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Meet Krupasindhu
and His Child-Wife

It was a great day in the life of Krupasindhu Mahanty
when he spoke wiih the Collector Sahib face to face for
the first time.

It was not the first time he had seen a white man. That
happened about five years before, when a Sahib came to
the High School to distribute prizes. Krupasindhu bad
marched to the dais rather shyly to receive his prize,
and had got the impression that the Sahib was very big
and very kind; and that impression stayed with him all
his life, For experience had confirmed it: an impression
of bigness; bigness of mind and body; immense sirength
and courage, immense good nature. And when he had
distributed the prizes the Sahib had made a speech, as
custom required, and Krupasindhu had heard English
spoken by an Englishman for the first time, and he had
hardly wndersiood a word,

The next tinie he saw a white man was when he went
to Calcutta for the examination. Then he had seenr many,
though he had not had occasion to speak to ihem, And
he had not only seen whitc men, but English soldiers,
marching through the streets in scarlet coats and white
helmets, He had watched them carefully, and they had
made an impression. They were not a bit like what he
supposed, They carried no swords and no spears, but
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each man had a great kmfe in a sheath, hanging from
his waist-belt and near hss left lup And on s shoulder
every man carried a clumsy brown thing. Krupasindhu
wondered what it was, and stared harder, It was a sort
of gun,

Now, Krupasindhu had seen a gun before. The Jand-
lord of their vilage had a double-barrelied gun, and used
to come once a year when the wild-fowl came to the
paddy-fields and shoot smipe  And there was an old
man 1n the wilage who had a long muzzle-loading gun
He had shot many crocoddes Once he had shot a pan-
ther and got a reward And once when dacoits came to
the village he had fired into the air to scare them away.
Since then the robbers had not troubled them, bescause
they knew that one of the villagers had a gun

So these things which the Englsh soldiers carned were
guns  That, thought Krupasindhu, explains bhow the
English had so easily conquered so many countries The
heroes of old had fought with swords and spears and
bows and arrows, but the English fought with guns Well.
it took a white man to think of a thing like that

And now Krupasindhu was to meet the Sahib face to
face, and no less 2 man than the Coliector Salub  Vacan-
cies had occurred in the Collector’s office for two ap-
prentices, and Krupasindho and many others had applied
The Collector had set them an exampation paper, and
Krupa and one Khurshed Al had got the highest marks
Khurshed Al had been a schoolfeltow of Krupa's, and
there was a warm friendship between the two boys, n
spite of the difference of rehgion But the Sahib would
not appoint them untidl he had spoken with them, and
for this they had been prepared by one of the clerks

‘He will ash you your names, your fathers’ names.
your caste, your homes and your ages, and you must be
ready to answer promptly’
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And truly the questioning had begun according to pro-
gramme.

‘What is your name?’

‘My name is Krupasindhu Mahanty.’

‘What is your father’s name?’

‘My father’s name is Madhu Sudan Mahanty.”

‘Caste?’

‘Karan.’

‘Where is your home?’

‘My home is village Basudeopur, Police Station Remna,
District Balasore.”

So far so good. But then the Sahib departed from the
programine.

‘How old are you?'

Krupasindhu stared and gaped, understanding nothing.
The Sahib repeated the question. Xrupa thought he
understood, but how to answer? He wanted to say (hat
he was not old at ail, he was quite young, but he felt that
was not the right answer. He stood silent. The Sahib
smiled a little and repeated the question in a different
form,

‘What is your age?’

The lad brightened up at once,

‘My age is nineteen years, iwo months, and three days’

The Sahib smiled again, and sat back and Iooked at
him hard for a minute At last he spoke.

*You'll do,” he said. ‘You are appointed as an appren-
tice. After a few vears, if your work is satisfactory, you
will be admitted permanently to the service of her Majesty
the Queen-Empress.’

The lad started and gaped with astonishment, and the
Sahib perceived his trouble.

“You didn’t quite understand me,” he said in a fatherly
manner. And he repeated what he had said in Oriya.

Krupasindhu had always thought of the clerks in the
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Collector’s office as the servants of the Collector. But
now he learnt that he had a chance, if he proved worthy,
to enter the service of that great, remote, almost divine
person, Shri Bharateshwar the Empress of India,

“You will join on the first of next month,” said the
Sahib. ‘Now you may go.

And Krupasindhu withdrew, swelling with pride.

When Krupasindhu left the Collector’s office he bought
some puris for his midday meal and mithai for the even-
ing meal. He then bathed in a tank, ate his puris, and
sought a shady place to rest during the heat of the day.
As soon as the sun began to sink he set out on the long
walk to his village home, and walked steadily until it
was dark. In the darkness he sat down by the side of
the road and ate his mithai, begged a drink of water at
the necarest cottage, rested a little, and then walked on
till he came to the ferry over the Old Twister. There he
slept under a tree till dawn came,

At the first sign of daylight he rose and washed his
face in the river, and then sat down on the bank unii
the ferryman was ready to make the first {rip of the day.

Oid Twister was to Krupasindhu something more than
a mere river. He had a personality. In his changing
waters—shrunken, but clear as crystal in the hot weather;
swollen and brown with silt in the rainy season—Krupa
had bathed every day of his childhood. In them he had
learned to swim and to fish. Old Twister was an old
friend, a very intimate friend, a part of his life,

Part of his life also was the humble village, hidden by
abundance of trees, which now appeared through the
morning haze as a smudge of dark green above the high
bank of Old Twister. As the boat drew nearer he began
to be able to recognize the trees: here a feathery clump
of bamboos, there a sober-coloured mango orchard.
There was the great pipal-tree where the peasants used
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to meet and gossip after the day’s work. There were
palm-trees: tall, slender coconut-palms, and short, podgy
date-palms. There were jackfruit-trees, papita-trees, and
plum-trees for food, nim-trees for medicine, and bel-trees
that gave food and medicine both, And notably there
were bananas: a great many of them, for every cottager
had a few. And, as the boat drew nearer, he began to
get here and there a glimpse of a thatched roof, and here
and there a mud wall visible throngh gaps between the
trees.

And now he was able to see clearly the flight of stone
steps leading down to the river, which was the men's
bathing-place. And a little way off he could see the
other flight of steps which was the women’s bathing-place,
and women going up the steps out of the water after
their morning wash,

Near the men’s bathing-place was the rickety wooden
landing-stage where the ferry-boat would stop. Above
it on the high bank was the little stone shrine of Mzhadeo.
All these things were to Krupasindhu parts of his life.
Together they made his home; which he loved as a man
can only love a home which has been his home cver
since he was born, and the home of his forefathers from
time immemorial.,

Because tiie current was strong the boatmen had steer-
ed for a point half a mile upstream, and now they were
idling while the boat was carried slowly downstream to
the Janding-stage. As the boat slid past the village Krupa-
sindhu stood gazing and remembering things, He was
come to a turning-point in his life, and now it was
natural that he should tur. his thoughts back and dwell
on the memeories which all these familiar sights brought
out.

First he thought of his mother. For, though he had
been but five years old when he had lost her, she was
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still his loveliest, holiest, and strongest memory: so strong
that he would sometimes say to himself, *You mustn’t
do that; Mother would not approve.’

Otf his father he thought with pride, for old Madhu
Sudan was both educated and prosperous. He cualtivated
ten acres of land, he possessed many fruit-trees, and be
often earned good silver by helping the Jandiord's ser-
vanls io write their accounts.

Next he thought of his elder brother, Dayanidhi, and
his younger brother, Haribandhu., Their father had been
careful to give them all good and holy names. Dayanidhi
means ‘merciful,” Krupasindbu means ‘full of grace,” and
Haribandhu means ‘friend of Hari,” who is Jagarnath.
And that is very important, because there is nothing like
a good name to bring a fellow good luck.

How ciearly he remembered the day when his father
bad announced that Deyanidhi was to go to school! He
had begged that he might go too.

‘May not | also learn to write, Father?' he asked.

*Certainty I shall have thee taught to write,” their father
had replied. ‘It would be a great sin if I did not, sceing
that we are by caste Karan, But thou art not yet seven
years old)’

But Krupa begged so hard, and Little Haribandhu beg-
ged that he might go too, and at last their father yielded,
and next day the three little boys trotted off to the village
school together,

A vyear later their father commanded them to write the
consonants (they had not yet begun 1o jearn the vowels)
on their slates and bring them to him to see. little Hari-
bandiru (he was not much more than a baby) produced
only a meaningless scrawl. Davyanidhi's letters were rag-
ged and unsightly, But Krupasindhu had written his
felters as clear as print

The next great event in his life was his marriage, His
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bride was only five years old and he was only ten, and
he didn’t fully understand what it was all about, but he
felt very important. And there was no end to his delight
when he saw the dainty little creature who bad been given
to him for his very own. There was never anything so
pretty, so sweet, so soft, plump, and smooth, as litte
Nirmalabala, And she had been well taught. Very grave-
ly and meekly she gathered her new white sari about
her and made namaskar to each of her new relations in
turn,

Nirmalabala soon won the heart of her father-in-faw,
who loved her as if she had been his own daughter, and
she adopted him easily and natusally as her new father.
Dayanidhi and Haribandhu she treated with great respect
as her elder brothers, but for Krupasindhu she felt no
awe. She accepted him frankly as her own particular
playmate. And Krupa found a special delight in playing
with her, There were many other little giels in the village,
but they were just ordinary little girls, whom he had
known since they were babies. This was a new little girl,
who came from another village, many kros distant, and,
what was more, she belonged particularly to him. So
the two children grew up together and loved each other
with every fibre of their little hearts and every throb of
their innocent souls.

The years of childhood passed happily in the peaceful
village, where life was constandy diversified by the succes-
sion of seasons, crops, hopes, fears, and varying activities.
Every year there was the time of great heats, when the
peasants watched eagerly for the first rain, that the plough-
ing might begin, Every year Old Twister overflowed his
banks, and sometimes he drowned some of the paddy,
and sometimes all of it. And then the rains would abate,
and the floods would subside, and the peasants would
wait eagerly for the later rain to fill the ears in the paddy.
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Then came the cold weather and the harvest, and the
sowing of rabi crops for those who had land that was too
high and dry for paddy, and the time of repairing the
thatch and rebuilding the mud walls which the rains had
damaged, and the rabi harvest, and the mango season,
and again the great heats and the time of idieness, when
the peasants amused themselves with theatricals and gam-
bling until the rain should come and set them 1o work in
the fields again. All these years Krupasindhu was happy
in the constant variety of the peasant’s life. In the vil-
lage school be was taught to read and write, and he
learnt all about cultivation without being taught, and his
leisure he spent with Nimmalabala, and they went fishing
together, and he taught her to swim,
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Boyhood—A Stranger
Comes to the Village

Now, when Krupasindhu had been taught to read and
write Oriya, and to do simple sums, and the beginnings
of history and geography, his father sent him to the High
School, where he had sent Dayanidhi the year before.
But he did not send Haribandhu, because he meant him
to stay at home and cultivate the family holding,

The nearest High Schoo! was in another village at a
distance of six kros, and there Krupasindhu and his
brother, with five other boys, lived in a little hostel kept
by one of the masters. And they began to learn English
and Sanskroot and all the other things that are necessary
for the matriculation examination of the University of
Calcufta. Every year they came home twice for the
holidays, and Krupa spent his time swimming and fishing
and playing with Nirmalabala.

But as the years passed he began to look on Nirmala
with new eyes, and to think of her with new thoughts.
She also became self-conscious, and sometimes she put
on her sarl like a grown woman, so as 1o conceal the
upper part of her body. And, therefore, the children
went less often to fish from the bank of Old Twister,
where all the village could see them, Instead they loved
rather to take long rambles across the fields, and to seck
quiet spots where they could sit together unobserved.
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And Krupa used to thrust his hand under her sari to
feel if her breasts were beginning to grow,

When Krupa was fifteen years old he came home for
the holidays as usual, but when he thought that he was
goimg to meet his wife again he felt a new thrill. So be
began to think if he knew of a secret spot where he could
take her and play with her and no one would intrude.
Then he remembered that there was, not far from the
village, an old deserted ruined monastery around which
jungle was grown thick. Nirmala and he, in the course
of one of their rambles, had explered the jungle, as
children would, and found in the midst a smooth grassy
spot. On all sides it was hidden by thick jungle, and
above it was roofed over by the joining of the branches
of the trees.

Herc he took Nirmala one day when the rest of the
family was dozing after the midday meal, and they crept
through the jungle to their secret spots and lay down on
the grass and took off their clothes, and so played to-
gether ail the afternoon. And as they played they
twined their limbs together and delighted each other with
the touch of their smooth, warm bodies. But at last
Krupa rolled over on his back, satiated and exhausted,
and a fecling of great peace came over him, and he went
to sleep.

But Nirmala rested a little while, and when she saw
that her husband was asleep she got up and put her sari
on and walked home. And she was frightened because
there was blood on her sari,

And when Krupasindhu woke up he put his dhoti on
and began to walk home joyous and triumphant. But
when he came in sight of the house he began to feel a
little abashed. H.: knew that his mother would not have
approved, becairs hic gowna ceremony had not yet been
performed. Bul s father took it casily enough. He
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sent Nirmala back to her parents at once, Then he
sent for the family priest and asked him to fix an auspi-
cious date for the gowna, but the priest said the season
was passed, and the youngsters must wait till next year.
The patting and the waiting grieved Krupa, but he
would endure anything for Nirmalabala, becausc they
loved each other now with the whole of their hearts and
their souls, and their bodies, too,

And the end of the holidays came, and Krupa went
back to school, But when he came in sight of the
schoolhouse it seemed to him that everything was differ-
ent, but really nothing was different, it was he who was
different. He was no longer a child,

Next year the gowna ceremony was performed, and
Nirmala came back to her new home, which was now
to be her home for the rest of her life. And very joyful
was the meeting of Nimmnalabala and her husband, be-
cause she would never go away again, and now they
were allowed to sleep together and play at love when-
ever they liked,

It was during these holidays that a stranger came to the
village, and Krupasindhu got his first taste of politics.

The villagers were sitting under the pipal-tree at sunset
when the stranger came and sat before them and began
to falk. He talked about Magna Charta, and the English
Parliament, and King Charles, who had had his head cut
off, and King James, who had been driven into exile,
and many of those present had never heard of these
matters and did not know what the siranger meant,
Krupasindhe had read about all these things at the High
School, but he did not know what the stranger was driv-
ing at any more than the rest. For it had never cccutred
to him that these events might concern him in any way.
It had never occurred to him that it was of any use to
learn about them, except that it was necessary for the
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purpose of passing exams. So he listened intently, won~
dering what was coming next.

*The English,’” the stranger said, ‘will not submit to be
ruled by anybody, but they rule themselves by means of
men whom they choose for that purpose. They are a
free people. But we are not free. We are ruled by the
Sahibs, And naturally the English who come to Bharat
to rule us are not willing to give up their power and their
places and their fat salarics, But the English who are in
England are generous, and they love freedom for them-
selves, and, therefore, they will give us our freedom too,
if-only we can make them understand that it is right that
they should do so. For surely we have as much right to
rule ourselves as they have. It is not right that we
should be ruled by foreigners, as if we were slaves.

‘Where do you come from?’ asked Madhu Das the
village accountant,

‘I come from Hijli in the district of Midnapur,’ the
stranger replied,

“Then curse you for a foreigner,” said Madhu Das, and
he spat at the stranger's feet.

“There are too many of these fat foreigners in our land
of Utkal,’ said Krushto Mahapatra, who had spent all his
life looking for a job and bad never found one, ‘Bengalis
come from the north, and Telugus come from the south,
and they take the bread out of our mouths, Why can’t
you stay in your own country and leave us in peace?’

There was a group of low-caste men who sat a little
apart. One of them stood up and asked to be heard.
He was a tall man with broad shoulders and very large
hands.

‘Who is this low-caste fellow,” said the stranger, ‘who
presumes to speak in an assembly of gentlemen?

‘I am a fisherman,’ he replied, ‘and a better man than
any fat Bengali sala.’
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‘The fisherman is an honest man,’ said Madhu Das.
‘Let us hear him.

‘Listen, my masters,” said the fisherman, ‘When the
Victorious B.italions came to Orissa and the Mabmattas
fled before them, all the fishermen got boats ready to
carry the soldiers across the rivers. And first they came
to the Chilka Lake, and the fishermen ferried them across.
Then they marched inland till they came to Katjuri
river, and there all the fishermen had collected boats,
and they ferried the Victorious Battalions across, all at
once, together with their baggage. And the Victorious
Battalions marched quickly to the great fort and took it
Then the Commander of the Victorious Battalions ordered
that the fishermen should be given jagirs, and their
descendants hold them still. My father-in-law is one of
the jagirdars, and he is a prosperous man and eats good
rice. He has boats and nets, and he also has good
jagir land, for which he pays no rent. And if ever the
Sahibs require boats to ferry their soldiers across the
rivers we fishermen wil supply them, and we are con-
tented with the Sahibs, and we do not want to be ruled
by anyone else’

‘Have you not heard,’ said Janardhan Jethi the silver-
smith, ‘how it was in the days of Mahratta Sardars?
What oppression was done in the land of Utkai? In
those days no rtich man dared to eat ghee, for the
Mahrattas would come and pour water on his cooking-
pots, and if they were greasy they would dig up the
floor of his house and pull out the thatch until they
found the place where his silver was hidden. And if
they could not find it they would torture him uniil he
told them. But if his cooking-pots were not greasy they
wouid think him a2 poor man, and pass on.’

‘And have you not heard,” said another, ‘how it was in
the Garhjat? [ know, because my daughter is married
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n the Bluge Mountain, and her father-in-law has told me.
Nowadays, when a Raja dies, las son succeeds hime with-
out trouble But i the days of the Sardars the succes-
sion went by favour and bribery, and that 15 how n
most of the States sons of siave-girls became Rajas’

*What were you Bengalis doing,” asked Krushto Maha-
patra, ‘when all these oppressions were being done 1 our
country? Why didn’t you come with Victorious Batta-
hons and dehver us from the Sardars?’

Su the stranger gave 1 up a5 a bad job and went away
But Krupasindhu pondesed what he bad heard, and
deaided that pohiics was 4 bad thing  All the rest of s
Iife he would have nothing to do with u

Next year Krupasindhu's first child was born He was
at school at the bme and hs father wrote and told him
all about it Poor hitle Nirmalabala had laboured three
mights and three days, and they had given up hope of
her hfe  Yet she hved. and the child lived too, but she
was very weak and migbt not hwve long

As soon as he had read the letter Krupasindhu went
to the Headmaster and begged three days’ leave Then
he went to the Poctor Babu who kept a little dispensary
near the school and promsed him a big fee and took
him with him At first the neighbours objected that it
was not proper that a man doctor should sce a young
married woman of high caste, but Krupasindhu would
net bisten to them, and his father supported lom  When
the Doctor Babu had seen her he camc out and made
his report

‘She 15 very weak, he saud, ‘but T think she will five
She must rest on her bed for a full month, and you must
get a maidservant to do all the work for her Then she
will bive, but T do not think she will ever concene again,
and f she does she will die”

‘Why is this?' said Krupa, weemng bitterly  “fs #t a
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new thing that a young woman should give birth to a
child?

*What 1s the lady's age?” the Doctor Babu asked,

‘She 15 not quite thirteen,” Madhu Sudan replied,

“That is why,” said the Doctor Babu. ‘She 1s loo
young for chudbearing’

So Madhu Sudan borrowed money from fanardhan
Iethi and paid the Doctor Babu, and ared an old widow
woman for a servant.

The child was 2 girl, and they called her Nishibala, and
they all loved her dearly

And Krupa went back to school withh a heavy heart.

Next year Krupasindhu went 10 Caleutta for the Matri-
culation exam His brother had passed the year before,
and Dayamidhi was an 1dle boy who had often played
truant io go fislng  But he was clever, and after all he
had passed his exam very wel  This gave Krupasndbuo
great confidence, for he had studied dihgently. and surely
he could do as well as Dayanidli And so he did

When the hsts were out, and he hnew that he had
passed, Krupasindhu thought it proper that he should go
to the landlord, as Dayanidhu had done the year before,
to pay his respects and recnve lis congratulatons  So
Krupa wenl. and his father went with lum.

Now, Jadunath Mahapatra, then landlord, was an old-
fashioned man. gnd very courteous, and he greeled them
well  After all, Madhu Sudan was a good tenant, who
was setdom more than oue ycar in arrcars with hiy rent.
But s son Somuath Mahapatra, was proud  After the
necessary giecnes and complunents Jadunath put a po-
hte guestion to Madhue Sudan

In what subpect did vour son distingussh bamself??

‘In Fnghsh ” rephed Madhu Sudan

T can speek tnghsh fluenty ° said Krupasindhu

Then he addressed hunsell 10 Somnath, because they
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were both of the same age and they were of the same
caste, and he did not see why he should not treat him as
an equal.

‘Can you speak English, Somnath Babu?" he asked.

*Am I a poor man's son,’ Somnath replied, ‘that I
should trouble to learn the language of monkeys?’

‘I have not had my son educated,’ said Jadunath,
*because it isn’t necessary. He will inherit my estate,
and will not bave to seek employment. But for young
men who are less fortunately situated, it is very useful
and very meritorious to Jearn English.’

Then Madhu Sudan and Krupasindhu tobk their leave,
But Krupasindhu felt that Somnath had been insolent,
and he resented it, and determined to remember it against
him.

On their way home Krupasindhu questioned his father
about his future,

*Will you send me to college now, Babu, so that I may
take a degree and become a Deputy Collector?

‘No, my son. That would be very expensive, and after
all you would only get two or three hundred rupecs a
month. You shall be a clerk in the Collector’s office.
You will get less pay, but you will make more money,
and I shall not have to get into debt. I have thought
it all out after worshipping the village goddess. Your
brother Dayanidhi I shall put into the police. He is a
scamp and a lar, and will make a very good policeman.
Your brother Haribandhu will stay at home and culti-
vate our ancestral holding, and he and his wife will nutse
me in my old age.’

And so it was. Dayanidhi was soon appointed a sub-
inspector of police on probation, and Krupasindhu stayed
at home for a year, nursing his beloved wife, and not
neglecting to keep up his studies until vacancies occurred
in the Collector's office. And now he bad secured one
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of the vacancies, and was going home to receive the felici-

tations of all the village,
So the ferry-boat camez to the landing-stage, and Krupa-

sindhu leapt ashore, and walked home with his head in
the air.
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Krupa Becomes an
Apprentice in the
Collector’s Office

When the proper time came Krupasindhu proceeded to
Balasore to begin to work in the Collecior's office. But
first he arranged to share a lodging with two of the junior
clerks who were also Mahantys, and as they were drawing
small pay they kept no servant and took it in turns to do
the cooking, Next morning he put on a mew shirt and
a pew dhoti and went to work at the Cutcherry for the
first tme; but on the way he called at the lodging of the
head clerk and tendered the customary offering,

The head clerk, who was also a Mahanty, bade him
wait and go with him, so that he might show him where
to go and what to do, and Krupasindhu felt that he had
gained a friend and patron,

When he arrived at the Cutcherry the head clerk set
him to work in the English office beside his friend Khur-
shed Al. Al day long he worked making fair copies
of letters in his best handwriting, for typewriters were not
then known at Balasore, Then he helped the dispatching
clerk to get the letters which the Sahib had signed ready
for the post, and after that the files that were ready to
go to the Sahib for orders were put in a great waterproof
sack and sent to his bungalow, and most of the clecks
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went home. But Krupasindhu did not dare to go till the
head clerk gave him leave, and the head clerk was still
working. Presently be called him and said, ‘Here is an
urgent file which was not ready 10 be sent to the Collecior
with the rest. Take it to his bungalow, and don’t be
late to-morrow morning.’

So Krupasindhu took the file, and walked to the Col-
lecior’s bungalow and made it over to the orderly n
waiting, When he began 1o walk back to his lodging 1t
was already dark, and as he walked along a deserted road
a police constable suddenly appeared out of the darkness
and stopped him and demanded ecight annas,

‘Why should I pay eight annas?’ Krupasindhu asked.

‘Because you have committed 2 nwisance by the side of
the road,’ said the constable, ‘and that is an offence under
Act 57

‘But I haven't, said Krupasindhu.

“Will the magistrate believe you or me?” said the con-
stable,

‘I am also a Government Servant,” said Krupasindhu.

*What is your appointment?’

‘T am an apprenuce 1n the Collector’s office.’

“u that case.” said the constable, ‘it will be four annas”

S0 Krupasindhu paid and passed on And as he went
he pondered on what had happened, and made up hiy
mind to learn how to make money.

For a year Krupasindhu continued to work dihgently,
doing the simplest of the routine work, sometimes 1 one
department and somteimes 1 another  And whenever he
could get three days off he went home to see s father
and his beloved wife. This <hould indeed have been a
bappy year, but it brought hum his first sorrow,

Nermalabala seemed to have recovered her health and
strength, and she was pregnant again, but when her time
came she had not strength to bring forth, and she died.



20 Indirn Ink

Krupa got the news in a letter from his father, and wept
all night and all the next day and was absent from office
without permission. But when the Collector heard the
reason he forgave him at once.

When he bad wept {ill be could not weep any more
Krupasindhu went back to work, and a steady gloom
settied upon him. He had lost the little woman whom
he had loved so truly. He had lost the half of his life,
and he was only twenty years old. How would he live
another twenty, it might be another forty years? But
he still had litile Nishibala to provide for. Henceforth
he thought less of happiness and more of promotion and
making money,

And when the year drew wearily to its end he was offi-
ciating in a vacancy, and drawing a clerk’s pay and not
only the subsistence allowance of an apprentice, and he
had a little money in his pocket. And when he went to
the Collector's bungalow with an urgent file he some-
times met the Collector's wife and her little girl, who
was just the same age as Nishibala. The Memsahib was
always very polite to him, and the little girl was very
friendly. When he salaamed to the child she would
imitate him exactly, so that her mother laughed. The
child seemed to know instinctively that he was a father
and had a little girl of his own. He began to love the
child, and brought her garlands of flowers. And the
Memsahib always spoke kindly to him.

But when he saw this child so happy with her mother
he began to feel that it was very hard that his listle one
had no mother, and very hard that he who was vet so
young should have done with love und getting children.
And he began to have strange moods and sulky tempers.
But when his friends urged him to marry again, and
pointed out that he was a high-caste Hindu, and bad not
yet begotten a son, he would not listen to them: some
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day perhaps, before he got too old, but not yet,

But his moods got more troublesome, and he turned
quarrclsome, and he dreamed terrible dreams, and dis-
gusting lustful dreams, and his health suffered znd his
work suffered, fill one day Khurshed Al took him in
hand.

‘Come out with me this evening, Krupa,” he said; *you
need cheering up, Come with me, and [ will show you
some sport.’

Krupa went withk him, And first they went to the grog-
shop and drank some daru. There were many people
there, talking and laughing, and Krupa began to feel
merry. And he drank more daru, and began to feel reck-
fess. And Khurshed Ali said, *Come away now and I
will show you something else.’

Then they went out of the grog-shop and walked down
a side-street until they came to a house that had a large
veranda in front. On the veranda were three very young
girls sitting on a bench. They sat with their hands folded
in their laps, staring straight before them and taking no
notice of anybody. There was also a large man on the
veranda, walking vp and down. The upper part of his
body was bare, showing great muscles on his shoulders
and chest, and Krupa felt a litle afraid of him, But the
man sgoke civilly enough,

“This is the place for young gentlemen,” he said, ‘Come
in, and fear nothing.’

The two young men stepped on to the veranda, and
Krupa looked at the three girtls. The first had a2 face
that meant nothing, as if it had been carved out of wood.
The second had a sulky look, as if she was discontented
with her lot, Bot the third had a wistful Jook, as if she
longed for some one to pity her. Krupa chose the third,
and she smiled at him very sweetly, and took him by the
hand and led him indoors.
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After that Krupa visited the girl with the wistful look
every week, When he was tired she would massage his
legs, and if his head ached she would put scent on his
temples and rub them gently with the tips of her slender
fingers. Always he came away refreshed. So his uneasi-
ness passed quickly, and he went about smiling and
happy, and slept well and worked well, and everybody
liked him.

So another year passed. But during this time several
vacancies had occurred, and apprentices had been ap-
pointed (o fill them, and now Krupasindhu was the senior
apprentice,

Then one of the clerks ook his pension and retired,
and Krupasindhu hoped that the Collector would appoint
him in the vacancy, Now it happened that the head clerk
who was a friend of Krupasindho was dead and a Bengali
had been appointed in his place, and Krupa could hope
for no help from him, And the record keeper went to
the Collector and pointed out that the man who had re-
tired was a Mohammedan and could read Persian, and as
there were Persian records in the record-room it was
necessary to appoint a Persian-knowing man in his place.
And so Khurshed Al was appointed and not Krupasindhu.

At this the Oriya clerks were greaily displeased, and
they blamed the head clerk, whoe was a Bengali, One
by one they spoke to Krupasindhu about it, and one
suggested a meeting, and for greater secrecy Krupa arran-
ged that they should meet in the room of the girl with
the wistful look.

When they were met Bhagaban Mahapatra, one of the
clerks in the English office, spoke first,

“These cursed foreigners,’ he said, ‘are ruining our
country. They get all the best jobs. The head clerk is
a Bengali, and se is the serishtadar, and so are the {rea-
surer and the nazir and the accountant. The record
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keeper is a Mohammedan and the tanzi navis is a Moham-
medan, The Excise head clerk is a Telugu, Not one of
the heads of departmenis is an Oriya. But we all know
Haridas Bose takes bribes. Let us take steps to get rid
of him.

Haridas Bose was the head clerk, and Bhagaban
Mabapatra hoped to be appointed in his place. It seem-
ed te Krupasindhu a good idea, for then there would be
a vacancy in the English office and he would get it.

‘We might do it this way,” said Brajananda Das, who
was one of the clerks who shared a lodging with Krupa-
sindhe, ‘One of us will go to Haridas Babu, as if from
a party, and offer him a bribe, Haridas Babu will de-
mand more, there will be an aliercation, the witnesses
wil come to see what the noise is about, and they will
report it to the Sahib.’

‘When you are older,” said Bhagaban Mahapatra, “per-
haps you will have more sense, Do you suppose Haridas
will trust any of us? He will know at once that it is a
trap. No. We must send a Bengali to him.’

‘But where will you find a Bengali,’ Brajananda Das
objected, ‘who will side with us against one of his own
countrymen?’

‘I will tell you,” said Krupasindhu. ‘I have noticed that
there are certain Bengali familics who call themselves
domiciled Bengalis. Now, thete is Babu Manmatho Nath
Sen, The family has been settled in Orissa since the time
of the Moghuls, They have almost forgotten how to
speak Bengali, they worship the same gods as we do, and
they hate the new immigrants as much as we hate them.
He will gladly join us.’

‘He is a pimp and a pleaders’ tout,” said Brajananda
Das. “will Haridas Babu trust him?”

‘Because he is a rascal,” said Krupasindhu, ‘he is just
the right man for the job, He will go to Haridas Babu
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and speak to him in Bengali. And whom should a party
employ to negotiate a bribe but a rascally tout?”

*Krupa Babu is right, said another, ‘but how to find
a party? We might get help from one of the police offi-
cers who is a Mabanty.

‘Take no help from the police,” said Bhagaban Maha-
patra. ‘They will do nothing without payment. Man-
matho Babu will do it because he hates the newcomers,
and if he demands payment he will not expect much.’

Now the girl, who, after she bad served the gentlemen
with pan supari, had been sitting very quiet and demure,
vegrured (o speak.

‘1 will find you a party,” she said, ‘I know all the law-
yers’ touts. First they take the parties to a lawyer, and
then they bring them here, And sometimes they come
here first, and then the lawyers to whom we send them
pay us.’

Among those present was an old mohurric who, be-
cause he had litile English, could only work in those de-
partments where a knowledge of English was not neces-
sary But if he had little English he had much experience.

‘Brothers,’ he said, ‘vou dont want a party. In any
case, the party will deny that he sent the tout to offer a
bribe, and whether the denial is true or not, nobody will
believe it. It is better that the party should know nothing
about it. All you want is a case.’

‘T will find you a case,” said the girl,

A week later Krupasindhu went to her and asked if
she had found out anything,

“Yes,' she said, ‘I have found you a very good case.
Listen, and I will tell you, There is one Jagarnath Parida
who has a great estate. His father was an obscure person
who made a fortune as a moneylender, When Jagarnath
Babu inherited the estate he became ambitious.  First, by
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fiattering the officials and giving much money to charities.
he got the title of Rai Sahib., Then, desiring a higher
title, he offered half a lakh to add a new wing to the
hospital. Well, the new wing was built, and he got the
title of Rai Bahadur. But there was something which
the Collector Sahib who recommended him for this title
did not know, When the contract for building the new
wing was to be given out Jagarnath Babu submitted a
tender in the name of one of his servants, and by spend-
ing a little money he obtained the contract. In this way
he saved the contractor’s profit, which was not less than
a quarter of the price. When the Sahib heard of this
he was very angry, and said that Jagarnath Babu had
obtained the title of Rai Bahadur by cheating. And he
wrote a confidential note, saying that this person shouid
on no account be recommended for any higher title. Now
the season for recommendations for titles is approaching,
and Jagarnath Babu hopes to be recommended for the
title of Raja, for which purpose he has spent much money
on good works and flattered the Collector Sahib very
skilfully, And we have now a new Sahib who knows
nothing of the confidential note, and he likes Jagamath
Babu, Now, if the note is put up to him he will not re-
commend him, but if it is withheld he will be none the
wiser, and Jagarnath will get what he wants.’

‘And I can guess where the note is,” Krupasindhu said.
‘It must be in the file in which are the papers relating to
the granting of titles, and that file is in the confidential
almirah in the English office, and Haridas Babu keeps
the key. It all depends on Haridas Babu. It will only
be natural if Jagarnath Babu sends a man to offer him
a bribe, Sweethedrt, your intelligence is equal 1o your
goodness, and your goodness is only surpassed by your
beauty.’
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Krupasindhu went next morning and told Bhagsban
Mahapatra what the girl had tolkd him, and Bhagaban
Babu sent for Manmatho Nath Sen, and all arrangements
were made 10 lay a trap for Haridas Bose.
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The Oriya Clerks
Set a Trap for the
Bengali Head Clerk

This is how the Oriya clerks laid a trap for Haridas Bose
and caught him.

Manmatho Nath Sen, the tout, went to Haridas Babu's
lodging carly in the morning before it was time to go (o
office, and found him sitting on the veranda facing the
sircet.  And afier greetings he explained his buosiness.

‘The ume is at hand,” he said, ‘when the Collector Sahib
will submut his recommendations for granting new titles.
Rai Jagarnath Panda Bahadur hopes to be recommended
for the e of Raja’

‘Why not? Handas Babu replied, *He will no doubt
do what 15 customary, and Y will remind the Collector
Salub about him.

‘Babu. it will not be enough to remind the Salib. There
is a reason why he will not be recommended unless vou
help him.”

“What 15 that?”

“There 1 a confidential note that the Tast Collector Jeft
tor the effoct that Rar Bahadur should not be recommend-
ed for ans hecher title You could suppress that note”

[nd Rar Bahadur send vou 1o me”

*Yes  He will pay five hundred rupees”
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Now Haridas Babu was a well-cducated person, and
ac first he controfled his temper and answered cafmly and
in 2 refined manner,

‘Does Rai Bahadur keep an elephamt?

‘Certainly he keeps an elephant He is a very tich man.’

‘Then go and tell him to take his money to the elephant
and push it inside,’

‘Indeed, Babu, is that a message that one gentlernan
<€an carty to another?’

‘And, indeed, does that pock-stricken upstart think an
honourable genteman will do such a thing as he requires
for a paliry sum of five bundred rupees?

Babu," the tout replied, ‘Rai Bahadur is a very respect-
able man with a great estate, and it is a privilege to do
him a favour, and who are you that you should not be
content with five hundred rupees?’

At this Haridas Babu began to lose his temper and spoke
without refincment,

‘Son of a hatlot, sala! Did you come here to insult me?
Take care, or I will report you to the Sahib for a tout.”

Then Manmatho Babu also raised his voice so that the
witnesses might hear.

*Alas, Babu! please to control your mouth when you
speak 10 a bhadralok.”

‘Did you say bhadra or bhadua?

At this mement two of the Oriya clerks who had been
chosen to be witnesses showed themselves. They had
been waiting round the corner of the street, and now
come up, as if they had happened to be passing, and
stood below the veranda,

“What is the matter, Haridas Babu?’ one of them ask-
ed. *Has this tout been insulting you?’

*Yes, said Haridas Babu. ‘He has been so insolent as
to offer me a paltry bribe.’
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‘Is five hundred rupees a paltry sum?’ asked Manmatho
Babu,

‘If it is only a matter of spending money,” said cne of
the Oriyas, ‘surely that can be arranged among gentlemen.”

‘Bavu has spoken rightly,’ said the tout, ‘If five hundred
is not enough, perhaps Jagarnath Babu will give more.
I will ask him to give a thousand.’

‘For what you want me to do I would not take less than
five thousand.”

‘Perhaps he will give twelve hundred.”

‘I will not listen to you. I say five thousand, Not a
pice less.”

‘Five thousand rupecs is a great deal of money,’ said
a gentle, refined voice.

All turned round in surprise. It was Qazi Sahib, who
had joined the gronp vnperceived. Qazi Sahib was a
pious and venerable old man who bad nothing in the
world to do but to celebrate Mobhammedan marriages and
recad prayers. He lived on a small pension which had
been granted to his family in the time of his grandfather
for some service rendered to the Victorious Battalions.

Manmatho Babu saw at once that it was a stroke of
tuck that Qazi Sahib bad turned up, because he was a
very respectable man, and the Collector would belicve
whaltever be said.

‘I offered this gentleman five hundred rupees, Qazi
Sahib,’ the tout said, ‘for a certain service, and h¢ says
he will not take less than five thousand.

‘I heard him say it said Qazi Sahib,

‘Go and read your prayers, Qazi Sahib,’ said Haridas
Babu, *You are a3 holy man, and money matters are not
your concern.’

‘1 heard you demand five thousand rupees,’ said the
Qazi, ‘and I say that five thousand rupees is a great deal
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of money. But, as you say, il is no concern of mine, I
am going to read prayers.

‘Well, well,” said the tout, when the Qazi was gone, *1
will go to the party concerned and tell him what you say,
and let us see how much he will give’

So the tout went one way and the two Qriyas went
another. And the tout went straight to Bhagaban Babu,
and Bhagaban Babu took him with him and went to the
Collector, and the Collector took down his statement.
And he sent for the two Orivas and took their statements.
And he sent for the Qazi and took his statement. And
then he drew up proceedings against Haridas Babu and
placed him under suspension and ordered Bhagaban Babu
to act as head clerk in his place.

And the Collector held an enquiry, and allowed Haridas
to cross-cxamine the witnesses, but he failed to shake
their testimony, because most of it was true. And he
called the Rai Bahadur as a defence witness, and he
deposed that he had mever spoken to Manmatho Babu,
which was true, but the Collector did not believe it. And
when he had completed his enquiry the Collector dismiss-
ed Haridas from Goverpment Service for demanding a
bribe,

And Haridas Bose retired to his native Jand with his
savings and bought an estate, And he lived out his life
in ease and dignity, and was greatly respected by all his
necighbours, ‘Then Bhagaban Mahapatra was appointed
head clerk in place of Haridas Bose, and all the clerks in
the English office were moved up one, and a vacancy was
left at the bottom of the list, and Krupasindhu was ap-
pointed to fill the vacant place,

Thus Krupasinchu was admitted permanently into the
service of Shri Bharateshwar, and he wrote at once and
told his father, And his father was very pleased and
proud,
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And Krupasindhu was glad that his father was pleased,
and he was glad that he had got a permanent job. And
by this time everybody in the town knew him, and they
all treated him with respect, because he was a Govern-
ment Servant,

Not long after this the Easter holidays came, and Krupa.
sindhe went home to his village. And it happened that
there was a village meeting that day. It was the season
when there is no work to do in the fields, and the meet-
ing was heid to decide how the villagers would amuse
themselves. And some were for one thing and some for
another, but the majority voted for a gamble.

The next thing to do was to elect two men to be com-
plainznts. ~And first they elected Bhikhari Charan Patnaik,
who was a fairly well-to-do peasant, and he expressed his
willingness to serve. Then they elected Krupasindhu, but
he stood up in the meecting—a thing he had never dared
do before—and protested.

‘Neighbours,® he said, ‘I have recently been appointed a
clerk in the office of the Mapistrate-Collector, and it will
ill become me, as a Government Servant, to take a lead-
ing part in fictitious litigation. And i the Sahib finds out
that I filed a false case only to give my neighbours some-
thing te bet on, he will certainly dismiss me from the
service, and that will be a disgrace to the whole village.
Therefore I beg you to ¢xecuse me.)’

Then Madhu Sudan stood up and supported his son.

‘My son has been very fortunate to secure an appoint-
ment in the service of Government, and he will rise to
be a great man and he will be a credit to the village. But
if he gets the name of being a litigant and a promoter of
false cases his career will be spoilt from the beginning.

*Who is Krupasindhu,” said one of the villagers, ‘that
he should break the customn of the village?’

Then Krupasindhu stood up again.



32 Indian Ink

‘Neighbours,” he said, “if you will let me off this time
I will do one thing for yon, I will take the complainants
to the best lawyers in the town and see that their petitions
are properly written, and I will do it better than any of
the touts, and I will charge you nothing for it.’

Then the villagers decided o excuse Krupasindhu be-
cause he was a Government Servant, and they chose Braja
Mohan Patnaik in his place. And each complainant
chose seven wilnesses,

When Krupasindhu went back to Balasore the com-
plainants and the witnesses went with him. And he bade
them wait in an orchard on the outskirts of the town
while he went in search of the lawyers. He went to the
mukhtarkhana, where mukhtars sit who practise in the
magistrates” courts, and told the mukhtars that he had
brought a complainant and a counter-complainant. And
he sold the complainant to the highest bidder and the
counter-complainant to the next highest bidder. Then
he went back to the orchard and collected the complain-
ants together with their witnesses and took them and de-
livered them to the lawyers to whom he had sold them.

And Krupasindhu was very pleased because he had
made some money for the first time. And, indeed, he
was glad of the money, because being newly appointed a
member of the permanent establishment, his first month’s
pay was the customary perquisite of the head clerk.

