway thewhol e thing would betaken out of hishands. He
wouldtell Hananothing, since shewould betimid at theideaof ns
inthehouse, and yet certainly such personswereessentia in anabsolute
state such as Japan was. How else could rulers deal with those who
opposed them?

Herefused to allow anything but reason to bethe atmosphere of
hismind ashewent into theroom wherethe American wasin bed. But as
he opened the door, to his surprise hefound the young man out of bed,
and preparing to gointo the garden.

“Whatisthisl” heexclaimed. “Who gaveyou permissiontoleave
your room?’

“I’'mnot used towaiting for permisson,” Tomsaidgaily. “Gosh, |
fed pretty good again! But will themusclesonthissideawaysfed siff?’

“Isits0?’ Sadaoinquired, surprised, Heforgot al else.“ Now |
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though | had provided against that,” hemurmured. Helifted the edge of
theman’sshirt and gazed at the healing scar. * Massagemay doit,” he
said, “If exercisedoesnot.”

“Itwon't bother memuch,” theyoung man said. Hisyoung face
was gaunt under the stubbly blond beard. “ Say, Doctor, I’ ve got some-
thing | wantto say toyou. If | hadn’t met aJap likeyou—well, | wouldn't
bealivetoday. | know that.”

Sadao bowed but he could not speak.

“Sure, | know that,” Tom went on warmly. Hisbig thin hands
gripping achair werewhiteat theknuckles. “ | guessif all the Japswere
likeyou therewouldn’'t have beenawar.”

“Perhaps,” Sadao said with difficulty. “ And now | think you had
better go back to bed.”

He helped the boy back into bed and then bowed. “ Good night,”
hesaid.

Sadao dept badly that night. Timeand time again hewoke, think-
ing he heard the rustling of footsteps, the sound of atwig broken or a
stone displaced in the garden—a noi se such asmen might makewho
carried aburden.

The next morning he madethe excuseto gofirst into the guest
room. If theAmerican were gone hethen could smply tell Hanathat so
the General had directed. But when he opened the door he saw at once
that there on the pillow wasthe shaggy blond head. He could hear the
peaceful breathing of deep and he closed thedoor again quietly.
“Heisadeep,” hetold Hana. “ Heisamost well tosleeplike

“ What shall wedo with him?’ Hanawhispered her old refrain.
Sadao shook his head. “ | must decide in aday or two,” he

But certainly, hethought, the second night must be the night.
Thereroseawind that night, and helistened to the sounds of bending
boughsand whistling partitions.

Hanawoketoo. “ Ought we not to go and closethesick man’s
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partition?’ sheasked.
“No,” Sadao said, “Heisablenow todoit for himself.”
But the next morning theAmericanwasdtill there.

Thenthethird night of coursemust bethenight. Thewindchanged  #

to quiet rain and the garden wasfull of the sound of dripping eavesand
running springs. Sadao dept alittle better, but hewokeat the sound of a
crash and leaped to hisfest.

“What wasthat?’ Hanacried. The baby wokeat her voiceand
begantowail, “ | must goand se,”

“Sadao,” shecried, “What isthe matter with you?’

“Don’'tgo,” hemuttered, “don’t go!”

Histerror infected her and she stood breathless, waiting. There
was only silence. Together they crept back into the bed, the baby be-
tweenthem.

Yet when he opened the door of the guest room inthe morning
therewastheyoung man, Hewasvery gay and had already washed and
wasnow on hisfeet. Hehad asked for arazor yesterday and had shaved
himsalf and today therewasafaint colour in hischeeks.

“lamwell,” hesaidjoyoudy.

Sadao drew hiskimono round hisweary body. He could not, he
decided suddenly, go through another night. It wasnot that he cared for
thisyoung man’slife. No, smply it was not
worththestrain.

“Youarewell,” Sadao agreed. Helow-
ered hisvoice. “ Youaresowell that | think if |
put my boat on the shoretonight, with food and

What will extraclothinginit, you might beabletorow to
Dg; Sadao o010 | thatlittleisland not far from the coast. Itisso
man? near thecoast that it hasnot been worth forti-
fying. Nobody livesonit becausein stormitis
submerged. But thisisnot the season of storm. You could livethere until
you saw aK orean fishing boat pass by. They passquite near theidand
because thewater ismany fathoms deep there.”
Theyoung man stared at him, slowly comprehending. “Doll

Read and find out
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haveto?’ heasked.

“ I think s0,” Sadao said gently. “You understand—it isnot hid-
denthat you arehere.”

Theyoung man nodded in perfect comprehension. “ Okay,” he
sadsmply.

Sadao did not see him again until evening. Assoon asit was
dark he had dragged the stout boat down to the shoreand init he put
food and bottled water that he had bought secretly during the day, as
well astwo quiltshe had bought at apawnshop. Theboat hetiedtoa
post in the water, for the tide was high. There was no moon and he
worked without aflashlight.

When he cameto the house he entered asthough hewerejust
back from hiswork, and so Hanaknew nothing. “ Yumi was hereto-
day,” shesaid asshe served hissupper. Though shewas so modern, till
shedid not eat with him. “'Yumi cried over thebaby,” shewent onwitha
sgh. “ Shemisseshimso.”

“Theservantswill comeback assoon astheforeignerisgone,”
Sadao said.

He went into the guest room that night before he went to bed
himsdlf and checked carefully theAmerican’stemperature, the state of the
wound, and his heart and pulse. The pulse wasirregular but that was
perhapsbecause of excitement. Theyoung man'spalelipswerepressed
together and hiseysburned. Only the scarson hisneck werered.

“I realiseyou aresavingmy lifeagain,” hetold Sadao.

“Not at al,” Sadao said. “It isonly inconvenient to have you
hereany longer.”

Hehad hesitated agood deal about giving theman aflashlight.

i _ But hehad decided to giveitto him after all. It wasasmall one, hisown,

which heused at night when hewascalled.

“If your food runsout beforeyou catch aboat,” hesaid, “signd
metwo flashes at the sameinstant the sun dropsover the horizon. Do
not sgnd indarkness, for it will beseen. If youaredl right but il there,
signal meonce. Youwill find fresh fish easy to catch but you must eat

44 = \istas



them raw. A firewould be seen.”
“Okay,” theyoung man breathed.
Hewasdressed now in the Japanese clotheswhich Sadao had

given him, and at thelast moment Sadao wrapped ablack cloth about

hisblond head.

“Now,” Sadao said. =

The young American, without aword, shook Sadao’s hand
warmly, and then walked quitewell acrossthefloor and down the step
into thedarknessof thegarden. Once—twice... Sadao saw hislight flash
to find hisway. But that would not be suspected. Hewaited until from
the shore there was one moreflash. Then he closed the partition. That
night hedept.

“You say the man escaped?’ the Genera asked faintly. Hehad
been operated upon aweek before, an emergency operation to which
Sadao had been called in the night. For twelve hours Sadao had not
been surethe Genera would live. Thegall bladder wasmuchinvolved.
Then the old man had begun to breathe deeply again and to demand
food. Sadao had not been ableto ask about the assassins. Sofar ashe
knew they had never come. The servants had returned and Yumi had
cleaned the guest room thoroughly and had burned sulphur init to get the
whiteman’ssmell out of it. Nobody said anything. Only the gardener
was cross because he had got behind with his chrysanthemums,

But after aweek Sadao felt the General waswell enoughto be
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spoken to about the prisoner.

“Yes, Excellency, he escaped”, Sadao now said, He coughed,
sgnifying that he had not said dl hemight have said, but wasunwillingto
disturd the General further. But the old man opened hiseyessuddenly.

“That prisoner,” he said with some energy, “did | not promise
you | wouldkill himfor you?’

“Youdid, Excellency,” Sadao said.

“Well, Well” theold man saidin atone of amazement, “so| did!
But you see, | wassufferingagood dedl. Thetruthis, | thought of nothing
but myself. In short, | forgot my promisetoyou.”

“1 wondered, Your Excdllency,” Sadao murmured.

“Itwascertainly very carelessof me,” the General said. “But
you understand it wasnot lack of patriotism or dereliction of duty.” He
looked anxioudy at hisdoctor. “If thematter should come out you would
understand that, wouldn't you?’

“Certainly, Your Excellency,” Sadao said. Hesuddenly compre-
hended that the General wasin the pam of hishand and that asaconse-
quence he himself wasperfectly safe. | can swear to your loyalty, Ex-
cellency,” hesaidtotheold Generd, “ andto your zeal against theen-

“Your areagood man,” the General murmured and closed his
eyes. “Youwill berewarded.”

But Sadao, searching the spot of black in thetwilighted seathat
night, had hisreward. Therewas no prick of light inthedusk. No one
was on theisland. His prisoner was gone-safe, doubtless, for he had
warned himtowait only for aK orean fishing boat.

He stood for amoment on the veranda, gazing out to the sea

f I ¥ from whence the young man had comethat other night. Andinto his
% mind, although without reason, there came other white faceshe had

known—the professor a whose house he had met Hana, adull man, and
hiswifehad beenasilly talkativewoman, in spiteof her wish to bekind.
Heremembered hisold teacher of anatomy, who had been so insistent
on mercy with theknife, and then heremembered theface of hisfat and
datternly landlady. He had great difficulty infinding aplacetolivein
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Americabecause hewasaJapanese. TheAmericanswerefull of pregju-
diceand it had been bitter to liveinit, knowing himself their superior.
How he had despised theignorant and dirty old woman who had at last
consented to house him in her miserable home! Hehad oncetriedtobe - £
grateful to her because shehad in hislast year nursed himthrough influ-

enza, but it wasdifficult, for shewasnolessrepulsveto himin her kind-

ness. Now heremembered theyouthful, haggard face of hisprisoner—

whiteandrepulsive.

Readingwith Insight

“Strange,” hethought, “ | wonder why | could not kill him?’

1. Therearemomentsin lifewhenwehaveto make hard choicesbetween
our rolesasprivateindividud sand ascitizenswithasenseof nationa
loyalty. Discusswith referenceto the stroy you havejust read.

2. Dr. Sadao was compelled by hisduty asadoctor to help the enemy
soldier. What made Hana, hiswife, sympathetic to himintheface of

open defiancefrom the domestic staff?

3. How would you explain the reluctance of the soldier to leave the
shelter of the doctor’s home even when he knew he couldn’t stay

therewithout risk to thedoctor and himsalf?

4. What explainstheattitude of the General in the matter of the enemy
soldier?Wasit human consideration, lack of nationd loyalty, derelic-

tion of duty or smply self-absorption?

5. Whilehatred against amember of theenemy raceisjustifiable, espe-
cidly during wartime, what makesahuman being rise above narrow

prejudices?

6. Doyou think thedoctor’sfinal solutionto the problem wasthe best

possible oneinthecircumstances?

7. Doesthe story remind you of ‘birth’ by A.J. Croninthat you readin

Sapshotslast year?what arethesimilarities?

8. Isthereany filmyou have seen or novel you haveread withasimilar

theme?
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Should Wizard Hit Mommy?
John Updike

Before you read
Here is a story about the worldview of a little child and the
difficult moral question she raises during the story session
with her father.

In the evenings and for Saturday naps like
today’s, Jack told hisdaughter Jo astory out of
hishead. Thiscustom, begunwhen shewastwo,
was itself now nearly two yearsold, and his
head felt empty. Each new story wasasdlight
variation of abasictale: asmall creature, usu-

Who is Jo? How
does she respond

aly named Roger (Roger Fish, Roger Squirrel, to her father's
Roger Chipmunk), had some problem and went story-telling?
withittothewiseold owl. Theowl! toldhimto

gotothewizard, and thewizard performed amagic spell that solved the
problem, demanding in payment anumber of penniesgreater thanthe
number that Roger Creature had, but inthe same breath directing the ani-
mal sto aplace wherethe extrapennies could befound. Then Roger was
so happy he played many gameswith other creatures, and went hometo
hismother justintimeto hear thetrainwhistlethat brought hisdaddy home



from Boston. Jack described their supper, and the story was over. Work-
ing hisway through this scheme was especially fatiguing on Saturday,
because Jo never fell aseep in napsany more, and knowing thismade
theriteseemfutile. 4

Thelittlegirl (not so little any more; the bumps her feet made ;
under the coverswere halfway down the bed, their big double bed that
they let her bein for napsand when shewassick) had at last arranged
herself, and from theway her fat face deep in the pillow shoneinthe
sunlight sifting through the drawn shades, it did not seem fantastic that
some magic would occur, and shewould take her nap likean infant of .
two. Her brother, Bobby, wastwo, and already asleep with hisbottle,
Jake asked, “Who shall the story be about today?”

