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B.Sc. ( Hons.) 

SEMESTER : I 

English :  Comprehension and Communication Skills in English – 1.1 

SYLLABUS 

A.     ( THEORY) 

 

 

 

NO TITLE OF THE TOPIC NOTE 

 
POEMS 

 

1 I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD    -  William  Wordsworth   
 

2 OBITUARY                                                    -  A.K. Ramanijan 
 

   

 SHORT STORIES 

 

3 TOBA TEK SINGH                                      - Saadat Hasan Manto 
 

4 BABUS OF NAYANJORE                           - Rabindrnath Tagore 
 

5 A GATEMAN’S GIFT                                  - R.K. Narayan 
 

  
 

 GRAMMAR 
 

6 Articles, Prepositions, Tenses, Concord  
 

7 Transformation, Reported Speech,  Active-Passive Voice 
 

   



3 
 

B.   ( PRCTICAL) 

 

NO TITLE OF THE TOPIC NOTE 

1 
Reading Comprehension Practice  :  Short Paragraphs, Notices, 

                                                               Announcement  
 

2 
Reading Comprehension Practice  :  Advertisements, 

                                                               Newspaper, Articles, Reports 
 

3 

Listening Comprehension Skills :  Listening to Announcements at  

                         Public Places like :  Railway Station, Bus Station,  

                                                           Airports, Shopping Molls, etc. 

 

4 Listening to Short Conversation on Basic Language Functions  

5 Listening to Short Speeches and Lectures  :  Part  :  I  

6 Listening to Short Speeches and Lectures  :  Part  :  II  

7 Listening to News on  TV & Radio  

8 Speaking Skill  :    Self Introduction   

9 Speaking Skill  :    Greeting people to different occasions  

10 
Speaking Skill  :    Carrying out basic language functions like 

                                asking for Permission  
 

11 
Speaking Skill  :  Asking and Showing directions,  

           Describing people and Places, Report on Ongoing events etc. 
 

12 Writing  Skills :  Writing Informal Letters, Leave Applications  

13 Writing  Skills :  Writing Short Notices, Announcements  

14 Writing  Skills :  Filling Simple forms for different purposes  

15 Writing  Skills :  Writing experimental Reports and journals   
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Comprehension and Communication Skills in English ( 1.1) 

DETAILS ABOUT  EXAM - 2020-21 

                                               SEM : I                              (B.Sc.)                                               

 AUN – BHARUCH 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

●    COLLEGE      :       50  Marks 

                                          Theory  Practical         TOTAL 

Mid Term Exam  : ( JAN)    30     +   20    =   50  

Marks 

●    AUN- UNI    :       50  Marks 

 Annual Exam  : ( FEB )         =  50  Marks 

                           ------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

                             TOTAL       =  100 Marks 

 

 College Exam   :  Theory   :  I.  – Objective   -   10  Marks 

                                 II. – Subjective  -   20  Marks  

       ------------------------------------------------------------------ 

                        TOTAL   -  30  Marks 

      Practical   :  I.  – Viva             - 03  Marks 

                                 II.  – Journal       - 02  Marks 

                         III.  – Practical     -   10  Marks 

                 IV. – Assignment   - 05 Marks  

       ------------------------------------------------------------------ 

                        TOTAL    - 20  Marks 

● OR   

               (Practical Exam / Written test  =  10 Marks 

                                  Oral Presentation   =  10 Marks 

 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------     

● AUN ( UNI)    : THEORY   :  I   Objective   -   15  Marks 

     II  Subjective -   35  Marks       

  ------------------------------------------------ 

                                                    TOTAL  :   50  Marks     
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1.    I wandered lonely as a cloud 

-- by William Wordsworth 
Life of Wordsworth 
                          William Wordsworth was born on 7th of April, 1770 at Cockermouth. His father 

John Wordsworth was an attorney to Lord Londsdale and was an influential man of his time. His 

mother Anne Cookson was the only daughter of William Cookson, a well to do mercer a dealer in 

milk products at Penrith and of Dorothy Crackanthrope, whose ancestors had been lords of the 

manor of Newbiggin near Penrith. He was second of the five children of his parents, the others being 

Richard, Dorothy, John and Christopher. He was educated at Hawkshead Grammar School and St. 

John College, Cambridge from where he did his B.A. in 1791. He went to France in 1791 and stayed 

there for a period of one year. During this time he was greatly influenced by the French Revolution 

which was at its peak at that time in France. He published his first volume of poems in 1793. In 1795 

he got a chance to meet S. T. Coleridge and soon they became life time friends. Wordsworth along 

with his sister, Dorothy and S.T. Coleridge with his wife were neighbours to each other at Alfoxden 

and Stowey  in Somerset for one year. In 1798, both the poets together published Lyrical Ballads 

which is considered to be an epoch-making collection of lyrical romantic poems whose preface 

along with the poems appearing in it attracted a lot of public attention. Together at the end of the 

same year they went to Germany where Wordsworth started writing The Prelude and completed 

Ruth, Lucy Gray, The Lines on Lucy and some other poems. In 1802, he married Mary Hutchinson of 

Penrith. After seven years i.e. in 1805 he completed The Prelude which was published after his death 

on 23rd April 1850. In 1807 he moved to Rydal Mount, Grasmere and lived there till his death. In 

1843 he became the Poet Laureate after the death of Robert Southey. 

 Influence of the French Revolution and Rousseau on Wordsworth 

     Wordsworth after completing his B.A. in 1791 from St. John College, Cambridge went to France, 

in the same year. At that time in France, the French Revolution was at its peak. Wordsworth also felt 

attracted to it. The aim of the French Revolution was to abolish the kingship and aristocracy and to 

give full authority to the common man. Rousseau a well known French writer and who is also known 

as “the father of Romanticism” gave his complete support to this revolution. He also had a deep 

influence on Wordsworth. Rousseau once said in an argument favouring the French Revolution that 

man is born free but he is chained every where. Time has come now to do away with the kingship 

and aristocracy. It would be best for the man to give all the powers to the common man. Wordsworth 

shared the same point of view with Rousseau. He supported the purpose of the French Revolution 

whole-heartedly. He was deeply attached to the French Revolution. When England prepared herself 

to fight against Napoleon he went to Church and prayed there sincerely for the defeat of England, his 

own motherland. 

     Though later in his life he changed his opinion about the French Revolution and became a 

republican. He retired as the Poet Laureate of England. But throughout his life, he was unable o shed 

away the influence of the French Revolution and Rousseau on his poetry. From Rousseau and the 

French Revolution Wordsworth learnt to glorify the life of the common man. He also learnt to love 

and respect nature. The relation between nature and man became the main theme of his poetry. In 

being the poet of nature, he also became the poet of the common man. 

 

Background of the Poem 

 

            On April 15, 1802 Wordsworth and his sister Dorothy went to their friends, the 

Clarksons,  at Eusemere. When they were coming back to Grasmere, they saw a large 

number of golden daffodils growing on the bank of a lake Ullswater in the Lake 

district. They both were astonished by the mesmeric beauty of these daffodils which 

were fluttering and dancing with the light breeze. Inspired by this delightful spectacle 

Wordsworth composed this poem in1804 and published it in 1807. 
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I wandered lonely as a cloud 

 

 

 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the milky way, 

They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay : 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance 

 

The waves beside them danced; but they 

out-did the sparkling waves in glee; 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company : 

I gazed - and gazed - but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought. 

 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dances with the daffodils. 

 

 
--By William Wordsworth 
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2.     Obituary 

- By  A. K. Ramanujan 
 

                                               Attipate Krishnaswami Ramanujan (16 March 1929 – 13 July 1993) 

 also known as A. K. Ramanujan was an Indian poet and scholar of Indian literature who wrote in 

both English and Kannada. Ramanujan was a poet, scholar, a philologist, folklorist, translator, 

and playwright. His academic research ranged across five languages: 

English, Kannada, Tamil, Telugu, and Sanskrit. He published works on both classical and modern 

variants of this literature and argued strongly for giving local, non-standard dialects their due. 