But he was yet more pleased that his necighbours had
treated him with respect and exempted him from service
as complainant because he was a Government Servant.
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Krupa Learns to
Make Money—
His Second Marriage

Now, Krpasindhu and his two messmates, being more
prosperous, hired a Brahmin boy to cook for them, and
they were able to give all their thoughts to their work.
And Krupasindhu worked diligently for four years, and
his life was peaceful and regular. Most of the time he
worked in the English office, but sometimes he was sent
to work in other departments, and gradually he learnt
the routine of almost every part of the office of the District
Magistrate and Collector.

Three times a year he used 1o go home—Ior the Easter
Holidays, the Puja Holidays, and the Christmas Holidays
—and this was enough for him, and he never took any
feave, At these times he vsed to sce his father and his
brother Haribandhu, and sometimes his brothet Daya-
nidhi, who was now a junior sub-inspector of police, and
his brothers’ wives and children and his daughter, Nishi-
bala.

It was always a pleasure to him (o revisit all the familiar
places: the ghat where he used to go down to bathe in
Old Twister {(and where he had Jearnt to swim) and the
shring of the village goddess, and the great square well
which they called the Mahratta Well because 1l was square,
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and not round like the wells that ordinary people
build.

But now the pleasure of revisiting all the familiar places
was tinged with sadness because his dear Nirmalabala,
who had been the delight of his boyhood, was no longer
there. Sometimes the familiar places brought back the
memory of her so strongly that he could not but weep.
And though the old home was now filled with the merry
noise of his brothers’ children, yet there was sadness
about it; for both his brothers had lost their first wives,
and for the same reason, because they had begun child-
bearing too young, But now his brothers were both
married again.

Krupasindhu was doubtful whether the pleasure of re-
visiting his village home was not exceeded by the sadness,
and when the time came to go back to his work, to the
busy, regular, peaceful life of a clerk, he used to go
gladly enough.

All day long he used to work, and in the evenings he
amused himself with other junior clerks, smoking and
gossiping and listening to music, And sometimes he used
to visit the girl with the wistful look. And for his bealth's
sake he used to go for walks, but he gave up fishing,
because it made him think of Nirmalabala.

The regularity and security of his life gripped him,
and almost compelled him to be happy, whether he
would or no, He felt that it was better not to disturb
and upset himself by going home too often. Therefore
he decided that in future he would not go home for the
Easter Holidays, which were short, but only for the
Christmas Holidays and the Pujas. Instead he asked
Haribandhu fo write once a month and teli him the news.

And when Krupasindhu had completed five years'
service as a clerk, bestdes his apprenticeship. the zun-
licence clerk happened to die, and Krupasindhu was ap-
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pounted 1n hus place And thuis was done on the recom-
mendation of Bhagaban Babu, who had been his friend
and patron since the affarr of Handas Bose At this
Krupasindhu was very pleased, because he knew that it
was a place i which 1t was casy to make money Only
he did not know how to begn  He rmght have found out
by asking some of the semor clerks, but he would not
trust them He thought it more prudent {o find out {or
himself, and first 1t was necessary to learn the routine

Now, the routine was hike this At the scason of re-
newal of gun licences, which was just before the Chnst-
mas Heolidays, the officers in charge of police stations
used to repori if they had any objection to anybody's
licence being renewed And when an application for re-
newal was recetved Krupasindbu would put o up to the
Deputy Magistrate and if there was no objection he would
renew it as a matter of course And with each such ap-
plication Krupasindhu received a small gratity  But
when some one applied for a new licence the order was
passed not by the Deputy Magsstrate but by the District
Maanstrate umsell  Fust Krupasindhu had to examine
the application and see that 1t was 1n order, and then he
would put 1t up to the Deputy Magistrate with a note
and the Deputy Magstrate would write a remark and
send 1t to the Distnict Magistrate He would sometimes
reject it at once, sometimes grant it at once and some-
times order an enqury by the police  When he had
ordered the licence to be granted the applicabon came
back to Krupasindhu and he wrote out the licence and
sent 1t to the Sahib for sienature When the Sahib had
signed i, 1t came back to Krupasindhu and lay in a
drawer 1 his desk until the Licensee called for 1t

Mow this seemed to Krupasindhu 1o be the time to
make monev  So. when the Sahib had granted a ecun
Iicence to a mich voung zenundar and his agent came to
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get it, Krupasindhu told him it was not ready.

And when the agent came a second time, he said, ‘The
Sahib is overwhclmed with work, and there are many
papers lying on his table awaiting signature.’

And when the agent came a third time he got the
same answer. But that evening he came to Krupasindhu's
lodging.

‘Krupa Babu,” he said, ‘I am come to enquire about
my master’s gun licence. Do you think it will be ready
tomorrow?’

As he spoke he pulled a bundle of ten-rupee notes
out of his pocket and banded it to Krupasindhu, Krupa-
sindhu counted the notes and found there were only five.

‘The Sahib is very busy, he said. ‘I do not think it
will be ready to-morrow.” And he banded back the
bundle of notes.

The man pulled some more notes out of his pocket
and counted them, and handed the bundte to Krupasindhu.

‘Babu,” he said, ‘dont you think you could get it
signed to-morrow?

Krupasindhu counted the notes and found that there
were ten.  He put them in his pocket.

*The licence,” he said, ‘will be ready to-morrow.”

As soon as the man was gone Krupasindhu went to
Bhagaban Babu, the bead clesk. And Bhagaban Babu
received him quite graciously and asked him if he wanted
anything,

‘Bhagaban DBabu,” said Krupasindbu, ‘that young
Babu's man came to see me this evening about his gun
licence. I told him it would be ready to-morrow.’

As he spoke he handed the head clerk five of the ten-
rupee notes,

‘So you only took a hundred rupees.” said Bhagaban
Babu, ‘You ought to have taken five hundred.

Krupasindhu was glad when he heard this, because
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he knew that he had done right in giving the head clerk
half,

After that Krupasindht used to demand five hundred
rupees from every man who was granted a new licence.
Sometimes, if the man was not well off and protested
that he could not pay so much, he would take Jess. But
less than two hundred rupees he would not take.

Then it occurred to him that the best time to setle the
amount was at the beginning. So, when he received an
application for a new licence he would demand a promise
to pay five hundred rupees, and if the promise was not
given he would keep the application and not put it up
until the amount to be paid had been seutled. And if
the party would not agree {0 pay more than two hundred
rupees he would note on the appiication, ‘The applicant
seems to be a poor man of humble position and not a
suitable person for granting a gun licence” Then the
Beputy Magistrate would write, ‘Not recommended,” and
the District Magistrate would reject the application. For
the Sahib was very hard-worked, and had not tme to
attend to every detail.

Now that he was making money Krupasindhu decided
to use some of it to get his daughter married, as she was
ten vears old.  So he wrote about it to his brother Daya-
nidhi, who had recently been placed in charge of a police
station for the first time.

For Dayanidhi with all his faults was very intelligeat.
He bhad quickly miade himself expert in police work—
so expert, that as soon as he bad taken charge of his
police station, he organized a gang of very skilful burg-
lars. And he prepared a list of persons who were ex-
empted from burglary. And he divided it into two parts:
the paying list, for those who were exempted because
they paid money, and the free list. for those who were
exempted for some other reason.
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After a little while Dayanidhi wrote back to his broiher
saying that he had found a suitable bridegroom for Nishi-
bala, and the boy’s father would not exact a large dowry,
because he had a great respect for the police,

But Krupasindhu, remembering what had happened to
his wife and his brothers’ wives, stipulated that after the
wedding Nishibala should stay only a short time in her
father-in-law’s house, and that she should not go back
to live with her husband until she was fully thirteen years
old.

On these terms the marriage was arranged, and Krupa-
sindhe took leave for the first time in his service and
made his daughier’s wedding as magnificent as he could.
And all the village admired, and his neighbours treated
him with great respect.

Now, Krupasindhu found that the respect of his neigh-
bours was very sweet to him, and he conceived an ambi-
tion to be genteel and to be treated with respect by
everybody. He was (wenly-eight years old; he was a
Government Servant; he was making money; and he had
a brother who was a sub-inspector of police. He felt
that it was unbecoming to visit a bawdy-house like a
young student. Moreover, the girl whom he used to
visit had contracted a foul disease, so that he dared not
touch her. He remembered also that he was a Hindu
and a Karan, and he bhad not vet begotten a son to see
to his cremation when he should die, and to do all the
other things that have to be done when a Hindu dies.
So he decided that he would marry again. And first he
obtained the approval of his father, and then he wrote
again to Dayanidhi.

And Davanidhi wrote back and said that he would
make enquiries, and he would meet his brother during
the Christmas holidays.

When the Christmas helidays came Krupasindhu went
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bowme very eager to meet ius brother and hear what he
bad done And, as soon as he could, be drew his
brother aside and began 1o question hum

‘What about it, elder brother? Is there any news?

*‘What about what, brother? About what thing do you
expect news”’

*About my marnage, elder brother Have you found
me a bride®

Yes, brother She 1s wirtucus and beauwtidful  But
there are certain drawbachs  She 1s not very young  She
15 fourteen’

That’s just as well, elder brother Perhaps she 1s ofd
enough to bear children withont danger 1o her Wfe’

‘Listen, brother There 15 a Deputy Magistrate whose
home 15 in my elaka He has got a decent estate, but 1t
ts heavily morigaged He s so unfortunate that he has
seven daughters Having morigaged his estate and spent
a great deal of money, he has got six of them marned.
But he has not succeeded 1n getung the youngest one
married For why? Because he has spent so much
money on the marnages of his first s1x daughters that
he 1s now in very straitened circumstances That 15 why
his seventh daughter remains unmarned, although she 1s
fourteen years old’

‘Is she fair” asked Krupasindhu

‘I have not seen her, but I hear that she 15 very far,
and the famuly 15 highly respectable, and the caste 1s all
right*

‘Then I wall take her without a dowry”

*You are wise, brother It 1s a good thung to be con-
nected with a Deputy Magistrate, even if he 15 hopelessly
m debt’

‘He will not alwavs be m debt” said Krupasindhu,
‘if he follows my advice and yours’

“That 15 true, brother Shall I negotiate a marnage?”
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‘Certainly, of your kindness yeu will do so, elder
brother. And if there is any favour you can show the
girl's father.,..

‘I will transfer his name from the paying list to the
free list.

And so Dayanidhi arranged the marriage for Krupa-
sindhu.  But he had to wait till the marriage season when
the family priest fixed an auspicious date. And he took
a month’s leave for the secopd time,

Now, Krupasindbu was very pleased with his new wife.
She was good, and she was beautifel, and she was fair-
skinned, and she was well connected. But he soon dis-
covered that she was proud.

‘Sir,” she said to him one day, soon after they were
marricd, ‘it would be proper to buy some slave-gitls to
wait on me.’

‘Swectheart,’ Krupasindhu replied, ‘we are oot Rajas,
and there have never been any slave-girls in our house.

‘When I was a little girl,” she replied, ‘and my father
was rich, there were many slave-gitls in the house, just
like the house of a Raja. And when my eldest sister
was married my father sent ten slave-girls with her.
And when my second sister was married he sent eight.
But the others got only two or three each, because my
father was hard up. And I got none at all. And there
remain only two in my father’s house te wait on my
mother. It is a great shame to me thai [ have not
brought you any slave-girls’

‘T don’t want any. I only want you.

‘It is a question of respect. There ought o be slave-
girls in the house.'

Then Krupasindhu told his father what his new wife
had said. His father did not approve at first, but after-
wards he considered that his sons were now rising in the
world, and it was proper that their wives should be treated
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like the wives of important people. So he sent for an
old widow woman of the village who lived by any work
she could get to do for the ladies, and by such work as
the young gentlemen gave her to do, and she promised
to lock around and find that which Madhu Sudan
Mahaanty wanted. And after a few days she found a
poor woman of the Gopal caste who had so many
children that she didn’t know what 1o do. And from her
Madhu Sudan bought two girls, and they played in the
house with the other children until they were old enough
to work.

And Krupasindhu was very pleased and proud, because
his father-in-law was a Deputy Magistrate, and his wife
had slave-girls in the house, like the wife of an important
person.



6
Krupa Hears Good News

Like all Indian schoolboys, Krupasindhu had received as
one of his prizes a copy of a bowdlerized edition of Lord
Chesterfield’s Letters to his Son, and, like most Indian
boys, he had studied it carefully in hopes of discovering
some hint that might be useful to him in his future
career, He had read it with sincere admiration for the
elegance of the siyle and the solid prudence of the matier,
but there was one point on which he found himself
unable to agree with the noble writer. To Lord Chester-
field friendship was an affair of the reason and not the
affections, and ought to be based on serious considera-
tions of common advantage and mutual support. For
the warm and spontaneous friendships of youth he ex-
pressed contempt and even disapproval,

It was on this point that Krupasindhu doubted the
wisdom of the noble earl. For he felt that his friend-
ship with Khurshed Ali was one of the best things in
his life. He knew that it was a healthy thing and would
be lasting, Periods of silence made no difference to it
A long separation would not have broken it. They
would have met again on exactly the same terms as be-
fore. Frequent meetings were not needed to keep it alive.
And, indeed, they met, now that they were working in
different departments, very infrequently. Yet when the
monthly letter from Haribandhu brought him a notable
picce of good news it was not to his messmates or his



Krupa Hears Good News 43

caste-fellows that he wanted to tell it first, but to his old
school chum.

He saw him walking back to his lodging when the day’s
work was finished, and ran after him, waving the letter
in his hand.

‘Khurshed ALY he cried. *Stop and listen! I have got
a wonderful picce of good news.’

‘What is it, Krupa? Khurshed Ali replied, stopping
and waiting for his friend t0 come up to him. ‘*Have
you won a bet?

‘No. Guess again,’

‘Has somebody left you some money?”’

*Guess again.’

“Then it musi be that your wife has given birth to a
son.’

“You have guessed right, Khurshed. 1 have now got a
son.’

‘Hearty congratulations, friend o’ mine. And ] hope
the child and his lady mother are doing well?

‘As well as can be expected.”

‘Isn’t that splendid?’

“Yes, isn't it? You see how wise T was to marry a girl
who was not too young. She’s fifteen.’

“Well, 'm mighty pleased to hear your good news. No
wonder you’re looking proud!’

‘Well, shouldn’t I be proud?’

And Krupasindhu walked on with his friend cagerly
discussing his plans for his son’s education. When he
came to Khurshed Ali’s lodging he Jeft him and walked
back to his own, rejoicing in hus friend’s rcady sympathy
and complete understanding. For a minuie he thought
of sending his wife a congratulatory telegram, but thrift
prevailed, and he sent a posteard.

For a month Krupasindhu went about wiith his head
in the air, feeling that his luck was as good as his merit;
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and then the next letter came, and this time the news
was not good. Again he sought the sympathy of his
chum.

*What's the matter, Krupa? Khurshed Al asked.
“You lock very depressed.”

‘1 have got another letter from home.’

‘Well, I hope the news is good.”

‘No, it is not so good.

‘Sorry to hear that. 1 hope the infant and the lady,
his mother, arc doing well.'

‘As regards them, indeed the news is good. My wife
has made a good recovery, and the baby is plump and
healthy, But there is another thing that makes me sad.”

‘What is that?”

‘My brother Dayanidhi is home again.’

‘Is he indeed?' said Khurshed Ali, looking very grave,
for he guessed what was coming. ‘And why is that bad
news?'

‘I am ashamed to tell. He has been accused of taking
a bribe. The Police Sahib will hold a departmental en-
quiry. In the meantime he is under suspension.’

‘Don’t be frightened at that,” said Khurshed Ali, trying
to comfort him, ‘and don’t distress yourself about future
svents that may never happen. These enquiries often
lead to nothing, and a charge of bribery is very difficult
to prove.

‘But think of the disgrace! If he is dismissed from
the service he may never get another job. It would not
matter so much if he had made his fortune like Hearidas
Bose.’

‘Hasn’t he made any money?’

‘Not very much. You see, he only really began to
make money when he was put in charge of a police
station. If he could bave held his job for another ten
or twelve years he would have made a fortune, but now,
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as soon as he has spent his savings, he will be a burden
on the family for the rest of his life.”

‘Never fear! The charge will not be proved, and he
will be reinstated, and all will be well.

So Khurshed Ali tried to comfort his friend, though
really he felt that there was very little hope,

The departmental enquiry dragged on slowly, as such
things often do, and Dayanidhi engaged a good pleader
to defend bim, and tried to bribe the witnesses, and spent
much money., At last orders were passed, and he was
dismissed from the service. Then he submitted an appeal,
and paid more money to the lawyer who wrote his
petition. And it was found that there had been some
irregularity in the proceedings and so the enquiry had to
be held all over again. And when the enquiry bad been
completed and he had been dismissed for the sccond
time, he tried every appeal he could, right up to the
Lieutenant-Governor himself, all without any result, ex-
cept that the Jawyers had got most of his money.

So Dayanidhi lived fretfully at home with nothing to do
but help his father and his younger brother with the
cultivation, and to look out for another job.

Buat while the proceedings against Dayanidhi were still
poing on the Puja holidays came, and Krupasindhu went
home and saw his son, who was then five wecks old, for
the first time. And when the baby saw his father he
smifed, and Krupasindhu was very pleased and proud.

And when the Christmas holidays came he weat home
again. And now he loved his wife very dearly, because
she was good and beautiful, and had good sense, and
she was strong and heaithy, and had borne him a son.
but he could not love her with the same love with which
he had loved Nirmalabala. And when the holidays were
over he went back to his work, charging his younger
brother to write every month as he was accustomed (0.
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And in February Haribandhy wrote and told him (hat
his wife was pregnanmt again,

At this Krupasindhu was very pleased, and he won-
dered whether it would be a boy again, and he was
always thinking of his wife and his son and the baby
that was to be, He scldom thought now of Nirmala and
her child Nishibala. But not long after he received
another letler which gave his thoughts a new direction,

It was a letter from Nishibala’s father-in-law. The
wedding season, he said, was now approaching, and the
girl was now old enough to go and live with her husband.
Krupasindhu thought she was too young—she was only
twelve—and would have liked to put it off till the next
year, but his father told him that she was old enough
according to the custom of their caste, and he consented.
So¢ it was decided that when the priests bad fixed an
auspicious day her husband should come for her, and,
when the proper ceremony bad been performed, ke
her back with him to his home,

When Nishibala heard that she was to go and live with
her husband she was very proud and excited at first.
Then she was frightened and unhappy. She did not want
to leave her home and her grandfather, whom she loved
dearly, and her uncles, and her cousins, who had been
her playmates ever since they were born. She did not
want to go to a strange house and live with strange people
and be the plaything and possession of a lad whom she
scarcely knew. She knew that she would be homesick,
and shc feared childbearing.

But when the date had been fixed and the prepasations
were neatly complete ope came to Madhu Sudan from
the house of Nishibala’s father-in-law and broke the news
that her husband was dead, Then Haribandhy wrote at
once and told Krupasindhe. And he was very sad when
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he heard of the misfortune that had befallen his beloved
daughter. Poor littie Nishibala! She was a maid and
yet a widow, and a widow she must be for the rest of her
life. Then Krupasindhu wrote to his father and his bro-
thers and charged them to keep Nishibala in the house,
and cherish her, and make the burden of widowhood as
light for her as possible, and not 10 let her go to her
father-in-law’s house, where her Ife would be miserable.
But now her father-in-faw did not want her,

When Nishibala heard that she was become a widow
she broke her bangles, and changed her pretty coloured
sari for a plain white one, and put away the sifver oina-
ments which had been prepared for her, and all the gay
clothing she gave to her stepmother and her cousins,
and she wept and mourned for her husband according to
custom. But secretly she was glad that she was to re.
main in the home that she loved among the people she
loved and who loved her.  She knew that now she could
never have a husband, yet she did not fear widowheod.
She was too young to understand fully what it meant,
and she was a maid, and had never felt the desire for
man’s love,

But Krupasindhu went on working and making money,
and sadness and gladness were mingled in his life, Some-
times he was sad when he thought of his widowed
daughter, and sometimes he was glad when he remem-
bered that he had a good wife and that she was going to
bear him another child, and he koped it would be a boy.
And Haribandhu wrote every month and told him about
the health of the family and the state of the crops.
And Dayanidhi sometimes wrote and told him about his
case and his petitions, and grumbled about the greediness
of the lawyers. And so the months passcd till the time
was fulfilled and another son was born to him, and he
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told Khrushed Ali, and they rejoiced together, And the
names of his two sons were Guru Charan and Sadhu
Charan,

But together with this new joy there came a new vexa-
tion, for that happened to Madhu Sudan which happens
to every Indian peasant at least once in his life, and that
was a dispute aboot a field. Madhu Sudan put Daya-
nidhi, who had experience in these things, in charge of
the litigation. And when the paddy in the disputed ticld
was ripe Dayanidbhi went to reap it with a hired mob,
and the other party went there to reap the crop at the
same time, and they fought with lathies, and men were
hurt on both sides. Then there were cases and counter-
cases, and Dayanidhi went to the four men who held the
adjacent fields on the four sides of the disputed field and
flattered them and paid their expenses handsomely for
going 1o Balasore to give evidence. And they went and
swore that the field had always been in the possession of
Madhu Sudon, But the other parly set up four other
witnesses who swore that the adjacent fields belonged to
them, and not $0 the four men who had given evidence
for Madhu Suedan. So the divpute spread from feld to
field tiil half the village was involved, and the peasaafs
were always quarrelling with one another, and sometimes
they came to blows, and then there were more criminal
cases and vet more. And the dispute became so cem-
plicated and there was so much swearing and forswearing
that the Magistrate could make no sense of it. But the
more complicated it was, the better the lawvers were
pleased. And the dispute gave the police a great deal
of work, of which, however, they did not complain,
because they found means to make the villagers pay
for it.

At first the villagers thought it was all great fun. and
had bets on the results of the cases; but later they found
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it vexatious and very expensive. And Davanidhi spent
s0 much money, feeing lawvers and hiring witnesses, that
Krupasindhy had to contribute, which he was fortupately
able to do from the money he was making in the gun-
licence department. And so the year ended in trouble
and worry and useless expense.



Famine

The next year was the year 1967. All went well till the
month of June, and then the rains broke, and when the
fields were well wetted the peasants began to be very busy
ploughing and preparing their seed-beds and sowing
paddy. And all went well till the month of Suly, and the
peasants wanted only a little mofe rain to begin the trans-
plantation of the seedlings from the seed-beds to the
paddy-fields. And then it began to rain very heavily, In
the plains it rained well, but in the hills it rained excessive-
ly. On the Ranchi plateau, and on the Garhjat hills, and
on all the hills of Chota Nagpur there was ¢xcessive rain,
and all the rivers came down in flood: first the Mahanadi,
and then the Brahmini, and then the Subamarekba and
Oid Twister. And all the rivers were in flood at the same
time, and all the plains of Orissa were covered with waler.
And here and there people were drowned, and cattle were
drowned, and mud houses collapsed. But there was yet
time to save the paddy. And then rain ceased, and the
peasants sat and watched the water going down, inch by
inch and foot by foot, ready to transplant their seedlings
as soon as the water should be low enough,

Then it rained again in the hills, and it mined heavily
and incessantly, and all the rivers came down in flood
again: first the Brahmini, then the Mahanadi, and then
Old Twister and Subamarekba. And all th rivers were
in flood 2t the same time, and the flood-water rose higher
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than it had ever becn known to rise before. And many
people were drowned, and much caitle was drowned, and
all the houses that were built on low-lying land coliapsed,
and at places the banks of the rivers crumbled away and
whole villages fell into the water. And the people took
refuge on the great mounds which the Government had
caused to be made to be a refuge in time of flood. But
Krupasindhu was comforted because his village had been
buidt on high ground where the flood-water never rose
high enough to ruin the houses.

Now the rivers were rushing down from the hills with
fearfui force, and at places the {lovd-water of one river,
rushing across the country, would meet the flood-water
of another river, and the waters met with a great crash,
and went swirling and eddying over the plains in every
ditection. And the paddy seedlings were washed out of
the seed-beds and carried out 1o sea, and the paddy that
had been sown broadcast was drowned. Even the tingijia
paddy, which grows a long stalk, and the stalk growing
longer as the water rises and contracling as the water
subsides, so that the ear is always held above water—even
the tingijia paddy was drowned.

And again the rain ceased and the floods subsided.
And it was stll not too late to sow paddy, and old pea-
sants who were wise in such matters, and had observed
the stars, and understood the relations between the stars
and the land, said it was a geod time to sow and to plant,
aitd the asterism was favourable, And the peasants who
had lost their seedlings besan running hither and thither
to buy scedlings to plant in their ficlds, but there were no
scedlings to buy.

Then those who had stores of grain resowed their fields,
and those who had none mortgaged their holdings and
borrowed sced-grain or money, and the Government lent
money to the peasants at a low rate of interest, and at
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Tast most of the land was sown again.

And the need of money to buy seed put an end to the
disputes itn Krupasindhu's village, because the people
could not afford to go on with them. And the magistrates
were sitting idle in their courts half the day because the
peasantry could not afford the luxury of litigation.

Now the raip, having stopped, did not begin again,
and the flood-water ran back into the rivers, and the
rivers shrank unti{ they were no bigger than they had
been in the hot weather before the raing began, And the
flood-water that had been left in the hollows when the
floods subsided dried up, and the wells began to run dry,
and there was shortage of drinking-water, and many of
the beasts dried up and died for want of water to drink.
And the weather became exceedingly hot, and the earth
in the fields was getting dry. And many of the seaside
villages where the fishermen live were abandoned, be-
cause there was nothing to drink but sait water, and their
inhabitants went to the east in search of work.

So the Great Flood was followed by a Great Drought,
and the earth grew drier and drier, till all the paddy died
in the ground, and a great fear fell upon the people, be-
cause they knew that there would be no paddy crop.

And when jt was come to the end of the rainy scason
the wise old peasants said, ‘Now it is the asterism when
we ought to get the last rains’ And in every village the
peasants worshipped the village goddess and prayed for
rain, that they might plough their fields again and sow
rabi crops. And many borrowed money to sow rabi
crops as soon as the rain should come, But no rain came.

And the cold weather came, and Christmas came, and
still there was no rain. And now the people knew that
there would be no rabi crop.

Then the people began to be in distress, and many thon-
sands of Qriyas went to the east to work, some as coolies,
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some as gardeners, some as palki-bearers, some as domes-
tic servants,

And frouml the seaside villages many of the fishermnen
went to the east, but those who remained took to making
salt, and there were many prosecutions. But the Collector.,
knowing that the people were in distress, ordered that
the prosecutions should cease, After that if an Excise
man saw a poor fisherman making salt he looked the
other way and passed on. So the poor fisherfolk were
able to earn u little money and fill their stomachs by
making coniraband salt,

Now the Oriyas who went to the east earned good
wages, and they sent money by postal money-orders to
their families, and in this way much money came to
Orissa, and many of the poor folk were able to live, But
many others were in distress, and the old widows, and
the lame and the halt and the biind and the lepers and
the 1diots and the lunatics, all those who were accustom-
ed to depend on the piety of their relations or the charity
of their ncighbours, began to wander about the country
begging. And the authorities opened kitchens here and
there, and in some places they opened testworks, and set
the people to work making new roads or mending o'd
ones. But the distress increased, and poor people aban-
doned their children or sold them, and sometimes chil-
dren ran away from their parents, because they were not
getting enough to eat. And there were many children
wandering about, begging and stealing,

And one day, shortly after the Christmas holiday, Kru-
pasindhu came to the office and found a great crowd of
half-naked pcople sitting in the Cutcherry compound.
And he went and told the head clerk, and the head clerk
came out and asked them what they wanted. But they
demanded to be fed. And they explained that they were
comc from one of the Tributary States, and their Raja
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had made no arrangements to feed the people who were
starving; and so they were come to Moghul territory,
because they had beard that in the Moghul territory
the auiborities had made proper arrangemenis. And
when Krupasindiu saw this he knew that there was
famine in the land,

But when the Commissioner of Orissa heard of it he
wrote to his esteemed friend the Raja and compelled
him 0 make proper arrangements,

And now the towns began to be filled with beggars and
homeless children, and the Collectors of the districts im-
ported rice from Rangoon, thousands of tons of rice, and
they gave out grain to ihe village panchayats to be dis-
tributed to people who were starving and were noi able
to work.

Every month Haribandha wrote to Krupasindbu and
told him the news of the village, And he wrote that their
father was a member of the commitice which had charge
of the distribution of rice, and that the responsibility was
great, because when the people knew that rice was being
distributed free they would not go to the testworks to
work, and the order was that nothing was to be given to
anyone who was fit to work, Wherefore some of the
poor people were purposely starving themselves till they
should be too weak for work, and so become qualified
for the free distributions,

And all through the vear 1908 the distress increased;
and some went (o the east, and some worked at the tesi-
works, and some received gratuitous relief, and the dis-
trict officers imported tens of thousands of tons of ricc,
and nobody was allowed to die of starvation, And the
officers in charge of police stations were strictly charged
to sce that nobody died of starvation. And they under-
stood that dying of starvation was forbidden. And when
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anybody disobeyed this order they rcported that he had
died of cholera,

But when the beginning of the rainy season drew near
the Government ordered a great deal of money to be
distributed to the peasants in loans at a low raic of in-
terest, so that they might be able to plough and sow as
soon as the rains should break, And this year the rain
came limely, and all the workers left the testworks to 2o
and work in the fields, And they ploughed, and prepared
their seed-beds, and sowed paddy.

And then the rivers came down in flood, but not all at
tha same time. And the floods were not excessive and
did not last too long. And when the floods had subsided
the peasants transplanted their seedlings,

Then the rivers came down in flood a second time, and
when the floods went down they left a deposit of fertiliz-
ing silt, and soon the whole land was green with young
paddy. But all this time thc pecople would have had
nothing to eat but for the care and labour of the lecal
officials.

And sometimes the rain stopped, and somatimes it
came on again, and at last harvest time came, and there
was such a crop of rice as had ..ot been scen for twenty
years. And the people said there was a blessing on the
crop, because it had been sown with tiie King-Emperarls
money, And some said it was the railway which had
brought the blessing, because a steam-engine is a holy
thing, being driven by fire. And the women worshipped
the railway by bowing down to the ground when a train
passed and putting red paint on the permanent way., And
perhaps they were right, because it would noi have been
possible to import such a mighty quantity of rice belore
the railway came to Cuttack, which was not many yecars
before.
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While some were recaping the winter rice others were
sowing rabi in the fields that were more suited for rabi
crops. And at Christmas time there were showers so
that the rabi crops grew well Then hope returned to
the people, and many came back from the east, and the
fishermen went back to their villages, and the testworks
were closed down, but gratuitous relief had to be con-
tinued for some months more.

Now it happened during this cold weather that two
Sahibs came from England who were politicians and
Members of Parliament. And certain Babus who were
also politicians, desiring to discredit the Government and
the officials, told them about the famine, And they told
them that the people were starving, and there were no
crops, and the local officials were doing nothing about
it, Then these two Sahibs went to Cuttack and saw the
Collector, and he told them that the famine was nearly
over, and the crops were good, and they said they would
like to see for themselves, Sp the Babus provided two
tonjons {a tonjon is something between a plankin and
an office chairy with eight bearers to each, and carried
them down the middle of the bed of Katjuri river.

Now in the rainy season Katjuri is a mighty river full
of rushing brown water, but in the dry season it i3 only
a litle stream meandering through the middie of a vast
bed of sand. And on each side of the river is a high
bank, and on the tops of the banks embankments have
been raised to keep floodwater out of the villages and
sand out of the fields, so that one who stands in the middle
of the river-bed cannot see the crops that are in the ficlds
beyond the embankments. And these fields are very
fertile, and the crops that were in them very wvaluable
crops, beans and sugar-cane. But the two Sahibs knew
nothing of this, They did not know that they were in
the middle of the bed of a river. They could sce nothing
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but vast stretches of sand. And so they wrote to the
newspapers and stated that the whole country was a
howiing wilderness,

When Khurshed Al saw this in a newspaper he took
the paper and went to consult Krupasindhu, And he
found him siiting in his parlour with Brajananda Das, his
messmate.  And he showed them the newspaper.

‘These men,” he said, ‘are English Sahibs, Why do
they tell lies like black men?’

‘You don't understand,” said Braja Babu. ‘These fcl-
lows are not Heavenborn Sahibs like vur Sahih. They
are only Parliament men, It is not to be expected that
they should be truthful and honourable like the Heaven-
born.’

‘Braja Babu §s right,” said Krupasindhu, ‘If they are
politicians then raturally they must be liars. It would
be foolish to expect them not to be’

‘I suppose you are right said Khurshed Ali

And he agreed with Krupasindhu that it was better for
an honost man to have nothing to do with politics.

And again in 1919 the rains broke in due time, and it
rained abundantly, and the floods came, but they were
not excessive, and the crops were wod.  And so the
famine came to an end, and all the officials heaved a
rreat sigh of relicf, and turmed their atiention to the
winding up of the accounts.
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How Dacoits
Came to the Village

When the famine was at its height there bad been a great
increase of crime. Tor, while some went to the east and
some went to the testworks and some went a-begging,
there were others who would neither beg nor work, And
if these were low-caste folk, or folk who were thieves by
caste, they commiited thefts and burglaries. But there
were others who would not demean themselves by com-
mitting ignoble crimes, These were young peasants of
good caste. They were too proud to beg, and they would
not go to the testworks to work for a mere pittance in a
crowd of stinking low-caste people, and they would not
go to the east for service because they were independent
men, accustomed to live by cultivating their own land,
and they had never served any man. Therefore, when
they resorted to crime the crime was robbery. And they
formed gangs of dacoits, twenty or thirty to a gang, and
every gang hired a Brahmin boy to cook for them.

And when a gang of dacoits Yooted a rich man’s house
they sometimes won gold and silver enough to keep them
in comfort for months, And because of this, and because
to the younger men a dacoity was fine adventure, some
of the gangs continued to meet and commit dacoities
even aftes the famine was over.

It happenced to be at Christmas time when Krupasindhu
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was home for the holidays that a gang of dacoils came
to the village. They came at sunset to the ruined monas-
tery and hid in the jungle where Krupa had played with
Nimmalabala, There they rested while their Brahmin
cook prepared a meal for them, and when they had eaten
they waited til near midnight, and then set out to loot
the house of Janardhan Jethi. But before starting they
tied torbans on their heads so that they looked like
Hindustanis. Their plan was that when they had looted
his house, which was near the ferry, they would cross
the river by the ferry and march to Balasore and go away
by train, When they had started the Brahmin boy broke
the earthen pots, according to custom, and collected the
rest of their gear and went to the ghat and hid in some
bushes, ready to join the others when they came to the
ghat to cross the river,

Now Janardhan Jethi, silversmith and moneylender,
was growing rich. He had bought some landed property,
and he was ambitious to become a landlord and a man
of position, and he thought it necessary to his prestige to
have a gun licence, So he asked Krupasindhu to come
to his house for a talk in the evening. And Krupasindhu
went when he had his supper (because he could not eat
in the house of a silversmith) and Janardhan gave him
pan to chew, and they sat talking till far into the night.

Janardhan wanted to find out how much he woutd
have to spend, and he did not know the custom, and he
feared that Krupasindhu would ask too much. And
Krupasindhu was waiting for Janardhan to make an offer,
but Janardhan would not make an ofler, because he
knew that whatever he offcred Krupasindhu would de-
mand twice as much, So neither of them was willing to
open the subject, and they tatked and talked, and there
was no mention of meney.

And while they were talking the dacoits came. Half
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of them surrounded the house and began striking the
ground with their lathies and shouting, ‘Kill! Kill' to
intimidate the villagers. The rest began to strike the
front door, shouting that if somebody didn’t open the
door they would set fire to the house. As soon as they
knew that dacoiis were come Janardhan ran inside and
hid in a granary, while Krupasindbu slipped out of a
side-door that was unguarded and ran home.

Afier a few minutes a boy who was one of Janardhan's
servants, being frightened, opened the front door and let
the dacoits in. And they beat him severely, becauss he
could not tell them where the treasure was hidden, Then
they forced their way into the women’s apartments, and
prodded the women with the butts of their lathies and
threatened to torture them unless they told them where
the trcasure was hidden, But the women were too frigh-
tened to do anything but huddle themselves together in
a comer and scream. Then the dacoits went raging
through the house, bursting open the doors of all the
rooms, looking for Janardhan Jethi.

While the dacoits were doing these things Krupasindhu
tan home and roused Dayanidhi and Haribandhu,

*Ho, brothers!” he cried. *Ho, Dayanidhi! Ho, Hari-
bandhu! Get up quickly and bring lathies! And you.
Dayanidhi, put on your police uaiform. Come quickly,
2 dacoity is being commitied in the house of Japardhan
Jethil A dacoity is being committed! Wake upl’

Then Dayanidhi and Haribandhu got vp and Daya-
nidhi put on his sub-inspector’s uniform, and they all
took lathies in their hands and went gunickly 1o the house
of Popsi Khandara, the village watchman. And they
roused him and made him put on his vniform and take
his poleaxe in his hand, and they all went through the
village rousing the villagers and shouting, ‘Thieves!
Thieves! Kill! Killl A dacoity is being committed!”
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And while Dayanidhi, Haribandbu, and the watchman
were fousiig the vilagers, Krupasindhu ran (o the ghat
and found the ferryman. And he bade the ferryman take
the great ferryboat to the other side and Icave only one
boatman and ong¢ smali boat, so that the dacoils could
only cross 1he niver wwo at a time, and then the boatien
would casily overpower them as they landed on the other
side. But the ferryman said he would not send the small
boat back again. for if they could caich two of the dacoits
that would be enocugh, because the police would know
what gang they belonged 10, so that o catch one or (wo
was as good as catching the whole gang. And so he did.
And when he reached the other side he sent a man to
the police station on a bicycle, and he roused all his men
ana bade them take their lathies and stand by to over-
power the dacoits as soon as they landed. And he pre-
pared ropes to hind them with and pieces of cloth to
gag themt.

Now it sometimes happened that great rough fellows,
skitled in wrestling and lathi play, would come to a ferry
and try to enter the boat by force and cross the rivet
without paying the fare, Whercfore every ferryman had
to be ready to deal with tough customers. And this ferry-
man kept a strong man who had been a professional
wrestler as his assistant, and all his boatmen were chosen
for their strength and courage, and they were not afraid
of dacoits.

And the dacoits scarched ¢very room and every out-
house and cvery nook and cranny in Janardhan Jethi's
house, but could not find him. And while they were
searching the vilfagers came to the door shouting, ‘Thief!
Thief! Kidl' KidlI"  And when the men who were on
guard outsde saw Dasanidhi and the watchman in their
uniforms they thought the police were come, and one
of them ran in and told the Icader. Now the leader of
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the gang, not finding Janardhan anywhere else, was just
about to order his men to break open the granaries, but
when he heard that the police were come he called his
men off and they all ran to the ghat,

And when they came to the ghat they found only one
boatipan and only one small boat. The boatman offered
to take them across two by two, but the leader told him
to zo and fctch the great ferry-boat. Bui the boatman
said the ferryman would not send the great boat across
at night uvnless be was compelled to. So the leader of
the dacoits sent two of his men across in the small boat
to compel the ferryman to bring the ferry-boat,

Now, the villagers had followed the dacoits, and came
upon them as they were waiting Dy the ghat. And the
dacoits fought with the villagers. Some of the villagers
also were hurt, but Dayanidhi knocked one of the dacoits
down, and before he could get up Topsi, the watchman,
smote him with his poleaxe and broke his thigh, Then
the leader called to his men to rally round him, and
they all rushed upon the villagers together, and the vil-
lagers turned and fled.

Then the dacoits went back to the ghat to wait for the
ferry-boat, and listened intently, in case they could hear
what was happening on the other side, But when the
small boat reached the other side and the two dacoits
had Janded the boatmen fell upon them and beat them
and overpowered them and tied them back to batk with
ropes and gagged them and laid them under a free. But
before they were overpowered they fought desperately,
and there was a great noise of shouting and clashing of
lathies, and, the wind being from that direction, their
comrades on the other side of the river heard the noise.
And they waited a little longer to see if the ferry-boat
was coming, and then they thought that their comrades
bad cither been taken or had run away. And they de-
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cided themselves to run away eastward along the bank
of the river, And they left the man with the broken thigh
where he lay, because he could not run with them,

All this time the villagers had been standing a little
way off shouting, ‘Thief! Thief!l Kili! Kiltt" And when
they saw that the dacoits were running away they advanc-
ed again and they came upon the man with the broken
thigh. Then Topsi, the watchman, called for a lantern
to see if he could identify the man. But the dacoits had
cut off his head and carried it away with them, so that
he might not be identified.

Then the villagers set a watch upon the corpse and
upon the ghat and went back to their homes.

And at daybreak the police came, They loosed the wo
men whom the boatmen had arrested and handcuffed
them, and came across the river and caught the Brahmin
boy, who had been hiding all this time in the bushes. Then
the sub-inspector went to the house of Janardhan Jethi
and Janardhan sent a chair out for him to sit on, and the
sub-inspector sat in the shade of a tree doing and saying
nothing, and he had his swordbelt on.

Then all the villagers gathered before the sub-inspector,
ready to give their evidence, but the sub-inspector con-
tinued to sit there, doing and saying nothing.

Now, when the villagers saw that the sub-inspector was
wasting time some of them went to Dayanidhi, and one
asked him why the sub-inspector did not begin the inves-
tigation. And Dayanidhi replied, ‘Because he is discom-
moded by his swordbelt.”

But the villagers had not yet undersicod, and they
turned te Krupasindhu,

‘Krupa Babu,’ said Bhikari Charan Patnaik, ‘why is
the sub-inspector wasting time while the dacoits are escap-
ing?’

‘Brother,! Krupasindhu replied, ‘cannot you see that
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his belly is very fat and his beli is very tight?’

‘But if his belt is uncomfortable,’ said Braja Mohen
Patnatk, who was a simple man, ‘why does he wear it?
Why doesn’t he take it off?’

“I'hat is why he wears it,” said Krupasindhu, ‘in order
that you may persuade him to take it off.’

Then the villagers quickly made a collection amorpg
themselves, and offered the sub-inspector a humble offer-
ing of sweetmeats and money., And when the sub-inspec-
tor had graciously condescended to accept of their offer-
ing be took his belt off and began the investigation,

That evening Krupasindhu went again to see Janardhan
Jethi. And Janardhan was very grateful, because Krupa-
sindhu had roused the villagers to drive the dacoits from
his house, and he gave Krupasindhu one of his master-
pieces—an ittardan in silver filigree work, formed like a
peacock.

