
















The story of Guru Tegh Bahadur’s supreme sacrifice for the sake of upholding the

human right of freedom of conscience is known to one and all. Prof. Jagdish Singh, a noted

scholar, has presented in the following pages, a very lucid account of this unique sacrifice

of the ninth master. The martyrdom of the Guru has great relevance to the strife torn

contemporary world.

The saga of the ninth Guru’s sacrifice illuminated the dark and bleak space of the

second half of the seventeenth century which had witnessed the horrid drama of the state

managed, forcible and massive conversion of Hindus to the fold of Islam. The Guru’s laying

down his life for the freedom of faith in that fanatical age constitutes a luminous landmark

in the history of our land.

1. The life of the ninth Guru, Tegh Bahadur, before his accession to the holy gaddi, was most

unusual. For twenty long years he lived a solitary life in deep meditation in a basement cell in

the village of Bakala, near Amritsar. Even as a child he was quite different from his brothers in

temperament and attitude to life.

He was the youngest son of Guru Har Gobind, and was born in Amritsar in April, 1621.

2. As a young boy he was accompanying the marriage party of his elder brother Baba Gurditta,

dressed in fine clothes. A naked boy with no clothes to wear was looking with longing eyes at

the gorgeous dresses worn by the marriage party. The young Tegh Bahadur’s eyes fell on the

naked boy. He took off his costly dress and gave it away to him. As Tegh Bahadur ran home

for another dress, his mother enquired curiously about his previous clothes. The young Tegh

Bahadur answered innocently : “Dear mother, no one would have given the poor boy any clothes

to wear. I was sure you would give me another dress.”

3. Guru Tegh Bahadur became the ninth Guru in 1664 at the age of forty three, as indicated by

Guru Hari Krishan when he merged with the infinite in Delhi.

4. When Dhirmal, one of Guru Har Gobind’s grandson, learnt of the formal proclamation of Guru

Tegh Bahadur as the ninth Guru, he lost his temper. He hatched a conspiracy to have the Guru

killed. He sent a Massand by the name of Shihan, who aimed a gun at Guru Tegh Bahadur and

fired. The Guru’s life was saved, but his ear got a gunshot wound. The Guru remained calm and

unperturbed. The other accomplice of Shihan looted all the property of the Guru. Some traders

and the other Sikh devotees decided to avenge Dhirmal’s attack on the Guru. They took away

all the belongings of Dhirmal as well as a copy of the Holy Granth Sahib. When the news

reached Guru Tegh Bahadur, he admonished his Sikhs and directed them to return Dhirmal’s
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2 THE LITERARY PETALS

property and also the Holy Book. He advised his devotees that forgiveness of the sinner was a

divine quality which they should cultivate. This incident highlights the forgiving nature of Guru
Tegh Bahadur’s personality.

5. The culminating point in Guru Tegh Bahadur’s life came when five hundred Brahmins from all
over India came to see him under the leadership of Pandit Kirpa Ram of Mattan. Aurangzeb had
issued orders for the forcible conversion of Hindus to Islam by removing their sacred threads.
The religious leaders of Hindus were greatly perturbed. They appealed to Guru Tegh Bahadur
to save the Hindu faith from the tyranny of the Mughal ruler. Guru Tegh Bahadur listened to
their tale of woe. He sat absorbed in deep thought. His young son, Gobind Rai, who was just
nine years of age, then appeared on the scene. Seeing his holy father sitting in deep thought he
enquired respectfully what the matter was. The Guru told him of the sad plight of the Kashmiris.
The young son asked his dear father how their faith could be protected. Guru Tegh Bahadur
answered, “By the sacrifice of a holy man.”

“Who can be holier than you, revered father ?” remarked the young son.

6. Guru Tegh Bahadur was immensely pleased to hear this from his son. He told the Kashmiri
Pandits: “Go and tell the Mughal rulers that you will agree to embrace Islam, if they can
persuade your Guru Tegh Bahadur to be converted to the Muslim faith.”

7. The Brahmins felt greatly relieved on hearing this. They bowed in reverence of the Guru and
departed. On return to their native place, they conveyed Guru Tegh Bahadur’s message to
Governor Zabardast Khan. He passed on this news to Aurangzeb. Orders were issued by the
Emperor that Guru Tegh Bahadur be arrested and brought to Delhi immediately. The Guru had
already prepared himself for proceeding to Delhi. Bidding farewell to his brave son, his wife
Mata Gujri and his mother, Mata Nanki he left for Delhi. He halted at several places on the
way—Patiala, Jind, Rohtak and Agra. Every where divans of religious assemblies were held by
his devotees, at which hymns were sung. As the Guru reached Agra, huge armed forces of
Mughal escorted him to Delhi. Aurangzeb was not in Delhi, but he had left instructions that Guru
Tegh Bahadur be ordered to embrace Islam or face death.

8. The Chief Kazi Wahab-Ullha tried his utmost to persuade the Guru to accept Islam. Guru Tegh
Bahadur would at no cost give up his faith. In order to terrify the Guru into submission, the
Mughal officials tortured one of his disciples Bhai Mati Das most barbarously by sawing him
alive. Another disciple Bhai Dayal Dass was boiled in a huge cauldron of hot water and and still
another Bhai Sati Dass was burnt alive. All these inhuman acts were performed before the eyes
of Guru Tegh Bahadur. The Guru sat absorbed in deep meditation all the time. He did not waver
and even when the Mughal official again tried to persuade him to change his mind, he expressed
his determination that he was prepared to lay down his life, but not renounce his faith. Thereafter,
he was shut in a cage. Finding him unrelenting, orders were issued by Aurangzeb that the Guru
be executed publicly in Chandni Chowk. This was announced by beat of drum in the whole city.
People were shocked that the Emperor had ordered the execution of such a holy man as the
Guru.

9. On November 11, 1675 Guru Tegh Bahadur took his early morning bath and recited the sacred
Japji Sahib. Thereafter he was brought out, of the Kotwali and seated on a platform. Hindus and
Muslims had gathered there in large numbers. Guru Tegh Bahadur sat absorbed in deep meditation.
The executioner took out his sword and at one stroke severed the Guru’s head from his body.

People cried out in anguish, “What horror ! A saintly man has been killed.”

10. Suddenly a dark, furious thunder storm enveloped the city. Even Nature shed tears of grief at
this heinous crime committed by the tyrannical Mughal rulers. People ran for cover. There was
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great consternation. In this confusion one of the Guru’s devoted Sikh, Bhai Jaita rushed forward
and picked up the martyred Guru’s severed head swiftly, covered it respectfully and slipped out
of the crowd. In the company of two other Sikhs he reached Kiratpur and delivered the sacred
head to his son Guru Gobind Singh, the tenth Guru. The young Guru embraced the three devout
Sikhs who belonged to a caste considered low. Guru Gobind Singh hugged the devoted Sikhs
and pronounced,

“Ranghrette Guru Ke Bete”

(Ranghretas are the sons of the Guru)

Guru Tegh Bahadur’s head was cremated with due reverence at Anandpur Sahib.

11. Another devotee of Guru Tegh Bahadur, Bhai Lakhi and his son Nagahia, pushed a long row of
bullock carts loaded with cotton and other goods into the street of Chandni Chowk. Being a
carrier of goods for Government, no one prevented him from proceeding forward. In the confusion
caused by the fierce storm and people running helter skelter, Bhai Lakhi and his son picked up
the body of Guru Tegh Bahadur quickly, concealed it under the heap of cotton in a bullock cart
and drove quickly to their huts in Raisina. On arrival at their house they offered prayers respectfully
to the memory of the holy Guru and set their huts on fire. People thought Lakhi’s thatched huts
had caught fire accidentlly, but the devout Sikh of Guru Tegh Bahadur had secretly cremated the
body of the martyred Guru with due respect.

12. The famous Gurudwara Rakabganj in New Delhi, adjacent to the North Block of the Central
Secretariat of the Govt. of India, stands, as a fitting memorial to the unique sacrifice of the Ninth
Guru, Tegh Bahadur. The devotees of the great martyr Guru Tegh Bahadur visit the shrine and
pay their homage to their respected Guru. In the words of Guru Gobind Singh in Bachittar
Natak.

He protected the paste-mark, tilak and the sacred thread-janeu.

It was a great tragedy of the time.

The Guru did this for Holy men.

He sacrificed his life without a groan.

He laid down his life for the protection of Dharma.

He sacrificed himself but did not give up his principles.

Guru Tegh Bahadur laid down his life for the protection of Hinduism. To this day Guru Tegh
Bahadur is remembered as Hind-Ki-Chadar, the covering sheet or protector of the honour of the
India. He sacrificed his life for upholding the human right of freedom of worship. One does not
find another parallel in history to this unique sacrifice for the protection of the right of faith of

all people.

Key of Phonetic Symbols

/g/get /dZ/jam /T/thin /S/ship /j/yes

/tS/chain /Î/long /D/then /Z/measure

/i:/beat /A:/part /u:/boot /eI/late /OI/boy

/I/bit /Á/hot /ö/but /@U/go /I@/hear

/e/pet /O:/saw /Æ:/bird /aI/fly /e@/pair

/{/bat /U:/put /@/away /aU/now /U@/poor
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Source : The Founders of Sikh Religion by Prof. Jagdish Singh Published by Guru Nanak Foundation, New Delhi.

I. Glossary :

1. accession (n) /@k
l
seSn/ reaching a rank of position

unusual (adj.) /ön
l
juZl/ strange, remarkable

basement (adj.) /
l
beIsm@nt/ lowest room or part of a building (below ground level)

cell (n) /sel/ small room for one person

temperament (n) /
l
tempr@m@nt/ person’s disposition or nature

2. longing (adj.) /lÁÎIÎ/ having or showing an earnest desire

gorgeous (adj.) /gOdZ@s/ magnificent, richly coloured

3. formal (adj.) /f
l
Oml/ in accordance with rules

lose one’s temper get angry, lose one’s balance of mind out of anger

hatch (v) /h{tS/ think out and produce (a plan or plot)

conspiracy (n) /k@nPspIr@sI/ act of conspiring

accomplice (n) /@
l
kömplIs/ helper or companion

admonish (v) /@d
l
mÁnIS/ give a mild warning

cultivate (v) /
l
költIveIt/ try to develop or acquire

4. culminating (adj.) /
l
kölmIneItIÎ/ concluding, final

tyranny (n) /
l
tIr@nI/ cruel or unjust use of power

plight (n) /plaIt/ serious and difficult condition

5. immensely (adj.) /I
l
menslI/ in large degree

6. reverence (n) /
l
rev@r@ns/ deep respect

devotee (n) /
l
dv@ti:/ person who is devoted to

7. torture (v) /
l
tO:tS@(r)/ cause severe sufferings to

saw (v) /sO:/ cut a body into two parts by using a long blade

cauldron (n) /
l
kO:ldr@n/ large deep pot in which things are boiled

renounce (v) /rI
l
naUns/ agree to give up

unrelenting (adj.) /önrIlentIÎ/ continuously strong or yielding in determination

execute (v) /
l
eksIkju:t/ put to death as a legal punishment

8. anguish (n) /{ÎgwIS/ severe suffering

9. envelope (v) /
l
env@l@Up/ wrap up, cover on all sides

heinous (adj.) /
l
heIn@s/ odious, atrocious

consternation (n) /kÁnst@neISn/ surprise and fear, dismay

severe (v) /sI
l
vI@/ cut, break

hug (v) /hög/ put the arms round tightly

10. helter-skelter (adj.) /helt@skelt@(r)/ in disorderly haste

conceal (v) /k@nsI:l/ hide

11. unique (adj.) /
l
ju:ni:k/ being only one of its sort

homage (n) /
l
hÁmIdZ/ expression of respect

groan (n) /gr@Un/ deep sound made when in pain

12. uphold (v) /öp
l
h@Uld/ support, approve
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II. Pronunciation :

Study the folowing guidelines carefully. These would help you in the correct pronunciation of a few

words :

i. In the consonant combination ‘alk/alm’, l, is generally silent.

Examples :

walk balm

talk psalm

stalk palm

calm

ii. n after m in the word final mn combination is generally silent.

Examples :

damn hymn

column solemn

condemn autumn

iii. But in the derivatives of above words, where m and n belong to two different syllables, n is not

silent.

Examples :

damnable hymnal

columnist solemnity

condemnable autumnal

Pronounce all the words given above with the help of a pronouncing Dictionary.

III. Vocabulary:

(a) Distinguish between the following pairs of words by framing meaningful sentences :

1. cell, sell 6. dear, deer

2. carrier, career 7. bow, bough

3. temper, tamper 8. envelop, envelope

4. advise, advice 9. accept, except

5. tale, tail 10. due, dew

(b) Give one word for each of the following expressions :

(i) the act of reaching a rank of position

(ii) a state of loneliness

(iii) change of religion or religious faith

(iv) a song sung in praise of God

(v) a state of great anxiety, fear and dismay

(vi) something that has no equal or no match

(vii) person who is killed or made to suffer hard for his belief or faith

(viii)companion in an evil act or in a crime

(ix) anything associated with God

(x) a gathering of people for a specific purpose
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IV. Comprehension:

(a) (i) What was unusual about the early life of Guru Tegh Bahadur ?

(ii) How did Guru Tegh Bahadur treat Dhirmal who conspired to kill him ?

(iii) How did Guru Tegh Bahadur’s son inspire him to offer himself for sacrifice for the sake of

Kashmiri Brahmins ?

(iv) What did the Mughal officials do in order to terrify the Guru into submission ?

(v) How was Guru Tegh Bahadur’s body cremated ?

(b) (i) How did Nature express her grief at the cruel killing of Guru Tegh Bahadur at the hand of

the Mughals ?

(ii) What made Guru Gobind Singh remark : “Ranghrete Guru Ke Bete” ?

(iii) What is the importance of Gurudwara Rakabganj in New Delhi ?

(iv) What did Guru Tegh Bahadur lay down his life for ?

(v) What is the relevance of the supreme sacrifice of Guru Tegh Bahadur to the social and

political climate of our country today ?

V. Grammar :

(a) Change the voice in the following sentences :

(i) He was moved by the plight of the boy.