Though he wrote widely and in a number of genres, Ramanujan's poems are remembered as 

enigmatic works of startling originality, sophistication and moving artistry. He was awarded 

the Sahitya Akademi Award posthumously in 1999 for his collection of poems, "The Collected 

Poems" 

Childhood 

Ramanujan was born in Mysore City on 16 March 1929. His father, Attipat Asuri Krishnaswami, an 

astronomer and professor of mathematics at Mysore University, was known for his interest in 

English, Kannada and Sanskrit languages. His mother was a homemaker. Ramanujan also has a 

brother, A.K. Srinivasan who was a writer and a mathematician. 

Education 

Ramanujan was educated at Marimallappa's High School, Mysore, and at the Maharaja College of 

Mysore. In college, Ramanujan majored in science in his freshman year, but his father, who thought 

him 'not mathematically minded', persuaded him to change his major from science to English. Later, 

Ramanujan became a Fellow of Deccan College, Pune in 1958–59 and a Fulbright Scholar at Indiana 

University in 1959–62. He was educated in English at the University of Mysore and received his 

PhD in Linguistics from Indiana University 

Career 

Ramanujan worked as a lecturer of English at Quilon and Belgaum; he later taught at The Maharaja 

Sayajirao University in Baroda for about eight years. In 1962, he joined the University of Chicago as 

an assistant professor. He was affiliated with the university throughout his career, teaching in several 

departments. He taught at other US universities as well, including Harvard University, University of 

Wisconsin, University of Michigan, University of California at Berkeley, and Carleton College. At 

the University of Chicago, Ramanujan was instrumental in shaping the South Asian Studies 

program. He worked in the departments of South Asian Languages and Civilizations, Linguistics, 

and with the Committee on Social Thought. 

In 1976, the Government of India awarded him the Padma Shri, and in 1983, he was given 

the MacArthur Prize Fellowship (Shulman, 1994).  In 1983, he was appointed the William E. Colvin 

Professor in the Departments of South Asian Languages and Civilizations, of Linguistics, and in 

the Committee on Social Thought at the University of Chicago, and the same year, he received 

a MacArthur Fellowship. As an Indo-American writer Ramanujan had the experience of the native 

as well as of the foreign milieu. His poems such as the "Conventions of Despair" reflected his views 

on the cultures and conventions of the east and the west. 

A. K. Ramanujan died in Chicago, on 13 July 1993 as result of adverse reaction 

to anaesthesia during preparation for surgery. 
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2. Obituary 

 
- By  A. K. Ramanujan 

  
Father, when he passed on,  

left dust 

on a table of papers,  

left debts and daughters,  

a bedwetting grandson 

named by the toss 

of a coin after him,  

 

a house that leaned 

slowly through our growing 

years on a bent coconut 

tree in the yard. 

Being the burning type,  

he burned properly 

at the cremation 

 

as before, easily 

and at both ends,  

left his eye coins 

in the ashes that didn't 

look one bit different,  

several spinal discs, rough,  

some burned to coal, for sons 

 

to pick gingerly 

and throw as the priest 

said, facing east 

where three rivers met 

near the railway station;  

no longstanding headstone 

with his full name and two dates 

 

to hold in their parentheses 

everything he didn't quite 

manage to do himself,  

like his caesarian birth 

in a brahmin ghetto 

and his death by heart- 

failure in the fruit market. 
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But someone told me 

he got two lines 

in an inside column 

of a Madras newspaper 

sold by the kilo 

exactly four weeks later 

to street hawkers 

 

who sell it in turn 

to the small groceries 

where I buy salt,  

coriander,  

and jaggery 

in newspaper cones 

that I usually read 

 

for fun, and lately 

in the hope of finding 

these obituary lines. 

And he left us 

a changed mother 

and more than 

one annual ritual. 
Summary 

In the poem “Obituary” Ramanujan tells us of the death of his poor father. Attipat Krishnaswami 

Ramanujan is a great Indian poet writing in English. His unsentimental approach to the death of his 

father is very interesting. In addition we can the sparkling of wit and humour in this poem. In the 

opening lines of the poem, the poet gives us a list of the legacy left behind by hid dead father. His 

table is full of papers covered with dust; he also left behind some debts and daughters. The dead 

man’s grandson was named after him and the boy had a bad habit of urinating in his bed while 

sleeping.  The dead man had a very old house which was leaning on a coconut tree.  In short, father’s 

legacy was poverty and burden for his sons. 

Since the dead man was a Hindu, his body was ‘dry’ and fit to be burnt. It is because of his old age 

and many years’ of sufferings. His eyes left unburnt at the funeral pyre. They looked like coins, 

because he had nothing else to give to his children as legacy.  Some half burnt spinal discs 

(backbone) were also left behind for the sons to take them to the Thriveni Sangamam of the three 

rivers where the bones to be immersed according to Hindu rites.  

No tombstone was set up for the dead man with a long details of date of birth and death. The poet 

says that pure lies are written on the tombstone and his father is saved from this shame.  Many 

people even wrote such lies that their father had a caesarian birth and died of heart failure in the 

fruit market. 

The poet heard that two lines of obituary about his father were put up in a newspaper in Chennai. 

The paper was sold to a hawker who in turn sold it to the grocer of the poet. The poet was in the 

habit of reading the bits of papers brought home as wrappers of grocery items. So he started 

scanning every piece of paper in the hope of seeing his father’s obituary. 
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3. TOBA TEK SINGH 

      - By Saadat Hasan Manto 

 A  couple  ·of  years  after  the  Partition   of  the  country, it occurred to the 

respective governments of India and Pakis tan that inmates of lunatic asylums, 

like prisoners, should also  be  exchanged.  Muslim  lunatics  in  India  should be 

transferred   to  Pakistan  and  Hindu  and  Sikh  lunatics  in Pakistani asylums 

should be sent to India. 

Whether this was a reasonable or an unreasonable idea- is difficult to say. One 

thing, however, is clear. It took many conferences of important officials from the 

two sides to come to this decision. Final details, like the date of actual exchange, 

were carefully worked .out. Muslim lunatics whose families were still residing in 

India were to be left undisturbed, the rest moved to the border for the exchange. 

The situation in Pakistan was slightly different, since almost the entire population 

of Hindus and Sikhs had already migrated to India. The question of keeping non-

Muslim lunatics in Pakistan did not, therefore, arise. 

While it is not known what the reaction in India  was, when the news reached the 

Lahore lunatic asylum, it immediately became the subject of heated discussion. One 

Muslim lunatic, a regular reader of the fire-eating daily newspaper Zamindar, ·when 

asked  what Pakistan was, replied after deep reflection:  'The name of a place in India 

where cut-throat razors arc manufactured.' , 

This profound observation was received with visible satisfaction. 

        A Sikh lunatic asked another Sikh: 'Sardarji, why arc we being sent to India? 

We don't even know the language they speak in that country.' · 

         The man smiled: 'I know the language of the Hindostoras.- These devils always 

strut about as if they were the lords of the earth.' 

         One day a Muslim lunatic, while taking his bath, raised the slogan 'Pakistan 

Zindabad'  with  such  enthusiasm  that he lost his footing and was later found lying 

on the floor unconscious. 

          Not all inmates were mad. Some were perfectly normal, except that they were 

murderers. To spare them the hang man's noose, their families had managed to get 

them committed after bribing officials down the line. They probably had a  vague idea 

why India was being divided and what Pakistan was, but, as for the present situation, 

they. were equally clueless. 

Newspapers were no help either, and the asylum guards were ignorant, if not 

illiterate. Nor was there anything be learnt by eavesdropping on their conversations. 

Some said there was this man by the  name  Mohamed  Ali Jinnah ; or the Quaid-e-

Azam, who had set up a separate country for Muslims, called Pakistan, 
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     As to where Pakistan was located, the inmates knew. nothing. That was why 

both the mad and the partially mad were unable to decide whether they were now in 

India or in Pakistan. If they were in India, where on earth was Pakistan? And if they 

were in Pakistan, then how come that until only the other day it was India? 