‘It is a good thing,’ Janardhan said, ‘It is pure soft
sifver, not rubbishy sterling stuff like Government rupees.’

And when he had thanked him, Krupasindhu brought
the conversation back o the matter of the gun licence,

‘Now, Janardhan Babu,” he said, ‘you must be regret-
ting that you had no gun in the house.’

‘But, indeed, said Janardhan, ‘I thought of keeping
a gun only for the sake of prestige. I don’t think I should
ever want to fire it off.”

“That would not be necessary,” Krupasindhu replied.
‘There are many licence holders who keep guns, bul no
ammunition. If the dacoits know that there is a gun in
the house, that is enough.’

‘And do you think Magistrate Sahib would grant me a
licence if { applied?”

‘T think 1 could manage it. But it would have been
easier last year. And you will have to spend money.”
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‘Why should 1t be more difficult this year than last
year?

‘Because we have got a new Sahub. The former Sahib
used to grant licences easily, but this Sahib is a hard man.
Morcover, when the annual report was submitied Com-
missioner Szhib remarked that the number of gun licences
had increased beyond measure. Therefore, Magstrate
Satub grants new licences very spanngly.

‘But you think it could be managed by spending a hitle
money?’

‘I think I could manage 1t Last year it would have cost
you five hundred rupees Now it will cost you ¢ne thou-
sand.’

Janardhan Jethi, who knew nothing of the ways of the
Magistrate’s office. believed this, and after a litle talk he
promised to pay the money next day. In the morning
Krupasindhu went to lim again, and he counted out one
thousand rupees, and Krupasindhu carried the money
away in a bag of netted string, which one of the peons
had stolen {or him from the Treasury.
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Krupa Learns
Shorthand and Typewriting

When men had ceased to talk about the famine, some of
them began to talk politics. Krupasindhu never talked
politics, but he used to listen to what he heard. The
rumour was that the King-Emperor had decided to grant
certain Reforms. And Krupasindbu noticed that all the
Bengalis said one thing and all the Oriyas said another.
‘The Bengalis were saying, ‘It is something, but it is only
a little. We must keep on agitating, and one day we shall
ge more.” But the Oriyas were saying, ‘The only reform
we want is to turn all the Bengalis out of Qrissa.’

The Reforms, he heard, were to come into effect on
the 1st of Janvary, 1910. So he waited till the 1st of
January to see what would happen. Nothing happened.
A few months later he remembered this, and he thought
he would like to ask his friend Khurshed Ali about it

‘I have heard,” he said to Khurshed, ‘that Lord Moxley-
Minto-—and who he is, God knows—has persuvaded the
King-Emperor to grant certain Reforms.’

‘I have heard the same,” Khurshed replied, ‘but I haven’t
noticed amny difference.’

‘Neither have I, said Krupasindhu, and thought no
more about it

Now it was about this time that typewriters began to
be used in Collectors’ offices, and shorthand began to
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come into fashion, and the Collector promised an in-
crease of pay if any of the clerks could write shorthand,
But the head clerk told him that none of them could, and
that there was no one in Balasore who could teach it.
And one of the clerks took long leave and weat to Cal-
cutta to learn.

But Krupasindhu did not want to go to Calcutia, yet
he knew that it would be advanlageous to him to learn.
So he cudgelled his brains, and he asked himself if the
head cletk had been right whea he said that there was
no one in Balasore who could teach shorthand. And he
bethought him of the missionaries,

Now there were three churches in Balasore, ‘There
was a great church which was in charge of the Jesuit
Fathers, and the people who frequented it were native
Christians and Eurasians. And there was a little church
where the Sahibs worshipped. But the missionaries went
to ncither of these churches, They had one of their own.
And Krupasindhu understood that there were many secls
of Christians, just as there were many sects of Moham-
medans, and he enquired and learnt that the missionaries
belonged to the sect called the American Baptists. He
had heard that the Americans were clever and progres-
sive people, and he thought that perhaps one of them
might know shorthand,

So he went, feeling very shy and diffident, to the house
of the head of the mission. And a Memsahib received
him. She was very large and fair, and very kind, and
she said, ‘Do you want to speak to my husband? He is
busy dictating letters. Just wait here a minute; he'll be
pleased to see you.

So Krupasindhu waited on the veranda. And while
he waited he peeped into the house, and it seemed to him
to be very beautifully furnished and not at all like the
house of a religious man, who ought to be poor like the
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Jesuit Fathers. And he heard the voice of the old gentle-
man who was the head of the mission dictating letters,
as he peeped through an open door. He saw that the
old gentleman was standing and dictating while one of
the voung missionaries was laking it down in shorthand.

And when the old genteman had finished dictating
letiers he came out and shook hands with Krupasindhu.

‘My dear friend,” he said, ‘I'm sure mighty pleased to
see ye. But I haven’t time to talk to you, much as I
should like to, because I've a conference I must go to
right now. But we've a prayer meeting to-morrow, and
one of our native evangelists will deliver a lecture, and
everybody is cordially welcome. So I hope I'll have the
pleasure of seeing ye there, and Pl be right glad if you'll
come and have a chat with me after the meeting, and seo
good night my dear friend, and God bless vou.”

Krupasindhu feit that he had no choice but to atiend
the meeting next day. And he did so,

The meeting was held in the open air, in the mission
compound, so that people passing by in the street could
stop and look over the wall and see what was going on
and hear what was said. The native gospeller, who was
an Oriva-speaking man from Ganjam, stood on a small
platform, and there were many people squatling on the
ground around the platform and many standing in the
street looking over the wall. Krupasindhu was one of
those who were squaiting on the ground.

When one of the missionaries had read a prayer the
gospeller began to speak in Oriva,

‘My dear friends,” he began, ‘you will understand that
this gospel that I bring you is something really worth
having. when you consider that T am come all the way
from a forcign country to bring it to you.’

Now it scemed to Krupasindhu very proper and very
natural that people who were American by birth should be
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Amencan Baptsts by rebgion  But 1t seemed odd to hum
that they should want to convert Onyas and turn them
nto Amencans Therefore he was not interested 1 UuS
gospel which the gospeller had brought to him all the
way from Gangyam, so be dozed, and day-dreamed, and
wauted as patiently as he could, unul the lecture was
joushed  When the leviuie was fnsshed e mmssonaiwks
and their convelts sang a hymn, and 1t seemed o Krupa-
sindhu nsipid compared with a Hindu bhagan, and when
it was all over he sought out the cld gendeman who was
the head of the misston  And the old gentleman took
hum by the hand and led hm to his house and spoke o
m very hndly

*Come night in, my dear fniend,” he said, ‘and sit down.
And first tell me how you hhked the lecture”

*Sir,’ said Krupasindhu, I listened to the lecture with
the most mniense miergst  Bul inere 1s one ung aboul
which 1 desired 1o speak to your Honour’

*‘And what 18 that” the old gentleman asked.

*Sir,’ said Krupasindhu, *F am a clerk 1n the Collector’s
office, and the Collector is 1n need of a steno-typist, and
I am anxious to quahfy mjself for this appointment
And T understand that sour Honour 1s capable of im-
parting the aceessary motryctuon’

When the old mssionary heard this he looked di>-
pleased, and he sat for a minute 11 silence strohing s
beard Then s smile reappeared upon hus face,

*Well,” he said, T thunk that’s not a bad rdea. I guess
there are other clerks in the office who would hke to
fearn 100 o maibe we could arrange for a class to meet
here evemngs’

*‘Sir,” Krupasindhu replied, ‘we Onyas are lazy men.
and we are not enterprismng  Moreover, we are afrad
10 come to the mussion, for fear of offending our caste-
fellows and I do not think any of the other clerks will
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come." ‘This he said, not because he was afmid of
what his caste-men might say—nobody would ever sus-
pect him of wanting to be a Christian—but because he
wanted to be the only man in the office who could write
shorthand,

‘That is very true.’ said the old missionary. ‘And you
sure¢ have shown some courage, and you deserve credit
for it. Now I'll send for my assistant who knows steno-
graphy, and we’ll just see what we can arrange.

And at last it was arranged that Krupasindtu should
go to the mission three times a week to learn shorthand
and typewriting. The missionaries would pot accept any
payment, but he was invited to contribute to the mission
funds every month, and did so. And for the next six
months he went three times a week to learn typewriting
and shorthand.

Krupasindhu looked forward eagerly to the time when
he would be proficient, and he was confident, that he
would become the Collector Sahib’s own particular stene-
typist. In the meantime he continued making money in
the gun-licence department. And he was satisfied with
his lot; only it distressed him to hear that his father was
not keeping well and ofien having fever. And just when
he was most satisfied something happened that seemed to
him to be really very unfortunate,

And this is how it happened, The Sahib who was
Collector when the famine began thought more of saving
the lives of the poor people than of organizing the ac-
counts, And when the famine was over and the accounts
had to be finally closed it was found that there was a
considerable degree of disorder, and it was suspected that
there had been a good deal of leakage. The new Col-
lector put one of the Deputy Collectors in charpe of this
business, and the Deputy Collector asked the serishtadar
to give him a good clerk for the purpose.
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Now, while the famine lasted all the clerks had been
working overtime, and it had been very difficult to get
leave. And now there was a great demand for leave,
and nobody wanted the job of straightening out the fa-
mine accounts. The first clerk who was appointed work-
cd for a while, and then applied for leave on the ground
that his wife had died in child-bed, and ke must go and
make arrangements for the care of his children, And
the next applied for leave on the ground that his wife
was a chronic invalid, and it was necessary that he should
go home to make proper arrangements for her treatment.
And the third applied for leave on the ground that his
wife was a chronic invalid, and it was necessary that he
should bring her to Balasore, that she might be treated
properly. Anxd the fourth, who prided bimself on his
knowledge of Lnglish, put in an application stating that
his wife was afflicted with gyn=zcological disturbances.
And when the Collector had read that he read no more,
but granted the leave applied for, and sent for Krupa-
sindhu,

‘Krupasindhu Babu,” he said, ‘T hear that you are one
of the most diligent and promising clerks in the office,
and I have decided to put you in charge of the famine
accounts. So far every clerk who has been entrusted
with this duty has applied for leave on the ground that
his wife is either dead or a chronic invalid, But I hope
you will not fail me in the same way.’

Krupasindhe was not pleased when he heard this, but
he had no choice but to obey, and he thought it prudent
to make a virtue of necessity.

‘Sir, he said, ‘T also lost my first wife, who met her
death at an early age because she had begun child-bearing
too young. But now [ have a wife who is strong and
healthy because she was not very young when I married
her. And I hope I shall always be able to discharge
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the duties with which I am entrusted to the entire satis-
faction of your Honour',

Krupasindhu began to work hard at the famine ac-
counts, and he went on working very diligently until he
received Haribandhu’s next letter. Haribandhu had writ-
ten that their father was very ill, and he was getting
fever frequently and his belly was swollen. Then Krupa-
sindhu applied for leave. The Collector granted the
leave very unwillingly and advised him to bring bhis
father to Balasore and put him in the hospital.

Now Krupasindhu feared the hospital, because it
seemed to him a foreign institution, But he went to the
Doctor Babu and described his father’s symptoms as
Haribandhu had described them in his letter, and the
Doctor Babu said it was a case of chronic malaria, and
prescribed a mixture. The mixture was to be taken
three times & day, and there were eight doses in a bottle,
So he had four boitles made up and tock them with him.

When Madhu Sudan had tzken two bottles of the mix-
ture he was much better, and Krupasindhu returned to
Balasore. But first he left the two remaining bottles
with Haribandhu, charging him to see that his father
took the mixture regularly until it was finished.

But 2 month later Haribandhu wrote again to say that
their father was worse, and his belly was more swollen
than ever, and he desired Krupasindho to take leave again
that he might sce his favourite son once more before he
died, So Krupasindhu wrole out another appiication
for leave, and when the Deputy Collector told him that
the Collector would certainly refuse it he decided to take
it to the Collector himself, for he did not believe that
any Sahib could be so hard-hearted as to refuse him,

But when the Collector read the application he was
angry.

‘If you had taken my advice,” be said, *and brought
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your father to Balasore, and put him in the hospital, you
could have seen him every day, and he would have re-
ceived proper treatment. But now the work is in arrcars
and you cannot have leave until it is finished. It ought
to be finished by now.’

‘Sir,” said Krupasindhu, ‘the work is very heavy and
very difficult, and it could not be finished in a shost
time.”

‘It could have been finisked by now, only the clerks
are Jazy and are always applying for leave’

‘Sir,” said Krupasindhu, beginning to shed tears, ‘it is
not for my own sake that I applied for leave, but for the
sake of my father.

‘I don’t care whether it’s your father or your grand-
father. Your duty comes first. You cannot have leave
until the work is finished.’

Then Krupasindhu toitered out of the room and across
the veranda and down the steps, feeling dazed, as if some
one had struck bim on the head. And he staggered down
the drive, swerving and swaying like a man that is drunk,
for he supposed that he would never see his father alive
again. And he went staggering and swerving and sway-
ing down the drive till he came to the gate of the com-
pound. There he leant against the gate-post and wept
aloud.

And when the Sahib heard the noise he went out on
10 the veranda to seec what was the matter. And when
he saw Krupasindhu leaning against the gate-post howling
like a litile child his heart was touched, and he called
him back.

‘Now. Babu. he said, ‘please stop crying, you may
have your lcave. And [ advise you to bring your father
to the hospital, and I will speak to the Civil Surgeon,
and ask him to attend to the old gentleman himself and
see that he is properly trcated.’
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When he heard this Krupasindbu was a little com-
forted, but he could not stop crying, only now the tears
flowed easily and without noise. So he thanked the Col-
Iector as well as he could and went away, walking steadily.

Then he set out at once for his home. And when he
came to the ferry he spoke to the ferryman, who was an
old friend and a good neighbour, and the ferryman was
kind and promised to do all he could to help. And
Krupasindhu came to his home and told his brothers
what the Collector had said. And they got a new char-
poy and laid a soft mattress on it and laid their father
an the mattress and carried him to the ferry. And they
put their father on the ferry-boat, bed and all. And
the ferryman had put a great bundle of straw in the boat,
that Madhu Sudan might cross the river in comfort. And
on the other side of the river the ferryman had a bullock
cart waiting with plenty of straw, and the three brothers
lifted their father on to the bullock cart together with the
mattress,

Now, when it was noon the cartman wanted to rest
during the heat of the day and continue the journey when
the sun began to be low in the sky, but the three brothers
compelled him to go on.

And at every jolt of the cart Madhu Sudan cried out
with pain, and when they came near the town there was
a great jolt, and the old man shriecked once. After that
he cried out no more, but only moaned softly,

And they travelled all day and came to the hospital in
the evening. And when they had laid their father in a
bed, and the Doctor Babu had examined him, they asked
what was the matter.

*The spleen is diseased,” the Doctor Babu replied.
‘You ought to have brought him two months sooner.

‘Do you mean,’ Haribandhu asked, ‘that there is no
hope of his life?
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‘Babu,’ the doctor replied, ‘I do not think he will live
till morning.’

So the three brothers sat by their father ali night.
And when it came to the hour before dawn, when the
wind drops, and the heat s excessive, and men gasp for
breath, and their skins become greasy with sweat, and
the birds and the beasts are weary of the night, and all
the world waits for the rising of the sun—in that hour
Madhu Sudan died.

When Dayanidhi asked the Doctor what had caused
their father to die, the doctor replicd that his spleen had
been ruptured by the jolting of the bulock cart.

Krupasindhu's messmates, being of the same caste,
made all arrangements for the cremation; for the three
brothers could do nothing but weep. And Dayanidhi
put fire in his father’s mouth, because he was the eldest

son.
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Krupa Becomes the
Collector’s Confidential
Steno-Typist

When his leave expired Krupasindhu returned to the
labour of winding up the famine accounts. He returned
to it reluctantly, because he felt that it had brought him
bad luck. And the Depunty Collector saw that his heart
was not in his work and asked the serishtadar to give him
another clerk. The serishiadar was in doubt what to do
with Krupasindhu and asked him what department he
would like to work in and Krupasindhu said he would
like to be the Collector’s stenographer. The serishtadar
was surprised when he heard that Krupasindhu could
write shorthand, but he went and told the Collector, and
the Collector sent for Krupasindhu and tested him, First
he tested him with a paragraph from a speech by Mr
Winston Churchill, and Krupasindhu, who had never
heard anything like it before, was completely baffled.
Then the Collector laughed and tried him again with an
official letter, and Krupasindhu got it all down perfectly

So Krupasindhu became the Collector’s steno-typist and
confidential clerk, and this was a post he liked because
he was, as it were, one of the Sahib’s personal staff, and
his pay was doubled, and he worked in the peace and
<omfort of the Collector’s house instead of the noise and
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stink of the Cutcherry. Also he knew that it was a post
in which there would be opportunities of making money.

As the Sahib's personal stene-typist he would not be
bound to observe the usual office hours. He would have
to be in attendance at any hour of the day or night when
required. Somctimes he would have to work much long-
er hours than the clerks in the office, but on other occa-
sions he would not be wanted, and might have a couple
of hours to himself,

First he took care to make friends with those with
whom his new appointment brought him imto contact:
the orderlies and the Sahib’s servants, and the Memsahib
herself,

He used to go to the Collector’s house very early, be-
fore the usual office hours, and work in a small rocom in
a corner of the house, and stay till the evening, when the
Sahib went out for a walk before sunsat. Some days the
Sahib dictated a number of letters, and Krupasindhu had
to work very hard. Other days he had little to do, and
he brought the copy of Lord Chesterfield’s Letters to his
Son to make use of the time when he had no work to do.
And when the Sahib discovered that he was using his
time so prudently he lent him English books—novels by
Robert Hichens and Florence Barclay—and Krupasindhu
laboured to improve his knowledge of colloquial English.

Jnr the mornings most of the Sahib’s time was occupicd
in granting interviews to the local gentry. Some came
to give him information, and some to solicit favours, and
some orly to pay their respects, so that their neighbours
might know that they were important enough to be
granted interviews by the Collector,

But interviews were not granted to all comers. Some
were told to go to the office, and some were told to write
a letter or file a petition if they had anything to submit,
and some were simply told to go away. And if a stranger
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came the Sahib used to enquite who he was before ad-
milling him.  And Krupasindhe discovered that he could
sometimes slip in a word that would decide the Sahib
whether to see the man or not. Thus Krupasindhu got
to know all the people who were of importance in the
district, and they treated him with respect, because they
believed that he had influence with the Collector,

Now the custom was that every caller who was not an
official paid a gratuity to the orderly in waiting. The
wsual fee was two rupees, but some paid more. And
Krupasindhu established friendly relations with the head
orderly. And he kept a list of those who called every
day, and scitled accounts with the head orderly every
week, For if anybody did not pay according to custom
Krupasindhe would find an opportunity to poison the
Sahib’s mind against him, or to delay his business in
some way and the orderlies gladly paid him four annas
in the rupee. In this way Krupasindhu made not less
than two hundred rupees a month. Occasions occurred
when he was able to make more.

Before long the Sahib became so accustomed to dictat-
ing letters, Instead of writing, that le dictated evervthing,
even his private letters. But Krupasindhu never grum-
bled at the extra work. Sometimes the Memsahib also
gave him work to do, and he used to help her with the
domestic accounts. And the Sahib and Memsahib were
very kind, and if anything ailed him the Memsahib used
to give him medicine. And Krupasindhu began to be
happy, and he received many offerings from those who
were anxious to please the Collector, and all the other
clerks envied him,

Yet he had hardly recovered from the blow of his
father's death and settled down in his new place and
begun 10 be happy when another misforiune befell him.
For his wife died.
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First she was faken ill with influenza, and then the
influenza was followed by pneumonia, and she died, And
it seemed to Krupasindhu very hard that he should lose
his wife again, when he had been careful to choose a girl
who was strong and healthy, and not too young. But,
though he did not know it, her strength had been ex-
hausted by bearing and suckling children before she was
full-grown, and when illness attacked her she had no
strength to resist, and died easily,

And Krupasindhu mourned her sincerely, because she
had been a good and faithful and serviceable wife, though
he had never Joved her with the throbs of his soul as he
had loved Nirmalabala.

Now Krupasindbu was thirty-five years old, and he
considered that he was stll young, and therefore he
would marry again; but he was not very young, and
therefore he would do it soon.

And the Sahib and his wife were very kind to him
when they heard of his bereavement, and the Sahib asked
him i he would like to take leave and go home, but the
Christinas holidays were drawing near, and he knew that
geing home would ooly make him feel sad. And the
American missionary heard of his bereavement somehow,
and came to his lodging to comfort him. And he talked
aboul Heaven and Salvation and the jove of Christ and
other things in which Krupasindhu was not interested, and
asked him to come to ihe mission house and see him.
But Krupasindhu had learnt from the missionaries all
that he wanted to learn from them, and he would not go
to their house again.

When the Christmas holidays came Krupasindhu went
home, and the old house and the whole village were
gloomy to him. And so another year ended sadly.

And when the Christmas holidays were over Collector
Sahib went out on tour and took Krupasindhu with him.
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And this was to Krupasindbu a delightful novelty. All
the first three months of the year they toured; out for a
fortnighe, in for a few days, and then out again,

Now Kirupasindhu knew his native viilage and the
neighbouring. villages; and he koew the village where he
had been at school; and he knew the way from his native
village to Balasore; and he knew the country round Bala-
sorc within the range of a walk; and he had been 1o
Calcutta once; and that was all that he had seen of the
world. But now they went north to the borders of Ben-
gal, and sotth to the seaside jungies about the mouths
of the Mahanadi, and inland to the borders of the Tribu-
tary States. Every day Krupasindhp saw something new:
new places and new sorts of people—the border foik,
whose speach is Oriya mingled with Bengali, and Sontals,
who speak a language of their own, and wild-looking
hill folk, armed with bows and arrows; and forests, and
great mivers, and ancient mosques and temples, and the
great houses of the Ianded gentry. And secing new faces
and making new friends, and the change and variety
healed the sickness of his heart,

And everywhere the people courted him, and even the
police were glad of his friendship, and he seldom had to
pay for his food; and those who hoped for the favour or
feared the disfavour of the Sahib secretly sent him pre-
seats, And in some places the local gentry arranged en-
tertainments: conjurers or snzke-charmers or fireworks
or dances—boys dancing dispnised as girls, according to
the custom of Orissa—to please their Collector Sahib.
And the Sahib sat and watched politely, being secretly
bored but Krupasindhu enjoyed all these eniertainments
immensely.

And so much was his spirit refreshed by the changes of
scene that he began to lock upon the world with a new
interest, and he began to apply himself to whatever he
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had to do with a new zest, and he felt within himself a
great renewal of life.

But at the end of March when the hot weather had
begun he was tired of touring, and so was the Sahib.
So the Sahib made an end of touring and scttled down
to pass the hot weather comfortably at Balasore. And
Krupasindhu settled down again gladly to the peaceful
and regular life of a clerk.
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Krupa Marries a
Third Time

It was in the following June that Krupasindhu married
for the third time. Aand this time be married a poor
man's davghter, because he did not care about her
dowry. but was chicly anxious that the giri should be
strong and healthy and not too young. And he applied
for a fortnight's leave so that he might spend a day or
two at home before going to fetch his bride.

When ail the arrangements were complete be received
a letter from Dayanidhi He opened it with misgi ings,
fearing that his brother had written to say that some
hitch had occurred in connexion with his marriage. But
when he read the letter he found that it was bad news
of a different sort. Nishibala was with child, and she
was so far advanced in her pregnancy, which she bad
concealed, that an abortion, Dayanidhi wrote, would be
dangerous,

Krupasindhu when be read this was at first annoyad,
but he was not angry. Then he f-'t sorry for Nishibala
and sorry for himself, because of the disgrace. But he
did not find it in his heart to be angry with his daughier.
He had noticed that if any of the clerks or the Deputy
Collcc.ors had a vitgin widow in his house this thing was
sure to bappen io her sooner or later,

Then Krupasindhu missed his father more than he had
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ever missed him before, b2cause if his father had been
alive he would have turned to him for sympathy and
advice. But now to whom should he turn? He was
ashamed to tell it to his messmates. He would not tell
it to any man of his own age. He would only tell it to
an old man. At last be decided to go and tell jt to
Bhagaban Mahapatra, the head clerk.

‘Bhagaban Babu, he began, ‘I bave suffered a great
misfortune. T would not tell it to one of the younger
men, because it is a private matter. And I bave no father
to whom I can go for advice. So I am come to you,
because your goodness and wisdom are known to me.

‘What is it, Krupa Babu?" Bhagaban Mahapatra replied,
being pleased at the flattery. ‘Tell me about it, and I
will give you the best advice 1 can.’

“This is what has happened: my daughter, who is a
widow, is with child.”

‘How old is she?’

‘She is nearly twenty.’

‘It is but natural.’

‘It is a disgrace.’

‘Krupa Babu, listen to me, and I will tell you some-
thing. You have lost two wives, and your mother died
when you were 2 child, And one hears the same story
everywhere, The women who have husbands die young,
It is only the widows who live to be old women. And
I will tell you why, When a young girl becomes a widow
she keeps her virginity until she is past the age when the
married girls have begun to bear children, But when she
is eighteen or twenty the desire for man’s love becomes
too strong for her, and she falls in love with somebody
and becomes pregnant, For at that age girls are ardent,
and they are ignorant of the world, and Love is stronger
than Fear, Then for two years or more she has the baby
consiantly in her lap, and she can think of nothing else.
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But when she has weaned the child, she thinks of the
disgrace: the disgrace to herself and the disgrace to her
family, and the disgrace that will haunt her child as long
as it lives. And she learns to fear man’s love, So that
when the desire for man’s love returns to her—and natural-
Iy it must retumn to her sometimes as long as she is young—
she is able to resist it, because Fear is now stronger than
Love. That is why it is seldom that a widow of good
caste becomes pregnant more than once. And because
she has only bome one child, and that when she was
full-grown, her strength is not sapped by motherhood,
and she lives to be old.’

‘It is poor comfort, Bhagaban Babu, to be told that
my daughter will live long, being a widow and an outcast.’

‘Why do you distress yourself without need, Krupa
Babu? I tell you this is an ordinary thing, and nobody
really thinks anything of it’

And Krupasindhu was comforted, knowing that what
Bhagaban Babu had said was true.

‘But,’ he said, ‘vou have not given me any advice,
Bhagaban Babu.’

‘T will tell you what to do. Leave the neighbours alone,
and they will leave you alone. Give the lady 2 room to
herself where she may remain in peace and nourish her
child, And when the child is four yeats old you will call
a meeting of your caste-mnen and ask them to take her
back into caste, If they bave respect for you they will
do what you ask.’

So Krupasindhu went away comforted, and wrote an
answer to Dayanidhi’s letter. And soon after he heard
that the child was bomn,

When the time came Krupasindhu went home with a
heavy heart. And he was minded to ask his daughter how
it bad happened and who was the father of the child,

And when he was come to the house Dayanidhi showed
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him the room where Nishibala was nursing her child.
And he went in, and Nishibala stood before him, hanging
her head, with the baby in her arms. And she had cover-
ed the baby with a cloth, Then Krupasindhu bade her
uncover the baby that he might see his face. And he
took the baby in his arms. And then he felt that he loved
Nishibala and her baby, for all it was a bastard, and he
said, ‘It is a beautiful child, It is like youtr mother’

Then he gave the baby back to his mother, and she
laid it on her bed and came and prostrated herself before
her father, but he raised her up, and she hung on his
neck and wept, And when she had been weeping a little
while the baby bepan to cry, and she left her father and
ran to the baby, and Krupasindhu went out of the room
and asked no questions,

Then Krupasindhu begged his brothers not to talk about
Nishibala and not to tell her anything or make any en-
quities, but only to treat her kindly and see that she was
well fed and had all she wanted. Aund they comforted
him with the same words as Bhagaban Babu, saying that
it was only to be expected, and that it was an ordinary
thing, and it was foolish to fret about it. So Krupasindhu
took courage, and cheered himseif up for his wedding.

The next day he remained in the house, and spent
much of the time with Nishibala, who was comforted
when she knew that her father was not angry with ber,
and that he loved her baby.

And the next day he went to fetch his bride. Now,
when he saw his new wife he was mightily pleased. She
looked healthy and strong and plump and fair and, above
all, placid. And when he brought her home.he liked her
more and more. Being a poor man’s daughter, she was
accustomed to doing all sorts of domestic work, and she
had no false pride and did not expect to have servants
to wait on her, but was always ready to put her hand to
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any work that was to be done in the house. She was an
excellent cook; and always she was placid and serene.
And Krupasindhu found that he was able to caich some
of her serenity from her, so that it was happiness to him
only to sit beside her,

And when his leave expired he left her reluctantly, and
thought of her all the way back to Balasere, and all that
evening as he sat in his lodging with his messmates, so
that he answered at random when they spoke to him.
And he thought of ber all the next day as he sat in the
little room in the Collector’s house waiting for the Sahib
to call him to take down letters in shokthand. And, as
there was not much work to do, he sat there pretending
to read an English book, but really he was thinking and
thinking; thinking always of Chambala.

And as he thought he discovered that he was in love
as he had never been in love before. For he had loved
his first wife with the heart of his boyhood, and for his
second wife he had felt respect rather than love, but
Charubala he loved not for lust nor for pride, but just
for herself. He thought that he would do gladly for her
whatever she might ask him to do. Any service that
would be irkeome if he had to do it for anyone else
would be joy and pride to him if he had to do it for her.
And after much thinking he thought that he could never
be happy without her. So he arrived at an important
decision, and when he went back to his lodging that
svening he communicated it to his messmates,

‘Brothers,” he began, as they were sitting on their
veranda in the evening enjoying the cool breeze that came
from the sea, ‘I have decided to leave you.’

Brajananda started and sat up,

‘You mustn't talk like that, Krupa,’ he said. “You have
been fretting too much. After all, it is an ordinary thing.’
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“You don’t understand. I want to have a lodging all
to myself.”

‘We know that you are getting more pay and making
money,” said Brajananda, ‘but what about us?’

‘I'm afraid you'll have to pay the rent between two of
you instead of three.

It will be more comfortable,” said the other messmate,
who was a silent man,

‘Well," said Brajananda, ‘we also are getting more pay
than when we first took this lodging. We can afford it.’

‘Krupa is right,” said the other messmate.

‘I think so,” Krupa replied, ‘I thought about it a lot
before deciding,”

‘I suppose you are getfing so rich you must have a
grand house all to yourself, said Brajananda. ‘Pethaps
you mezn to build 2 mansion.’

*Yes,” Krupa replied, * I do mean to build a mansion
some day to live in when I retire, But not yet. of course.”

‘But when you leave here where will you go?’

‘1 don’t know, I haven’t found a place yet. I shall start
looking for one to-morrow.

‘We don't understand. What do you mean to do?’

‘Only to take another lodging, a small house somewhere
in the town.’

‘And live there all alone?

‘No. I shall send for my wife”

‘Ts that the idea?”

“Yes. You know T have been married again.’

‘T see. Well, I suppose you know your own business
best. Most of the clerks prefer to leave their wives in
their villages. Very few bring them here. Perhaps it is
because they don’t want their wives {o know everything
they do, or because their wives are scolds, or because
they are afraid they might flirt with the other clerks, But
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you know best what suits you. Welf, we shall be sorcy
when you go. And we hope you won't forget that we
have been your messmates for years. We hope you'll
remember us when you have made a fortune and built
a mansion, We always knew that you would be a great
man some day.’

And much more Brajananda said to the same effect,
flattering Krupasindhu. For he supposed that Krupa-
sindhy would not have taken a lodging to himself unless
he had been prosperous, and 2 man who is making a
fortune is a friend worth keeping. But the other mess-
mate only said, ‘We hope you will be very happy. We
shall miss you.*

Next day Krupasindhu found a small house, a little
way ouiside the town, but near the Collector’s house. It
was a mud-walled bouse with a thatched roof, built round
three sides of a small quadrangle, with a veranda in front
and a tiny garden at the back, which closed the fourth
side of the quadrangle. It was just like his village home,
only much smaller. There was a good parlour which
had a door opening on to the veranda, so that male visi-
tors could go into the parlour without going into the
quadrangle. Besides the parlour there were four
rooms, one to sleep in and one to cook in and one
for a maidservant and one for a cow. And when the
owner heard that Krupasindhu was the Collector's con-
fidential cletk he let him have it at a low rent. Then
Krupasindbu wrote to Haribandhu, and Haribandhu
brought Charubala and one of the girls whom Krupa’s
father had brought from the poor woman, and Krupa
hired an old woman to help in the house and keep his
wife company when he was away at work, And he bought
a cow and hired a lad to milk her morning and evening
becavse that is work that is never done by a female.

There Krupasindhu and bhis new wife lived together
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very happily. Charubala was always in good health,
always placid and smiling. And she gave much thought
to her cooking, and devised new dishes and new flavours,
and combinations of spices, to tempt ber husband’s ap-
petite when he was tired after the day’s work, And
Krupasindhu began to get fat, so that everybody knew
that he was prosperous. And he grew fatter and fafter
and his neighbours respected him more and more,
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A Conference at Cuttack

At the end of June the Commissioner of Orissa summon-
ed the Collectors of all districts to Cuttack for a con-
ference, and the Collector of Balasore took Krupasindhu
with him. Kropasindhu had thought that Cutiack, the
capital of Orissa, might be a great city full of palatial
buildings like Calcutta, but as they drove from the rail-
way station to the Collector’s residence, where his Sahib
was to stay, it seemed to him that it was, like Balasore,
only an assemblage of villages.

But he was greatly impressed by the Collector’s resi-
dence, a great two-storeyed house, very unlike the ram-
shackle tumbledown affair that served to accommodate
the Collector of Balasore, It stood in a large compound,
and the drive ran through a fine avenue, and there was
a large mango orchard full of very old trees, which were
taller than any mango-trees that Krupasindhu had ever
SCEN.

When he had rested and breakfasted the Sahib set out
in a borrowed carriage to go and call on the Commis-
sioner, and Krupasindhn asked to be allowed to go with
him. So he sat on the box-seat beside the driver, And
first they drove down the Cantonment Road, and a can-
fonment was something that Krupasindhu had not scen
before, It was a long, straight road with bungalows on
each side, each bungalow standing in ils own compound,
surrounded by a brick wall.  But there were now no
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troops at Cuitack, and there were very few Sahibs, and
some of the bungalows were empty, and some were in
ruins, and some were occupied by Babus. Most of them
were old-fashioned bungalows, built of mud bricks, with
low thatched roofs, but there were fine trees and beautiful
gardens.

The Cantonment Road went siraight to the moat of
the old fort. It crosséd the moat on an ancient stons
bridge, ran under an ancient gateway, and then past the
Club to the Circuit House, and there it came to an cnd.
His Sahib went into the Circuit House to see some officers
who were staying there, and Krupasindhu had time to
walk about and observe his surroundings, The great
moat enclosed a large square space which the Sahibs
used as a golf-course. In it stood the Circuit House and
the Club and an old mosque that was used as an armoury.
Of the great fort, once the palace of the Kings of Utkal,
nothing remained but the old stone bridge, the half-ruincd
gatehouse, and a tall mound which marked the place
where the keep once stood, But this square space was
green and undulating and studded with magnificent irees.
To Krupasindhu it seemed that it must be the most beau-
tiful place on earth, and perhaps he was not far wrong.

When his Sahib had finished talking to the Sahibs in
the Circuit House he got into the carriage again, and
Krupasindhu climbed on 1o the box-seat, and they drove
out of the fort and turned to the right and went through
a fine avenue, past the tannery where lizard skins are
cured to be sent 1o London and Paris to be made into
ladies’ shoes, past the Convent and the Catholiz Church,
through a strest of mud houses that looked to Krupa-
sindhu very like the only street in his native village, into
the principal streei of the town, and there was the entrance
to the residence of the Commissioner.

While his Sahib went into the house to talk to the Com-
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missioner, Krupasindhu bad time to walk about and ob-
serve, The house was a handsome old-fashioned build-
ing with wide verandas and tall Yonic columns, which re-
minded Krupa of the old Sahibs’® houses that he had scen
years ago in Calcutta. The compound was very green
and beautiful, and Krupasindhu would po doubt have
likened it to Richmond Park, if he had ever seen Rich-
mond Park, There was even a herd of tame deer grazing
among the trees, And he walked to the compound wall
and found that the house was built on the top of the re-
vetment of the bank of the Katjuri river, And when he
looked over the wail ke looked down the ancienf revet-
ment, built of red laterite, and saw the great river wash-
ing the lower courses of the masonry.

When his Sahib had finished talking to the Commis-
sioner they got into the carriage again and drove back
through the town a different way. This time they went
past the shops of the Marwari cloth merchants, and then
through a narrow street of small shops—yery like the
bazaar at Balasore, thought Krupasindhu—past the mosque
called Qadam Rasul, because there is in it a stone bear-
ing the imprint of a man’s foot, said to be the footprint
of the Prophet, and so back to cantonments,

When they got back to the Coliector’s house the Sahib
told Krupasindhu that he would not be wanted that after-
noon; so Ktupasindhu went out and walked across the
compound northward till he came to a low wall. He
climbed over the wall, and beyond was ar embankment,
on the top of the embankment was a road, and beyond
the embankment was the great river—the Mahanadi. And
this embankment is there to prevent the Mahanadi from
flooding the town. So Krupasindhu bathed in the great
river, and went back to his lodging and ate his dinner
and slept a while,

And when he woke up he went out again and walked
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along the road on the top of the embankment to the
Jobra workshops. There he saw the slips where boais
are buill and repeired. There also, moored along
the embankment, he saw boats of many sorts. There
were dinghies and jolly boats and cutters and house-boats
and a few stcam-launches. There were also country boats
of various shapes and sizes, There were the great black
broad-beamed, wall-sided boats that ply up and down
the rivers and the canais. And though their sides are
painted black, their prows are gay with designs in white
and vermilion; and many of them have a great cye paint-
ed on each side of the bows so that they can see where
they are going, And there were other great boats built
with bluff bows and a tumble-home. These are the boats
that sail on the tidal rivers and estuarics where the wind
and the tide somctimes raise great waves like the waves
of the sea. And there were very long, narrow boats
which came down from the [eudatory Staics where they
shoot the rapids. And chiefly Krupasindhu noticed some
elegant slender rowing-boats, which the Sahibs used for
pleasure and exercise, and he thought they were the
prettiest boats he had ever seen. Here it happened that
Krupasindhu met a cletk from the Commissioner’s office
who came from a neighbouring village, and he lent Krupa-
sindhu a fishing-rod, and they spent the rest of the day
fishing,

Next morning again his Sahib did not require Krupa-
sindhu's services, and Krupa went out early and found
his way to the street of silversmiths, He was surprised
to find that it was only a row of mud and thatch hou<es,
like the houses in his village. There he found the brother
of Janardhan Jethi. And he greeted him well as an old
neighbour, and gave him messages from his house, and
saw the workshop where the masterpicces of silver filigree
work were made and sold,
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Then he went and called on his father-in-law the Deputy
Magistrate (the father of his second wife), and with him
he had a conversation which was afterwards to bear
fruit.

That afternoon the Conference 1ook place, and Krupa-
sindhu accompanied his Sahib, The Conference was held
at the Commissioner’s office. This was a two-storeyed
building, and the Sahibs met in a large room upstairs.
On the south side of this room there was a large veranda,
and while the Sahibs were talking Krupasindhu waited
on the veranda. From there he could see the Collector’s
Cutcherry, and he saw that it was built like the Commis-
sioner’s residence on the embankment of the Katjuri
leaning on the revetment. It is a fine old building, and
the walls (though this Krupasindhu could not see) are
very thick, and are not built of bricks, but of great blocks
of stone. But Krupasindbu noticed that this Cuicherry
was three or four times as large as the Collector’s Cui-
cherry at Balasore.

While Krupasindbu was waiting on the veranda, the
Sahibs were holding their Conference. After a. time the
Commissioner wanted to make a memorandum of what
they had decided, and first he turned ito the Collecior of
Puri,

‘Have you brought your stenographer?” he asked. ‘Mine
is ill.’

But the Collector of Puri had not brought his stenc-
grapher, who, anyhow, was no use,

‘I have not got a stenographer,’ said the Collector of
Cuttack. ‘I have tried several of the clerks in my office
who said they had learnt shorthand, but they were so
slow, and made so many mistakes, I find it takes less
time to write what I have to write than 1o dictate it

In short, nobody had brought a stenographer except
the Collector of Balasore. So Krupasindhu was sent for,
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and the Commissioner dictated to him slowly, and he
got it all down without a mistake., And all the Sahibs
said that Krupasindhu’s Sahib was very lucky to have
a competent stencgrapher.

That cvening Krupasindhu thought long and carefully
over what he had observed and what he had discussed
with his father-in-law the Deputy Magistrate. Cuttack
was a much Jarger district than Balasore, 1t was by far
the largest and most imporlant district in the country,
and contained the largest number of wealthy and influen-
tigl people. It would, therefore, afford the greatest op-
portunities for making money, It was divided into three
suebdivisions, whereas in Balasore there were only two;
and it comtained twenty-five police stations, while Bala-
sote contained only sixteen, That meant there were three
Subdivisional Officers, and their staffs, instead of two,
and twenty-five officers in charge of police stations, in-
stead of sixteen, all anxious to bec on good terms with the
Collector’s confidential clerk. And the number of im-
portant landlords, lawyers, and politicians in the larger
district was certainly more than double the number in
the smaller district. It was unusval for a clerk to be
transferred from one disirict to another, and when it
was done the newcomer was apt to be regarded by the
other clerks as an unwelcome interloper, but it was some-
times done. The outstanding fact was that he was the
best stenographer in Orissa, and the Collector of Cuttack
had no stenographer. And it was clear that his oppor-
tunities for making money would be doubled if he could
get transferred to Cuttack,

But his father-in-law, who had wide experience of the
ways of the Sahibs, warned him of one thing, If he ap-
plied for a transfer now his Sahib, who had been so kind
to him would feel that he was being left in the lurch,
competent stenographers being so scarce; and so Krupa-
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sindhu would get a bad name among the Sahibs. Thera-
fore, he must wait for a more favourable opportunity.

Now Krupasindhu's Sahib had decided that when he
had finished his business at Cuttack he would take the
opportunity to visit Chandbali. Chandbali is a2 small
port on the estwary of the Mahanadi, and it is almost in.
accessible from Balasore, because of the annuval floods
and the badoess of the roads, although it is in that Dis.
trict, The easiest way to go there is by canal and river
from Cuttack., So the day after the Conference Krupa-
sindhu and his Sahib embarked on the river steamer that
plies between Cuttack and Chandbali.