(ii) He directed them to return Dhirmal’s property.

(iii) Aurangzeb has issued orders for the forcible conversion of Hindus.

(iv) The Guru was ordered to embrace Islam or face death.

(v) This was announced by the beat of the drum.

(b) Join the following pairs of sentences into a single sentence, (complex or compound) each by

using suitable conjunction.

(i) Every where diwans were held by his devotees. Hymns were sung at these diwans.

(ii) The Chief Kazi tried his best to persuade the Guru to accept Islam.

He refused to give up his faith at any cost.

(iii) He expressed his determination.

He was prepared to lay down his life.

(iv) The executioner took out his sword.

He severed the Guru’s head from the body at one stroke.

(v) The Guru’s life was saved.

His ear was, however, wounded by the bullet.

VI. Composition :

(a) Relate, in your own words, the heart-rending story of Guru Tegh Bahadur’s public execution at

Delhi (150 words).

(b) Write a paragraph (150 words) on : Communal Harmony.

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



Border Guards2
(Shiv K. Kumar)

Poet, novelist, short-story writer, playwright, translator, critic and educationist, Professor

Shiv K. Kumar was elected a fellow of Royal Society of Literature (London) in 1978 and he

received the Sahitya Academy Award in 1988 for his collection of poems (English): Trapfalls in

the Sky. He has a rich variety of poetical collections, novels, short-stories, play and critical

writings to his credit.

Amongst his well-known collections of poems are Articulate Silences, (Writers Workshop,

1970), Cobwebs in the Sun (Tata McGraw Hill, Delhi 1974) Subterfuges (Oxford University

Press, 1975), Woodpeckers (Sidgwick & Jackson, London, 1979) and Trapfalls in the Sky

(Macmillan, 1986). Several write-ups on the author have appeared in the Times of India, The

Hindustan Times, The Indian Express, The Patriot, The Newstime, The Hindu, The Deccan

Chronicle, The New Delhi Magazine, etc.

Border Guards is one of his well-known poem in which he sensitively talks of the

inborn instinct of love and sympathy animating the two ‘enemy soldiers’. It is a thought

provoking poem that shakes the reader into seriously thinking over the futility of man-made

political boundaries or borders that create artificial divisions between man and man. The

two soldiers sitting on the opposite sides of the fence are human beings with same human

heart in them. They are brothers to each other but political divisions make them into enemies

without any reason. Had they met somewhere away from those countries in some restaurant

or on a sea-beach they would have behaved like friends ready to help or save each other. Is

not that a great irony of human situation ?

On the other side

of the impregnable fence

enmeshed with warlord’s gory

threats and counterthreats

whimpers my counterpart

over a letter from home

(his wife’s illness ? his son’s death?)

his recoilless gun sitting negligently 8

between his knees.

7
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My fingers bleed to think

of the fence’s spikes

that will not let me caress 12

the anguished face

of this other man –

my country’s alleged enemy

but my soul’s brother 16

in loneliness.

Glossary and Notes :

L.1 the other side of the impregnable fence – on the other side of the border, border line that

cannot be broken, crossed or overcome

L.2 enmeshed – entangled

L.3 gory – violent and bloody

L.4 threat – expression of one’s intention to punish

L.5 whimper – whine, cry softly

L.8 negligently – carelessly, uncared for

L.11 spikes – sharp pointed pieces of iron used as a border railing

L.12 caress – touch lovingly, comfort

L.13 anguished – in severe physical or mental pain

L.14 alleged – stated as fact but without proof or basis

Understanding the Poem :

1. It is the poem about two soldiers belonging to two different countries. Who gives threats and

counter-threats and to whom ?

2. How does the soldier know that his counterpart is whimpering over a letter from home ? Is it a

mere guess work ?

3. Who is ‘my’ in the poem ? Can you write a few lines about him ?

4. How does the narrator react to the sadness of his counterpart ?

5. Why does the narrator use the word ‘alleged’ when he talks of the enemy soldier ?

6. How are the two soldiers related ?

7. What is the central idea of the poem ?

Related Readings :

1. The Man He Killed by Thomas Hardy

2. No Men are Foreign by James Kirkup

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



My Heart Leaps Up

When I Behold3
(William Wordsworth)

William Wordsworth, (1770-1850) generally acclaimed as ‘the high priest of Nature’

was a poet blessed with an unusual sensitivity. He loved every object of nature, its beauty

and quietness, with a rare intensity. He was content not merely to rejoice, he saw more

deeply to find the secret springs of this joy. He was a philosopher-poet who could, with a rare

blend of thought and emotion, convey the idea of the ‘Being that is in the clouds and in the

air’–the divine essential that permeates all objects of Nature.

‘My Heart Leaps Up When I Behold’ is a powerful expression of the poet’s love and

fascination for nature’s myriad manifestations. He has nurtured a life long passion for the

many splendoured spectacle – the rainbow. It has been the perennial fount of abundant joy

since his infancy. The sight of the rainbow keeps enthralling him in his adulthood. He

ardently wishes that the heart would respond to the power and glory of the rainbow with

the same intensity in old age as well. In the event of the cooling off of his passion for the

rainbow he would prefer to bid farewell to life. In a way his childhood fancy for the rainbow

has generated his later day fascination for the rainbow. It is in this specific sense that child

is father of the man, which, at first, strikes us as a paradox.

My heart leaps up when I behold

A rainbow in the sky :

So was it when my life began,

So is it now I am a man,

So be it when I shall grow old, 5

Or let me die.

The child is father of the man

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety. 9

9
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Glossary and Notes :

L.1 behold — see (especially something unusual)

L.6 Or let... die — the poet cannot imagine a life in which he is insensitive to the

beauty of nature. He would rather like to die than live such a life.

L.7 the child-man — impressions and habits acquired in the childhood continue to guide

human personality all through the life

L.9 natural piety — the poet refers to the normal ‘filial affection’. The grown-up man

looks back upon his childhood with an unbroken bond of affection

in the same way as the son regards his father.

Understanding the Poem :

1. What happens to the poet when he beholds a rainbow in the sky ?

2. How has the poet been fascinated by the rainbow through his manhood ?

3. How would the poet like to react to the beauty of a rainbow in his old age ?

4. What does the poet mean when he says : ‘The child is the father of the man’ ?

5. What do you learn about the poet’s attitude towards nature from this small poem ?

Related Readings :

1. The Daffodils by William Wordsworth

2. My Garden by Thomas Edward Brown

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



The Gambling Match4
The Gambling Match is an episode from the great epic “The Mahabharta” that continues

to be revered all over the world as a great treatise on the philosophy of life and its myriad

manifestations. Every page of this great work of art carries some message – a message of

universal significance and enduring value. The present extract culled out from an English

version of the epic translated by Marjorie Sykes graphically depicts a scene from King

Dhritrashtra’s court on a day when an ambitious Duryodhana with the active connivance of

his crafty and crooked uncle Sakuni, successfully, laid a wonderful trap for his cousin

Yudhishthira who walked into it as naturally as a ball rolling down a sharp inclined. Highlights

the fact that gambling is an evil that can lead to disastrous consequences, the extract beautifully

portrays the helplessness of Yudhishthira once the game takes control of him and leads him

on to his doom.

1. YUDHISHTHIRA took from his neck a rope of lovely pearls. ‘What do you stake’, he asked

‘against these gems of the Southern Ocean?’ He spoke proudly, and Duryodhana answered with

anger : ‘We too have jewels of value’. He threw on the table a jeweled girdle of great beauty.

Then Yudhishthira took the dice and threw : they fell a five and a four. Sakuni threw, a four and

a six.

2. ‘The pearls are yours’, said Yudhishthira angrily. ‘But your wealth is no match for mine. I stake

the thousand jars of gold1 in my treasury against their weight in gold’. Sakuni threw first a three

and a two. ‘Surely I can beat that’. Exclaimed Yudhishthira eagerly. He took the box and threw

; but the dice were loaded2, and they fell a three and a one.

3. ‘This is trickery I am sure’, said Yudhishthira and he picked up the dice and looked at them

closely. He could find nothing wrong, for they were very skilfully made. ‘Since you do not trust

us’ sneered Sakuni, ‘bring other dice. We shall beat you whatever you do’.

4. The boastful words stung Yudhishthira into reckless anger. ‘Do you dare to say that ?’ he cried,

‘play on ; we shall see, Duryodhana smiled, a cruel smile of triumph; he and Sakuni had planned

to rouse Yudhishthira’s anger, because they knew that when he was angry he would grow

reckless and obstinate and his ruin would then be easy. Sakuni did not smile; he knew that he

could beat Yudhishthira with his magic dice at every throw, so he answered in a cold, calm voice,

in a way that made Yudhishthira still more angry. ‘A truly great man, he sneered, ‘does not lose

his temper because he is beaten at play. Such conduct is unworthy of you, great son of Pandu.’

1. If I lose, you’ll have the jars of gold.

2. Something had been so done to the dice that they always favoured Duryodhana. The dice had been made heavier on one
side or were tempered with.

11
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5. ‘I will teach you manners at the proper time, cheating rogue’, answered Yudhishthira furiously.

‘To the play, I stake my splendid car of gold drawn by eight horses white as moonlight, swift

as the wind.’

6. Once more the dice rattled and Sakuni won. Yudhishthira staked the hundred thousands singing

girls of his palace, with their rich robes and jewels, Sakuni won, the king, staked his men

servants, his war—elephants, his battle cars, the splendid horses which filled his stables, his

disciplined, victorious army. All these he lost. Last of all he flung away the last and finest of

his jewel and these too passed into the hands of the smiling, triumphant Duryodhana.

7. The excitement in the hall rose high. All other play had ceased, and the players crowded round

Yudhishthira’s table. When he had lost his jewels Yudhishthira sat back in his seat in silent rage,

staring helplessly before him. Vidura, unable to endure the scene any longer once more approached

Dhritrashtra. The blind king was peering towards the place where he knew Duryodhana stood,

and grinning with satisfaction at the victory of his son.

8. ‘Maharaja’ said Vidura to his brother, ‘I beg you to be warned. You love Duryodhana, but you

know well in your heart that his wickedness and greed ate the curse of your race. Be wise in

time. Give up this jackal of evil omen and win the support of the Pandavas, those tigers on men

who will defend the house of Bharata against all its foes. Do you wish to die that you so provoke

their anger ?

9. The blind old king sat silent, his face hidden in his hands. Vidura turned to the gamblers. ‘Hear

me, princes of the House of Bharata3. This match is bringing ruin to some and hatred to all.

Duryodhana, you are leading your father and brothers to disaster. Who will save you when the

sons of Pandu seize their weapons to take revenge for their wrongs ? Maharaja, it is plain to all

that Sakuni, cheats Yudhishthira. Order him to stop this dangerous game.’

10. Still Dhritrashtra sat silent, but Duryodhana retorted angrily : ‘Uncle, we know that you always

favour the Pandavas. In sheltering you, we have nourished a serpent. We have housed you and

befriended you, yet you turn against us; you actually advise my father to destroy his own son,

Begone; you have gone too far in your abuse’.

11. Vidura turned away from him and spoke to Dhritrashtra once more. ‘Brother and King’, he said,

‘you have heard your son insult me, and you do not rebuke him. I wish you and your sons well.

A King’s truest friend is he who tells the unwelcome truth fearlessly. Humiliation is a bitter

medicine, but the honest man drinks it, and keep his head clear. You are drunk with pride and

greed. Beware’.

12. Sakuni and his friends received this speech with shouts of anger, while the friends of the

Pandavas applauded. The Pandavas themselves sat silent, and after Vidura had left the hall, no

one spoke for a moment. Then Duryodhana said mockingly, ‘Perhaps, King Yudhishthira, you

fear now to play with those who are called cheats and jackals ? Perhaps you would prefer to go

with your friend ?’

13. ‘I do not fear you or any man’, furiously answered Yudhishthira. ‘Play on if you please.’ Once

more the stakes were named. Step by step Yudhishthira lost the whole of his vast wealth and all

his estates, with the cattle and sheep upon them. His brothers sat sullenly watching, but they did

not dare to interfere.

14. ‘Great King’, mocked Sakuni ‘you have surely nothing left now. Let us play no more.’

3. Duryodhana and Yudhisthira, both belongd to the dynasty of Bharata.
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15. Yudhishthira sat silent for a moment, then he looked up with flashing eyes. ‘If it is my fate to

lose all, so be it,’he said, ‘But it may be that fortune will favour me at last. I stake my kingdom

against all your previous winnings.’

16. He threw the dice–two fours. Sakuni beat him by one. Like a trapped animal he gazed wildly

around. Then, his eyes rested on his brothers. ‘See, rogue,’ he cried, ‘On the princes are jewels

worth crores. All these I wager for my kingdom.’ Once more Sakuni won.

17. Vidura, hearing that Yudhishthira had staked and lost even his kingdom, came back into the hall

once more and begged Dhritrashtra to stop the match. But Dhritrashtra, who was eagerly straining

his ears to hear the word of the gamblers, only said impatiently, ‘No more, brother, Do not

interfere’.

18. Yudhishthira turned on Sakuni like a wolf at bay. ‘I still have wealth more precious than gold’,

he declared, ‘I will pay you with my brothers. Nakula I stake for my kingdom’. Once more the

dice fell against him. ‘Curse on you’, he cried, ‘Here is Sahadeva. I stake Sahadeva against

Nakula and my Kingdom.’ He lost again. A Murmur went round the pavilion, but no one spoke.

19. Now at last Yudhishthira’s proud head dropped on his breast. He was very weary, Sakuni saw that

he must be roused again to anger, and he made a cruel, cunning speech.

20. ‘Nakula and Sahadeva are mine,’ he said, ‘But after all they are the sons of Madri4, not the sons of

Kunti. Perhaps you dare not riskArjuna and Bhima ?’ The words stung Yudhishthira like a poisoned

arrow. ‘You black-hearted villain ; he cried, ‘how dare you seek to divide me from those I love ?

I despise your tricks, I stake the hero Arjuna, to win back my brothers and my kingdom’. The dice

fell and Sakuni won. ‘You have one brother left’ he said, ‘will you stake the mighty Bhima ?’