“Roger...."” Jo squeezed her eyes shut and smiled to bethinking
shewasthinking. Her eyes opened, her mother’sblue. “ Skunk,” she
sadfirmly.

A new animal; they must talk about skunksat nursery school.
Having afresh hero momentarily stirred Jack to creativeenthusiasm. “ Al
right,” hesaid. “Onceupon atime, in the deep dark woods, therewasa
tiny little creature by the name of Roger Skunk. And he smelled very

“Yes,” Josaid.

“Hesmelled so bad that none of the other littlewoodland crea-
tureswould play withhim.” Jolooked a him solemnly; shehadn’t foreseen
this. “Whenever hewould go out to play.” Jack continued with zest, re-
membering certain humiliationsof hisown childhood, “dl of theother tiny
animalswould cry. “Uh-oh, here comes Roger Stinky Skunk,” and they
would run away, and Roger Skunk would stand there dl alone, and two
littleround tearswould fall from hiseyes.” The cornersof Jo’smouth
drooped down and her lower lip bent forward ashetraced with aforefin-
ger dong theside of her nosethe course of one of Roger Skunk’stears.

“Won't heseetheowl!?’” sheaskedin ahigh and faintly rough-
enedvoice.
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Sitting on the bed beside her, Jack felt the coverstug asher legs
switched tensely. Hewas pleased with thismoment—hewastelling her
something true, something shemust know—and had nowishto hurry on.
But downstairsachair scraped, and he realised he must get down to
help Clare paint theliving-room woodwork.

“Well, hewalked aong very sadly and cameto avery bigtree,
andinthetiptop of thetreewasan enormouswiseold owl.”

“Good.”

“Mr. Owl,” Roger Skunk said, “all the other littleanimalsrun
away from me because | smell so bad.” “ So you do,” the owl said.
“Very, very bad.” “What can| do?’ Roger Skunk said, and hecried very
hard.

“Thewizard, thewizard,” Jo shouted, and sat right up, and a
little Golden Book spilled from the bed.

“Now, Jo Daddy’stelling the story. Do you want to tell Daddy
thestory?’

“No. Youme.”

“Thenliedown and be deepy.”

Her head rel gpsed onto the pillow and she said, “ Out of your
head.”

“Well . Theowl! thought and thought. At last hesaid, “Why don't
you go seethewizard?’

“Daddy”

“What?’

“Aremagic spellsreal?” Thiswasanew phase, just thislast
month, areality phase. When hetold her spiderseat bugs, sheturnedto

& ¥ her mother and asked, “ Do they really?’ and when Claretold her God
. wasinthesky andal aroundthem, sheturned to her father and insisted,

withady yet eager smile, “IsHeredly?’

“They’rereal instories,” Jack answered curtly. She had made
him missabeat inthe narrative. “ The owl said, “ Go through the dark
woods, under the appletrees, into the swamp, over the crick—"

“What'sacrick?’
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nostrils. forcing her eyebrowsup and her lower lipdowninawidenoise-
lessgrin, an expressioninwhich Jack was startled to recognise hiswife
feigning pleasure at cocktail parties. “And all of asudden,” hewhis-
pered, “thewholeinsideof thewizard’ shousewasfull of thesmell of—
roses! ‘Roses!” Roger Fish cried. And the wizard said, very cranky,
“Thet’ Il beseven pennies.”

Alittleriver,” Over thecrick, andtherewill bethewizard' shouse”
Andthat’stheway Roger Skunk went, and pretty soon hecametoalittle
white house, and he rapped on the door.” Jack rapped on the window
sill, and under thecoversJo'stdll figuredenchedinaninfantilethrill .“And 4
thenatiny littleold man cameout, with along white beard and apointed
bluehat, and said, “ En?Whatzis? Whatcher want?You smell awful.” The

wizard svoicewasoneof Jack' sownfavouriteeffects; hedidit by sorunch- “ Daddy.”

ing up hisface and somehow whining through hiseyes, whichfelt for the “Wha?’ | _

interval rheumy. Hefelt being an old man suited him. “Roger Skunk. You said Roger fish.”
“Yes. Skunk.”

“1 know it,” Roger Skunk said, “and al thelittleanimalsrun -
away from me. Theenormouswise owl said you could helpme.”

“Eh? Well, maybe.Come onin. Don’'t get too close.” Now,
ingde, Jo, thereweredl thesemagicthings, al jJumbledtogetherinabig
dusty heap, becausethewizard did not have any

“You said Roger Fish. Wasn't that silly?’
“Very silly of your stupid old daddy. Wherewas1?Well, you
know about the pennies.”

“Sayit.”

cleaninglady.” “O.K. Roger Skunk said, ‘But al | haveisfour pennies,” and he
“Why?" begantocry.” Jo madethecrying faceagain, but thistimewithout atrace
“Why?Because hewasawizard, anda of sncerity. Thisannoyed Jack. Downstairssomemorefurniturerumbled.

very oldman.” Clareshouldn’t moveheavy things, shewassx monthspregnant. It would
“Will hedie?” betheir third.

“Sothewizard said, ‘ Oh, very well. Go to theend of thelane
andturn around threetimesand look down the magicwell and thereyou
will find three pennies. Hurry up.” So Roger Skunk went to theend of the
lane and turned around three times and there in the magic well were
three pennies! So hetook them back to thewizard and wasvery happy
3.4 andranoutintothewoodsandal theother littleanimal sgathered around
¢127q  him because he smelled so good. Hockey, soccer, and pick-up stickes.”
e “What' s pick-up-sticks?’

“It' sagameyou play with sticks.”

“Likethewizard’'smagicwand?’

“Kind of. And they played gamesand laughed al afternoon and
then it beganto get dark and they al ran hometo their mommies.”

Jo was starting to fusswith her hands and ook out of thewin-
dow, at the crack of day that showed under the shade. Shethought the

“No. Wizardsdon't die. Well, he rum-
maged around and found an old stick called a
magic wand and asked Roger Skunk what he
wanted to smell like. Roger thought and thought
andsaid, “Roses.”

“Yes. Good,” Jo said smugly.

Jack fixed her withatrancelikegazeand
chantedinthewizard' selderly irritablevoice:

“ Abracadabry, hocus-poo,

Roger Skunk, how do you do,

Roses, boses, pull an ear,

Roger Skunk, you never fear :

Bingo!”
He paused asarapt expresson widened out from hisdaughter’s
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story wasal over. Jack didn’t likewomen when they took anything for
granted; heliked them apprehensive, hanging on hiswords. “Now, Jo,
areyouligening?’

“Ves”

“Becausethisisvery interesting. Roger Skunk’smommy said,

‘“What'sthat avful smell?

“Whaat?’

“And, Roger Skunk said, ‘It's me,
Mommy, | smell likeroses.” And shesaid,

‘Thewizard,” and shesaid, * Well, of al the
nerve. You comewithmeandwe regoingright
back to that very awful wizard.”

Jo sat up, her handsdabblingintheair
with genuinefright. “But Daddy, thenhesaid
about the other littleanimalsrunaway!” Her
hands skittered off, into the underbrush.

“All right. Hesaid, ‘ But Mommy, all the other littleanimasrun
away,” and shesaid, ‘| don’t care. You smelled theway alittle skunk
should haveand I’ m going to take you right back to that wizard,” and
she took an umbrellaand went back with Roger Skunk and hit that
wizard right over thehead.”

“No,” Josaid, and put her hand out to touch hislips, yet even
inher agitation did not quite dareto stop the source of truth. Inspiration
cameto her. “ Thenthewizard hit her on the head and did not change
that little skunk back.”

“No,” hesaid, “Thewizard said‘ O.K.” and Roger Skunk did
not smell of rosesany more. Hesmelled very bad again.”

“But the other littleamun—oh! —amun—"

“Joanne. It's Daddy’sstory. Shall Daddy not tell you any more
stories?” Her broad facelooked at him through sifted light, astounded.
“Thisiswhat happened, then. Roger Skunk and hismommy went home
and they heard Wbo-00, Wb000-00 and it was the Choo-choo train

What possible
plot line could the
story continue

with?
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“Who madeyou smell likethat? And hesaid, -

bringing Daddy Skunk homefrom Boston. And they had limabeans,
celery, liver, mashed potatoes and Pie-Oh-My for dessert. And when
Roger Skunk wasin bed Mommy Skunk came up and hugged himand
said hesmelled like her little baby Skunk again and sheloved himvery
much. And that’ sthe end of the story.”

“But Daddy.”

“What?'

“Thendidtheother littleanimasrunaway?’

“No, because eventually they got used to theway hewasand
didnotminditatal.”

“What'sevenshiladee?”’

“Inalittlewhile”

“That wasastupid mommy.”

“Itwasnot,” hesaid with rareempha- )
s's, and believed, from her expression, that she Read and find out
realised he was defending his own mother to What do you

i think was Jo's

her, or something asodd. “Now | want you to problem?

put your big heavy headin thepillow and have
a good long nap.” He adjusted the shade so
not even acrack of day showed, and tiptoed to the door, in the pre-
tensethat shewasa ready ad eep. But when heturned, shewascrouching
ontop of the coversand staring at him. “Hey. Get under the coversand
fall fagast adeep. Bobby’sadeep.:

Shestood up and bounced gingerly onthe springs. “ Daddy.”

“What?'

“Tomorrow, | want you to tell methe story that wizard took
that magicwand and hit that mommy”—her plump armschopped force-
fully— “right over thehead.”

“No. That'snot thestory. Thepoint isthat thelittle skunk loved
hismommy morethan heloved al theother littleanima sand sheknew
what wasright.”

“No. Tomorrow you say hehit that mommy. Doit.” Shekicked
her legsup and sat down on the bed with agreat heave and complaint
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of springs, as she had done hundreds of timesbefore, except that this
timeshedid not lough. “ Say it, Daddy.”

“Well, we'll see. Now at least have arest. Stay onthebed. You're
agoodgirl.”

He closed the door and went downstairs. Clare had spread the
newspapers and opened the paint can and, wearing an old shirt of hison™=
top of her maternity smock, was stroking the chair rail withadipped
brush. Abovehim footstepsvibrated and he caled, “ Joanne! Shal | come
up thereand spank you?’ Thefootstepshesitated.

“That wasalong story,” Claresaid.

“Thepoor kid,” heanswered, and with utter wearinesswatched
his wife labour. The woodwork, a cage of moldings and rails and
baseboardsall around them, washalf old tan and half new ivory and he
felt caught inan ugly middle position, and thoughheaswell fet hiswife's
presencein the cagewith him, he did not want to speak with her, work
with her, touch her, anything.

Readingwith Insight

1. What isthemoral issuethat the story raises?

2. How does Jo want the story to end and why?

3. Why does Jack insist that it wasthe wizard that was hit and not the
mother?

4. What makes Jack feel caught inan ugly middleposition?

5. What isyour stance regarding the two endingsto the Roger Skunk
sory?

6. Why isan adult’sperspectiveonlifedifferent fromthat of achild’'s?

i
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On The Face Of It
Susan Hill

Before you read
This is a paly featuring an old man and a small boy meeting in
the former’s garden. The old man strikes up a friendship with
the boy who is very withdrawn and defiant. What is the bond
that unites the two?

Scene One

Mr. Lamb’s garden [ Thereisthe occasional sound of birdsong and of tree
leaves rustling. Derry’s footsteps are heard as he walks slowly and tentatively
through the long grass. He pauses, then walks on again. He comes round a screen
of bushes, so that when Mr. Lamb speaks to him he is close at hand and Derry is
startled]

Mr. Lamb : Mind the apples!
Derry : What?Who'sthat?Who'sthere?

Mr Lamb : Lamb’smy name. Mind the
apples. Crab applesthoseare. Windfalsinthe
long grass. You could trip.

Derry : | there..... | thought thiswas an empty
= SRR place. | didn’'t know therewasany body

Read and find out JUECH
Who is Mr Lamb? | Mr.Lamb: That'sall right. I'm here. What are
How does Derry | You afraidof, boy?That'sal right.

get into his Derry : | thought it wasempty....an empty house.
garden? Mr.Lamb:  SoitisSincel’mout hereinthe
garden. Itisempty. Until | goback insde. Inthe




Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

meantime, I’ m out hereand likely to stop. A day like
this. Beautiful day. Not aday to beindoors.
[Panic] I’ vegot to go.

