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ALTERNATIVE ENGLISH                                                                 Full Marks: 100 

        Unit 1                                  Full Marks:  60  

Group (A):  Poetry                          Marks       :  30  

There will be ten objective type questions carrying one mark each and four broad type 
questions carrying five marks each. 

1. Ode to the West Wind  
                    :      PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 

                                       I 

O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 
 
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes; O thou  
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 
 
The wingèd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 
 
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill; 
 
Wild Spirit, which are moving everywhere; 

  Destroyer and preserver; hear, O hear!                                  
               
                                                                        II 

Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's 
commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of heaven and ocean, 
 
Angels of rain and lightning there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine aery surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 
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Of some fierce Mænad, even from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith's height, 
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 
 
 
Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 
 
Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst: Oh hear! 
 

III 
Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
Lull'd by the coil of his crystàlline streams, 
 
Beside a pumice isle in Baiæ's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 
 
All overgrown with azure moss, and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 
 
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves: Oh hear! 

IV 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
 
The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 
 
The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seem'd a vision—I would ne'er have striven 
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As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
O! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 
 
A heavy weight of hours has chain'd and bow'd 
One too like thee—tameless, and swift, and proud. 

 
V 

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 
What if my leaves are falling like its own? 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 
 
Will take from both a deep autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 
 
Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like wither'd leaves, to quicken a new birth 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 
 
Scatter, as from an un extinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to un awakened earth 
The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 

 

-------****----------- 
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2. Futility 

: Wilfred Owen 

Move him into the sun - 

Gently its touch awoke him once, 

At home, whispering of fields unsown. 

Always it woke him, even in France, 

Until this morning and this snow. 

If anything might rouse him now 

The kind old sun will know. 

 

Think how it wakes the seeds,-- 

Woke, once, the clays of a cold star. 

Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are sides,-- 

Full-nerved, - still warm- too hard to stir? 

Was it for this the clay grew tall? 

O what made fatuous sunbeams toil 

To break earth's sleep at all? 

-----------*****---------- 
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3.The Lady of Shallot 

A.L.Tennyson 

Part I  

On either side the river lie 
Long fields of barley and of rye, 
That clothe the wold and meet the sky; 
And thro' the field the road runs by 
To many-tower'd Camelot; 
And up and down the people go, 
Gazing where the lilies blow 
Round an island there below, 
The island of Shalott. 
 
Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 
Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro' the wave that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 
Flowing down to Camelot. 
Four gray walls, and four gray towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
By the margin, willow veil'd, 
Slide the heavy barges trail'd 
By slow horses; and unhail'd 
The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd 
Skimming down to Camelot: 
But who hath seen her wave her hand? 
Or at the casement seen her stand? 
Or is she known in all the land, 
The Lady of Shalott? 
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Only reapers, reaping early 
In among the bearded barley, 
Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
From the river winding clearly, 
Down to tower'd Camelot: 
And by the moon the reaper weary, 
Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 
Listening, whispers ‘Tis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott.’ 

Part II  

There she weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colours gay. 
She has heard a whisper say, 
A curse is on her if she stay 
To look down to Camelot. 
She knows not what the curse may be, 
And so she weaveth steadily, 
And little other care hath she, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
And moving thro' a mirror clear 
That hangs before her all the year, 
Shadows of the world appear. 
There she sees the highway near 
Winding down to Camelot: 
There the river eddy whirls, 
And there the surly village-churls, 
And the red cloaks of market girls, 
Pass onward from Shalott. 
 
 

contd. next page 

 



7 
 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 
An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad, 
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad, 
Goes by to tower'd Camelot; 
And sometimes thro' the mirror blue 

 
The knights come riding two and two: 
She hath no loyal knight and true, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
But in her web she still delights 
To weave the mirror's magic sights, 
For often thro' the silent nights 
A funeral, with plumes and lights 
And music, went to Camelot: 
Or when the moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed: 
‘I am half sick of shadows’,said 
The Lady of Shalott.  

Part III  

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 
He rode between the barley-sheaves, 
The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves, 
And flamed upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 
A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd 
To a lady in his shield, 
That sparkled on the yellow field, 
Beside remote Shalott. 
 
The gemmy bridle glitter'd free, 
Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 
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The bridle bells rang merrily 
As he rode down to Camelot: 
And from his blazon'd baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 
                                   

And as he rode his armour rung, 
Beside remote Shalott. 
 
All in the blue unclouded weather 
Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather, 
The helmet and the helmet-feather 
Burn'd like one burning flame together, 
As he rode down to Camelot. 
As often thro' the purple night, 
Below the starry clusters bright, 
Some bearded meteor, trailing light, 
Moves over still Shalott. 
 
His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd; 
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode; 
From underneath his helmet flow'd 
His coal-black curls as on he rode, 
As he rode down to Camelot. 
From the bank and from the river 
He flash'd into the crystal mirror, 
"Tirra lirra," by the river 
Sang Sir Lancelot. 
 
She left the web, she left the loom, 
She made three paces thro' the room, 
She saw the water-lily bloom, 
She saw the helmet and the plume, 
She look'd down to Camelot. 
Out flew the web and floated wide; 
The mirror crack'd from side to side; 
"The curse is come upon me," cried 
The Lady of Shalott.  

contd. next page 
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Part IV 

In the stormy east-wind straining, 
The pale yellow woods were waning, 
 

The broad stream in his banks complaining, 
Heavily the low sky raining 
Over tower'd Camelot; 
Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat, 
And round about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
And down the river's dim expanse 
Like some bold seer in a trance, 
Seeing all his own mischance-- 
With a glassy countenance 
Did she look to Camelot. 
And at the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lay; 
The broad stream bore her far away, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
Lying, robed in snowy white 
That loosely flew to left and right-- 
The leaves upon her falling light-- 
Thro' the noises of the night 
She floated down to Camelot: 
And as the boat-head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among, 
They heard her singing her last song, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 
Till her blood was frozen slowly, 
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And her eyes were darken'd wholly, 
Turn'd to tower'd Camelot. 
For ere she reach'd upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing in her song she died, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
Under tower and balcony, 

By garden-wall and gallery, 
A gleaming shape she floated by, 
Dead-pale between the houses high, 
Silent into Camelot. 
Out upon the wharfs they came, 
Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 
And round the prow they read her name, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
 
Who is this? and what is here? 
And in the lighted palace near 
Died the sound of royal cheer; 
And they cross'd themselves for fear, 
All the knights at Camelot: 
But Lancelot mused a little space; 
He said, ‘She has a lovely face; 
God in his mercy lend her grace, 
The Lady of Shalott.’ 

 

----------------*****--------------------- 
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                 4. In the Bazaars of Hyderabad  
                                                  :Sarojini Naidu 

 
What do you sell, 0 ye merchants? 

 
Richly your wares are displayed, 

 
Turbans of crimson and silver,  

 
Tunics of purple brocade, 

 
Mirrors with panels of amber,  

 
Daggers with handles of jade.  

 
 

What do you weigh, 0 ye vendors? 
 

Saffron and lentil and rice. 
 

What do you grind, 0 ye maidens?  
 

Sandalwood, henna and spice.  
 

What do you call, 0 ye pedlars?  
 

Chessmen and ivory dice.  
 
 

What do you make, 0 ye goldsmiths? 
 

Wristlet and anklet and ring,  
 

Bells for the feet of blue pigeons, 
Frail as a dragon-fly's wing,  

 
Girdles of gold for the dancers, 

 
Scabbards of gold for the king.  

 
                                                             ……………..contd. next page 
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What do you cry, 0 ye fruitmen?  

 
Citron, pomegranate and plum.  

 
What do you play, 0 musicians?  

 
Cithar, sarangi and drum.  

 
What do you chant, 0 magicians?  

 
Spells for the aeons to come.  

 
 

What do you weave, 0 ye flower-girls? 
 

With tassels of azure and red?  
 

Crowns for the brow of a bridegroom,  
 

Chaplets to garland his bed,  
 

Sheets of white blossoms new-gathered  
 

To perfume the sleep of the dead. 
 

----------------*****--------------------- 
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5.Heaven of Freedom 
                                                      :Rabindranath Tagore 

                               Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high; 

                                          Where knowledge is free; 

                               Where the world has not been broken up into 

                                          fragments by narrow domestic walls; 

 Where words come out from the depth of truth; 

                               Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection; 

         Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its 

    way into the dreary desert sand of dead habit; 

     Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever- 

                                         widening thought and action - 

    Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my 

                                          country awake. 

 

-------------*******--------------- 
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6.  Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening 
                                                                                   
                                                                  :Robert Frost 
 
 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village though; 

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

 

My little horse must think it queer 

To stop without a farmhouse near 

Between the woods and frozen lake 

The darkest evening of the year. 

 

He gives his harness bells a shake 

To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound's the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake. 

 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep. 

But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep. 

 

 
 -----------*****------------ 
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Group (B): Prose                                                           Full Marks: 30  

There will be ten objective type questions carrying one mark each and four broad 
type questions carrying five marks each. 

                               1.  After Twenty Years 
           :O HENRY 

 
The policeman on the beat moved up the avenue impressively. The 
impressiveness was habitual and not for show, for spectators were 
few. The time was barely 10 o'clock at night, but chilly gusts of 
wind with a taste of rain in them had well nigh depeopled the 
streets. 
Trying doors as he went, twirling his club with many intricate and 
artful movements, turning now and then to cast his watchful eye adown 
the pacific thoroughfare, the officer, with his stalwart form and 
slight swagger, made a fine picture of a guardian of the peace. The 
vicinity was one that kept early hours. Now and then you might see 
the lights of a cigar store or of an all-night lunch counter; but the 
majority of the doors belonged to business places that had long since 
been closed. 
 
When about midway of a certain block the policeman suddenly slowed 
his walk. In the doorway of a darkened hardware store a man leaned, 
with an unlighted cigar in his mouth. As the policeman walked up to 
him the man spoke up quickly. 
 
"It's all right, officer," he said, reassuringly. "I'm just waiting 
for a friend. It's an appointment made twenty years ago. Sounds a 
little funny to you, doesn't it? Well, I'll explain if you'd like to 
make certain it's all straight. About that long ago there used to be 
a restaurant where this store stands--'Big Joe' Brady's restaurant." 
"Until five years ago," said the policeman. "It was torn down then." 
The man in the doorway struck a match and lit his cigar. The light 
showed a pale, square-jawed face with keen eyes, and a little white 
scar near his right eyebrow. His scarfpin was a large diamond, oddly 
set. 
"Twenty years ago to-night," said the man, "I dined here at 'Big Joe' 
Brady's with Jimmy Wells, my best chum, and the finest chap in the 
world. He and I were raised here in New York, just like two 
brothers, together. I was eighteen and Jimmy was twenty. The next  
morning I was to start for the West to make my fortune. You couldn't 
have dragged Jimmy out of New York; he thought it was the only place 
on earth .   
                                                                                       ….contd. next page                                     
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 Well, we agreed that night that we would meet here again  
exactly twenty years from that date and time, no matter what our 
conditions might be or from what distance we might have to come. We 
figured that in twenty years each of us ought to have our destiny 
worked out and our fortunes made, whatever they were going to be." 
 
"It sounds pretty interesting," said the policeman. "Rather a long 
time between meets, though, it seems to me. Haven't you heard from 
your friend since you left?" 
 
"Well, yes, for a time we corresponded," said the other. "But after 
a year or two we lost track of each other. You see, the West is a 
pretty big proposition, and I kept hustling around over it pretty 
lively. But I know Jimmy will meet me here if he's alive, for he 
always was the truest, stanchest old chap in the world. He'll never 
forget. I came a thousand miles to stand in this door to-night, and 
it's worth it if my old partner turns up." 
 
The waiting man pulled out a handsome watch, the lids of it set with 
small diamonds. 
 
"Three minutes to ten," he announced. "It was exactly ten o'clock 
when we parted here at the restaurant door." 
 
"Did pretty well out West, didn't you?" asked the policeman. 
 
"You bet! I hope Jimmy has done half as well. He was a kind of 
plodder, though, good fellow as he was. I've had to compete with 
some of the sharpest wits going to get my pile. A man gets in a 
groove in New York. It takes the West to put a razor-edge on him." 
 
The policeman twirled his club and took a step or two. 
"I'll be on my way. Hope your friend comes around all right. Going 
to call time on him sharp?" 
"I should say not!" said the other. "I'll give him half an hour at 
least. If Jimmy is alive on earth he'll be here by that time. So 
long, officer." 
"Good-night, sir," said the policeman, passing on along his beat, 
trying doors as he went. 
There was now a fine, cold drizzle falling, and the wind had risen 
from its uncertain puffs into a steady blow. The few foot passengers                                                 
astir in that quarter hurried dismally and silently along with coat 
collars turned high and pocketed hands.                                                                                            
                                                                                    ……..contd. next page 
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And in the door of the hardware store the man who had come a thousand miles  
to fill an appointment, uncertain almost to absurdity, with the friend of his 
youth, smoked his cigar and waited. 
   