As the steamer proceeded slowly down the canal to-
wards the sea Krupasindhu observed the country, and
saw that it was very beautiful and fertile, and he talked
with other passengers and learnt all he could about the
countryside and its inhabitants,

And when they came to the end of the canal it was
low tide, and they had to wait till high tide, and then
the steamer slipped out of the canal into the great river.
And the river was so broad and so deep and so strong
that Krupasindhu was a little frightened,

All the time, as they were dropping down the river
with the ebb tide Krupasindhu was observing whatever
there was to be seen, He saw some of the wild folk who
live in the seaside jungles, eating fish and wild fowl.
There were two of them in a long dug-out canoe, one
paddling at each end. In the middle of the canoe there
was a fire, and so they cooked their dinner as they went.
And he saw an island, which one of the sailors told him
was reatly a ship. A tidal wave had carried the ship up-
stream and left it sticking there, And the river had piled
mud on it, and the mud had turned to solid earth, and
grass had begun to grow and trees to spring up, and so
the ship had been turned into an island. But Krupasindhu
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was nol quite sure whether he ought to believe this story
or not,

When they came to Chandbali his Sahib put up with
the Port Oflicer, and Krupasindhu put ap at the police
station, The whole of one day the Szhib spent inspecting
the Customs Office and the police station and everything
else that had to be inspected, dictating his inspection notes
to Krupasindbu. The next day the Sahib took his rifle
and crossed the river before the daybreak in the Port
Officer’s launch and spent the day shooting in the jungles
on the opposite bank of the river, And Krupasindhu,
being left to himself, went first to the Assistant Customs
Officer and collected a commission on the money which
was made in the department, and then amused bimself
by walking about and observing things.

He had not scen a sea-going ship since his visit to
Caleurta, and now he was able to see one at close quart-
ers, He learnt to his astonishment that it was made of
iron, but alrogether it was such a wonderful and compli-
cated machine that he got no impression from it, except
that it was another example of the superiority of the
white men, who made ships like that, while his country-
men, althcugh they had lived by the scaside for countless
generations, could only make the clumsy wooden boats
which plicd on the rivers.

Next day they started on their way back to Cuttack.
Now, they bad to spend half a day in Cuttack before
catching the train to Balasore, and Krupasindhy used the
lime to carry out a pfan whiclt he had thought out at
Chandbali. He sought out one of the clerks in the Com-
missioner’s office who had married one of the sisters of
his second wife, and he questioned him about transfers
and postings.

*‘Our Collector,” he said, ‘has been more than two years
at Balasore. Do you think be will be transferred soon?
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‘Who knows? But it is not unlikely. There are many
officers coming out from leave at the beginning of the
cold weather,”

‘And what about the Collector of Cuttack?’

‘He has been here fully three years. He is certain to
be transferred as soom as there is somebody available to
relieve him, But nothing is settled yet.’

‘No, but when it is settled you will know about it in
the¢ Commissioner’s office long before we shall. I want
you io do one thing: let me know at once when you bear
that any order has been passed,

*‘Certainly I will do that for you, Kropa Babu, and
more. I have a brother in the Chief Secretary’s office,
so that, when I want it, I can get information even earlier
than the Commissioner.’

So Krupasindhn went back to Balasore, full of hope
and new schemes, and he was very glad to see his wife
and his little hired house again,
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The Great Festival at Puri

Not long after his excursion to Cuttack and Chandbali
Krupasindhu's Sahib had to make another excursion, It
was the custom that the Commissioner and the Collectors
of the principal districts of Orissa should assemble at
Puri at the time of the Car Festivat of the Lord Jagarnath.
The Commissioner and the Collectors of Cuttack and
Balasore put vp at the Circuit House; and they brought
their Memsahibs with them, The Collector of Cutlack
alse brought his Assistant Magistrate. There was no room
for the Assistant Magistrate in the Circuit House, and
so he was accommodated in a small thaiched bungalow
belonging to the Forest Department,

Krupasindhu accompanied his Sahib, and, as no Hindu
woman will miss a chance of a pilgrimage to Jagamath
if she can help it, Charubala begged to be allowed fo go
with him, This was the first time she had asked her hus-
band for anything, and, of course, he could not refuse,

The first day after their arrival the Sahibs were busy
inspecting the pilgrims’ lodging-houses, and the hospitals,
and the water-supply, and aill the other arrangements
that had been made for the health and safety of the pil-
grims. The second day they 1ook their Memsahibs with
them and, with the Superintendent of the Temple for
guide, went round the town to see the sights.

These two days Krupasindhu had nothing to do: so
first he went with his wife to the great Temple {o make
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darshan to Shree Jagarpath, the Lord of the World, who
presents himself to his worshippers in the form of a great
shapeless log of wood on whick a face is painted roughly,
because the Almighty has ro need of arms or legs to do
his will.

And they were led round the town, in company with
some other pilgrims from the same neighbourhood, by
one of the pilerim-guides. They saw the great tank of
Markande, of which the water (it is said) is always clean.
And they saw another tank where the water is exceed-
ingly haly, but so filthy that the pilgrims are forbidden
to touch it. And they saw the tank where there are tame
tortoises which come to the surface when they are called.
And they walked down the Baradanda, which is the long-
est, the widest, the dirtiest, and the shabbiest street in
the world. And they walked down, the narrow crooked
street called the Gate of Heaven, where are the holy men
who lie on beds of spikes. There they He all the day long,
beguiling their idleness by teiling each other smutty
stories; but they were Hindustanis who spoke a northemn
dialect, and Krupasindhu and his wife could not under-
stand.

At first Charubala walked humbly behind ber husband,
according to custom: but he bade her walk beside bim
so that they could talk of what they saw. But Charubala
spoke seldom, and Krupa said little to her, but they under-
stoed one another’s silences. Only when the tortoises
came when called she Jaughed and cried out with delight,
childlike, and her husband laughed with her, And Krupa-
sindhu thought it was the happiest day of his life.

And when they came to the end of the street calied
the Gate of Heaven they found that it led down to the
sea.
Now, Balasore is but eight miles from the sea, and
Krupasindhu had scen the sea before. The clerks used
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sometimes to make up parties fo go down and bathe in
the sea on Sundays and holidays, and Krupasindhu had
been with them once or twice, But on that part of the
coast the sea is very shallow, and a man must wade out
a long way to find water deep enough to swim in, and
for the same reason there are no ships to be seen; and
the sea seemed to Kmupasindhu a very dull affair. But
here he saw such a sea as he had not dreamed of: great
breakers crashing on the beach, and line upon line of
surf, and a noise like thunder. But there were hundreds
of pilgrims bathing in the sea, At iatervals along the
beach Telugu fishermen had been posted, to go in and
rescue anyone who might be in danger of drowning, for
there are no swimmers in the world like them. And
some of them had taken out their surf-boats, and were
paddling slowly up and down beyond the breakers, ready
to give help in case of need. When the pilgrim-guide
told them that it was necessary for salvation to bathe in
the sea, Krupasindhz was a little frightened, ¥le himsclf
was a good swimmer, but he feared for Charubala, so
he gave one of the fishermen two annas to stand by in
case of need.

When they had bathed in the sea they walked back to
their lodging for dinner, and on the way they bought
sweetmeats and fed the holy elephants, which are holy
because they are the property of the Lord Jagarnath.
And here again Charubala was delighted with the delight
of a child. So they came back to their lodging as bappy
as two children after a day's outing at the seaside.

The second day also Krupasindhu took his wife out,
and after they had made darshan to the Lord Jagarpath
they walked about the town and saw whatever offered
itself to be seen. Chiefly be noticed the crowds of pil-
grims, and that year there were four hundred thousand
pilgrims in Puri at the time of the Car Festival, And
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among the pilgrims were great numbers of women—women
from all over India and Burma and Kashmir—many of
them very beautiful women and of the highest families (for
there is no purdah in Furi), and not a few of them were
ladics who had never appeared in public before and had
never learnt to conceal their faces or their breasts, and
Krupasindhu thought that if he had been twenty years
younger it would have been a wonderful experience, but
now he was middle-aged and not easily thrilled.

The third day was the day of the Car Festival, when
the Lord Jagarnath proceeds in his car from the Great
Pagoda all the length of the Baradanda to the Garden of
Sweet Smells. And this he does every year for a change
for the benefit of his health.

The Collector of Puri was required to go all the way
with the car of Jagarnath, but the Commissioner and the
other Collectors, and their Memsahibs, and the other
Europeans who were in Puri at the time were accom-
modated by one of the local gentry on a balcony facing
the Lion Gate, whence they could see it all in comfort.
And Krupasindhu, because he was the confidential clerk
of a high official, was accommodated with his wife on
the balcony of an adjacent house, so that they could slip
away when they had seen enough, and not get stuck in
the crowd of pilgrims,

Now, the beginning of the business was very long and
tedious. The Lord Jagarnath was cartied out through
the Lion Gate with much ceremony and set up in his
car, and all the people were wailing for the procession
1o begin. But first a Brahmin came out with a pot of
paint and a brush, and climbed on to the car and touched
up the whites of His Lordship’s eyes. And until this
had been done all the people had to wait.

And all the time the crowd was worshipping with
enthusiastic devotion, and there arose an incessant mur-
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mur of prayers. But the Sahibs were getting bored, and
began to comment on the proceedings.

‘I cannot understand,” said one of them, ‘how they can
work up so much enthusiasm about an ugly wooden idol.”

‘T understand perfectly,” said the Commissioner. ‘The
idol answers to the instinctive desire for a visible object
of worship—a god locally present.”

*You seem,’ said one of the Sahibs, ‘to be comparing
the idol to the Blessed Sacrament of the Allar.

*Yes,” said the Commissioner simply. ‘Old Jagarnath,
sitting there on his car, serves the same purpose as the
Biessed Sacrament displayed in a monstrance. And the
crowds which are adoring him are doing exactly what we
do when we go to Benediction,

But at Jast the cars began to move, and there was a
contest among the pilgrims as to who could get to the
ropes and take part in the pulling. And when the pullers
flagged, one of the Brahmins would step on to the plat-
form on the front of the car and cheer them on with
jokes and breezy yarns. But after a mile the pilgrims
grew weary of pulling, and the hereditary pullers took
the ropes. And it is their custom to pull a few hundred
vards, and then stop and clap their hands. This is the
signal for one of the Brahmins to come forward on the
front of the car and tell a facetious story.

And when the cars had travelled a mile or so the
Sahibs had seen enough and went back to lunch, And
soon after Krupasindhu thought he had seen enough,
and he and his wife went back to their dinner. All the
time they were at Puri Charubala had no cocking to do,
but they ate the holy food that is cooked in the Temple
and offered to the god, and then sold to the pilgrims.
And Charubala discovered that the cooks of the Temple
knew certain dishes that were not hnown to her, and
Krupasindhu paid the pilgrim-guide to bring him one of
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the cooks, and he paid the cook to teach his wife how
to prepare these dishes. He learnt alse the secret, which
is that these are really Mohammedan dishes, but the
cooks of the Lord Jagarnath have given them Sanskrit
names and make them and sell them to the pilgrims.
After that Charubala was able to give her husband such
meals as never he bad eaten before, and he went on
growing fatter and fatter,

When he had eaten his dinner Krupasindhu went to
slecp, feeling immensely comforted; for he was sure that
his pilgrimage had earned him absolution and indulgence
for past sins, and good luck for the future. And I for
one, dear reader, am inclined to believe that he was right
and I shall tell the reason why in the next chapter.
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Money for Love, and
Love for Money

When Krupasindhu had slept enough he called to his
wife to make him a cup of tea to clear his brain, and
went out on to the veranda. And he was sitting on the
veranda drinking his tea when a chuprassi, whom he
recognized as the Assistant Magistrate’s orderly, came,
The chuprassi made a respectful salaam, and Krupa-
sindhu returned his salutation courteously and asked him
if he wanted anything.

‘Babu,’ the man replied, ‘I have thought of a scheme
that will be very profitable.’

*What is it, Mianji?’

‘The assistant Sahib, you know, is quite young. It is
less than a year since he came out from England, Now
I noticed, when he was going round the town with the
other Sahibs, that he kept on gazing at the female pil-
grims. And 1 have noticed before that if he sees a
pretty woman he cannot refrain from looking at her.'

Krupasindhu thought of the beautiful women he had
scen among the pilgrims,

‘T am not surprised,” he said, ‘it is patural’

‘T have been thinking.” the chuprassi continued, ‘that
it might be very profitable to supply him with what he
needs.”
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‘A proper job for a baseborn fellow like you! said
Krupasindhu indignantly. “There was no need to tell
me about it

‘Don’t be angry, Babu. The girl T have in mind is not
an ordinary gisl, and ihe scheme is not an ordinary
scheme, and there is a great deal of money to be made.
Only a man like you is necessary to carry it out.

‘Sit down and explain it to me.

The chuprassi came up and squatted on the veranda.

‘Babu,” he said, ‘there is a Hindustani gentleman who
has a large estate, but he has no son, and when he dies
his estate will belong to his cousin, whom he hates. He
has recently married a young girl in hope that she wilt
bear him a son. But he is elderly, and his parenis were
very indulgent to him when he was young, and he is not
able 1o beget a son. Now, the young lady has been sent
to Purt in charge of her mother-in-law and her mother,
The gentleman’s mother is a very wicked old woman
and hates her nephew bitterly, and the young lady’s
mother is very anxious that her daughter should give her
husband a son and heir, because that will be advantageouns
to her and her daughter both. And the plan is that
while they are at Purt they will make an arrangement,
and the girl will conceive; and as soon as they know that
she has conceived they will take her back to her husband,
so that he may be able to say that the child is his, and
he will acknowledge the child, and if it is a boy, he will
become the heir.’

“That is an old trick, Mianji. Ft will not be difficult
to find some hearty young blackguard to do the needful.
Why do you come to me?’

*Babu, I have been thinking that we might perform
two acts of kindness at the same time. We might please
the ladies, and, at the same time, please the Assistant
Sahib.’
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‘Mianji, you are mad if you think the young Sahib
will take part in a transaction of this sort.”

‘He will not be told anything about it. But it is not a
thing that could be arranged by a common person like
me. And, Babu, consider this: if I brought an ordinary
girl to the Sahib, he would give her a few rupees, and
she would give me half. And if I brought an ordinary
young man to the ladies, they would give me a modest
sum. But if we can arrange it as I propose, whatever
the Sahib pays will be mine, since the girl will not expect
to receive anything, and whatever the ladies pay will be
yours.”

‘But 1 should be ashamed, Mianji, to go to the ladics
with such a proposal. Can you arrange it so that they
will be expecting me?’

“They have an old woman serving them. 1 will see her
and come back and tell you what arrangement 1 have
made.’

After an hour or so the chuprassi came back.

‘Babu,” he said, ‘vou must go out for a walk on the
beach fo-night. You will meet an old woman who will
speak to you, Follow her. The ladies will be expecting
you.'

That evening Krupasindhu ate his supper early and
went out for a walk after supper. And he met the old
woman, and followed her to one of the houses on the
beach, and she showed him into a room where two
women were sitting. A very old woman with a dried-
up, wrinkled face was sitting cross-legged on a charpoy
and a fat middle-aged woman was sitting by her on a
cushion on the floor, Krupasindhu saluted them very
respectfully, and the old woman pointed to a chair and
asked him to sit down.

‘Babu,’ she began, ‘T understand that you know what
we require and are willing to help us.’
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‘Lady, I am your most obedient servant. I have some-
thing wonderful 10 offer you. 1 have been thinking that
the father of the heir to a great estate ought to be young
and vigorous and fair-skinned and free from disease, and
there could be no one better than a young Heavenborn
Sahib.’

“That is 2 grand idea,” said the younger woman, who
feared greatly for her daughter’s health.

“That is no doubt an excellent idea,” said the old woman.
“Then there will be nothing to pay. The Sahib will do it
for his own pleasure.”

‘Lady,” said Krupasindhu, who felt that his ability to
lie fluently and plausibly was being put to a severe test,
‘do you suppose that the Sahib is a person of no im-
portance and cannot obtain his requiremenis as often as
necessary? Do you not know that whenever a young
widow runs from her father-in-law’s house, or a young
wife runs away from her mother-in-law, or a new girl
comes to a brothel, or a dancing-girl grows old enough
to begin earning money, all these things become known
to the police? Do you not know that those who live
by this sort of commerce are always afraid of the police,
and that they dare not begin to use a new girl for such
purposes until they have first offered her to the Divisional
Inspector? Why, the Sahib has only to say a word to
the Inspcctor Babu! Beautiful, fresh young girls! And
there are white woment Will it be any pleasure to him
if I offer him an ordinary ugly black girl? Why, unless
she is very fair-skinned, 1 don't suppose the Sakib will
touch her.’

The two women looked at cach other., Krupasindhu
was walching their faces.

‘My daughter is beautiful,’ said the younger woman,

Krupasindhu decided to draw a bow at a venture.

‘I have heard that she is rather dark-skinned.



Money for Love and Love for Money 109

The two women looked at each other again.

‘It is true that she is dark,’ said the girl's mother, ‘but
she is beautiful”’

‘That will make it more difficult? said Krupasindhu,
‘but 1 will try.”

‘How much shall we have to spend?’ the old woman
asked.

‘It will cost you ten thousand rupees,’ said Krupasindbu.

‘Then I think we had better get an ordinary man,’
said the old woman.

‘If you do that, lady, it will cost you more in the end.
Consider this: the Sahib is honourable; your secret will
be safe; I shall tell him no names, and he will ask no
questions. But if you get an ordinary man you will
never bave done with paving. And consider this: when
your son dies—and I pray God to give him long life—
your nephew will certainly claim the estate; he will say
that the boy is illegitimate; he will say that it is impos-
sible that your son was his father. And perbaps the real
father of the boy will go into the witness-box and tell
the truth.’

‘They will never find him.’

‘They will not have to find him. [f he is an ordinacy
person he will go to them himself and sell them the story
for money.’

‘We could have him poisoned as scon as he has done
his part.’

Krupasindhu was horrified at the callous wickedness of
this sugpestion. But he concealed his feelings and
answered calmly.

‘That would be very imprudent, lady. There woulk
be an inquest, suspicion would be aroused, and probably
it would all ceme out.

‘I would rather it was the Sahib,’ said the younger
woman. ‘Then my daughter’s child will be strong and
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beauuful and fair, and her busband wil be pleased’

‘I also would prefer the Sahub, said the old woman,
‘It wilt be safer But ten thousand rupees i1s too much’®

‘Lady,” said Krupasindhu, “if you were not prepared to
accept my terms, why did you seek my help®

‘Ind we go to you. or did you come 10 us”

‘It matters little’

Then the two women understood that they had de.
hivered themselves inte Krupasindhu's hands by discuss-
mg ther plan with lam, because he could easily spoil 1t
by telling the nghtful heiwr

But, the old woman objected, supposing my daughter-
ix-law does not concerve? Or, if she does, suppose the
child 15 a girl?’

‘We will settle o thns way, Krupasindhu repiied
*When ¥ take the young lady 1o the Satub you will pay
me one thousand rupees And when you know that she
15 pregnant you will pay me one thousand more. And
when the child 15 born you will pay eight thousand if it
1sa boy If 1t 1s a gurl you walt pay nothung.’

To this the ladies agreed—they had no choice—and
Krupasindhn pronised tc see the Salhb about 1t next
morning

In the morming when the young Sahub had just finizhed
his breakfast Krupasindhu came to the byngalow with
the chuprassi  The young Salub was irnitable that morn-
g He had had a bad mght, becamse he could mot
stop thinking of the beautiful women he bad seen among
the pilenms  But the chuprasst went up on to the veran-
da and salaamed and began to speak.

*Your Honour an 1dea concerning your Honour's wel-
fare has entered the foolish head of this slave. The jJeast
of men has noticedt that there are many beautiful women
among the pignms, and if Your Honour wil but give
the order the Jeast of men wil bring one of them for
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Your Honour's inspection. Your Honour will only pay
a few rupees——

At this point the young Sahib became angry, and
jumped up, upsetting his chair with a crash. The old
chuprassi turned to flee, and the Sahib ran after him and
kicked him hard, so that he went rolling down the steps
from the veranda on to the drive. The chuprassi picked
himself wp and ran away, the Sahib resumed his seat,
and Krupasindhu came up and salaamed,

‘Good mormning, Babu,” said the young Sahib. ‘Who
are you?'

*Sir.’ Krupasindhu replied, ‘I am confidential clerk to
the Collector of Balasore, and I came only to pay my
respects to Your Honowur.”

“Oh, I've heard of you. You're the champion sieno-
grapher.’

“Your Honour is very kind to say so. But, sir, 1
happened to overhear what the ordedy was saying, and
I was very much ashamed. If 1 may be permitted to
say so, Your Honour was right to be angry’

‘Yes, Babu, T thought it was awful cheek.’

‘8ir, when Your Honour has been longer in this coun-
try Your Honour will discover that Puri is a very wicked
place. There are women among the pilgrims, and women
of the highest families, who come here not from a reli-
gious motive, but with a view 1o gratify their unbridied
passions, The Temple of Jagarnath, 1 say it with shame,
is the place where women go to meet lovers, and young
babus go there in search of romance.

The voung Englishman thought of the beautiful pil-
grims, and wished he had been a young babu.

‘Sir,” Krupasindhu went on, ‘that chuprassi is a low-
class Mohammedan fellow, and he will bring Your
Honour dirty public women, only for the sake of earning
a few rupees, But if Your Honour wishes, I will arrange
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for Your Honour to meet a very beautiful high-caste
gir ’

Here the Sahib was inclined to be angry again, but the
temptation was beginning to be too strong for him.

*What the devil do you mean, Babu?’

Krupasindhu detected a note of indecision in the young
man’s voice, and went on boldly,

‘She is young and ardent, and Your Honour has only
to give the order, and 1 will arrange for her to come to
Your Honour to-night.’

‘And what do I have to pay?’

‘Sir, Your Honour will kindly excuse me, but I will not
bring her myself, The orderly will bring her. Your
Honour will kindly remember to pay fifiy rupees to the
orderly, and not to the lady herself.”

‘And what do I pay you?”

‘I will take nothing from Your Honour. 1 do this
only that Your Honour may become my kind patron,
because we know that Your Honour is a brilliant officer
and will one day become a Lieutenant-Governor.’

The young Sahib longed to kick him, but he had re-
solved to yield %o the temptation, and he meant to stick
to his resolution,

‘Very well, Babu. Ten o’clock to-night.

First Krupasindhu found the orderly and showed him
one of the lamp-posts near the bungalow where the As-
sistant Sahib was staying and gave him certain instruc-
tions. Then he went to the house on the beach and
warned them to have the money ready at nine o'clock
that night,

At nine o'clock Krupasindhy turned up at the house
on the beach, and when he had received a thousand
rupees, counted out, and each rupee rung on the stone
floor to prove that it was a good one, he took the gl
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and led her to the lamp-post, and there he handed her
over to the chuprassi.

And a fortnight later a man came to him at Balasore
and paid him another thousand rupees. And in due lime
be came again and paid eight thousand rupees. And
Krupasindhu lent the ten thousand rupees on a mortgage
to Jadunath Mahapatra, his landlord, at a high rate of
interest, and Jadunath Babu, being anxious to preserve
the estate for his son, paid the interest regularly as long
as he hved.
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Krupa is Transferred to
Cuttack

A month after the return of Krupasindhu and his Collec-
tor from Puri the Commissioner came to Balasore for his
annual inspection. He stayed ai the Circuit House, and
first the Collector went there to pay his respects. He
took Krupasindhu with him in case his services might
be required, and while the Sahibs were talking in the
dining-room, Krupasindhu waited on the veranda, where
he was able to hear what they were saying. And this is
what he heard.

‘Sir,’ said the Collector, *has anything been seitled
about the cold weather postings?’

‘Nothing has been setiled yet but ¥ can tell you what
I am going 0 recommend. How would you like to go
to Cuttack?’

‘[ should like it very much.’

‘Well, Smith has been in Orissa too long, and [ shall
recommend his transfer to one of the Bihar districts.
Brown and Robinson will be coming out from leave; one
of them may be appointed to relieve him. But I will re-
commend you.'

*Thank you, sir.’

‘Balasore is a small district, and T think it is time you
had a chance to show what you can do in a large district,
You will find the work very beavy at Cuttack.”
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‘'m not afraid of that, sir. I am sure I should like
Cuttack!

‘Very well, then; I expect it can be arranged.’

Having heard this, Krupasindhu took the first oppor-
tunity to write to his father-in-law the Deputy Magistrate,
and his father-in-law went and saw Mr Smith, the Col-
lector of Cuttack.

‘Sir,” he said, ‘I understand that you are puf to great
inconvenience for want of a good stenographer. Now I
have a son-in-law who is working as steno-typist under
the Collector of Balasore. If 1 write to him he wil
submit an apphication, and 1 Wik s wramier 10 Cutack
could be arranged.

‘1 don’t suppose the Collector of Balasore will be
willing to part with him,” Mr Smith replied. ‘But I sup-
pose there’s no harm in asking.’

80 he wrote unofficially to the Collector of Balasore,
and the Collector of Balasore sent for Krupasindhu.

‘Krupa Babu,” he said, ‘would you like to go to Cut-
tack to work as the Collector’s steno-typist?’

‘Sir, Krupasindhu replied, “Your Honour has been very
kind to me, and Memsahib is to me in place of my
mother, and as long as Your Honour is here T will never
leave Balasore.’

‘Not even for higher pay?

‘No, sir. Not even for higher pay.

*And supposing I am transferred?’

*Then I will follow Your Honour to any district in the
province.”

‘But suppose I take leave and go home to England?
Will you come with me?’

‘In that case, sir, [ hope Your Honour would excuse
me.’

‘Why? Wouldn’t you like to see England?’

*Sir, my two brothers and their families and my own
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children all live together in our ancestral home. And twice
a year 1 go home, during the Puja and Christmas holidays,
and we three brothers consult together concerning the
affairs of the family, And in this manner our joint affairs
are conducted very harmoniously, But, sir, if 1 were to
go thousands of miles away 1 would be afraid lest some-
thing might not become otherwise.’

*All right, Babu,’ said the Sahib, smiling, *I'm not think-
ing of going home, But it is possible that I may be trans-
ferred.’

‘In that case I hope I may be privileged to accompany
Your Honour,’

‘What a good fellow our Type Babu is!’ the Sahib said
to his wife when Krupasindhu had withdrawn. ‘So loyall
He won't Ieave us to go to Cuttack, not even on higher
pay.’

‘I belicve he is honestly attached to us,” the lady replied.

‘Se do 1. He says he will go with us wherever we are
transferred.’

Not long after Krupasindhu received information from
his friend in the Commissioper’s office that it had been
decided to transfer his Sahib to Cuttack, He sat down
at once and drafted a petition. When he had revised it
several times he typed it very carefully, and this is how it
1an;:

To the Collcetor of Cuitack through the Collector of Balasore

HonoURLD SiR,

With due respect and humble submission T beg teave to be
allowed to permit myself to lake the liberty of depositing
the following Humble Petition at Your Honour's gracious
and benevolent feet

2, That Your Henour's humble pctitioner entered the ser-
vice of the Benign Government as an apprentice in iho year
1854,

3. That Your Honour's humble petitioner was appointed
permanently in Government service in the year 1897,
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4. That in the year 1911 His Honour the Collector of Bala.
sore was pleased to appoint Your Honour’s humble petitioner
as his sieno-fypist.

5. That Your Honour’s petitioner has all along been dis-
charging his duties to the entire satisfaction of the noble
and virtuous officers vnder whom, through the infinite good-
ness of Divine Providence, he bas had the jolly good uck to
serve.

6. That it is well-known and an undoubted fact that he
iz the best stenographer in Orissa,

7. That your humble petitioner has heard that Your Hon-
gur is put to inconvenience in the discharge of your Hon-
our’s multifarious and important duties by want of a com-
petent stenographer,

8. Therefore, with due respect and humble submission,
Your Honour's petitioner begs leave to submit the following
humble

PRAYER

That the petitioner may be transferred from the Office of
the District Magistrate and Collector of Balasore to the offico
of the District Magistrate and Collectar of Cuttack, and ap-
pointed to serve as District Officer’s steno-typist,

And Your Honour’s humble petitioner, together with ail
his family, as in duty bound, shall ever przy for ¥Your Hon-
our's longevity and prosperity.

This is the heart-felt prayer of Your Honour's most humble
petitioner.

KRUFASINDHU MAHANTY

Krupasindhu locked the petition up in a drawer in his
writing-table uatil the proper time should come for sub-
mitting it. And next day his Collector received a demi-
official letter from the Chief Secretary informing him that
he was to be transferred to Cuttack, The Collector im-
mediately informed Krupasindhu, and then he presented
the petition, and the Collector was touched by his loyaity,
and forwarded the petition with a strong recommenda-
tton. In this way Krupasindhu contrived to get transferr-
ed to Cuttack, where he hoped to make money more
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quickly, and at the same fime to win the hearts of his
Sahib and Memsahib.

Through his friend in the Commissioner’s office Krupa
sindhu arranged to hire a small house at Cuttack, not
too far from the Collector's residence, and very like the
little house he had occupied at Balasore. There he in-
stalled himseif soon after the Puja holidays, together with
his wife and the old serving woman and the cow, while
his Sahib and Memsahib installed themselves in the great
two-storeved residence. Charubala was delighted with the
change of scene and the great rivers and the great trees
and the distant view of the hills. And she was always
quiet and “serene, so that her husband felt happy only
to sit beside her. And, as their new home was not far
from the Mahanadi, Krupasindhu bought fishing-tackle,
and began 10 occupy his feisure with his favourite sport.

Nor did Krupasindhu by any mcans forget the main
object which he had in view when he came to Cuttack.
First he made friends with the Collector’s orderlies, and
made the same arrangements for callers as he had made
at Balasore, so that the callers werte made to vield a re-
gular income. And, as Cuttack was a larger district, the
callers were more numerous and more important. His
next care was to make himself acquainted with all the
most important people in the district, and especially the
officials, Among these he discovered that one Gopal
Krishna Mahanty, Deputy Superintendent of Police, on
whom the Government had conferred the title of Rai
Sahib, was related to his brother Dayanidhi’s wife. On
the strength of this connexion he called on the Rai Sahib,
and found him very cordial and willing to co-operate.
And the Rai Sahib had made good use of his advantages
as a police officer, and collected a mass of intimate in-
formation about all the leading people of the district, and
he promised to let Krupasindhu know if an opportunity
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should occur 10 tumn any of this information te account.
And, because the new Collector bad brought Krupasindhu
with him when he was transferred, it was rumoured that
Krupa Babu was a favourite, and had influence with the
Collector; a rumour which proved advartageous to Krupa-
sindhu.

S0 he settled down once more to the peaceful and re-
gular life of a clerk, and he was contented with his lot,
and especially with Charubala. For it was a daily delight
to him to return from his work in the evening, not to the
entidy lodging which be had shared so long with two
other clerks, but to his neat little thatched bungalow, and
his placid, amiable wife. And Charubals worked all day
long to keep the little bungalow clean, io provide for him
appetizing meals, and to make the daily home-coming a
daily delight.

The regular life was, of course, interrupted by touring,
but in this district the rainy season is the touring season,
when the rivers are full of water and it is convenient to
travel by boat. Yet the Collector made some tours dur-
ing the cold weather, and one of them stuck always in
Krupasindhu’s memory. The Sahib and Memsahib went
up the river in their motor-launch, while Krupasindbu,
the servanis, and the luggage marched along the embank-
ment to the point where the river forks, and one prong
of the fork is the Mahanadi and the other is the Katjuri.
Thence they procesded in boats. Now when his boat
was under way Krupasindhu saw before them a great
wall of moumain, and it appeared so steep and su high
that it seemed to him that when they reached it there
would be nothing o do but wen back again. But pre-
sently the boatmen changed their course a little, and
suddenly there appeared a cleft in the wall, as if some
giant bad cut a doorway to let the river out, And when
they came ncarer he perceived that on onc side there
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was a berm at the foot of the mountain, a little berm of
flat grassy land on which stood a small bungaiow, There
were the Sahib and Memsahib, and there they stayed a
week.

When Krupasindhu saw what the place was like he was
glad he had brought his fishing-tackle, and he wondered
why they had built an inspection bungalow at a spot
where there was nothing to inspect, and nothing to do
but fish., But soon he discovered that the peacefulness
and the freedom from distractions and interruptions—for
there were no callers—enabled the Sahib to do a prodi-
gious amount of work, And this is one of the uses of
inspection bungalows.

When the weather began to be excessively hot the Sahib
decided to do no more touring till the rainy season, and
Krupasindbu enjoyed his regular and peaceful life for
three months. It was during this time, in the month of
May in the year 1913, that a great event happened: Charu-
bala gave birth to her first child.

Now the birth of a child is an event which is always
unique, like the rising of the sun. For 2 man who watches
the sun rising is not watching 2 common happening that
repeats itself daily, but a new and original event that has
never happened before, and will never happen again,
because each sunrise is a complete and individual work of
art, an original masterpiece by the Supreme Artist. There-
fore, all the sunrises of all the centuries cannot diminish
the glory and wonder of the dawn. And so also the
coming into the world of a new child is always a thing
that has never happened before and will never happen
again, a wonder that cannot grow less wonderful by re-
iteration, because every new child is a new person.

And whether Krupasindhu understeod this or not, the
birth of a child was to him always a marvellous and ori-
ginal event,
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When the time came Krupasindhu sat up all night on
the veranda, and a little before dawn he heard a thin
cry, and knew that there was a mew voice in the world.
And he waited a little longer, and just as the sun appeared
the midwife came out and told him that all was well.
Then he went in and saw Charubala lying in the bed, and
the child in a little cot beside her,

‘O my husband!’ she said, ‘it is only a girl”

‘I have two sons already,” he said, ‘and I am glad it is
a girl. It is a pretty child, and will grow to be a beautiful
woman,”

And when Charubala was up and about agaip he notic-
ed how she had been changed by motherhood, as women
always are changed, some one way and some another.
She became less placid and more animated, and began to
be self-assertive and rasterful, and never hesiiated to
demand anything she wanted for herself or the child. But
she loved her husband more than ever because he loved
the child and was not disappointed that it was not a boy.
And they namcd the child Dayabala,

When Krupasindhu went and told the Sahib of this
event, the Sahib went and told the Memsahib, and the
Memsahib sent for Krupasindhu, and asked after the
health of his wife, and told him to bring the child for
her to see as soon as might be.

And when a year and more than a year had passed
peacefully, then—that is to say, in Awvgust 1914—Chatu-
bala gave birth to another child, Again it was a girl, and
they called her Krupabala.

But when Krupasindhu went and told the Sahib, the
Sahib took no notice, because he had just received the
news of another event that seemed to him of greater im-
portance, and that was the outbreak of the Great War.
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All over the country the news of the outbreak of the War
aroused great interest and curiosity. And it happened
that some men from Krupasindhu's village were come to
Cuttack on account of some litigation which they had in
the Court of the District Judge, And they came to
Krupasindhu in the evening io see if he could tell them
anything about the War.

‘I have heard, said one of them, ‘that there are so
many soldiers engaged, that if they were all assembled in
one place the Collector’s compound would not be able
to hold them.’

*‘And T bave heard,” said another, ‘that there are not
fewer than ten thousand fighting men employed on each
side, But, of course, I don’t believe everything I hear.

*Babu,’ said Krupasindhu, ‘in this War the soldiers are
numbered not by thousands, but by hundreds of thou-
sands.’

At this the villagers looked at each other sadly, as if
they thought even their own neighbour was deceiving
them.

*There is one thing that I do not understand, Krupa
Babu,’ said one who had been to school and leamnt a
little history, ‘I supposed that when there is a war the
armies march and march and march until they meet, and
they fight a little, till one side runs away, And after that
they rest. And after a long time they meet again, and



1914 123

fight another battle. But in this War they seem to be
fighting all the time. And I do not understand how any
man can go on fighting hour after hour and day after
day. I should think his arm would become too tirud to
lifr his sword.

“That,’ said Xrupasindhu, is a thing that I do not quite
understand myself. Perhaps it is that there are so many
soldiers that they take turns to fight, relieving one another.
But one thing I have noticed. When the Sahibs praciise
firing at a target, they fire lving flat on their stomachs,
and I suppose it is not so tiring to fight, if vou can fight
lying down.’

‘I don’t understand how a man could wield a sword
lying flat on his stomach.’

‘I have heard, said another, interrupting, ‘that there
is iron in the hills of the Garhjar, and in olden times.
people used two dig it up to make swords and daggers.
and axes for the wardors. Now the Government will
have great need of such weapons, I wonder if they will
begin to dig the iron again.

‘O my brothers!” said Krupasindhu, ‘with what weapons
do you suppose the soldiers are fighting?

‘With swords and spears, of course,” said the man who
had been to school, ‘What else?’

‘Babu, 1 have seen English soldiers. They had neither
swords nor spears, but every man had a gun on his shoul-
der, ‘The soldiers are fighting with guns.’

“You are a4 wag, Krupa Babu. You are making fun of us.”

‘Babu, have you ever seen a soldier?’

‘No, but I have seen a gun, Janardhan Jethi has &
gun, but he only uses it for show. And Somnath Babu
the son of our landlord, has got a gun, and he comes to
the village every year to shoot snipe. That is what guns
are for, not for waging war. Soldiers fight with swords
and spears.’
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‘I tell you they are fighting with guns.’

‘I tell you guns are meant for shooting birds. Who
ever heard of men using guns to shoot one another? What
a nidiculous notion!”

And they all langhed and laughed again.

Now, when the War began everybody was sure that
the English would win and Krupasindhu never doubted
it for a moment. His Sahib had a great map which he
stuck up on the wall of his study, and he had a number
of pins with little flags on them, which he stuck into the
map to mark the positions of the armies. And one day
Krupasindhe asked him if he bad any news of the War,
and be replied that the news was not good. And he ex-
plained to him the positions of the pins, and Krupasindhu
understood that the Germans were advancing, and that
the English and their Allies were being driven back, And
after a few days he looked at the pins again, and it
seemed to him that the English and their friends were
Tunning away. But he kept this to himseif.

But after a while it became known to everybody that
the English were being beaten, Then the politicians were
pleased, and some of the Bengalis used to sit on their
verandas of an evening reading the casualty lists aloud,
as if it gave them much pleasure to know so many Eng-
lishmen had been killed.

Now, when it became known that all was not going
well, and that the War would last a long time, all the
Sahibs were very eager to join the Army., The Com-
missioner was too old, and the Collectors were not allow-
ed to go, but the Assistant Magistrate went, and all the
other Szhibs went, And their places were taken by
Babus, so that the War was of some benefit to some
people.  And Dayanidhi was one of those who bene-
fited.

There was a zemindar in Orissa who employed an
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English Sahib to manage his estate. And this Sahib had
been an indigo planter and knew all the tricks of his trade.
if any of his servants or his master’s servants ran away
and refused to work, he used to send men to his house
and seize his utensiis, and he would keep the utensils
locked up till the mah came back to his work. And if
any of the tenanms was refractory, some misfortune was
sure to happen to him. Either his house would catch
fire, or somebody would poison his cow, or he himself
would be waylaid by robbers and beaten severely. And
rany tricks the Sahib knew to compel the tenants to
pay more than was lawfully due from them. And he
served his master with admirable loyalty, and, as far as
possible, allowed no one to steal but himseli.

But when the War broke out he offered to serve, and
he was appointed to the Supply and Transport Corps.
And he went very gladly, because he would become an
officer and a gentleman, and also because he knew that
he would be able to steal from the Government now, in-
stead of stealing from a ‘damned native.

And his employer was sore puzzied how (o replace him.
And after much thought he conciuded that, for the sort
of services he required, the next best thing to a Sahib who
has been an indipo planter is a Babu who has been a
policeman.  Therefore he gave the job to Dayanidhi
Mahanty, and it was a great comfort to Krupasindhu and
Haribandhu to know their elder brother had got a job.

When the War had been going on for some months
people began to notice that, though the English were
being beaten, yet the War went on. And therefore they
began to think that, in spite of reverses, the English were
not so very much beaten after all, And Kropasindhu was
more than ever convinced (though some of the clerks
did not agree with him) that the English would win in
the end,



126 Indian Ink

And they noticed that the War made very little differcnce
in Orissa. There were no more golden sovercigns, and
there was much more paper money, and prices rose, and
some of the common people went away 10 setve as labour-
ers or officers’ servants. And that was all, So Krupa-~
sindhu ceased to worry about the War, and turned his
thoughts to his own affairs,

And when the War had been going on for nearly two
years he decided that it was time to send his sons to
school, Guru Charan was now twelve years old and
Sadhu Charan was eleven. They were going to the vil-
lage school and had fearnt fo read and write Oriya and
some other elementary things, but now it was time they
began to learn English. So he wrote to the Headmaster
of the school where he had learnt English himself to ask
if he would admit his sons;, and when the Headmaster
wrote back and said yes he wrote to' Haribandhu and told
him to send them.

When they were ready to go Haribandhu thought it
was his duty to give them some good advice, And this
is what he said.

‘Boys, remember always that you are boys of high
caste, and come of an honourable family, We are pea-
sants, although we are writers by caste. Your father also
is a peasant, although he is working as a clertk. We are
a family of peasants, and we have been cultivating the
same land for twenty generations, Now, cultivation is
the most honourable of all professions, and it behoves
ment who belong to an honourable profession to behave
honourably. ‘Therefore remember always to be honest
and truthful, 0 obey your masters, and to love and
honour your father,’

When the Pujas came Krupasindhu went home and saw
his two sons, and spent many happy hours talking to them
about their school life, And at the end of the holidays
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he took them back io school himself, And on the way
be thougbt ir his duty to give them some good advice.

‘My sons,’ he said, ‘remember always to be very dili-
gent in your studies, because unless you work hard vou
cannot pass your Matric; and unless you pass your Matric,
you cannot enter the service of Shri Bharateshwar, And
games are very important too, You must learn football
and hockey as diligently as you learn your lessons.’

‘Babu,” Guru Charan asked, ‘why is it so Important {0
learn the English games? Cannot a boy keep healthy by
fishing and swimming and wrestling?

‘Son,” Krupasindhu replied, ‘you must understand that
games are to the English in place of a religion, and they
have as great respect for a man who plays games as we
have for a man who is holy and religious. Therefore,
you must know games. Then the Sahibs will be pleased
with you and give you good jobs. So be good boys, and
mind your games and your books, and some day you
will win honourable positions, like your father, and make
lots of money.