Not on my account. | don’t mind who comesinto the -
garden. Thegate' sawaysopen. Only you climbed the

gardenwall.
(Angry)You werewatching me.
| saw you. But the gate’s open. All welcome. You're
welcome. | gt here. | likeditting.
I’d not cometo steal anything.

No, no. The young lads sted ....scrump the apples. |

You' renot soyoung.

| just....wanted to comein. Into the garden.
Soyoudid. Hereweare, then.

You don’'t know who | am.

A boy. Thirteen or so.

Fourteen. (Pause) But I’ ve got to go now. Good-bye.
Nothing to beafraid of . Just agarden. Just me.
ButI’'mnot... I’'mnot afraid (Pause) Peopleare afraid
of me,

Why should that be?

Everyoneis. It doesn’t matter who they are, or what
they say, or how they look. How they pretend.| know.
| can see.

Seewhat?

What they think.

What dothey think, then?

Youthink.... ‘Here'saboy.’ Youlook at me... and then
you see my faceand you think. ‘ That’sbad. That'sa
terriblething. That'stheugliest thing | ever saw.’ You
think, ‘ Poor boy.” But I’m not. Not poor. Underneath,
you are afraid. Anybody would be. | am. When | look
inthemirror, and seeit, I'm afraid of me.

No, Not thewhole of you. Not of you.
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Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:
Derry:

Yed

[ Pause]

Later on, whenit'sabit cooler, 1’11 get theladder and
astick, and pull down those crab apples. They’reripe
forit. 1 makejdly. It'sagoodtimeof year, September.
L ook at them...orangeand golden. That'smagicfruit. |
often say. But it'sbest picked and madeinto jelly. You
could givemeahand.
What have you changed the subject for? People al-
waysdo that. Why don’t you ask me?Why do you do
what they al doand pretenditisn’t trueandisn’t there?
In casel seeyoulooking and mind and get upset?1’11
tell...You don’t ask me becauseyou' re afraid to.

You want meto ask....say so. then.

| don’t like being with people. Any people.

| should say....tolook &t it....I should say, you got burned
inafire.

Notinafire. | got acid all down that side of my face
anditburnedit al away. It alemy faceup. It ate meup.
Andnow it’slikethisandit won't ever beany different.
No.

Aren'tyouinterested?




Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr. Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Dery:

You' reaboy who cameinto thegarden. Plenty do. I'm
interested in anybody. Anything. There’ snothing God
madethat doesn’t interest me. Look over there..... over
besidethefar wall. What can you see?

Rubbish.

Rubbish ? Look, boy. look ..what do you see?
Just....grassand stuff. Weeds.

Somecall themweeds. If youlike, then..... aweed gar-
den, that, There’sfruit and thereareflowers, and trees

and herbs. All sorts. But over there....weeds. | grow

weedsthere. Why isonegreen, growing plant called a
weed and another ‘ flower’ ?Where sthedifference. It's
al life.... growing, Sameasyou and me.

WE' re not the same.

I’mold. You' reyoung. You' vegot aburned face, I’ ve
got atinleg. Notimportent. You' restanding there... I’'m
gtting here. Where' sthedifference?

Why haveyou got atinleg?

Red onegot blown off, yearsback. Lamey-Lamb, some
kidssay. Haven't you heard them?You will. Lamey-
Lamb. It fits. Doesn’'t troubleme.

But you can put on trousersand cover it up and no one
sees, they don’t haveto notice and stare.

Somedo. Somedon’'t. They get tried of it, intheend.
There'splenty of other thingsto stare at.

Likemy face.

Like crab applesor theweedsor aspider climbing up
aslkenladder, or my tall sun-flowers.

Things.

It'sall relative, Beauty and the beast.

What' sthat supposed to mean?

Youtdl me.

You needn't think they haven't dl told methat fairy story
before. * It'snot what you look like, It'swhat you are
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Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr. Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr. Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

* Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:
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ingde. Handsomeisahandsome does. Beauty loved the

monstrousbeast for himself and when shekissed himhe

changedinto ahandsomeprince.” Only hewouldn’t he'd

have stayed amonstrousbeast. | won't change.

Inthat way? No, youwon't.

Andno one Il kissme, ever. Only my mother, and she

kissesmeonthe other sideof my face, and | don’t like

my mother to kiss me, she doesit because she hasto.

Why should | likethat?1 don't careif nobody ever kisses

me.

Ah, but doyou careif you never kissthem.

What?

Girls. Pretty girls. Long hair and large eyes. Peopleyou

love.

Who'd let me?Not one.

Who cantell?

| won't ever ook different. Whenl’masoldasyou, I'll

look thesame. I'll till only have half aface.

So you will. But the world won’t. Theworld' s got a

wholeface, and theworld'sthereto belooked at.
Doyouthink thisistheworld? Thisold garden?

When I’'m here. Not the only one. But the world, as

much asanywhere.

Doesyour leg hurt you?

Tindoesn't hurt, boy!

Whenit cameoff, didit?

Certainly.

And now?1 mean, wherethetin stops, at thetop?
Now and then. Inwet weether. It doesn’t Signify.

Oh, that’ ssomething elsethey all say. ‘ L ook at all those

people who arein pain and brave and never cry and

never complain and don’t fed sorry for themselves.’

| haven'tsaidit.

Andthink of all those peopleworse off than you. Think,



Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr. Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr. Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

you might have been blinded, or born deaf, or haveto
liveinawheelchair, or bedaft in your head and dribble.
Andthat’sal true, and you know it.

It won't make my face change. Do you know, oneday,

awoman went by mein the street—| was at abus-

stop—and shewaswith another woman, and shelooked

at me, and shesaid.... whispered....only | heard her.... -

shesad, “Look a that, that’saterriblething. That'sa
face only amother couldlove.”

Soyou believe everything you hear, then?
[twascruel.

Maybenot meant assuch. Just something said between

them.
Only | heardit. | heard.

Andisthat theonly thing you ever heard anyonesay, in
your life?

Ohno! I'veheard alot of things.

So now you keep your ears shut.
You're... peculiar. You say peculiar things. You ask ques-
tions| don’t understand.

I liketo talk. Have company. You don’t haveto an-
swer questions. You don't haveto stop hereat al. The
gate'sopen.

Yes, but ...

I’veahive of beesbehind thosetreesover there. Some
hear beesand thay say, beesbuzz. But whenyoulisten
to beesfor alongwhile, thay humm.......andhummeans
‘sing’. | hear them singing, my bees.

But.... 1 likeit here. | cameinbecausel likedit... when
| looked over thewall.

If you' d seen me, you’ d not have comein.

No

No.

It' d have been trespassing.

Ah. That'snot why.
| don’t like being near people. Whenthey stare...when
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Mr.Lamb:
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Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr. Lamb:

Dery:
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| seethem being afraid of me.

You couldlock yourself upinaroomand never leave
it. Therewasamanwho did that. Hewas afraid, you
see. Of everything. Everythinginthisworld. A busmight
run him over, or aman might breathe deadly, germs
onto him, or adonkey might kick himto degth, or light-
ning might strike him down, or hemight loveagirl and
thegirl wouldleave him, and hemight dip on abanana
skinandfdl and peoplewho saw himwouldlaughtheir
heads off. So hewent into thisroom, and locked the
door, and got into hisbed, and stayed there.

For ever?

Forawhile.

Thenwhat? ]

A picturefell off thewall ontohis x ?
heed and killed him. N2
[Derry laughsalot]

You see? i i change

But.... youdtill say peculiar things. [ Pe7ys attiude

Peculiar to some. iolreni il
What doyou do all day?

Sitinthe sun. Read books. Ah, you thought it wasan
empty house, butindde, it'sfull. Booksand other things.
Full.

But therearen’t any curtainsat thewindows.

I’mnot fond of curtains Shutting thingsout, shuttingthings
in. | likethelight and the darkness, and the windows
open, to hear thewind.

Yes. | likethat. Whenit'sraining, | liketo hear it onthe
roof.

Soyou’'renot lost, areyou? Not atogether?You do
hear things. Youlisten.

They talk about me. Downstairs, when I’ m not there.
‘What' Il heever do?Wha'sgoing to hgppentohimwhen
we vegone?How ever will heget oninthisworld?Look-




Mr.Lamb:

Derry:

Mr.Lamb:
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Mr.Lamb:
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Mr.Lamb:

ing likethat?Withthat on hisface? That'swhat they say.

Lord, boy, you' vegot two arms, two legsand eyesand
ears. you' vegot atongueandabrain. You'll get onthe
way youwant, likeall therest. Andif you chose, and set

your mindtoit, you could get on better than al therest.

How?

Sameway as| do.

Doyou haveany friends?

Hundreds.

But you liveby yoursdlf inthat house. It'sabig house,
too. _
Friends everywhere , People come in....everybody
knowsme. Thegate’ sawaysopen. They comeand sit
here. Andinfront of thefireinwinter. Kidscomefor the
apples and pears. And for toffee. | make toffee with
honey. Anybody comes. So haveyou.

But I’'mnot afriend.

Certainly you are. Sofar asl’m concerned. What have
you doneto make methink you' renot?
You don’t know me. You don’t know where | come
fromor evenwhat my nameis.
Why should that signify?Do | havetowriteall your
particulars down and put themin afiling box. before
you can beafriend?

| suppose.... not, No.
You couldtell meyour name. If you chose. And not, if
youdidn't.

Derry. Only it'sDerek...but | hatethat. Derry. If I'm
your friend, you don’'t haveto bemine. | choosethat.
Certainly.

| might never come hereagain, you might never sseme
againandthen| couldn’t till beafriend.
Why not?

How could 1?You pass peoplein the street and you
might even speak to them, but you never seethemagain.
It doesn’t meanthey’ refriends.

Doesn’t mean they’ reenemies, ether, doesit?
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Nothey’'rejust....nothing. People. That'sall.
Peoplearenever just nothing. Never.

Thereare somepeoplel hate.

That' d do you moreharm than any bottleof acid. Acid

only burnsyour face.

Only...

Likeabomb only blew up my leg. There sworsethings

can happen. You can burnyourself away inside.

After I'd come home, one person said, “He' d have

been better off stoppinginthere. Inthehospital. HE'd

be better off with otherslikehimself.”” Shethinksblind

people only ought to be with other blind people and

idiot boyswithidiot boys.

And peoplewith nolegsaltogether?

That'sright.

What kind of aworld would that be?

At least there' d be nobody to stare at you because

youweren't likethem.

Soyouthink you' rejust thesameasall the other people

with burned faces? Just by what you look like?

Ah.....everything'sdifferent. Everything' sthe same, but

everythingisdifferent. Itsdlf.

How do you makeall that out?

Waeatching. Listening. Thinking.
I’dlikeaplacelikethis. A garden. I’ dlikeahousewith

no curtains.

Thegate'sawaysopen.

Butthisisn'tmine.

Everything's yours if you want it. What’'s mine is

anybody’s.

So| could comehereagain?Evenif youwereott.... |

could come here.

Certainly. You might find othershere, of course.

Oh....

WEell, that needn’t stop you, you needn’t mind.
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It'd step them. They’ d mind me. When they saw me
here. They look at my faceand run.

They might. They might not. You’ d haveto takethe
risk. Sowouldthey.

No you would. You might have meand lose all your
other friends, because nobody wantsto stay near meif -

they can helpit.
I’ venot moved.
No ...

When | go down the street, the kids shout ‘ Lamey-

Lamb.” Butthey Hill comeintothegarden, intomy house;
It'sagame. They’ renot afraid of me. Why should they
be?Because |’ m not afraid of them, that’ swhy not.
Didyou get your leg blown off inthewar?

Certainly.

How will you climb on aladder and get the crab apples
down, then?

Oh, there’'salot of things|’ velearned to do, and plenty
of time forit. Years. | takeit steady.

If you fell and broke your neck, you could lieonthe
grassand die. If you were onyour own.

| could.

Yousaid| could helpyoul.

If youwant to.

But my mother’ |l want to know wherel am. It’sthree
mileshome, acrossthefields. I’ mfourteen. but they till
want to know wherel am.

Peopleworry.

Peoplefuss.

Go back and tell them.

It'sthreemiles.

It'safineevening. You' vegot legs.

Oncel got home, they’ d never let me come back.
Onceyougot home, you' d never let yoursaf comeback.
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You don't know....you don’t know what | could do.

No. Only you Know that.

If | chose.....
Ah.... If you chose.l don’'t know everying, boy. | can’t
tell youwhat to do.
They tel me.

Doyou haveto agree?

| don’t know what | want. | want....something no one
elsehasgot or ever will have. Something just mine.
Likethisgarden. | don't know what itis.