‘I stake him’, answered Yudhishthira and Sakuni won again.

21. ‘You have nothing left now, great king’, he said, ‘Our game must end’. ‘No !’ shouted Yudhishthira.

‘I stake myself!’Once more the dice were thrown ; a two and a three for Yudhishthira, a five and six

for Sakuni. The spectators were silent, for this was tragedy. The Pandavas were slaves, but Sakuni’s

mean cruelty was still unsatisfied. ‘You do wrong to lose yourself, O King,’ he jeered, ‘surely you

have wealth still, greater than you have lost? Have you not a stake worthy to win back your brothers,

your kingdom and all your wealth ? Have you not the peerless queen Draupadi ?’The Pandavas,

who had sat motionless while their very freedom was staked and lost, stirred restlessly ; it seemed

that last they must rebel against the elder brother whom they loved so well. But it was too late. ‘Yes

!’ hissed Yudhisthira in a fierce, low voice, glaring at his tormentor, ‘I stake my beloved wife.’

From the hall came loud cries of ‘Shame !’ The wise old Bhishma hid his face in his hands ; his

fellow-counsellors5 heads were sunk in despair. But still Dhritrashtra6 was silent, his blind eager

face stretched forward towards the fatal table. Sakuni threw first- a three and five, Yudhishthira

took up the box with trembling hands. The dice fell six and one. Draupadi was a slave.

Marjorie Sykes - from

The Story of Mahabharta

4 Yudhishthira’s father Pandu, had two wives, Kunti and Madri. Yudhishthira, Bhima and Arjuna were born of womb of
Kunti while Nakula and Sahadeva were Madri’s sons.

5. Advisers to the King.

6. Grandfather of the Prince.
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Key of Phonetic Symbols

/g/get /dZ/jam /T/thin /S/ship /j/yes

/tS/chain /Î/long /D/then /Z/measure

/i:/beat /A:/part /u:/boot /eI/late /OI/boy

/I/bit /Á/hot /ö/but /@U/go /I@/hear

/e/pet /O:/saw /Æ:/bird /aI/fly /e@/pair

/{/bat /U:/put /@/away /aU/now /U@/poor

I. Glossary :

1. stake (v) /steIk/ gamble or risk money, one’s life, hopes, etc, on

something

girdle (n) /gÆdl/ cord or belt fastened round the waist

2. loaded (adj.) /
l
l@UdId/ tempered with

3. trickery (n) /trIk@rI/ deception, cheating

sneer (v) /snI@r/ laugh scornfully, smile with the upper lip curled

4. reckless (adj.) /
l
rekl@s/ rash, not thinking of consequences

rouse (v) /raUz/ cause somebody to wake, excite, cause something

to become active

obstinate (adj.) /
l
Ábst@n@t/ stubborn, refusing to change one’s course of action

5. furiously (adv.) /
l
fjU@rI@slI/ angrily, with violent anger

6. stable (n) /
l
steIbl/ building where horses are kept

7. rage (n) /reIdZ/ violent anger

peer (v) /pI@r/ look closely

grin (v) /grIn/ smile broadly to express foolish satisfaction

8. jackal of evil /dZ{kl @v iv@l/ a wild animal known for its treachery

9. provoke (v) /pr@
l
v@Uk/ make angry or annoyed

10. retort (v) /rI
l
tO:t/ make a quick, witty, angry reply

nourish (v) /
l
nörIS/ keep alive and well with food

11. rebuke (v) /rI
l
bju:k/ express sharp disapproval, reprove

humiliation (n) /hju:mIlI
l
eISn/ lowering of grace, insult

12. applaud (v) /@
l
plO:d/ show approval, praise

mockingly (adv.) /
l
mÁkI@ÎlI/ contemptuously, making fun of

13. sullenly (adv.) /
l
sAl@nlI/ silently, gloomily

14. gaze (v) /geIz/ look long and steadily

wager (v) /
l
weIdZ@(r)/ stake money on the result of something

15. a wolf at bay /@ wolf {t beI/ a wolf defending itself

(noun phr.)

pavilion (n) /p@
l
vIlI@n/ building next to a playground for spectators and

players
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16. weary (adj.) /
l
wI@rI/ very tired

17. peerless (adj.) /
l
pI@l@s/ without equal, unique

tormentor (adj.) /tO:
l
ment@(r)/ one who causes severe suffering

II. Pronunciation:

The past morpheme –(e)d is pronounced in three different ways:

(i) /-Id/ in words ending in/ t, d/

(ii) /t/in words ending in/S, s, p, , f, t S, t, k/

(iii) /d/in all other cases

Note how the following words are pronounced :

(i) loaded /l@UdId/

retorted /rI
l
tO:tId/

(ii) asked /A:skt/

(iii) answered /
l
A : ns@d/

(iv) exclaimed /Ik
l
skleImd/

Now practice saying the following words with correct pronunciation :

(i) befriended (ii) looked (iii) planned

applauded staked warned

lasted passed turned

divided ceased called

tormented approached cried

III. Comprehension:

(a) (i) Who were the main participants in the gambling match ?

(ii) How was Sakuni able to defeat Yudhishthira every time in the game of dice ?

(iii) What was Vidura’s advice to King Dhritrashtra ?

(iv) How did the king react to Vidura’s advice ?

(iv) List, in order, the possession staked and lost by Yudhishthira.

(b) (i) Why did Yudhishthira not intervene in spite of Vidura’s request ?

(ii) Why did Yudhishthira not give up the game in spite of his repeated defeats ?

(iii) Why did Vidura leave the hall ?

(iv) How did Duryodhana treat Vidura ?

(v) How did Sakuni succeed in making Yudhishthira agree to stake Arjuna ?

IV. Vocabulary:

(a) Use the following words both as nouns and as verbs :

rope, stake, house, crowd, support, favour

Example: rope (n) We tied his feet together with a rope. rope (v) They roped him to a tree.

(b) Form verbs from the following words and use these verbs in sentences :

friend, humiliation, silent, speech, slave, satisfaction
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Example: friend – befriend

Sentences : You must try to befriend him as he is a very useful man.

V. Grammar :

Note : There are two types of interrogative sentences–Wh-type and Yes-No type sentences at S.

No. 1 and 3 below belong to the former type while others belong to the latter type. While

changing sentences from Direct to the Indirect form of narration, no conjunction is used in

the case of Wh-type sentences while the conjunction if or whether is used in the case of Yes-

No type sentences.

(a) Change the narration in the following sentences :

1. Yudhishthira said to Duryodhana “What do you stake against these gems of the Southern

Ocean ?”

2. Vidur said to his brother “Do you wish to die that you so provoke their anger ?”

3. Vidur said to Duryodhana, “Who will save you when the son of Pandu seize their weapons

to take revenge for their wrongs ?”

4. Sakuni said to Yudhishthira, “Will you stake the mighty Bhima?”

5. He said to Yudhishthira again, “Have you not a stake worthy to win back your brother ?”

(b) Look at the following sentence :

He knew that he could beat Yudhishthira with his magic dice. It can be broken up into sentences.

(i) He knew it.

(ii) He could beat Yudhisthira with his magic dice.

Now read the following sentences and break each sentence into a set of 2-sentences.

(i) We shall beat you whatever you do.

(ii) You know that his wickedness and greed are the curse of your race.

(iii) It is plain to all that Sakuni is cheating Yudhishthira.

(iv) We know that you always favour the Pandavas.

(v) The blind king was peering toward the place where Duryodhana stood.

VI. Composition :

(a) Imagine you are Yudhishthira. Many years after the match, you have to write a short account

(about 200 words) of what happened in the gambling match. Give this account, starting with

the following sentences :

I started the game with a rope of lovely pearls from my neck staked against a jewelled girdle of

great beauty. I threw that dice-it-fell a five and a four but Sakuni won with a four and a six. I

was angry but I did not give up ______.

(b) Write a paragraph (about 150 words) on ‘Gambling as a Social Evil’.

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



The Quality of Mercy5 (William Shakespeare)
(From The Merchant of Venice IV(i) (L. 184-197)

William Shakespeare (1564-1616), the doyen of English literature, has been the favourite

of men and women of all times and all climes, of all tastes and tempers. He has been called

“Myriad-minded”, and possessor of an “experiencing” and highly imaginative mind. A poet

and dramatist of a very high order, he wrote 37 plays (comedies, tragedies, historical plays)

and about 156 sonnets. His plays have been translated into all the major languages of the world

and staged successfully in almost all the countries. His works reveal his towering imagination,

deep wisdom, rich and genial humour, the sweetness, force and flexibility of his style, and

above all, his unsurpassed power of depicting human character in action.

“The Quality of Mercy” is an extract from Shakespeare’s famous comedy, The Merchant

of Venice (1598). Antonio and Bassanio are two close friends. In order to help Bassanio try his

luck at the lottery of caskets devised, for the marriage of a beautiful and accomplished girl

named Portia by her father, Antonio borrows three thousand ducats from a cruel Jew named

Shylock. He is made to sign a strange bond which enjoins upon the latter to cut off a pound of

flesh from any part of Antonio’s body in case he fails to repay the debt by the stipulated date.

Antonio suffers losses in business which render him incapable of paying the debt. Consequently

he is made to appear in the court where Shylock is sharpening his knife to teach the Christian

merchant the lesson of life. Bassanio has, in the meantime, won over Portia who, in disguise,

plays the part of the lawyer. She accepts the Jew’s right to a pound of flesh but calls upon him

to show mercy. The devilish Jew asks Portia why he should show mercy to Antonio. “On what

compulsion must I ?” he retorts. In reply, Portia speaks out the lines that form this extract

which is, at once, persuasive and evocative, in its rhetorical thrust.

The quality of mercy is not strain’d,

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven

Upon the place beneath: it is twice blest:

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes: 4

‘Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes

The throned monarch better than his crown:

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power,

The attribute to awe and majesty, 8

17
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Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings:

But mercy is above this sceptred sway:

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,

It is an attribute to God himself;

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s

When mercy seasons justice. 14

Glossary and Notes :

L.1 quality — attribute

strained — constrained, forced by compulsion (It is the essential nature of mercy that it does

not spring in the heart under any sort of compulsion.)

L.2 It droppeth ......heaven — Mercy comes naturally like the rain falling from the sky. It has

three qualities. It is pleasing in itself; it is beautiful in its effects; it is universal in its benefits.

L.5 mightiest — Mightiest - the more powerful a person is the greater are his opportunities to

show mercy

becomes — gives merit to, behoves

L.7 sceptre — a rod of authority that symbolises the earthly power of kings which is the essential

characteristic of their awe inspiring majesty

L.10 sceptred sway — the authority of the sceptre

L.12 attribute to — special quality of

L.14 seasons — moderates, qualifies, softens

Understanding the Poem :

1. Why does the speaker compare mercy with the gentle rain from heaven ?

2. How is mercy ‘twice blest’ ?

3. How is mercy, according to the speaker, above the ‘sceptred sway’ of kings ?

4. Why should justice be seasoned with mercy ?

5. What is the central idea contained in the extract ?

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



Kamala Dass (born 1934) who lived in Mumbai wrote both in Malayalam and English.

She was honoured with the Kerala Sahitya Academy prize in 1967 for her collection of short

stories entitled Thanuppu (The Cold). She has published three volumes of verse. She won the

Poetry Award of The Asian PEN Anthology in 1964. Her poetry books are : Summer in Calcutta

(1965), The Descendants (1967) and The Old Play-House and Other Poems. She is acclaimed as

one of the most outstanding Indian poets in English. She is aware of the world around her and

she gives expression to modern Indian women’s thoughts, feelings and predicaments. Her

autobiography ‘My Story’ brings out the persistent pre-occupations of her poetry.

The Fancy Dress Show (May, 1970) concerns itself mainly with the cant and sham of the

conventionally virtuous. There appears to be an air of urgency and immediacy about the poem.

The poetess lashes the hypocrites in society who disguise their true selves to appear noble and

virtuous. The poem is an excellent satire. It tears as under the veneers of those who pass for the

honest, the noble and the virtuous by ‘window dressing’ their real, hideous selves.

The thrust of the poem is in keeping with the overall ethos of Kamala Dass’s work.

Every virtue requires today

A fancy dress; the cassock is

The priests’ main virtue, the clever

Politician dons a saint’s mean 4

Apparel. The holy ash is

On the legitimate forehead

And the holy water is in

The right container. Confessions 8

Are mumbled regularly in the dark.

The patriots have survived their

Long fasts; the children of the pool

Have not been so lucky, we hear. 12

A pity. The city morgues are

Full of unclaimed cadavers, yes.

God is in his heaven and all

Is right with this stinking world. 16

The Fancy Dress Show6
(Kamala Dass)

19
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Glossary and Notes :

L.2 a fancy dress — some unusual costume (often historical or fantastic)

cassock — long dress worn by certain clergymen (therefore, a mark of holiness

in word, thought and deed)

L.3 main virtue — The most important quality (used ironically here. Does he have

no other virtue ? Or, are other virture of no significance ?

L.4 dons — wears

L.5 apparel — clothing, dress

L.6 legitimate — lawful, in accordance’ with the law or rules, genuine (note the use

of irony again)

L.8 confession — formal admission of one’s sins to a priest in a private enclosed

place in a church

L.13 morgue — (mortuary) a building where dead bodies are kept until burial or

cremation

L.14 cadaver — corpse, dead body of a person

L.16 stinking — rotten, very bad, unpleasant, horrible foul smelling

Understanding the Poem :

1. Why does the poetess use the word ‘today’ in line 1 ? What does she mean ?

2. What are the various ‘virtues’ listed by the poetess which ‘require’, according to her, ‘a fancy

dress’ ?

3. What does the poetess mean when she says: ‘The children of the poor have not been so lucky, we

hear’ ?