About twenty minutes he waited, and then a tall man in a long 
overcoat, with collar turned up to his ears, hurried across from the 
opposite side of the street. He went directly to the waiting man. 
 
"Is that you, Bob?" he asked, doubtfully. 
 
"Is that you, Jimmy Wells?" cried the man in the door. 
 
"Bless my heart!" exclaimed the new arrival, grasping both the 
other's hands with his own. "It's Bob, sure as fate. I was certain 
I'd find you here if you were still in existence. Well, well, well! 
--twenty years is a long time. The old gone, Bob; I wish it had 
lasted, so we could have had another dinner there. How has the West 
treated you, old man?" 
 
"Bully; it has given me everything I asked it for. You've changed 
lots, Jimmy. I never thought you were so tall by two or three 
inches." 
"Oh, I grew a bit after I was twenty." 
 
"Doing well in New York, Jimmy?" 
 
"Moderately. I have a position in one of the city departments. Come 
on, Bob; we'll go around to a place I know of, and have a good long 
talk about old times." 
 
The two men started up the street, arm in arm. The man from the 
West, his egotism enlarged by success, was beginning to outline the 
history of his career. The other, submerged in his overcoat, 
listened with interest. 
At the corner stood a drug store, brilliant with electric lights. 
When they came into this glare each of them turned simultaneously to 
gaze upon the other's face.                                                                                        
 
The man from the West stopped suddenly and released his arm. 
 
                                                                                ……..contd. next page                                      
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"You're not Jimmy Wells," he snapped. "Twenty years is a long time, 
but not long enough to change a man's nose from a Roman to a pug." 
 
"It sometimes changes a good man into a bad one, said the tall man. 
"You've been under arrest for ten minutes, 'Silky' Bob. Chicago 
thinks you may have dropped over our way and wires us she wants to 
have a chat with you. Going quietly, are you? That's sensible. 
Now, before we go on to the station here's a note I was asked to hand 
you. You may read it here at the window. It's from Patrolman 
Wells." 
 
The man from the West unfolded the little piece of paper handed him. 
His hand was steady when he began to read, but it trembled a little 
by the time he had finished. The note was rather short. 
 
~"Bob: I was at the appointed place on time. When you struck the 
match to light your cigar I saw it was the face of the man wanted in 
Chicago. Somehow I couldn't do it myself, so I went around and got 
a plain clothes man to do the job. JIMMY." 
 
----------- 
 

--------------******------------ 
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2     The Shot 
                                      Alexander   Pushkin 

CHAPTER I. 

We were stationed in the little town of N--.  The life of an officer in the army is 

well known.  In the morning, drill and the riding-school; dinner with the Colonel or 

at a Jewish restaurant; in the evening, punchand cards.  In N--- there was not 

one open house, not a single marriageable girl.  We used to meet in each other's 

rooms, where, except our uniforms, we never saw anything. 

One civilian only was admitted into our society.  He was about thirty-five years of 

age, and therefore we looked upon him as an old fellow. His experience gave 

him great advantage over us, and his habitual taciturnity, stern disposition, and 

caustic tongue produced a deep impression upon our young minds.  Some 

mystery surrounded his existence; he had the appearance of a Russian, although 

his name was a foreign one. He had formerly served in the Hussars, and with 

distinction.  Nobody knew the cause that had induced him to retire from the 

service and settle in a wretched little village, where he lived poorly and, at the 

same time, extravagantly.  He always went on foot, and constantly wore a 

shabby black overcoat, but the officers of our regiment were ever welcome at his 

table.  His dinners, it is true, never consisted of more than two or 

three dishes, prepared by a retired soldier, but the champagne flowed like water.  

Nobody knew what his circumstances were, or what his income………….. was, 
and nobody dared to question him about them.  He had a collection of books, 
consisting chiefly of works on military matters and a few novels. 
He willingly lent them to us to read, and never asked for them back; on the other 
hand, he never returned to the owner the books that were lent to him.  His 
principal amusement was shooting with a pistol.   

                                                                 ……contd in next page 
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The walls of  his room were riddled with bullets, and were as full of holes as a 
honey comb.   

A rich collection of pistols was the only luxury in the humble cottage where he 
lived.  The skill which he had acquired with his favorite weapon was simply 
incredible: and if he had offered to shoot a pear off somebody's forage-cap, not a 
man in our regiment would have hesitated to place the object upon his head. 

Our conversation often turned upon duels.  Silvio--so I will call him--never joined 
in it.  When asked if he had ever fought, he dryly replied that he had; but he 
entered into no particulars, and it was evident that such questions were not to his 
liking. We came to the conclusion that he had upon his conscience the memory 
of some unhappy victim of his terrible skill.  Moreover, it never entered into the 
head of any of us to suspect him of anything like cowardice.  There are persons 
whose mere look is sufficient to repel such a suspicion.  But an unexpected 
incident occurred which astounded us all. 

One day, about ten of our officers dined with Silvio.  They drank as usual, that is 

to say, a great deal.  After dinner we asked our host to hold the bank for a game 

at faro. 

For a long time he refused, for he hardly ever played, but at last he ordered cards 
to be brought, placed half a hundred ducats upon the table, and sat down to 
deal.We took our places round him, and the play began.  It was Silvio's custom to 
preserve a complete silence when playing.  He ever disputed, and never entered 
into explanations.  If the punter made a mistake in calculating, he immediately 
paid him the difference or noted down the surplus.  We were acquainted with this 
habit of his, and we always allowed him to have his own way; but among us on 
this occasion was an officer who had only recently been transferred to our 
regiment.  During the course of the game, this officer absently scored one point 
too many.  Silvio took the chalk and noted down the correct account according to 
his usual custom.The officer, thinking that he had made a mistake, began to 
enter into explanations.  Silvio continued dealing in silence.  The officer, losing 
patience, took the brush and rubbed out what he considered was wrong. 
Silvio took the chalk and corrected the score again.  The officer, heated with 
wine, play, and the laughter of his comrades, considered himself grossly insulted, 
and in his rage he seized a brass candlestick from the table, and hurled it at 
Silvio, who barely succeeded in avoiding the missile.  We were filled with 
consternation.  Silvio rose, white with rage, and with gleaming eyes, said:"My 
dear sir, have the goodness to withdraw, and thank God that this has happened 
in my house." 

      ……contd in next page 
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None of us entertained the slightest doubt as to what the result would be, and we 
already looked upon our new comrade as a dead man.  The officer withdrew, 
saying that he was ready to answer for his offence in whatever way the banker 
liked.  The play went on for a few minutes longer, but feeling that our host was no 
longer interested in the game, we withdrew one after the other, and repaired to 
our respective quarters, after having exchanged a few words upon the probability 
of there soon being a vacancy in the regiment. 

The next day, at the riding-school, we were already asking each other if the poor 
lieutenant was still alive, when he himself appeared among us. We put the same 
question to him, and he replied that he had not yet heard from Silvio.  This 
astonished us.  We went to Silvio's house and found him in he courtyard shooting 
bullet after bullet into an ace pasted upon the gate.  He received us as usual, but 
did not utter a word about the event of the previous evening.  Three days passed, 
and the lieutenant was still alive.  We asked each other in astonishment: "Can it 
be possible that Silvio is not going to fight?" 

Silvio did not fight.  He was satisfied with a very lame explanation, and became 
reconciled to his assailant. This lowered him very much in the opinion of all our 
young fellows.  Want of courage is the last thing to be pardoned by young men, 
who usually look upon bravery as the chief of all human virtues, and the excuse 
for every possible fault.  But, by degrees, everything became forgotten, and Silvio 
regained his former influence. I alone could not approach him on the old footing.  
Being endowed by nature with a romantic imagination, I had become attached 
more than all the others to the man whose life was an enigma, and who seemed 
to me the hero of some mysterious drama.  He was fond of me; at least, with me 
alone did he drop his customary sarcastic tone, and converse on different 
subjects in a simple and unusually agreeable manner.  But after this unlucky 
evening, the thought that his honor had been tarnished, and that the stain had 
been allowed to remain upon it in accordance with his own wish, was ever 
present in my mind, and prevented me treating him as before.  I was ashamed to 
look at him.  Silvio was too intelligent and experienced not to observe this and 
guess the cause of it.  This seemed to vex him; at least I observed once or twice 
a desire on his part to enter into an explanation with me, but I avoided such 
opportunities, and Silvio gave up the attempt.  From that time forward I saw him 
only in the presence of my comrades, and our confidential conversations came to 
an end. 
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The inhabitants of the capital, with minds occupied by so many matters of 
business and pleasure, have no idea of the many sensations so familiar to the 
inhabitants of villages and small towns, as, for instance, the awaiting the arrival 
of the post.  On Tuesdays and Fridays our regimental bureau used to be filled 
with officers: some expecting money, some letters, and others newspapers.   

The packets were usually opened on the spot, items of news were 
communicated from one to another, and the bureau used to present a very 
animated picture.                       

Silvio used to have his letters addressed to our regiment, and he was generally 
there to receive them. 

One day he received a letter, the seal of which he broke with a look of great 
impatience.  As he read the contents, his eyes sparkled.  The officers, each 
occupied with his own letters, did not observe anything. 

"Gentlemen," said Silvio, "circumstances demand my immediate departure;I 
leave to-night.  I hope that you will not refuse to dine with me for the last time.  I 
shall expect you, too," he added, turning towards me."I shall expect you without 
fail." 

With these words he hastily departed, and we, after agreeing to meet at Silvio's, 
dispersed to our various quarters. 

I arrived at Silvio's house at the appointed time, and found nearly the whole 
regiment there.  All his things were already packed; nothing remained but the 
bare, bullet-riddled walls.  We sat down to table.  Our host was in an excellent 
humor, and his gayety was quickly communicated to the rest.  Corks popped 
every moment, glasses foamed incessantly, and ,with the utmost warmth, we 
wished our departing friend a pleasant journey and every happiness.  When we 
rose from the table it was already late in the evening.  After having wished 
everybody good-bye, Silvio took me by the hand and detained me just at the 
moment when I was preparing to depart."I want to speak to you," he said in a low 
voice.I stopped behind.The guests had departed, and we two were left alone.  
Sitting down opposite each other, we silently lit our pipes.  Silvio seemed greatly 
troubled; not a trace remained of his former convulsive gayety.  The intense 
pallor of his face, his sparkling eyes, and the thick smoke issuing from his mouth, 
gave him a truly diabolical appearance.  Several minutes elapsed, and then Silvio 
broke the silence. 
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"Perhaps we shall never see each other again," said he; "before we part,I should 
like to have an explanation with you.  You may have observed that I care very 
little for the opinion of other people, but I like you,and I feel that it would be 
painful to me to leave you with a wrong impression upon your mind."                  
He paused, and began to knock the ashes out of his pipe.  I sat gazing silently at 
the ground."You thought it strange," he continued, "that I did not demand 
satisfaction from that drunken idiot R---.  You will admit, however, that having the 
choice of weapons, his life was in my hands, while my own was in no great 
danger.  I could ascribe my forbearance to generosity alone,but I will not tell a lie.  
If I could have chastised R--- without the least risk to my own life, I should never 
have pardoned him."I looked at Silvio with astonishment.  Such a confession 
completely astounded me.  Silvio continued:"Exactly so: I have no right to expose 
myself to death.  Six years ago I received a slap in the face, and my enemy still 
lives." My curiosity was greatly excited."Did you not fight with him?" I asked. 
"Circumstances probably separated you." 

"I did fight with him," replied Silvio; "and here is a souvenir of our duel."Silvio rose 
and took from a cardboard box a red cap with a gold tassel and embroidery (what 
the French call a bonnet de police); he put it on--a bullet had passed through it 
about an inch above the forehead. 