You could find out.

How?
Waiting. Watching. Listening. Sitting hereor goingthere.
I’ll haveto seeto the bees.

Those other people who come here...do they talk to
you?Ask youthings?

Somedo, somedon’t. | ask them. | liketolearn.

| don’'t believein them. | don’t think anybody ever
comes. You're heredl by yourself and miserableand
no one would know if you were aive or dead and
noboody cares.
You think what you please.

All right then, tell me some of their names.

What are names?Tom, Dick or Harry.

[ Getting up] I’ m off down to the bees.

| think you' redaft....crazy...

That'sagood excuse.

What for?You don’t talk sense.

Good excuse not to come back. And you've got a
burned- up face, and that’s other peopl€' sexcuse.
You'reliketheothers, you liketo say thingslikethat. If
you don'tfed sorry for my face, you' refrightened of it,
andif you renct frightened, youthink I’ mugly asadevil.
| amadevil. Don’t you? (Shouts)



Derry:

[ Mr Lamb does not reply. He has goneto hisbees.]
[Quietly] No.youdon't. | likeit here.
[Pause. Derry gets up and shouts.]

I’mgoing. ButI'll comeback. You see. Youwait. | canrun. | haven't

gotatinleg. I'll be back.
[Derry runs off. Slence. The sounds of the garden
again.]

Mr.Lamb: [To himself] There my dears. That's you seen to.
Ah...youknow. Wedl know. I’ [l comeback. They never
do, though. Not them. Never do comeback. [ Thegar-
den noises fade.]

Scene Two

Derry'shouse

Mother : Youthink I don’t know about him, youthink. | haven't
heard things?

Derry: You shouldn’'t believeadl you hear.

Mother : Beentold. Warned.We venot lived herethree months,

but I know what thereisto know and you’ re not to go
back there.
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Scene Three

What areyou afraid of ?What do you think heis?An
old manwithatinlegand helivesinahugehousewith-
out curtainsand hasagarden. And | want to bethere,
andsitand...listentothings. Listen and look.
Lisentowhat?

Beessinging. Himtaking.

Andwhat’'shegot to say toyou?

Thingsthat matter. Thingsnobody el sehasever said.
Things| want to think about.

Thenyou stay hereand do your thinking. You' re best
off here.

| hateit here.

You can’'t help thethingsyou say. | forgiveyou. It's
bound to make you fedl bad things....and say them. |
don’t blameyou.

It's got nothing to do with my face and what | ook
like. | don’t careabout that anditisn’timportant. It's
what | think and feel and what | want to seeand find
out and hear, And I’ m going back there. Only to help
him with the crab apples. Only to look at thingsand
listen. ButI’mgoing.

You'll stophere.

Oh no. oh no. Becauseif | don’t go back there, I'll
never goanywhereinthisworld again

[ The door slams. Derry runs, panting.]

And| want theworld.... | wantit.....I wantit....

[ The sound of his panting fades.]

Mr Lamb’s garden [ Garden sounds : the noise of a branch shifting

MrLamb:

: applesthumping down; the branch shifting again.]
Steady....that’s...got it. That'sit.... More applesfall]

Andagain. That'slt.....and....
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[Acreak. Acrash. Theladder fallsback, Mr. Lambwith
it. A thump. The branch snishes back. Creaks. Then
slence. Derry opensthe garden gate, still panting.]



Derry: You see, you see! | came back. You said | wouldn't
andthey said....but | cameback, | wanted....
[He stops dead. Slence.]
Mr.Lamb, Mr....You' ve....
[He runsthrough the grass. Sops. Kneels)
Mr.Lamb, It'sal right....Youféll....I' m here,
Mr.Lamb, It'sal right
[Slence]
| cameback. Lamey-Lamb. | did.....come back
[Derry begins to weep.]

Colin Dexter

Readingwith Insight

Before you read

Evans Tries An O-Level

Should criminalsin prison be given the opportunity of learn-

1. What isit that draws Derry towardsMr. Lamb inspite of himself? o ing and education?
2. Inwhich section of the play doesMr. Lamb display signsof lonéli- Dramatis Personae
ness and disappoi ntment?What arethewaysin which Mr. Lamb The Secretary of the Examinations Board
triesto overcomethesefedings? The Governor of HM Prison, Oxford
3. Theactua painor inconvenience caused by aphysical impairment is James Evans, a prisoner = What kind of a
often much lessthan the sense of dienation felt by the personwith Mr. Jackson, a prison officer D e
disabilities. What isthekind of behaviour that the person expects Mr. Stephens, a prison officer Bl e
fromothers. TheReverend S. Mc Leery, aninvigilator for the smoaoth
4. Will Derry get back to hisold seclusion or will Mr. Lamb’s brief Mr. Carter, Detective Superintendent O arinations
association effect achangeintheking of lifehewill leadinthefuture? Mr. Bell, Detective Chief Inspector
All precautions have been taken to see to it that the O-level
German examination arranged in the prison for Evans does not pro-
Pz vide him with any means of escape.
How about It \_/vasi nearly Marchwhen th_e Secretary of the ExaminationsBoard re-
Using your imagination to suggest another ending to the above calved ttwef:al | fr.om Oxford Prison. ,
sory. It'sadightly unusual request, Governor, but | don’'t seewhy we

shouldn’t try to hel p. Just the onefellow, you say?’

“That’sit. Chap called Evans. Started night classesin O-level
German last September. Says he's dead keen to get some sort of aca-

demicqudification.”
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“Isheany good?’

“He was the only onein the class, so you can say he's had
individua tuition all thetime, really. Would have cost him apacket if
he' d been outside.”

“Well, let’ sgiveachance, shall we?’

“That'sjolly kind of you. Wht exactly’sthe procedure now?” =

“Oh, don’t worry about that. I’ l| be sending you al theforms
and stuff. What'shisname, you say? Evans?’
“James Roderick Evans.” It sounded rather grand.

“Just onething, Governor. He snot aviolent sort of fellow, is

he?I don’t want toknow hiscriminal record or anythingliketheat, but.....”

“No. There’sno record of violence. Quite apleasant sort of
chap, they tell me. Bit of acard, redly. Oneof thestarsat the Chirstmas
concert. Imitations, you know the sort of thing : Mike Yarwood stuff.
No, he'sjust acongenital kleptomaniac, that’sall.” The Governor was
tempted to add something el se, but he thought better of it. He' d look
after that particular sdeof thingshimsdlf.

“Presumably,” said the Secretary, “You can arrange aroom
where—"

“No problem. He'sinacell on hisown. If you' ve no objec-
tions, hecan sttheexaminthere.”

“Thet'sfine”

“And we could easily get one of the parsonsfrom St. Mary
Magstoinvigilate, if that's—"

“Fine, yes. They seem to have alot of parsons there, don’t
they?” Thetwo men chuckled good-naturedly, and the Secretary had a
final thought. “at least there’sone thing. You shouldn’t have much
troubl e keeping him incommunicado, should you?’

TheGovernor chuckled politely oncemore, reiterated histhanks,
and dowly cradled the phone.

Evand

“EvanstheBresk” astheprison officerscaledhim. Thricehe'd
escaped from prison, and but for the recent wave of unrest in the
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maximum—security establishments up north, hewouldn’t now begrac-
ing the Governor’s premisesin Oxford; and the Governor wasgoing to
make absolutely certain that hewouldn’t bedisgracing them. Not that
Evanswasareal burden : just apersistent, nagging presence. He' d be
all rightin Oxford, though : the Governor would seeto that—would
seetoit personally. And besides, therewasjust apossibility that Evans
wasgenuinely interested in O-leval German. Just adlight possibility.
Just avery dight possibility. At 8.30 p.m. on Monday 7 June, Evans's
German teacher shook him by the hand in the heavily guarded Recre-
ational Block, just acrossfrom D Wing.

“ Guten Gliick, Herr Evans.”

“Pardon?’

“I said, “Good luck”. Good luck for tomorrow.”

“Oh. Thanks, er, | mean, er, Danke Schon.”

“You haven'tacat in hell’schance of getting through, of course,
but.”

“I may surpriseeverybody,” said Evans.

At 8.30 thefollowing morning, Evanshad avisitor. Twovis-
tors, infact. Hetucked hisgrubby string—vest into hisequally grubby
trousers, and stood up from his bunk, smiling cheerfully. “Mornin”, Mr.
Jackson. Thisisindeed an honour.”

Jackson wasthe senior prison officer on D Wing, and heand
Evans had already become warm enemies. At Jackson’s side stood
Officer Stephens, aburly, surly-looking man, only recently recruited to
theprofession.

Jackson nodded curtly. “ Andhow’sour little Eingteinthismorn-
ing, then?’

“Wasn't ' eamathematician, Mr. Jackson?’

“1 think ‘ewasaJew, Mr. Jackson.”

Evans sface wasunshaven, and hewore afilthy-looking red-
and white boddle hat upon hishead. “ Givemeachance. Mr. Jackson.
| wasjust goin’ to shavewhenyou bustin.”

“Which remindsme.” Jackson turned hiseyeson Stephens.
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“Makesureyoutakehisrazor out of the cell when he'sfinished scrap-
ing that ugly mug of his. Clear?
Oneof thesedayshe'll dousadl a
favour and cut hisbloody throat.” |

For afew secondsEvans |§
looked thoughtfully at theman =
standing ramrod straight infront
of him, astring of Second World |
War medalsproudly paraded over |
his|eft breast-pocket. “Mr. Jack- |
son?Wasit youwhotook my nail- {f
scissors away?’ Evans had al-
waysworried about hishands.

“Andyour nail-file, too.”

“Look!” For a moment
Evans seyessmouldered danger-
oudly, but Jackson wasready for
him.

“Orders of the Governor, Evans.” He leaned forward and
leered, hisvoicedropping to aharsh, contemptuouswhisper. “you want
to complain?”

Evansshrugged hisshoulderslightly. Thecrisswasover.

“You' vegot haf an hour to smarten yoursdlf up, Evans— and
takethat bloody hat of f!”

“Me at?Huh!” Evansput hisright hand lovingly ontop of the
filthy woollen, and smiled sadly. “ D’ you know, Mr Jackson, it'stheonly
thing that’sever brought meany sort o’ luck inlife. Kind o’ lucky charm,
if you know what | mean. And today | thought —well, with me exam
anddl that....”

Buried somewherein Jackson, wasatiny core of compassion;
and Evansknew it.

“Just thisonce, then, Shirley Temple.” (if therewasonething
that Jackson genuinely loathed about Evansit washislong. wavy hair.)
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“Andget shaving!”

At 8.45 the samemorning the Reverend Stuary McL eery left
hisbachelor flat in Board Street and stepped out briskly towards Carfax.
Theweatherman reported temperatures considerably bel ow the nor-
mal for early June, and along black overcoat and ashallow-crowned
clerical hat provided wel protection from the steady drizzle which had
set in half an hour earlier and which now spattered thethick lenses of
hisspectacles. In hisright hand hewas carryingasmall brown suitcase,
which contained dl that hewould need for hismorning duties, including
ased ed question paper envelope, ayellow invigilation form, aspecid
“authentication” card from the Examinations Board, apaper knife, a
Bible (hewasto speak to the Women’'s Guild that afternoon on the
Book of Ruth), and a current copy of The Church Times.

Thetwo hour examination was scheduled to start at 9.15a.m.

Evanswaslathering hisfacevigoroudy when Stephensbrought
in two small square tables, and set them opposite each othet in the
narrow space between the bunk on the one side and on the other a
distempered stonewall. Next, Stephensbrought intwo hard chairs, the
dlightly less battered of which he placed infront of thetablewhich
stood nearer the cell door.

Jackson put in a brief final appearance. “Behave yourself,
laddy!”

Evansturned and nodded.

“ And these” —(Jackson pointed to the pin-ups)—" of f!”

Evansturned and nodded again. “| wasgoin” to take “em
down anyway. A minister, isn't' €? Thechap comin’ tositin, | mean.”

“And how did you know that?’ asked Jackson quietly.

“Well, I’ adtosign someforms, didn’t I?And | couldn’t elp—"

Evansdrew therazor carefully down hisleft cheek, and left a
neat swath inthewhitelather. “ Can | ask you something Mr. Jackson?
Why didthey’ aveto bug meinthiscell?” Henodded hishead vaguely
to apoint abovethedoor.

“Not avery neat job,” conceded Jackson.
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“They’ renot—they don’t honestly think I’'mgoin’ totry to—"

“They’ retaking no chances, Evans. Nobody in hissenseswould
takeany chancewithyou.”