4. Bring out the irony contained in the last two lines of the poem.

5. Give, in about 50 words the central idea contained in the poem.

Related Readings :

1. Guru by Nissim Ezekiel

2. An Indian Lala by K. R. Narayanaswami

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



The Eternal Why7
(Mulk Raj Anand)

Mulk Raj Anand, one of the most prolific of contemporary Indo-English writers, has

made a mark in the field of Indian novel and short story in English. Born in Peshawar (now

in Pakistan) in 1905, educated mostly in England, he continues to write about the India that

he knows intimately. All his works are steeped in his concern for Indian scene-social, cultural

and political. Some of his well-known novels are : The Untouchable (1935), The Village

(1939), Across the Black Waters (1941), The Sword and the Sickle (1942) etc. His short stories,

more than a hundred in number, focus on the various facets of the Indian scenario and

reveal a lively sense of humour, a keen eye for the foibles of the people, a deep understanding

of the subtle working of the mind and a warm sense of compassion and understanding. Over

the years Mulk Raj Anand has emerged as a doyen among writers, art critics, liberal humanists

and crusaders for various causes. He is looked upon as a pioneer.

‘The Eternal Why’ is one of his three ‘prose poems’, the other two being ‘The Lost

Child’ and ‘The Conqueror’. It is an interesting story that directs the readers’ attention

towards the presence of an eternal inquisitiveness in a child who is anxious to know the how

and why of things around him. Many a time a child’s innocent questions raise some really

important issues that leave the elders too confounded to answer his strange queries.

1. He leaned over the edge of the boat dangling his hands to reach the water, while his mother

held him fast by the end of his tunic to prevent him from falling over. It was the central boat

of the static fifty-one which supported the wooden bridge that had been built over the River

Lunda, because no other could stand its ferocious moods. Today, however, on a sultry afternoon

in May, the stream was slow and peaceful. As the child bent over it he could see his silhouette

and that of his mother reflected in the imperceptibly moving water.

2. This reflection of him sitting in the water was a curious phenomenon, something he had never

seen before; it might almost have been his first awareness of life. He started hard at it, from

its immediate life-size through its gradual exaggeration to where his mother’s form faded in the

current and his own attained maturity by being elongated into an oval. Then, suddenly, he

looked away as if self-conscious at having looked too much on himself, as if afraid that if he

kept on looking he would not be able to resist the fascination of his form in the water.

3. ‘Why do we sit here, mother ?’ he asked, as he settled back into the boat for a moment.

‘We are eating the air, child’, his mother replied vaguely, as she sat melting away into her

shadow in the stream.

‘Why do we eat the air mother ?’ asked the child, opening his mouth wonderingly.

21
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‘We want to see a bit of life in the evening, my son’, she replied with a delicately evasive smile.

He turned away, more amazed than satisfied by her answer. His pure new consciousness was

innocent of this aspect of reality; the river and the reflection of his form in its water.

4. He bent his head to look at it again. The image had now crystallised into more shapely form

and was not merely vague and silent in the distance.

5. ‘Mind, you don’t fall, looking into the river, child’, warned his father from where he sat smiling

benevolently on the high stern end of the boat, just as the child’s gaze had drifted from his own

form to the reflection of sun splintered into countless stars upon the moving water.

6. Vaguely he heard his father’s voice and equally vaguely he saw the sun dancing in the rippling

stream. Both the sound of his father’s voice and the sight of the sun’s reflection disturbed his

attention. He became busy reaching out for the little pieces of wood that came floating on the

surface of the river. He would hold these bits of timber in a pile, but as they grew in number

some of the pieces would drift away from the assemblage and he would extend his arm to catch

them. Some of these he would arrest, others eluded his grasp. But he was not irritated if he

failed to catch them and he went on collecting, re-collecting his treasure of chips from the

floating blocks. Thus utterly absorbed in his game, he acquired a sort of power to concentrate

on all the various moods of the current and cultivated almost the vivacity of the sunbeams that

played and commingled with the waves.

7. Once, however, his hand strained to save at least one little piece of wood, when all those he

had collected were let loose by the current and he nearly jumped out of his mother’s lap. She

suddenly pulled him back and looked, dumb with apprehension, in her husband’s face. Then she

turned to the child remonstratingly: ‘Child, sit still and play here in the middle of the boat.

Don’t stray to the sides’.

8. A little shaken by his mother’s sudden pull and angry remonstrance, he struggled out of her

grasp and sat in safety on a plank of wood that might have served as a rower’s seat before the

boat was turned to use to sustain the weight of the bridge. For a moment he was quite still. But

his secret springs of energy burst forth again soon. The flush of discouragement fled from his

face and a naughty light charged his eyes with bright sparks of gaiety. His lips were covered

with a smile. He rose and scanned the bridge which chained the boats across the river. He could

see men and women walking across it, some heading straight across, others stopping to look

at the river, or stepping into the boats to rest a while from the toil of the journey in the heat

of the day: still others struggling to steer their herds of donkeys and goats, loaded with all kinds

of goods and chattels, clear of the danger of falling into the river. These latter were big, burly

men, ferocious and red, like the robbers his mother had told him about in the fairy story. They

beat their beasts of burden brutally with huge stick, to drive them fast, even though the poor

animals were quaking under the weights on their backs. The child was frightened when a group

of them passed, shaking the whole wooden structure with the powerful thumping of their heavy

feet. It seemed as if the bridge which honest workmen had taken years to build would yield to

their heavy, clumsy gait, and then everyone would go swirling fast down the stream, shouting

and struggling to keep a float in utter confusion among the frothing waves. The child did not

know why this should happen; nor what exact from it would take if it did happen; he was just

afraid that it might happen, and in order to escape from this dreadful prospect of the future he

looked away towards the hollows in the shore on both sides of the rising streams.

9. He could hear the mournful wail of water butting into the rocks and he could see shadowy

forms, shapeless bodies and featureless faces appear from a little stretch of even bank and
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vanish into the stream. He looked more intently and could recognise a few heads floating in

the water, but like the dancing shadows that projected themselves from the kikar trees into the

shimmering stream like the cool evanescent breeze that arose from the dim, white mist across

the water like the foam among which they moved happily to and fro, they seemed to the child

perplexingly unreal and indistinct.

10. ‘What is that, mother’ ? he asked, bewildered.

‘They are the holy men bathing in the river, child’, his mother answered. ‘They are swimming’.

‘I want to swim, too’, he said, and almost made towards the water. ‘No, no’, said his mother

running after him. Bringing him near her, she began to console him : ‘You are too small to swim

yet. One day, when you are strong, you will swim, too, my child. Not till then, because the river

is very cruel, and even very strong men are drowned in it.

11. His gaze, retreating from the bank, began to probe each corner of the bare wooden structure

of the boat. He flew and sat on a plank a yard ahead of the boat. Tempted to run farther he

almost knocked his head against a high wooden wall that descended from the bridge. His

mother raced after him and brought him back.

12. ‘Come child, play here, near me’, she remonstrated. He was a bit cross with his mother for not

letting him go and play as he liked. So he ran towards his father instead of coming, back to

her lap. This parent’s benevolent smile consoled him, and for a little while he waited to find

something which would revive his spirits. He soon discovered an interesting sensation, for as

he stood near the high stem end of the boat he could hear its noise tear the water sharply. He

mounted to his father’s lap briskly, almost without aid, and looked towards the direction where

the swelling river came. He could see its vast sheet of rippling power converge into an even

smaller chasm of silver light till it lost itself in the dim vaults of steep precipices.

13. Deep, deep in him, deep in his little soul, he knew there was something beyond the river, some

dark force, some mysterious source from which it came.

14. ‘Where was the river born, father ?’ he asked therefore, almost as he might have asked for food,

knowing there was such a thing to be had.

‘It was born in the Himalayas my child, from the cold, white snows on the roof of the world

line.’ ‘Where did the snow come from on the Himalayas, father ?’ It was formed by the rain

which the clouds poured down, child’. ‘Where did the clouds come from them ?’ he asked, like

a true little philosopher, greedy to know the cause of all things. ‘They came from the sea, my

child, from the boundless, infinite ocean.’

15. For a moment he was quiet and struggled to fit the mountains, the snow, the clouds, the sea

into his dark pre-natal feeling for order; but failing to picture all these things either separately

or together, he let his imagination ‘try’ to assimilate knowledge by another course of reasoning.

16. ‘What is the name of the river, father ?’ he asked, urged by the unformulated theory that

everything has its name original and primordial.

‘It is called Lunda, my son’.

That answer seemed to satisfy him—and for a moment he sat back quietly.

17. The river was now in full swing. The subtle rhythm of its earlier hissing flow had given place

to the crafty play of babbling waves. A wedge of slow ripples had spread the first flaws in a
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crystal sheet of indomitable power. Ebbing, falling, mounting, remounting, the terrible serpent

poured itself down from the plain, a mighty sweep of opulent majesty, and borrowing the lustre

of magnificence from the golden sun, enthroned itself upon the earth a mirthful, usurping

emperor.

18. The child trembled with fear as he contemplated the roaring hum of the demoniac rushing

stream. He looked into his mother’s eyes for comfort. There was a tender look of reassurance

in her dusky face. So he sat safely in conviction of her supporting love, and in a while even

mustered courage to stare into the stream again.

19. A whirpool engaged his attention: first a disembodied look, then his searching watchfulness.

The revolving water did not seem to move. Why did it not move ? He looked and looked,

waiting for the pent-up snag to release itself. It would not flow. He stared hard at it. There was

a difference but the dimple in the pool persisted, like the dimple on his mother’s face. This

mark on the dark, leonine, imperious stream persisted, the mystery of the river’s soul, so like

the mystery of woman’s soul, innocent, simple yet in the end subtle, mysterious, unknowable,

perhaps even capricious. He was beaten by the mystery.

20. ‘Why does not water there flow, father ?’

‘Because there is a deep, deep pit in it and the water get lost in it.’

‘But why does the other water flow ?’

‘Because it avoids the deep pits and goes over end land.’

21. He watched the endless, writhing flow of the stream again. But there was still a part of his

intuition to be exorcised from the depths below the depths within him. He contemplated his

father’s answer to his last question and then fired off another.

‘Where does the water go, father ?’

‘It goes to the sea, my son.’

‘But it come from the sea, did it not ?’

‘Yes, my son, it come from the sea; from the boundless, infinite ocean it came, into that vast

ocean will it go.’

‘Where is the sea, father ?’

‘It is on the other side of the world, child.’

22. A smile of endless light lingered in the eyes of the day. It came upon the earth and played about

the child’s face, like a dim aureole as he sat now in his mother’s lap in the joy of his newly

gained knowledge. Through the burden some multiplicity of unending experience, he could see

that the mystery of the river’s origin, the secret of its journey and the riddle of its destination

had some significance for him.

23. But what it was he did not know. As the golden sunlight faded and the silver moonlight fell

on the limitless expanse of water power, he asked one last question. ‘If the sea is on the other

side of world, father, why is the river on this side ?’

24. They are really in the same world, child. Only they appear to be separated. The river comes

from the sea and goes sweeping incessantly onward to it. But I do not know child. I cannot go

on answering your eternal whys.
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Key of Phonetic Symbols

/g/get /dZ/jam /T/thin /S/ship /j/yes

/tS/chain /Î/long /D/then /Z/measure

/i:/beat /A:/part /u:/boot /eI/late /OI/boy

/I/bit /Á/hot /ö/but /@U/go /I@/hear

/e/pet /O:/saw /Æ:/bird /aI/fly /e@/pair

/{/bat /U:/put /@/away /aU/now /U@/poor

I. Glossary :

1. Eternal (adj.) /I
l
tÆnl/ lasting or existing forever

dangle (v) /
l
d{Îgl/ hang or swing loosely

tunic (v) /
l
tjunIk/ close fitting jacket

static (adj.) /
l
st{tIk/ not moving or changing

ferocious (adj.) /
l
f@

l
r@US@s/ violent or savage

sultry (adj.) /
l
sölt@rI/ hot and humid (weather)

silhouette (n) /sIlu
l
et/ dark outline of somebody or something seen against

a light background

imperceptibly (adj.) /imp@
l
sept@blI/ that could not be grasped through the senses

2. phenomenon (n) /f@
l
nÁmIn@n/ fact or occurrence especially in nature or society,

that can be perceived by the senses

awareness (n) /@
l
we@n@s/ having knowledge of some thing

gradual (adj.) /
l
gr{dZU@l/ not sudden, taking place by series of small changes

over a long period

exaggeration (n) /Igz{dZ@
l
reISn/ action of making something larger, better, worse

etc, than it really is

oval (adj.) /
l
@Uvl/ shaped like an egg

fascination (n) /f{sI
l
neISn/ process of attracting

3. vaguely (adv.) /
l
veIglI/ in a way one can not specify

evasive (adj.) /I
l
veIsIv/ avoiding a direct confrontation

5. benevolently (adv) /bI
l
nev@l@ntlI/ wishing to be kind, friendly and helpful

stern (n) /stÆn/ back or rear part

splinter (v) /
l
splInt@/ break into small sharp pieces

6. assemblage (n) /@
l
semblIdZ/ a collection of things or a gathering of people

elude (v) /I
l
lud/ escape especially by a trick

cultivate (v) /
l
költIveIt/ make the mind fertile

vivacity (n) /vI
l
v{s@tI/ liveliness

commingle (v) /kÁ
l
mIÎg@l/ mix together
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7. apprehension (n) /{prI
l
henSn/ anxiety about the future

remonstrating (adv.) /
l
rem@nstreItIÎ/ protestingly

8. gaiety (n) /
l
geI@tI/ merriment, cheerfulness

scan (v) /sk{n/ look at or study something carefully

chattels (n) /
l
tS{tlz/ one’s goods and belongings

burly (adj.) /
l
bÆlI/ with a strong heavy body

quake (v) /kweIk/ shake

frothing (adj.) /
l
frÁTIÎ/ full of or covered with foam

prospect (n) /
l
prÁspekt/ something one expects, chance

9. shimmering (adj.) /SIm@rIÎ/ shining with a soft light that seems to waver

evanescent (adj.) /Iv@
l
nesnt/ quickly fading, soon disappearing from

memory

perplexingly (adv.) /p@
l
pleksIÎlI/ in a confused manner

10. bewildered (adj.) /bI
l
wIld@d/ puzzled

11. probe (v) /pr@Ub/ explore or examine

12. cross (adj.) /krÁs/ rather angry

revive (v) /rI
l
vaIv/ come or bring back to health

chasm (n) /
l
k{z@m/ deep opening in the ground, abyss, gorge

precipice (n) /
l
presIpIs/ very steep or vertical face of a cliff

15. pre-natal (adj.) /prI
l
neItl/ pertaining to a period before birth

assimilate (v) /@
l
sImIleIt/ become absorbed into the body

16. primordial (adj.) /praI
l
mOdI@l/ existing at or from the beginning of the world