One inmate had got so badly caught up in this India Pakistan-Pakistan-

India rigmarole that one day, while sweeping the floor, he dropped everything, 

climbed the nearest tree and installed himself on a branch, from which vantage 

point he spoke for two hours on the delicate problem of India and Pakistan. The 

guards asked him to get down; instead he went a branch higher, and when 

threatened with punishment, declared: 'I wish to live neither in India nor in 

Pakistan. I wish to live in this tree.' 

When he was finally persuaded to come down, he began embracing his Sikh 

and Hindu friends, tears running down his cheeks, fully convinced that they were 

about to leave him and go to India. 

A Muslim radio engineer, who had an M.Sc. degree, and never mixed with 

anyone, given as he was to taking long walks by himself all day, was so affected 

by the current debate that one day he took all his clothes off, gave the bundle to 

one of the attendants and ran into the garden stark naked. 

-  A Muslim lunatic from Chaniot, who used to be one of  the most devoted 

workers of the All India  Muslim  League,  d obsessed with bathing himself fifteen or 

sixteen times a day, had  suddenly  stopped  doing  that  and  announced  - his  name 

was  Mohamed Ali  ̶  that he was Quaid-e-Azam  Mohamed Ali Jinnah. This had led  a  

Sikh  inmate  to declare himself Master Tara Singh, the leader of the Sikhs. 

Apprehending serious communal trouble, the authorities declared  them dangerous, 

and shut them up in separate cells. 

There was a young Hindu lawyer from Lahore who had gone off his head after 

an unhappy love affair. When told that Amritsar  was  to  become  a  part  of  India,  

he- went  into  a depression because his beloved lived in Amritsar, something  he had  

not  forgotten  even  in  his  madness. That day he abused every major and minor 

Hindu  and  Muslim leader who had cut India into two, turning his beloved  into an 

Indian and him in\o a Pakistani. 

When news of the exchange reached the asylum, his friends offered him 

congratulations, because he was now to be sent to India, the country of his 

beloved. However, he declared that he had no intention of leaving Lahore, 

because his practice would not flourish in Amritsar. 

There were two Anglo-Indian lunatics in the European ward. When told that the 

British had decided to go home after granting independence to India, they went into 

a state of deep shock and were seen conferring with each other in whispers the 

entire afternoon. They were worried about their changed status after 
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independence. Would there be a European ward or would it be abolished? Would 

breakfast continue to be served or would they have to subsist on bloody Indian 

chapati? 

There was another inmate, a Sikh, who  had  been confined for the last fifteen 

years. Whenever he spoke, it was the same mysterious gibberish: 'Uper the gur gur 

the annexe the bay dhayana the mung the dal of the laltain. ' Guards said he had not slept 

a wink in fifteen years. Occasionally, he could be observed leaning against a wall, but 

the rest of the time, he was always to be found standing. Because of this, his legs were 

permanently swollen, something that did not appear  to bother him. Recently, he had 

started to listen carefully to discussions about the forthcoming exchange of Indian and 

Pakistani lunatics. When asked his opinion, he observed solemnly: ' Uper thegurgur the 

annexe the bay dhayana the mung the dal of the Government of Pakistan. ' 

Of late, however, the Government of Pakistan had been replaced by the 

Government of Toba Tek Singh, a small town in the Punjab which was his home. 

He had also begun enquiring where Toba Tek Singh was to  go. However, nobody 

was quite sure whether it was in India or Pakistan. 

Those who had tried to solve this mystery had become utterly confused 

when told that Sialkot, which used to be in India, was now in Pakistan. It was 

anybody's guess what was going to happen to Lahore, which was currently in 

Pakistan, but could slide into India any moment. It was also possible that the entire 

subcontinent of India might become Pakistan. And who could say if both India 

and Pakistan might not entirely vanish from the map of the world one day? 

The old man's hair was almost gone and what little was left had become a 

part of the beard, giving him a strange, even frightening, appearance. However, he 

was a harmless fellow and had never been known to get into fights. Older attendants 

at the asylum said that he was a fairly  prosper our landlord from Toba Tek Singh,  

who  had  quite  suddenly gone mad. His family had brought him in, bound and 

fettered. That was fifteen years ago. 

Once a month, he used to have visitors,  but  since  the start of communal 

troubles in the Punjab, they had stopped coming. His real name was Bishan Singh, but 

everybody called him Toba Tek Singh. He lived in a kind of limbo, having no idea 

what day of the week it was, or month, or  how many years had passed since  his  

confinement. However, he had developed a sixth sense about  the day of the visit, 

when he used to bathe himself, soap his body, oil and comb his hair and put on clean 

clothes. He never said a word  during these meetings,  except  occasional  outbursts of 

‘Uper the gur gur the annexe the bay dhayana the mung the dal of the laltain. ' 

            

               When he was first confined, he had left an infant daughter behind, now a 

pretty young girl of fifteen. She would come occasionally, and sit in front of him with 
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tears rolling down her cheeks. In the strange world that  he  inhabited, hers was just 

another face. 

Since the start of this India-Pakistan  caboodle,  he  had got into the habit of 

asking fellow inmates where exactly Toba Tek Singh was, without receiving a  

satisfactory answer, because nobody knew. The visits had also suddenly stopped. He 

was increasingly restless, but, more than that, curious. The sixth sense, which used  to 

alert him to the day of the visit, had also atrophied. 

He missed his family, the gifts they used to bring and the concern with which 

they used to speak to him. He was sure they would have told him whether Toba Tek 

Singh was in India or Pakistan. He also had a feeling that they came from Toba Tek 

Singh, where he used to have his home. 

One of the inmates had declared himself God. Bishan Singh asked him one 

day if Toba Tek Singh was in India or Pakistan.  The   man  chuckled: 'Neither  in  

India  nor in Pakistan,  because,  so far, we have issued  no orders  in  this respect.' 

- ' Bishan Singh  begged  'God'  to issue the necessary orders, so  that  his  

problem  could   be  solved,  but  he  was disappointed,  as  ' God '  appeared  to be  

preoccupied  with more pressing matters. Finally, he told him angrily: 'Uper the gur 

gur the annexe the mung the dal of Guruji da Khalsa and Guruji ki fateh ... jo boley so nihal 

sat sri akal.' 

What he wanted to say was: 'You don't answer  my prayers because you are a 

Muslim God. Had you been a  Sikh God, you would have been more of a sport.' 

A few days before the exchange was to take place, one of Bishan Singh's 

Muslim friends from  Toba Tek Singh came to see him - the first time in fifteen years. 

Bishan Singh looked at him once and turned away, until a guard said to him: 'This is 

your old friend Fazal Din. He has come all the way to meet you.' 

Bishan Singh looked at Fazal Din and began to mumble something. Fazal 

Din placed his hand on his friend's shoulder and said: 'I have been meaning to 

come for some time to bring you news. All your family is well and has gone to 

India safely. I did what I could to help. Your daughter Roop Kaur ... ' ̶  he 

hesitated  ̶  'She is safe too ...  in  India.' 

Bishan Singh kept quiet. Fazal Din continued: 'Your family wanted me to 

make sure you were well. Soon you will be moving to India. What can I say, 

except that you should remember me to bhai Balbir Singh, bhai Vadhawa Singh 

and bahain Amrit Kaur. Tell bhai Bibir Singh that Fazal Din is well by the grace of 

God. The two brown buffaloes he left behind are well too. Both of them gave birth 

to calves, but, unfortunately, one of them died after six days. Say I think of them 

often and to write to me if there is anything I can do.' 

 

Then he added: 'Here, I brought you some rice crispies from home.' 
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Bishan Singh took the gift and handed it to one of the guards. 'Where is 

Toba Tek Singh?' he asked. 

'Where? Why, it is where it has always been.' 

'In India or in Pakistan?' 

'In India ... no, in Pakistan.' 