All this time Krupasindbu had been making money
steadily in fees and gratuities, but he had not met with
another good opportunity since his visit to Puri. So he
went one day to his kinsman Rai Gopal Krishna Mahanty
Sahib and asked him if he had not found an opportunity
to do somebody an act of kindness. And Rai Sahib re-
plied that an opportunity had occurred, but he did not
sec how he could make use of it without danger of being
found out.

‘What has happened is this, he explained. ‘Some
months ago a baby was bom in the house of one of the
Bengali Magistrates, and he did not report the birth as
he ought to have. He told me that he had no intention
of concealing the birth of the child, he had only forgotten
to report it, Well, T went and told the Sahib and the
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Sahib asked some guestions, and when he heard that the
mother of the child was Deputy Babu’s daughter, and that
she was a widow he began at once to suspect that the
baby might be illegitimate and that the Deputy Babu had
tried to conceal the birth out of shame. And vou krow
that to conceal a birth is a criminal offence. Well, the
Sahib said it was a delicate matter, and he did not care
to speak to the Deputy Babu about it, so he ordered me
to find out the date of the death of the lady’s husband.
I have found out the date of the death of the iady’s
husband and compared it with the date of the bisth of
the child—and it is quite impossible that he can have
been the father of the child, Now the Deputy Babu is
very frightened, and is willing to pay me a thousand
rupees to save him. Only I don’t quite see how I can
do it’

‘If he had been an Oriya,” said Krupasindhu, ‘we might
have done it for a thousand rupees. But he is a Bengali.
we will take two thousand rupees.’

‘By all means. But I don’t see how it can be done
without danger. I dare not submit a definitely false re-
port.”

‘We shall do it this way, You will write a report, and
vou will not have it fair-copied or typed by one of the
clerks, but you will submit it to the Sshib in your owinl
handwriting, which is exceedingly bad, And when the
Sahib sees it, he will call me, and he will say, “Babu, I
cam’t read this muck. Take it anway and bvpe a copy”
And in typing a copy I shall change the name of the
month in which the lady’s husband died, so as to make
it appear that he might have been the father of the child.
And if the change is found out, I shall take the blame on
myself and say that T made a mistake in copving, because
your handwriting is so exceedingly bad.’

And so it was done. And the Sahib was satisfied and



1914 129

suspected nothing. And the Deputy Babu was satisfied.
And Rai Sahib was more than satisfied, For he thought
that with Krupasindho for his ally he would be able to
make a great deal of money. Wherefore he looked out
diligently for opportunities to do acts of kindness.
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Acts of Kindness to
Worth-while People

‘When Krupasindhu’s Sahib bad completed three years at
Cuttack he was transferred to a district in North Bibar.
This time Krupasindhu did not offer to go with him, and
when the Sahib asked him jokingly if he wanted to go,
he answered that he had heard thai there was a good
stenographer at the place to which the Sahib was going.

And when the Sahib and Memsahib departed the De-
puty Magistrates and Deputy Collectors, and the leading
local gentry, and many of the clecks, and all their ser-
vants (except one, whom they took with them) went to
the reilway station to see them off. And the focal gentry
and the Deputy Magistrates and Deputy Collectors said
good-bye with much flattery and flowery language, but
the chuprassies and the servants stood silent on the plat-
form and wept. And Krupasindhu wept sincerely, be-
cause the Sahib and Memsahib had been very kind, and
treated him almost as a member of the family.

The new Collector was a Sahib who bad never served
in Orissa before, and soon after he had taken over charge
he sent for Krupasindhu.

‘Babu,” he said, ‘the cold weather is beginning, and we
must start touring as soon as my horses arrive. And as
I'm new to this country, you'll have to help me prepare
my tour programme.
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‘Sir,” Krupasindhu replied, ‘this is not a horse-riding
country, Your Honour does not require horses for tour-
ing.’

‘Gawdstrewth! Then how do we tour?

‘Sir, it depends on the time of the year.

‘Well, 1 suppose we ought to begin as soon as we can.’

“Your Honour will not find it convenient to go out on
tour before Christinas.’

‘Good God! Why not?’

‘Becanse it will be difficult to cross the rivers. In the
rainy season we can cross them in boats. In the hot
weather the zemindars make temporary roads, and Your
Honour can cross in a motor-car. But at this season there
is too much water for a motor-car, and not enough for a
boat.’

‘Then I can c¢ross on horseback.”

‘Sir, that is very dangerous because there are quick-
sands in the river-beds.’

‘My God! What a beastly country.

‘Sir, we shall manage this way. The places which are
accessible by road may be visited during the cold weather,
and the places which are on the railway may be visited
at any time. The rest of the district can most convenicnt-
ly be visited by touring the rivers and canals in boats.
That is why in this country the rainy season is the tour-
ing season.’

‘And what sort of boat do I get?”

‘Sir, the motor-launch has been sent to the war in
Mesopotamia, and Your Honour will have to use the
accommodation boat. There is only a small cabin, and
there is no room for a bed. Your Honour will have to
sleep on the table.

“That sounds damned hard.'

‘It is no doubt hard, siv, but at any rate it is flac’

‘Gawdstrewth!. . . Well, T suppose T shall get used to it
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*Sir. if Your Honour so wishes T will prepare a pro-
gramme for the year, so that we shall visit every place
that has to be visited, and each place at the season when
it is most accessible, And I will note against each place
the police stations and other things that have to be in-
spected.’

‘Please do that, Babu. 1 can see that you are going
to be useful.’

Now, Krupasindho had been working at the tour pro-
gramme in his spare time for the last month, and he pre-
serted it to the Sahib next day. In this way he establish-
ed a routine of touring, so that it was done with as little
inconvenience as possible, And Krupasindhu Joved the
sccurity and regularity of his life, and rejoiced that he
was saving money. For whenever he went home for the
holidays he used to bring back a good supply of rice, and
dal, and spices, and other things from the produce of the
land, and sometimes Haribandhu sent him more, so that
he spent litde money on food, and the allowance of sixty
rupees a month which he drew as stenographer was more
than enough for his expenses at Cuttack, and what remain-
ed sufficed for his two sons at school. And their holidays
cost nothing, because they spent them in the family home
and lived on the produce of the land. Thus Krupasindhu
was able to save all the money that he made in fees and
gratuities, As for the pay that he received as clerk, that
was a trifle hardly worth taking into account. So Krupa-
sindhu took stock of his financial position, and was satis-
fied.

Now, about threc ycars after the beginning of the War
Krupasindhu heard that Mr Montagu, the Secretary of
State, had made a Declaration, and he went to his Sahib
and asked him what it was about. But when he under-
stood that it was something to do with politics he was
not intercsted, and would net botlier his head abou it
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any more,

About this time the Police Sahib was transferred, and
s¢ many police officers had joined the Army that there
was no British officer available to relieve him; and Rai
Sahib was appointed to act as Superintendent of Police.
Thus it came about that Rai Sahib got charge of all the
confidential papers, and he set to work at once to set
them in order. And he prepared a double set of confi-
dential papers, one for the use of inspecting officers, neat-
ly docketed, and containing all the information that such
officers expect to find; the other for his own use, and this
contained a mass of information about all and sundry,
which would certainly bave surprised the inspecting offi-
cers, if they had been allowed to see it,

When he had completed this task be sent for Krupa-
sindhu and asked him if he would like to gratify one of
the local gentry with some genteel act of courtesy. Krupa-
sindhu, of course, was willing.

‘First,’ said Rai Sahib, ‘there is Raja Mansingh, He is
always guarrelling with his neighbour Raja Harichandan,
and oppressing his tenants, and getting into hot water
with the officials, just as his father did before him. The
late Collector took away his gun licence, and didn’t invite
him to the last durbar, and humiliated him in various
ways; but now there is a new Collector he hopes to be
restored to favour)

*Are there slave-girls in his house?’

‘There are scores.”

‘Then let him send a man to me for instructions. Next
time we go that way on tour he will invite the Collector
Sahib to his house, and if he does as I tell him he will
make the Sahib his friend, and be restored to favour, The
Sahib is a bachelor.

‘Good, The Raja will pay well. Then there is Hari-
chandan Raja. He is a rich man. It would be very
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good for our health if we could do something to please
him.’

‘He also is not in favour, They say he hates the Eng-
lish and the Government. Therefore he must have a
grievance, We have to find out what his gricvance is, and
consider whether it can’t be removed.’

‘I have found that out. The family is a very old famly.
They have held the estate since the time of the ancient
Kings of Utkal, and they have always been calied Rajas.
But in 1872, when the Government prepared a list of
titles that were to be officially recognized, his father’s
name was not included in the list. So he is never styled
“Raja’" officially, though he is always called “Raja™ by
courtesy.”

“Then I will show him how to win the favour of the
officials, and get his title recognized. But he will have
to spend a lot of money.’

“That’s his look-out. If he won’t pay, he won't get it.
Then there's the Salepur murder case. Have you heard
of it?

*No, Criminal cases seldom come my way.’

“Weli, the sub-inspecter took such a long time to send
the body for post-mortem that it got decomposed, and
the Civil Surgeon could not give an opinion as to the
cause of death. Now the case will fail for want of medi-
cal evidence, The sub-inspector has been making money
for a long time, and he will pay well if we can save him.
The Sahib is very angry about it

‘Take none of his money, We can’t save him. He will
be sacked.

*Then there’s Charu Babu the Deputy Collector, He
persuaded the Collector that the work in the ledger de-
pariment was more than the clerks could cope with, and
this he did only to make a job for his son-in-law. And
when the Collector obtained sanction for another clerk.



Acts of Kindness to Worth-while People 135

Charu Babu put in his son-in-law, who is really quite
useless, without disclosing the relationship fo the Collector,
which is against Regunlations.’

‘That’s easy. 1 have only to go to Charu Babu and
tell him that unless he does what is customary, and does
it handsomely, the Collector will find out.’

‘Not guite so easy as that. I have only heard this from
an unreliable source. We must make sure of the fact
and that is not so easy, because Charu Babu comes from
the District of Midnapur and his son-in-law comes from
Balasore.”

“Then I will find out through my brother.

‘Good. Then there is the case of the Raja of Parika
and the new island. Have you heard of it?

“Yes, A letter came from the Commissioner’s office
the other day. Tell me about it

“This is what has happened, A new island has formed
itself in the sea near the mouth of the Great River, and
Parika Raja, whose estate runs down to the seaside, claims
it as belonging to his estate. But the Commissioner
thinks it belongs to Government. Now, it seems to me
very difficult for us to help Parika, because the law on
the point is quite ¢lear, As the island is in the sea and
not in the river it belongs to Government. I don’t see
how we can persuade the Collector to report that it be
longs to Parika.’

‘I wouldn’t dare to try. But have you got a map?’

“Yes, here’s the map. The position of the island is
marked in pencil.

Krupasindhu studied the map in silence fo a minute.

*You see this dotted line?” he said. ‘That’s the district
boundary., Now, if that line is produced—so—you see,
it touches the island, Therefore, the island might be in
this district . . . or it might not.’

‘How does that help? Do you mean that it will be
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easier to bribe the Collector of Balasore than the Collec-
tor of Cuttack?

‘Certainly net. But I can suggest to our Collector that
the island is not his concern. He will be only too
pleased to get rid of the dispute and pass it on to some-
body else. He will report that the island is not in his
district. Then the Commissioner will ask the Collector of
Balasore if he accepts the island as belonging to his
district. ¥ he says “No,” the question will be referred
to Government, and Government will have to decide to
which district the island belongs. That will take time.’

‘But what if the Collector of Balasore says, “Yes"?’

*Still the correspondence will make at least a mont™'s
delay. In the meantime Parika Raja can send his men
to take possession of the island. He is a great favourite
with the higher officials, Perhaps they will let him keep
it. T don't suppose it is worth much.’

‘T expect he will have to give it up in the end. But he
will gladly pay for the delay. And I think that is rcally
the best we can do for him.’

‘I would not advise you to try to do more.’

‘Then there is a case in which Krishna Chandra Babu
is mterested. You know he is an oppressive landlord
and always at loggerheads with his temants. Well, not
Jong ago his elephant died, and he tricd to raise hathiann
at two annas per acre, 1o buy a new elephant.  And some
of the tenants came to Cuttack and consulted a lawyer.
and he advised them that this was an illegal cess. Then
the tenanis formed a vaion to resist this exaction, and
their leader is one Haribandhu Behera, One of the
Babu’s men has instituted a falsc case of cattle-theft
against Haribandhu Behera, and the Babu is willing to
pay ten thousand rupees to sccure a conviction, and get
Haribandi sent to jail

‘It would be cheaper to pay for his elephant out of his
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own pocket,”

‘That is true, but he wants to cow the tenantry and
break their union, because he fears that otherwise they
will never submit to illegal exactions again,’

*Then I'll have nothing to do with it said Krupa-
sindhu, ‘Let Krishna Chandra Babu keep his money,
but never will I help him to send an innocent man to
jail’

‘As you please,” said Rai Sghib. ‘And anvhow, I
think I have given you plenty to do.’

Next year the Armistice was declared, and everybody
was very pleased to hear of it, and Krupasindhu was
especially pleased, because, after all the English had
been victorious, as he had foretold. And he hoped that
trade would improve, and prices would fall and all sorts
of agreeable things would bappen. But they didn’t
Trade seemed to get worse and worse, and prices ¢on-
tinued to rise, and it was hard to see that the beginning
of peace had really done any good.

And some time after the Armistice the men who had
been serving in the War began to come back, and they
brought plenty of money with them, and were all prais-
ing loudly the generosity of the Government, And one
of them came to Cuttack, and Krupasindhu questioned
him about his experiences. He had been to a place
called ‘Marse’, This, he said, was a great city, and
though there were no cows in the streets, yet there was
milk for those who could afford to buy it. And he said
he had scen a fog so thick that a man could not see his
hand before his face. And he had been out to villages
and seen how the French peasants cuitivated their land.
They had no rice, but they grew a great deal of wheat
and other rabi crops. And he described their methods of
cultivation—how they ploughed with horses instead of
oxen—and Krupasindhu was exceedingly interested, But
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the man went on to say that in all France there were no
buffaloes, and that Krupasindhu could not believe, and he
concluded that after all the man was a liar, and his talk
was nothing bt travellers® tales.
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A Communal Riot

Peace, when it came to the war-weary nations of Europe,
brought no peace to India, but rather the beginning of
strife. For about four months after the Armistice Krupa-
sindbu, who never read a newspaper, began to hear
rumours of riots and disturbances in various places. And
the rumours got more and more alamming, till at last
Krupasindhu went to his Sahib and borrowed the English
newspaper which the Sahib received every day from Cal-
cutta. Then he undersiood that the people of the Punjab
had risen in rebellion and were killing all the English
they could come at, men, women, and children. At this
Krupasindhu was not much perturbed, because he thought
the insurrection would not spread all the way to Orissa,
and the Government was sure to suppress it.

But after a litile while a change came over the rumouss.
Formerly the talk had been about atrocities commitied
by the insurgents. Now the talk was about atrocities com-
mitted by the soldicrs who suppressed the insurrection.
But Krupasindhu was not perturbed, and he advised all
who spoke to him about these things not to worry about
them, because, he said, they were Oriyas, and what hap-
pened in the Punjab did not concem them.

Then there was talk about Swaraj, and one of the
clerks came to Krupasindhu one evening to get his opinion
about it,

‘Krupa Babu,” he said, ‘have you heard that we arc to
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get Swaraj?’

‘No, I haven't, and I don’t believe it

‘But it's true. The English Parliament has passed an
Act granting Reforms.’

‘I remember that there were some Reforms about ten
years ago, bui they never did me any harm. Why worry?’

‘But this time we are going to have parliaments and
elections like the English; and we shall have votes.

‘It won’t make any difference to me, I shan’t vote.

‘But it will make a lot of difference to us all, because
Collector Sahib has got to prepare the electoral rolls, and
that will make extra work for the whole office.”

‘In that case we shall have to tell the Sahib that the
work is teo heavy and he will get sanction to employ
more clerks. The more work the better!”

“That’s very true. But one thing we are anxious about.
If the English Raj is really coming to an end, will it be a
Hindu Raj or a Mohammedan Raj?

‘What nonsense! 1 have always said that politics is a
nasty thing. So now the politicians want to set us and
our Mohammedan friends by the cars? Why can't we
be good neighbours as we always have been in Orissa?

‘I wish we could! But if you heard the way some of
the politicians are talking, and the way some of the
Mohammedans are talking!®

‘It just confirms what I always say: have nothing to do
with politics, and keep on good neighbourly terms with
the Mohammedans, and the Christians too.’

‘You're quite right, Krupa Babu, of course; but mark
my words, there wiil be trouble in Orissa before long.”

About a year after the troubles in the Punjab this pro-
pheey was fulfilled.  Krupasindhu was walking home from
Cutcherry when he met a Hindu marriage procession with
a band ncar Qadam Rasul, Some Mohammedans came
out of the mosque, and asked them to stop the music,
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because they were recading prayers and the noise dis-
turbed them. The Hindus refused, and more Moham-
medans ran out of the mosque and stopped the proces-
sion, and there was cursing, threatening, and bad language
on both sides. Then Krupasindhu came forward and
stood between them, and exhorted them to control their
tongues and settle the matter in a neighbourly way. But
one of the Mohammedans confronted Krupasindhu de-
fiantly, and Krupa recognized him. It was Khurshed Al

‘Son of a frog!’ he said, ‘who gave you leave 1o speak
in the presence of gentlemen?’

‘Pig-eater? Krupasindhu retoried. ‘And if Y speak in
thy presence, what is that to thy father?

‘Sala! Father of a whore!”

‘Son and brother of harlots!

‘In what brothel wast thou conceived?’

‘Tu kis khet ki muli?’

“Thou art a thief, and thy sister is a bawd!”

Now Krupasindhu began to fear that he might lose his
temper. And he remembered that he was a genteel per-
son, and had a reputation to maintain. Therefore he
would not look Khurshed Ali in the face, lest he might
catch the fire from his eyes, so he turned to the by-
standers and spoke in a relined manner.

‘The gentleman is angry, because his mother has for-
gotten the name of his father”

‘The wife and the sister of the Babu!

‘The gentleman speaks in a vulgar style, because he has
a grandmother as well as a mother.’

But while this altercation was going on a boy ran to
the strecet where the Mohammedans lived, and they ran
together in a space beside the mosque. And the women
came out of the houses with armfuls of cudgels and
hatchets and choppers, and began to serve them out to
the men for weapons. And when they were ready they
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¢ame out into the street and all together rushed upon
the Hindus. And the Hindus turned and fled. And
Krupasindhu was knocked down in the press, and the
mob rushed over him.

Then more Hindus came vp, and most of them were
armed with one thing or another, and they all ran to-
gether and charged the Mohammedans and dgove them
back to the mosque. And again the crowd passed over
Krupasindhu as he lay on the ground. And when they
were passed he picked himself up and ran home,

And as he was running the police came and dispersed
the mob and arrested some of the rioters. But Khurshed
Ali ran away, for fear of being arrested.

After a little while he came to Krupasindhw’s Jodging.
He had a great gaping gash on his head from which the
blood was running down one side of his face, and his
left arm hung limp by his side. He came up on to the
veranda and sat down without a word. Krupasindhu ran
inside and got him water to drink. When he had drunk
water Krupasinditu asked him where he was staying, and
he said he was staying with some relations near Qadam
Rasul. Then he lay down, overcome by pain and loss
of blood, and fainted.

Now Krupasindhu began to think quickly. It was
necessary to have his friend’s wounds attended to, and
he debated whether he should take him to the place
where he was staying and fetch a doctor, or take him to
the hospital. And he reflected that if he took him to
the place where he was staying he would be taking him
towards the scene of the riot, and they might meet the
police and be arrested but if he took him to the hospital
he would be taking him away from the scene of the riot.
So he went and called some of his neighbours, and they
laid the wounded man on a charpoy and carried him to
the hospital. There Krupasindhy left him, and went and
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told his relations, and one of them walked back to the
hospital with Krupasindhu to nurse Khurshed Ali

From this man Krupasindhu learnt that Khurshed Ali
had taken short leave to come to Cuttack for a consulta-
tion with his relations about some family affair, and now
he would be compalled to overstay his leave. Next morn-
ing Krupasindhu went to the Collector’s residence early,
and wrote an application for an extension of leave, and
fair-copied it on the typewriter and went to the hospital
and got it signed by Khurshed Ali. And he got the
Assistant Surgeon to write a certificate, and dispatched
the application by registered post. And he went every
day to see Khurshed Ali as long as he remained at
Cuttack,

Many other such quarrels between Hindus and Moham-
medang occurred in many places from time to time, and
distrust between them was increased, but it all made no
difference to the friendship between Khurshed Ali and
Krupasindhu.

In the month of August the news came that Gandhi
Mahara} bad ordered that everybody should practise non-
co-operation, but nobody took much notice until agitators
began to wander about the country explaining what it
meant. And it happened that when Krupasindhu went
home for the Puja holidays one of the agitators came to
the village. And the villagers met under the great pipal-
tree to hear what he had to say. And he explained that
if they would all abstain from liguor and opiwm and
other things that pay duty, then the Government would
be deprived of the excise revenue; and if they would
settle their disputes among themselves, instead of going
to law, then the Government would be deprived of the
revenue from court fees; and if all those who were in
Government service would resign, then the Government
would collapse for want of hands to do the work.
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But to Krupasindhu all this seemed very silly. And he
remembered how an agitator had been 1o the village years
ago when he was a boy, and he waited to see if any of
the villagers would remember to speak of the oppression
of the Mahrattas, from which the English had delivered
them. But the tradition secmed to have faded, and no-
body spoke. So he decided to speak himself,

‘Babu,” he said, ‘Defore the English came to Orissa our
forefathers suffered fearful things under the tyranny of the
Mahratta Sardars, and when | was a litle boy I was
taught that the English were our friends and delivercrs.
And now I do not understand why we should turn against
them.

Then the agitator spoke of the wrongs of the Punjab
and the wrongs of the Khilafat; and Krupasindhu answer-
ed him.

‘Babu,” he said, *the Khilafat is a Mohammedan affair,
and this is not a Mohammedan village, so that is no
concern of ours. And as for the Punjab, we know that
the Punjabis began killing English people, and then the
English came with troops and began killing Punjabis.
What else would you expect? And we are not Punjabis.
We are not concerned with what happened in a foreign
country hundreds of miles away.”

And the villagers, who had great respect for Krupa-
sindhu, thought he was talking good sense, and they told
the agitator that they did not want to hear any more.

‘il you want to talk nonsense,” they said, ‘*you had
better go away and talk it somewhere else.’

On his way back to Cuttack Krupasindhu called on the
Collector of Balasore and told him about this, and the
Coliector was pleased, and told Krupasindhu that he
wished all the villagers would treat agitators like that.
And he asked Krupasindhu to use his influence to keep
agitators out of the village, and Krupasindhu wrote to his
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hrother and gave him instructions. Haribandbu teld his
1eighbours what Krupasindhu had written, and next {ime
an agitator came to the village they beat him severely
and threw him into the river, Now this man happened
to be a man from Eastern Bengal, which is also a land
of many rivers and he could swim as an Oriya, and he
swam across the river and escaped with his life.

And when the authorities understood that there were
many agitators wandering about the country giving the
people bad advice, they decided to try the effect of
counter-propaganda. So they encouraged such of the
local gentry as were loyal and eager to please the officials
1o spend a little money and engage counter-propagandists,
And one of these came fo Krupasindhu’s village, and the
villagers met together to hear him,

This man was an old soldier who came from Agra.
and he spoke to them in Hindi. He exhorted them to be
law-abiding and to be loyal to the Kaisar-i-Hind,

‘We have heard of this Katsar,' said one of the villagers.
‘He is a German. He is the enemy of our King. We
will have notling to do with him.

“The Kaisar is a very wicked man,’ said another, *We
have heard that he eats children.’

‘And I have heard,” said one, ‘that he keeps a glycerine-
factory, and after a battle he does not allow the bodies of
the slain to be cremated, but has them gathered up and
taken to his factory, to be made into glycerine.’

‘But, gentlemcn,” said the old soldier, ‘1 am not speak-
ing about the German Kaisar, but our own Kaisar,'

‘We have no Kaisar,” said the villagers,

‘I mean the Badshah Sahib.

‘Badshat is a Mohammedan name,” said one of the
villagers, ‘and we are not Mohammedans, and our King
is not a Mohammedan.’

*Then who in God’s name is your King?
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‘Our King is Shri Bharateshwar,” the villagers replied,
‘and we-want no other. And i you must talk nonsense,
you had better go away, you and your Kaisars and Bad-
shahs, and talk to those who are willing to listen to
you.’

So the counter-propagandist also gave it up as a bad
job and left the village.

And all the time the agitators continued no agitator
dared to show his face in the village and the Collector
knew of this and he knew that it was due {0 the influence
of Krupasindhu. And he wrote and informed the Col-
lector of Cuttack, who made a note of it, intending that
Krupasindhu should be duly rewarded.

And when the day of the first General Election came
pear, it was given out that Gandhi Maharaj had ordered
that nobody should stand for election and nobody should
record his vote. And when the villagers heard of ihis
they concluded thax the Government wished them to re-
cord their votes, And when the day came the village
watchman rose very early and put on his uniform and
went round the village summoning the voters. And they
all marched to the polling station together, led by the
village watchman. But when they came to the polling
station they found that they had fo choose between two
candidates, and they consulted together which they should
vote for. But as they knew nothing of either of them
they decided to take it in turns, So the man who went
in first voted for one candidate, and the next man for the
other, and so or, until they had all voted; and then they
all went back to the village fecling pleased that they had
done their duty,
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Krupasindhu’s Son
Goes Astray

Although Krupasindhu bad determined not 1o have any-
thing te do with politics, and not to allow any political
movement to disturb the regular pattern of his life, yot
the movement disturbed it against bis will and in a
manner that touched his decpest affections. The Head-
master wrote and told him that his elder son had run
away from school, and he suspected that he had joined
the non-co-operators. Haribandhu also wrote and said
that the boy was not at home,

Krupasindhuy went to his Sahib at once, and took leave
and went to Balasore. And first he went to a gentleman
who he knew was the local leader of the non-co-operators.
And this gentleman was very respectable, and he received
Krupasindhu very courteously. But when Krupasindhu
asked him about his son be could tell him nuthing,

‘I would be glad to help you, Babu," he said, ‘but it is
impossible for me to remember the names of all our work-
ers, and I keep no record of them, in case the police
should search my house and seize my papers.’

Then Krupasindhu went to an Inspector of Police, who
was an old acquaintance and a caste-fellow. And he gave
him useful advice.

“That man,’ he said, ‘is only a figurchead. They have
made him their leader because be is considered respectable,
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but their real headguarters are not in his house.’

Then he told Krupasindhu that in a certain small town
tn the district, which he named, there was a doctor Babu
who kept a private dispensary, and this was the meeting
place of the non-ca-operators.

‘Next to the shop,” he explained, “where he sells medi-
cines is the compounding-room where he makes up his
prescriptions, and behind there is a large room which he
uses as his consulting-room. That is where they hold
their committee mectings. And young men and students
go there of an evening and hear lectures on the principles
ang practice of non-co-operation.’

‘How do they induce them to go?’

‘Not far from the dispensary there is a bawdy-house of
which the Docter Babu is sccretly the owner.  That, you
know, iy a very profitable sideline for a doctor, because
the young men who visit the bawdy-house contract dis-
eases and then come to him for treatment.  Sometimes he
sends for some of the girls, and they dance for the amuse-
ment of his visilors, and so he attracts young men to the
back room, and opportunitics occur for the non-co-
operators to tcach their doctrine.”

Krupasindhu thanked him, and determined to go to the
dispensary in scarch of his son, But first he provided
himself with a khaddar shirt and a Gandhi cap. And
when he came to the place he went boldly to the Doctor
Babu and told him who hc was and asked if he could
tell him anything about his son.

*He has been Liere somctlimes,” the Doctor Babu re-
plied. *‘Comc to-night. Perhaps he will be here?

*Bot your fricnds will know that T am a Government
Servant. and then perhaps T shall not be welcome.”

*“There are many Government Servanls who are in
sympathy with our movement, though they dare not join
it openly.”
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*And do they come here?’

‘Not in such clothes as you are wearing.'

*Then I'll come in khaddar.”

“That will be better.?

‘But they’ll want 10 know who I am.”

‘We never ask names. A day may come when it will
be convement not w know.’

So Krupasindhu turned up as arranged, dressed in
khaddar, And he looked round the room and observed
the company that was present. There was a lean elderly
man with gold-nmined spectacles whoe was one of the local
leaders, and a short fat man, and half a dozen lads who
were talking to each other in English, for practice, by
which Krupasindhu knew that they were students, All
these were dressed in white khaddar shirts and dhoties
and Gandhi caps,

There were also two young girls, and a couple of musi-
cians to make music for the girls to dance,

And when Krupasindhu had saluted thern all and sat
down the dancing-gurls began to change their clothes in
the presence of all the company according {o their
custom, and the doctor passed round pan and cigareties
on a brass tray. And when the girls had finished chang-
ing therr plam everyday clothes for their brightly coloured
dancing-clothes, and put on their jewelry, the musicians
struck up a wine, and one of the girls began to dance.

And after a litle while, when the eyes of all the com-
pany were fived on the dancer, the little fat man stared
Krupasindhu in the face untii he caught his eye, and then
he made a secret sign, by which Krupasindhu knew ihat
he was a CID. man. Krupasindhu wondered if the man
had recornized him, but he did not respond, because the
sign was a secret that he was not supposed to know,

When the girls were tired of dancing and singing they
sat down among the students, and the doctor opened
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another tin of cigarettes, and aiso a boftle of whisky and
they all drank and smoked and talked. And the lean
elderly man spoke to Krupasindhu.

*Do you intend to join us and work in this district?’

‘No,” Krupasindhu replied, ‘I am on my way to Midna-
pur. I came here to look for Guru Charan Mahanty,
son of Krupasindhu Mahanty who is ene of your work-
ers. His father, you know, is a clerk in the Collector's
office at Cuttack, but he is in sympathy with the move-
ment. He has eptrusted me with a letter and money for
his son.” As he named his own name Krupasindhu locked
at the CLD. man, But he was looking the other way,
and did not appear to be lislening.

‘Guru Charan is not here,” the lean man replied. ‘He
is gone to work in the Qutiack district. and, as his duty
is to wander about the villages talking and collecting
money, I can't tell you where exactly be is.’

‘Never mind,” said the doctor, *have some more whisky,
you haven’t taken enough to drown a 8y

*Babu,’ said Krupasindhu, ‘these cigareites were made
in England, and the whisky was made¢ in Scotland, and
whoever imported them must have paid customs duty to
the Government, and the grocer who is licensed to sell
whisky pays a licence fee to the Excis¢ Department. So
you are using foreign goods, and contributing to the re-
venues of the Government, 1 don't understand how wou
can find it consistent with the Mahatma's teaching to uss
these things.”

‘I think there is no harm, the doctor replied, ‘when
we use them for a patriotic purpose, We want the boys
to have a good time when they come here.’

‘The stranger is right,” said the lean man. “Boys, et
us all take a vow never 10 use such things after to-night.’

And he took the opportunity to lecture the students

After this meeting Krupasindhu went back to Balasore,
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and he went to the railway station to wait for the next
train to Cuttack. And while he was waiting a policeman
in plain clothes came up and questioned him,

*Are you Krupasindhu Mahanty clerk in the Collector's
office at Cuttack?

*Yes.'

‘We are looking for you. You are to go to the District
Magistrate at once.”

Krupasindhu went.

‘Babu,” the Sahib began, ‘I hear you were present last
night, dressed in khaddar and a Gandhi cap, at a meeting
of non-co-operators. I am afraid I must repori this 1o
your Collector. But I hope you can explain matters.’

‘Sir,’ Krupasindhu replied, *Your Honour knows that
I am a loyal subject. But a great misfortune has befallen
me. My son Guru Charan, who is a very promising boy,
has been led astray by some unscrupulous person, and
joined the enemies of the Benign Government, I came
to this district to find him and lead him back by parental
authority to the right path, 1 regret to state that I have
not been successful’

‘Is that it?’ said the Collector. ‘T thought there must
be some explanation. I knew you were loyal, Well I'll
make a note of the boy’s name, und tell the police to
look out for him.

*Sir, 1 have found out that he is not in this district. He
has been sent to work in the Cuttack district,  So, with
Your Honour’s permission, I propose te return to Cuttack
by the next train.'

‘That’s all right. I think I need not report it. You had
better report it yourself.’

Krupasindhu hastened back to the station and caught
his train to Cuttack. And, taking the Sahib’s advice, he
went at once to his own Sahib and told him all about it.
Then he went to Rai Sahib.
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‘I will do all T can to help you,” Rai Sahib said, ‘but
I'm afraid I can’t do as much as I could have before.
because I've got to revert, You see, all police officers
who served in the Army were granted leave when they
were demobbed, but most of them had to wait, because
passages were not obtainable. But now most of them
are back again, and one of them is coming here.

“Teli me about him.

*His name is Captain Winston. That is all ¥ know.’

‘And has he really been battle-fighting in France?*

‘Of course not. He served with the police battalion at
Nathnagar.'

‘Then why is he 2 captain?’

‘Because he served with the police battalion at Nath-
nagar.’

*‘When will he take over charge?’

‘The day after to-morrow.’

‘Then I will pay my respects the following day.’

Next Krupasindhu went to Mansingh Raja, who bap-
pened to be in Cuttack, Now the Raja, having taken
Krupasindhu's advice, had been restored io official favour,
and it was rumoured that he was an intimate friend, and
even a boon companion, of the Collector, whercby his
prestige, and his opinion of his own importance, were
greatly enhanced. And Krupasindhu had to wait a long
time before he was admitied to the Raja's presence, and
then he found the Raja rather distant and haughty,

‘Raja Sahib, he began, ‘I was once of some service to
you, Now I am come to ask vou a small favour.”

“You were well paid for your service,” the Raja replied.
‘What do you want now?’

*Sir,” said Krupasindhu, ‘you would not have paid for
my services if you had not known that T was able to
help—or not to help.’

The Raja took the hint and changed his manner a little.
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*Well, well,” he said, ‘it would ill become a nobleman
to be ungrateful. What can [ do for you?

“Sir, my son Guru Charan ran away from school and
joined the non-co-operators, and I hear that he is work-
ing in this district, He may be working among your
tenants. | want to find him in order that I may exercise
my parental authority.

*Very well. X will give orders to my stafi. 1 won't have
any nonsense of that sort among my tenants. If we catch
him we'll give him a good thrashing and keep him locked
up till you come for him. Or shall we hand him over to
the police?'

*Sir, do not beat him too severely, and please do not
hand him over to the police.”

‘All right. Is there anything else?

Krupasindhu took his leave and went to see Harichan-
dan Raja, Him he did not find, because he was accustom-
ed to live on his estate, but he found his manager, from
whom he learnt that the Raja was still hoping to get his
title recognized by Government, And the manager was
very cordial and promised to write to the Raja, and as-
sured Krupasindhu that the Raja would gladly help.

Next day Krupasindhu had to go back to work, but
he got up very early in the morning and went and saw
Parika Raja first. He also promised to help. And he
was very bitter against the non-co-operators, because, he
said, they were setting the peasantry against the landlorcs,
and tcaching them not to pay anything over and above
the rent that was legally due.

And when his day’s work was finished Krupasindhu
did not go fishing, as he was wont to, but went to the
town to see if there were any more influential people who
might help him to find his son. And he did the same
again next day.

The day after he paid his respects to the new Police
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Sahib. And he was sympathetic, and made a note of the
boy’s name and some other particulars and promised to
try and find him, and Krupasindhu felt that he had made
a good impression.

Now, Krupasindhu felt sure that with most of the prin-
cipal landlords of the district, and the police too, all iry-
ing to help him, bis son would be found before long, But
after a fortnight, when nothing had been heard of the boy,
he began to fret grievously, And one morning, when
the Sahib sent for him to take down some letters, he saw
that Krupasindhu had been shedding tears.

‘Babu,” he said, ‘1 can see that you have been fretting
about that boy of yours. Am I right?’

‘Sir, Krupasindhw replied, ‘we bhave always been a
loyal family, and this is a great disgrace.’

‘Don’t be so pessimistic, Babu, The boy's quite young,
isn’t he? He’ll turn up one day, and he’s got plentv of
time to redecm his character.”

‘Sir, but we have always enjoyed the favour of the
English officials. Your Honour is very kind to me, and
Your Honour's predecessor was very kind to me  But
my son——'

*‘Don’t be so silly, How old is the boy?””

‘Sir, he is only sixteen.”

‘Then there’s nothing to worry about. Plenty of lime
for him to pass his Malric and get a job in Government
service.  We'll easily forgive him for playing the fool a
bit at his age.’

‘He was 1o have sat for the Matric this year, but now
he will miss his chance”

‘Never mind. He can pass next year.’

*Your Hoenour is very kind. I am very much ashamed
that my son should bave been led astray.’

‘I'm afraid he’s not the only one.’

*That is why I am ashamed, sir, 1 am ashamed that
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s0 many of my countrymen arc taking part in this objec-
tionable movement. To think that men who are Oriyas
should behave as if they were Bengalis!’

*Weil, don’t worry any more, As soon as your son is
found we will send him back to school, and that will be
all right.

‘But, sir, he has not been found. Where can he be?”

‘Oh, he'll turn up all right some day.’

*Sir, he has been missing so long, I am afraid lest some-
thing may not have happened to him otherwise.’

‘Don’t be a pessimist, Babu. He'll turn up all right.’

*Sir, he was a very intelligent boy, and I was sure he
would have passed his Matric this year, and now, where
he is, or what he is doing, God knows,’

‘I'll remind the police to look out for him, Now get
on with your work and don't worry.

Krupasindhu was a littde comforted for a while by the
kindness and sympathy of the Sahib, but when the day's
work was done and the Sahib went to the club to play
rackets Krupasindhu as usual took his fishing-rod and
went to the bank of the Mahanadi, but he did not fish.
He laid the rod on the ground and sat with his head in
his hands, meaning, ‘My son, my son, why don’t you
come back?’

And when it was dark he went home, but he would
not eat his supper, and Charubala knew that she could
not comfort kim because Guru Charan was not her child.
And she sat weeping quietly within the house, and he
sat on the veranda with his head in his hands, moaning,
‘My son, my son!’
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Krupasindhu Finds his
Son Again

At the beginning of the cold weather Colieclor Sahib
decided to make 2 tour on the inland side of the district
where the Emperor’s territory marches with the tecrritory
of the Feudatory Chiefs. The first part of the journey
they made by railway, and when they left the railway the
Sahib proceeded by motor-car along a good hard road
and the rest by carts to the first camping-ground.

The country beiween the railway and the mountains,
through which they were now passing, is different from
the country beiween the railway and the sea. Here the
land is higher and drier, A1 places therc is soft land
where paddy is grown, at other places the hard laterite
rock comes so ncar the surface that there is hardly enough
soil to grow grass; and at places there is no soil at ali,
and bare red rock comes out in great slabs and knobs.
Here also are the beginnmings of the mountains. They
begin with isolated hilis. Some of these are round in
shape, and scem to rise out of the plain like the upper
part of a boited egg rising out of an egg-cup. On these
the slopes are gentle enough to give a foothold for trees,
and trees grow over them thickly, Others are more rug-
ged, and the slopes are steeper and there are fewer trees,
and here and there the sides are precipitous and there
are no trees at all, only the naked rock.
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Here they remained a few days, and then went on to
the next camping-ground., After a few miles they came
to a steep forest-covered ridge, and the road passed
through a cleft in the ridge. The road went up with a
steep slope and then came down with a long, gentle slope
to another stretch of flat couniry. Sometimes the road
ran through paddy-fields but most of the way it ran
through high and dry fand covered with scrub jungle,
where the villagers send their catile to graze. And be-
cause of the cattle there are few trees. For, whenever a
baby tree rises a foot above the earth the caitle eat the
leaves, and the trec withers, but the stock remains alive
in the earth, And next year the tree springs up again,
and the cattle browse it down again, and so a would-be
forest remains in a state of suppression,

Through this country they came t0 a river which was
still full of water (a fact which Krupasindhu had been
careful to find out beforehand) and they crossed by a
ferty, And because there were no means of taking the
car across the river the Jocal zemindar had sent two ele-
phants which were waiting on the other side of the river,
So they journeyed on to the border, and camped in the
jungle among the foothills,

Here ihey stayed three days. One day the Sahib tock
his gun and went shooting in the jungle and came back
with a good bag of jungle-fowl. The Sahib kept one for
his own dinner, and gave the rest to his men, and all
the Mohammedans and low-caste people inn the camp had
a feast of roast chicken, but Krupasindhu could not eat
of it because of the rules of his caste. And one night
the Sahih sat up in a tree for a leopard, but nothing hap-
pened,

The third day thc Sahib gave orders that they would
break camp next morning, march back to the first camp-
ing-ground, halt there two nights, and then retumt to
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headquarters. That night the servants and the orderlies
sat up late, packing, so as to be ready to make an early
siart, but the Sahib'went to bed early. And he was already
asleep in his camp-bed when the ferryman came into the
camp and announced that the non-co-operators had stop-
ped the ferry.

One of the orderlics went and roused the Sahib, and
he came to the door of his tent in his pyjamas to hear
what the ferryman had to say,

‘Sir,” the ferryman reported, ‘this morning two men in
Gandhi caps came to me and told me that T must not
pay any mote tent to the Government for the ferry, but
pay it to them, or they would stop the ferry. Then my
boatmen threatened to beat them, and they ran away.
This evening they came back with a number of their
comrades, and as they were too many for ns we ran away.
And now they have stopped the ferry and will allow no
one {o cross the river unless he shouts “Victory to Gandhi
Maharaj” and pays them money.

‘Have you informed the police?” the Sahib asked,

“Yes, sir. I sent a man across in the small boat as soon
as they came, with orders to run on to the police station.’

Then the Sahib gave orders to wake him an hour before
daybreak and to have the elephants ready at the same time
and went to bed again.

And the Sahib started before daybreak, taking with him
only Krupasindhu and the chuprassics, with two clephants.

The servants he left behind to pack up, and the Khalas-
sies to strike the tents, with orders to bring everything
down to the ferey as soon as possible.