17. subtle (adj.) /
l
sötl/ not easy to describe, fine delicate

indomitable (adj.) /In
l
dÁmIt@bl/ that cannot be defeated

ebbing (v) /
l
ebIî/ flowing out, receding

opulent (adj.) /
l
ÁpjUl@nt/ having or showing signs of great abundance

mirthful (adj.) /
l
m@TfUl/ full of happiness and merriment

usurping (adj.) /ju
l
zÆrpIÎ/ taking somebody’s power, might, position,

wrongfully

18. contemplate (v) /
l
kÁntempleIt/ consider thoughtfully

demoniac (adj.) /dI
l
m@UnI{k/ devilish

dusky (adj.) /
l
döskI/ shadowy, dim

muster (v) /
l
möst@/ to come or bring together

19. disembodied (adj.) /dIsIm
l
bÁdId/ separated from the body

pent up (adj.) /pent
l
öp/ not expressed, repressed

snag (n) /sn{g/ some hidden difficulty or obstacle

leonine (adj.) /
l
lI@nAIn/ of or like lion

imperious (adj.) /Im
l
pI@rI@s/ proud and arrogant
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capricious (adj.) /k@
l
prIS@s/ characterised by sudden changing in attitude or

behaviour

21. writhing (n) /raIIÎ/ twisting or rolling about because of great pain

exorcise (v) /
l
eksOsaIz/ drive out an evil spirit by magic

22. aureole (n) /
l
OrI@Ul/ a halo, circle of light around the head of a holy

person

riddle (n) /
l
ridl/ puzzling question

23. incessantly (adv.) /In
l
sesntlI/ continuously, non-stop

II. Pronunciation:

It should be noted that there are many words which contain clusters of consonant sounds in the

initial of final position of a syllable. Here are some examples of clusters generally mispronounced

by students :

(a) Biphonematic clusters :

(i) word cluster (ii) word cluster

spell sp-- milk -lk

stand st-- laughed --ft

plain pl-- pushed --St

break br-- passed --st

scale sk-- capped --pt

blame bl-- watched --tSt

(b) longer clusters

(i) word cluster (ii) word cluster

spray spr-- attempt --mpt

straight str-- sixth --ks

scrape skr-- twelfth -lf

Many speakers of English in India try to ‘simplify’ these clusters by either missing out a

sound or inserting a small vowel sound /@/ in between the consonants. This should be

carefully avoided.

Practise saying the following words occuring in the story, taking care that you produce the

consonant cluster in these words correctly :

(i) static stream (ii) leaned towards

slow straight fast tempt

stop stretch built distinct

step stray looked drifts

froth asked depths

III. Comprehension:

(a) (i) What did the child see in the moving water ?
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(ii) Who were the three occupants of the boat ?

(iii) How did the child play with the little pieces of wood that came floating on the surface

of the water ?

(iv) Why was the child a bit cross with his mother for a short while ?

(v) What surprised the child as he looked constantly at the whirpool ?

(b) (i) What is the significance of the title “The Eternal Why” ?

(ii) What kind of bridge had been built over the river Lunda ?

(iii) Why could the child not sit still in spite of his mother’s remonstrance ?

(iv) Why was the child frightened as he saw some people steering their herds of donkey and

goat across the bridge ?

(v) How does the author describe the river in full swing (refer to Para 17) ?

IV. Vocabulary:

(a) Give the antonyms of the following words and use them in sentences of your own :

static, vaguely, satisfied, discouragement, heavy, indistinct, holy, descend, converge, deep

Example : static – dynamic

The new boss has a dynamic personality; he is sure to improve the efficiency of the office

in a big way.

(b) Find words from the passage which mean approximately the same as the following :

(i) oppressively hot and humid

(ii) serious and grim

(iii) close fitting jacket

(iv) quickly fading

(v) pertaining to a period before the birth

(vi) deep opening in the ground

(vii) drive out an evil spirit by magic

(viii)characterised by sudden changes in behaviour or attitude

(ix) that which remains forever

V. Grammar :

(a) Change the narration in the following sentences from Direct to Indirect :

(i) ‘Why do we sit here mother ?’ he asked.

‘We are eating the air, child,’ his mother replied.

‘Why do we eat the air, mother ?’ asked the child.

‘We want to see a bit of life in the evening, my son’, she replied.

(ii) ‘Where was the river born, father ?’ he asked.

‘It was born in the Himalayas, my child, from the cold, white snows on the roof of the

world.’

‘Where did the snow come from on the Himalayas, father ?’

‘It was formed by the rain which the clouds poured down, my child.’
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(b) Change the voice (from Active to Passive and vice-versa) in the following sentences :

(i) He heard his father’s voice.

(ii) His lips were covered with a smile.

(iii) The child did not know this.

(iv) He was beaten by the mystery.

(v) He could see the vast sheet of rippling water.

VI. Composition :

(a) Construct an imaginary dialogue (15-20) line between a father and a son on the subject :

The Cycle of Water

The dialogue should start like this :

Son : Dear father, where do we get water from ?

Father : Dear son, we get water from the sea, the rivers, the clouds, the springs and from under

the surface of the earth.

Son : How does it rain ?

Father : .........................................................

Son : Where does the rain water go ?

Father : .........................................................

Son : How are the clouds formed ?

Father : .........................................................

(b) Imagine that you are reproducing the dialogue between the father and the child in the story,

‘The Eternal Why’ to a friend a year after you had heard it. What would you say ? (use Indirect

form of narration only). (Not more than 150 words)

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



The Song of India8
(V.K. Gokak)

Vinayak Krishan Gokak (1909) is a doyen in the field of English language and literature.

He is an educationist with a vision and has been playing an important role in guiding the cause

of the new priorities and strategies in the academic planning of the country. He is a versatile

genius, a poet who writes with felicity and facility both in Kannada and English. He was

awarded the Padma Shri by the President of India for his valuable contribution in the field

of education. Born at Savanur, Dharwar, Gokak received his higher education at Oxford. He

has been Professor of English at the Fergusson College, Poona ; Principal of Willingdon

College, Sangli (Maharashtra) ; Professor of English at the Osmania University, Hyderabad

; Director, Indian Institute of Advanced Study at Shimla ; Vice-Chancellor of Bangalore

University and Vice President of the Sahitya Academy. Two of his famous poetical creations

are: Songs of Life and Other Poems and In Life’s Temple. He also won the Sahitya Academy

Award for his Dyava Prithvi, a lyric sequence in Kannada. His critical work An Integral View

of Poetry—An Indian Perspective and his novel Narahari have won wide acclaim. In his poetry,

he is generally preoccupied with the problem of cultural patterns of thought and behaviour.

The Song of India bursts forth as a cry of agony from the soul of a noble son of Mother

India who sings a song of sympathy for the beggars, lepers, the toiling millions, the ignorant

masses and children of the country.

Despite an undercurrent of pessimism, the poem draws sustenance from the optimism

that Bharat Mata is destined to achieve its true glory and come out of the quagmire she is

stuck in at present. The night, no doubt, is dark but the dawn is not far behind.

‘What song shall I sing of you, my Mother ?’

I asked.

‘Shall I sing

Of the Himalayas with their snow-born peaks, 4

Of the three seas that wash your palm ?

Shall I sing

Of your clear dawn with its pure gold-streaks ?’

Said the Mother imperturbable, calm:

‘Sing of the beggar and the leper

30
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That swarm my streets.

Sing of the filth and the dirt

That foul my sylvan retreats.’ 12

‘What song shall I sing of you, my Mother ?’

I asked.

‘Shall I sing

Of your rock-cut temples, epics in stone, 16

Of your children that died to call you their own,

Their very own ?

Of the seers and prophets that hewed the straight path

For the man that pilgrims alone ?’ 20

Said the Mother in indignant words

That beat into my ears like gong,

That flew about me, a pitiful thing.

Like great white birds:

‘Sing of the millions that toil.

Sing of the wrinkled face

Indexing ignorance.

Sing of the helpless child 28

Born in a bleak, dark home.’

Nervous, I yet would ask, .

Deeming it my task :

‘What song shall I sing of you, my Mother ?

What song ?

Shall I sing of the dam and the lake ?

Of steel mills, the ship-building yard ?

Of the men that work hard. 36

To technologise, to put you on the page

Of the Atomic Age ?’

Said the Mother : ‘Of these you may sing.

But sing also of the strikes, early and late, 40

Of iron men that come in their wake.

Of class-war and its correlate.’
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Querulous, I said:

Is there no song that I can sing of you,

Heart-whole, unalloyed ?

A song bathed in the stainless blue

Unvapouring in the void ?’

At that the Mother rose, draped in blue sky. 48

Milk-white oceans heaved round her. Their waves

Were the entrancing and enthroning light

On which she sat and wrote the Book of the Morrow.

Her forehead opened like earth’s destiny. 52

Yielding the sun-god, cancelling all sorrow.

It was clear dawn. Like a nightmare fled the night

And the sun-beam was as the Hand that saves.

Glossary and Notes :

L.1 Mother — Mother India, Bharat Mata (whom the poet addresses)

L.5 three seas — the Indian Ocean, the Bay of Bengal, the Arabian Sea (these

seas offer obeisance to Mother India, conceptualised as a

goddess)

L.8 imperturbable — one that cannot be disturbed or excited, calm, serene

L. 10 swarm — to be present in large numbers

L.I 2 sylvan retreats — places of shelter in the forests, lovely natural shelters in

the woods far from the madding crowds

L.I 9 hewed — cut, prepared, designed

L.20 that pilgrims alone — he who chooses a lonely path or journey on a holy mission

L.22 gong — a small bell, a metal-disc that gives a resonant note when

struck with a stick

L.27 indexing ignorance — manifesting total lack of knowledge or education

L.34 the dam and the lake — here refers to the industrial and agricultural prosperity,

and the environmental improvement through artificial

means

L.38 atomic age — the modern age of science and technology

L.42 class-war and its — the struggle between haves and have

correlates nots and the problems arising out of it

L.43 querulous — complaining, irritable

L.45 heart - whole, — with all my heart a song full of

unalloyed only hope, joy and the glory of Mother India
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L.52 Her forehead — The lines 52-56 contain a vision of India’s glorious future,

the period

opened-etc. of the Golden Age when India would be the real Jagat

Guru as prophesied by her saints and seers. It would be

a country where every hand would be busy, every head

would be high and every heart would be happy.

Understanding the Poem :

1. What does the poet want to sing of as a tribute to his motherland ?

2. How does the Mother remind the poet that the darker side of life needs his greater attention and

concern ?

3. What according to the Mother, are the accompaniments of technological progress ?

4. What is the type of the tribute that the poet wants to pay to his motherland ?

5. What ‘heart-whole, unalloyed’ picture of Mother India is presented in the concluding lines of

the poem ?

Related Readings :

1. Where the Mind is Without Fear by R. N. Tagore

2. Bharat Mata – A Prayer Song by Arvind Mehrotra

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



Henry is the pen-name of one of the most popular short-story writers of America. This

versatile genius, William Sydney Porter (1862-1910) has more than six hundred stories to his

credit. His short story collections include Cabbage and Kings, The Four Million and Hearts

of the West. His stories have excellent plots and interesting situations with ‘surprise endings’.

‘The Gift of the Magi’, ‘The Last Leaf’ and ‘Jimmy Valentine’ are some of the best known

of his short-stories.

‘After Twenty Years’ is one of O’ Henry’s very gripping stories which is full of suspense

and interest. It is a story of a promised rendezvous when two old friends meet after a lapse

of twenty years. The circumstances have so changed during this long period that a happy re-

union turns out to be a strange misadventure resulting in the arrest of one of the friends by

the other.

1. The policeman on the beat moved up the quiet road smartly. His smartness was habitual and

not for show, for spectators were few. The time was only 10 o’clock at night. But the locality

was one that kept early hours, and chilly winds and a drizzle had almost depeopled the streets.

2. Examining closed doors as he went, making various interesting and playful movements with his

small stick, the officer, with his stalwart figure and smart movements, made a fine picture of

the guardian of the law. He could see a few lights coming from a cigar store, an all-night hotel,

and one or two tailoring shops completing the day’s work. The majority of the houses were

business places that had long since been closed. Now and then he would suddenly turn about,

and cast his watchful eye along the peaceful road. He was thinking of what his boss had said

in the morning : “pale face, square jaws, deep and dark eyes, and a little scar near the right

eyebrow”. As a part of the police organisation, he felt a little ashamed that the name of this

notorious criminal was still unknown, and that he was still at large. Printing counterfeit notes

was a serious affair, he knew and the criminal must be caught. He took out his pocket-book

under a lamp-post, and looked at the five-dollar note and the reconstructed photograph1. He

became thoughtful : “Chicago-a thousand miles away. What chance ?” Then he said to himself

aloud, ‘Never mind, my boy, you have been a dutiful one these last eighteen years, and luck

owes you a debt.”

3. He was in the habit of talking to himself, sometimes, when nobody was by. And he liked to

refer to himself as a boy, though he was forty.

After Twenty Years9
(O’ Henry)

1. Police officials get a photograph of wanted criminal made on the basis of the description given to them by various people.

34
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4. There was another thing on his mind. He looked at his watch,—a quarter past ten : fifteen

minutes more. It was a long road; but “there was enough time”. After a minute he descried

about five hundred metres ahead the outline of a man near the doorway of a darkened hardware

store. He quickened his steps. The place was slightly dark, lying exactly midway between two

lamp-posts. He was about to address the man, but changed his mind and allowed the man to

begin. The man realised that the way he was standing there must look suspicious to one who

didn’t know his story. So he said, as the policeman walked up to him : ‘It’s all right, officer;

I am just waiting for a friend. it is an appointment made twenty years ago. It sounds a little

funny to you, doesn’t it ? Well, I’ll explain so as to remove all suspicion from your mind. About

twenty years ago there used to be restaurant where this store stands—‘Brady’s Restaurant’.