Without • saying another word, Bishan Singh walked away, murmuring: 'Uper 

the gur gur the annexe the be dhyana the mung the dal of.the Pakistan and Hindustan dur 

fully moun.' 

Meanwhile, exchange arrangements were rapidly getting finalized. Lists of 

lunatics from the two sides had been exchanged between the governments, and the 

date of transfer fixed. 

On a cold winter evening, buses full of Hindu and Sikh lunatics, 

accompanied by armed police and officials, began moving out of the Lahore 

asylum towards Wagha, the dividing line between India and Pakistan. Senior 

officials from the two sides in charge of exchange arrangements met, signed 

documents and the transfer got under way. 

It was quite a job getting the men out of the buses and handing them over to 

officials. Some just refused to leave. Those who were persuaded to do so began to 

run pell-mell in every direction. Some were stark naked. All efforts to get them to 

cover themselves had failed because they couldn't be kept from tearing off their 

garments. Some were shouting abuse or singing. Others were weeping bitterly. 

Many fights broke out. 

In short, complete confusion prevailed. Female lunatics were also being 

exchanged and they were even noisier.  It was bitterly cold. 

Most of the inmates appeared to be dead set against the entire operation. 

They simply could not understand why they were being forcibly removed, thrown 

into buses and driven to this strange place. There were slogans of' “Pakistan 

Zindabad' and 'Pakistan Murdabad', followed by fights. 

When Bishan Singh was brought out and asked  to give  his name so that it 

could be recorded in a register, he asked the official behind the desk: 'Where is Toba 

Tek Singh?  In India or Pakistan?' 

'Pakistan,' he answered with a vulgar laugh. 

 

Bishan Singh tried to run, but was overpowered by the Pakistani guards who 

tried to push him across the dividing line towards India. However, he wouldn't move. 

'This  is Toba Tek Singh,' he announced. 'Uper the gur gur the annexe the be dhyana 

mung  the  dal  of  Toba Tek  Singh  and  Pakistan.' 
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Many efforts were made to explain to him that Toba Tek Singh had already 

been moved to India, or would be moved immediately, but it had no effect on Bishan 

Singh. The guards even tried force, but soon gave up. 

 

There he stood in no man's land on his swollen legs like a colossus. 

 

Since he was a harmless old man, no further attempt was made to push him 

into India. He was allowed to stand where he wanted, while the exchange 

continued. The night wore on. 

Just before sunrise, Bishan Singh, the man who had stood on his legs for fifteen 

years, screamed and as officials from the two sides rushed towards him, he collapsed 

to the ground. 

There, behind barbed wire, on one side, lay India and behind more barbed 

wire, on the other side, lay Pakistan. In between, on a bit of earth which had no 

name, lay Toba Tek Singh. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 
 

2.     The Babus of Nayanjore 

 by Rabindranath Tagore 

       Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941) was the 

youngest son of Debendranath Tagore, a leader of the 

Brahmo Samaj, which was a new religious sect in 

nineteenth-century Bengal and which attempted a 

revival of the ultimate monistic basis of Hinduism as 

laid down in the Upanishads.. In his mature years, in 

addition to his many-sided literary activities, he 

managed the family estates, a project which brought 

him into close touch with common humanity and 

increased his interest in social reforms. He also started 

an experimental school at Shantiniketan where he 

tried his Upanishadic ideals of education. From time 

to time he participated in the Indian nationalist movement, though in his own non-

sentimental and visionary way; and Gandhi, the political father of modern India, was 

his devoted friend. Tagore was knighted by the ruling British Government in 1915, 

but within a few years he resigned the honour as a protest against British policies in 

India.  

 

Although Tagore wrote successfully in all literary genres, he was first of all a poet. 

Among his fifty and odd volumes of poetry are Manasi (1890) [The Ideal One], Sonar 

Tari (1894) [The Golden Boat], Gitanjali (1910) [Song Offerings], Gitimalya (1914) 

[Wreath of Songs], and Balaka (1916) [The Flight of Cranes]. The English renderings 

of his poetry, which include The Gardener (1913), Fruit-Gathering (1916), and The 

Fugitive (1921), do not generally correspond to particular volumes in the original 

Bengali; and in spite of its title, Gitanjali: Song Offerings (1912), the most acclaimed 

of them, contains poems from other works besides its namesake. Tagore's major plays 

are Raja (1910) [The King of the Dark Chamber], Dakghar (1912) [The Post Office], 

Achalayatan (1912) [The Immovable], Muktadhara (1922) [The Waterfall], and 

Raktakaravi (1926) [Red Oleanders]. He is the author of several volumes of short 

stories and a number of novels, among them Gora (1910), Ghare-Baire (1916) [The 

Home and the World], and Yogayog (1929) [Crosscurrents]. Besides these, he wrote 

musical dramas, dance dramas, essays of all types, travel diaries, and two 

autobiographies, one in his middle years and the other shortly before his death in 

1941. Tagore also left numerous drawings and paintings, and songs for which he 

wrote the music himself.Poet, writer and humanitarian, Rabindranath Tagore was the 

first Indian to be awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature and he played a key role in 

the renaissance of modern India. Tagore is most widely known for his poetry, but he 

was also an accomplished author of novels, short stories, plays and articles. He took 

an active interest in a widespread range of social, cultural and artistic endeavours. 

Rabindranath Tagore died on August 7, 1941.  
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2.   The Babus of Nayanjore 
 

Part I 
 

Once upon a time the Babus at Nayanjore were famous landholders. They were 

noted for their princely extravagance. They would tear off the rough border of their 

Dacca muslin, because it rubbed against their delicate skin. They could spend many 

thousands of rupees over the wedding of a kitten. And on a certain grand occasion it is 

alleged that in order to turn night into day they lighted numberless lamps and 

showered silver threads from the sky to imitate sunlight. 

Those were the days before the flood. The flood came. The line of succession among 

these old-world Babus, with their lordly habits, could not continue for long. Like a 

lamp with too many wicks burning, the oil flared away quickly, and the light went out. 

Kailas Babu, our neighbor, is the last relic of this extinct magnificence. Before 

he grew up, his family had very nearly reached its lowest ebb. When his father died, 

there was one dazzling outburst of funeral extravagance, and then insolvency. The 

property was sold to liquidate the debt. What little ready money was left over was 

altogether insufficient to keep up the past ancestral splendors. 

Kailas Babu left Nayanjore and came to Calcutta. His son did not remain long in this 

world of faded glory. He died, leaving behind him an only daughter. 

In Calcutta we are Kailas Babu’s neighbors. Curiously enough our own family history 

is just the opposite of his. My father got his money by his own exertions, and prided 

himself on never spending a penny more than was needed. His clothes were those of a 

working man, and his hands also. He never had any inclination to earn the title of 

Babu by extravagant display; and I myself, his only son, owe him gratitude for that. 

He gave me the very best education, and I was able to make my way in the world. I 

am not ashamed of the fact that I am a self-made man. Crisp bank-notes in my safe are 

dearer to me than a long pedigree in an empty family chest. 

I believe this was why I disliked seeing Kailas Babu drawing his heavy cheques 

on the public credit from the bankrupt bank of his ancient Babu reputation. I used to 

fancy that he looked down on me, because my father had earned money with his own 

hands. 

I ought to have noticed that no one showed any vexation towards Kailas Babu 

except myself. Indeed it would have been difficult to find an old man who did less 

harm than he. He was always ready with his kindly little acts of courtesy in times of 

sorrow and joy. He would join in all the ceremonies and religious observances of his 

neighbors. His familiar smile would greet young and old alike. His politeness in 

asking details about domestic affairs was untiring. The friends who met him in the 

street were perforce ready to be button-holed, while a long string of questions of this 

kind followed one another from his lips: 

“My dear friend, I am delighted to see you. Are you quite well? How is Shashi? 