And when they came to the ferry they found a score
of men in Gandhi caps. And the police were waiting on
the other side of the river, but they could not cross
because the men in Gandhi caps had brought all the boats
to their side of the river,
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Now, it was not the policy of the non-co.operators to
use force to the Sahib, so they told him that he might
take a boat if he liked, but nobody would be allowed to
row it for him. Then Krupasindhu offered his services.

‘Sir,' he said, ‘if Your Honour will give the order, I
will take a boat across.’

“You, Babu! Why, you're too old and too fat, and
what do you know about boats?

‘§ir, I have no doubt become somewhat fat and scant
of breath, but to steer a boat is second nature to me.

Now, Krupasindhu had been born, as it were, on the
bank of Old Twister, and he had learnt to swim and to
manage a boat almost as soon as he had learnt to walk,
for the dwellers in the riverside villages take to the water
like ducks. So he picked two of the orderlies who were
also riverside men and good watermen, but at first the
men in Gandhi caps threatened them with their lathies, but
the Sakib stood between with his gun in his hands,

Then they got into the boat, and the two ordetlics took
the oars, and Krupasindhu took the great steering-paddle,
and though he puffed and grunted and sweated grievously,
he brought the beat safe to the other side. 'There the
police had impressed some of the villagers to serve as
boatmen, and two of these took the oars, but Krupasindhu
stuck to the steering-paddle. And the sub.inspector and
half a dozen constables with their heavy brassbound lathies
got into the boat. And Krupasindhu steered the boat
back again. And when the non-co-operators saw the
police coming they ran away.

Then the ferryman and his boatmen came back, and
they took all the boats to the other side and brought over
the rtest of the policemen and some village walchmen.
And some of the villagers, who had armed themselves
with spears and bows and arrows, came with them. And
the police and the watchmien and the armed villagers went
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off in pursuit of the mon-co-operators, and the ferryman
recovered possession of the ferry, and the Sahib crossed
the river with all his med and all his gear,

And when they came to the camping-ground the Sahib
praised Krupasindhn,

‘Babu,” he said, ‘you have done a useful bit of work
to-day. I did not know youn were a good wailerman, And
I never saw a Babu that was such a sportsman.’

But all this time Krupasindhu was still freiting about
his son, and there was no news,

Next day a report came from the sub-inspector. The non-
co-operalors, he said, had fled north-east into the jungle.
In the jungle he bad found some men from whom he had
learnt that there was a house hidden in the jungle where
the ron-co-operators lived, He had arranged to surround
the place where the house was said to be, and he hoped
to capture them that night.

The Sahib sent back orders that the men who might
be caught wete to be brought to his camp. And he de-
cided to postpone his return to Cuttack until they came.

On the third day after Krupasindbu had stecred the
boat across the river the police came, bringing six pri-
soners. And the sub-inspector made his repost,

‘Sir,” he said, ‘we followed the tracks of the fugitives,
questioning the inhabitants as we went, which way they
had seen them go, until we came into thick jungle, There
we happened to meet some men who live by collecting
jungle products. In the hot weatner they gather the fruits
of the mahogany-trees, and in the cold weather they lop
branches and prepare bundles of firewood, and at other
times they collect jungle products according to the season,
and—-"

‘Cut it short,” said the Sahib. ‘I don’t want to know
what they do all the year round. I want to know what
they told you.’
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‘Sir, the jungle folk showed me a round hill covered
with very thick jungle, and they told me that in the middle
of the junple on the top of the hill there was a clearing,
and here the non-co-operators had built some huts, and
this was their ashram. [t was a rest-house and a hiding-
place for them, and alsc a place where young men were
trained to be agitaters, So I arranged to surround the
place. And when all was ready we advanced through the
jungle from al sides. But, whether it was that some of
the villagers were careless, or that there were not enough
men to surround the place thoroughly, we only caught
six, and the rest may have slipped through the circle and
escaped.’

‘Well, I think it’s not a bad haul,” replied the Sahib.
‘Ngw let’s see them.’

The six prisoners were lined up for the Sahib to see,
Two of them were very young—merely schoolboys. The
others looked like ordinary hired ruffians. But one of
the school-boys was Krupasindhu's son.

When he saw his father he ran to him and fell on his
neck, and Krupasindhu forgot to be angry, he was so
glad to see his son alive and well. But one of the con-
stables prabbed the boy by the shoulder and forced him
back into his place in the line,

‘Is that the missing son, Krupa Babu?" asked the Sahib,

*Yes, Your Honour,” Krupasindhu replied. ‘By Your
Honour'’s kindness he has been restored to me’

‘Pon't thank me, Thank the sub-inspector. And I'm
not 5o sure he has been restored to you yet. Sub-inspector,
what evidence is there against the prisoners?”’

‘Sir, the ferryman and his boatmen identified them all
as members of the unlawful assembly which took pos-
session of the ferry.”

‘These boys were not at the ferry when I came therc’

‘No, sir, But there is ample evidence that they were
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there the day before when the ferryman was driven away.
Moreover, they have not denied it.'

*Sir,” said Krupasindhu, ‘these boys are of tender age.
There will be no harm if they are released.’

‘I'm not so sure about that, These youngsters who
wander about the villages talking sedition can do a lot
of ham, especially when they are high-caste boys of re-
spectable familics. The villagers listen to them and be-
lieve what they tell them. But let us see if they will tell
anything.’

So the prisoners were taken away and made to sit in
a row outside the camp, and then brought one by one
and guestioned by the sub-inspector in the presence of
the Sahib, And when it came to the turn of Guru Charan
he admitted his guilf, but would not tell anything, saving
that be was afraid the men in Gandbi caps would kill
him if he gave any information,

‘Perhaps he'll speak more freely to his father, the
Sahib said. ‘Send him to Krupa Babu.’

So Guru Charan was taken by a constable to the little
tent where Krupasindhu lived with the typewriter and the
office files. And he stood before his father,

‘O my son!’ said Krupasindhu, ‘Why have you done
this? You were to have sat for the Matric this year, and
if you had passed you would have been qualified for
Government service. But now you have disgraced your-
self and the whole family. Why have you done so?”

‘Babu, I wanted to be a patriot and serve my country.”

‘Son, when you had passed your Matric I would have
gol you appointed a clerk in the Collector’s office, and
you could have served your country as I am setving. Or
I might have gol you into the police, and you might have
served your country as a policeman.’

‘Babu, is that serving the country or serving the Gov-
ernment?’
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‘What nonsense! Have you forgotten that you are a
Hindu and a Karan? Our duty is to do the work of our
caste, When we bad a Hindu King it was enough to
learn ka, kha, ga, gha, but when there was a Mohamme-
dan Government our ancestors learnt alif, be, se, and now
we Jearn A, B, C. But, O my son, know that your mother
prayed for you while you were yet in her womb; and she
prayed that you might be a boy, and that you might be
strong and healthy and clever and quick to learn, so she
prayed to the Lord Jagarnath, standing and praying with
outstretched hands. Has not the Lord answered her
prayer?’

‘Baby, those things indeed the Lord has fulfilled, but
now I have been made sad by hearing of all the woes and
tyranny with which Bharat is oppressed.’

‘Son, somebody has been telling you lies and nonsensc.
Now tell me why you ran away from school and what
you have been doing since.”

‘Babu, I left school because I wanted to be a patriot.
And first I went to Balasore, and there they told me to
g0 to a place where there is a2 doctor Babu who keeps a
private dispensary. There they gave me some instruction
and sent me out with a man, and for a week we went
about the villages, talking and collecting moncy. Then
they sent me here to be trained. And more than that
dare not tell, Babu, because they would kill me.

‘How can they kill? Their rule is to be non-violeni

‘Babu, they say that Gandhi Maharaj teaches non-vio-
lence, but some of them don’t belicve in it, They say 1t
is useful as a trick to hoodwink the Government, But,
they say, we cannot drive out the English without killing.
and one day we must begin to kill. And, Babu, some of
them have got revolvers.’

‘Son, do you not see that it is wicked to associate with
such men?’
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But Guru Charan hung his head and said nothing,

‘Son,” Krupasindhu went on, ‘is it nothing to you that
you were causing sorrow to your father? Did you not
consider that we were all weeping because you were gone
astray and we knew not whether you were alive or dead?
But now you will go back to school, and as soon as you
have passed your Matric I will get you honourable employ-
ment.’

Then Guru Charan promised to go back to school and
be a goed boy, and the constable led him back to where
the other prisoners were sitting. And Krupasindhu went
to the Sahib and told him all that his son had said.

‘Babu,’ the Sahib said, ‘P'm afraid your son will have
to stand his trial with the rest, But you may give bail
for him and keep bim with you. I hope he will get off
lightly,”

‘Tt matters little, sir,” said Krupasindhu, ‘because my
son was lost and 1 have found him again.’
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As soon as possible after his return to headquarters Krupa-
sindhu took his son with him and went to see his father-
in-law the Deputy Magistrate, who was Guru Charan's
grandfather.

Now, this gentleman saw the boy’s escapade from a
different point of view from the boy’s father. For the
family to which Krupasindhu belonged was a humble
family. It was their way to scrape a sufficient living—not
much more than sufficient—from the ancestral acres—not
very many of these—and to supplement this with what
they could earn by the skill of their pens, Thus, they
were peasants and writers, but peasants first. And as
writers they had always been content with humble occupa-
tions, they were clerks or ledger writers, or the like. And
Krupasindhu’s father had taught him that the humbler
position was to be preferred.

But the Deputy Magistrate belonged to a proud family.
They were proud, because for generations they had been
land-helders, and they depended for their livelihood rather
on the renis they received from their tenants than on
the produce of the land which they kept in their own
possession.,  If they used their pens to add to the income
derived from the estate it was by serving as Deputy Magi-
strates and Deputy Collectors, or in some such position.
Moreover, the estate gave them influence and power over
their tenants, so that district officers thought it worth
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while to secure their goodwill; wherefore the district offi-
cers courted them by obtaining for them invitations 1o
durbars, and interviews with higher officials, And the
family valued these things, and liked everybody to kaow
that they were important people who were invited to
durbars and granted interviews by Licutenant-Governors.
And Guru Charan’s grandfather was anxzious to maintain
the prestige of the family, in spite of straitened circum-
stances, and he feared that his grandson’s escapade might
alienate the goodwill of the officials,

Thercfore the old gentleman asked Krupasindhu to let
him have his grandson to himself for an hour, and when
the father was gone the grandfather proceeded to give
the boy a lecture,

‘My boy,” he began, ‘you know that when a girl is
martied she goes out of ihe family in which she was bom
and becomes a member of another family. But in the
eyes of the world the severance is never complete, nor
would a complete severance be tolerated by the natural
affections of the human heart.

*And in our community a man would be thought very
hard-hearted and undutiful if he did not take an affec-
lionate interest in the welfare of his sons-in-law, And it is
the usual thing that the father-in-law helps his sou-in-law,
or the son-in-law helps his father-in-law, as the case may
be, and according to circumstances. For a return of
affection is expected from a man’s children and his child-
ren’s husbands; and a geod man honours his father-in-law
as well as his own father. But in the next generation the
bond of affection is even stronger, because there is rela-
tionship by blood as well as by marriage, And you ought
not to think that you have no concern with the honour
of my family because your mother went out of it when
she was marricd. You ought on the contrary to consider
that, being your father’s son and my grandson, you have
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in your keeping the honour of two families, so to say,
and in a manner of speaking.

‘Ours is a very honourable family, not only because we
have an estate but because we are loyal, and well-wishers
of the Government, and therefore all the officials treat us
with respect. But now by your folly you have cast doubt
and suspicion on our loyalty. And it is the tradition of
our family to be well-wishers, and it is an unhecard-of
thing that an Oriya gentleman should act in a manner
contrary to the tradition of his family. But that is what
you have done, and . . . O my boy! cannot you see what
a sin you have committed?’

And much more the old gentleman said to the same
effect. And after an hour of it Gurw Charan came
away feeling bewildered. For at one moment he felt
ashamed and inclined to be penitent, and at another
moment he was sullen and felt inclined to rebel.

When Guru Charan’s case came on for trial his
father engaged a pleader to defend him, and the pleader
advised him to plead guilty. And when the proper
time came the pleader addressed the Court, and he
urged that the boy was very young, that he had been
led astray by designing persons, and that he was not
likely to be misled again, And he spoke at length on
the wickedness of politicians who take advantage of
the generous but unbalanced enthusiasm of youth, and
so bring sorrow to the hearts of parents and grand
parents. And though he might have said it ail in five
minutes, he spoke very eloquently for half an hour, and
Krupasindhu felt that he was getting his monev's worth.
And in the end the prisoners were found guilty of being
members of an untawful assembly, and the four men
were sent to jail, and Guruw Charan and the other boy
were let off with fines, which their fathers paid,

And Krupasindhu went at once and told his Sahib
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the pesult, and he told him the name of his pleader,
and how he bad made a long and cloguent speech.
But the Sahib told him he had been wasting his money
because the result would have been just the same if the
pleader had not spoken at all.

Now, while the case was going on Krupasindhu com-
pelled Guru Charan to go on with his studies, and he
made him read Lord Chesterfield’s Letters to his Son,
and he bought him a fshing-rod, so that he might
spend his playtime healthfully; but he noticed how the
boy's mood was sometimes penitent and sometimes sul-
len, and he felt disguicied, and watched the bov care-
fully.

And when the trial was finished the Christmas holi-
days were near, and Krupasindhe would bave preferred
to spend them at Cuttack, because it was troublesome
and expensive to take his wife and the two girls all
the way home and back again only for ten days; and
he did not care to leave thern behind with only women
in the house. But he thought it necessary to go and
decided to go alone, leaving his wife and the girls, and
his son too, with instructions to be ready to follow if
he sent a postcard.

And as soon as he reached home, and had bathed
and refreshed and rested himself after his journey, he
sent for his other son who was home for the holidays,
and asked him questions about the school and why his
brother had mun away.

*Babu,” satd the boy, ‘it is not a good school mowa-
days. The masters give the boys bad advice”

*What do you mean? Bad advice about what?

“They talk to the boys out of school. They hang
about the playground and talk, and sometimes they
take the boys to their houses and talk to them.

‘But what do they talk about?’
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*About the greediness of the English and the wicked-
ness of the Government.’

‘And what have they told you about these things?’

*They told us that the English have cut off the thumbs
of all the weavers,’

*‘Now that was an odd thing 1o do, wasn't it? But
what did they do it for?”

‘S0 that they can’t weave dhoties,

*Why shouidn’t they weave dhoties?”

‘So that the English can sell the dhoties they make in
Engiand.’

"Wonderfull And what else did they tell you?

“They said there were never any famines in Bhairat
before the English came.

‘I see. 1 suppose when therc’s a famine the English
can setl more dhoties. Is that the idea?

[ don't know, Babu, but that's what they told us.

‘Weill, T hope you didn't believe all that nonsense.

‘Now, Babu, I didn't believe it, because 1 kaow that
you are loyal and that you like the Sahibs, and you
ought to know what sort of men they are because you
work with them. But Guru Charan believed.

‘Well, U never heard of such wickedness. [ must see
these schoolmasters and have a talk with them.'

So Krupasindhu went to the school to see for himself.
The other masters were away for the holidays, but the
Headmaster was at home, and he received Krupasindhu
very politelv, because he felt that a district officer’s con-
fidential clerk was a more important person than a mere
scthoolmaster,

‘} am very sorry, Babu,' he said, ‘that you have had
this trouble with your son. Guru Charan is a very
promising bay and we all like him. He is a boy of
noble character. [ hope you will send him back to us
after the holidays’
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‘I'm not $o sure about that. First I should ke to
ask you why you wear khaddar and a Gandhi cap.’

‘I like to feel that I am doing something for the benefit
of my country.’

‘Is that it? And tell me: is it true that there were
no famines in Bharat before the English came?’

‘Babu, can you ftell me the date of any famine that
has happened in our country?

“Yes. There was a famine in 1908

‘Quite right. That was under the British Raj, was
it not?

*True.’

‘Now can you tell me the date of any famine that
happencd before the British Raj?

‘No, 1 can't)

‘“Well, there you are’

*Yes, no doubt, here 1 am. And the English, no
doubt, are gods who can command the rain.

‘No, they are not gods.”

‘Babu, arc you really suck a fool that you do not
know that a famine is caused by ficods or drought or
by both coming one after the other?

*No doubt these are the causes of famines.

‘And do you suppose 1 am such a fool as to believe
that the English make the floods or the drought?”

‘Babu, when did I say that the English made the
floods or the drought?’

‘You said there were no famines before the English
came. You told my sons that. They have told me.
Why have you been teaching them to hate the English?

‘Babu, I am sorry that you should be so displeased.
Is it not right to teach boys to be patdotic? Is it not
natural that boys who love their country should desire
to see her freed from foreign oppressors?

‘And miss their exams and ryin their careers? And
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what about the weavers’ thumbs?”

‘That is an example of tyranny of the English.

‘But do you expect me to believe that that story is
true?

‘Ferhaps it is not historically true, but it is poetically
true.’

‘I don't wnderstand.’

‘I mean that when we teach boys to be patriotic and
to desire emancipation from foreign rule, it is necessary
to tell them that foreign rule is oppressive; and when
we tell them that, it is necessary to give them examples,
otherwise they are not convinced.

‘S0, as you can’t think of an example, you invent
one.”

‘It matters litte if it is not historically true Tt is
something that might have happened.”

"You old hypocrite! MNow let me tell you something
that might have happensd. You might have received
an annual grant-in-aid from the Government.

‘We are receiving an annual grant-in-aid.

‘Are you really? Buot is it not right to teach boys
{o be loyal to those whose salt they eat? Is it not
natural that boys should be led astray when their Head-
masler is a liar and disloyal to his salt? Don’t they
naturally follow the example that you set them? Tt is
through your fault that my son got into trouble.

‘I am sorry you are angry, Babu, but *

But Krupasindiu would not listen to any more. He
hastened home, and set out next day to Cutlack, taking
kis younger son with him,

When he got back he went and told his Sahib about
his conversation with the Headmaster, and what Sadhu
Charan had told tum,

‘Sir,” he said, ‘it is very irregular that those who are
emirusted with the care of our children should be the
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first to lead them astray, especially when they are getting
a grant-in-aid from the Government.

‘It is, as you say, Babu, very irregular indeed. But
I'll sece about that grant-in-aid. I won’t rest till I've
had it stopped.’

And after much correspondence the grant-in-aid was
stopped, and the school was ruined, and the Headmaster
became a professional agitator on nine rupees a month,
and the second master committed a theft and was sent
to jail, because he said it was better to eat the King-
Emperor’s kedgeree than to starve to death, and the
other masters wandered about the country begging and
looking for jobs. And everybody knew that this had
been done by Krupasindhu, and they understood that
a district officer’s confidential clerk is a very important
person.

Having made sure that the schoolmasters who had led
his son astray would be properly dealt with, Krupasindhu
made it his busmiess 1o enter both his sons at a school
in Cuttack., He thought of keeping them with him and
sending them as day-boys, but that would have necessi-
tatcd taking a larger house and for this and other
reasons he placed them in the hostel. He saw them on
Sundays and holidays, and so was able 10 keep un cye
on them.

Now, one of his reasons for not keeping them in the
house was this, Of the two little girls whom his father
had bought at his second wilc's request to wait on her
and {o enhance the prestige of the family, one was dead
and the other was grown up. And this was the one
whom Haribandhu had brought to Balasore with Charu-
bala, and they had brought her with them to Cuttack
to wait on them. The girl was faithful and had ncver
had any love atfairs, but when Guru Charan came to
the house Charubala noticed her often glancing at him,
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and she told her husband,

And one Sunday when all the family were having an
afternoon nap Krupasindim heard a noise of splashing
of water, and he looked out inlo the quadrangle and
-aw the girl washing her face in a pail. And Guru
Charan was siiting on a charpoy in a shady cormer of
the quadrangle walching her. And Krupasindhu saw
that she bared her brcast on pretence of washing herself,
and the boy beckoned to her, and she went and sat be-
<side him cn the charpoy. Then Krupasindhu coughed
loudly, and the girl ran into the room wheie the maid-
servants lived and Guru Charan lay down on his char-
poy and pretended to sleep.

That evening when Curu Charan went out io fish,
Krupa called the girl and rebuked her,

‘Kanizak,” he said, ‘have you no shame that you
make eyes at my son and bare your breast in his
presence?’

‘Babu,’ she replied, ‘I know that 1 was bought to be
a servant to your wife, and therefore I belong to you
and not to your son. And all these years I have kept
my virginity for you, but you do not want me. But
it is now many years since I became grown-up, and it
is not kind of you. Would you have me remain a virgin
all my life?

‘Kanizak,” he replied. ‘[ know that you are a faithful
girl. But I do not require a concubine, and you can-
not become my som’s concubine, because that would be
a shameful thipg.’

‘Babu,’ she said, beginning to cry, ‘I beg you to send
me away, or lct me go back to my own peopie, if I can
find them, but anyhow send me away.

‘T will find you a husband, Kanizak. Tt is not nght
to expect a gitl to remain a virgin all her life.’

So he sent the girl to his village home, and wrote to
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Hamnbandhu to find her a husband, and promssed a good
dowry.

And Charubala commended her husband for what he
had done.

‘I am glad she 1s gone, she sad, ‘and now we have
o slave-girls  We are a humble fammly, and it 15 sifly
io put on atrs as if we were great folk Some day,
when you are rich, you shall buy some’

‘When our two daughlers arc to be married, he
rephied, ‘T will buy some girls 10 keep them company and
o go with them when they go to their husbands,’

Charubala was pleased when she heard this, and she
and her husband loved each other more and more.

But Guru Charan became restless when the gul was
gone. And from ume to ume fits of restlessness and
sulky moods came upon him. And when he was settled
m the hostel and came home for week-cnds, he often
came home very late, and he said hus school-fellows ltked
him to spend Saturday evemings with them. This seemed
to his father very natural. But one Saturday nighi the
boy came home drunk And his father noticed that
after one of hus fits of sulkiness and depression he would
go out with some of his comrades and stay out very
late, and after that his mood passed ard he was normal
again, until next time And Krupasidbu remembered
his own youth, and knew what was the matter, and
determmed to get bis son marned
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Tale of a
Cipher Telegram

In due time Guru Charan was married, and Krupasindhu
was delighted when he saw his new daughter, and took
her to his heart at once. When Guru Charan brought
his bride home there were great rejoicings, and Krupa-
sindhu was very pleased about it all Only it grieved
him that his daughter Nishibala had to slay in her room,
and was not allowed to take any part in the rejoicings,
because she was a widow. For this was an auspicious
occasion, and the presence of a widow would have
brought bad Juck.

Immediately after he had brought his bride home
Guru Charan went back to school till he should pass his
Matric. And he passed the same year, and went back
to the village to live with his bride until his father should
find kim a job.

Now Krupasindbu was not troubled by Gura Charan’s
fits of tcmperament any more. His other son was an
even-tempered boy who gave no trouble. He was happy
at school and loved the games. He did not care to take
weck-ends, but only came on Sundays to spend the day
with his father, So Krupasindhu's life became happy
and tranquil again.

When his tranquillity was disturbed, which happened
in the following March, it was, of course, something to
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do with politics.

One evening & man came to him and said that Dip
Babu, who was a local leader of the non-co-operators,
wanted to speak to him. Krupasindhu hesitated at first
but he reflected that his loyalty was above suspicion
and he was curious to know what Dip Babu wanted.
But he was not willing to go out at that time and walk
a mile or more in the dark, so he said he would go if
Dip Babu would send a conveyance, The man replied
that Dip Babu had sent a car. So Krupasindhu went.

He found Dip Babu sitting on his veranda, and went
up and Dip Babu offered him a chair and handed him
a telegram,

‘Do you know what this means?’

Krupasindhu sat down and read the telegram. It con
sisted of only one word: ‘Cabbage.’

‘No. What does it mean?’

‘It means that Mabatma Gandhi has been arrested.’

*That is very important news. But why did you send
for me?’

‘Krupa Babu, did you know that Mahatmaji was going
to be arrested?

‘No.!

‘Then probably the Sahibs don’t know.'

‘Perhaps not. Perhaps they have received a cipher
telegram.’

*What will they do next?

‘That will depend on what orders they receive.

‘Haven't they received orders already?

“They receive orders of some sort nearly cvery day.”

‘f mean, have they received any orders as to what
they are to do when Mahatmaji is arrested?

Krupasindhy hesitated a moment. He understood
that Dip Babu was {rying to extract information, Really
he had none to give, but he was thinking that it might
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be better not to admit it.

‘T think what they do will depend a good deal on
what you do.’

‘Krupa Baby, I will be frank with you. We hoped
that by means of these telegrams we might get the news
before the Sahibs.’

‘I expect you have, Dip Babu. If Coliector Sahib had
received the news 1 think he would have told me.”

‘But do you think this is only a beginning? Does it
mean that all the leaders will be arrested now?”

‘1 don"t know, Dip Babu, and 1o tell you the truth,
I don’t much care. You politicians have made so much
useless fuss that T shouldn’t be at all sorry to see some
of you going to jail’

‘Babu, T am an old man, I am too old to go to jail.’

‘Dip Babu, I think the authorities will want to see
how the news is received., If your followers make dis-
turbances then no doubt Government will take strong
action. Bwt if the people keep quiet then perhaps they
will wait and see. That is what I think, It is not the
way of the Government to take drastic action unfess they
can't help it

Dip Babu sighed. Krupasindhu was not sure whether
it was a sigh of relief or a sigh of disillusionment,

‘Babu, it is now a year and eight months since this
agitation was started, and do you think we have stirred
the people so that they will stand by us in case of
trouble? Do you think we could rouse them to action
when they hear this news? Never. There is not one
man I can trust”

Dip Babu sighed again, This time Krupasindhu was
sure that it was a sigh of disillusionment,

‘Now I think I must go and tell Collector Sahib, He
will be glad to get the news early. lf you have no ob-
jection I will take the telegram.’
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Take it.

“Thank you. I willi try and find out what he means
to do, and if it is possible 1 will let you know.

Krupasindhu took Dip Babu's car and proceeded at
once to the Collector’s house. It was the hour when
Sahibs have just finished their dinner, At this time Col-
lector Sahib was usualy to be found sitting on the up-
stairs veranda reading a book., But Krupasindbu saw a
light in the siudy and found him at work.

‘Wait a minute, Babu,” he said. ‘I've got a job of
work that you can’t help mc with, I've just received a
cipher telegram, and I'm trying to decipher it’

‘Sir, I have got important news.’

Shut up! Every time you interrupt me I make a
mistake.”

Krupasindhu waited a minute. He felt sure thai he
ought to tell his news immediately,

Sir, my news is very important.

I told you not to interrupt me. Please go and wait
in the next room.’

Krupasindhu did as he was bid. Presently he heard
the Sahib struggling with the tefephone,

‘Hulio, Exchange! Wake up, .. . Give me No. 9. . ..
Hulle! . , . I want o speak to the Superintendent of
Police. . . . Han! Police Suhib ko salam do. . . . Hullo!

. is that vou, Winsion? . . . I've just got a cipher
telegram, and I can’t make head or tail of it, . . . Please
come round at once. , .. Yes, I expect it's important.

Al right, T expzct you in five minutes”

Five minutes later Police Sahub arnved. For a few
minutes there was silence while the Sahibs pored over
a wilderness of paper. Then Police Sahib spoke.

‘No wonder you can't get it ouy, You've begun
wrong!’

‘What have I donc wrong?
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“You've spelt the key-word wrong.’

‘Have 1?7 Well, that accounts for it’

‘Give me the telegram. @'l decipher it for you in
five minutes.’

‘Right. In the meantime I'l go and see what my
Type Babu wants.’

The Collector went into the room where Krupa was
wailing,

‘What's this wonderful news of yours, Babu?’

‘Sir, Dip Babu sent for me. He has received a tele
gram. It is very important.

‘Let me see it’

Krupasindhu handed him the telegram,

“What's this? . . . *Cabbage”™. . . . What does it mean?*

‘Sir, it means that Mr Gandhi has been arrested.’

‘Did Dip Babu tell you that?”

“Yes, sir.’

‘Why didn't you tell me at once?’

“Your Honour told me not to interrupt.

‘I've got it out,” shouted Police Sahib from the next
room, The Collector went back, followed by Kiupa-
sindhu,

*Gandhi has been arrested.’

‘Oh, we knew that already.

‘Did you? How did you know?

‘My invaluable steno-typist learnt it from Dip Babu.’

“That’s the man we want to get into touch with.”

‘Exactly. Babu, what was your impression of Dip
Babu’s attitude?’

‘Sir, he seemed to me to be frightened. He was trying
to find out whether the arrest of Mr Gandhi would be
followed by the arrest of other icaders. That was why
he sent for me”

*The odd thing is," said Police Sahib, ‘that he seems
to have got the news first.
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‘When did he get the telegram? asked the Collector.

‘Sir,’ Krupasindhu replied, ‘it must be half as hour
since I came here, and more than an hour since Dip
Babu’s man came 10 call me. I think he must have
received the telegram fully an hour and a half ago”’

‘More than an hour before I got the cipher telegram.'

‘So they had arranged to send out warning telegrams
as soon as the arrest took place,” said the policeman.
*Was that to enable them to take precautions, or (o
cnable them to take action?

*What we want {o know,’ said the Collector, ‘is how
the news will be received by the puablic. Do the non-
co-operatofs mean to give trouble?”

“Sir,” said Krupasindhu, ‘I think I can safely assure
Your Honour that they do not. He told me that he
could not rouse the people to action if he tried.’

*‘And what do you think yourself, Babu, from what
you know of public opinion? Do you think there will
be any trouble?’

*No, sir, I believe nobody will stir)

And he was right. For the next three days the Sahibs
watched the newspapers casefully for news of any dis-
turbances in any part of India. But ther¢ was no dis-
turbance anywhere. Nobody stirred.

In May it was Sadbu Charan’s turn to get married
Krupasindhu had made the same arrangements for him
as for his brother, and he went back to school imme-
diately afier the wedding. He also passed his Matric
the same year and went to live in the village with his
bride.

It was in this year too that Krupasindhu’s second
grandchild was born. It was born just after the Puja
holidays, and Krupasindhu went home for the Christ-
mas holidays to sce it, taking Charubala and his twe
daughters with him. The baby was a boy, and ke was
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named Jageenath. Krupasindhu was very proud and
pleased, and so, of course, was the child’s father. Charu-
bala allotted to herself the task of helping the young
mother and teaching her all about babies, and the two
daughters-in-law loved their mother-in-law (which is
not always the case among Hindus), and all the family
loved her, because she was so kind and helpful and
put on no airs. And Krupasindbu loved her betause
she loved her stepsons and their wives as if they had
all been her own children,

But all these domestic occurrences made Krupasindho
think of the time when his two daughters would have
to be given in marriage. He consulted his wife, and
decided to get the elder girl married next year. Then
he decided to buy two slave-girls to go with them, as
he had promised his wife. And when they went back
after the bolidays he made enguiries,

By this time he knew everybody in Cuttack, and
everybody knew him and respected hin. Wherefore he
went boldly to the town inspector and asked him if he
thought he could buy a couple of girls in the town.

‘Babu,” the policeman said, when he understood what
Krupasindhu wanted, ‘you missed your chance when the
famine was going on. Then you might have coliected
as many little girls as you could want, and got them for
nothing.’

‘Then I should have had to keep them all this time,
and now they would be getting too old for my purpose.
No, it is not wise to buy a thing you don’t want only
because it is cheap. And I suppose they are prelty
cheap still.’

‘On the contrary, they are getting very expensive.’

‘Why? Are there no poor widows with children they
want to get rid of?’

‘Oh, there are plenty of them. Often a woman comes



182 Indian Ink

to the town with a child to sell, maybe her own child,
or maybe a child she bas kidnapped. They used to sell
them (o the brothels, but now they go to the missionaries
first.”

“The missionari2s?” said Krupasindhu, with surprise.
‘What do they buy little girls for?’

‘To save them from the brothels. It is a very noble
and philanthropic work. But, you see, the brothel-
keepers have to offer more than the missionaries, and
the missionaries have to offer more than the brothel-
kecpers, and the competition puts up the price.”

‘I think that is very shameful,” said Krupasindhu in-
dignantly. “These missionarics are Americans, and §
suppose they write to their country and tell them about
these things. The Americans must think we are bar-
barians,’

‘Does it matter to us what the Americans think?

‘Some people think it does, though I don’t quite see
why. But it really is a shameful business. The Gov-
ernment ought to do something about it

‘Perhaps they will one day. But tell me exactly what
you want and I will see what I can do for you.

‘T want two little gifds to be companions and servanis
to my daughters. They will be old cnough to be mar-
ricd soon. I hope to get the elder one married next
year. I am not a Raja that I should send a bevy of
damsels with each of my daughters, but I should like
to send one with each of them. It adds 1o the prestige
of the family, and makes things easier for the bride.

‘Exactly, Then it is important to get girls of the
right age.

“Yes. They should be about the same age as my
daughicrs or a little younger—say, about eight years
old’

*Very good, Babu, I will Jook out for what you want.
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But don't tell the missionaries!”

“Why not?

“They might write to America about it.’

Krupasindhu failed to see the joke, but that did not
matter because the inspector found what he wanted,
and. through his influence. Krupasindhu got two slave-
girls cheap.
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Flowerpots-in-front and
Flowerpots-behind

A little while before the Christmas holidays, when Krupa-
sindhu went home to see his new grandchild, his
Collector was transferred. The Sahib who came in his
place was a young officer who had never served in
Orissa before,

He was just back from furlough, and brought with
him a wife, whom he had recently married in England.

This lady was the most beautiful lady Krupasindhu
had ever seen, She was different from the other Mem-
sahibs he had met, becavse most of the officials in that
province marry countrybred girls, there being no others
available, but this one was fresh from England. Her
skin was as white as snow, her eyes were as blue as the
sky, and her hair was pure gold.

Krupasindhu thought she must be a daughter of one
of the highest families in England, she was so fair, And
it pleased him to think that his Sahib was not just en
ordinary Heaven-born, but an English gentleman of
noble descent, since he must needs go home to find a
suitable wife, instead of marrying an ordinary Missy
Baba. Krupasindhu felt that his own prestige was
enhanced.

When he returned to duty after the Christmas holi-
days he found that the Sahib had had an casy-chair
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brought into the study, so that his wife might sit with
him while he was working. And there she was stitching
while her Sahib was staring dolefully at a fat and fear-
some file,

‘Good momipg, sir. Good morning, madam,’ said
Krupasindhu.

Sahib nodded. Memsahib looked up from her work
and smiled and said, ‘Good morning, Type Babu,” in a
very sweet voice,

‘Babu,” said the Sahib, thrusting the file away and
leaning back in his chair, ‘you'll have 1o help me, since
you know the customs of this country.

‘Sir,” Krupasindhu replied, ‘what else am I for except
to help Your Honour?

“Well, here’s a file I can't make head or tail of. What
on earth is a bada pat mahadei?’

“That, sir, is the title given to the senior wife of a
Raja. The junior wife is called sana pat mahadei.

‘And what is the meaning of phulbiyaba?’

‘It means “flower-mardage”, Your Honous.®

‘1 know it means ‘“flower-marriage™”, but what is a
“Rower-marriage’?’

*Sir, 1 shall explain the matter to Your Honour very
clearly. It is a custom among the Rajas of the Garhjat
and Qillajat estatcs that when & Raja has no son and heir
by either of his wives he may marry one of his concu-
bines, even if she is of different caste, and then if she
bears him a son he becomes the heir, Otherwise the son
of a concubine cannot inherit.”’

‘I see. What a beastly custom!’

The Collector drew the file towards him again and
stared at it with a puzzled expression,

*Sir, if Your Honour wishes, I will take the file and go
through it and write a note so as to make the whole case
clear to Your Honour.'
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*Yes, Babu, please do.)’

Krupasindhu took the file to the littdle room where he
worked and looked at it from time to time during the
day, whenever he had nothing clse to do. And when he
went he took it with him o study at his leisure. Arrived
at his lodging. he found a letter from Rai Sahib waiting
for him.

It was about a year since Rai Sahib had been trans-
ferred to Puri, where he was officiating as Superiniendent
of Police. He had taken a few days’ leave to attend to
some private business at Cuttack,

Krupasindhu woek the file, and went at once to see him.
After the usual exchange of greetings Rai Sahib asked
what he had brought the file for.

‘It's about the Panpara Estate; Krupasindhu replied.
‘Do you know anything about it?’

‘Of course [ do. I can tell you the whole history of it.
Do you think we can turn it to account in any way?’

‘I don’t know. Tell me about it

*The oid Raja had two sons and a daughter, His wife,
who is a lady of very energetic character, took great care
of the interests of the family. When the sons were about
eight years old she bought a number of little girls, and
when the daughter was married she sent twenty of them
with her, That left two for the two young gentlemen.
These girls were called Flowerpois-in-front and Flower-
pots-behind, because their nominal duty was to change
the flowers in the flowerpots in the front drawing-room
and the back drawing-room respectively. But one of the
sons died, and the one who remained always preferred
Flowerpots-behind.  When the old Raja died and his
son succeeded him, being already middle-aged, the latier
had two wives, and a great number of concubines, since
cach of his wives brought a number of slave-girls with
her, but among them all he loved only Flowerpots-behind.
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The new Raja had several children, but most of them
were girls, and the boys died in infancy, and when his
time came o die, he left only one son, whose mother was
Flowerpots-behind. Now a distant relation named Nar-
singh Deo, a descendant of the late Raja’s great-grand-
father, clatms the estate. And Flowerpots-behind claims
the estate for her son, alleging a flower-marriage!”

‘It is not clear how we can turn this case to account.’

‘No, it isn’t. There will be a regular suit. It will be
tried by the sub-judge. We might try and bribe him.’

‘They don’t need our help to do that. The only way
we can help is by getting the Collector to favour one side
or the other, and then 1 don’t guite see what he could
do. Bat the first thing to decide is, which of the two
partics do we want to favour?'

*Krupa, haven't you learnt one thing? Never be dis-
loyal to your Sahib. Never let him have cause to think
that you are secretly working against him.’

‘T know that, of course’

‘Well, then, it is not for us to decide which party we
want him to favour. We have to find out which party he
does favour, and side with that panty.”

‘It is not likely that he favours either party.

‘He will not favour either party openly, But he will’
probably have a feeling that he would rather one of them
was victorious than the other.’

‘True. And I think I can guess which of them it will be.’

‘Which do you think?’

‘I have noticed,” said Krupasindhu, after a moment’s
reflexion, *‘that the Sahiblog have strict ideas about mar-
riage. And they don’t consider that there is one custom
for one people and another for another people, but they
believe that their own customs are right and all the rest
are wrong, And if I tell the Sahib that such is the cus-
tom of Rajas in Orissa, he does not say, “If that is their



188 Indian Ink

custom it is all right™; he says, “What a beastly custom!”
And when he hears the story of Flowerpots-behind he
will think in his heart that she is 2 bad woman and her
son is a bastard, and his heart will incling him to favour
the other claimant.”

‘Very well, that setiles the first question. We are to
side with Narsingh Deo, The next question 15, how can
we help him?”

*When [ write my note on the file, T could write so as
to suggest that Narsingh Deo is the rightful heir. I could
do that without saying anything definitely false. In that
way [ could prejudice the Sahib in his favour. But still
I don’t see what the Sahib can do.’

‘Nor do I. But we can ask Narsingh Deo what he
wants him to do, I will get into touch with his lawyer,
But do nothing till you hear from me.’

‘There is one thing more that { want to know. Is the
old Rani alive? Which of the claimants does she favour?’

‘Yes, she is alive. She naturally favours her own grand-
son,”

‘That is a point of importance. It is a pity we shall
have her against ws)

That night Krupasindhu sat up very late perusing the
filee In the morning he rose very early and wrote his
note, taking care not to favour cither side.

When he came to thz Collecior’s house he found his
Sahib sitting in his study and Memsahib sitting in the
gasy-chair sewing.

‘Good morning, sir, Good morning, madam.’

‘Good morning, Type Babu.’

‘Good motning, Babu, Have you written your note on
the Panpara case?’

“Yes. sir. I think [ have made it all very clear’

‘well, I'll study it presently. Now tell me all about it

bricfly.’
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Krupasindbu told the story of the disputed succession
as Rai Sahib had told it to lim., When he bad finished
the Sahib tumed to his wife.

“What do you think of that story, Lucy?’

‘Darling, 1 think ir's the most romantic story I ever
heard.’

‘It’s a strange country, isn’t it?’

‘But, darling! Think of poor little Flowerpots-behind
{what a delighiful name!) growing up in the house since
she was a lile girl—playing with the Raja when they
were both children! And then he grows up and has two
wives and 1 don't know how many concubincs, and all
the time he never loved anyone but Flowerpots-behind!
And how she must have loved him! And now she's fight-
ing for her son’s rights. 1 think she’s so brave’

*Still, it looks to me as if the other fellow was the heir.”

*No, he isn't. Flowerpots® son is the rightful heir.’

‘Is he? 1 doubt if the law is on his side.”

‘My darling, of course he’s the rightful heir. [ don’t
care what the law says. The law’s an ass’

‘But supposing Flowerpots-behind wasn’t really the
Raja’s wife?

‘But, my love! Can’t you see that she is the only real
wife be cver had? Oh, | do hope she'll win, Can’t you
do something to help her?’

‘[ don't see what I can do, 1 can only report the facts
to Government and leave the decision to the Civil Court.
And, of course, I've got le see that they don't come (o
blows.’

‘How old is the boy?’

*Madam, he is a minor. He is about ten years old.

“What abeut this Court of Wards I hear so much about?
Couldn’t you get them to take charge of the Estate and
protect the minor?

Krupasindhu had some difficulty in controlling his coun-
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tenance  The lady had lut on the solution of his problem
He wanted 0 get up and shout “Hanbol™ (which 15
Onva for “Hurrah!'’), but he remained apparently uncon-
cerned

‘That would be asking for trouble,” saxd the Salub “We
van't very well acknowledge the munor as the heir, because
that 15 just the guesuon the Courts have got to decide
The hugatton will go on for years I suppose they will
fight 1t out up to the High Court, and then it will be
decided that there never was any flower-marnage, and
we shall be told that we've been helping the wrong side,
and heeping the nghtful heir out of possession  Wouldn't
that be a silly thing 1o do? Not that the brass-hats have
any objection to downg sidly things I've known them do
siliter thungs than that’

‘But just think,” said the lady ‘the boy was born on
his father’s estate, he has lived there all his life, and now
some distant relation, whom he has probably never heard
of comes and grabs it Wouldn't that be absurd as weli
as unjust?’