5. ‘Until five years ago’, said the officer. ‘It was torn down then’. He was about to take the hand

of the stranger, but checked himself.

6. The man in the doorway struck a match and lit his cigar. The policeman had a chance to look

at the face of the man.

7. ‘Twenty years ago tonight,’ said the man, ‘I dined here at Brady’s with Jimmy Wells, my best

chum, and the finest chap in the world. We were both born and brought up here in New York,

just like two brothers. I was eighteen and Jimmy was twenty. The next morning I was to start

for the West to make my fortune. Jimmy was a homing bird2. You couldn’t have dragged Jimmy

out of New York ; he thought it was the only place on earth. 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 felt that in twenty years

each of us would have had his career made, and got what life had to give.’

8. ‘It sounds pretty interesting,’ said the policeman. ‘Rather a long time between meets, it seems

to me. Haven’t you heard from your friend since you left ?’

9. ‘Well, yes, for a time we corresponded,’ said the other. ‘But after a year or two we lost track

of each other. Though Chicago was, what you call, my headquarters, I kept moving around a

lot, but I know Jimmy will meet me here if he’s alive, for he always was the truest, staunchest!

old chap in the world. He’ll never forget. I came a thousand miles to stand at this door tonight,

and it’s worth it if my old partner turns up.’

10. The waiting man pulled out a handsome watch, the lid of it set with small diamonds.

‘Ten twenty-five’, he said. ‘It was exactly half past ten when we parted here at the restaurant

door.’

‘Made lots of money out in the West, didn’t you ?’ asked the policeman.

11. ‘Well, it wasn’t bad, I must admit. I hope Jimmy has done half so well. He was somewhat slow

in the brain, though he was a good fellow, I’ve had to compete with some of the sharpest wits

in the world to earn my dollars. A man gets into the rut in New York. The West requires fighting

and teaches it.’

12. ‘The policeman took a step or two. ‘I hope your friend comes around all right,’ he said. ‘Are

you going to wait for some time in case he doesn’t turn up at the appointed time ?’ he asked.

13. ‘I’ll give him half an hour,’ said the other. ‘If Jimmy is alive on earth he’ll be here by that time.

So long, officer.’

2. One who kept confined to his home only and did not like to move out
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‘Goodnight, Sir’, said the policeman, passing on along his beat, examining doors as he went.

14. The wind was growing more chilly, and the drizzle was thickening. The few people who were

out quickened their steps, their coat collars turned up and hand pocketed. And near the door

of the hardware store the man who had come a thousand miles to fill an appointment with the

friend of his youth, smoked his cigar and waited.

15. 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 near the door.

16. ‘Bless my heart !’ exclaimed the new arrival grasping both 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 restaurant is gone, Bob; I wish it had lasted, so that we

could have had another dinner there. How has the West treated you, old man ?’

‘Nothing to complain of; it has given me everything I asked for.’

‘You have changed a lot, Jimmy. You look taller by eight or ten centimetres than when we met

last’.

‘Doing well in New York, Jimmy ?’

‘Not so bad. I work in a departmental store as assistant manager. Good pay and other benefits.

Come on Bob; we’ll go round to a place I know of, and have a good long talk about old times.’

17. The two men started up the street, arm in arm. The man from the West, somewhat puffed up3

by success, was talking of his possessions and of his important friends in Chicago and else

where. The other, covered with his overcoat, was listening with rapt attention. They had not yet

taken a good look at each other’s face.

18. They neared a medicine store lit brilliantly with electric lights. There each of them turned

simultaneously to gaze at the other’s face.

19. The man from the West stopped suddenly and let go the other’s arm.

‘You’re not Jimmy Wells’, he faltered. ‘Twenty years is a long time, but not long enough to

change a man’s sharp nose to a flat one.’

20. ‘It sometimes changes a good man into a bad one,’ said the tall man. ‘You’ve been under arrest

for ten minutes, Bob, or whatever your name is. The Commissioner of Police, Chicago, longs

to have a chat with you in connection with some bundles of five-dollar notes which have come

his way. Come quietly, please, and no tricks. Before we go to the station4, here’s a note I was

asked to give you. It’s from the Assistant Sub-Inspector Jimmy Wells.’

21. The man from the West unfolded the little piece of paper handed to 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.

22. ‘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 policeman to do the job.’

3. in a state of proud satisfaction

4. Police station
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Key of Phonetic Symbols

/g/get /dZ/jam /T/thin /S/ship /j/yes

/tS/chain /Î/long /D/then /Z/measure

/i:/beat /A:/part /u:/boot /eI/late /OI/boy

/I/bit /Á/hot /ö/but /@U/go /I@/hear

/e/pet /O:/saw /Æ:/bird /aI/fly /e@/pair

/{/bat /U:/put /@/away /aU/now /U@/poor

I. Glossary :

1. on the beat /Án D@ bIt/ on patrol duty in a fixed area

spectators (n) /spek
l
teItez/ persons who came to watch an event

2. stalwart /
l
stOlw@t/ strong and sturdy

at large (adj.) /{t ladZ/ free, not confined, not under arrest

counterfeit (adj.) /
l
kaUnt@fIt/ fake, made exactly similar in a bid to deceive

4. descried (v) /dI
l
skraId/ saw a long way

quicken (v) /
l
kwIk@n/ increase the speed of

7. chum (n) /tSöm/ close friend

9. staunch (adj.) /stOntS/ firm, loyal and dependable

turn up (v) /tÆn öp/ appear as per appointment

11. get into rut get used to a set routine of life

13. so long /s@U lÁÎ/ good bye

16. in existence /In Ig
l
zIst@ns/ alive

18. gaze /geIz/ look long and steadily in surprise or admiration

19. let go /let g@U/ leave, lose hold of

falter /
l
fOlt@/ move, walk or act hesitantly because of fear or

indecision

II. Pronunciation:

Here are a few guidelines that would help you in pronouncing some sets of words correctly :

(i) In words where d and j occur together, d is silent, e.g.

adjust /a
l
j@st/ adjudge /@

l
jej/

adjective /{dZektIv/ adjunct /a-juhngkt/

(ii) b in the sequence bt and mb is generally silent, e.g.,

debt /det/ lamb /
l
l{m/

doubt /daUt/ comb /k@Um/

subtle /
l
sötl/ thumb /Töm/

(Note : b is not silent before t where it occurs in the prefix sub as in subtend etc. Also, it

is not silent in words like number, tumble, humble, etc.)
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(iii) k before n in kn (initial position) is silent, e.g.,

knack /n{k/ knead /nid/

knee /ni/ knob /nÁb/

Now, pronounce and practise saying the following words :

adjourn kneel womb

adjoin knife limb

adjacent knight crumb

adjudicate knit climb

adjure knuckle dumb

III. Comprehension:

(a) (i) Why did the streets wear a deserted look ?

(ii) What was the policeman thinking of ?

(iii) How did the man from Chicago explain his presence on the road ?

(iv) What did he think of his friend Jimmy ?

(v) Why was he arrested ?

(b) (i) Why were the police looking for the man from Chicago ?

(ii) What had been the activities of two friends during the twenty years interval between

their meetings ?

(iii) Why did Jimmy Wells not personally arrest Bob ?

(iv) How did Jimmy Wells recognise Bob ?

(v) What transpired during the short meeting, between Jimmy Wells and Bob ?

IV. Vocabulary:

(a) Form verbs from the following and use the verbs in sentences of your own :

people, examination, quick, suspicion, dinner, correspondence, thick, attention, loss, admission

(b) Use the follwing words as suggested :

fine as a noun, as a verb and as an adjective

picture as a noun and as a verb

long as a verb and as an adjective

square as a verb and as an adjective

face as a noun, as a verb and as an adjective

round as a noun, as a verb and as an adjective

near as a preposition and as a verb

arrest as a noun and as a verb

light as a verb, as an adjective and as a noun

step as a noun and as a verb
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V. Grammar :

(a) A complex sentence consists of a principal clause and one or more subordinate clause(s). A

subordinate clause may be a Noun clause, an Adjective clause or an Adverb clause. Given

below are few complex sentences.

Identify the principal clause and the subordinate clause in each of the sentences : (The name of

the subordinate clause is given in brackets).

1. The majority of the houses were business places that had long since been closed. (Adjective

clause)

2. It is an appointment that was made twenty years ago. (Adjective clause)

3. We felt that in twenty years each of us would have had his career made. (Noun clause)

4. Jimmy will meet me here if he is alive. (Adverb clause)

5. His hand was steady when he began to read to note. (Adverb clause)

(b) Look at the following sentence :

Jimmy will meet me here if he is alive.

This pattern is :

Future tense – if – Present tense.

Form as many sentences as possible from the tables given below :

1 Rita will take the test she is well.

will play the match if it suits her.

she reaches.

here by morning.

If I go to Mumbai I shall convey your message.

I meet him I shall have a talk with him.

VI. Composition :

(a) Imagine that you went to the house of a friend to borrow a book. On reaching there you found

that his house was on fire. Describe, in about 150 words, what you saw there and what you did.

(b) Write a paragraph (150 words) on :

Waiting for an Old Friend.

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



The Tree Fell Down10
(P.V. Dhamija)

Dr. P.V. Dhamija has taught in the Department of Phonetics and Spoken English,

Central Institute of English and Foreign Languages Hyderabad. He holds doctoral degrees

both in English Language and English Literature. He is deeply engaged in creative writing

in English, Hindi and Urdu. He takes particularly keen interest in poetry, and composes

poetry in Urdu as well as in English.

He has published a novel ‘Love and Lust’, a collection of poems ‘Cracks in the Wall’,

apart from several professional books and papers.

‘The Tree Fell Down’ is a poem imbused with a deep meaning. It is a pungent satire

on the culture of procrastination that is eating into the vitals of our society. The imagery is

graphic and evocative, the similes and metaphors are apt and revealing. Moreover, the tree

has been personified with a view to dramatising its fall, the resultant blockade and the

traffic jam. The passing of time is highlighted in order to focus on the national pastime of

putting off things till the catastrophe stares us in the face and clamours for attention.

The tree fell down

Across the busy road,

And blocked the traffic in a big way;

It was so tall and old. 4

That it could have been an oak;

Its skin was like a crocodile’s,

And leaves, pale and crisp like wafers.

It lay sprawled on the road now 8

Like a crowd of rasta-roko hirelings.

For years it had stood leaning above the road.

None bothered about its bristly warnings,

Which often well so feeble and gentle 12

That they must have been taken as playful pokings.

40



THE LITERARY PETALS 41

It lost its natural poise,

Precariously balanced now,

It brushed against and bruised 16

Numerous vehicles running past it.

Time passed, month after month,

It could no longer support itself

On its shaking tubercular stem. 20

And came crashing down.

Like a skyscraper in an earthquake !

They’ve been gone now for hours

To fetch their massive cranes 24

To remove the monster from the way

The traffic can wait, patiently.

Glossary and Notes :

L.7 wafers — very thin, sweet biscuits

L.8 sprawled — lying across the road with branches spread out on right and left

L.11 bristly — prickly, rough, full of bristles

L.12 feeble — weak, dim, soft

L.13 poking — a push with a stick or a finger, a nudge

L.14 poise — balance, graceful position

L.15 precariously — unsteadily, unsafely

L.24 crane — machine for lifting heavy loads

Understanding the Poem :

1. Can you think of the tree as a symbol ? What does it symbolise ?

2. Why did none bother about the tree’s bristly warnings ?

3. How did the tree convey its ‘warnings’ ?

4. What led to the crashing down of the tree ?

5. Who have been gone ‘for hours’ ? When are they expected to come back ?

6. What is the sting in the last line of the poem ?

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



Rabindra Nath Tagore (1861-1941), the author of Gitanjali that won him the Nobel

Prize and made him famous all over the world overnight, was a versatile genius. He was a

gifted musician and composer, a painter, an actor, a dramatist, a powerful speaker, a novelist,

a short-story writer, a philosopher, a social reformer – all rolled into one. His poems and

short stories have been translated into several languages of the world. His contribution to

Indian culture and his influence on Indian thought and Indian poetry have been remarkable.

He is the author of India’s national anthem ‘Jan-Gan-Man’ and a very popular anthology

piece : ‘Where the Mind is without Fear’.

In ‘The World Today is Wild With the Delirium of Hatred’, Tagore appears as a thorough

humanist who raises his voice of protest against the atmosphere of distrust and hatred

prevailing in the contemporary world. This poem appears in the form of a song sung by

some Buddhist Bhikshus in the play Natir Puja, written by the poet.

Against a background of the clouds of war hovering in the sky and power bleeks being

crazy in their preparations for war, the agonised soul of the poet finds no hope except in a

prayer to the Almighty to ‘Wipe away all dark stains from the heart of this earth’. He prays

for a utopia of his own a world totally free from evil, hatred and war.

THE world today is wild with the delirium of hatred,

the conflicts are cruel and unceasing in anguish,

crooked are its paths, tangled its bonds of greed.

All creatures are crying for a new birth of thine. 4

O Thou of boundless life,

save them, raise thine eternal voice of hope,

Let Love’s lotus with its inexhaustible

treasure of honey open its petals in the light. 8

O Serene, O free,

in thine immeasurable mercy and goodness

wipe away all dark stains from the heart of this earth.

Thou giver of immortal gifts 12

The World Today is Wild

With the Delirium of Hatred11
(Rabindra Nath Tagore)
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give us the power of renunciation

and claim from us our pride.

In the splendour of a new sunrise of wisdom

let the blind gain their sight 16

and let life come to the souls that are dead.

O Serene, O Free,

in thine immeasurable mercy and goodness

wipe away all dark stains from the heart of this earth. 20

Man’s heart is anguished with the fever of unrest,

With the poison of self-seeking,

With a thirst that knows no end.

Countries far and wide flaunt on their foreheads 24

the blood-red mark of hatred.

Touch them with thy right hand,

make them one in spirit,

bring harmony into their life, 28

bring rhythm of beauty.