“Who'sgoin’ toligenin?’

“I’ll tell youwho'sgoingtolistenin, laddy. It'sthe Governor =
himself, see?Hedon’t trust you abloody inch—and nor do!. I'll be .
waching you likeahawk, Evans, so keep your noseclean. Clear?’ He

walked towardsthe door.
Evansnodded. He' d aready thought of that, and Number Two

Handkerchief waslying ready on the bunk— aneatly folded squareof

off-whitelinten.

“Just onemorething Eingtein.”

“Ya?Whasat?

“Good luck, old son.”

Inthelittlelodgejust insdethe prison’smain gates, the Rever-
end SMcL eery signed hisnamenestly inthevisitors' book, and thence
waked sideby sdewith aslent prison officer acrosstheexerciseyard
to D Wing, where he wasgreeted by Jackson. TheWing'sheavy outer
door was unlocked, and locked behind them, the heavy inner door the
same, and McL eery was handed into Stephens skeeping.

“Get therazor?” murmured Jackson.

Stephens nodded.

“well, keep your eyesskinned. Clear?’

Sephensnodded again; and McL eery, hisfeet clanging up the
irongtairs, followed hisnew guide, and fina ly stood beforeacell door,
where Stephens opened the peep-hol e and |ooked through.

“That'shim, gr.”

Evans, facing thedoor, sat quietly a thefarther of thetwo tables,
hiswhole attention riveted to atextbook of e ementary German gram-
mar. Stephenstook thekey fromitsring, and the cell lock sprang back
with athudded, metalictwang.

It was9.10 am. when the Governor switched onthereceiver.
Hehad instructed Jackson to tell Evans of thetemporary little precau-
tion—that wasonly fair. (Asif Evanswouldn’t spotit!) But wasn'tit all
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abit thestrica? School boyish, almost? How on earth was Evansgoing
totry anything ontoday?1f hewas so anxiousto make another break,
why in heaven’snamehadn’t hetried it from the Recreational Block?
Much easier. But hehadn’t. And there hewas now— sitting inalocked
cell, al the prison officerson the alert, two more alocked doors be-
tween hiscell and theyard, and ayard with awall ashigh asahay-
stack. Yes, Evanswas as safe ashouses...

Anyway, it wouldn’t beany troubleat all to havetherecelver
turned on for the next couple of hoursor so. It wasn't asif therewas
going to be anything to listen to, was it? Amongst other things, an
invigilator’ sduty wasto ensurethat the strictest silencewas observed.
But.... but still that little nagging doubt! Might Evanstry to take advan-
tage of McLeery? Get him to smugglein achisel or two, or arope
ladder, or—

The Governor sat up sharply. It wasall very well getting rid of
any potential weapon that Evans could have used; but what about
McLeery?What if, quiteunwittingly, theinnocent M cL eery had brought
insomething himself?A jack-knife, perhaps?And what if Evansheld
him hostage with such aweapon?

The Governor reachesfor the phone. Itwas9.12a.m.

Theexamineeandtheinvigilator had already been introduced
by Stephenswhen Jackson came back and shouted to McL eery through
thecdl door. “ Can you come outsdeaminute, Sir?You too, Sephens.”

Jackson quickly explained the Governor’s worries, and
McL eery patiently held out hisarmsat shoulder level whilst Jackson
lightly frisked hisclothes. “ Something hard here, Sir.”

“Mareading glasses,” replied McL eery, looking down at the
Spectacle case.

Jackson quickly reassured him, and bending down on theland-
ing thumb-flicked the catches on the suitcase. He picked up each enve-
lopeinturn, carefully passed hispalmsaong their surfaces—and seemed
satisfied. Heriffled cursorily through afew pages of Holy Writ, and
vaguely shook The Church Times.All right, so far. But one of the ob-
jectsin McL eery’ssuitcasewaspuzzling him sorely.
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“Doyoumindtdlingmewhy you' vebrought this, sr?” Heheld
up asmallish semi-inflated rubber ring, such asayoung child witha
wai st of about tweveinchesmight havestruggledinto. “ You thinking of
goingforaswim, Sr?’

McL erry’shitherto amiable demeanour wasdightly ruffled by :

thistastelesslittle pleasantry, and he answered Jackson somewhat sourly. - :

“If yemust know, | suffer from haemoriholds, and when I’ m sitting down
forany lengtho' time—"

“Very sorry, sir, | didn’t mean to, er....” The embarrassment
wasstill reddening Jackson’s cheekswhen hefound the paper-knifeat
thebottom of thecase. “I think I” d better keep thisthough, if you don’t
mind, that is, Sir.”

It was 9.18 am. beforethe Governor heard their voicesagain,
and it wasclear that the examination wasgoing to bemorethan alittle
latein getting under way.

McLeery : “ Y€ vegot awatch?’
Evans: “Yessr.”

McLeery : “I'll betelling yewhen to start, and again when ye vefive
minutesleft. A right?’
Sllence.

McLeery : “There splenty moreo’ thiswriting pa-
per should yeneedit.”

Sllence.

McLeery : “Now. Write the name of the paper,
021-1, inthetop left-hand corner.”

Sllence.

McL eery : “Inthetop right-hand corner writeyour
index number-313. Andinthebox justbelow that, | will the exam now
writeyour centre number-271. A’ right?’ go as
Sllence. 9.20 a.m. scheduled?

McLeery : “I’mnow goingto—"
Evans: “E'snotgoin’ tostay ‘ere,is € ?
McLeery : “I don’t know about that, 1—"
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Sephens: “Mr Jackson’sgiven medtrict instructionsto—"
Evans: “How am| supposeto concentrate on my exam.... with some-
one breathin” down my neck? Christ! Sorry, Sir, | didn’t mean—"

The Governor reached for the phone. “ Jackson? Ah, good.
Get Stephensout of that cell, will you?I think we' re perhapsoverdoing
things”

“ Asyouwish, sr.”

The Governor heard the exchangesin the cell, heard the door
clang once more, and heard M cL eery announcethat the examination
had begun at last.

Itwas9.25am. ; and therewasagreat calm.

At 9.40 a.m. the examinations Board rang through, and the
Assistant Secretary with special responsibility for modern languages
asked to speak to the Governor. The examination had aready started,
no doubt?Ah, aquarter of an hour ago. Yes. Well, therewasacorrec-
tion slip which somefool had forgotten to placein the examination
package. Very brief. “ Could the Governor please...”

“Yes, of course. I'll put you straight through to Mr Jacksonin
D.Wing. Holdthelineaminute.”

Wasthisthe sort of thing the Governor had feared?Wasthe
phonecall afake? Some signa? Some secret message....? But hecould
check onthat immediately. He dialled the number of the Examination
Board. but heard only the staccato bleeps of aline engaged. But then
thelinewasengaged, wasn'tit?Yes. Not very intelligent, that....

Two minuteslater he heard somewhispered communications
inthecell, and then McL eery’sbroad Scotsvoice:

“Will yeplease stop writting aweewhile, Mr Evans, and listen
carefully. Candidates offering German, 021-1, shoul notethefollowing
correction. * On pagethree, linefifteen, the fourth word should read
goldenen, not, goldene; and thewhole pharsewill thereforeread Zum
goldenen L 6 wen, not ZumgoldeneL 6wen.” | will repeat that...”

The Governor listened and smiled. He had taken Germanin
thesxth form himself, and heremembered al about the agreementsof
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adjectives. And sodid McLerry by the sound of things, for theminister’s
pronunciation was most impressive. But what about Evans? He prob-
ably didn’t know what an adjectivewas.

Thepeoplerang again. TheMagistrates Court. They neededa €

prison van and acouple of prison officers. Remand case. And within

two minutes the Governor was wondering whether that could be a ™

hoax. Hetold himsdlf not to beso silly. Hisimagination washbegining to
runriot.
Evand

For thefirst quarter of an hour Stephenshad dutifully peered -

through the peep-holeat intervals of one minute or so; and after that,
every two minutes. At 10.45 a.m. everythingwasstill all right ashe
looked through the peep- hole once more. It took four or five sec-
onds—no more. What wasthe point? It was alwaysmore or lessthe
same. Evans, hispen between hislips, sat staring straight infront of him
towardsthe door, seeking— it seemed— some sorely needed inspira-
tionfrom somewhere. And oppositehim McL erry, seeted dightly askew
fromthetablenow : hisfacein semi- profile; hishair (as Stephenshad
noticed earlier) amateurishly clipped pretty closdly tothesca p; hiseyes
behind the peoplelenses peering short-sightedly at The Church Times;
hisright index finger hooked beneath the narrow clerica collar; andthe
fingersof theleft hand, thenallsmeticuloudy manicured, dowly stroking
the short black beard.

At10.50 am. thereceiver crackeld to life and the Governor
realised he’ d amost forgotten Evansfor afew minutes.
Evans: “Please, Sr!” (A whisper)
Evans: “Please, ar!” (Louder)
Evans: “Would youmindif | put ablanket round meshoulders, Sr?It’'s
abit parky in’ ere, isn'tit?’
Slence.
Evans: “There soneonmebunk’ ere, sir.”
McLeery : “Bequick about it.”
Slence.
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At 10.51 am Stephenswasmorethat alittlesurprisedto seea
grey regulation blanket draped round Evans sshoulders, and hefrowned
dightly and looked at the examinee more closely. But Evans, the pen
still between histeeth, was staring just asvacantly asbefore. Blankly
beneath ablanket......... Should Stephensreport thedight irregul arity?
Anything at al fishy, hadn’t Jackson said? Helooked through the peep-
hole once again, and even ashedid so Evanspulled the dirty blanket
more closely to himself. Was he planning a sudden batman leap to
suffocateMcL eery inthe blanket? Don' t bedaft! Therewasnever any
sun onthisside of the prison; no heating, either, during the summer
months, and it could get quite chilly insomeof thecells. Stephensde-
cided torevert to hisearlier every minute observation.

At 11.20 am. thereceiver once more crackled acrossthe si-
lence of the Governor’soffice, and MeL erry informed Evansthat only
five minutesremainned. The examination was amost over now, but
somethhing still gnawed away quietly in the Governor’smind. He
reached for the phone once more.

At 11.22 am. Jackson shouted along the corridor to Stephens.
The Governor wanted to speak with him— *“ Hurry, man!” Stephens
picked up the phone apprehensively and listened to therapidly spoken
orders. Stephenshimself wasto accompany McLeery tothemain prison
gates. Understood? Stephens personally wasto make absolutely sure
that the door was|locked on Evans after MelL eery had left the cell.
Understood?

Understood.

At 11.25 a.m. the Governor heard thefina exchanges.
McLeery :“ Stopwritting, please.”

Slence.

McLeery : “Put your sheetsin order and seethey’ re correctly num-
bered.”

Slence.

Scraping of chairsand tables.

Evans: “ Thank you very much, Sir.”
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McLeery : “A right wasit?’
Evans“ Not too bad.”
McLeery : “Good.... Mr Stephens!” (very loud)
The Governor heard the door clang for thelast time. Theex-
aminationwasover.

“How did he get on, do you think?" asked Stephens as he-

walked beside McL eery to the man gates.
“Och. | cannathink he'sdistinguished himdlf. I'mafraid.” His
Scots accent seemed broader than ever, and hislong black overcoat,

reaching almost to hiskness,fostered theillusion that he had suddenly -

growndimmer.

Stephensfelt pleased that the Governor had asked him, and not
Jackson, to seeMclL eery off thepremises, and all inthemorning had
gone pretty well. But something stopped him from making hisway di-
rectly to the canteen for abelated cup of coffee. Hewanted to takejust
one last look at Evans. It was like a programme he' d seen on
TV Understoodabout awoman who could never really convince her-
self that she'd locked the front door when
she' dgoneto bed : often she' d got up twelve,
fifteen, sometimestwenty timesto check the
bolts.

Here-entered D Wing, made hisway
along to Evans'scell, and opened the peep-
holeoncemore. Oh, no! CHRIST, NO!Threg, | Did the Governor

. ) and his staff finally
sprawled back in Evans schair wasaman (for heave a sigh of
a semi second Stephens thought it must be B8 relief?

Evans), agrey regulation blanket dipping from
hisshoulders, thefront of hisclosely cropped, irregularly tufted hair
awash with fierce red blood which had dripped already through the
smdll black beard, and was even now spreading horribly over thewhite
clerical collar and downintotheblack clerical front.