And Dada—is he all right? Do you know, I’ve only just heard that Madhu’s son has 

got fever. How is he? Have you heard? And Hari Charan Babu—I have not seen him 

for a long time—I hope he is not ill. What’s the matter with Rakkhal? And er—er, 

how are the ladies of your family?” 
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Kailas Babu was spotlessly neat in his dress on all occasions, though his supply 

of clothes was sorely limited. Every day he used to air his shirts and vests and coats 

and trousers carefully, and put them out in the sun, along with his bed-quilt, his 

pillowcase, and the small carpet on which he always sat. After airing them he would 

shake them, and brush them, and put them carefully away. His little bits of furniture 

made his small room decent, and hinted that there was more in reserve if needed. Very 

often, for want of a servant, he would shut up his house for a while. Then he would 

iron out his shirts and linen with his own hands, and do other little menial tasks. After 

this he would open his door and receive his friends again. 

Though Kailas Babu, as I have said, had lost all his landed property, he had still 

some family heirlooms left. There was a silver cruet for sprinkling scented water, a 

otto-of-roses, a small gold salver, a costly ancient shawl, and the old-fashioned 

ceremonial dress and ancestral turban. These he had rescued with the greatest 

difficulty from the money-lenders’ clutches. On every suitable occasion he would 

bring them out in state, and thus try to save the world-famed dignity of the Babus of 

Nayanjore. At heart the most modest of men, in his daily speech he regarded it as a 

sacred duty, owed to his rank, to give free play to his family pride. His friends would 

encourage this trait in his character with kindly good-humor, and it gave them great 

amusement. 

The neighborhood soon learnt to call him their Thakur Dada. They would flock 

to his house and sit with him for hours together. To prevent his incurring any expense, 

one or other of his friends would bring him tobacco and say: “Thakur Dada, this 

morning some tobacco was sent to me from Gaya. Do take it and see how you like it.” 

Thakur Dada would take it and say it was excellent. He would then go on to tell 

of a certain exquisite tobacco which they once smoked in the old days of Nayanjore at 

the cost of a guinea an ounce. 

“I wonder,” he used to say, “if any one would like to try it now. I have some left, and 

can get it at once.” 

Every one knew that, if they asked for it, then somehow or other the key of the 

cupboard would be missing; or else Ganesh, his old family servant, had put it away 

somewhere. 

“You never can be sure,” he would add, “where things go to when servants are 

about. Now, this Ganesh of mine,—I can’t tell you what a fool he is, but I haven’t the 

heart to dismiss him.” 

Ganesh, for the credit of the family, was quite ready to bear all the blame without a 

word. 

One of the company usually said at this point: “Never mind, Thakur Dada. 

Please don’t trouble to look for it. This tobacco we’re smoking will do quite well. The 

other would be too strong.” 

Then Thakur Dada would be relieved and settle down again, and the talk would 

go on. 

When his guests got up to go away, Thakur Dada would accompany them to the 

door and say to them on the door-step: “Oh, by the way, when are you all coming to 

dine with me?” One or other of us would answer: “Not just yet, Thakur Dada, not just 

yet. We’ll fix a day later.” 
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“Quite right,” he would answer. “Quite right. We had much better wait till the 

rains come. It’s too hot now. And a grand rich dinner such as I should want to give 

you would upset us in weather like this.” 

But when the rains did come, every one was very careful not to remind him of 

his promise. If the subject was brought up, some friend would suggest gently that it 

was very inconvenient to get about when the rains were so severe, and therefore it 

would be much better to wait till they were over. Thus the game went on. 

Thakur Dada’s poor lodging was much too small for his position, and we used 

to condole with him about it. His friends would assure him they quite understood his 

difficulties: it was next to impossible to get a decent house in Calcutta. Indeed, they 

had all been looking out for years for a house to suit him. But, I need hardly add, no 

friend had been foolish enough to find one. Thakur Dada used to say, with a sigh of 

resignation: “Well, well, I suppose I shall have to put up with this house after all.” 

Then he would add with a genial smile: “But, you know, I could never bear to be 

away from my friends. I must be near you. That really compensates for everything.” 

Somehow I felt all this very deeply indeed. I suppose the real reason was, that when a 

man is young, stupidity appears to him the worst of crimes. Kailas Babu was not 

really stupid. In ordinary business matters every one was ready to consult him. But 

with regard to Nayanjore his utterances were certainly void of common sense. 

Because, out of amused affection for him, no one contradicted his impossible 

statements, he refused to keep them in bounds. When people recounted in his hearing 

the glorious history of Nayanjore with absurd exaggerations, he would accept all they 

said with the utmost gravity, and never doubted, even in his dreams, that any one 

could disbelieve it. 
 

Part II 
 

When I sit down and try to analyze the thoughts and feelings that I had towards 

Kailas Babu, I see that there was a still deeper reason for my dislike. I will now 

explain. 

Though I am the son of a rich man, and might have wasted time at college, my 

industry was such that I took my M.A. degree in Calcutta University when quite 

young. My moral character was flawless. In addition, my outward appearance was so 

handsome, that if I were to call myself beautiful, it might be thought a mark of self-

estimation, but could not be considered an untruth. 

There could be no question that among the young men of Bengal I was regarded 

by parents generally as a very eligible match. I was myself quite clear on the point and 

had determined to obtain my full value in the marriage market. When I pictured my 

choice, I had before my mind’s eye a wealthy father’s only daughter, extremely 

beautiful and highly educated. Proposals came pouring in to me from far and near; 

large sums in cash were offered. I weighed these offers with rigid impartiality in the 

delicate scales of my own estimation. But there was no one fit to be my partner. I 

became convinced, with the poet Bhabavuti, that, 

In this world’s endless time and boundless space. One may be born at last to 

match my sovereign grace.But in this puny modern age, and this contracted space of 

modern Bengal, it was doubtful if the peerless creature existed as yet. 
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Meanwhile my praises were sung in many tunes, and in different metres, by designing 

parents. 

Whether I was pleased with their daughters or not, this worship which they 

offered was never unpleasing. I used to regard it as my proper due, because I was so 

good. We are told that when the gods withhold their boons from mortals they still 

expect their worshippers to pay them fervent honor and are angry if it is withheld. I 

had that divine expectance strongly developed in myself. 

I have already mentioned that Thakur Dada had an only grand-daughter. I had 

seen her many times, but had never mistaken her for beautiful. No thought had ever 

entered my mind that she would be a possible partner for myself. All the same, it 

seemed quite certain to me that some day or other Kailas Babu would offer her, with 

all due worship, as an oblation at my shrine. Indeed—this was the inner secret of my 

dislike—I was thoroughly annoyed that he had not done so already. 

I heard that Thakur Dada had told his friends that the Babus of Nayanjore never 

craved a boon. Even if the girl remained unmarried, he would not break the family 

tradition. It was this arrogance of his that made me angry. My indignation smoldered 

for some time. But I remained perfectly silent and bore it with the utmost patience, 

because I was so good. 

As lightning accompanies thunder, so in my character a flash of humor was 

mingled with the mutterings of my wrath. It was, of course, impossible for me to 

punish the old man merely to give vent to my rage; and for a long time I did nothing at 

all. But suddenly one day such an amusing plan came into my head, that I could not 

resist the temptation of carrying it into effect. 

I have already said that many of Kailas Babu’s friends used to flatter the old 

man’s vanity to the full. One, who was a retired Government servant, had told him 

that whenever he saw the Chota Lât Sahib he always asked for the latest news about 

the Babus of Nayanjore, and the Chota Lât had been heard to say that in all Bengal the 

only really respectable families were those of the Maharaja of Cossipore and the 

Babus of Nayanjore. When this monstrous falsehood was told to Kailas Babu he was 

extremely gratified and often repeated the story. And wherever after that he met this 

Government servant in company he would ask, along with other questions: 

“Oh! er—by the way, how is the Chota Lât Sahib? Quite well, did you say? Ah, yes, I 

am so delighted to hear it! And the dear Mem Sahib, is she quite well too? Ah, yes! 

and the little children—are they quite well also? Ah, yes! that’s very good news! Be 

sure and give them my compliments when you see them.” 