"You know," continued Silvio, "that I served in one of the Hussar regiments.  My 
character is well known to you: I am accustomed to taking the lead.  From my 
youth this has been my passion.  In our time dissoluteness was the fashion, and I 
was the most outrageous man in the army.  We used to boast of our 
drunkenness; I beat in a drinking bout the famous Bourtsoff [Footnote: A cavalry 
officer, notorious for his drunken escapades], of whom Denis Davidoff [Footnote: 
A military poet who flourished in the reign of Alexander I] has sung.  Duels in our 
regiment were constantly taking place, and in all of them I was either second or 
principal.  My comrades adored me, while the regimental commanders, who were 
constantly being changed, looked upon me as a necessary evil."I was calmly 
enjoying my reputation, when a young man belonging to a wealthy and 
distinguished family--I will not mention his name--joined 
our regiment.  Never in my life have I met with such a fortunate fellow! 
Imagine to yourself youth, wit, beauty, unbounded gayety, the most reckless 
bravery, a famous name, untold wealth--imagine all these, and you can form 
some idea of the effect that he would be sure to produce among us.  My 
supremacy was shaken.  Dazzled by my reputation, he began to seek my 
friendship, but I received him coldly, and without the least regret he held aloof 
from me.   
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 I took a hatred to him.His success in the regiment and in the society of ladies 
brought me to the verge of despair.  I began to seek a quarrel with him; to my 
epigrams he replied with epigrams which always seemed to me more 
spontaneous and more  cutting than mine, and which were decidedly more 
amusing, for he joked while I fumed.  At last, at a ball given by a Polish landed 
proprietor,seeing him the object of the attention of all the ladies, and especially of 
the mistress of the house, with whom I was upon very good terms, I whispered 
some grossly insulting remark in his ear.  He flamed up and gave me a slap in 
the face.  We grasped our swords; the ladies fainted;we were separated; and that 
same night we set out to fight."The dawn was just breaking.  I was standing at 
the appointed place with my three seconds.  With inexplicable impatience I 
awaited my opponent.The spring sun rose, and it was already growing hot.  I saw 
him coming in the distance.  He was walking on foot,accompanied by one 
second.  We advanced to meet him.  He approached, holding his cap filled with 
black cherries.  The seconds measured twelve paces for us.  I had to fire first,but 
my agitation was so great, that I could not depend upon the steadiness of my 
hand; and in order to give myself time to become calm,I ceded to him the first 
shot.  My adversary would not agree to this.  It was decided that we should cast 
lots.  The first number fell to him, the constant favorite of fortune.  He took aim, 
and his bullet went through my cap.  It was now my turn.  His life at last was in 
my hands; I looked at him eagerly, endeavoring to detect if only the faintest 
shadow of uneasiness.  But he stood in front of my pistol, picking out the ripest 
cherries from his cap and spitting out the stones, which flew almost as 
far as my feet.  His indifference annoyed me beyond measure.  'What is the use,' 
thought I, 'of depriving him of life, when he attaches no value whatever to it?'  A 
malicious thought flashed through my mind.  I lowered 
my pistol."'You don't seem to be ready for death just at present,' I said to him:'you 
wish to have your breakfast; I do not wish to hinder you.' 

"'You are not hindering me in the least,' replied he.  'Have the goodness to fire, or 
just as you please--the shot remains yours; I shall always be ready at your 
service.' 

"I turned to the seconds, informing them that I had no intention of firing that day, 
and with that the duel came to an end.                          

"I resigned my commission and retired to this little place.  Since then not a day 
has passed that I have not thought of revenge.  And now my hour has arrived." 

Silvio took from his pocket the letter that he had received that morning, and gave 
it to me to read.  Some one (it seemed to be his business agent) wrote to him 
from Moscow, that a CERTAIN PERSON was going to be married to a young 
and beautiful girl. 
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"You can guess," said Silvio, "who the certain person is.  I am going to Moscow.  
We shall see if he will look death in the face with as much indifference now, when 
he is on the eve of being married, as he did once with his cherries!" 

With these words, Silvio rose, threw his cap upon the floor, and began pacing up 
and down the room like a tiger in his cage.  I had listened to him in silence; 
strange conflicting feelings agitated me. 

The servant entered and announced that the horses were ready.  Silvio grasped 
my hand tightly, and we embraced each other.  He seated himself in his telega, 
in which lay two trunks, one containing his pistols, the other his effects.  We said 
good-bye once more, and the horses galloped off. 

 
CHAPTER II. 

Several years passed, and family circumstances compelled me to settle in the 
poor little village of M---.  Occupied with agricultural pursuits, I ceased not to sigh 
in secret for my former noisy and careless life.  The most difficult thing of all was 
having to accustom myself to passing the spring and winter evenings in perfect 
solitude.  Until the hour for dinner I managed to pass away the time somehow or 
other, talking with the bailiff, riding about to inspect the work, or going round to 
look at the new buildings; but as soon as it began to get dark, I positively did not 
know what to do with myself.  The few books that I had found in the cupboards 
and storerooms I already knew by heart.  All the stories that my housekeeper 
Kirilovna could remember I had heard over and over again. 

The songs of the peasant women made me feel depressed.  I tried drinking 
spirits, but it made my head ache; and moreover, I confess I was afraid of 
becoming a drunkard from mere chagrin, that is to say, the saddest kind of 
drunkard, of which I had seen many examples in our district. 

       I had no near neighbors, except two or three topers, whose conversation 
consisted for the most part of hiccups and sighs.  Solitude was preferable to their 
society. At last I decided to go to bed as early as  possible, and to dine as late as 
possible; in this way I shortened the evening and lengthened out the day, and I 
found that the plan answered very well. 
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Four versts from my house was a rich estate belonging to the Countess B---; but 
nobody lived there except the steward.  The Countess had only visited her estate 
once, in the first year of her married life, and then she had remained there no 
longer than a month.  But in the second spring of my hermitical life a report was 
circulated that the Countess, with her husband, was coming to spend the 
summer on her estate.  The report turned out to be true, for they arrived at the 
beginning of June.  

  The arrival of a rich neighbor is an important event in the lives of country 
people.  The landed proprietors and the people of their households talk about it 
for two months beforehand and for three years afterwards.  As for me, I must 
confess that the news of the arrival of a young and beautiful neighbor affected 
me strongly.  I burned with impatience to see her, and the first Sunday after her 
arrival I set out after dinner for the village of A---, to pay my respects to the 
Countess and her husband, as their nearest neighbor and most humble servant.  
A lackey conducted me into the Count's study, and then went to announce me.  
The spacious apartment was furnished with every possible luxury.   

Around the walls were cases filled with books and surmounted by bronze busts;  

over the marble mantelpiece was a large mirror; on the floor was a green cloth 
covered with carpets.  Unaccustomed to luxury in my own poor corner, and not 
having seen the wealth of other people for a long 
time, I awaited the appearance of the Count with some little trepidation, as a 
suppliant from the provinces waits the arrival of the minister. ,……….  

The door opened, and a handsome-looking man, of about thirty- two years of 
age, entered the room. The Count approached me with a frank and friendly air; I 
endeavored to be self-possessed and began to introduce myself, but he 
anticipated me.  We sat down.  His conversation  which was easy and agreeable, 
soon dissipated my awkward bashfulness;and I was already beginning to recover 
my usual composure, when the Countess suddenly entered, and I became more 
confused than ever.  She was indeed beautiful.  The Count presented me.  I 
wished to appear at ease,but the more I tried to assume an air of unconstraint, 
the more awkward I felt.  They, in order to give me time to recover myself and to 
become accustomed to my new acquaintances, began to talk to each 
other,treating me as a good neighbor, and without ceremony.  Meanwhile, I 
walked about the room, examining the books and pictures.  I am no judge of 
pictures, but one of them attracted my attention.  It represented some view in 
Switzerland, but it was not the painting that struck me, but the circumstance that 
the canvas was shot through by two bullets, one planted just above the other. 
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"A good shot that!" said I, turning to the Count. 

"Yes," replied he, "a very remarkable shot. . . .  Do you shoot well?" he 
continued. 

"Tolerably," replied I, rejoicing that the conversation had turned at last upon a 
subject that was familiar to me.  "At thirty paces I can manage to hit a card 
without fail,--I mean, of course, with a pistol that I am used to." 

"Really?" said the Countess, with a look of the greatest interest.  "And you, my 
dear, could you hit a card at thirty paces?" "Some day," replied the Count, "we 
will try.  In my time I did not shoot badly, but it is now four years since I touched a 
pistol.""Oh!" I observed, "in that case, I don't mind laying a wager that Your 
Excellency will not hit the card at twenty paces; the pistol demands practice 
every day.  I know that from experience.  In our regiment I was reckoned one of 
the best shots.  It once happened that I did not touch a pistol for a whole month, 
as I had sent mine to be mended; and would you believe it, Your Excellency, the 
first time I began to shoot again, I missed a bottle four times in succession at 
twenty paces.  Our captain, a witty and amusing fellow, happened to be standing 
by, and he said to me:     

 'It is evident, my friend, that your hand will not lift itself against the bottle.'  No, 
Your Excellency, you must not neglect to practise, or your hand will soon lose its 
cunning.  he best shot that I ever met used to shoot at least three times every 
day before dinner.  It was as much his custom to do this as it was to drink his 
daily glass of brandy." 

The Count and Countess seemed pleased that I had begun to talk."And what sort 
of a shot was he?" asked the Count. 

"Well, it was this way with him, Your Excellency: if he saw a fly settle on the wall--
you smile, Countess, but, before Heaven, it is the truth--if he saw a fly, he would 
call out: 'Kouzka, my pistol!'  Kouzka would bring him a loaded pistol--bang! and 
the fly would be crushed against    the wall.""Wonderful!" said the Count.  "And 
what was his name?""Silvio, Your Excellency." 

"Silvio!" exclaimed the Count, starting up.  "Did you know Silvio?""How could I 
help knowing him, Your Excellency: we were intimate friends; he was received in 
our regiment like a brother officer, but it is now five years since I had any tidings 
of him.  Then Your Excellency also knew him?" 

"Oh, yes, I knew him very well.  Did he ever tell you of one very strange incident 
in his life?" 
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"Does Your Excellency refer to the slap in the face that he received from some 
blackguard at a ball?" 

"Did he tell you the name of this blackguard?" 

"No, Your Excellency, he never mentioned his name,  Ah!  Your Excellency!" I 
continued, guessing the truth: "pardon me . . . I did not know . . . could it really 
have been you?" "Yes, I myself," replied the Count, with a look of extraordinary 
agitation; "and that bullet-pierced picture is a memento of our last meeting." 

"Ah, my dear," said the Countess, "for Heaven's sake, do not speak about that; it 
would be too terrible for me to listen to." "No," replied the Count: "I will relate 
everything.  He knows how I insulted his friend, and it is only right that he should 
know how Silvio revenged himself."                              

The Count pushed a chair towards me, and with the liveliest interest I listened to 
the following story: 

"Five years ago I got married.  The first month--the honeymoon--I spent here, in 
this village.  To this house I am indebted for the happiest moments of my life, as 
well as for one of its most painful recollections. 

"One evening we went out together for a ride on horseback.  My wife's horse 
became restive; she grew frightened, gave the reins to me, and returned home 
on foot.  I rode on before.  In the courtyard I saw a travelling carriage, and I was 
told that in my study sat waiting for me a man, who would not give his name, but 
who merely said that he had business with me.  I entered the room and saw in 
the darkness a man,covered with dust and wearing a beard of several days' 
growth.  He was standing there, near the fireplace.  I approached him, trying to 
remember his features."'You do not recognize me, Count?' said he, in a quivering 
voice. 

"'Silvio!' I cried, and I confess that I felt as if my hair had suddenly stood on 
end."'Exactly,' continued he.  'There is a shot due to me, and I have come to 
discharge my pistol.  Are you ready?'"His pistol protruded from a side pocket.  I 
measured twelve paces and took my stand there in that corner, begging him to 
fire quickly, before my wife arrived.  He hesitated, and asked for a light.  Candles 
were brought in.  I closed the doors, gave orders that nobody was to enter,and 
again begged him to fire.  He drew out his pistol and took aim. . . .I counted the 
seconds. . . .  I thought of her. . . .  A terrible minute 
passed!  Silvio lowered his hand."'I regret,' said he, 'that the pistol is not loaded 
with cherry-stones . . . the bullet is heavy.  
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 It seems to me that this is not a duel, but a murder.  I am not accustomed to 
taking aim at unarmed men.   

Let us begin all over again; we will cast lots as to who shall fire first.'"My head 
went round. . . .  I think I raised some objection. . . .  At last we loaded another 
pistol, and rolled up two pieces of paper.  He placed 
these latter in his cap--the same through which I had once sent a bullet--and 
again I drew the first number. 

"'You are devilish lucky, Count,' said he, with a smile that I shall never forget.                               

"I don't know what was the matter with me, or how it was that he managed to 
make me do it . . . but I fired and hit that picture. " 

The Count pointed with his finger to the perforated picture; his face glowed like 
fire; the Countess was whiter than her own handkerchief; and I could not restrain 
an exclamation. 

"I fired," continued the Count, "and, thank Heaven, missed my aim.  Then Silvio . 
. . at that moment he was really terrible . . . Silvio raised his hand to take aim at 
me.  Suddenly the door opens, Masha rushes into the room, and with a loud 
shriek throws herself upon my neck.  Her presence restored to me all my 
courage.  

 "'My dear,' said I to her, 'don't you see that we are joking?  How frightened you 
are!  Go and drink a glass of water and then come back to us; I will introduce you 
to an old friend and comrade.' 

"Masha still doubted." 

'Tell me, is my husband speaking the truth?' said she, turning to the terrible 
Silvio: 'is it true that you are only joking?' 