*There's a lot of sense in that The boy must be known
1o the tenaniry I dare say they would rather have him
for their landlord than a fellow who 15 really a stranger
although he may be the herr-at-law *

*Ser, of 1 mught be permitied to make an observation.
the tenantry 1s most likely to side with the munor  They
wiit obey the old lady. the late Raja’s mother'’

*That 15 important. The other fellow might have trouble
with the tenantry, if they don’'t want to have hum for
thetr landlord and that might lead to a breach of peace’

‘Now you're talking sense.” said the lady ‘After all,
the poor tenants ought io be considered too’

*So ought the old Jady Perhaps I ought to consuit
her Well, I'll go through the file and think it over

Krupasindhu went back to the htile room where he
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wotked and thought hard. Things had taken an unex-
pected turn. The advice he bad given Rai Sahib had
proved to be wrong, They bad decided io support the
wrong claimant—wrong because the Collector was un-
doubtedly going to support the other. There was no lime
to be lost. A desperate sitvation required a desperate
remedy. He wrote a short application,
Honourep Sik,
I bave been suddenly attacked with fever, accompanied by
severe pains in important pants of my body.
Therefore § humbly request Your Honour to be graciously
pleased to grant me leave [or this day only.

Your Honour’s M. O. §
KRUPASINDHU MAHANTY

He gathered his chaddar about him as if he had ague,
and contorted his face into the most woebegone expression
he could manage, and went in and presented the appli-
cation to the Sahib with a moan. The Sahib read the
application and passed it on to his wife,

‘Let me take his temperature,’ she said, jumping up.
‘Wait a minute, I'll go and fetch the thermometer.”

‘Please do not trouble, madam,” Krupasindhu said
hastily. ‘I shall go to my lodging, and through the tender
care and dutiful ministrations of loving wile, 1 shall be
all right tomorrow.'

‘That's right,’ said the Sahib. ‘Off youw po. 1 hope
you'll be better soon.’

Off Krupasindhu went, but he did not go to his lodging,
nor did he seek the dutiful ministrations of his wife. He
went straight to Rai Sahib.

*You're just in time,’ said Rai Sahib, ‘if you've got
anything to tell me, I'm going back to Puri by car, 1
must start in ien minutes.”

“You must listen , , . it’s important. . . Everything
has become otherwise.'
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‘Don’t get so excited. Sit down, Tell me what's hap-
pened.’

‘We are siding with the wrong side)

“You mean the Sahib favours the minor?”

‘No. The Memsahib favours the minor.

‘Ah! Then, of course, we must, Orderly! Where is
that cursed idiot? Orderly!?

The orderly appeared, looking rather scared.

‘Where is that Ietier?’

‘Sir, I was just about to take it. I will take it at once.'

The orderly went off at the double, and Rai Sahib
bellowed after him,

‘Come back, you son of an owl! Give me the letier.

Rai Sahib took the letter and tore it up with a sigh of
relief,

*Just in time! That was a letter to Narsingh Deo's
lawyer.'

‘Memsahib is strongly in favour of the minor, said
Krupasindhu, ‘and she will compel her Sahib to favour
him. How could I have forseen that?’

‘The ways of women are always incalculable. 1f we
can’t understand the minds of our own women, how can
we ynderstand white women?’

‘Now [ can tell you what we must do. We must offer
to get the estate taken under the Court of Wards.’

*All right, but how?'

“The old lady must file an dpplication. Memsahkib will
do the rest.”

“That wiil be excellent. But you cannot go (o Paapara
to interview the old lady, and I must go back to Puri. 1
will make an arrangement.’

Rai Sahib called his grown-up son and gave him certain
instructions, and then said good-bve to Krupasindhu and
got into his car and drove away.
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Promotion and
Change of Residence

The year 1923 was marked by two important events. In
Fune Kruepasindhu’s daughter Dayabala was married, and
in October another grandson was bom.

Krupasindbu had stipulated that his daughter should
return to him immediately after the wedding and not go
and live with her husband until she was fourteen, so that
the parting which he dreaded so much was postponed.
Her husband was the son of a Deputy Magistrate who
had a comfortable estate and only served the Govern-
ment for the sake of the influence and honour that his
rank in the service gave him, and therefore the connexion
seemed to Krupasindhu very honourable and he was
very pleased about it

The new grandchild was the first child of his son Sadhu
Charan. Agaio Krupasindhu was proud and pleased, and
the boy was called Artaballabh,

In the meantime the affair of the Panpara Estate was
developing in a satisfactory manner. Krupasindhu sec-
retly met the Tawyer who was looking after the interests
of the minor and told him to advise the boy’s mother
to use her influence with the old lady to induce her to
apply for the protection of the Court of Wards and at
the same time to explain to her that it would be neces-
sary to spend a great deal of money.
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And Rai Sahib’s son went to Panpara and interviewed
the old lady. He also went to the sub-inspector in charge
of the Panpara police station and gave him instructions.
For all the police in the district were afraid of Rai Sahib,
because they knew that he was a great favourite with
some of the Higher Officials, and because there was a
rumour that he would soon come back to Cuttack as
Superintendent, wherefore the sub-inspectors obeyed him
as readily as they obeyed their own superior officers.

After interviews and negotiations it was settled that
the ladies should pay ten thousand rupees at once and
exccute a bond for fifty thousand, bearing interest at
1wo per cent a month, in favour of a certain moneylender,
who was to receive a commission of ten per cent for his
services, The lawyers advised the ladies that this was a
good arrangement, because unless the estate was taken
under the Court of Wards the bond would be worthiess:
they couid make the creditor whistle for his money. But
Krupa was confident that the Court would take charge
of the estate,

When all these transactions were complete both ladies
put in applications for the protection of the Court of
Wards: the old lady on her own account, Flowerpots-
behind on behalf of her son, The petitions were present-
ed at the Cutcherry, as Krupasindhu had advised, just
before closing time. The office superintendent, under-
standing that the matier was of urgent importance, took
them at once to the Collector's house, When he arrived
the Sahib was gone to the Club to play rackets, and Mem-
sahib was alone, The office supctintendent therefore ox-
plained to the Memsahib what the petitions were about,
and left them in charge of Krupasindhu, who was still
at work with the typewriter,

Presently Memsahib ordered the car and drove to the
Tlub  When her husband had finished rackets and chang-
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ed his clothes he came into the reading-rocom and found
his wife locking at the papers. She began at once to tell
him about the two petitions.

‘Don’t talk shop in the Club, dear, please,” he said.

‘But this is important.

‘I know it's important, That's why I don'’t want to
discuss it where we might be overheard.

When they went home to dinner his wife began to talk
about the petitions again, She urged him to do all ke
could to get the estate taken under the Court of Wards.

‘Pl have to think about it very carefully,” he said. ‘I
won't recommend it unless I'm pretty sure the brass-hats
will agree’

*What does it matter? If they don’t agree they can say
no, and then at any rate you will have done your best.

*My dear Lucy, if I keep on sending up proposals which
get turned down the brass-hats will think I'm a duffer.
Therefore, I have to be careful not to send anyvthing up
unless I think they will approve.’

‘If you are a man and not a2 cur you will do all you
can to save two helpless women and an innocent child,
whether the brass-hats like it or not”

After that, of course, he had to promise to do his best.

In the moring the report of the Panpara sub-inspector,
which he had submitted in accordance with Rai Sahib’s
instructions, arrived. He reported that all the tecnants
were sidirg with the minor, which was true; that they
were all determined never to recognize Narsingh Deo as
their landlord, which was an exaggeration; and that theie
would be a serious breach of the peace if Narsingh Deo
attempted to take possession, which was a gross exagge-
ration,

When the Collector saw that there was a chance of a
breach of the peace he thought he could make out a
pretty strong case, and so he sent it up and the brass-
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hats agreed with him, and the cstate was taken under the
Court of Wards.

But the Collector had misgivings about it, He had an
uneasy fecling—he couldn't tell why-—that somehow
Krupasindha had influenced him to act against s own
judgment, Yet be could not remember that Krupasindhu
had ever said anything to influence hun at all.

When the manager who was appointed to manage the
estate on behalf of the Court of Wards had taken charge
a notice was published invitung the creditors to submnit
their clatmis  And the moneylender put in his claim for
fifty thousand rupees, plus interest at two per cent a
month  And the Court ordered this and sundry other
debts to be paid by borrowing money at a [ower rate of
mterest

So the moneylender recetved the money and pad it to
Krupasindhu, after deducting his commission at ten per
cent  And after the Deputy Collector in charge of the
Wards Department, and the office superintendent, and the
Wards head clerk. and the Panpara sub-inspector, and
& few others had collected their commissions, Rai Sahib
and Krupasindhu got twenty thousand rupees each

Now when Narvungh Deo heard that the estate had
been taken under the Court of Wards he was very angry
and he went about complaining loudly that the Collector
had been bribed, and the Commissioner had been bribed,
and the brass-hais had been bribed, but it never occurred
10 him to say that Krupasindhu had been bribed,

Then Namsingh Do went himself and bribed the sub-
judge  Buot as the ladics had already taken the same pre-
caytion, the sub-judge, who was an honest man, decided
the case n favour of naither party  He found that Nar-
singh Deo was an impostor, and not a member of the
fanuly at all. so he was not entitled to the property. And
e held that the Alower-marriage was invalid, so the minor
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was not entitled to the property.

When this judgment was delivered Narsingh Deo, seeing
that his imposture was exposed, disappeared and was
never heard of again, And the Collector caused an ap-
peal to be filed in the High Court on behalf of the minor,
and the High Court decided that the flower-marriage was
valid and the minor was entitled to inherit the estate.

When the Collector heard this he was very pleased,
because he knew that, after all, what he had done turned
out to be nght. His misgivings disappeared. Yet he had
a feeling—he couldnt teli why—that somehow it was
thanks o Krupasindhu that he had done the right thing.

But all this litigation ok a long time, and now we
must go back to the year 1923,

As soon as Dayabala was married Krupasindhu began
to look out for a husband for Krupabala, And at last he
arranged for her marriage with the son of the head clerk;
and 1t was settled that the wedding should take place
next summer on the earliest auspicious date. This Krupa-
sindhu considered an advantageous alliance, because the
other clerks still regarded him as an interloper, and he
forcsaw that a time would come when he would need
friends in the office.

All this time the non-co-operation fuss was going on,
but now most people were getting tired of it. Sometimes
the movement scemed to be fading away, sometimes the
agilators made a great effort to revive it,  Like most re-
spectable Orivas, Krupasindhu regarded it as an unmiti-
gated nuisance, and whenever he heard any rumours
about it he tried to shut his ears to them and not allow
them 1o disturb him. It was to him a source of discom-
fort. It caused an unfriendly feeling in the atmosphere,
an atmosphere of hostifity and distrust, where before there
had been confidence and goodwill.  When the year 1924
began he hoped that the New Year would bring the end
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of this nuisance, and all his triends agrecd with him.

One day in February when Krupasindhu was walking
from his lodging to the Collector’s house, thinking these
thoughts, he met a man in a Gandhi cap who asked him
if he had heard the news,

“What news?’” he asked,

‘Mahaima Gandhi has been released,” the man replied.

Krupasindhu went on his way rejeicing. And when he
came lo the Collector's house and said, ‘Good morning,’
10 Collector Sahib, the Sahib did not say, *Good morning.’
but, ‘Have you heard the news?

“Yes, sir,” Krupasindhu replied, ‘I have heard that Mr.
Gandhi has becn released from jail. [Et is the best news
I have heard for many days.

‘Why do you say that?’

*Sir, there has been all this useless fuss, but now, thank
God, we are all friends again.’

‘Is that how it strikes you?’

‘Sir, it is not the way of us Criyas to be against the
Government. The English are our friends who delivered
us from the oppression of the Mahrattas, and it was pain-
ful to us to see that there was enmity between the Gov-
ernment and so many of the people. But now, thank God,
that is finished.’

“Then yor don’t think the release of Mr Gandhi will
lead to a renewal of agitation?’

‘No, sit. It means the end of it.'

‘Well, if that's how it strikes you, I expect it will strike
most of your countrymen the same way, but we shall see.’

In the month of March this year Winston Sahib, the
Superintendent of Police, went on leave, and Rai Sahib
came from Pun to take his place. He now had private
copies of the confidential papers of two districts instead
of one and his chances of making money were in¢reased
accordingly. And from time to tme Krupasindhu had a
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private talk with hirn, and they laid plans for doing acts
of kindness 10 worth-while people.

Two months Jater Krupabala was married, and Krupa-
sindhu began more than ever to dread the day when his
two daughters would be old enough te go to their bus-
bands, and his wife and he would be left alone in the
house.

In this year also Krupasindhu got his two sons entered
as apprentices in the Collector’s office at Balasore,

Now, when it was sten that the agitation had really
faded away, Collector Sahib reviewed the events of the
past four years with a view to finding out who had been
openly or secrctly disloyal, and who had been faithful
and serviceable, and to rewarding those who deserved it
He found that Krupasindho had an uncommonly good
record, He had steered the boat across the river when
the non-co-operators had stopped the ferry; he had shown
up the schoolmasters who were abusing their position to
poison the minds of the boys; he had been the first to
bring the news of the arrest of Mr Gandhi, and on this
and other occasions he had given correct information of
the reactions of public opinion to events, enabling the
local officers to appreciate the situation and decide when
to act and when to refrain from action, But his greatest
achievement was that through his influgnce his native
village had been euntirely free from political trouble. It
was one of the few villages where no agitator dared to
show his face.

So Krupasindhu got the title of Rai Sahib, At the same
time his friend and kinsman Gopal Krishna Mahanty
was promoted from Rai Sahib to Rai Bahadur,

A Jittle before the Christmas holidays Collector Suhib
sent for him,

‘Rat Szhib," he said, ‘I have somcthing very important
to say to you. Now thai vou are a Rai Sahib, you are
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too important a person (o be a mere steno-typisi There
are several junior clerks who have learnt shorthand  If
you stick to this job too loag you wiil find that s a
blind alley that leads nowhese The head clerk wili be
due 10 retire after a few years  When his time comes you
would have a fair chance to succeed him, but for years
you have been weorking here and notn the ofhice I ihunk
it would be to your advantage to go back to the ofhice
L shall, of course, be sorry to have Lo put up with another
clerk 1 your place, but 1t 1s your career that 15 at stake,
and [ leave it to you to decide I you decude to stay
kere you will probably be the Collectac’s steno-lypist for
the rest of your service  If not, you will go to the English
office as second ¢lerk, and m due time you will probably
become the head clerk’

Krupasmdhu heard this with amazement, and asked
for tme to think 1L over and consult his wile

He hated the 1dea of working tn all the noise and tur-
moil of the office, nstead of the peace and comfort of
the Caollector's residence On the other hand, he was
getuing rather clderly and fat, and touning was becoming
more and mare irksome

He feared that by reverting to a charr in the Englsh
ofice he would lose a good deal of his income, and he
was not sure that even if he became head clerk he would
have the same opportunitics as he had now  But he re-
fiected that his first duty was to his family, moncy 1s not
cverything honour and prestige bave also to be consider-
ed

There was another difficulty  The Collector’s residence
was three mules away from the Cutcherry  Krupasindhu
had chosen the httlc house he was occupying because 1t
wds near the former, 1if he went to the English office he
would have (o lise ncar the latter  He would not like to
Icave the house where he had speat so many happy years.
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Charubala’s advice decided ihe question. She discov-
ercd an unsuspecled ambition to sece her husband the
head clerk. So Krupasindhe accepted the Collector’s
advice, and it was decided that he would begin to work
as second clerk in the English office after the Christmas
and New Year holidays.

Krupasindhu then Tound a new lodging on the bank of
the Katjuri, and left his little home with regret. And
when he went to bed on the first day of Janvary 1925 he
said to his wife, *“To-morrow I start a new year’s work
in a new place, with new hopes, and new ambitions.”
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Krupasindhu Gives
Good Advice

Next morning, just as Krupasindhu was getting ready to
go to the office, the young clerk who had been appointed
1o take his place came to him with an order to go te the
Collector’s residence and show his successor the work,

Krupasindhu had no intention of starting the day’s
work with a three-mile walk, so he hired one of those
curious vehicles which serve in India for hackney-car-
riages. Ht was a rectangular vehicle like a box on four
wheels, deawn by two diminutive ponies. It bad been
carefully constructed to combine the greatest possible
noise with the least possible speed. The three-mile jour-
ney at a snail’s pace, accompanied all the way by a head-
splitting rattle, would have reduced any white man lo a
condition of nervous prostration, but the less sophisticat-
ed races have stronger nerves, and Krupasindhu and his
companjon emerged from the box nope the worse for
this frightful experience.

‘There is not much to show you,’ said Krupasindbu, as
they went into the room where his successor was now to
work, ‘except where the papers are kept, and how to
arrange them in the drawers and pigeon-holes so that you
can always find what you want, But I can teach you
something about the caliers and how to manage them.
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Formerly the Collector used to pet twenly callers a day,
and every one of them paid a fee, but now the number
bas fallen off sadly—one of the most deplorable resulis
of ihe non-co-operation movement, But still, they ought
to yield you an income of at least a hundred rupees a
month, But if I explain this to you I shall expect a com-
mission. You see, I lose this income by going to the
English office.

‘Babu,” the young clerk replied, ‘for six months I will
pay you balf of whatever I reccive., And from time to
time you will come and see if ¥ am conducting the busi-
ness properly, and getting as much as I should, and give
me instructions, After that the whole income from this
source will be mine.’

‘Quite satisfactory. And, of course, you will have other
opportunities of making meney. Listen, and I will give
you advice,

‘Never try to induce the Sahib to do a thing that he
does not want to do. He will fes]l at once that you are
trying to influence him, and he will suspect that you
have been brived. In such a case refuse o take money.

‘Do not try to induce 'the Sahib to do the thing that
he wants to do. It is unnecessary. Im such a case you
may fake money, and then leave the Sahib to do it of his
own accord.

‘But it is sometimes advantageous, when you foresee
what course the Sahib will choose, to recommena it to
him. He wiil think you are very intelligent, because
your opinion is the same as his. But when you do this
you must make the recomniendation frankly and openly
{but with the greatest deference), and not try to insinuate
it in a roundabout manner. For it matters little if the
Sahib rebukes you for presuming to give him advice: he
will give you cradit for being straightforward and out-
spokcn.  But if he thinks you are trying to influence him
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surreputiously, it matters a great deal: he wili naver trust
yOou agam.

‘And now I will teach you a great secret the way to
make money 1s to refuse money  Because if 1t 1s known
that you will not take money unless you can render a
service 11 rewurn, people will think that whateser they
give you 15 well spent, and if you fail to get them what
they want, they wul understand that it 1s ot your fauit®

‘Babu, ¥ am very graiziul for your advice T dare say
1 shali orten consult you when I see an opportunity *

‘I shall alwasys be ready to help you And 1n such
cases we shall share the profit balf and half”

When Krupasindhu had eaplained to the young man
how to heep the papers in order and how 10 manage the
calling system, and given hum other useful advice, he got
into the ratthng box again and drove to the Cutcherny,
and 100k his place as second c¢lerk m the English ofiice

He felt that there was hosthity towards him among the
juntor clerks, who regarded him as an snterloper, but
with a Deputy Magistrate for a father-in-law, and the
head clerk his daughter’s father-tn-law, he thought he
had nothing to fear

When he left the office that eveming he went 10 sea
Ra: Kahadur.

t fear. he said, ‘that by reverting io the English
office, though I do get higher pay, I shall find my income
dimimshed  And now that I am not constantly at Col-
fector Sahub’s elbow, perhaps you w.ll not find m= so
useful, nor consult me so ofien’

‘Krupa,” Rai Bahadur replied, ‘do you think I am
fanhless and ungraicful, or do you thunk I am a fool,
that 1 should desert such a shalful ally? No, I shall often
send for you, that we may collaborate to render a dis-
creet service to some worthy person’

So Krupasindhu continuca to grow rich  And now he



Krupasindbu Gives Good Advice 205

began to buy land. For hitherto he had invested some
of his savings in morigages, and some by lending money
to the other clerks, and some he had placed on fixed
deposit with various bankers. But now he began to think
of building up an estate which would support him in
casc and dignity when he retired. And he felt that in
the marrow of his bones he was a peasant and not a
clerk, and he had a great desire for land,

Sometimes the monotony of a clerk’s life was irksome
to him, doing the same work every day, and all the year
tound. And he thought he would prefer the varied life
of a peasant, 1o whom every change of scasom, almost
every change of weather, brings a change of work—a
new task, a new hope, a new interest. And when he
took his evening walk he would often go to the out-
skirts of the town where he could see cultivated land
and watch the progress of the crops. So he began to
look forward to the day when he would be able to retire
from the scrvice and go back to the land,
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Krupa Is Promoted
Head Clerk

For three years Krupasindhe worked as sccond clerk,
making moncy steadily all the time. He kept himself
tnformed, as far as he had opportunitics, of what was
happening in all the other departments, and particularly
he watched the gun-licence depariment. Here, he found,
there was a young and inexpericnced clerk who did not
know how to make full use of his opportunitics, and he
gave him instructions and took in return a share of the
proceeds.  And when Krupasindhu had been working as
second clerk for three years the hecad clerk died, and
Krupasindhu was appointed in his place,

This prometion added not eonly to his presfige and
social position, but also to his facilitics for muking money.
He was now pietty expert in the work of all the depart-
ments of the office of the District Magistrate and Col-
lector, and he observed and discovered in which depart-
ments money was being made, and collected commissicns.
And ke observed and discovered where opportunities of
making moncy were being missed, and e gave the clerks
instructions, so that they made more money and he got
More commissions,

Soon after Krupasindhu had been promoted, Rai
Bahadur retired from service. He had a house in Cut-
tack, to which he retired, and his cstale was in the
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district, and his son had started a trading business in the
iown. But the local officials continved to consult him
about what was going on, and he conlinued to collect
and furpish confidential information, almost as if he had
been still in service, Krupasindhu and he, iherefore, con-
tintied occasionally te collaborate.

And all this time Krupasindhu lived happily with his
wife and his two daughters in the little house he had
taken on the bank of Katjuri, within five minvtes’ walk
of the Cuicherry. And once of twice a year he went
home, and every year he was presented with a new grand-
child, and sometimes two.

But during the third year something unfortunate hap-
pened.  Dayanidhi, in his eagerness to get rich quickly,
overreached himself again, and was found out, and lost
his job. When his masler turned him out be went (o
the village home with his wife and his children and his
grandchitdren. ‘There he left his family in charge of
Haribandhu and went on himself to Cuttack to see
Krupasindhu.

‘Brother,” he said, ‘vou must help me. You can't let
your elder brother and his family starve.

‘Of course we won’t let you starve. There is no need
to be so much distressed.”

‘But the Babu is threatening to prosecute me for em-
bezzlement.”

‘Are you such a fool as to be {frightened by his bluff?
You must know enough about him to send him to jail
twenty times over. Of course he won't prosecute, He
dare not.”

‘But how am | to live?’

‘Haven't you saved anything?”

‘A few thousand rupecs.’

‘T have been thinking,' said Krupasindhu, after a short
silence, ‘that the old home must be gelting rather over-
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crowded. Nishibala is living with her child apart in a
hut which Haribandhu has built for her at the bottom
of the garden, but Haribandhy and all his family arc in
the house, and the wives and children of my two sons
are there too, and now all your family is there. 1 think
it is time 1o make a partition of the family property.

‘It is only ten acres. If we divide it into three hold-
ings, then one comfortable family will be turned nto
three poor families.”

*That is not what 1 propose. We must keep the old
holding intact.  You, being the eldest brother, should
have it. We must buy a new holding for Haribandhu.
I have aircady got some Jand of my own’

*Haribandhu has been culiivating the old holding and
living in the old house, all his life, He will not be willing
to leave cither the housc or the land.”

‘I have thought of that. But if he keeps the ancestral
holding he will have to compensate you and me for our
shares, and I don't think he has got the means to do it
But if you take it you can pay Haribandhu for his share,
and 1 will make you a present of mine, Then Haribandhu
with the money you will pay him and what I shall add
to it will buy a new holding and build a2 new house. 1
have bought the old mango owchard between our house
and the river. The trees are 1oo old to bear fruit, but it
is good high land, beyond any danger of floods. 1 shall
have most of the trees cut down and build myself a house
there.”

‘It is a good idea, but Haribandhu will never agree to it,
Perhaps it is belter to ieave things as they are’

‘And have you and your family a uscless burden on uvs
for the rest of your lives? No. I will writc to Hari-
bandhu, and during the Puja helidays we will meet and
setile everything,’

So Dayanidhi went back to the village and told Hari-
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bandhu what Krupasindhu had suggested, and Haribandihu
said it was monsense, and he did not believe that Krupa
really meant it. Next day Krupasindhu's letter arrived,
and when Haribandbu undersiood that Krupasindho
meant to turn him out of the ancestral home he burst
into tears. The thought of leaving the old house where
he had lived all his life, and ail his children had been
boen, and the good Iand to which he had given all the
work of his life, was more than he could endurc. So he
cogitated until he had devised a plan, Then he left the
women and children in charge of Dayanidht and went to
Cuttack, unknown to Krupasindhu,

When he came to Cuttack he went and saw Rai Baha-
dur, and Rai Bahadur, when he understood that he was
Krupasindhu's brother, received him cordially. For a
few minutes they conversed politely, then Haribandhu
opened his business.

‘Rai Bahadur,” he began, ‘I am in great need of moacy.’

‘I should think it would bc easy for you to borrow
mongy,” Rai Bahadur replied. ‘I would lend you some
myself.

‘1 don’t want to borrow and be burdened all my ife with
debt, and interest 10 pay  You must pive me money.

‘How much do you want?

‘I want five thousand rupees.’

‘I it had been a matter of a hundred rupces 1 would
have given it, for the sake of our kinship and my fricnd-
ship with your brother, but five thousand is 100 much.”

“You will give me five thousand rupecs for this reason.
I know all about the Panpara case. I know how you
made two ladies pay sixty thousand repees by cheating.
They thought they were bribing Cotlector Sahib, but you
kept all the moncy yourselves. Unless you pay me five
thousand rupces I will tell the Commissioner Sahib, and
vou will be ruined.'
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*And your brother too.

‘No. 1 shall say that he had nething to do with it, and
you can't prove that he had.

“Well, well, five thousand rupees is a large sum. I
don’t keep so much money in the house. I shall have to
make arrangements, Please come again to-morrow.’

As soon as Haribandhu was gone Rai Bahadur sent for
Krupasindhu.

‘Is this brother of yours mad that he thinks he can get
five thousand rupces from me by threats?

But when Krupasindhu heard what his brother had
said to Ral Bahadur he laughed.

‘My brother,’ he said, *is a simple yokel. But I think L
know what he wanis the money for. I'll put that right.
Send him to me.’

When Haribandhu came again to Rai Bahadur, hoping
to rcceive the money, Rai Bahadur sent him to his
brother saying that Krupasindhu had promised to satisfy
him.

At first Haribandhu began to be bold, and said that he
would never allow his brothers to turn him out of his own
home; and then he began to be pitiful, and begged his
brother not to think of doing a thing that would be
wicked and cruel. But Krupasindhu cut him short and
told him to fear nothing; he should not be turned out
against his will,

‘Brother Hari,’ he said, ‘since you don’t like my plan,
we must change it.  You shall keep the old holding and
Dayanidhi shall have a new one. But can you compen-
satc us for our shares?”

“That is why T went to that fat thief to get money.”

‘Five thousand rupees is too much. The holding is not
worth so much’

‘T thouglt he would have offered me less, and then I

would have accepted it”
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*He would not be a fat thict if he was not more cunning
than you. But haven't you saved sometbing?’

‘Brother Krupa, I bave fed your children, and 1 am
still feeding your son’s wives and your grandchildren, and
for many years I fed Dayanidhi’s family, and now they
are back again. And I have supphed you with rice and
maize and spices and anything you have asked for from
the produce of the holding, and never grudeed you any-
thing, because it belongs to us three brothers jointly, And
when T have paid the rent and fed my own family there
is nover very much Jeft that 1 can save. T huve saved
only two hundred rupees.”

‘And that belongs to the joint family, because it is the
produce of the joint property. But never mind. We will
agree on the vatlue of the land and the house, and you
shall give Dayanidhi twe huadred rupzes and I will add
enough to makec up the value of his share.  And with that
and his savings he will buy another holding of the same
size in another village and make himself a new home
and we shall be rid of him.’

‘Cayanidhi will like Lhat best. He is tired of service
and trying to make money and getiing into trouble and
living in fear of jail. And how shall I pay you for your
share of the joint properiy?

I’ make you a present of it. What is a one-third
share in an ordinary peasant’s holding of ten acres? 1
am getung rich, Hari; it is nothing 1o me.”

‘Krupa, you are very good and true. And what will
you do when you retirg?’

I am going 1o build mysclf a house in the old mango
orchard, and live on my own Jand which [ have bought.

Al three brothers agreed 1o this arrangement, and
when they met for the Puja holidays the details were
seltled and the necessary documents prepared,

In the meantime Krupasindhu had given out a contract
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for building his house. It was to be a two-storeyed house
of brick, befitting a gentlcman of importance who has
been granted the title of Rai Sahib.  And the contractor’s
men began cutting down the old mango-trees and clearibg
the site.  Krupasindhu told him to employ all the dhobies
in the neighbourhoed, to get the work done quickly, be-
cause in Orissa it is the function of the dhobi caste to cut
down trees. And first they went to the trees one by one
and begged their pardon, and then they cut them down,

And Krupasindhu bought three adjacent ficlds to make
a garden of herbs and a flower-garden and an orchard.
And Haribandhu supervised the work and saw to the
clearing of the land and the making of the garden and
the planting of fruit-trees.

And Krupasindhu bought the land between the building
site and the river, and ordered a path and a flight of
steps to be constructed, so that the members of his family
might go down conveniently to bathe in Old Twister.

And in the middle of the rainy season he caused a
hedge to be planted all round the house and the garden,
and continued down to the bank of the river on cach side
of the path. And when he went home for the Christinas
holidays he saw that the house was nearly finished, and
the hedge was growing well, and the garden was already
producing flowers and vegetables, and he began to make
plans for the time when his new housc would be ready
to live in.
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Krupa Retires on Pension

For three years Krupasindhu worked as head clerk, add-
ing to his savings steadily all the time. He observed what
was going on in every department and collected comeais-
sions, and, if he saw that any clerk was inexpert, he
taught him his business, And he was popular in the
office, because he gave the younger clerks useful instruc-
tion and ncver tried to extort too much.

And now he often had to go to the Coliector's resi-
dence to put up papers personally.  And there was a new
Coflector.  This officer scldom spoke to his steno-typist,
except to dictate a letter, and had no confidence in him,
thinking him to be young and inexperienced and only fit
to write shorthand and work at a typewriter. So the
young man had not the same opportunities as Krupa-
sindhu had had when he was steno-typist,  But the new
Colicctor had confidence in Krupasindhu, so that Krupa-
sindiru became more important than he had ever been
befare.

And at this time Krupasindhu started a moneylending
business in his village, and when he went home for the
holidays he used 1o collecr his debts and re-invest the
money by granting new loans. In this way he became
in a short time the morigagee of half the land in the
village, a position which gave him great influence over
his neighbours,

When the building of his new house was completed he
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apphed for a month’s leave, and wrote at the same time
oy hus sons at Balasore and to hig brother Hanbandhu to
gel the house furnished and ready for occupation.

This year it was settled that his two daughters should
go to their husbands, and Krupasindhu arranged that
thair husbands should both come to fetch them at the
same time,

When all was ready his sons’ wives and their children
moved into the new house, and Krupasindhu came home
on leave with his wife and two daughters, and his sons
took leave and came home from Balasore. Only Nishi.
bala and her son were not allowed to come to the new
house until the house-warming and other ceremonies were
over.

Then there was first a great house-warming, and all the’
relations and all the neighbours were invited, and a great
number of Brahmins were invited, and there was a mighty
feast. And the poor were invited too, and they came
from all the neighbourhood and were fed.

And after the house-warming the two sons-in-law came
and there was more feasting; and when the proper cere-
monics had been performed Krupasindhu's daughters
went away with their husbands, and the two slave-girls
went with them.

Then Nishibala and her son were allowed to come to
the house and occupy the rooms which had been prepared
for them.

All this cost a great deal of money, and made Krupa-
sindhu famous in the neighbourhood for gencrosity and
hospitality. But he did not grudge the expense, as now
all his children were provided for, and he still had plenty
of money left,

For years he had dreaded the day when he would have
to part with his daughters. He made their husbands pro-
mise to send them back for a visit every year, and when
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they departed be could scarcely refrain from tears, while
the girls wept aloud without restraint. But Krupasindhu
recovered sooner than he had expected, and when the
time came to go back to Cuitack he felt that it would
be a relicf to him to live quictly with Charubala, and no
one else in the house but the old serving woman and the
cow,

Of his two sons, one was now a clerk in the Coliector's
office at Balasore, and the other was still an apprentice.
The latter he withdrew from the office so that he might
take charge of the bouse and the land while his father
was serving in Cuttack,

Now, Krupasindhu felt that most of his life’s work was
done. His sons were settled in life, his daughters were
married, he had a house to live in, and jand to support
hirn in his old age, and he had won honour, position,
and the respect of his neighbours, But chicfly it pleased
him to think that he had always been an bonest man.
He had always been loyal to the King-Emperor, and to
his superior officers, and never not even for a bribe, bad
he done any man apy harm,

And yet there remained one duty to be discharged.
Nishibala’s son was now nearly eighteen years old. For
a time he had studied in the village school, but when
the other boys began to taunt him with bis bastardy he
refused to go to school any more, and his great-uncle
Haribandhu had taught him to read and write. Now for
some time the boy had been heiping his great-uncle with
the cultivation. But Krupasindhu felt that ke ought to
fiid him a wife and make some arrangement, so that he
also might be settled in life,

For a time the problem puzzled him, and then he
remembered tite words that his friends had used to com-
fort lim when the boy was born, ‘It is an ordinary thing."
Certainly Nishibala had not been the only virgin widow
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in Orissa, and what had happened to ber had doubtless
happened to most of the others. He decided to consult
Rai Bahadur,

While in the service Rai Bahadur had made good use
of his opportunities as a policeman to collect information,
and when he retired he had brought the informalion away
with him in a mass of papers neatly docketed. And he
knew well that the skeletons that lie hid in the cupboards
of the most respectable families may sometimes be turned
to good account by a clever man who is able to smell
them out. Therefore he had specialized in this sort of
information, so that he was able to supply Krupasindhu
at once with a list of all the Deputy Magistrates and
Deputy Collectors in Orissa. and the other gentlemen of
similar rank, whose widowed sisters or daughters or
daughters-in-law had children not born in wedlock, Out
of this list Krupasindhu picked one whose widowed sister
had a daughter about fourteen years old. With him he
opened negotiations., The gentleman agreed to grant five
acres of land in his estate, which was a long way from
Krupasindhu’s home, and Krupasindhu promised to buy
five acres more., So Nishibala’s son was married and
provided for and had a home of his own in a distant
place where his story was not known. But Nishibala
preferred to remain in the village where she had lived
all her life, with her father who loved her still.

But now when he had made provision for all his depen-
dants and for his old age, and had only two years more
10 serve before he would retire on pension, Krupasindhu
was seized with ambition to become a landlord. And
first he bought a small share in a neighbouring village.
Then he thought of Somnath Babu, who had inherited
the estate of his father, and remembered how Sommnath
had insulted him, and he ought the time was now come
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to have revenge. So he went home for the Easter holi-
days, and went to see Somnath,

When he came to the great house in which the family
lived—for they had a great estate—he found in the outer
court two small boys at their lessons, and an old pandit
teaching them. And he went up and spoke politely to
the pandit, and looked over the boys' shoulders to see
what they were writing on their slates. And he saw that
they were writing A, B, C

And when Sompath Babu received him in his study,
and he had seated himself (for now he was of such posi-
tion that he was given a chair) he enquired about the
boys.

‘Somnath Babu,” he said, ‘T saw two pretty boys in the.
outer court writing A, B, C.

“They are my grandsons,” Somnath Babu replied.

*Are they? I had supposed they were the children of
some of your tenants, since they are learning the monkey
language.’

‘It is very necessary nowadays,’ said Somnath Babu,
with a sigh. ‘Buy what ar¢ you come for, Rai Sahib?
If you are come for money, I'm afraid there is not much
in the house.

‘I am not come for money, but for land,” Krupasindhu
replied.

‘What do you mean?’

*“This is what I mean, Many years ago I lent your
father ten thousand rupees; and as long as he lived he
paid the interest regularly., But you have nat been pay-
ing at all. Now the debt with compound interest amounts
to rupees 75,118. Will you pay?

‘You know I cannot pay so much.’

‘I know you cannot. That is why I say that I am not
corne for money but for land.
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‘Rai Sahib, surely you will reduce your claim a litde?

T will reduce it to 60,000 rupees ¥ you will pay at
once.’

“You know I cannot pay so much in cash’

‘Then you can sell some of your villages and pay.

“You will give me time.’

‘No, 1 will not give you time',

‘Then what can F do? Will you renew it at a higher rate
of interest?’

“The rate of interest matters little, since you never pay
t. No. You must yicld me a part of your estate.

‘What vou claim is as much as my whole year’s income.
Will you accept a one-anna shate in my estate?’

‘No, T will not accept a share. 1 must have a village
or a group of villages equivalent to a two-anna share”

“That is too much. It will kill me to part with ancestral
property.’

“The sooner you settle the debt the less you will have
to pat with.'

“There is no help for it, since you have no mercy.

‘T have offered to reduce my claim from seventy-five
thousand ¢o sixty thousaad. That is all the mercy you
will get from me.’

‘I will do it on one condition,” said Sommnath Babu.
‘Since T am 3 little short of cash, I will give you villages
to the value of 60,000 rupees if you will lend me another
ten thousand.

*“That 1 wiil do,” Krupasindhu replied, ‘but the intercst
will be at 36 per cent per annum, 1o be compounded
twice a year.”

To this Somnath Babu agreed. And as Krupasindhu
had 1 go back to Cuttack, and could not stay to settle
the dedails, he appointed Dayanidhi to ncgotiate on his
behalf, and Somnath Babu appointed a lawyer to nego-
tinte an his behalf.  And eventually the matter was settled.
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Krupasindhu became the proprietor of six villages, which
he accepted in satisfaction of his debt, and he leat Som-
nath Babu another ten thousand rupees on his own terms.
For he knew that the interest would never be paid, and
in this way he would gradually become the owner of the
whole estate,

And he remembered what Somnath bad said about the
monkey language when he had been a boy, and he rejoic-
ed in his revenge.

Now in this same year, in October, Kmpasindhu re-
ceived three letters on the same day.

The first was from the husband of Dayabala to say that
she had given birth to a son, and mother and child were
both doing as well as could be expected.

The second was from the husband of Krupabala to say
that she had given birth to a daughter, and mother and
chitd were both doing as well as could be expected.

The third was from Haribandhu, who said that he had
heard that the Benign Government had made a new law
that no girl might be married til she was fourteen years
old.

Now, when Krupasindhu read the first letter he was
very excited and very anxious for the health of his be-
toved daughter, and wanted to sit down at once and write
a long letter of advice about the care of babies and nus-
sing mothers, But he stoppzd to read the second letter.

And when he read the second letter he was yet more
excited, and waated to sit down and write two letters of
advice. But he stopped to read the third letter.

And when he read the third letier he did not know
whether to laugh or cry. He had always done his best
to leave politics alone, so that it became known in the
office and among his friends and relations that one must
nof talk politics to Krupasindhu; and when anyone want-
ed to talk politics he refused to listen. Consequently, the
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flews was guite new to him: be was not aware that any
such legislation was contemplated. But it seemed to him
good news, because he had seen many instances of what
happens to girls who begin married life too young. And
for that teason he had kept back his own daughters and
not allowed them to go and live with their husbands until
they were old encugh. And yet it seemed to him sad
news, because it was shameful that the Government had
had to interfere to put something right that the people
should have put right for themselves, and he feared that
many of his countrymen who had old-fashioned ideas
would resent the new law and make an agitation about it.

Therefore when he went to Cutcherry he enquired from
the other clerks and learnt that the new law would not
come into force till the first of April in the following
year. So there was plenty of time for those who had
unmarried dauvghters to get them married before the new
law came into force,

And Krupasindhu discovered that there was great per-
urbation in the town among the castes which were accus-
tomed to marry their children very young, And those
who had girls to marry were running about looking for
bridegrooms, and those who had boys to marty were de-
manding large dowries and the brokers were raising
their fees.

Now Haribandhu had three sons and two daughters,
and the two girls were both under fourieen; and Daya-
nidhi had a grandson ecight years old and a granddaughter
five years old: and Haribandhu had writien that they
were anxious to get the gitls married before the first of
April.  But he feared it would necessitate spending a
great deal of money.

Then Krupasindhu wrote to his brothers and asked
them to jeave the arrangements to him, and he would
manage it so that the girls’ dowries would cost nothing.
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As soon 25 he had received their consent he gave it
out i the office that he had four nephews 10 marry. And
he had noticed that a number of clerks and other Gov-
ernment Servanis had applied for leave in order to
arrange matches for their daughters, and some had even
resigned the service when the leave applied for was re-
fused, because they thought it better to lose their jobs than
not to get their daughters married beflotre the first of April,
1930, Therefore, when he received proposals he demand-
ed good dowries. And he demanded that the money
should be paid in advance.

When he had arranged marriages for the four boys and
received the moncy, he gave it out that he had three
nieces to marry. And he added together the four dowries
which he had collected and divided the total sum by
three, In this way he provided handsome dowries, and
soon found bridegrooms for his nieces, So he made the
marriages of the four boys pay for the marriages of the
three girls.



28
Politics

The beginning of the year 1930 brought a great renewal
of agitation, and Krupasindhu, according to his rule, shut
his ears to it and refused to be interested. But in the
month of March the talk was of contraband salt. He
began to be intercsted after all, because this was a thing
he knew something about.

So, one day when he was taking his evening walk on
the embankment, seeing a Babu in a Gandhi cap, whom
he knew to be one of the local politictans, he weat up to
him and asked him to explain the matter.

‘1 cannot understand,” he said, ‘what connexion there
is between contraband salt and Swaraj.’

Then they sat down on the top of the Katjuri revet-
ment, where they could enjoy the refreshing breeze that
comes from the sea, and the politician began to explain.