Stephensshouted wildly for Jackson : and thewords appeared
to penetrate the curtain of blood that veiled McL eery’sears, for the

Evans Triesan O-Level = 81

minister’shand felt feebly for ahandkerchief from hispocket, and held
it to hisbleeding head, theblood seeping dowly through thewhitelinen.
He gave along low moan, and tried to speak. But hisvoicetrailed
away, and by thetime Jackson had arrived and despatched Stephens
to ring the police and the ambulance, the handkerchief wasasticky,
sguelchy wodge of cloth.

McL eery dowly raised himsdlf, hisfacetwigted tightly withpain.
“Dinnaworry about theambulance, man! I'maright....I’'ma right....Get
thepolice! | know... | know where.... he....” Heclosed hiseyesand
another drip of blood splashed likeahugered raindrop on thewooden
floor. Hishand felt along thetable, found the German question paper,
and grasped it tightly in hisbloodstained hand. “ Get the Governor! |
know... | know whereEvans....”

Almostimmediately Srensweresounding, prison officersbarked
orders, puzzled prisoners pushed their way along the corridors, doors
were banged and bolted, and phoneswereringing everywhere. And
within aminute M cL eery, with Jackson and Stephens supporting him
on either side, hisface now streaked and caked with drying blood, was
greeted in the prison yard by the Governor, perplexed and grim.

“Wemust get youto hospital immediately. | just don't—"

“Ye'vecdledthepolice?’

“Yes, yes. They’reontheir way. But....”

“I'ma right, I’'ma right, Look! Look here!” Awkwardly he
opened the German question paper and thrust it before the Governor’s
face.“It'sthere! D’ye seewhat | mean?’

The Governor |looked down and realised what McL eery was
tryingtotell him. A photocopied sheet had been carefully and cleverly
superimposed over thelast (origindly blank) page of the question paper.

“Ye see what they’ ve done, Governor, Ye see...” Hisvoice
trailed off again, asthe Governor, dredging thelayersof long neglected
learning, willed himsdlf totrand atethe German text beforehim

Se sollen dem schon verabredeten Plan genau folgen. Der
wichtige Zeitpunkt ist drei Minuten vor Ende des Examens.... “You
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must follow the plan aready somethinged. Thevita pointintimeisthree
minutes beforethe end of the examination but something something—
something something....Don’t hit himtoo hard—remember, he samin-
ister! And don'’t overdo the Scots accent when...”

A fast gpproaching sirenwailed toitscrescendo, thegreat doors -,
of the prison yard were pushed back, and awhite police car squealed-

toajerky halt besidethem.
Detective Superintendent Carter svung himself out of the pas-

senger seat and sal uted the Governor. “What the hell” shappening, sir?”

And, turningto MeLeery : “ Christ! Who'shit him?”

But MeL eery cut acrosswhatever explanation the Governor
might havegiven. “Elsfiled Way, officer! | know whereEvans....” He
was breathing heavily, and leaned for support against thesde of thecar.
Wheretheimprint of hishand wasleft in tarnished crimson.

In bewilderment Carter |ooked to the Governor for guidance.
“What—7?'

“Takehimwithyou, if youthink he' [ beal right, He stheonly
onewho seemsto know what’ s happening.”

Carter opened the back door and helped Meleery inside;
and within afew secondsthe car |eaped away in aspurt of gravel.

“EldfidddWay”, Meleery had said; and thereit wasstaring up
at the Governor from the last few lines of the German text : “From
Elsfield way driveto the Headington round about, where....” yes, of
course. The Examinations Board wasin Elsfield Way,and someone
from the Board must have been involved in the escape plan from the
very beginning : the question paper itself, thecorrectiondip....

The Governor turned to Jackson and Stephens. “1 don’t need
totell youwhat’shappened, do1?’ Hisvoice sounded amost cdminits
scathing contempt. “ And which one of you two moronswasit who
took Evansfor anicelittlewak to the main gatesand waved him bye-
bye?’

“Itwasme, sir,” stammered Stephens. “ Just likeyou told me,
gr. | could havesworn...”
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“What?Just likel told you, you say?What the
hdl...”?’

“Whenyourang, Sir, andtold meto...”

“Whenwasthat?’ The Governor’svoicewas

“You know, sir. About twenty past eleven just

McLeery be able “ . L ,
to help the prison You blitheringidiot, man! It wasn’t mewho

officers track rangyou. Don'tyouredise...” But what wasthe
Evans? | use?Hehad used thetelephoneat that time, but
only totry (unsuccessfully, once more) to get

through to the Examination Board.

Heshook hishead in growing despair and turned on the senior
prison officer. “ Asfor you, Jackson! How long have you been pre-
tending you' vegot abrain, en?Well, I’ ll tell you something. Jackson.
Your skull’sempty.Absolutely empty!” It was Jackson who had spent
two hoursin Evan’scell thepreviousevening; and it was Jackson who
had confidently reported that there was nothing hidden away there—
nothing at all. And yet Evans had somehow managed to conceal not
only afalsebeard, apair of spectacles, adogcollar and all therest of
hisclerial paraphernalia. but also some sort of weapon with which
he’ d given Meleery such aterrible blow acrossthe head. Aurrgh!

A prison van backed alongside, but the Governor made no
immediate move. Helooked down again at thelast line of the German:
“.....tothe Headington roundabout, where you go straight over and
makeyour way to...to Neugraben.” “Neugraben” ?Whereon earth....?
“New” something. “Newgrave’? Never heard of it : Therewas a
“Wargrave’, somewhere near Reading. but.... No, it was probably a
codeword or—and thenit hit him. Newbury! God, yes! Newbury was
apretty big sort of placebut...

Herapped out hisorderstothedriver. “ St Aldates Police Sta-
tion, and step onit! Take Jackson and Stephens here, and when you
get thereask for Bell. Chief Inspector Bell. Got that?’
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Heleaped thestairsto hisofficethreeat atime, got Bell onthe
phoneimmediately, and put thefactsbefore him.
“WE I gethim, ar,” said Bell. “WE Il get him, withabit o’ luck.”

The Governor sat back, and lit acigarette. Ye gods! What a

beautifully laid planit had all been! What aclever fellow Evanswas!

Careless|eaving that question paper behind; but then, they all made - ;

their mistakes somewherea ong theline. Well almost al of them. And
that’swhy very very shortly Mr clevber-clever Evanswould be back
inside doing hisoncemore.

The phoneon hisdesk erupted in astrident burst, and Superin- -

tendent Carter informed him that M el_eery had spotted Evansdriving
off dong Elsfield way; they’ d got the number of thecar al right and had
given chaseimmediately, but had lost him at the Headington round-
about; he must have doubled back into the city.

“No,” said the Governor quietly. “No, he's on his way to
Newbury.” Heexplained hisreasonsfor believing so, and | eft it at that.
It wasapolicejob now... not his, Hewas
just another good-for-a-giggle, gulliblegov-
ernor, that wasall.

“By the way, Carter. | hope you
managed to get Meleery tothe hospital all
right?’

Read and find out

“Yes. He's in the Radcliffe now. Will the clues left
Really groggy, hewas, whenwegot tothe qzzz;?;'noga‘;‘:n
Examination offices, and they rang for the put Evans back in
ambulancefromthere.” prison again?

The Governor rang the Radcliffea
few minuteslater and asked for the accident department.

“Mel eery, yousay?’

“Yes. He'saparson.”

“ I don't think there’'sanyone....”

“Yes, thereis. You'll find oneof your ambulances picked him
up from Elsfield Way about.....”
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“Oh, that. yes, we sent an ambulanceall right, but whenwe
got there, thefellow had gone. No one seemed to know wherehewas.
Just vanished! Notasign....”

But the Governor wasnolonger listening and thetruth seemedto
hit himwith anadmaost physcd impact somewhereintheback of hisneck.

A quarter of anhour later they found the Reverend S. McL eery,
securely bound and gagged, in hisstudy in Broad Street. He' d been
there, he said, since8.15 am. whentwo men had called and....

Enquiriesin Newbury throughout the afternoon produced noth-
ing. Nothing at all. And by tea-time everyonein the prison knew what
had happened. It had not been Evans, impersonating M cL eery, who
had walked out; it had been Evans, impersonating M cL eery, who had
stayedin.

Thefishand chipsweredelicious, and after agentlestroll round
the centre of Chipping Norton, Evansdecided toreturntothehotel
and have aearly night. A smart new hat conceal ed thewreckageof his
closdaly cropped hair, and he kept it on ashewalked up to thereception
desk of the Golden Lion. It would take agood whilefor hishair to
regainitsformer glories...out what the hell did that matter. Hewas out
again. wasn't he?A hit of bad luck, that, when Jackson had pinched his
scissors, for it had meant along and tricky op-
eration with hisonly razor bladethe previous
night. Ah! But he’ d had hisgood luck, too. Just
think! If hat off! Phew! That really had beena
closecall. Still, old Jacksonwasn’'t such abad .
fdlow.... ; :

Oneof theworg things....funny, redly! Read and fmd out
..had beenthe beard. He' dalwaysbeenaller- | Where did Evans
gicto sticking plaster, and evennow hischin | 90!
wasirritatingly soreand red.

Thereceptionist wasn’t the same girl who' d booked himin,
but the changewas definitely for the better. Ashe collected hiskey, he
gave her hisbest smile, told her hewouldn’t be bothering with break-
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fast, ordered the Daily Express,and asked for an early-morning call at

6.45 a.m. Tommorrow was going to be another busy day.
Hewhistled sofly to himself ashewalked up thebroad stairs....

He' d sort of liked theideaof being dressed up asaminister dog collar

and everything. Yes, it had been ajolly good ideafor “McLeery’ to £
wear two black fronts, two collars. But that top collar! Phew! It had ==

kept on dipping off the back stud; and there’ d been that one panicky
moment when *“McLeery’” had only just got hishand up to hisneck in
timeto stop the collars springing apart before Stephens.... Ahl They'd

got that little problem worked out al right, though : apen stuck inthe

mouth whenever the evil eye had appeared at the peep-hole. Easy! But
al that fiddling about under the blanket with the black front and the stud
at theback of thecollar... that had been far moredifficult than they’ d
ever bargained for... Every thing else had gone beautifully smoothly,
though. Inthe car he’ d found everything they’ d promised him : soap
and water, clothes,the map—yes, the map, of course. The Ordnance
Survey Map of Oxfordshire....He' d got some good friends; somevery
clever friends. Chrigt, ah!

He unlocked hisbedroom door and closed it quietly behind
him... and then stood frozen to the spot, likeaman who hasjust caught
aglimpseof the Gorgon.

Sitting on the narrow bed wasthevery last man in theworld
that Evans had expected— or wanted —to see.

“1t’snot worth trying anything.” said the Governor quietly, as
Evans seyesdarted desperately around the room. “1I’vegot men all
roundtheplace.” (Well, therewereonly two, really : but Evansneedn’t
know that.) Helet thewordssink in. “\Women, too. Didn’t you think the
blondegirl in reception wasrather sweet?’

Evanswasvisbly shaken. sat downdowly intheonly chair the
small room could offer, and held his head between hishands. For sev-
eral minutestherewasutter silence.

Findly, hespoke. 1t wasthat bloody correctiondip, | S pose.”
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“We-dl” (the Governor failed to mask thedeep satisfactionin
hisvoice) “thereareafew peoplewho know alittle German.”

Slowly, very slowly, Evansrelaxed. Hewasbeaten... and he
knew it. Hesat up at last, and managed to smileruefully. “ You know, it
wasn’t really amistake. You see, we ‘adn’t been ableto fix up any
‘otel. but we could’ ve worked that some other way. No. Thereally
important thing wasfor the phoneto ring just before the exam fin-
ished—to get everyone out of theway for acouple of minutes. Sowe
‘ad to know exactly whentheexam started, didn’t we?”’

“And, likeafoal, | presented you with that little piece of infor-
mationonaplate.”

“Well, Somebody did, So, you see, Sit, that correction dipkilled
twolittlebirdswith asingle stone, didnot it? The nameof the* otel for
me, and the exact timethe exam started for, er, for, er...”

The Governor nodded. “It’sapretty common word.”

“Good jobitispretty common, sit, or I’ d never ‘ave known
whereto cometo, would |7’
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“Nice name, though : Zumgoldenen Lowen.”
“How didyou know which Golden Lionitwas?Ther€ s' undreds
of ‘em.”

“Sameasyou, Evans. Index number 313; Centrenumber 271. €
Remember? Six figures?And if you take an Ordnance Survey Mapfor &
Oxfordshire, you find that the six-figurereference 313/217 landsyou -

bang inthemiddle of Chipping Norton.”