"'He is always joking, Countess,' replied Silvio: 'once he gave me a slap in the 
face in a joke; on another occasion he sent a bullet through my cap in a joke; and 
just now, when he fired at me and missed me, it was all in a joke.  And now I feel 
inclined for a joke.' 

"With these words he raised his pistol to take aim at me--right before her!  Masha 
threw herself at his feet. 
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"'Rise, Masha; are you not ashamed!' I cried in a rage: 'and you, sir,will you 
cease to make fun of a poor woman?  Will you fire or not?' 

"'I will not,' replied Silvio: 'I am satisfied.  I have seen your confusion, your alarm.  
I forced you to fire at me.  That is sufficient.You will remember me.  I leave you to 
your conscience.'                                        

"Then he turned to go, but pausing in the doorway, and looking at the picture that 
my shot had passed through, he fired at it almost without taking aim, and 
disappeared.  My wife had fainted away; the servants did not venture to stop him, 
the mere look of him filled them with terror. He went out upon the steps, called 
his coachman, and drove off before I could recover myself ..” 

The Count was silent.  In this way I learned the end of the story, whose beginning 
had once made such a deep impression upon me.  The hero of it I never saw 
again.  It is said that Silvio commanded a detachment of Hetairists during the 
revolt under Alexander Ipsilanti, and that he was killed in the battle of Skoulana. 
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                         3.Toba Tek Singh 

                                                     :   Sadat Hussain Munto 

Two or three years after the 1947 Partition, it occurred to the governments 
of India and Pakistan to exchange their lunatics in the same manner as 
they had exchanged their criminals. The Muslim lunatics in India were to 
be sent over to Pakistan and the Hindu and Sikh lunatics in Pakistani 
asylums were to be handed over to India.  
 
It was difficult to say whether the proposal made any sense or not. 
However, the decision had been taken at the topmost level on both sides. 
After high-level conferences were held a day was fixed for exchange of 
the lunatics. It was agreed that those Muslims who had families in India 
would be permitted to stay back while the rest would be escorted to the 
border. Since almost all the Hindus and Sikhs had migrated from Pakistan, 
the question of retaining non-Muslim lunatics in Pakistan did not arise. All 
of them were to be taken to India. 
 
Nobody knew what transpired in India, but so far as Pakistan was 
concerned this news created quite a stir in the lunatic asylum at Lahore, 
leading to all sorts of funny developments. A Muslim lunatic, a regular 
reader of the fiery Urdu daily Zamindar, when asked what Pakistan was, 
reflected for a while and then replied, "Don't you know? A place in India 
known for manufacturing cut-throat razors." Apparently satisfied, the friend 
asked no more questions. 
          Likewise, a Sikh lunatic asked another Sikh, "Sardarji, why are we 
being deported to India? We don't even know their language." The Sikh 
gave a knowing smile. "But I know the language of Hindostoras" he 
replied. "These bloody Indians, the way they strut about!" 
One day while taking his bath, a Muslim lunatic yelled, "Pakistan 
Zindabad!" with such force that he slipped, fell down on the floor and was 
knocked unconscious. 
                     Not all the inmates were insane. Quite a few were murderers. To 
escape the gallows, their relatives had gotten them in by bribing the officials. 
They had only a vague idea about the division of India or what Pakistan was. 
They were utterly ignorant of the present situation. Newspapers hardly ever gave 
the true picture and the asylum warders were illiterates from whose conversation 
they could not glean anything. All that these inmates knew was that there was a 
man by the name of Quaid-e-Azam who had set up a separate state for Muslims, 
called Pakistan.  
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 But  they had no idea where Pakistan was. That was why they were all at a loss 
whether they were now in India or in Pakistan. If they were in  India, then where was 
Pakistan?If they were in  Pakistan, how come that only a short while ago they 
were in India? How could they be in India a short while ago and now suddenly in 
Pakistan? 
 
One of the lunatics got so bewildered with this India-Pakistan-Pakistan-India 
rigmarole that one day while sweeping the floor he climbed up a tree, and sitting 
on a branch, harangued the people below for two hours on end about the 
delicate problems of India and Pakistan. When the guards asked him to come 
down he climbed up still higher and said, "I don't want to live in India and 
Pakistan. I'm going to make my home right here on this tree." 
 
All this hubbub affected a radio engineer with an MSc degree, a Muslim, a quiet 
man who took long walks by himself. One day he stripped off all his clothes, gave 
them to a guard and ran in the garden stark naked. 
 
Another Muslim inmate from Chiniot, an erstwhile adherent of the Muslim League 
who bathed fifteen or sixteen times a day, suddenly gave up bathing. As his 
name was Mohammed Ali, he one day proclaimed that he was none other than 
Quaid-e-Azam Mohammed Ali Jinnah. Taking a cue from him a Sikh announced 
that he was Master Tara Singh, the leader of the Sikhs. This could have led to 
open violence. But before any harm could be done the two lunatics were 
declared dangerous and locked up in separate cells. 
 
Among the inmates of the asylum was a Hindu lawyer from Lahore who had 
gone mad because of unrequited love. He was deeply pained when he learnt that 
Amritsar, where the girl lived, would form part of India. He roundly abused all the 
Hindu and Muslim leaders who had conspired to divide India into two, thus 
making his beloved an Indian and him a Pakistani. When the talks on the 
exchange were finalized his mad friends asked him to take heart since now he 
could go to India. But the young lawyer did not want to leave Lahore, for he 
feared for his legal practice in Amritsar. 
 
There were two Anglo-Indians in the European ward. When informed the British 
were leaving, they spent hours together discussing the problems they would be 
faced with: Would the European ward be abolished? Would they get breakfast? 
Instead of bread, would they have to make do with measly Indian chapattis? 
 
There was a Sikh who had been admitted into the asylum fifteen years ago. 
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." The guards said that he  
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had not slept a wink in all this time. He would not even lie down to rest. His feet 
were swollen with constant standing and his calves had puffed out in the middle,  

but in spite of this agony he never cared to lie down. He listened with rapt 
attention to all discussions about the exchange of lunatics between India and 
Pakistan.                                                                                                             

If someone asked his views on the subject he would reply in a grave tone: "Uper 
the gur gur the annexe the bay dhayana the mung the dal of the Government of 
Pakistan." But later on he started substituting "the Government of Pakistan" with 
"Tobak Tek Singh,"  which was his home town. Now he begun asking where 
Toba Tek Singh was to go. But nobody seemed to know where it was. Those 
who tried to explain themselves got bogged down in another enigma: Sialkot, 
which used to be in India, now was in Pakistan. At this rate, it seemed as if 
Lahore, which was now in Pakistan, would slide over to India. Perhaps the whole 
of India might become Pakistan. It was all so confusing! And who could say if 
both India and Pakistan might not entirely disappear from the face of the earth 
one day? 
 
The hair on the Sikh lunatic's head had thinned and his beard had matted, 
making him look wild and ferocious. But he was a harmless creature. In fifteen 
years he had not even once had a row with anyone. The older employees of the 
asylum knew that he had been a well-to-do fellow who had owned considerable 
land in Toba Tek Singh. Then he had suddenly gone mad. His family had brought 
him to the asylum in chains and left him there. They came to meet him once a 
month but ever since the communal riots had begun, his relatives had stopped 
visiting him. 
 
His name was Bishan Singh but everybody called him Toba Tek Singh. He did 
not know what day it was, what month it was and how many years he had spent 
in the asylum. Yet as if by instinct he knew when his relatives were going to visit, 
and on that day he would take a long bath, scrub his body with soap, put oil in his 
hair, comb it and put on clean clothes. If his relatives asked him anything he 
would keep silent or burst out with ìUper the gur gur the annexe the bay dhayana 
the mung the dal of the laltain." 
 
When he had been brought to the asylum, he had left behind an infant daughter. 
She was now a comely and striking young girl of fifteen, who Bishan Singh failed 
to recognize. She would come to visit him, and not be able to hold back her 
tears. 
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When the India-Pakistan caboodle started Bishan Singh often asked the other 
inmates where Toba Tek Singh was. Nobody could tell him. Now even the 
visitors had stopped coming. Previously his sixth sense would tell him when the 
visitors were due to come. But not anymore. His inner voice seemed to have 
stilled. 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 the feeling that they came 
from Toba Tek Singh, his old home. 
 
One of the lunatics had declared himself God. One day Bishan Singh asked him 
where Toba Tek Singh was. As was his habit the man greeted Bishan Singh's 
question with a loud laugh and then said, "It's neither in India nor in Pakistan. In 
fact, it is nowhere because till now I have not taken any decision about its 
location."  

Bishan begged the man who called himself God to pass the necessary orders 
and solve the problem. But 'God' seemed to be very busy other matters. At last 
Bishan Singh's patience ran out and he cried out: "Uper the gur gur the annexe 
the mung the dal of Guruji da Khalsa and Guruji ki fatehÖjo boley so nihal sat sri 
akal." 
 
What he wanted to say was: "You don't answer my prayers because you a 
Muslim God. Had you been a Sikh God, you would have surely helped me out." 
 
A few days before the exchange was due to take place, a Muslim from Toba Tek 
Singh who happened to be a friend of Bishan Singh came to meet him. He had 
never visited him before. On seeing him, Bishan Singh tried to slink away, but the 
warder barred his way. "Don't you recognize your friend Fazal Din?" he said. "He 
has come to meet you." Bishan Singh looked furtively at Fazal Din, then started 
to mumble something. Fazal Din placed his hand on Bishan Singh's shoulder. "I 
have been thinking of visiting you for a long time," he said. "But I couldn't get the 
time. Your family is well and has gone to India safely. I did what I could to help. 
As for your daughter, Roop KaurÖ" --he hesitated--'She is safe tooÖin India." 
 
Bishan Singh kept quiet. Fazal Din continued: "Your family wanted me to make 
sure you were well. Soon you'll be moving to India. Please give my salaam to 
bhai Balbir Singh and bhai Raghbir Singh and bahain Amrit Kaur. Tell Balbir that 
Fazal Din is well. The two brown buffaloes he left behind are well too. Both of 
them gave birth to calves, but, unfortunately, one of them died. Say I think of 
them often and to write to me if there is anything I can do." 
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Then he added "Here, I've brought some plums for you." 
 
Bishan Singh took the gift from Fazal Din and handed it to the guard. "Where is 
Toba Tek Singh?" he asked. 
 
"Where? Why, it is where it has always been." 
 
"In India or Pakistan? 
 
"In India?” Ö no, in Pakistan." 
 
Without saying another word, Bishan Singh walked away, muttering "Uper the 
gur gur the annexe the bay dhyana the mung the dal of the Pakistan and India 
dur fittey moun." 
 
At long last the arrangements for the exchange were complete. The lists of 
lunatics who were to be sent over from either side were exchanged and the date 
fixed. 
 

On a cold winter evening truckloads of Hindu and Sikh lunatics from the Lahore 
asylum were moved out to the Indian border under police escort. Senior officials 
went with them to ensure a smooth exchange. The two sides met at the Wagah 
border check-post, signed documents and the transfer got underway. 
 
Getting the lunatics out of the trucks and handing them over to the opposite side 
proved to be a tough job. Some refused to get down from the trucks. Those who 
could be persuaded to do so began to run in all directions. Some were stark 
naked. As soon as they were dressed they tore off their clothes again. They 
swore, they sang, they fought with each other. Others wept. Female lunatics, 
who were also being exchanged, were even noisier. It was pure bedlam. Their 
teeth chattered in the bitter 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 to a strange 
place. Slogans of 'Pakistan Zindabad' and 'Pakistan Murdabad' were raised, and 
only timely intervention prevented serious clashes. 
 
When Bishan Singh's turn came to give his personal details to be recorded in the 
register, he asked the official "Where's Toba Tek Singh? In India or Pakistan?" 
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The officer laughed loudly, "In Pakistan, of course." 
Hearing that Bishan Singh turned and ran back to join his companions. The 
Pakistani guards caught hold of him and tried to push him across the line to 
India. Bishan Singh wouldn't move. "This is Toba Tek Singh," he announced. 
"Uper the gur gur the annexe the be dyhana mung the dal of Toba Tek Singh and 
Pakistan." 
 
It was explained to him over and over again that Toba Tek Singh was in India, or 
very soon would be, but all this persuasion had no effect.  
 
They even tried to drag him to the other side, but it was no use. There he stood 
on his swollen legs as if no power on earth could dislodge him. Soon, since he 
was a harmless old man, the officials left him alone for the time being and 
proceeded with the rest of the exchange. 
 
Just before sunrise, Bishan Singh let out a horrible scream. As everybody rushed 
towards him, the man who had stood erect on his legs for fifteen years, now 
pitched face-forward on to the ground. On one side, behind barbed wire, stood 
together the lunatics of India and on the other side, behind more barbed wire, 
stood the lunatics of Pakistan. In between, on a bit of earth which had no name, 
lay Toba Tek Singh.  