Kailas Babu would constantly express his intention of going some day and 

paying a visit to the Lord Sahib. But it may be taken for granted that many Chota Lâts 

and Burra Lâts also would come and go, and much water would pass down the 

Hoogly, before the family coach of Nayanjore would be furbished up to pay a visit to 

Government House. 

One day I took Kailas Babu aside and told him in a whisper: “Thakur Dada, I 

was at the Levee yesterday, and the Chota Lât Sahib happened to mention the Babus 

of Nayanjore. I told him that Kailas Babu had come to town. Do you know, he was 

terribly hurt because you hadn’t called. He told me he was going to put etiquette on 

one side and pay you a private visit himself this very afternoon.” 
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Anybody else could have seen through this plot of mine in a moment. And, if it 

had been directed against another person, Kailas Babu would have understood the 

joke. But after all that he had heard from his friend the Government servant, and after 

all his own exaggerations, a visit from the Lieutenant-Governor seemed the most 

natural thing in the world. He became highly nervous and excited at my news. Each 

detail of the coming visit exercised him greatly,—most of all his own ignorance of 

English. How on earth was that difficulty to be met? I told him there was no difficulty 

at all: it was aristocratic not to know English: and, besides, the Lieutenant-Governor 

always brought an interpreter with him, and he had expressly mentioned that this visit 

was to be private. 

About midday, when most of our neighbors are at work, and the rest are asleep, 

a carriage and pair stopped before the lodging of Kailas Babu. Two flunkeys in livery 

came up the stairs, and announced in a loud voice, “The Chota Lât Sahib has arrived!” 

Kailas Babu was ready, waiting for him, in his old-fashioned ceremonial robes and 

ancestral turban, and Ganesh was by his side, dressed in his master’s best suit of 

clothes for the occasion. 

When the Chota Lât Sahib was announced, Kailas Babu ran panting and puffing 

and trembling to the door, and led in a friend of mine, in disguise, with repeated 

salaams, bowing low at each step and walking backward as best he could. He had his 

old family shawl spread over a hard wooden chair and he asked the Lât Sahib to be 

seated. He then made a high-flown speech in Urdu, the ancient Court language of the 

Sahibs, and presented on the golden salver a string of gold mohurs, the last relics of 

his broken fortune. The old family servant Ganesh, with an expression of awe 

bordering on terror, stood behind with the scent-sprinkler, drenching the Lât Sahib, 

and touched him gingerly from time to time with the otto-of-roses from the filigree 

box. 

Kailas Babu repeatedly expressed his regret at not being able to receive His 

Honor Bahadur with all the ancestral magnificence of his own family estate at 

Nayanjore. There he could have welcomed him properly with due ceremonial. But in 

Calcutta he was a mere stranger and sojourner,—in fact a fish out of water. 

My friend, with his tall silk hat on, very gravely nodded. I need hardly say that 

according to English custom the hat ought to have been removed inside the room. But 

my friend did not dare to take it off for fear of detection: and Kailas Babu and his old 

servant Ganesh were sublimely unconscious of the breach of etiquette. 

After a ten minutes’ interview, which consisted chiefly of nodding the head, my 

friend rose to his feet to depart. The two flunkeys in livery, as had been planned 

beforehand, carried off in state the string of gold mohurs, the gold salver, the old 

ancestral shawl, the silver scent-sprinkler, and the otto-of-roses filigree box; they 

placed them ceremoniously in the carriage. Kailas Babu regarded this as the usual 

habit of Chota Lât Sahibs. 

I was watching all the while from the next room. My sides were aching with 

suppressed laughter. When I could hold myself in no longer, I rushed into a further 

room, suddenly to discover, in a corner, a young girl sobbing as if her heart would 

break. When she saw my uproarious laughter she stood upright in passion, flashing the 

lightning of her big dark eyes in mine, and said with a tear-choked voice: “Tell me! 



23 
 

What harm has my grandfather done to you? Why have you come to deceive him? 

Why have you come here? Why——” 

She could say no more. She covered her face with her hands and broke into sobs. 

My laughter vanished in a moment. It had never occurred to me that there was 

anything but a supremely funny joke in this act of mine, and here I discovered that I 

had given the cruelest pain to this tenderest little heart. All the ugliness of my cruelty 

rose up to condemn me. I slunk out of the room in silence, like a kicked dog. 

Hitherto I had only looked upon Kusum, the grand-daughter of Kailas Babu, as a 

somewhat worthless commodity in the marriage market, waiting in vain to attract a 

husband. But now I found, with a shock of surprise, that in the corner of that room a 

human heart was beating. 

The whole night through I had very little sleep. My mind was in a tumult. On 

the next day, very early in the morning, I took all those stolen goods back to Kailas 

Babu’s lodgings, wishing to hand them over in secret to the servant Ganesh. I waited 

outside the door, and, not finding any one, went upstairs to Kailas Babu’s room. I 

heard from the passage Kusum asking her grandfather in the most winning voice: 

“Dada, dearest, do tell me all that the Chota Lât Sahib said to you yesterday. Don’t 

leave out a single word. I am dying to hear it all over again.” 

And Dada needed no encouragement. His face beamed over with pride as he related 

all manner of praises which the Lât Sahib had been good enough to utter concerning 

the ancient families of Nayanjore. The girl was seated before him, looking up into his 

face, and listening with rapt attention. She was determined, out of love for the old 

man, to play her part to the full. 

My heart was deeply touched, and tears came to my eyes. I stood there in 

silence in the passage, while Thakur Dada finished all his embellishments of the Chota 

Lât Sahib’s wonderful visit. When he left the room at last, I took the stolen goods and 

laid them at the feet of the girl and came away without a word. 

Later in the day I called again to see Kailas Babu himself. According to our ugly 

modern custom, I had been in the habit of making no greeting at all to this old man 

when I came into the room. But on this day I made a low bow and touched his feet. I 

am convinced the old man thought that the coming of the Chota Lât Sahib to his house 

was the cause of my new politeness. He was highly gratified by it, and an air of 

benign serenity shone from his eyes. His friends had looked in, and he had already 

begun to tell again at full length the story of the Lieutenant-Governor’s visit with still 

further adornments of a most fantastic kind. The interview was already becoming an 

epic, both in quality and in length. 

When the other visitors had taken their leave, I made my proposal to the old 

man in a humble manner. I told him that, “though I could never for a moment hope to 

be worthy of marriage connection with such an illustrious family, yet … etc. etc.” 

When I made clear my proposal of marriage, the old man embraced me and broke out 

in a tumult of joy: “I am a poor man, and could never have expected such great good 

fortune.” 

That was the first and last time in his life that Kailas Babu confessed to being 

poor. It was also the first and last time in his life that he forgot, if only for a single 

moment, the ancestral dignity that belongs to the Babus of Nayanjore. 



24 
 

3.    A  Gateman’s Gift 

--by   R.K. Narayan 
 

Born, in Chennai, India 

October 10, 1906 

 

Died 

May 13, 2001 

 

      (Full name Rasipuram Krishnaswami 

Narayan) Indian novelist, short story 

writer, essayist, memoirist, travel writer, 

journalist, critic,  and editor. 

R.K. Narayan is among th best known 

and most widely read Indian novelist who 

wrote in English. 

R.K. Narayan was born in Madras, South India, in 1906, and educated there and at 

Maharaja's College in Mysore. His first novel, Swami and Friends and its successor, 

The Bachelor of Arts, are both set in the enchanting fictional territory of Malgudi and 

are only two out of the twelve novels he based there. In 1958 Narayan's work  The 

Guide won him the National Prize of the Indian Literary Academy, his country's 

highest literary honor. 

In addition to his novels, Narayan has authored five collections of short stories, 

including A Horse and Two Goats, Malguidi Days, and Under the Banyan Tree, two 

travel books, two volumes of essays, a volume of memoirs, and the re-told legends 

Gods, Demons and Others, The Ramayana, and the Mahabharata. In 1980 he was 

awarded the A.C. Benson Medal by the Royal Society of Literature and in 1982 he 

was made an Honorary Member of the American Academy and Institute of Arts and 

letters. 