O Serene, O Free,

in thine immeasurable mercy and goodness

wipe away all dark stains from the heart of this earth. 32

Glossary and Notes:

L.1 wild — mad, crazy, uncivilized, untamed, savage, out of control etc.

delirium — restlessness, mental upheaval or disturbance

L.3 crooked — not straight, dishonest, illegal

tangled — badly intervened

L.4 new birth of thine — the poet is referring to Lord Krishna’s promise to Arjuna (in the

Bhagavad Geeta), the Pandav Prince that he would take birth in

this world whenever he found evil prospering and virtue suffering

a decline

L.5 of boundless life — immortal, having neither a beginning nor an end

L.6 them — mankind crying for help

L.7 let Love’s lotus-light— The poet calls upon God almighty to inspire people to love one

another and spread sweetness all around.

L.13 renunciation — self-denial, habit of giving up things without any attachment to

them

L.21 anguish — feeling or expressing severe physical or mental pain

L.24 flaunt — make a show of something (usually used in derogatory sense)
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Understanding the Poem :

1. What is the situation of the world as depicted by the poet ? (60 words)

2. What is the poet’s prayer and to whom ?

3. What does the blood red mark of hatred signify ?

4. What type of a world would the poet like to live in ?

5. What is the central idea conveyed in the poem ?

Related Reading :

1. No Men Are Foreign by James Kirkup

2. Lead Kindly Light by Cardinal Newmen

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



‘Attacked by Pit Bulls’ is a very inspiring but hair-raising account of a daring fight put

up by Johnny Ford, the charismatic mayor of Tuskegee (Alabama) when he is attacked by

two ferocious dogs. He is all alone with no weapons on his body. But for sheer courage and

the valiant advice of his father ‘You gotta keep trying to do more than you thought you ever

could’, he would have lost his wits and his life.

The graphic account given below appeared only a few years ago in the popular monthly

magazine The Reader’s Digest under the caption Drama in Real Life. The third person

narration makes a gripping reading.

1. In a tangle of bush1 near the crest of the hill, the two wild dogs lay sleeping. All at once, four

small ears came erect at the sound of approaching feet. The dogs had been hungry a long time.

They were pit bulls2, trained to kill by a drug dealer who had used them to guard his property.

On their own for two months since escaping their keeper, they were mangy, starving and ready

to assault anything.

2. They had the equipment : cold almond-shaped eyes; wedge-shaped heads; massive, V-shaped

jaws that were capable of snapping shut with terrible force.

3. Only a few days before, neighbourhood residents had complained that wild dogs were killing

pets and occasionally threatening people. Now, as the foot steps grew closer, the dogs sprang

to ravenous attention on short, powerful legs. Lifting up their small black noses, they sniffed

and tested the wind.

4. As the sun rose on that golden summer-like morning of October 19, 1988, Johnny Ford, the

charismatic mayor of Tuskegee, Alabama, was already out jogging. Tall, athletic attired in blue

sweat-suit, Ford, 46, bounded along with gusto, deeply inhaling the fresh air. He treasured these

brief, solitary runs. He could think, plan, pray a little and fortify himself to face the welter of

problems that always awaited him at the office.

5. On this morning, Ford headed for the hill that towered above the eastern edge of his fashionable

Lake Tuskegee neighbourhood. As he started up the steep logging road, shadowy woods closed

in on each side.

6. Less than half-way up, Ford wished he had settled for an easier route. But he had been taught

to push himself. His papa’s favourite saying was, “Son, if a thing ever appears difficult, you

ain’t tryin’ hard enough”.

Attacked by Pit Bulls12
(Allan Rankin)

1. Land covered by small trees and undergrowth

2. Very ferocious wild dogs with wedge-shaped head and v-shaped jaws
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“Papa” was really his Uncle Charlie and “Mama” his Aunt Tenessee. They had adopted him as

their only child when he was an infant. Charlie was a hospital orderly. Tennessee, a maid and

cook.

7. Uneducated, and as humble as their little two-room house, they had given him chances they’d

never had. They saw to it that he was the first kid of the block to learn his ABCs, the boy with

the shiniest shoes and sharpest-pressed pants, the one who joined the Boy Scouts, Bible classes,

summer camps. Johnny was 13 when he saw the word mayor on the bronze monument in

Tuskegee’s public park. He and other black children were not allowed in the park then. “A

mayor must be a very important person,” he had figured, “if he can keep all our people out of

this park. I think when I grow up, I’ll be a mayor so that I can let everybody in.” So the dream

had begun. And Papa and Mama had pushed him to try ever harder.

Extra effort had made him the first black mayor of this thriving town of 15,000, home of

Tuskegee University, which for generations had been a hub of progress for his race. “Trying

hard enough,” he had become founding president3 of the World Conference of Mayors, an

organisation of 1,100 mayors from 33 countries.

8. Breathing heavily, Ford reached the crest of the hill. At precisely that moment, the dogs came

crashing out of the underbrush at his right.

9. Pit bull ! There was time only to glimpse two sinewy bodies, one brown, one grey, streaking

at him, snarling. The 18-kilo dogs sprang like panthers, nearly bowling him over, but he side-

stepped, evading the main force.

10. Instantly, the dogs sprang again. Ford met them with feet spread in the fighting stance he had

learnt in karate. Sidestepping, he thrust at the brown dog’s head as it leapt at him, then kicked

the grey dog as it jumped, knocking it aside.

11. The dogs lunged again and again, trying to get at his throat. Ford’s blows made no impression.

They’re like robots, without feeling.

Pit bulls, he’d heard, had been known to fight for hours, without a whimper of pain even

after they had broken and mangled each other beyond recognition.4

12. Less than a minute had passed. As he’d strike at one dog, the other would leap and slash,

gnashing teeth finding their mark. Blood seeped through his sweat pants, and the taste made

the dogs crazy for more. They pounded at him with increasing fury, their cold, glassy black eyes

boring into him with a mindless fixity of purpose5. Ford was looking into the eyes of death.

13. It’s hopeless, he thought. But filtering into the nightmare came the long-ago voice of his papa

: “Son, to survive in this world, you gotta keep trying to do more than you thought you ever

could.”

14. Wobbling on weakened legs, Ford fended off another mad rush of the dogs. He raced for the

nearest tree, six metres away-but he was too slow. The dogs overtook him, snapping at his

heels. In desperation he leapt into a spindly dead pine and scrambled upwards. The tree broke,

throwing him into another skinny pine. Slowly it began bending towards the waiting dogs.

15. This can’t be happening, he thought. It’s a scene out of a horror movie.

16. The tree kept on bending, until his feet dangled about two metres from the ground. The brown

3. The first president of an organisation set up by his own efforts

4. in a way that they lost their original shape and were difficult to be identified easily

5. determination
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dog jumped and bit deep into his right leg, near the knee. Ford gasped as blood spouted from

the wound.

17. Only then did he fully comprehend : these things really mean to destroy me. The realization

filled him with a towering rage, and fired his body with adrenalin6. He dropped to the ground

and, growing and bellowing like the dogs themselves kicked and flailed at them, “If you’re

going to kill me,” he screamed, “I am going to die fighting !”

18. The thick undergrowth made it hard for the dogs to get at him. Frustrated at being held off so

long, they went at7 each other. This time, Ford made it to a large pine. Crippled as he was, he

tried to climb up its broad trunk, but springing from behind, the grey dog seized his right ankle.

Teeth locked on the bone. The dog hung on, spinning and jerking in the air, trying to tear the

foot off. The pain was excruciating.

19. Ford struggled to shake the dog loose. Finally, thanks to Ford’s heavy wool socks, the beast

tumbled free. Ford managed to reach a limb8 a couple of metres from the ground, and there,

exhausted, he crumpled against the trunk. Still, the dogs come on. Clambering on to a bushy

little persimmon tree next to the pine, they jumped and slashed repeatedly, nearly reaching him

again.

20. After what seemed an age, Ford recovered enough to get to the next branch, out of the dog’s

range. His pursuers grew quiet, but took up a determined vigil below. He was lightheaded from

loss of blood. His sweat pants were soaked red, and he was still bleeding. ‘I can’t just sit here

till I faint and fall, he thought. I’ve got to do something.’

21. “Help !” painstakingly, he climbed nearly to the top of the rotten old pine and began to shout,

“Help! Help! Wild dogs !” First he yelled towards his home and his wife, Tas, about 1.5

kilometres away, then towards Marable East End Subdivision, 400 metres distant, downwind.

22. A new fear suddenly gripped him. What if someone, is attacked trying to rescue me ? He

glanced at his watch : 9.10. What if I’m still here at three when school is out and kids come

up to play ? Suppose Tas or my own children learn I haven’t reached the office and come

looking for me. He shuddered. Johnny, Jr. 17, and Christopher, 12, were brave but gentle boys;

Tiffany, his daughter was only six.

23. For the time being he decided it was better to keep yelling for help and to continue fighting

the dogs. May be he could wear them down.

24. He inched back down the tree, broke off a limb and, leaning from a low branch, began swinging

at the dogs, punching and gouging whenever they leapt at him. After nearly every punch,

powerful jaws would lock on to the stick and have to be shaken loose. Several times, he was

almost yanked from the tree.

25. At about 10.15 Nathaniel Long, a semi-retired farmer of 69, arrived at the home of Judy

Crayton in Marable subdivision to return a garden hose. The two were chatting when, on the

wind blowing from the hill behind the house. Long heard a faint cry for help.

26. “Somebody’s in trouble” Long said. He ran to his car. He drove it, bumping and wallowing,

out into the scrubby field and uphill into the woods.

6. hormone produced by the adrenal gland that increases the heart rate and stimulates the nervous system

7. attacked

8. main branch of a tree
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27. Ford had been warring with his captors for two and a half hours and was totally exhausted. He

had beaten the dogs badly around the head and shoulders, yet they hardly seemed fazed. They

stood with their eyes fixed on him, ready to dismember him or any other living thing that

happened along.

28. Suddenly, Ford saw a blue car bouncing over the field towards him. It stopped 70 metres away

and a man got out and waved.

“Wild dogs !” Ford yelled, “Get back in your car. Do you have a gun ?”

“Yes, I’ve got a gun,” the man hollered back.

29. To keep the dogs distracted Ford launched his hardest offensive yet. He climbed down from the

tree. Immediately, they started leaping and snapping at him.

30. The car lumbered closer. Long took his gun from under his seat leaned out of the window and

fired several shots. The brown dog fell dead. The grey one, wounded, was about to escape into

the bushes.

31. “No you don’t,” Ford muttered. He was afraid the wounded beast might later attack someone

else. He asked Long for the gun and staggered into the underbrush after the still-dangerous

animal. He finished it off with a final shot.

32. Ford sagged against a bush and gulped air. “I’ll never be able to thank you enough, I’m lucky

to be alive”, he said to Long.

33. However, Ford knew it was more than luck. Others might have surrendered to fear and simply

given up. Papa was right, he thought Keep trying harder, and you’ll do better than you ever

thought you could.

Key to Phonetic Symbols

/g/get /dZ/jam /T/thin /S/ship /j/yes

/tS/chain /Î/long /D/then /Z/measure

/i:/beat /A:/part /u:/boot /eI/late /OI/boy

/I/bit /Á/hot /ö/but /@U/go /I@/hear

/e/pet /O:/saw /Æ:/bird /aI/fly /e@/pair

/{/bat /U:/put /@/away /aU/now /U@/poor

I. Glossary :

1. tangle (n) /
l
t{Îgl/ confused mass of branches, hair etc.

crest (n) /krest/ top of a floor or hill

mangy (adj.) /
l
meIndZI/ shabby looking, suffering from a skin disease

assault (v) /@
l
sOlt/ sudden violent attack

2. snap shut /
l
sn{pSöt/ close with a sudden, jerky movement

3. ravenous (adj.) /
l
r{v@n@s/ very hungry

sniff (v) /snIf/ draw air in through the nose, discover a smell

Adapted from : Drama in Real Life : Reader’s Digest, April 1988 Pages 91-98
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4. charismatic (adj) /k{rIz
l
m{tIk/ having power to inspire devotion and enthusiasm,

gifted

attired (v) /@
l
taI@d/ clothed, dressed

gusto (n) /
l
göst@U/ enthusiastic vigour in doing something

inhale (v) /In
l
heIl/ breathe something in

fortify (v) /
l
fOtIfaI/ strengthen

welter (n) /
l
welt@/ disorderly mixture of things

5. logging (adj.) /
l
lÁgIÎ/ cleared of forests etc.

7. thriving (adj.) /TraIvIÎ/ prospering, fast developing

hub (n) /höb/ central point of activity

8. precisely (adv.) /prI
l
saIslI/ exactly, just

9. sinewy (adj.) /
l
sInjuI/ having tough muscles

snarl (v) /snAl/ show the teeth and growl angrily

evade (v) /I
l
veId/ keep out of the way, avoid

10. stance (n) /st{ns/ position, way of standing

11. lunge (v) /löndZ/ make a sudden attack or thrust

robot (v) /
l
r@ubÁt/ machine that can perform the functions of a person,

operated automatically or by remote control

whimper (v) /
l
wImp@r/ a soft cry

mangle (v) /
l
m{Îgl/ damage something greatly

12. gnash (v) /n{S/ grind (one’s teeth) together

crazy (adj.) /
l
kreIzI/ mad

13. nightmare (n) /
l
naItme@r/ frightening dream

14. wobble (v) /
l
wÁbl/ move unsteadily from side to side

fend off (v) /fend Áf/ defend oneself from

desperation (n) /desp@
l
reISn/ state of being desperate

spindly (adj.) /
l
spIndlI/ very long or tall and thin

scramble (v) /
l
skr{mbl/ climb or crawl quickly

skinny (adj.) /
l
skInI/ very thin

17. comprehend (v) /
l
kÁmprIhend/ understand something fully

bellow (v) /
l
bel@U/ make a deep loud noise like a bull

flail (v) /fleIl/ swing about wildly

18. excruciating (adj.) /Ik
l
skruSIeItIÎ/ intense pain (physical or mental)

19. persimmon (n) /p@
l
sIm@n/ a tree with large orange-red plum-like edible fruit

20. vigil (n) /
l
vIdZIl/ action of staying awake to keep watch

lightheaded (adj.) /
l
laIthedId/ feeling slightly faint or dizzy
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21. yell (v) /jel/ utter a loud, sharp cry

23. wear (somebody down) /we@/ weaken somebody by constant attacks

24. gouge (v) /gaUdZ/ make a destructive hit to create a hole

punch (n) /pöntS/ blow given with the fist

yank (v) /j{Îk/ pull something with a sudden sharp tug

25. hose (v) /h@Uz/ a plastic or rubber pipe

26. wallow (v) /
l
wÁleU/ lie or roll about in mud

scrubby (adj.) /
l
skröbI/ covered with scrub

27. captor (n) /
l
k{pt@r

l
/ a person who captures a person

fazed (adj.) /feIzd/ flustered, confused, upset

28. holler (v) /
l
hÁl@r/ shout or yell

29. distracted (adj.) /dI
l
str{ktId/ disturbed, unable to concentrate properly

offensive (n) /@
l
fensIv/ aggressive action

31. stagger (v) /
l
st{g@r/ walk or move unsteadily

32. gulped air (v) /gölpt e@/ breathed in air with an effort to recover from partial

suffocation

II. Pronunciation:

The plural morpheme-(e)s (or third person singular tense form) is pronounced in the following

three ways :

/ s / after /p,T, f, t, k /

–e(s) / Iz / after /S, s, Z, tS, dZ /

/ z / after all other sounds

Examples :

(i) cap + s /k{ps/

laugh + s /lafs/

cat + s /k{ts/

book + s /bUks/

month + s /mönTs/

Note : / T /  / s /generally becomes /z/ in words like baths /ba z/ path /pa  z/ etc.