----------*****--------------- 
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4.The Happy Prince 

:   Oscar Wilde 
 

High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince. He 
was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two bright 
sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt. 
He was very much admired indeed. "He is as beautiful as a weathercock," 
remarked one of the Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation for having 
artistic tastes; "only not quite so useful," he added, fearing lest people should 
think him unpractical, which he really was not. 
"Why can't you be like the Happy Prince?" asked a sensible mother of her little 
boy who was crying for the moon. "The Happy Prince never dreams of crying for 
anything." 
"I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy," muttered a 
disappointed man as he gazed at the wonderful statue. 
"He looks just like an angel," said the Charity Children as they came out of the 
cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white pinafores. 
"How do you know?" said the Mathematical Master, "you have never seen one." 
"Ah! but we have, in our dreams," answered the children; and the Mathematical 
Master frowned and looked very severe, for he did not approve of children 
dreaming. 
One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends had gone away to 
Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he was in love with the 
most beautiful Reed. He had met her early in the spring as he was flying down 
the river after a big yellow moth, and had been so attracted by her slender waist 
that he had stopped to talk to her. 
"Shall I love you?" said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point at once, and 
the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round her, touching the 
water with his wings, and making silver ripples. This was his courtship, and it 
lasted all through the summer. 
"It is a ridiculous attachment," twittered the other Swallows; "she has no money, 
and far too many relations"; and indeed the river was quite full of Reeds. Then, 
when the autumn came they all flew away.                                     
After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady- love. "She has no 
conversation," he said, "and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for she is always 
flirting with the wind." And certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the 
most graceful curtseys. "I admit that she is domestic," he continued, "but I love 
travelling, and my wife, consequently, should love travelling also."  
"Will you come away with me?" he said finally to her; but the Reed shook her 
head, she was so attached to her home.  
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"You have been trifling with me," he cried. "I am off to the Pyramids. Good-
bye!" and he flew away. 
All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city. "Where shall I 
put up?" he said; "I hope the town has made preparations." 
Then he saw the statue on the tall column. 
"I will put up there," he cried; "it is a fine position, with plenty of fresh air." 
So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince. 
"I have a golden bedroom," he said softly to himself as he looked round, and 
he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head under his 
wing a large drop of water fell on him. "What a curious thing!" he cried; 
"there is not a single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite clear and bright, 
and yet it is raining. The climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful. The 
Reed used to like the rain, but that was merely her selfishness." 
Then another drop fell. 
"What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?" he said; "I must 
look for a good chimney-pot," and he determined to fly away. 
But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he looked up, and 
saw - Ah! what did he see? 
The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were running 
down his golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the moonlight that the 
little Swallow was filled with pity. 
"Who are you?" he said. 
"I am the Happy Prince." 
"Why are you weeping then?" asked the Swallow; "you have quite drenched 
me." 
"When I was alive and had a human heart," answered the statue, "I did not 
know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans- Souci, where sorrow 
is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I played with my companions in the 
garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great Hall. Round the 
garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it, 
everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy 
Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so I 
died. And now that I am dead they have set me up here so high that I can 
see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is 
made of lead yet I cannot chose but weep." 
"What! is he not solid gold?" said the Swallow to himself. He was too polite to 
make any personal remarks out loud. 
"Far away," continued the statue in a low musical voice, "far away in a little 
street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and through it I 
can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and worn, and she has 
coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a seamstress. She is 
embroidering passion- flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the 
Queen's maids-of- honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the 
corner of the room her little boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for  

      ……contd. next page   



39 
 

 
 
 
oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but river water, so he is crying. 
Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby out of my 
sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move."  

"I am waited for in Egypt," said the Swallow. "My friends are flying up and down 
the Nile, and talking to the large lotus- flowers. Soon they will go to sleep in the 
tomb of the great King. The King is there himself in his painted coffin. He is 
wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices. Round his neck is a chain of 
pale green jade, and his hands are like withered leaves." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay with me for 
one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the mother so sad." 

"I don't think I like boys," answered the Swallow. "Last summer, when I was 
staying on the river, there were two rude boys, the miller's sons, who were 
always throwing stones at me. They never hit me, of course; we swallows fly far 
too well for that, and besides, I come of a family famous for its agility; but still, it 
was a mark of disrespect." 

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry. "It is very 
cold here," he said; "but I will stay with you for one night, and be your 
messenger." 

"Thank you, little Swallow," said the Prince. 

So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince's sword, and flew away 
with it in his beak over the roofs of the town. 

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were 
sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A beautiful 
girl came out on the balcony with her lover. "How wonderful the stars are," he 
said to her, "and how wonderful is the power of love!" 

"I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball," she answered; "I have 
ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the seamstresses are so 
lazy." 

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts of the ships. 
He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with each other, 
and weighing out money in copper scales. At last he came to the poor house and  
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looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his bed, and the mother had fallen 
asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on the table 
beside the woman's thimble. Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the 
boy's forehead with his wings. "How cool I feel," said the boy, "I must be getting 
better"; and he sank into a delicious slumber. 

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he had done. 
"It is curious," he remarked, "but I feel quite warm now, although it is so cold." 

"That is because you have done a good action," said the Prince. And the little 
Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking always made him 
sleepy. 

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath. "What a remarkable 
phenomenon," said the Professor of Ornithology as he was passing over the 
bridge. "A swallow in winter!" And he wrote a long letter about it to the local 
newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so many words that they could not 
understand. 

"To-night I go to Egypt," said the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at the 
prospect. He visited all the public monuments, and sat a long time on top of the 
church steeple. Wherever he went the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each 
other, "What a distinguished stranger!" so he enjoyed himself very 
much.……………………………………………………………… 

When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. "Have you any 
commissions for Egypt?" he cried; "I am just starting." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay with me one 
night longer?" 

"I am waited for in Egypt," answered the Swallow. "To-morrow my friends will fly 
up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there among the bulrushes, 
and on a great granite throne sits the God Memnon. All night long he watches the 
stars, and when the morning star shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is 
silent. At noon the yellow lions come down to the water's edge to drink. They 
have eyes like green beryls, and their roar is louder than the roar of the cataract. 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "far away across the city I see 
a young man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk covered with papers, and in a 
tumbler by his side there is a bunch of withered violets. His hair is brown and 
crisp, and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and he has large and dreamy eyes. 
He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to 
write any more. There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him faint." 
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"I will wait with you one night longer," said the Swallow, who really had a good 
heart. "Shall I take him another ruby?" 

"Alas! I have no ruby now," said the Prince; "my eyes are all that I have left. They 
are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a thousand years 
ago. Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller, and 
buy food and firewood, and finish his play." 

"Dear Prince," said the Swallow, "I cannot do that"; and he began to weep. 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command you." 

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince's eye, and flew away to the student's 
garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the roof. Through this 
he darted, and came into the room. The young man had his head buried in his 
hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the bird's wings, and when he looked up 
he found the beautiful sapphire lying on the withered violets. 

"I am beginning to be appreciated," he cried; "this is from some great admirer. 
Now I can finish my play," and he looked quite happy. 

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat on the mast of a 
large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold with 
ropes. "Heave a-hoy!" they shouted as each chest came up. "I am going to 
Egypt"! cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when the moon rose he flew 
back to the Happy Prince. 

"I am come to bid you good-bye," he cried. 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay with me one 
night longer?"  

"It is winter," answered the Swallow, "and the chill snow will soon be here. In 
Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles lie in the mud 
and look lazily about them. My companions are building a nest in the Temple of 
Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are watching them, and cooing to each 
other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget you, and next spring I 
will bring you back two beautiful jewels in place of those you have given away. 
The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as 
the great sea." 

"In the square below," said the Happy Prince, "there stands a little match-girl. 
She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they are all spoiled. Her father will 
beat her if she does not bring home some money, and she is crying. She has no 
shoes or stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it 
to her, and her father will not beat her."                       ……contd. next page   
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"I will stay with you one night longer," said the Swallow, "but I cannot pluck out 
your eye. You would be quite blind then." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command you." 

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and darted down with it. He swooped 
past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her hand. "What a 
lovely bit of glass," cried the little girl; and she ran home, laughing. 

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. "You are blind now," he said, "so I 
will stay with you always." 

"No, little Swallow," said the poor Prince, "you must go away to Egypt." 

"I will stay with you always," said the Swallow, and he slept at the Prince's feet. 

All the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder, and told him stories of what he 
had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red ibises, who stand in long rows 
on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold-fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is 
as old as the world itself, and lives in the desert, and knows everything; of the 
merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their camels, and carry amber beads 
in their hands; of the King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as 
ebony, and worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a 
palm-tree, and has twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies 
who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war with the 
butterflies. 

"Dear little Swallow," said the Prince, "you tell me of marvellous things, but more 
marvellous than anything is the suffering of men and of women. There is no 
Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you 
see there." 

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry in their 
beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He flew into dark 
lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children looking out listlessly at the 
black streets. Under the archway of a bridge two little boys were lying in one 
another's arms to try and keep themselves warm. "How hungry we are!" they 
said. "You must not lie here," shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out 
into the rain. 

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen. 
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"I am covered with fine gold," said the Prince, "you must take it off, leaf by leaf, 
and give it to my poor; the living always think that gold can make them happy."  

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy Prince looked 
quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought to the poor, and the 
children's faces grew rosier, and they laughed and played games in the street. 
"We have bread now!" they cried. 

Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The streets looked as if 
they were made of silver, they were so bright and glistening; long icicles like 
crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of the houses, everybody went about 
in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and skated on the ice. 

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave the 
Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the baker's door 
when the baker was not looking and tried to keep himself warm by flapping his 
wings. 

But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly up to the 
Prince's shoulder once more. "Good-bye, dear Prince!" he murmured, "will you let 
me kiss your hand?" 

"I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow," said the Prince, "you 
have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you." 

"It is not to Egypt that I am going," said the Swallow. "I am going to the House of 
Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?" 

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet. 

At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something had 
broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped right in two. It certainly 
was a dreadfully hard frost. 

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in company 
with the Town Councillors. As they passed the column he looked up at the 
statue: "Dear me! how shabby the Happy Prince looks!" he said. 

"How shabby indeed!" cried the Town Councillors, who always agreed with the 
Mayor; and they went up to look at it. 
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"The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is golden no 
longer," said the Mayor in fact, "he is litttle beter than a beggar!" 

"Little better than a beggar," said the Town Councillors. 

"And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!" continued the Mayor. "We must 
really issue a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to die here." And the 
Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion. 

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. "As he is no longer beautiful 
he is no longer useful," said the Art Professor at the University. 

Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a meeting of the 
Corporation to decide what was to be done with the metal. "We must have 
another statue, of course," he said, "and it shall be a statue of myself." 

"Of myself," said each of the Town Councillors, and they quarrelled. When I last 
heard of them they were quarrelling still.                                                                                             

"What a strange thing!" said the overseer of the workmen at the foundry. "This 
broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw it away." So they 
threw it on a dust-heap where the dead Swallow was also lying. 

"Bring me the two most precious things in the city," said God to one of His 
Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead bird. 

          "You have rightly chosen," said God, "for in my garden of Paradise this 
little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince shall 
praise me." 
               