Most of Narayan's work, starting with his first novel Swami and Friends (1935), 

captures many Indian traits while retaining a unique identity of its own. He was 

sometimes compared to the American writer William Faulkner, whose novels were 

also grounded in a compassionate humanism and celebrated the humour and energy of 

ordinary life. 

Narayan who lived till age of ninety-four, died in 2001. He wrote for more than fifty 

years, and published until he was eighty seven. He wrote fourteen novels, five 

volumes of short stories, a number of travelogues and collections of non-fiction, 

condensed versions of Indian epics in English, and the memoir My Days. 

https://2.bp.blogspot.com/-TEfJrhm-B4w/WFf3Ovobo2I/AAAAAAAABHs/0xCH4LoL15YoF5O6aKkC6GZEKeDqap_mgCLcB/s1600/R_K_Narayan.jpg
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3.  A  Gateman’s Gift 

 

WHEN a dozen persons question openly or slyly VV a man's sanity, he begins 

to entertain serious doubts himself. This is what happened to ex-gateman Govind 

Singh. And you could not blame the public either. What could you do with a man who 

carried about in his hand a registered postal cover and asked,   "Please tell me what 

there is inside ?" The obvious answer was :"Open it and see . . ." He seemed horrified 

at this suggestion. "Oh, no, no, can't do it," he declared and moved off to another 

friend and acquaintance.  Everywhere the suggestion was the same till he thought 

everyone had turned mad. And then somebody said :"If you don't like to open it and 

yet want to know what is inside you must take it to the X-ray Institute." This was 

suggested by an ex-compounder who lived in the next street. 

"What is it?" asked Govind Singh. It was explained to him. " Where is it ? 

 " He was directed to the City X-ray Institute. 

But before saying anything further about his progress, it would be useful to go back to 

an earlier chapter in his history. After war service in 1914-18,he came to be 

recommended for a gatekeeper's post at Engladia's. He liked the job very much. He 

was given a khaki uniform, a resplendent band across his shoulder and a short stick. 

He gripped the stick and sat down on a stool at the entrance to the office. And when 

his chief's car pulled up at the gate he stood at attention and gave a military salute. 

The office consisted of a staff numbering over a hundred and as they trooped in and 

out every day he kept an eye on them.  

At the end of the day he awaited the footsteps of the General Manager coining down 

the stairs and rose stiffly and stood at attention, and after he left the hundreds of staff 

poured out. The doors were shut ;Singh carried his stool in, placed it under the 

staircase, and placed his stick across it. Then he came out and the main door was 

locked and sealed. In this way he had spent twenty-five years of service, and then he 

begged to be pensioned off. He would not have thought of retirement yet, but for the 

fact that he found his sight and hearing playing tricks on him ;he could not catch the 

Manager's footsteps on the stairs, and it was hard to recognize him even at ten yards. 

He was ushered into the presence of the chief, who looked up for a moment from his 

papers and muttered :" We are very pleased with your work for us, and the company 

will give you a pension of twelve rupees for your life . . ."  Singh clicked his heels, 

saluted, turned on his heel and went out of the room, with his heart brimming with 

gratitude and pride. This was the second occasion when the great man had spoken to 

him, the first being on the first day of his service. As he had stood at his post, the 

chief, entering the office just then, looked up for a moment and asked,  

" Who are you ?" 

          " I'm the new gatekeeper, master," he had answered .And he spoke again only 

on this day. Though so little was said, Singh felt electrified on both occasions by the 

words of his master. In Singh's eyes the chief had acquired a sort of Godhood, and it 

would be quite adequate if a god spoke to one only once or twice in a lifetime. In 

moments of contemplation Singh's mind dwelt on the words of his master, and on his 

personality.  
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His life moved on smoothly. The pension together with what his wife earned by 

washing and sweeping in a couple of houses was quite sufficient for him. He ate his 

food, went out and met a few friends, slept, and spent some evenings sitting at a 

cigarette shop which his cousin owned. This tenor of life was disturbed on 

the first of every month when he donned his old khaki suit, walked to his old office, 

and salaamed the Accountant at the counter and received his pension. Sometimes if it 

was closing he waited on the roadside for the General Manager to come down, and 

saluted him as he got into his car. 

 There was a lot of time all around him, an immense sea of leisure. In this state 

he made a new discovery about himself, that he could make fascinating models out of 

clay and wood dust. The discovery came suddenly, when one day a child in the 

neighbourhood brought to him its little doll for repair. He not only repaired it but 

made a new thing of it. This discovery pleased him so much that he very soon became 

absorbed in it. His backyard gave him a plentiful supply of pliant clay, and the 

carpenter's shop next to his cousin's cigarette shop sawdust. He purchased paint for a 

few annas. And lo ! he found his hours gliding. He sat there in the front part of his 

home, bent over his clay, and brought into existence a miniature universe ; all the 

colours of life were there, all the forms and creatures, but of the size of his middle 

finger ; whole villages and towns were there, all the persons he had seen passing 

before his office when he was sentry there that beggar woman coming at midday, and 

that cucumber vendor ; he had the eye of a cartoonist for human faces. Everything 

went down into clay. It was a wonderful miniature reflection of the world ; and he 

mounted them  neatly on thin wooden slices, which enhanced their attractiveness. He 

kept these in his cousin's shop and they attracted huge crowds every day and sold very 

briskly. More than the sales Singh felt an ecstasy when he saw admiring crowds 

clustering around his handiwork. 

 On his next pension day he carried to his office a street scene (which he ranked 

as his best), and handed it over the counter to the Accountant with the request : " Give 

this to the Sahib, please !" 

"All right,’' said the Accountant with a smile. It created a sensation in the office 

and disturbed the routine of office working for nearly half an hour. On the next 

pension day he carried another model(children at play) and handed it over the counter 

." Did Sahib like the last one ?" 

 "Yes, he liked it." 

"Please give this one to him " and he passed it over the counter. He made it a 

convention to carryon every pension day an offering for his master, and each time his 

greatest reward was the Accountant's stock reply to his question :" What did the Sahib 

say ?" 

" He said it was very good." 

At last he made his masterpiece. A model of his office frontage with himself at 

his post, a car at the entrance, and the chief getting down : this composite model was 

so realistic that while he sat looking at it, he seemed to be carried back to his office 

days. He passed it over the counter on his pension day and it created a very great 

sensation in the office."Fellow, you have not left yourself out, either !"people cried 
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and looked admiringly at Singh. A sudden fear seized Singh and he asked :" The 

master won't be angry, I hope?" 

 "No, no, why should he be ?"said the Accountant ,and Singh received his 

pension and went home.  

A week later when he was sitting on the pyol kneading clay, the postman came 

and said :" A registered letter for you . . ." 

" For me !"Any letter would have upset Singh ;he had received less than three 

letters in his lifetime, and each time it was a torture for him till the contents were read 

out. Now a registered letter ! This was his first registered letter. "Only lawyers send 

registered letters, isn't it so ?" 

"Usually," said the postman. 

“Please take it back. I don't want it," said Singh.  

“Shall I say 'Refused'?" asked the postman. 

           "No, no," said Singh. "Just take it back and say you have not found me . . ." 

           " That I can't do . . ." said the postman looking serious 

     Singh seemed to have no option but to scrawl his signature and receive the packet. 

He sat gloomily gazing at the floor. His wife who had gone out and just returned saw 

him in this condition and asked :"What is it?" His voice choked as he replied : "It has 

come." He flung at her the registered letter. "What is it? "she asked. He said: "How 

should I know. Perhaps our ruin . . ." He broke down. His wife watched him for a 

moment, went in to attend to some domestic duty and returned, still found him in the 

same condition, and asked :" Why not open it and see, ask someone to read it ?" He 

threw up his arms in horror :"Woman, you don't know what you are saying. It cannot 

be opened. They have perhaps written that my pension is stopped, and God knows 

what else the Sahib has said , 

     " Why not go to the office and find out from them ?" 