“Yea, you' reright. Huh! We' d oped you'’ d run off to Newbury.”

“Wedid.”

“Well, that’ssomething. | S pose.”

“That question paper, Evans. Could you really understand all
that German?1 could hardly...”

“Nah! Coursel couldn’t. | knew roughly what it wasall about,
but wejust ‘ opedit’ d throw afew spannersin the works— you know,
sort of muddle everybody abit.’

The Governor stood up. “ Tell me onething beforewego. How
on earth did you get all that blood to pour over your head?’

Evanssuddenly looked alittie happier. “ Clever, Sir. Very clever,
that was—‘ ow to get acouple o’ pintsof blood into acell, en? When
there's none there to start off with, and when, er, and when the
“invigilator”, shall wesay, gets, searched before*ecomesin. Yes, sir.
You canwell ask about that, and | dunnoiif | ought totell you. After all.
| might want to usethat particular....”

“ Anythingto dowith alittlerubber ring for piles, perhaps?’

Evansgrinned feebly. “ Clever, though, wasn'tit?’

“Must have been atricky job sticking acoupleof pints.”

“Nah! You'vegot it wrong, sir. No problem about that.”

“No?

“Nath! It’stheclottting,you see. That’sthe big trouble. We got
the blood easy enough. Pig'sblood, it was...from the daughter’ ousein
Kidlington. But to stopit clotting you’ ve got to mix yer actual blood”
(Evanstook abreath) “with onetenth of itsown volume of 3.8 percent
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trisodium citrate! Didn’t know that, didyou, Sr?’

The Governor shook hishead in atoken of reluctant admira-
tion. “Welearn something new every day, they tell me. Comeon, m’lad.”

Evans made no show of resistance, and side by sidethetwo
menwalked dowly downthedtairs.

“Tell me, Evans. How did you manageto plandl thisbusiness?
You' vehad novisitors—I’veseentothat. You' vehad noletters....”

“I’vegot lotsof friends, though.”

“What'sthat supposed to mean?’

“Me German teacher, for astart.”

“Youmean...? But hewasfrom the Technical College.”

“Was'‘e?’ Evanswasamost enjoyingit al now. “ Ever check
upon‘im,sir?

“GodAlmighty! There'sfar moregoingonthanl...”

“Alwayswill be, sr.”

“Everything ready?’ asked the Governor asthey stood by the
reception desk.

“Thevan'sout thefront, Sir,” said the pretty blonde reception-
ist. Evanswinked at her; and shewinked back at him. It amost made
hisday.

A silent prison officer handcuffed the recaptured Evans, and
together thetwo men clambered awkwardly into the back seat of the
prisonvan.

“Seeyou soon. Evans.” It wasalmost asif the Governor were
saying farewell to an old friend after acocktail party.

“Cheerio, ar, |, er, | wasjust wonderin.” | know your German’s
pretty good, sir, but do you know any more 0’ these modern lan-
guages?’

“Not very well. Why?’

Evanssettled himsdf comfortably on theback seet, and grinned
happily. ‘Nothin’, really. | just ‘ appened to notice that you’ ve got some
O-level Itdian classescomin’ up next September, that’sall.

“Perhapsyou won't bewith usnext September, Evans.”
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James Roderick Evans appeared to ponder the Governor’s
wordsdeeply. “No. P'r’apsl won't,” hesaid.

Asthe prison van turned right from Chipping Norton onto the
Oxford road, the hitherto silent prison officer unlocked the handcuffs ' 1
and leaned forward towardsthedriver. “ For Christ’ssake get amove
on! Itwon'ttake‘emlongtofindout...” =

“Where do ye suggest we make for?’ asked the driver, ina
broad Scotsaccent....

“What about Newbury?’ suggested Evans.

-

)

Readingwith Insight

1. Reflecting onthestory, what did you feel about Evans’ having the
last laugh?

2. When Stephens comes back to the cell hejumpsto aconclusion
and thewhole machinery blindly goes by hisassumption without
even checking theidentity of theinjured‘ McL eery’. Doesthisshow
how hasty conjectures can prevent one from seeing the obvious?
How isthecriminal ableto predict such negligence?

3. What could the Governor have doneto securely bring back Evans
to prison when he caught him at the Golden Lion? Doesthat final
act of foolishnessreally provethat “ hewasjust another good-for-
agigale, gullible Governor, that wasal”?

4. Whilewe condemnthecrime, wearesympathetictothecrimind. Is
thisthereasonwhy prison staff often devel op asoft corner for those
incustody?

5. Doyou agreethat between crime and punishment itismainly a
battle of wits?

i
Ay
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Before you read

Memories of Childhood
Zitkala -sa and Bama

This unit presents autobiographical episodes from the lives of two
women from marginalised communities who look back on their child-
hood, and reflect on their relationship with the mainstream culture.
The first account is by an American Indian woman born in the late
nineteenth century; the second isby a contemporary Tamil Dalit writer.

Gertrude simmons Bonnin, born in 1876, was an extraordinarily tal-
ented and educated Native American woman who struggled and tri-
umphed in a time when severe prejudice prevailed towards Native
American culture and women. As a writer, she adopted the pen name
‘Zitkala-Sa' and in 1900 began publishing articles criticising the
Carlisle Indian school. Her works criticised dogma, and her lifeasa
Native American woman was dedicated against the evils of oppres-
sion.

Bama is the pen-name of a Tamil Dalit woman from a Roman Catho-
lic family. she has published three main works : an autobiography,
‘Karukku’, 1992; a novel, ‘Sangati’ 1994; and a collection of short
stories, ‘ Kisumbukkaaran', 1996. The following excer pt has been taken
from* Karukku’. * Karukku' means ‘ Palmyra’ leaves, which with their
serrated edges on both sides are like double edged swords. By a
feficitous pun, the Tamil word ‘ Karukku’, containing theword ‘Karu’,
embryo or seed, also means freshness, newness.

1. The Cutting of My Long Hair Zitkala -sa

Thefirst day intheland of appleswasabitter-cold one; for the
snow still covered the ground, and the treeswere bare. A large bell
rang for breakfagt, itsloud metallic voice crashing through the bel fry
overhead and into our sengitive ears. The annoying clatter of shoeson
barefloorsgave usno peace. The constant clash of harsh noises, with
anundercurrent of many voicesmurmuring an unknown tongue, made
abedlamwithinwhich | was securely tied. And though my spirit tore
itself instruggling for itslost freedom, all wasusdless.

A paefacewoman, with white hair, comeup after us. Wewere
placedinalineof girlswho weremarchingintothedining room. These
werelndiangirls, in stiff shoesand closdly clinging dresses. Thesmall
girlsworedeeved apronsand shingled hair. Asl walked noiselessly in
my soft moccasins, | felt like sinking to thefloor, for my blanket had
been stripped from my shoulders. | looked hard at the Indian girls, who
seemed not to carethat they were even moreimmodestly dressed than
I, intheir tightly fitting clothes. Whilewe marched in, the boysentered
at an oppositedoor. | watched for thethreeyoung braveswho camein
our party. | spied themintherear ranks, looking asuncomfortableasl
felt. A small bell wastapped, and each of the pupilsdrew achair from
under the table. Supposing this act meant they were to be seated, |
pulled out mineand at once dlippedintoit from oneside. But when |
turned my head. | saw that | wastheonly one seated, and all therest at
our tableremained standing Just as| begantorise, looking shyly around
to see how chairs were to be used, a second bell was sounded. All
wereseated at |ast, and | had to crawl back into my chair again. | heard
aman’'svoiceat oneend of thehall, and | looked around to see him,
But dl theothershung their headsover their plates. Asl glanced at the
long chain of tables, | caught the eyes of apal eface woman upon me.
Immediately | dropped my eyes, wondering why | was so keenly
watched by the strange woman. The man ceased his mutterings, and
then athird bell wastapped. Every one picked up hisknifeand fork
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and began eating. | began cryinginstead for by thistimel wasafraidto
ventureanything more.
But thiseating by formulawas not the hardest tria inthat first

day. Lateinthemorning, my friend Judewin gavemeaterriblewarning. £

Judewin knew afew wordsof English; and she had overheard the pale-

facewoman talk about cutting our long, heavy hair. Our mothershad =

taught usthat only unskilled warriorswho were captured had their hair
shingled by the enemy. Among our people, short hair wasworn by
mourners, and shingled hair by cowards!

Wediscussed our fate some moments, and when Judewin said, -

“We haveto submit, becausethey arestrong,” | rebelled.

“No, I will not submit! I will strugglefirst!” | answered.

| watched my chance, and when no onenoticed, | disappeared.
| crept up the stairs as
quietly asl couldin my
squeaking shoes,.....my
moccasi ns had been ex-
changed for shoes.Along
thehall | passed, without
knowing whither | was
going. Turningasdetoan
opendoor, | foundalarge
room with three white
bedsinit. Thewindows
were covered with dark
green curtains, which
madetheroomvery dim.
Thankful that no onewas
there, | directed my steps
toward the corner far-
thest from the door. On
my handsand knees| crawled under the bed, and huddled mysdlf inthe
dark corner.
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Frommy hiding placel peered out, shuddering with fear when-
ever | heard footsteps near by. Though in the hall loud voiceswere
calingmy name, and | knew even Judewinwas searching for me, I did
not open my mouth to answer. Then the stepswere quickened and the
voices became excited. The sounds came nearer and nearer. \WWomen
and girlsentered theroom. | held my breath and watched them open
closet doors and peep behind large trunks. Some one threw up the
curtains, and theroom wasfilled with sudden light. What caused them
to stoop and look under the bed I do not know. | remember being
dragged out, though | resisted by kicking and scratchingwildly. Inspite
of mysdlf, | wascarried downstairsand tied fast inachair.

| cried doud, shaking my head al thewhileuntil | felt thecold
bladesof the scissorsagainst my neck, and heard them gnaw off one of
my thick braids. Then I lost my spirit. Sincetheday | wastaken from
my mother | had suffered extremeindignities. People had stared a me.
| had been tossed about in the air like awooden puppet. And now my
long hair wasshingled likeacoward'sl Inmy anguish | moaned for my
mother, but no one cameto comfort me. Not asoul reasoned quietly
with me, as my own mother used to do; for now | was only one of
many littleanimal sdriven by aherder.

Il.WeToo areHuman Beings....... Bama

When | was studying in the third class. | hadn’t yet heard
peopl e speak openly of untouchability. But | had already seen, felt,
experienced and been humiliated by what itis.

| waswalking homefrom school one day, an old bag hanging
frommy shoulder. It was actually possibleto walk thedistanceinten
minutes. But usualy it would take methirty minutesat thevery least to
reach home. It would take mefrom half an hour to an hour yo dawdle
along. watching all thefun and gamesthat weregoing on, al theenter-
taining noveltiesand odditiesisthe streets, the shopsand the bazaar.

The performing monkey; the snake which the snakecharmer
kept initsbox and displayed rom timeto time; the cyclist who had not
got off hisbikefor three days, and who kept pedalling ashard ashe

96 istas



could from break of day; the rupee notesthat were pinned onto his
shirt to spur him on; the spinning wheels; the M aariyaatatemple, the
hugebdl| hanging there; the pongd offeringsbeing cookedin front of the

temple; thedried fish stall by the statue of Gandhi; thesweet stall, the  #

stall selling fried snacks, and all the other shops next to each other; the

street light always demonstrating how it could changefrom blueto

violet; thenarikkuravan huntergypsy with hiswildlemur in cages, sdling
needles, clay beads and instrumentsfor cleaning out the ears—Oh, |
could go onand on. Each thing would pull meto astand till and allow
meto go any further.

Attimes, peoplefromvariouspolitical partieswould arrive, put
up astage and harangue usthrough their mikes. Thentheremight bea
street play, or apuppet show, or a “no magic, no miracle” stunt perfor-
mance. All thesewould happen fromtimetotime. But almost certainly
therewould be some entertainment or other going on.

Even otherwise, therewerethe coffee clubsin the bazaar; the
way each waiter cooled the coffeg, lifting atumbler high up and pouring
itscontentsinto atumbler heldinhisother hand. totheway some people
sat infront of the shopschopping up onion, their eyesturned € sewhere
sothat would not smart. Or thealmond tree growing thereanditsfruit
whichwasoccasondly blown down by thewind, All these sightstaken
together would tether my legsand stop mefrom going home.