------------******--------------- 
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5. The Rocking Horse Winner 
                                                                        : D.H .Lawrence 

There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the advantages, yet 
she had no luck. She married for love, and the love turned to dust. She had 
bonny children, yet she felt they had been thrust upon her, and she could not 
love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault with her. And 
hurriedly she felt she must cover up some fault in herself. Yet what it was that 
she must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, when her children were 
present, she always felt the centre of her heart go hard. This troubled her, and in 
her manner she was all the more gentle and anxious for her children, as if she 
loved them very much. Only she herself knew that at the centre of her heart was 
a hard little place that could not feel love, no, not for anybody. Everybody else 
said of her: "She is such a good mother. She adores her children." Only she 
herself, and her children themselves, knew it was not so. They read it in each 
other's eyes.  
There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant house, with a 
garden, and they had discreet servants, and felt themselves superior to anyone 
in the neighbourhood.  
Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the house. There was 
never enough money. The mother had a small income, and the father had a 
small income, but not nearly enough for the social position which they had to 
keep up. The father went into town to some office. But though he had good 
prospects, these prospects never materialised. There was always the grinding 
sense of the shortage of money, though the style was always kept up.  
At last the mother said: "I will see if I can't make something." But she did not 
know where to begin.  
She racked her brains, and tried this thing and the other, but could not find 
anything successful.  
The failure made deep lines come into her face. Her children were growing up, 
they would have to go to school. There must be more money, there must be 
more money. The father, who was always very handsome and expensive in his 
tastes, seemed as if he never would be able to do anything worth doing. And the 
mother, who had a great belief in herself, did not succeed any better, and her 
tastes were just as expensive.  
And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: There must be 
more money! There must be more money! The children could hear it all the time 
though nobody said it aloud. They heard it at Christmas, when the expensive and 
splendid toys filled the nursery. Behind the shining modern rocking-horse, behind 
the smart doll's house, a voice would start whispering: "There must be more 
money! There must be more money!" And the children would stop playing, to 
listen for a moment. They would look into each other's eyes, to see if they had all 
heard. And each one saw in the eyes of the other two that they too had heard. 
"There must be more money! There must be more money!"  
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It came whispering from the springs of the still-swaying rocking-horse, and even 
the horse, bending his wooden, champing head, heard it. The big doll, sitting so 
pink and smirking in her new pram, could hear it quite plainly, and seemed to be 
smirking all the more self-consciously because of it. The foolish puppy, too, that 
took the place of the teddy-bear, he was looking so extraordinarily foolish for no 
other reason but that he heard the secret whisper all over the house: "There must 
be more money!"  
Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and therefore no 
one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: "We are breathing!" in spite of the fact 
that breath is coming and going all the time.  
"Mother," said the boy Paul one day, "why don't we keep a car of our own? Why 
do we always use uncle's, or else a taxi?"  
"Because we're the poor members of the family," said the mother.  
"But why are we, mother?"  
"Well - I suppose," she said slowly and bitterly, "it's because your father has no 
luck."  
The boy was silent for some time.  
"Is luck money, mother?" he asked, rather timidly.  
"No, Paul. Not quite. It's what causes you to have money."  
"Oh!" said Paul vaguely. "I thought when Uncle Oscar said filthy lucker, it meant 
money."  
"Filthy lucre does mean money," said the mother. "But it's lucre, not luck."  
"Oh!" said the boy. "Then what is luck, mother?"  
"It's what causes you to have money. If you're lucky you have money. That's why 
it's better to be born lucky than rich. If you're rich, you may lose your money. But 
if you're lucky, you will always get more money."  
"Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?"  
"Very unlucky, I should say," she said bitterly.  
The boy watched her with unsure eyes.  
"Why?" he asked.  
"I don't know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and another unlucky."  
"Don't they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?"  
"Perhaps God. But He never tells."  
"He ought to, then. And aren't you lucky either, mother?"  
"I can't be, it I married an unlucky husband."  
"But by yourself, aren't you?"  
"I used to think I was, before I married. Now I think I am very unlucky indeed."  
"Why?"  
"Well - never mind! Perhaps I'm not really," she said.  
The child looked at her to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the lines of her 
mouth, that she was only trying to hide something from him.  
"Well, anyhow," he said stoutly, "I'm a lucky person."  
"Why?" said his mother, with a sudden laugh.  
He stared at her. He didn't even know why he had said it.  
"God told me," he asserted, brazening it out.                                                             
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"I hope He did, dear!", she said, again with a laugh, but rather bitter.  
"He did, mother!"  
"Excellent!" said the mother, using one of her husband's exclamations.  
The boy saw she did not believe him; or rather, that she paid no attention to his 
assertion. This angered him somewhere, and made him want to compel her 
attention.  
He went off by himself, vaguely, in a childish way, seeking for the clue to 'luck'. 
Absorbed, taking no heed of other people, he went about with a sort of stealth, 
seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he wanted it. When the 
two girls were playing dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his big rocking-horse, 
charging madly into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls peer at him 
uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark hair of the boy tossed, his 
eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not speak to him.  
When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he climbed down and 
stood in front of his rocking-horse, staring fixedly into its lowered face. Its red 
mouth was slightly open, its big eye was wide and glassy-bright.  
"Now!" he would silently command the snorting steed. "Now take me to where 
there is luck! Now take me!"  
And he would slash the horse on the neck with the little whip he had asked Uncle 
Oscar for. He knew the horse could take him to where there was luck, if only he 
forced it. So he would mount again and start on his furious ride, hoping at last to 
get there.  
"You'll break your horse, Paul!" said the nurse.  
"He's always riding like that! I wish he'd leave off!" said his elder sister Joan.  
But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him up. She could make 
nothing of him. Anyhow, he was growing beyond her.  
One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was on one of his 
furious rides. He did not speak to them.  
"Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?" said his uncle.  
"Aren't you growing too big for a rocking-horse? You're not a very little boy any 
longer, you know," said his mother.  
But Paul only gave a blue glare from his big, rather close-set eyes. He would 
speak to nobody when he was in full tilt. His mother watched him with an anxious 
expression on her face.  
At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into the mechanical gallop and slid 
down.  
"Well, I got there!" he announced fiercely, his blue eyes still flaring, and his sturdy 
long legs straddling apart.  
"Where did you get to?" asked his mother.  
"Where I wanted to go," he flared back at her.  
"That's right, son!" said Uncle Oscar. "Don't you stop till you get there. What's the 
horse's name?" .                                     
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"He doesn't have a name," said the boy.  
"Gets on without all right?" asked the uncle 
 
"Well, he has different names. He was called Sansovino last week."  
"Sansovino, eh? Won the Ascot. How did you know this name?"  
"He always talks about horse-races with Bassett," said Joan.  
The uncle was delighted to find that his small nephew was posted with all the 
racing news. Bassett, the young gardener, who had been wounded in the left foot 
in the war and had got his present job through Oscar Cresswell, whose batman 
he had been, was a perfect blade of the 'turf'. He lived in the racing events, and 
the small boy lived with him.  
Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bassett.  
"Master Paul comes and asks me, so I can't do more than tell him, sir," said 
Bassett, his face terribly serious, as if he were speaking of religious matters.  
"And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?"  
"Well - I don't want to give him away - he's a young sport, a fine sport, sir. Would 
you mind asking him himself? He sort of takes a pleasure in it, and perhaps he'd 
feel I was giving him away, sir, if you don't mind.  
Bassett was serious as a church.  
The uncle went back to his nephew and took him off for a ride in the car.  
"Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?" the uncle asked.  
The boy watched the handsome man closely.  
"Why, do you think I oughtn't to?" he parried.  
"Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for the Lincoln."  
The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscar's place in 
Hampshire.  
"Honour bright?" said the nephew.  
"Honour bright, son!" said the uncle.  
"Well, then, Daffodil."  
"Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What about Mirza?"  
"I only know the winner," said the boy. "That's Daffodil."  
"Daffodil, eh?"  
There was a pause. Daffodil was an obscure horse comparatively.  
"Uncle!"  
"Yes, son?"  
"You won't let it go any further, will you? I promised Bassett."  
"Bassett be damned, old man! What's he got to do with it?"  
"We're partners. We've been partners from the first. Uncle, he lent me my first 
five shillings, which I lost. I promised him, honour bright, it was only between me 
and him; only you gave me that ten-shilling note I started winning with, so I 
thought you were lucky. You won't let it go any further, will you?"  
The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set rather close 
together. The uncle stirred and laughed uneasily.  
"Right you are, son! I'll keep your tip private. How much are you putting on him?"  
"All except twenty pounds," said the boy. "I keep that in reserve."                            
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The uncle thought it a good joke 
 
"You keep twenty pounds in reserve, do you, you young romancer? What are you 
betting, then?"  
"I'm betting three hundred," said the boy gravely. "But it's between you and me, 
Uncle Oscar! Honour bright?"  
"It's between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould," he said, laughing. "But 
where's your three hundred?"  
"Bassett keeps it for me. We're partners."  
"You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?"  
"He won't go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he'll go a hundred and fifty."  
"What, pennies?" laughed the uncle.  
"Pounds," said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. "Bassett keeps a 
bigger reserve than I do."  
Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He pursued the matter 
no further, but he determined to take his nephew with him to the Lincoln races.  
"Now, son," he said, "I'm putting twenty on Mirza, and I'll put five on for you on 
any horse you fancy. What's your pick?"  
"Daffodil, uncle."  
"No, not the fiver on Daffodil!"  
"I should if it was my own fiver," said the child.  
"Good! Good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you on Daffodil."  
The child had never been to a race-meeting before, and his eyes were blue fire. 
He pursed his mouth tight and watched. A Frenchman just in front had put his 
money on Lancelot. Wild with excitement, he flayed his arms up and down, 
yelling "Lancelot!, Lancelot!" in his French accent.  
Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third. The child, flushed and with 
eyes blazing, was curiously serene. His uncle brought him four five-pound notes, 
four to one.  
"What am I to do with these?" he cried, waving them before the boys eyes.  
"I suppose we'll talk to Bassett," said the boy. "I expect I have fifteen hundred 
now; and twenty in reserve; and this twenty."  
His uncle studied him for some moments.  
"Look here, son!" he said. "You're not serious about Bassett and that fifteen 
hundred, are you?"  
"Yes, I am. But it's between you and me, uncle. Honour bright?"  
"Honour bright all right, son! But I must talk to Bassett."  
"If you'd like to be a partner, uncle, with Bassett and me, we could all be 
partners. Only, you'd have to promise, honour bright, uncle, not to let it go 
beyond us three. Bassett and I are lucky, and you must be lucky, because it was 
your ten shillings I started winning with ..."  
Uncle Oscar took both Bassett and Paul into Richmond Park for an afternoon, 
and there they talked.  
"It's like this, you see, sir," Bassett said. "Master Paul would get me talking about 
racing events, spinning yarns, you know, sir.  
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And he was always keen on knowing if I'd made or if I'd lost. It's about a year 
since, now, that I put five  
shillings on Blush of Dawn for him: and we lost. Then the luck turned, with that 
ten shillings he had from you: that we put on Singhalese. And since that time, it's 
been pretty steady, all things considering. What do you say, Master Paul?"  
"We're all right when we're sure," said Paul. "It's when we're not quite sure that 
we go down."  
"Oh, but we're careful then," said Bassett.  
"But when are you sure?" smiled Uncle Oscar.  
"It's Master Paul, sir," said Bassett in a secret, religious voice. "It's as if he had it 
from heaven. Like Daffodil, now, for the Lincoln. That was as sure as eggs."  
"Did you put anything on Daffodil?" asked Oscar Cresswell.  
"Yes, sir, I made my bit."  
"And my nephew?"  
Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul.  
"I made twelve hundred, didn't I, Bassett? I told uncle I was putting three hundred 
on Daffodil."  
"That's right," said Bassett, nodding.  
"But where's the money?" asked the uncle.  
"I keep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any minute he likes to 
ask for it."  
"What, fifteen hundred pounds?"  
"And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on the course."  
"It's amazing!" said the uncle.  
"If Master Paul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were you: if you'll excuse 
me," said Bassett.  
Oscar Cresswell thought about it.  
"I'll see the money," he said.  
They drove home again, and, sure enough, Bassett came round to the garden-
house with fifteen hundred pounds in notes. The twenty pounds reserve was left 
with Joe Glee, in the Turf Commission deposit.  
"You see, it's all right, uncle, when I'm sure! Then we go strong, for all we're 
worth, don't we, Bassett?"  
"We do that, Master Paul."  
"And when are you sure?" said the uncle, laughing.  
"Oh, well, sometimes I'm absolutely sure, like about Daffodil," said the boy; "and 
sometimes I have an idea; and sometimes I haven't even an idea, have I, 
Bassett? Then we're careful, because we mostly go down."  
"You do, do you! And when you're sure, like about Daffodil, what makes you 
sure, sonny?"  
"Oh, well, I don't know," said the boy uneasily. "I'm sure, you know, uncle; that's 
all."  
"It's as if he had it from heaven, sir," Bassett reiterated.  
"I should say so!" said the uncle.  
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But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on Paul was 'sure' 
about Lively Spark, which was a quite inconsiderable horse. The boy insisted on 
putting a thousand on the horse, Bassett went for five hundred, and Oscar 
Cresswell two hundred. Lively Spark came in first, and the betting had been ten 
to one against him. Paul had made ten thousand.  

"You see," he said. "I was absolutely sure of him."  

Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand.  
"Look here, son," he said, "this sort of thing makes me nervous."  
"It needn't, uncle! Perhaps I shan't be sure again for a long time."  
"But what are you going to do with your money?" asked the uncle.  
"Of course," said the boy, "I started it for mother. She said she had no luck, 
because father is unlucky, so I thought if I was lucky, it might stop whispering."  
"What might stop whispering?"  
"Our house. I hate our house for whispering."  
"What does it whisper?"  
"Why - why" - the boy fidgeted - "why, I don't know. But it's always short of 
money, you know, uncle."  
"I know it, son, I know it."  
"You know people send mother writs, don't you, uncle?"  
"I'm afraid I do," said the uncle.  
"And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you behind your back. It's 
awful, that is! I thought if I was lucky -"  
"You might stop it," added the uncle.  
The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny cold fire in them, 
and he said never a word.  
"Well, then!" said the uncle. "What are we doing?"  
"I shouldn't like mother to know I was lucky," said the boy.  
"Why not, son?"  
"She'd stop me."  
"I don't think she would."  
"Oh!" - and the boy writhed in an odd way - "I don't want her to know, uncle."  
"All right, son! We'll manage it without her knowing."  
They managed it very easily. Paul, at the other's suggestion, handed over five 
thousand pounds to his uncle, who deposited it with the family lawyer, who was 
then to inform Paul's mother that a relative had put five thousand pounds into his 
hands, which sum was to be paid out a thousand pounds at a time, on the 
mother's birthday, for the next five years.  
"So she'll have a birthday present of a thousand pounds for five successive 
years," said Uncle Oscar. "I hope it won't make it all the harder for her later."  
Paul's mother had her birthday in November. The house had been 'whispering' 
worse than ever lately, and, even in spite of his luck, Paul could not bear up 
against it. He was very anxious to see the effect of the birthday letter, telling his 
mother about the thousand pounds. 
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When there were no visitors, Paul now took his meals with his parents, as he 
was beyond the nursery control. His mother went into town nearly every day. She 
had discovered that she had an odd knack of sketching furs and dress materials, 
so she worked secretly in the studio of a friend who was the chief 'artist' for the 
leading drapers. She drew the figures of ladies in furs and ladies in silk and 
sequins for the newspaper advertisements. This young woman artist earned 
several thousand pounds a year, but Paul's mother only made several hundreds, 
and she was again dissatisfied. She so wanted to be first in something, and she 
did not succeed, even in making sketches for drapery advertisements.  
She was down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. Paul watched her 
face as she read her letters. He knew the lawyer's letter. As his mother read it, 
her face hardened and became more expressionless. Then a cold, determined 
look came on her mouth. She hid the letter under the pile of others, and said not 
a word about it.  
"Didn't you have anything nice in the post for your birthday, mother?" said Paul.  
"Quite moderately nice," she said, her voice cold and hard and absent.  
She went away to town without saying more.  
But in the afternoon Uncle Oscar appeared. He said Paul's mother had had a 
long interview with the lawyer, asking if the whole five thousand could not be 
advanced at once, as she was in debt.  
"What do you think, uncle?" said the boy.  
"I leave it to you, son."  
"Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the other," said the boy.  
"A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie!" said Uncle Oscar.  
"But I'm sure to know for the Grand National; or the Lincolnshire; or else the 
Derby. I'm sure to know for one of them," said Paul.  
So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul's mother touched the whole five 
thousand. Then something very curious happened. The voices in the house 
suddenly went mad, like a chorus of frogs on a spring evening. There were 
certain new furnishings, and Paul had a tutor. He was really going to Eton, his 
father's school, in the following autumn. There were flowers in the winter, and a 
blossoming of the luxury Paul's mother had been used to. And yet the voices in 
the house, behind the sprays of mimosa and almond-blossom, and from under 
the piles of iridescent cushions, simply trilled and screamed in a sort of ecstasy: 
"There must be more money! Oh-h-h; there must be more money. Oh, now, now-
w! Now-w-w - there must be more money! - more than ever! More than ever!"  
It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and Greek with his tutor. 
But his intense hours were spent with Bassett. The Grand National had gone by: 
he had not 'known', and had lost a hundred pounds. Summer was at hand. He 
was in agony for the Lincoln. But even for the Lincoln he didn't 'know', and he lost 
fifty pounds. He became wild-eyed and strange, as if something were going to 
explode in him.  
"Let it alone, son! Don't you bother about it!" urged Uncle Oscar. But it was as if 
the boy couldn't really hear what his uncle was saying.  
 
                                                                                              …contd. next page 



53 
 

         "I've got to know for the Derby! I've got to know for the Derby!" the child 
reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing with a sort of madness.  
His mother noticed how overwrought he was.  
"You'd better go to the seaside. Wouldn't you like to go now to the seaside, 
instead of waiting? I think you'd better," she said, looking down at him anxiously, 
her heart curiously heavy because of him.  
But the child lifted his uncanny blue eyes.  
"I couldn't possibly go before the Derby, mother!" he said. "I couldn't possibly!"  
"Why not?" she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was opposed. "Why 
not? You can still go from the seaside to see the Derby with your Uncle Oscar, if 
that that's what you wish. No need for you to wait here. Besides, I think you care 
too much about these races. It's a bad sign. My family has been a gambling 
family, and you won't know till you grow up how much damage it has done. But it 
has done damage. I shall have to send Bassett away, and ask Uncle Oscar not 
to talk racing to you, unless you promise to be reasonable about it: go away to 
the seaside and forget it. You're all nerves!"  
"I'll do what you like, mother, so long as you don't send me away till after the 
Derby," the boy said.  
"Send you away from where? Just from this house?"  
"Yes," he said, gazing at her.  
"Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this house so much, 
suddenly? I never knew you loved it."  
He gazed at her without speaking. He had a secret within a secret, something he 
had not divulged, even to Bassett or to his Uncle Oscar.  
But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for some moments, 
said: "Very well, then! Don't go to the seaside till after the Derby, if you don't wish 
it. But promise me you won't think so much about horse-racing and events as you 
call them!"  
"Oh no," said the boy casually. "I won't think much about them, mother. You 
needn't worry. I wouldn't worry, mother, if I were you."  
"If you were me and I were you," said his mother, "I wonder what we should do!"  
"But you know you needn't worry, mother, don't you?" the boy repeated.  
"I should be awfully glad to know it," she said wearily.  
"Oh, well, you can, you know. I mean, you ought to know you needn't worry," he 
insisted.  
"Ought I? Then I'll see about it," she said.  
Paul's secret of secrets was his wooden horse, that which had no name. Since 
he was emancipated from a nurse and a nursery-governess, he had had his 
rocking-horse removed to his own bedroom at the top of the house.  
"Surely you're too big for a rocking-horse!" his mother had remonstrated.  
"Well, you see, mother, till I can have a real horse, I like to have some sort of 
animal about," had been his quaint answer.  
"Do you feel he keeps you company?" she laughed.  
"Oh yes! He's very good, he always keeps me company, when I'm there," said 
Paul.                                                                                                                       
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So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested prance in the boy's bedroom.  
The Derby was drawing near, and the boy grew more and more tense. He hardly 
heard what was spoken to him, he was very frail, and his eyes were really 
uncanny. His mother had sudden strange seizures of uneasiness about him. 
Sometimes, for half an hour, she would feel a sudden anxiety about him that was 
almost anguish. She wanted to rush to him at once, and know he was safe.  
Two nights before the Derby, she was at a big party in town, when one of her 
rushes of anxiety about her boy, her first-born, gripped her heart till she could 
hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might and main, for she believed in 
common sense. But it was too strong. She had to leave the dance and go 
downstairs to telephone to the country. The children's nursery-governess was 
terribly surprised and startled at being rung up in the night.  
"Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?"  
"Oh yes, they are quite all right."  
"Master Paul? Is he all right?"  
"He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at him?"  
"No," said Paul's mother reluctantly. "No! Don't trouble. It's all right. Don't sit up. 
We shall be home fairly soon." She did not want her son's privacy intruded upon.  
"Very good," said the governess.  
It was about one o'clock when Paul's mother and father drove up to their house. 
All was still. Paul's mother went to her room and slipped off her white fur cloak. 
She had told her maid not to wait up for her. She heard her husband downstairs, 
mixing a whisky and soda.  
And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she stole upstairs to her 
son's room. Noiselessly she went along the upper corridor. Was there a faint 
noise? What was it?  
She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, listening. There was a 
strange, heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her heart stood still. It was a soundless 
noise, yet rushing and powerful. Something huge, in violent, hushed motion. 
What was it? What in God's name was it? She ought to know. She felt that she 
knew the noise. She knew what it was.  
Yet she could not place it. She couldn't say what it was. And on and on it went, 
like a madness.  
Softly, frozen with anxiety and fear, she turned the door-handle.  
The room was dark. Yet in the space near the window, she heard and saw 
something plunging to and fro. She gazed in fear and amazement.  
Then suddenly she switched on the light, and saw her son, in his green pyjamas, 
madly surging on the rocking-horse. The blaze of light suddenly lit him up, as he 
urged the wooden horse, and lit her up, as she stood, blonde, in her dress of pale 
green and crystal, in the doorway.  
"Paul!" she cried. "Whatever are you doing?"  
"It's Malabar!" he screamed in a powerful, strange voice. "It's Malabar!"  
His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, as he ceased 
urging his wooden horse. Then he fell with a crash to the ground, and she, all  
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her tormented motherhood flooding upon her, rushed to gather him up.  
But he was unconscious, and unconscious he remained, with some brain-fever. 
He talked and tossed, and his mother sat stonily by his side.  
"Malabar! It's Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, I know! It's Malabar!"  
So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking-horse that gave him his 
inspiration.  
"What does he mean by Malabar?" asked the heart-frozen mother.  
"I don't know," said the father stonily.  
"What does he mean by Malabar?" she asked her brother Oscar.  
"It's one of the horses running for the Derby," was the answer.  
And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Bassett, and himself put a 
thousand on Malabar: at fourteen to one.  
The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting for a change. The boy, 
with his rather long, curly hair, was tossing ceaselessly on the pillow. He neither 
slept nor regained consciousness, and his eyes were like blue stones. His 
mother sat, feeling her heart had gone, turned actually into a stone.  
In the evening Oscar Cresswell did not come, but Bassett sent a message, 
saying could he come up for one moment, just one moment? Paul's mother was 
very angry at the intrusion, but on second thoughts she agreed. The boy was the 
same. Perhaps Bassett might bring him to consciousness.  
The gardener, a shortish fellow with a little brown moustache and sharp little 
brown eyes, tiptoed into the room, touched his imaginary cap to Paul's mother, 
and stole to the bedside, staring with glittering, smallish eyes at the tossing, 
dying child.  
"Master Paul!" he whispered. "Master Paul! Malabar came in first all right, a clean 
win. I did as you told me. You've made over seventy thousand pounds, you have; 
you've got over eighty thousand. Malabar came in all right, Master Paul."  
"Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say Malabar? Do you think 
I'm lucky, mother? I knew Malabar, didn't I? Over eighty thousand pounds! I call 
that lucky, don't you, mother? Over eighty thousand pounds! I knew, didn't I know 
I knew? Malabar came in all right. If I ride my horse till I'm sure, then I tell you, 
Bassett, you can go as high as you like. Did you go for all you were worth, 
Bassett?"  
"I went a thousand on it, Master Paul."  
"I never told you, mother, that if I can ride my horse, and get there, then I'm 
absolutely sure - oh, absolutely! Mother, did I ever tell you? I am lucky!"  
"No, you never did," said his mother.  
But the boy died in the night.  

And even as he lay dead, his mother heard her brother's voice saying to her, "My 
God, Hester, you're eighty-odd thousand to the good, and a poor devil of a son to 
the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, he's best gone out of a life where he rides his 
rocking-horse to find a winner 
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6. Shooting an Elephant 

                                                       :George Orwell 
 In Moulmein, in lower Burma, I was hated by large numbers of 
people – the only time in my life that I have been important enough 
for this to happen to me. I was sub-divisional police officer of the 
town, and in an aimless, petty kind of way anti-European feeling was 
very bitter. No one had the guts to raise a riot, but if a European 
woman went through the bazaars alone somebody would probably spit 
betel juice over her dress. As a police officer I was an obvious target 
and was baited whenever it seemed safe to do so. When a nimble 
Burman tripped me up on the football field and the referee (another 
Burman) looked the other way, the crowd yelled with hideous laughter. 
This happened more than once. In the end the sneering yellow faces of 
young men that met me everywhere, the insults hooted after me when 
I was at a safe distance, got badly on my nerves. The young Buddhist 
priests were the worst of all. There were several thousands of them in 
the town and none of them seemed to have anything to do except 
stand on street corners and jeer at Europeans. 
 
All this was perplexing and upsetting. For at that time I had already 
made up my mind that imperialism was an evil thing and the sooner I 
chucked up my job and got out of it the better. Theoretically – and 
secretly, of course – I was all for the Burmese and all against their 
oppressors, the British. As for the job I was doing, I hated it more 
bitterly than I can perhaps make clear. In a job like that you see the 
dirty work of Empire at close quarters. The wretched prisoners 
huddling in the stinking cages of the lock-ups, the grey, cowed faces of 
the long-term convicts, the scarred buttocks of the men who had been 
Bogged with bamboos – all these oppressed me with an intolerable 
sense of guilt. But I could get nothing into perspective. I was young 
and ill-educated and I had had to think out my problems in the utter 
silence that is imposed on every Englishman in the East. I did not even 
know that the British Empire is dying, still less did I know that it is a 
great deal better than the younger empires that are going to supplant 
it. All I knew was that I was stuck between my hatred of the empire I 
served and my rage against the evil-spirited little beasts who tried to 
make my job impossible. With one part of my mind I thought of the 
British Raj as an unbreakable tyranny, as something clamped down, in 
saecula saeculorum, upon the will of prostrate peoples; with another 
part I thought that the greatest joy in the world would be to drive a 
bayonet into a Buddhist priest's guts.  
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Feelings like these are the normal by-products of imperialism; ask any 
Anglo-Indian official, if you can catch him off duty. 
 