     " Not I ! I will never show my face there again....." replied Singh. 

   "I have lived without a single remark being made against me, all my life. Now !" He 

shuddered at the thought of it."I knew I was getting into trouble when I made that 

office model. . ." After deeper reflection he said :"Every time I took something there, 

people crowded round, stopped all work for nearly an hour . . . That must also have 

reached the Sahib's ears." 

He wandered about saying the same thing, with the letter in his pocket. He lost 

taste for food, wandered about unkempt, with his hair standing up like a halo an 

unaccustomed sight, his years in military service having given him a habitual tidiness. 

His wife lost all peace of mind and became miserable about him. He 

stood at the cross-roads, clutching the letter in his hand. He kept asking everyone he 

came across :"Tell me, what there is in this ?" but he would not brook the suggestion 

to open it and see its contents. 

 So forthwith Singh found his way to the City X-ray Institute at Race Course 

Road. As he entered the gate he observed dozens of cars parked along the drive, and a 

Gurkha watchman at the gate. Some people were sitting on sofas reading books and 

journals. They turned and threw a brief look at him and resumed their studies. As 

Singh stood uncertainly at the doorway, an assistant came up and asked :" What do 

you want ?"Singh gave a salute, held up the letter uncertainly and muttered :" Can I 
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know what is inside this ?" The assistant made the obvious suggestion. But Singh 

replied :"They said you could tell me what's inside without opening it "The assistant 

asked :" Where do you come from ?"Singh explained his life, work and outlook and 

concluded:" I've lived without remark all my life. I knew trouble was coming" There 

were tears on his cheeks. The assistant looked at him curiously as scores of others had 

done before, smiled, and said :   

" Go home and rest. You are not all right . . . . Go, go home." 

" Can't you say what is in this ?"Singh asked pathetically. The assistant took it 

in his hand ,examined it and said :"Shall I open it ?" "No ,no, no," Singh cried and 

snatched it back. There was a look of terror in his eyes. The assembly looked up from 

their pages and watched him with mild amusement in their eyes. The assistant kindly 

put his arm son his shoulder and led him out." You get well first, and then come back. 

I tell you - you are not all right." 

       Walking back home, he pondered over it." Why are they all behaving like this, as 

if I were a mad man ?" When this word came to his mind, he stopped abruptly in the 

middle of the road, and cried :."Oh! That's it, is that it? Mad! Mad!" He shook his 

head gleefully as if the full truth had just dawned upon him. He now understood the 

looks that people threw at him. " Oh ! oh !" he cried aloud. He laughed. He felt a 

curious relief at this realization. "I have been mad and didn't know it . . ." He cast his 

mind back. Every little action of his for the last so many days seemed mad ; 

particularly the doll making." What sane man would make clay dolls after 25 years of 

respectable service in an office ?"  

He felt a tremendous freedom of limbs, and didn't feel it possible to walk at an 

ordinary pace. He wanted to fly. He swung his arms up and down and ran on with a 

whoop. He ran through the Market Road. When people stood about and watched he 

cried :"Hey, don't laugh at a mad man, for who knows, you will also be mad when you 

come to make clay dolls," and charged into their midst with a war cry. When he saw 

children coming out of a school, he felt it would be nice to amuse their young hearts 

by behaving like a tiger. So he fell on his hands and kneels and crawled up to them 

with a growl. 

 He went home in a terrifying condition. His wife who was grinding chilly in 

the backyard looked up and asked :" What is this ?" His hair was covered with street 

dust ; his body was splashed with mud. He could not answer because he choked with 

mirth as he said :"Fancy what has happened !" 

"What is it?" 

" I'm mad, mad." He looked at his work-basket in a corner, scooped out the clay 

and made a helmet of it and put it on his head. Ranged on the floor was his latest 

handiwork. After his last visit to the office he had been engaged in making a model 

village. It was a resplendent group ; a dun road, red tiles, green coconut trees swaying, 

and the colour of the sarees of the village women carrying water pots. He derived the 

inspiration for it from a memory of his own village days. It was the most enjoyable 

piece of work that he had so far undertaken. He lived in a kind of ecstasy while doing 

it."I am going to keep this for myself. A memento of my father's village, "he declared. 

"will show it at an exhibition, where they will give me a medal.'9 He guarded it like a 
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treasure : when it was wet he never allowed his wife to walk within ten yards of it 

:"Keep off, we don't want your foot dust for this village . . ." 

Now in his madness, he looked down on it. He raised his foot and stamped 

everything down into a multi-coloured jam. They were still half wet. He saw a donkey 

grazing in the street. He gathered up the jam and flung it at the donkey with the 

remark :" Eat this if you like. It is a nice  village . . ." And he went out on a second 

round. This was a quieter outing. He strode on at an even pace, breathing deeply, with 

the clay helmet on, out of which peeped his grey hair, his arms locked behind, his 

fingers clutching the fateful letter, his face tilted towards the sky. He walked down the 

Market Road, with a feeling that he was the sole occupant of this globe :his madness 

had given him a sense of limitless freedom, strength and buoyancy. The remarks and 

jeers of the crowds gaping at him did not in the least touch him.  

While he walked thus, his eye fell on the bulb of a tall street lamp :" Bulb of the 

size of a Papaya fruit !"he muttered and chuckled. It had been a long cherished desire 

in him to fling a stone at it ; now he felt, in his joyous and free condition, that he was 

free from the trammels of convention and need not pushback any inclination. He 

picked up a pebble and threw it with good aim. The shattering noise of glass was as 

music to his ears. A policeman put his hand on his shoulder :" Why did you do it 

?"Singh looked indignant :"I like to crack glass Papaya fruit, that is all1 was the reply. 

The constable said :" Come to the station." 

"Oh, yes, when I was in Mesopotamia they put me on half ration once," he said, 

and walked on to the station. He paused, tilted his head to the side and remarked :" 

This road is not straight ..."  A few carriages and cycles were coming up to him. He 

found that everything was wrong about them. They seemed to need some advice in the 

matter. He stopped in the middle of the road, stretched out his arms and shouted : " 

Halt !"  The carriages stopped, the cyclists jumped off and Singh began a lecture :" 

When I was in Mesopotamia I will tell you fellows who don't know anything about 

anything." The policeman dragged him away to the side, and waved to the traffic to 

resume. One of the cyclists who resumed, jumped off the saddle again and came 

towards him with :" Why ! It is Singh, Singh, what fancy dress is this ? What is the 

matter ?" Even through the haze of his in sane vision Singh could recognize the voice 

and the person the Accountant at the office. Singh clicked his heels and gave a salute 

:"Excuse me sir, didn't intend to stop you. You may pass . . ."He pointed the way 

generously, and the Accountant saw the letter in his hand. He recognized it although it 

was mud-stained and crumpled. 

"Singh, you got our letter ?" 

"Yes, sir, Pass. Do not speak of it . , ." 

" What is the matter ?" He snatched it from his hand. " Why haven't you opened 

it !"  He tore open the envelope and took out of it a letter and read aloud :" The 

General Manager greatly appreciates the very artistic models you have sent, and he is 

pleased to sanction a reward of Rs. 100 and hope sit will be an encouragement for you 

to keep up this interesting hobby." 

It was translated to him word for word, and the enclosure, a cheque for one 

hundred rupees, was handed to him. A big crowd gathered to watch this scene. Singh 

pressed the letter to his eyes. He beat his brow, and wailed : 
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"Tell me, sir, am I mad or not ?" 

" You look quite well, you aren't mad," said the Accountant. Singh fell at his 

feet and said with tears choking his voice :" You are a god, sir, to say that I am not 

mad. I am so happy to hear it." 

On the next pension day he turned up spruce a sever at the office counter. As 

they handed him the envelope they asked :" What toys are you making now ?" 

"Nothing sir. Never again. It is no occupation for a sane man . . ." he said, 

received his pension, and stiffly walked out of the office. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