‘Mahatma Gandhi,” he said, ‘has ordered that we are
all to make and eat, as far as possible, nothing but con-
traband salt. Thus the Government monopoly wiil be
broken, and the finances of the Government will be ruin-
ed, and the English will be driven from India, and we
shall win Swaraj.

‘Babu,” Krupasindhu replied, laughing, ‘I have toured
all over the districis of Balasore and Cuttack with the
Collectors, and I have often seen the sea. And [ can tell
you that in every seaside village and in every viilage on
the banks of the tidal rivers, where the water is salt the
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fishermen are making salt. They always have made it
and they always will. Somectimes the Sahibs wink at it
because they know that the fishermen are poor, and some-
times some poor devil is prosecuted and fined 2 rupee
or two, And if Swaraj could be won by making contra-
band salt the fishermen would have won it for us long
apgo.”

‘Babu, the fishermen only make salt for their own use
or for profit. ‘Therefore, they acquire no spiritual merit.
Moreover, they do it stealthily. But Mahatmaji is march-
ing to the seaside with hundreds of followers to make
salt openly. It is not only a question of the matenal
effect of reducing the revenue; there is the mystical effi-
cacy of self-sacrifice and martyrdom.’

‘A fine martyrdom, I'm sure,” said Krupasindhu, laugh-
ing again, ‘to commit a pelty offence and to be fined a
couple of ropees!”

And Krupasindhu decided that this agitation was even
sillier than the Jast. But whether it was silly or not, it
was certainly a nuisance. And it went on. In May Mr
Gandhi was arrested; and still it went on, August came
and it was still going on, and it was becoming more and
more of a nuisance to everybody, except those who made
their living by politics and agitation,

But one day in August Krupasindhu went to Collector
Sahib to put up some confidential papers, and the Sahib
showed him the morning paper and said, ‘Read that.
Babu, and tell me what you think about it.’

Krupasindhu read it. There had been a mass meeting
of Europeans at Peliti's restaurant in Calcutta. Thou-
sands of them went, 50 that the whole restaurant was
crammed, and those who could not get into the restaurant
filled all the street from Peliti’s to the railings of Govern-
ment House.

They had passed a series of resolutions, The first re-
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solution was a demand that seditious propaganda and un-
constitutional agitation should be dealt with firmly.

“That,” said Krupasindhu, ‘is no doubt what ought io
be done.’

The second resolution ran as follows: ‘That the Gov-
crmment of India Act of 1919 should be repealed at once
and the Morley-Mint_ ,.eforms of 1909 be brought into
operation with such mcdifications as may be necessary.”

“Sir,” said Krupesindbu, ‘that is what we would all
like best. Does Your Hooour think the Government will
actually do it?

‘I believe that is really what everybody would like best,”
the Sahib replied, ‘though I don’t suppose Government
will do it—at least not vet. It will come to that some day.”

*Sir,” said Krupasindhu, ‘If 1 may be permitied to say
so, the Government has been very much to blame, Why
cannot we Oriyas be allowed fo enjoy our own country
without the interference of damned foreigners? 1 can
assure Your Honour ihat none of my countrymen would
have taken part in any of this nonsense if their minds
had not been infected by these poisonous Bengali b——

*Babu!” said the Sahib, interrupting in a tone of rebuke.
‘[ am surprised. I did not know you had such an exien-
sive command of the English janguage’

Your Honour will kindly pardon the exuberance of
my terminojogy. T cannot speak patiently when I con-
sider how my countrymen are being ruined by foreign
immigrants, only through the negligence of the Govern-
ment.

*Are you sure it’s 2ll the fault of the Governmeni? How-
ever, it will be interesting to see if this mass meeting pro-
duces any effect.”

‘If Your Honour wiil kindly kecp me informed..

*You may see the paper every day’

Krupasindhu saw it. The effect was immediate. A
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few days after the meeting the Congress Working Com-
mittees were proclaimed iHlegal associations. Strenuous
action was faken. In a few months the agitation had
almost ceased. By the end of the year the Congress was
dead, How Lord Irwin brought it to life again, and
raised it to a pitch of power and prestige it had never
attained before; and how Sir Samuel Hoare ried 1o
crush it and failed: these things 1 omit, because they do
not belong 1o this story.

But, in spite of all this bother, Knupasindhu went on
working diligently and adding to his savings. And he
kept up his friendship and alliance with Rai Bahadur,
who was still in conditior to render occasionally some
discreet service. But now Krmupasindbu's fifty-fifth birth-
day was approaching, and under the rules he had to make
up his mind whether he would retire or apply for an ex-
tension of service. On this point he thought it proper
to consult his wife.

‘When we were first married, Charubala said, we
were very bappy in the little house at Balasore, and I
would have liked to stay there. Then we came to Cuttack,
and for years we were very happy in the little house near
the Sahib’s residence, and our children were bom there.
You used to go fishing in the Mahanadi. And vou were
always in the Sahib’s house, and the Sahibs were very
kind to us and used to give the children toys. Then we
had to move here, and we have been very happy here.
But all the time I am in this house 1 know that we have
got to leave it And why should we live in a little mud
and thatch bungalow when we have got a fine brck
house of our own? You are getting old. You ovght to
go to vour own home to enjoy comfort. peace, security.’

“There is some wisdom in that,” said Krupasindlu, “As
long as 2 man is in the service be is not secure, There is
alwayvs danger that some officer may find out something
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that he ought not, and then the situation may become
otherwise.’

*And there 15 another reason I am the daughter of a
poor man who lned by cultnanon 1 was born and
brought up v a village T love the fields and the crops,
and the words of husbandry, and all the things of the
land*

Krupasindhu agreed with his wite and decided 10
retrre, and applied for hus pension

When he had submutted lus applicauon he took stoch
of lus position ard thought out plans He had zenundan
property that would bring a net wcomne of about five
thousand rupees a year tn rents alone Beside the land
m possession of tenants be had land 1n ks own possesaon
amounung to nearly a bundred acres  Then there wes
the sum of ten thousand rupees which he had lemt w
Somnath Babu on a mortgage on the remainder of hw
estate, and besides thes there were other sums which he
had lent on mortgages amcuntng to nearky ten thousand
rupees  And the rest of his savings he had invested n
grli-edged secunues  He would be very happs, he thought,
managing his estate with the help of his son Sadhu Charan,
and Tooking after hw cultinauon (and for thus. by the
way. he would need a number of labourers and plough-
men) and supervising the development of the new garden
and the new orchard,

The day came when Krupasindhu took hin cat in the
English office at the head of the long table where the
clerhs worked for the last time  Next day he hured one
of the little boxes-on-wheels which sene for hackney-
carnages m Cuitach, and went round the town saying
good-bye

First. of course, he went to Collector Sahib, and the
Salub came out en to the veranda to reccrve hum and
shook hands
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‘Well, Babu,” be said, ‘so pow, after so many years of
faithful service, you are going to enjoy ease and dignity
in your humble village home.’

Krupasindhu felt inclined to say that his viilage home
was not so very humble, but thought it more prudent not
to.

‘Sir,” he said, ‘by Your Honour's kindness my modest
pension has been sanctioned. 1 shall never again serve
His Most Gracious Majesty in the English office, but
that does not mean that I do not intend to serve. If ever
I can be of any use to Your Honour, 1 shall always be
Your Honour's most obedient servaat’

“That’s right, Babu, Weli, I hope you'll come and see
me if ever you come to Cutiack, And I hope you will
live fong, and be very happy in your retirement.’

Krupasindhu got into the ratting carriage again, and
told the driver to drive him to the Commissioner's resi-
dence. They drove down the Cantonment road, stopping
on the way to say good-bye to the other Sahibs who lived
there, And when they came near the luming Krupa-
sindhe changed his mind and told the driver to drive
straight on over the bridge across the moag throush the
half-ruined gatchouse to the Club, Thete he got out of
the carriage and went and said good-bye to the Ciub
clerk, whe, from his opportunities of frequently meeting
the officials, was considered a very respectable gentleman,
When he had said good-bye to him Krupasindhu walked
about a little and had a last look at the beautiful park-
like grounds, which the moat enclosed, and the magni-
ficent trees.

Then Le got into the carriage again and drove to the
Commissioner’s residence, And while he was waiting he
had a farewell look at the park and the herd of deer.
But after a few minutes an orderly called hint. and he
went on to the veranda and the Commissicner bade him
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ood-bne Suth tay kand wiosds, and promised o g0 20
see hum in his village o ever be went on tour that waY

After that Krupasindhu drove home to dinner. And
jate m the afternoon he set out again and drove routtd
the town saying good.byve to lus Omya fniends

Next day he hred the carmage once more  Having
said good-bye 10 the people, he now set out to say good-
bre to places, and 1his ume he took Charubala with hym

They went and saw the hite bungalow near the Col-
lector’s residence where they had spent many happy yeaf$
And they walhed along the embanhment of the Mabanads
gnd gazed at the great river and the 1slands and the hlls
i the distance, and revisited the places where he had
peen accustomed to fish  And they walked to Jobra and
looked at the worhshops and the boats

That eveming was his last eveming in Cuttack, and the
juntor clerhs and others to whom he had not said goed
bye (because he was a gentleman of supenor importapce,
and 1t was not for him to go to them, but for them 0
come w him) came and wished hint long ife and pros-
peny

That mght Krupasindhu pad off the old serving woppan
and made her a present of the cow. Then he hired once
mar: the rattiing box-on-wheels, put tus luggage on 1P
pached s wife and himself inside, and drove to the
station and caught the Purnt Express, They arrved at
Balasore 1 the small hours and found Krupasindhu's two
»0ns vating for them with a bulloch cart  They travetled
the ro ¢ of the mzht on the cart, and arnved at the ferTy
1 tt . mormng

Tue fernsman—it was no longer the same ternman.
but his sor.  came out of his hut and ereeted Krupastndhu
very respeoadully

On the ouner ade of the rver his brothers were waiing
for um together with Janardhan Jetht's son—for Le also
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was gone long since top the burning ghat-—and some of
the other villagers. And they all welcomed him back to
his village home,

‘Welcome home, brother,” said Haribandhu, ‘and live
long in the village in which our ancestors all lived.'

And all the others welcomed him with kind words and
Rattery.

And when they came to the fine new house Charubala
went into the women’s apartments. And when he had
bathed and refreshed himself and rested after the journey
Krupasinahu went in too, to receive the greetings of the
women and children, There was Haribandhu's wife, and
his two sons' wives, and Nishibala, all eager to make
namaskar; only Haribandhu's wife veiled her face in
Krupa's presence, because he was her husband's elder
brother, There too were his daughters, whom their hus-
bands had sent home for the promised visit, and they
had brought the two slave-girls with them. And these
girls were pleased to see Krupasindhu and Charubala
again, because they had been treated kindly, and even if
they committed some fault Charubala had never chastised
them excessively, nor branded them with hot irons as
some ladies do.

All the women welcomed him with affection and respect,
and the children some with awe, and some with boisterous
delight, actording to their ages, and the littie ones felt
in his pockets to see if he had brought anything for them.
But his sons” wives had thought of this, and sweetics were
duly forthcoming.

That evening and all the next day the willagers were
coming cne by one to pay their respects—for Krupa-
sindhu was now the most imporfant man in the village.

Charubala prompiy teok charge of the housckecping
and proved as competent to manage a large house as she
had been 1o manage a small one, and she taught her hus-
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band’s daughters-in-law how to cook new dishes.

So Krupasindbu settled dowm to live the remainder of
his life in his new house, with his wife, and his sons’
wives and children, and his widowed daughter. But often
he would walk across the fields to visit his brother, be-
cause he still loved the old mud and thatch house in
which he had been born.

And every month he journeyed to Balasore to draw his
pension, although the amount was so small that it was
not really worth the trouble. But he liked to revisit the
familiar scenes, and to be seen himself and fo call on
the officials, And every tinte he went to Balasore ne
called on the Collector and asked him to come to his
village when he went on tour in that direction. And he
remembered the time when he had been a young appren-
tice and had determined to make money and to be a
gentcel person and to be respected by evervbody, and now
he felt that he had accomplished all these things.
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Krupa’s New Home—A
Pilgrimage to Jagarnath

Tt ditd not take Krupasindhu very long to seitle down in
what was now (o be his permanent home. For a high-
casle Hindu who strictly observes the rules of his caste
the apparatus of life is very simple. Table knives, forks,
and spoons were quile unnecessary, A few brass pots
and dishes, brass tumblers to drink from, and lotas of
vaiious sizes, a large iron ladle for use in the kitchen,
and a flat stone and a pestle for preparing spices were all
that was necessary for the business of eating. The food
was taken on small plates of half-baked carthenware which
were used once and then thrown away. This practice
has two advantages: it saves washing up, and it elimi-
natcs 21 danger of losing your casic by cating from a
platc that may in some way have been defiled.

Krupasindhu's wardrobe consisted almost entirely of
dhoties and shirts. But since he had been head clerk he
kad taken to wearing coats too—silk in the hot weather,
tweed or serge in the winter, But these were now reserved
for special occasions. For ordinary visitors it was suffi-
cicnt to put on a shirt, In the privacy of the family circle
he discarded the shirt as well as the coat. This simplicity
of costumc made wardrobes and chests of drawers un-
necessary. A tin trunk served to contain the ot

With four women in the house, one of them an expert
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<ook and the others very apt pupils, Krupasindhy con-
sidered it unnecessary to keep a great number of servants.
He had a mali to work in the garden, a bebera to look
after the cows, and one old woman to do the rough and
dirty work about the house.

But if his domestic establishment couwld be run with
little expenditure on wages, the same was not the case
with the management of his property. Besides the out-
door staff necessary for the cultivation and the collection
of rent he found it necessary to employ three young
Karans to deal with the clerical work and book-keeping,
ard to make one of the ground-ficor rooms an office.

This room contained a number of almirahs for papers
and stationery, a small writing-table, and a couple of
chairs with flat wooden seais. These were for the use of
Krupasindhu himself and distinguished visitors. For the
three young Karans chairs were considersd unnecessary.
They worked squatting on a low wooden platform cover-
ed with a durry, folded double to make it softer.

Next to this room was Krupasindhu’s own particular
sanctum, This was furnished with a carpet, a good writ-
ing-table, a few cane-bottomed chairs, and a rack for
books and papers,

Next to this was the parlour, which was, of course, the
best-furnished room in the house. There was a good
Mirzapur carpet on the floor, and the walls were adorned
with a large looking-glass in a gil¢ frame, a portrait of
King George. and a deplorable coloured print (printed in
Germany) of the Goddess Saraswati. In the middls of
the room stood a table, consisting of a round slab of
marble resting on an elaborately carved mahogany pede-
stal. Precisely north, south, east, and west of the centre
table were four gilt chairs upholstered in biue velvet. On
one side of the room was a bookshelf secured to the wall
on iron brackets, Among the books theology was repre-
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sented by The Bible (Revised Version)—the gift of an
English friend; another Bible {in Oriya)—the gift of an
American missionary; Kok-Shastra in Oriya, and Rama-
yana in Sanskroot—Krupasindhu would have died rather
than prenounce it ‘Sanskrit, like a damned foreigner.
History was represented by Hunter's Orissa and a battered
copy of Macaulay's History of England. Besides these
there were a few law books and English novels, and a
copy of the B. and Q. Quarterly Civil List, putloined from
the Collector’s office. The place of honour in the middle
of the shelf was allotted to Lord Chesterfield’s Letters to
his Son, proudly supported on either side by The Orissa
Tenancy Act and The Sorrows of Saian.

Facing the bookshelf on the other side of the room
there was a small glass-fronted almirah, which contained
a china tea-set and some English knives, forks, and tea-
spoons: all the apparatus of the English tea-table, ‘This
was reserved for the day when Krupasindhu's dearest
ambition would be fulfilled, and a Sahib would come to
his house and sit on one of the blue velvet chairs and
drink tea. For himself, Krupasindhu was content to drink
his tea from an aluminium tumbler,

For the same occasion was intended a brass flowerpot
which stood on a little wooden stool in one corner; always
empty, but ready for duty when required. It was also
on the principle that ‘they also serve who only stand
and wait,” that the centre table carried a brass tray, for
handing round pan and cigarettes, and Yanardhan Jethi’s
masterpiece, the ittardan in silver filigree work,

This parlour was, of course, reserved for visitors of
more than usual importance. For ordinary callers there
was an airy and spacious veranda.

‘These three rooms were the only rooms in the house
that could boast of tables and chairs, For a bedroom a
charpoy, a small looking-glass hanging on a nail, a bit of
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carpet, and a tin trunk or a wooden box on little wooden
legs, to keep clothes in, were sufficient.

When Krupasindhu had satisfied himself that his dome-
stic affairs had been well organized, he turned his atten-
tion to his business. And for this purpose he summoned
his brother Haribandhu for consuftation and his son
Sadhu Charan for inStruction. He also sent for Mohan
Das, the son of Madhu Das, who had succeeded his
father as village accountant,

‘My plan is,” Krupasindhu began, ‘that my son here
will take over the management of the zemindari, and 1
will look after the cultivation’

‘Babu,” said Sadhu Charan, ‘I don’t think I know
enough about it yet.”

“The boy is inexperienced,” said Haribandhu.

‘Well, well, my son, I'll have to train you. In two or
three years you ought to learn enough to take it over
entirely. Now about the cultivation: hired labour is very
expensive, and it is not always easy to get it, because all
the cultivators want it at the same time, I would like
to buy one or two men.’

‘Babu, surely slavery is not permitted under the British
Raj?’ asked the young man,

‘Of course it isn’t. ¥ shall buy two men. There is
much land to cultivate. The question is, where can I
get them?’

‘I hear,” said Haribandhu, ‘that Jaga Babu, whose
estate is on the other side of the river, is selling some of
his land to pay his debts. Probably he won't want so
many Jabourers.’

‘He has got a number of insolvent debtors,” said Mohan
Das, ‘T dare say he would sell you a couple of them.’

I wish you would enquire.” said Krupasindhu.

Mohan Das promised to do so.

Next day he returned and reported the resulis of his
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enquiry. This was what he had found out.

There was one Brajamoni Bhuyan who had a decent
holding. When his father had died he borrowed fifty
rupees from Jaga Babu’s father. As his credit was good
the interest was fixed at 24 per cent, per annum. As he
never paid any interest the debt mounted up in four
years to 106 rupees 12 apnas 9 pices,

Then he borrowed forty rupees for his wile's luneral.
On this occasion he bhad to execute a fresh bond for
140 rupecs bearting interest at 36 per cent.  In four years
the debt amounted to 478 rupees § annas 8 pices.

Then he wanted money to marcy his daughter. First
he had to sell the greater part of his holding to pay off
the previous debt, and then be was able to borrow one
hundred rupees at 48 per cent. In three years the debt
amounted fo 284 rupecs | anna 9 pices. And now, as
he had only one acre left, he became a day labourer,

Then it was time for his second daughter’s wedding.
Jaga Babu lent him a bundred and sixteen rupees, and
made him execute a fresh bond for 400 mupees with
interest at 60 per cent. In eight years, Brajamoni having
made some small payments, the debt amounted to 17,148
rupees.

When his second wife died he bad to surrender the
remainder of his holding to his creditor, execute a con-
tract of service, and fresh bond for 17.000 rupees bearing
interest at 72 per cent.

When Bradia himself died about a year later, the dubt
amounted to 18470 rupees,

He left two sons, Bonumali and Chintamoni, who, of
course, inherited the debt, and wanted money for their
father's funeral. So Jaga Babu paid for the funeral, and
took a fresh bend for 12500 rupees on the same terms.
and a new contract of service. That was not long ago.
MNow Jaga Babu was willing to sell Bonumali for ¥wo
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hundred rupees. As Chintamom was hardly fully-prown
he would throw hum 1n for another bundred if Krupa-
sindhu cared to have hum

Krupasindhu accepted these terms, and Mohan Das
set to work to prepare the necessary documents  In tume
the documents were engrossed and executed and regis-
tered, and the transacuon complated.

Now, this is what the documents showed. Krupa-
sindhu lent the two brothers ten thousand rupees, beaning
interest at 72 per cent per annum, which they pad to
Jaga Babu, who accepted this amount in full satisfaction
of their debt to hum At the same ume they exccuted a
contract of service undertaking to work for Krupasindhu
as whole-time agncultural labourers until the debt was
paid; and Krupasindhu agrecd to give them haif an acre
of land to cultivate on their own account rent free: food
for themselves and their famlies all the year round an
outfit of clothing for themselves and their wives once a
year; two rupees a year each for pocket money; wages at
four annas a day for the days they actually worked; the
wages to be set off against the wnterest on the debt.

That 1s what the documents showed What actually
happened was that Jaga Babu sold two young men to
Krupasindhu for three hundred rupees

Now Krupastndhu had solved lis labour problem and
settled his scheme of hfe He divided his working hours
between the cultivation of his land and the instruction of
his son in the business of zemindan management. His
leisure he spent pettenng about the garden or sitting on
the bank of Old Twister He used to have a charr
brought down to the end of the path which he had had
made down 1o the bank of the river, and there he would
sit gazing at the trees and the thatched cottages on the
opposite bank, and thinking of the experiences of his hfe.

Sometimes he would think of the many strange places
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he bad seen when he used to go on tour with Collector
Sahib, and of his life as a clerk; but more often he thought
of his boyhood, and how he had loved his Nirmalabala.
Of her he thought a litde sadly, but without bitterness.

And then be would think of the girl with the wistful
look who had brightened his life when he bad been a
young clerk. A pretty plaything she had been, and a
very sweet-natured girl, and a master of her art (it is an
art and not a profession}, but she meant nothing to Jum
now-—she never had meant much—and he easily put the
thought of her out of his head.

So he would sit and dream, gazing at the river and the
trees and the thatched cottages on the opposite bank,
and the blue mountain in the distance. And often as he
sat there dreaming the village children would come to
him, for he loved children, and they al calied him Grand-
dad, and he would tell them stories of giants,

And one day while he sat dreaming, or playing with
the children, a stranger came to the house, He was a
lean, keen-faced, clean-shaven man who wore nothing bat
a dhoti and a sacred thread. He carried all his belong-
ings in a little bundle slung over his left shoulder, and jn
his right hand he held a palm-leaf umbrella. His long
hair was done up on the back of his head in a large bun,
so that if you had only seen his bead ycu would have
taken him for a woman. In short he was quite unmis-
takably a Panda from Puri; one of those who go out
touting for pilgrims, for that is Shri Jagarnath’s method
of publicity.

When he came to the house he enquired about the
inmates, and when he heard that there was a widow, he
asked to be allowed to see her. And when Krupasindhu
came in Nishibala wanted to see him,

‘Babu,’ she said, ‘I think 1 ought 10 make a pilgrimage
to the Lord Fagarnath.’
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‘Do you indeed?’ her father replied. ‘And may I ask
why?

‘l have lived in this village alf my life, since I never
went to my husband, and I should like to sec another
place before I die.’

‘And that is not the only reason,” said the Panda.

‘No,” said Nishibala. “The other reason is that 1 am
a great sinper.’

‘Nonsense,” said Krupasindhu. ‘If you have commitied
any fault you have suffered more than enough.’

‘Babu,” said the Panda, ‘in this life no doubt the lady
has lived virtuously. But why is she a2 widow? Because
of sins commilted in a previous life.

‘And because of my sins,” Nishibala put in, ‘my hus-
band died young; and could a woman commit a greater
sin than 1o be the cause of the death of her busband?’

‘You have instructed her very well” said Krupasindhu
w0 the Panda,

‘And that is not all” Nishibala continued. ‘By my
folly I have caused my dear father trouble and shame.”

“The gods are not inexorable,” said the Panda, ‘and the
Lord Jagarnath is mighty to deliver.”

‘If only I can go and make darshan to the Lord Jagar-
nath, and go te the Gate of Heaven and batbe in the
sca, my salvation and the salvation of my husband will
be secure’

‘After all;” Sadhu Charan put in, for he pitied his
gister, ‘it is the usual thing for a Hindu widow to make
pilgrimages.’

‘Unless,’ added the Panda, craftily, ‘she is so poor that
she can’t’

That decided Krupasindhu. The respect of his neigh-
bours was still very dear to him, so it seemed proper to
him that Nishibala should do as high-caste widows usually
do if they can afford to. But be did not yield at once.
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‘Do you suppose it will cost nothing?' he said,

‘1 can arrange it for you as cheaply as possible,” said
the Panda. ‘My uncle keeps a licensed lodging-house.

‘You can't go alone. Who will go with you?’

‘I don’t want to go,” said Sadhu Charan’s wife. *My
father’s home was at Puri, and | have often seen the
Lord Jagarnath’

‘T would like to go,” said Guru Charan’s wife, ‘I have
never seen the sea.’

‘I have been there,” said Charubala, ‘and it is necessary
that I should stay at home to look after the house’

‘Well,” said Krupasindhu, ‘Guru Charan can’t go be-
cause he can't leave his work in the Collecior’s office.
You can go, Sadhu.’

‘As my wife doesn’t want to go, T think I would rather
stay at home too.

‘Nishibala,” said Krupasindhu, suddenly turning to his
daughter, ‘do youy know that Puri is a very wicked place?"

‘Babu,’ she replied, ‘I am nearly forty years old. You
need not be afraid that I shall make a fool of myself
again.’

‘But, if Sadhu Charan does not want to go, who will
take you?’

“You are getting old, Babu,’ said Sadhu Charan. *You
ought to go and make your own salvation secure.

‘I am not inclined to go and stay in a miserable licensed
lodging-house."

‘1 could arrange,” said the Panda, ‘to rent a house on
the beach for you, but it would be very expensive. This
is the season at Puri, when there is & fresh cool sea
breeze and there are no mosquitos. When it is hottest
inland, then is the best time at Puri.’

‘A house on the beach is not for us. The rents are
much too high in the season.’

‘Then come to my uncle’s house.’
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‘And who will manage my affairs in my absence?’

‘Babu,’ Sadhu Charan replied, ‘this is the season when
there is no work 1o do in the fields, and the season for
collecting rents is nearly over. I can manage quite well
while you are away.’

‘You could arrange it very comfortably this way,’ said
the Panda. ‘Make up a party with some of your neigh-
bours, and take the whole lodging-house all to yourselves.
Then you will be quite comfortable.’

So after all Krupasindhu had to go. He arranged, as
the Panda had suggested, to make up a party with one
of his caste-fellows, who brought three of the women of
his family, while Krupasindhu brought Nishibala and
Gusu Charan’s wife,

Very unwillingly Krupasindhu went, since he had
hoped never to displace himself again. And he grumbled
at Nishibala for wanting to go, and cursed the Panda
for putting the idea into her head. But after all he en-
joyed it very much. He found that many people at Puri
remembered him, and be called on the local officials and
was well received, and the police were respectful and
obliging for the sake of his kinsman the Rai Bahadur.
And Krupasindhu enjoyed revisiting all the wonderful
sights, and delighted in the delight of the women, who
had never seen the sights before. And Nishibala espe-
cially, having never before been out of the village, en-
joyed it all immensely, and suddenly grew fatter and
younger, and seemed to have won a new stock of life.
And Krupasindhu was happy when he saw her happy,
because he loved her very dearly.
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The Durbar

Two years after his retirement Krupasindhu handed over
the management of the zemindari to his son. And the
next year. he handed over most of the cultivation too,
because he found it difficult to visit the fields that were
at a great distance from the house. And now his eye-
sight also began to fail, and he had to wear spectacles
constantly.

In the second year of his retirement his ambition was
fulfiled, and the Collector, who was camping in the neigh-
bourhood, came to his house. The Sahib came in and
sat on one of the blue velvet chairs, and Krupasindhu
offered him tea, and biscuits, and bread and butter, and
Indian sweetmeats. Now also the brass flowerpot was
filled with flowers, and the beautiful silver filigree ittardan
was brought into use, and the Sahib put some of the scent
on his handkerchief,

The Sahib ate very little, but drank a cup of tea, and
when he had finished he accepted a cigarette. Then
Krupasindhu’s grandchildren came in with garlands of
flowers, and one by one they made namaskar very bash-
fully, and then put the garlands round the Sahib's neck.

And when the Sahib had finished the cigarette he said
he would like to see the garden, and Krupasindhu showed
him round. He showed him the flower-beds—marigolds,
periwinkle, petunia, phlox; and the vegelables—cabbage,
carrots, ladies’ fingers, and baigana; and the fruit—pine-
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apples, bananas, custard-apples, papita. There were
some mango-trees, but the fruit was of the sort that is
only fit for making chutney,

When they had been round the garden they came back
to the parlour, and the Sahib sa¢ in the blue velvet chair
again, and Krupasindhu offercd him whisky and soda.
Then the Sahib produced a litlle surprise,

‘Babu,” he said, ‘if you will send for my orderly 1
have got something for you.’

The orderly was sent for, and handed his master a
bundle of papers. The Sahib produced a large gilt-
edged card and gave it to Krupasindhu,

‘Babu, I have got an invitation for you,” he said. ‘*His
Excellency the Governor is coming to Cuttack to hold a
durbar, This is your invitation card’

Krupasindhu was taken by surprise, and began to
express his gratitude volubly, in an eloguent extempore
speech. But the Sahib cut him short.

“You need not thank me, Babu. As a title-holder vou
are eatitled to an invitation, and now I must go.

Krupasindhu wrote to Rai Bahadur to ask him to put
him wp and then turned his attention to the preparation
of clothing suitable to the occasion. He provided him-
self with a pair of white cotton trousers {a garment he
had never worn before), a black cloth chapkan, and a
pair of gold-rimmed spectacles.

He went to Cuttack a couple of days before the durbar
so as to have time to rest afler the journcy and to look
up some of his friends. He noticed an unusual bustle in
the slecpy old town, and an atmosphere of festivity and
pleasant anticipation. He also noticed an unusual num-
ber and variety of vchicles about the place. Once he
saw an odd procession. It was one of the Feudatory
Chiefs arriving for the durbar. First a magnificent car-
riage and pair—a coachman in a gaudy livery with a man-
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at-arms beside him, complete with sabre, dagger, and
batile-axe~-behind the carriage a pair of no less gaudy
grooms, each carrying a horse’s 1ail on a silver staff to
brush away flies; inside the carriage, more gaudy still, the
Raja himself. There followed a couple of the noisiest,
dirtiest, and most ramshackle of the boxes-on-wheels,
containing the Raja’s servants and Juggage.

The great shamiana in which the durbar wasg to be held
had been pitched in a wide, smooth, grassy place just out-
side the forl ditch, near the old gatehouse. Krupasindhu
and his host arrived in good titne in an clegant car, When
he had found his place Krupasindhu sat down and watch-
ed the other durbaris coming in.

First he noticed one of the Chiefs, magnificent in bro-
cade and cloth of gold, with a great deal of jewelry. The
ivory hift of his sword and the crimson velvet scabbard
was mounted in gold-—and studded with rubics,

A striking contrast was the elegant simplicity of the
next one. He wore a small flat turban made of pale
pink silk. mixed in about equal proportion with gold
thread, a plain cream-coloured chapkan of the finest
homespun silk woven on a handloom, white cotton trous-
ers, long enough to conceal the fact that he had no socks
on, and black elastic-sided shoes. He had no ornaments
but a plain gold signet ring and a fat gold watch-chain.
He was a wealthy landlord, merchant, and banker, and
his boast was that many people were obliged to Lim, but
he was obliged to nobody.

Who was it temarked that ail our passions make us do
silly things, but love makes us do the silliest? I think.
if the witty Frenchman had lived in India, he would have
written vanity instead of love, For example see this man.
He is M: B. N. Chattopadhayaya, B.A., BL., one of the
most vociferous, the most long-winded, and the least com-
petent of the gentry of the local Bar. For this occasion
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he has taken pains to make himself look as European as
possible. He has put on a blue serge suit that may have
fitted him when his waist measurement was two or three
inches less. But now the two lowest buttons refuse to
enter or even to approach the bution-holes to which they
belong. As the two top buttons of his trousers are equal-
ly recalcitrant there remains a gap, so that all the world
may sce that he is wéaring a boiled shirt. His tie is a
dreambike creation in mauve and buff, and he has a silk
handkerchief and socks to match. A pair of bright yel-
low shoes completes the outfit. He walks with a drawling
swagger, turning his knees out as well as his toes, as if he
was pushing his stomach before him.

Unfortunately be has spoilt the European effect by add-
ing a diamend tiepin and a large ruby ring. Not content
with this touch of QOriental splendour, he has scented him-
self so lavishly with ittar of roses that the whole shamiana
stinks of him. Yet in his national costume of shirt and
dhoti he looks a simple good-natured Bengali, and really
he is quite a good fellow.

A contrast to him is the youthful Assistant Magistrate,
He also is dressed in a blue serge suit, He has a tie to
match, black shoes and socks, and no trinket or ornament
of any sort. As he walks quictly to his place his most
conspiceous characteristic appears to be modesty—or
pride, whichever you like to call it—the kind of modesty
that is a negative rather than a positive quality, merely an
absence of swank. Krupasindhu noted him as an ex-
ample of what he considered the best type of English
gentleman, for he knew the Sahiblog well enough 1o
understand that this absence of swank is their English
method of proclaiming to the world how entirely they
are convinced of their own immeasurable, indestructible,
and innate superiority to any other breed of men,

When all were in their places, a few minutes waiting,
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and then the police bugles blew a salute, and His Excel-
lency and his staff drove up. When the guard of honour
had been inspected the procession was formed, and
marched through the shamiana to the dais. First came
the chobdass, marching two and two in their gorgeous
liveries with their silver maces at the slope, then the
District Magistrate with the Chief Secretary, and after
them other high officials walking two and two, then His
Excellency the Governor walking alone, then some police
officers in their blue full-dress uniforms, then the junior
members of His Excellency’s staff.

Krupasindhu recognized His Excellency, whom he had
met years ago as Collector. Afterwards he spoke of this
to Rai Bahadur.

‘It is the same thing,” he said. “They call him His
Excellency the Governor, instead of His Honour the
Lieutenant-Governor, but he is still a Heavenborn, It is
only the name that is changed.’

‘You are right, Rai Bahadur replied. ‘The Sahibs
have a saying: the more it changes the more it is the
same thing. Depend upon it, in spite of all the prattling
of the politicians, it will always be the same thing as
long as you and I are likely to live.’

When all were seated the District Magistrate rose and
asked His Excellency’s permission to declare the durbar
open., The proceedings were brief and formal, and when
they were concluded the procession was formed again
and marched out. His Excellency then drove away ac-
companied by the District Magistrate, while his staff went
to the Club in search of refreshment.

Now the durbaris began to pour out of the shamiana
and to walk about on the grass, greeting one another, the
local officials mingling with them. Krupasindhu noticed
the stiff and rather haughty manner in which the Sahibs
greeted their esteemed friends the Chiefs, and their frigid
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politeness to some of the local gentry, and their frank
cordiality to others. Krupasindhu himself was one of
those who were greeied with frank cordiality. He felt
that this was a fitting crown to an honourable career.
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Happily Ever After

After the durbar Krupasindhu remained another day in
Cuttack for a final visit to some of the officials, and then
went back to his village home, never to leave it again.

As he grew older he grew fatter and his legs grew
weaker, so that they were scarcely able to carry the
weight of his body,

First he ceased to go to Balasore to draw his pension,
and made arrangements for Guru Charan to draw it for
him.,

Then he was forced to hand over all the cultivation to
his son, though he still foved to walk along the ridges
between the fields and see the crops growing and keep &n
eye on the work.

Then he found that the stairs were too much for him
and had a bedroom prepared downstairs, and never went
upstairs again.

Later he haa a carrying chair made so that four men
could catry him to his favourite place on the bank of
Old Twister,

Among his neighbours he was greatly respected and
had influence. And he always used his influence in the
best way he knew. He taught the villagers to settle their
disputes by arbitration, instead of going to law not to
marty their daughters till they were fully fourteen yeass
old, to have nothing to do with politics, and if any agita-
tor came to the village, to beat him soundly and throw
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him into the river. The older men always took his ad-
tice, but some of the youngsters were inclined to argue.

‘But, Babu,” said one young fellow one day, who had
been to school at Balasore, ‘surely the politicians are not
altogether bad. They have got a promise from the Gov-
ernment that all the Oriya-speaking country will be re-
united and there will be a separate province of Orissa.’

‘Don't thank the politicians for that,” Krupasindhu re-
plied. ‘Thank the English officials,’

‘It is true that the officials have supported our national
demand, but it’s the politicians who make the fuss, and
Government never does anything unless somebody makes
a fuss. But don’t you think it’s a good idea?

‘It is a good idea. But do you think it will make much
difference? When Bihar and Orissa were separated from
Bengal we thought we should get rid of the Bengalis, but
they are still here. Do you think*they will go away when
Orissa is separated from Bihar?’

‘But that isn’t all. When Orissa has been made a sepa-
rate province we shall ask for a king of our own. Then,
indeed, we shall have our own holy country ali to ourselves.”

*That is a good idea--a beautiful idea. Orissa reunited!
The ancient Kingdom of Utkal revived! We shall be a
nation again, If only I might live to see it!’

Krupasindhu continued always to keep himself informed
of the welfare of his relations, though he no longer visited
anybody. Dayanidhi was also getting feeble, and could
not go and see his brothers, He had made over the care
of his cultivation 1o one of his sons, who managed to get
a pretty good living out of their ten acres. His other son
was in the police, making a litlle money, but very cautious-
ly being warned by his father's example. Haribandhu,
having lived all his life on the land, was far more vigor-
ous than his brothers, and often went to see them both.
He had not bad his sons taught English, but taught them
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to love the Jand and to be content with agriculture, which
is the honourablest of all professions. But his two sons-
in-law were at coliege, one meaning to become a lawyer
and the other a school-master.

Gury Charan was getting on well in the Collector’s
office at Balasore, Krupasindhu’s two sons-in-law had
also entered the service of Government. Krupasindhu had
good reason to be satisfied with the welfare of his rela-
tions, but he always took care to save money, and built
up 2 good reserve, because he said, you never know when
one of the lads will get into trouble and need help,

Sitting in his chair on the bank of the river, he loved
to muse on his successful career. It was pleasant io re-
member how, when he had been granted the title of Rai
Sahib, the Commissioner had congratulated him, taking
him by the hand and saying many kind things; how the
Collector had called at his house and drunk tea in his
parlour—an honour that was seldom accorded to anyone
except noblemen with Jarge estates and long pedigrees;
and how he had been to the durbar and been presented
to His Excellency the Governor of the Province, It was
pleasant to reflect that he had achieved all this by hard
work and devotion to duty,

As he grew older Krupasindhu grew more and more
fond of children, and all the children in the village used
to gather round his knee and call him Grand-dad, and
make him tel] them stories about giants. And the older
children and the schoolboys used to come too, and the
villagers encouraged their boys to go, because the old
man used to give them good advice,

He used to teach them always to be truthful and honest,
and to be law-abiding and loyal to Shri Bharateshwar,
and to hate forcigners (especially Bengalis), but to love
their own countrymen, and to love above all things the
holy land of Utkal,
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BEHERA
BHADRALOK
BHADUA
BHARATESHWAR

CHADDAR
CHAPKAN

CHOBDAR

CUTCHERRY
DARU

ELAKA

GARHJAT

GOWNA

GLOSSARY

The first three letters of the
Persian alphabet

A man of the cowherd caste
A respectable person
A pimp

The Emperor (or Empress)
of India

A shawi

A long coat, very like an ach-
kan, except that the opening
over the chest is in the shape
of a semicircle, and is closed
by a piece of cloth of the same
shape, which is fastened with
a number of small buttons

Mace-bearer

Courthouse

Spirit distilled from nee and
flavoured with the flowers of
the Mahuva-tree

furisdiction, the area over
which an officer’s authority
extends

‘Land of Castles’. The moun-
tainous tract which separates
Orissa from Chota Nagpur

When a girl is married in in-
fancy this ceremony is per-
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ITTARDAN

JAGARNATH

JAGIR
JAGIRDAR

KARAN

KHAILASSI

KILLAJAT

KOK SHASTRA
KROS

MARKANDE

MARSEH
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formed when she becomes
mature enough {0 go and live
with her husband

Elephant-money: an illegal
cess levied by a landlord on
his tenants for the purchase
of an elephant

A highly ornate container for
ittar of roses, a scent made
from rose petals

JTagannath, the Lord of the
Universe: one of the incarna-
tions of Shn Krishna

A service tenure

The tenant of a jagir; one who
renders service for his land
instead of paying rent,

The writer caste of Orissa:
pronounced ‘korron’

A man whose duty is to pitch
and strike tents

Certain estates which, though
not situated on the border like
Garhjat, used to be held on
similar terms. These estates
are to be found on the great
rivers, their original purpose
having been 10 suppress piracy

Ancient Sanskrit ‘Art of Love’

A measure of length, about
two miles

The name of one of the holy
tanks al Puri

Marseilles
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MISSY BABA

MOHURRIR

MUKHTARKHANA

PALKI
PANDA
PAPITA
PICE

PLANKIN
QADAM-I-RASUL

SANSKROOT

SERISHTADAR

SHAMIANA

TESTWORK

‘Little Miss’; it implies an
English girl bred in India, as
distinct from a young lady
straight out from England

A vernacular clerk; one who
deals only with vernacular
papers and is not required to
know English

Law library. The place where
mukhtars (lawyers) meet their
clients

See ‘plankin’
Pilgrim guide
Papaya

Ofd coin: one-sixtyfourth of
a rupee

A palanquin

Footprint of the Prophet. In
this mosque Is preserved a
large stone on which is what
looks like a human footprint,
which is said to be the foot-
print of the Prophet Moham-
med

The Oriva way of pronounc-
ing ‘Sanskrit’

Offtcc  Superintendent, The
head of the clerical staff of
the Collector’s office

A large tent made of coloured
canvas with silken ropes and
silver poles

A testwork was a public work
wsualiy road-mending, which
was intended to test the con-



TOOK HIS BELT OFF

TUMBLE-HOME

Glossary 253

dition of the poople. If they
flocked to the testworks in
great numbers and many of
them were emaciated, it was
imown that therce was a
famine. 1If not, it would only
be ‘distress’, or perhaps, a
false alarm

A conveyance peculiar to
Orissa. It consists of an or-
dinary office chair, a2 rest for
the feet, and a small desk—
like a school desk, with a place
to keep papers in—the whole
affzir being fitted with a pole
2t each end, so that it can bo
carried like a sedan chair
This was in accordance with
a custom called kamel kiudoi,
or loosening of the belt

A ship is said to be built with
a ‘tumblehome® when it is
narrower at the top than at
the watetline