One day something happened which in a roundabout way was 
enlightening. It was a tiny incident in itself, but it gave me a better 
glimpse than I had had before of the real nature of imperialism – the 
real motives for which despotic governments act. Early one morning 
the sub-inspector at a police station the other end of the town rang me 
up on the phone and said that an elephant was ravaging the bazaar. 
Would I please come and do something about it? I did not know what I 
could do, but I wanted to see what was happening and I got on to a 
pony and started out. I took my rifle, an old 44 Winchester and much 
too small to kill an elephant, but I thought the noise might be useful in 
terrorem. Various Burmans stopped me on the way and told me about 
the elephant's doings. It was not, of course, a wild elephant, but a 
tame one which had gone "must." It had been chained up, as tame 
elephants always are when their attack of "must" is due, but on the 
previous night it had broken its chain and escaped. Its mahout, the 
only person who could manage it when it was in that state, had set out 
in pursuit, but had taken the wrong direction and was now twelve 
hours' journey away, and in the morning the elephant had suddenly 
reappeared in the town. The Burmese population had no weapons and 
were quite helpless against it. It had already destroyed somebody's 
bamboo hut, killed a cow and raided some fruit-stalls and devoured 
the stock; also it had met the municipal rubbish van and, when the 
driver jumped out and took to his heels, had turned the van over and 
inflicted violences upon it. 
 
The Burmese sub-inspector and some Indian constables were waiting 
for me in the quarter where the elephant had been seen. It was a very 
poor quarter, a labyrinth of squalid bamboo huts, thatched with 
palmleaf, winding all over a steep hillside. I remember that it was a 
cloudy, stuffy morning at the beginning of the rains. We began 
questioning the people as to where the elephant had gone and, as 
usual, failed to get any definite information. That is invariably the case 
in the East; a story always sounds clear enough at a distance, but the 
nearer you get to the scene of events the vaguer it becomes. Some of 
the people said that the elephant had gone in one direction, some said 
that he had gone in another, some professed not even to have heard 
of any elephant. I had almost made up my mind that the whole story 
was a pack of lies, when we heard yells a little distance away. There 
was a loud, scandalized cry of "Go away, child! Go away this instant!"  
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and an old woman with a switch in her hand came round the corner of 
a hut, violently shooing away a crowd of naked children. Some more 
women followed, clicking their tongues and exclaiming; evidently there 
was something that the children ought not to have seen. I rounded the 
hut and saw a man's dead body sprawling in the mud. He was an 
Indian, a black Dravidian coolie, almost naked, and he could not have 
been dead many minutes. The people said that the elephant had come 
suddenly upon him round the corner of the hut, caught him with its 
trunk, put its foot on his back and ground him into the earth. This was 
the rainy season and the ground was soft, and his face had scored a 
trench a foot deep and a couple of yards long. He was lying on his 
belly with arms crucified and head sharply twisted to one side. His face 
was coated with mud, the eyes wide open, the teeth bared and 
grinning with an expression of unendurable agony. (Never tell me, by 
the way, that the dead look peaceful. Most of the corpses I have seen 
looked devilish.) The friction of the great beast's foot had stripped the 
skin from his back as neatly as one skins a rabbit. As soon as I saw 
the dead man I sent an orderly to a friend's house nearby to borrow 
an elephant rifle. I had already sent back the pony, not wanting it to 
go mad with fright and throw me if it smelt the elephant. 
 
The orderly came back in a few minutes with a rifle and five cartridges, 
and meanwhile some Burmans had arrived and told us that the 
elephant was in the paddy fields below, only a few hundred yards 
away. As I started forward practically the whole population of the 
quarter flocked out of the houses and followed me. They had seen the 
rifle and were all shouting excitedly that I was going to shoot the 
elephant. They had not shown much interest in the elephant when he 
was merely ravaging their homes, but it was different now that he was 
going to be shot. It was a bit of fun to them, as it would be to an 
English crowd; besides they wanted the meat. It made me vaguely 
uneasy. I had no intention of shooting the elephant – I had merely 
sent for the rifle to defend myself if necessary – and it is always 
unnerving to have a crowd following you. I marched down the hill, 
looking and feeling a fool, with the rifle over my shoulder and an ever-
growing army of people jostling at my heels. At the bottom, when you 
got away from the huts, there was a metalled road and beyond that a 
miry waste of paddy fields a thousand yards across, not yet ploughed 
but soggy from the first rains and dotted with coarse grass. The 
elephant was standing eight yards from the road, his left side towards 
us. He took not the slightest notice of the crowd's approach.  
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 He was tearing up bunches of grass, beating them against his knees 
to clean them and stuffing them into his mouth. 
 
I had halted on the road. As soon as I saw the elephant I knew with 
perfect certainty that I ought not to shoot him. It is a serious matter 
to shoot a working elephant – it is comparable to destroying a huge 
and costly piece of machinery – and obviously one ought not to do it if 
it can possibly be avoided. And at that distance, peacefully eating, the 
elephant looked no more dangerous than a cow. I thought then and I 
think now that his attack of "must" was already passing off; in which 
case he would merely wander harmlessly about until the mahout came 
back and caught him. Moreover, I did not in the least want to shoot 
him. I decided that I would watch him for a little while to make sure 
that he did not turn savage again, and then go home. 
 
But at that moment I glanced round at the crowd that had followed 
me. It was an immense crowd, two thousand at the least and growing 
every minute. It blocked the road for a long distance on either side. I 
looked at the sea of yellow faces above the garish clothes-faces all 
happy and excited over this bit of fun, all certain that the elephant was 
going to be shot. They were watching me as they would watch a 
conjurer about to perform a trick. They did not like me, but with the 
magical rifle in my hands I was momentarily worth watching. And 
suddenly I realized that I should have to shoot the elephant after all. 
The people expected it of me and I had got to do it; I could feel their 
two thousand wills pressing me forward, irresistibly. And it was at this 
moment, as I stood there with the rifle in my hands, that I first 
grasped the hollowness, the futility of the white man's dominion in the 
East. Here was I, the white man with his gun, standing in front of the 
unarmed native crowd – seemingly the leading actor of the piece; but 
in reality I was only an absurd puppet pushed to and fro by the will of 
those yellow faces behind. I perceived in this moment that when the 
white man turns tyrant it is his own freedom that he destroys. He 
becomes a sort of hollow, posing dummy, the conventionalized figure 
of a sahib. For it is the condition of his rule that he shall spend his life 
in trying to impress the "natives," and so in every crisis he has got to 
do what the "natives" expect of him. He wears a mask, and his face 
grows to fit it. I had got to shoot the elephant. I had committed myself 
to doing it when I sent for the rifle. A sahib has got to act like a sahib; 
he has got to appear resolute, to know his own mind and do definite 
things. 
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 To come all that way, rifle in hand, with two thousand people 
marching at my heels, and then to trail feebly away, having done 
nothing – no, that was impossible. The crowd would laugh at me. And 
my whole life, every white man's life in the East, was one long struggle 
not to be laughed at. 
 
But I did not want to shoot the elephant. I watched him beating his 
bunch of grass against his knees, with that preoccupied grandmotherly 
air that elephants have. It seemed to me that it would be murder to 
shoot him. At that age I was not squeamish about killing animals, but I 
had never shot an elephant and never wanted to. (Somehow it always 
seems worse to kill a large animal.) Besides, there was the beast's 
owner to be considered. Alive, the elephant was worth at least a 
hundred pounds; dead, he would only be worth the value of his tusks, 
five pounds, possibly. But I had got to act quickly. I turned to some 
experienced-looking Burmans who had been there when we arrived, 
and asked them how the elephant had been behaving. They all said 
the same thing: he took no notice of you if you left him alone, but he 
might charge if you went too close to him. 
 
It was perfectly clear to me what I ought to do. I ought to walk up to 
within, say, twenty-five yards of the elephant and test his behavior. If 
he charged, I could shoot; if he took no notice of me, it would be safe 
to leave him until the mahout came back. But also I knew that I was 
going to do no such thing. I was a poor shot with a rifle and the 
ground was soft mud into which one would sink at every step. If the 
elephant charged and I missed him, I should have about as much 
chance as a toad under a steam-roller. But even then I was not 
thinking particularly of my own skin, only of the watchful yellow faces 
behind. For at that moment, with the crowd watching me, I was not 
afraid in the ordinary sense, as I would have been if I had been alone. 
A white man mustn't be frightened in front of "natives"; and so, in 
general, he isn't frightened. The sole thought in my mind was that if 
anything went wrong those two thousand Burmans would see me 
pursued, caught, trampled on and reduced to a grinning corpse like 
that Indian up the hill. And if that happened it was quite probable that 
some of them would laugh. That would never do. 
 
There was only one alternative. I shoved the cartridges into the 
magazine and lay down on the road to get a better aim. The crowd 
grew very still, and a deep, low, happy sigh, as of people who see the 
theatre curtain go up at last, breathed from innumerable throats. They 
were going to have their bit of fun after all . 
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The rifle was a beautiful German thing with cross-hair sights. I did not 
then know that in shooting an elephant one would shoot to cut an 
imaginary bar running from ear-hole to ear-hole. I ought, therefore, as 
the elephant was sideways on, to have aimed straight at his ear-hole, 
actually I aimed several inches in front of this, thinking the brain 
would be further forward. 
 
When I pulled the trigger I did not hear the bang or feel the kick – one 
never does when a shot goes home – but I heard the devilish roar of 
glee that went up from the crowd. In that instant, in too short a time, 
one would have thought, even for the bullet to get there, a 
mysterious, terrible change had come over the elephant. He neither 
stirred nor fell, but every line of his body had altered. He looked 
suddenly stricken, shrunken, immensely old, as though the frightful 
impact of the bullet had paralysed him without knocking him down. At 
last, after what seemed a long time – it might have been five seconds, 
I dare say – he sagged flabbily to his knees. His mouth slobbered. An 
enormous senility seemed to have settled upon him. One could have 
imagined him thousands of years old. I fired again into the same spot. 
At the second shot he did not collapse but climbed with desperate 
slowness to his feet and stood weakly upright, with legs sagging and 
head drooping. I fired a third time. That was the shot that did for him. 
You could see the agony of it jolt his whole body and knock the last 
remnant of strength from his legs. But in falling he seemed for a 
moment to rise, for as his hind legs collapsed beneath him he seemed 
to tower upward like a huge rock toppling, his trunk reaching skyward 
like a tree. He trumpeted, for the first and only time. And then down 
he came, his belly towards me, with a crash that seemed to shake the 
ground even where I lay. 
 
I got up. The Burmans were already racing past me across the mud. It 
was obvious that the elephant would never rise again, but he was not 
dead. He was breathing very rhythmically with long rattling gasps, his 
great mound of a side painfully rising and falling. His mouth was wide 
open – I could see far down into caverns of pale pink throat. I waited a 
long time for him to die, but his breathing did not weaken. Finally I 
fired my two remaining shots into the spot where I thought his heart 
must be. The thick blood welled out of him like red velvet, but still he 
did not die. His body did not even jerk when the shots hit him, the 
tortured breathing continued without a pause. He was dying, very 
slowly and in great agony, but in some world remote from me where 
not even a bullet could damage him further. I felt that I had got to put 
an end to that dreadful noise.  
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It seemed dreadful to see the great beast Lying there, powerless to 
move and yet powerless to die, and not even to be able to finish him. I 
sent back for my small rifle and poured shot after shot into his heart 
and down his throat. They seemed to make no impression. The 
tortured gasps continued as steadily as the ticking of a clock. 
 
In the end I could not stand it any longer and went away. I heard later 
that it took him half an hour to die. Burmans were bringing dash and 
baskets even before I left, and I was told they had stripped his body 
almost to the bones by the afternoon. 
 
Afterwards, of course, there were endless discussions about the 
shooting of the elephant. The owner was furious, but he was only an 
Indian and could do nothing. Besides, legally I had done the right 
thing, for a mad elephant has to be killed, like a mad dog, if its owner 
fails to control it. Among the Europeans opinion was divided. The older 
men said I was right, the younger men said it was a damn shame to 
shoot an elephant for killing a coolie, because an elephant was worth 
more than any damn Coringhee coolie. And afterwards I was very glad 
that the coolie had been killed; it put me legally in the right and it 
gave me a sufficient pretext for shooting the elephant. I often 
wondered whether any of the others grasped that I had done it solely 
to avoid looking a fool. 
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