And then, according to the season, therewoul d be mango, cu-
cumber, sugar-cane, sweet-potato, palm- shoots, gram, palm-syrup and
palm- fruit, guavasand jack- fruit. Everyday | would see people sdlling
sweet and savoury fried snacks, payasam, halva, boiled tamarind seeds
andicedlollies.

Gazing at dl this, oneday, | cameto my street, my bag slung
over my shoulder. At the opposite corner, though, athreshing floor had
been set up, and the landlord watched the proceedings, seated on a
piece of sacking spread over astoneledge. Our peoplewere hard at
work, driving cattlein pairs, round and round, to tread out thegrain
from the straw. The animalswere muzzled so that they wouldn’t help
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themselvestothestraw. |
stood for awhile there,
watchingthefun.

Jugt then, anelder
of our street came aong
fromthedirection of the
bazzar. The manner in
which he was walking
along made me want to
double up. | wanted to
shriek withlaughter a the
sght of suchabigmancar-
ryingasmall packetinthat
fashion. | guessed there
wassomethinglikevadai
or green bananabhajji in
the packet, becausethe wrapping paper wasstained with oil. Hecame
along, holding out the packet by itsstring, without touchingit. | stood
therethinking to mysdlf, if heholdsit likethat, won'’t the package come
undone, and the vadaisfall out?

The elder went straight up to the landlord, bowed low and
extended the packet towards him, cupping the hand that held thestring
with hisother hand. Thelandlord opened the parcel and beganto eat
thevadais.

After | had watched all this, at last | went home. My elder
brother wasthere. | told himthestory inall itscomic detall. | fell about
with laughter at thememory of abig man, and an elder at that, making
such agameout of carrying the parcel. But Annan was not amused.
Annantold methe man wasn’t being funny when he carried the pack-
agelikethat. He said everybody believed that they were upper caste
and therefore must not touch us. If they did, they would be polluted.
That'swhy he had to carry the package by itsstring.
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When | heardthis, | didn’t want to laugh any more, and | felt
terribly sad. How could they believethat it wasdisgusting if oneof us
held that packagein hishands, even though thevadai had been wrapped

firstinabananaleaf, and then parcelled in paper?| felt so provoked E
and angry that | wanted to touch thosewretched vadaismysdf straight- =
away. Why should we haveto fetch and carry for these people, | won- -

dered. Such an important elder of ours goes meekly to the shopsto
fetch snacksand handsthem over reverently, bowing and shrinking, to

thisfellow whojust ststhereand stuffstheminto hismouth. Thethough

of itinfuriated me.

How wasit that thesefellowsthought so much of themselves?
Becausethey had scraped four coinstogether, did that mean they must
losed| human fedings?But wetoo arehuman beings. Our peopleshould
never run these petty errandsfor thesefellows. We should work intheir
fields, take home our wages, and leaveit at that.

My elder brother, who was studying at auniversity, had come
home for the holidays. He would often go to the library in our
neighbouring villagein order to borrow books. Hewason hisway home
one day. walking along the banks of theirrigation tank. One of the
landlords' men came up behind him. Hethought my Annan|looked un-
familiar, and so he asked, “Who areyou, appa, what'syour name?’
Annantold him hisname. Immediately the other man asked, “ Thambi,
onwhich street do youlive?’ The point of thiswasthat if heknew on
which street welived, hewould know our castetoo.

Annantold meall thesethings. And headded. “ Becauseweare
born into thiscommunity, weare never given any honour or dignity or
respect; wearestripped of al that. But if we study and make progress,
we canthrow away theseindignities. So study with care, learn al you
can. If you areawaysahead inyour lessons, peoplewill cometo you of
their own accord and attach themsel vesto you. Work hard and learn™.
Thewordsthat Annan spoketo methat day made avery deepimpres-
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sononme. And| studied hard, with all my bresth and beinginafrenzy
almost. AsAnnan had urged, | stood firstinmy class. And because of
that, many peoplebecomemy friends.

Readingwith Insight

1. Thetwo accounts that you read above are based in two distant
cultures. What isthe commonality of themefound in both of them?

2. It may takealong timefor oppression to beresisted, but the seeds
of rebellionaresowed early inlife. Doyou agreethat injusticein any
form cannot escape being noticed even by children?

3. Bama'sexperienceisthat of avictim of the caste system. What kind
of discrimination does Zitkal as-Sa' s experince depict?What are
their responsesto their respective situations?

100 = Vistas



MAGH BIHU OR MAGHAR DOMAHI
ODr. Praphulladatta Goswami

Before you read

The present essay is an extract from the book Festivals of Assam by
Prafulladatta Goswami. It gives us a brilliant and an authoritative
account of the Assamese festival of feasting known as Magh Bihu.
The essay also tellsusin passing about the two other forms of Bihu,
namely the Bohag Bihu and the Kati Bihu. How is Magh Bihu
celebrated?

If Bohag Bihu festivities are characteristic of Upper Assam,
without denying their relevancein Lower Assam, Magh Bihu, the post-
harvest winter festival seemsto haveastronger hold on peopleof Lower
Assam, not excluding thetribas. And theterm Bihuisnot that popular as
theterm Domahi (Damhi), meaning thejunction of two months. Soitis
Maghar Domahi inLower Assam anditisthefestiva of feasting. If Boheg
Bihu, isdescribed asRangali Bihu or the Cheering Bihu, Magh Bihuis
known asBhogali Bihu or the Bihu of Enjoyment.

A fireceremony isclosdly associated with Magh Bihu, but more
sgnificant isUruka, the Bihu eve. On thisday womenfolk get ready for
the next day with chira, pitha, laru, curd, etc. Urukaisnot exactly a
one-day affair, for fuel hasto be gathered, fish hasto be got from ponds,
streams, and if possible, somemest too. Intribal settingswomen prepare
rice-beer, usualy undistilled. Inwinter it takesfour or five daysto get
the beer matured.
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Another important choreisto build templelike structuresin
fidds Usudly young ladstakeahandinthis. Thesestructuresmade with
green bamboo, dried bananaleavesand hay are usually temple-shaped
and called meji, and those which are hutlike are called Bhelaghar .
Sometimes cowherds pass the nightinaBhdaghar warmingthemsdalves
by afireandmekinguse of thevegetablethat they steal fromthevillagers
gardens and the eatablesthat are given them.

Urukafeasting may beafamily affair or communal. After the
feasting eveningisover, next day a crack of dawn, someonein thefamily
tiesthin strips of bamboo, jute or hay around fruit-bearing trees,
callsout to dogs and offer them rice, while womenfolk clean the
house and cooking pans. Then all take apurifyingbathand put onwashed
clothes. The maefolk and children then move on to the mejis and
Bhelagharswhere offerings of eatables are made to the god of fire,
Agni. Then to cries of God's namesfireisset to the structures. Red
flameswarm the people solong shivering in cold and thetubes of bamboo
burst like gunfire. Brahminsor elderly persons give blessngsand put
marksof ash ontheforehead. Thehaf-burnt sticks are scattered in the
fieldsand piecesmay bebrought hometo be thrown near fruit-bearing
trees. The belief isthat the ashes and half-burnt bamboosincrease
thefertility of fieldsand gardens. Europeanswho lighted Lentern and
Midsummer firedso hadthebdief intheefficacy of ashesandembersasa
means of fertility. Some of them al so had the custom of tying bandsof
graw roundtree-trunksto render themfruitful (Frazer). Thesefirerituals
have apparently an Indo-European origin.

After themgjisand Bhelagharsare burnt peoplesit and tothe
accompaniment of kettledrumsandlargecymbasholdasession of hymn-
singing. Infact, holding of nam-prasanga or hymn-singingisanoted,
feature of thismonth of Magh, supposed to be suitablefor religious

N purposes. |nthisaspect of thefestival theinfluence of Vaishnavismis

Clear.

Thelunch taken on thisday isnot riceand curry but chira, pitha,
curd and so on. Onespecial preparation ismah-karai (mah-kare), a
combination of roasted rice black gram, sesame and pieces of ginger.
When offered for chewing it is smeared withail. Another preparationis
tekeli-pitha, salted rice powder steamed on the mouth of a small
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pitcher or even akettle. Itisakind of idli, but larger. Another kind of
preparation issunga-pitha, moist rice powder put inagreen bamboo tube
and roasted in fire. Theingredient mixed with the powder used to be

salt but now-a-days some people prefer asweet variety. InUpperAssam -

they makewhat isknownassunga-saul, the sticky borarice steamedin

abamboo tube. When donethe sticky roll is madeinto piecesand _
eaten mixed with milk and gur. In Upper Assam thereseemstobe a =

preferencefor fried Pithas.

No meat isallowed on the Domahi or Samkranti day, thelunch
being madeup of chira, curd, etc., the evening meal consists of rice
(sometimes new rice, if not taken earlier in themonthof Aghon), curry
of black gram, fried yam and so on. Next day at noonitiscustomary to
takealittleleft-over rice kept soaked in water and left-over dal. Is
the custom of eating soaked | eft-over riceamemory of thetriba habit
of drinking rice-beer?

TheKacharis, themost numeroustribe of Assam, have similar
customs, though these differ in certain features. They also tie cords
round fruit-bearing trees. They offer riceto “theflying, the sinking
and themoving”, thatis, tobirds, to fishes, and to animalslike dogs,
and pigs. Further, onthe Domahi day they put amark of water mixed with
cowdung, around their granary. On the seventh day of Magh Bihu (sxth
Magh) they again cleantheutensils, sacrificefowlsto Bathou, their god, and
goout carol singing, collecting eatables. They call thiscustom magan or
begging.

Another point
to noteisthat Kacharis consider the construction, of Bhela-ghars
(bilagur inther pronunciation) and setting fireto them to bethe specia
prerogative of cowherd boys. The boys burn the Bhelaghars before
dawn, ‘ before the crowscomeout of their nests . Theleading cowherd
whilesetting fire to the Bhelaghar in avillage startsaprayer in this
manner

Glory, glory, glory—glory to our village!

In therecitation heisaccompanied by theother boys Heprays
thet diseasemay not visittheir village, that ther villagemay befilled with
paddy and riches, that their cattle may belarge and strong like the
rhinoceros and the el ephant, that those personswho had beaten them
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even though the cattle in their charge had not eaten up the persons’
paddy may suffer longand much. Glory, glory, glory —glory totheir village!

Oreinteresting featureof thisBihuistheholding of sports likewrestling,
racing, jumping, buffalofighting, eggfighting. In earlier timesmore martial
games, like sword play and javelinthrowing were customary. From weeks
aheadyoung peopl e, used to make campson dry river banksand exercise
themselvesin the arts which were found necessary to defend theland
fromaggressors

Baking pithain bamboo tubes
(photograph : by Author)

Preparing for Bihu (tribal)
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| haveignored another Bihu, Kati Bihu, held in autumn, asafedtiva
of littlesgnificance. Ithasno publicagnificance Inthe family yard alight
isput at thefoot of the Tulasi plant and women and children singin
thismanner :

Tulasi, O Mother, Tulas,

you are Govinda' sfavourite,
whichway hasKrishnagone,
Mother, tell usquickly.

The plant is considered symbolic of Vrinda, one of the
devotees of Krishna.

Another aspect of Kati Bihu is that the ploughman does
certainthingsfor the protection of hiscrop. He plantsasmall bamboo
inthefield and lightsan earthen lamp at itsfoot. He may alsowhirl a
piece of bamboo and chant ccrtain-mantrasto protect the maturing
paddy from pests. Some persons light the akash-banti or the sky-
lamphangingfromatall bamboo. The Kacharis put lamps at the foot
of the Siju cactus, symbol of their chief god Bathou, inthe garden, at

thegranary andinthefield. Kati Bihu cannot be called afestival as
such.
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Readingwith Insight

1. TheUruka happensto be animportant aspect of Magh Bihu. Give
an elaborate account of the cel ebrations associated with Uruka.

2. Peopledonot taketheusud riceand curry onthe Domahi or Samkranti
day for their lunch. What arethe different kinds of food itemsthat
people havefor lunch on thisparticular day?

3. AlthoughtheKacharis, themost numeroustribeof Assam, havesmilar

customsliketheMagh Bihu, they differ in certain features. Describe
the manner inwhich the Kachariscel ebratetheir festival during the
time of Assamese Magh Bihu.

4. Describethedifferent kinds of sportsand martial gamesassociated

with Magh Bihu. How did the young peoplein earlier times prepare
themselvesfor participatinginthemartial arts?

5. Kati Bihu, according to theauthor, cannot be called afestival assuch.
How isKati Bihu celebratedin Assam?
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