(ii) push + es /pUSIz/

ass + es /{sIz/

watch + es /wÁtSIz/

(iii) boy + s /bOIz/

pray + s /preIz/

bag + s /b{gz/
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Now, pronounce the following words correctly :

mouths noses ears

pets chances dogs

pants bushes jaws

robots branches runs

sticks badges shoes

III. Comprehension:

(a) (i) Why were the pit-bulls in a mood to attack ?

(ii) Why did Johnny Ford treasure his morning walk ?

(iii) What was Ford’s favourite saying ?

(iv) What was Ford’s father’s role in developing the personality of his son ?

(v) How was Johnny Ford finally saved ?

(b) (i) How did the pit-bulls look like ? Describe their appearance in 30-35 words.

(ii) Write a pen-portrait of Johnny Ford in about 75 words.

(iii) How did his father’s advice help Ford in his hour of difficulty ?

(iv) Describe Johnny Ford’s fight with the pit-bulls in about 100 words.

(v) Johnny Ford came out of the struggle a more confident person. How ?

IV. Vocabulary:

(a) Match the words under A with their meanings under B :

A B

attired having tough muscles

precisely understand fully

mangy sudden violent attack

skinny exactly

evade very thin

snarl shabby looking

thriving dressed

comprehend prospering

sinewy avoid

assault show teeth and growl angrily

(b) Give the antonyms of the following words and use these antonyms in sentences of your

own :-

crest, inhale, lucky, attack, alive, fresh, quiet, humble, nearest, loose

V. Grammar:

(a) Fill up the blanks with suitable prepositions :-

1. Ford headed———————— the hill that towered above the lake.
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2. The dogs sprang————————— attention.

3. Ford wished he had settled——————an easier route.

4. The dogs nearly bowled him————————— but he evaded the main force.

5. The dog leapt ————————— him.

6. They were trying to get —————— his throat.

7. He had been known to fight————————— hours.

8. They pounded —————————— him————— increasing fury.

9. Blood spouted———————————the wound.

10. He thought he could wear the dogs—————.

(b) Do as directed :-

(i) Four small ears became alert at the sound of approaching feet.

(Rewrite as ______________ when they heard _________________ )

(ii) The neighbourhood residents had lodged a complaint.

(Rewrite the sentence using the word ‘reside’)

(iii) He treasured these solitary runs.

(Rewrite the sentence using the word ‘treasure’ as a noun)

(iv) Ford’s blows made no impression.

(Use the verb form of ‘impression’)

(v) To survive in the world, you have to keep trying hard.

(Use the noun form of ‘survive’)

(vi) He began to shout, “Help, Help ! Wild dogs.”

(Change the form of narration)

(vii) Powerful jaws had to be shaken loose.

(Change voice)

(viii)He heard a faint cry for help.

(Change voice)

(ix) “Wild dogs,” Ford yelled. “Get back in your car. Do you have a gun ?”

(Change into Indirect form of narration)

(x) I’m lucky to be alive.

(Rewrite as a complex sentence)

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



Dr. Bhai Vir Singh (1872-1957) is popularly known as the father of modern poetry in

Punjab. His creative genius produced not only poems of high merit but also plays and novels

that have won wide acclaim in the field of literature. His poetical collections are: Rana Surat

Singh, Lakha de Haar, Matak Hularey etc. Amongst his popular novels, Sundari, Swatantar

Kaur etc. are well known. Most of his writings are being translated into other languages

because of their literary excellence, mystical outpourings, religious persuasion and

philosophical insights. Bhai Vir Singh has admirably imbibed the vision and ripeness of the

Sikh Gurus.

‘Slave? No, Master’ is an exquisite little poem with a big idea in it. Humility is one of

the greatest virtues in life. It is mightiest in the mightiest. The humbler a person is, the more

powerful he becomes. God, who is the real master of us all, is never arrogant or proud. All

are equal in His eyes and He blesses all alike.

There was a man entered the market-place,

These words were hung about his neck :

I am a slave ; who’ll bid for me ?

“Do you not spy his secret ?” someone said; 4

“He surely is no slave whose soul submits

To such humility.

In truth, this slave is master of us all.”

Glossary and Notes:

L.3 bid for me — order me to work for him, give me a command

(To offer a certain price at an auction)

L.4 spy — see through, understand

Slave ? No, Master
(Barda ki Malik)13

(Dr. Bhai Vir Singh)

(Translated by Prof. Gurbachan Singh Talib)
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Understanding the Poem:

1. What is the central idea contained in the poem ?

2. Explain the symbolic significance of the poem (50-60 words).

3. What is the secret of the man referred to in line 4 ?

4. Who is the someone referred to in line 4 ?

Related Readings:

1. Leave This Chanting by R.N. Tagore

2. On His Blindness by John Milton

3. The Quality of Mercy by William Shakespeare (From ‘The Merchant of Venice’)

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



Keki Nasserwanji Daruwala, a recipient of the Sahitya Academy Award (1984) for his

contribution to literature, was born in Lahore in 1937. He was educated at Government

College, Ludhiana where he distinguished himself as a versatile genius. His works include

Under Orion (1970), The Keeper of the Dead, Apparition in April (1971), Crossing of Rivers

(1976) and Sword and Abyss (1979), a collection of short stories. Landscapes won him the

Commonwealth Poetry Award, Asia Region, in 1987. He has also edited anthology of Indian

Poetry in English entitled ‘Two Decades of Indian Poetry-1960-80.’ Mr Daruwala, popularly

known as Keki, is a born poet. ‘Writing a poem’, says he, ‘is like a clot going out of the blood’.

This is true of all his poems which carry an intensity of their own, a down-to-earth realism,

a penchant for vivid detail and precise phraseology and vibrant imagery. He occupies a place

of pride in the galaxy of the Indian poets in English.

The Unrest of Desire is an excellent poem in which the poet conveys the idea that

suppression of one’s instincts (i.e. love, hatred, hunger etc.) is neither possible nor desirable.

Social compulsions and ingrained reflexes may force a person to ‘mask a slap on’ his face or

to ‘bury the shadow in the heart’ but he can never achieve more than a very temporary or

transient success; ‘the unrest of desire’ is too strong to be suppressed. It must break free from

the sides and reveal itself in true colours intone form or the other. The matrix of the poem is

obviously fertilized by the Freudian concepts of libido, the unconscious and repression.

The unrest of desire is lit up with eyes,

whatever the mask you slap upon your face,

however you tear at the soft throat of life

and probe the salt-blood with your insistent tongue.

The unrest of desire is revealed by eyes. 5

However you bury the shadow in the heart,

under slabs of concrete and a coil of bone,

however you wall the cave-impulse at the mouth,

It will hammer at the sides and break free-

however you bury the shadow in the heart. 10

The Unrest of Desire14
(Keki N Daruwala)
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You may etch the shadow on the cavern-wall

and turn the drives into aborigine art,

bison and stag loping in charcoal lines,

You can’t erase the burn. It will char your dreams,

however you bury the shadow in the heart. 15

Glossary and Notes:

L.4 probe — study, examine, look into, search

insistent — not allowing denial or opposition, forceful, persistent

L.8 cave impulse — an impulse to be free and uncontrolled in one’s activities and

desires, animal instinct, primordial compulsions

L.11 etch — make a picture or a line with a needle like object

L.12 Aborigine — belonging to a very early period, primitive

L.13 bison — American buffalo, European wild ox

loping — jumping, moving about at a fast pace

L.14 erase — remove by rubbing or scratching

Understanding the Poem :

1. What does the poet mean by ‘The Unrest of Desire’ ?

2. Where does the unrest of desire usually show itself ?

3. What, according to the poet, are the different ways in which people try to suppress or hide the

unrest of desire ?

4. Why does a man, ‘etch the shadow on the cavern wall’ or ‘turn the drives into aborigine art’ ?

5. What is the central idea of the poem ? (50 words)

Related Reading :

1. Sea Fever by John Masefield

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



The Boy Who Broke
the Bank15

(Ruskin Bond)

Ruskin Bond, a famous Indian writer in English, was born in 1934 at Kasauli in

Himachal Pradesh. He had his early education at Bishop Cotton School, Shimla. He took to

writing at an early age and chose it as full time occupation at the age of twenty. Well-known

amongst his publications are his novels : The Room on the Roof (1956) and The Last Tiger

(1968). One of his stories Flight of Pigeons, has been reworked into a Hindi film entitled

‘Janoon’ (Obsession). His important collections of short stories are The Neighbourer’s Wife,

My First Love, The Maneater of Manjari, etc. His Room on the Roof won for him Llewellyn

Rhys Memorial Prize.

The Boy Who Broke the Bank is an interesting story that gives a glimpse into the

working of the psychology of the people who get swayed by the first ‘news’ they hear without

verifying its veracity. It shows how an innocent remark can sometimes lead to a catastrophe

undreamt of by the person who makes the remark.

1. NATHU grumbled to himself as he swept, the steps of the Pipalnagar bank, owned for the most

part by1 Seth Govind Ram, whose haphazard business dealings had often brought him to the

verge of ruin. Nathu used the small broom hurriedly and carelessly; and the dust, after rising

in a cloud above his head, settled down again on the steps. Soon Sitaram, the washerman’s son,

passed by, a bundle of pressed clothes balanced on his head.

“Don’t raise so much dust !” he called out to Nathu. “Are they still refusing to pay you another

five rupees a month ?”

2. “I haven’t even received my regular pay,” complained the sweeper-boy, and it’s the end of the

month. Who would think a bank would hold up a poor man’s salary ? “As soon as I get my

money, I’am off ! I won’t work another week in the place,” Nathu banged his pan against the

dustbin two or three times, just to emphasise his point and give himself confidence.

3. “Well, I wish you luck,”said Sitaram. And he plodded barefoot along the road. As he was

delivering the washing, Sitaram over-heard a woman saying how difficult it was to get someone

to sweep the courtyard. “I know a sweeper-boy who might be able to work for you next month”,

Sitaram said. “He’s with Seth Govind Ram’s bank just now, but they are not giving him his pay,

and he wanted to leave.”

“Oh, and why aren’t they paying him ?” asked Mrs. Prakash.

“They must be short of money,” replied Sitaram with a shrug.

1. The story belongs to the days when banks were owned and run by Private enterprises.
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“Well, tell him to come and see me when he’s free.”

Mrs. Prakash had to do some shopping, and she set out for the bazaar. A large shady tamarind

tree grew near the clock tower, and it was here that Mrs. Prakash found her friend Mrs. Bhushan

sheltering from the heat. Mrs. Prakash said, “Do you know, my dear, Seth Govind Ram’s bank

can’t even pay its employees. Only this morning I heard their sweeper-boy hasn’t been paid for

two months!”

4. “If they can’t pay their sweeper, they must be in a bad way!” exclaimed Mrs. Bhushan. “None

of the others could be getting paid either.”

5. News spread. She left Mrs. Prakash at the tamarind tree and went in search of her husband, who

was sitting under the fan in Jugal Kishore’s electrical goods shop, playing cards with the owner.

“So, there you are !” cried Mrs. Bhushan. “I don’t know what’s happening to this town. Even

the bank is going bankrupt.”

“What did you say ?”asked Mr. Kishore, sitting up suddenly. “Which bank ?”

“Why, Seth Govind Ram’s bank, of course, I hear they’ve stopped paying their employees—

no salary for over three months ! Don’t tell me you have an account with them, Mr.

Kishore ?”

“No, but my neighbour has !” he said, and called to the keeper of the barber-shop next door:

“Faiz Hussain, have you heard the latest ? Seth Govind Ram’s bank is about to collapse !”

6. Faiz Hussain, who was cutting the hair of an elderly gentleman, was so startled that he nicked

his customer’s ear. The customer yelped with pain and distress : pain, because of the cut, and

distress, because of the awful news he had just heard. With one side of his neck still unshaved,

he leapt out of his chair and sped across the road to a general merchant’s store, where there was

a telephone, he dialled Seth Govind Ram’s number. The Seth was not at home. Where was he,

then Holidaying in Kashmir, 800 kilometres away ? Oh, was that so ? He hurried back to the

barber-shop and told Faiz Hussain. “The bird has flown ! Definitely, it means a collapse”. And

he dashed out of the shop and made a beeline for his office and cheque-book.

7. The news spread through the bazaar like a forest fire. From the general merchant it travelled

to the tea-shop, circulated amongst the customers, and then spread with them in various directions,

to the pan-seller, the tailor, the fruit-vendor, the jeweller, the beggar sitting on the pavement.

8. Old Ganpat, the beggar, had a crooked leg and had been squatting on the pavement for years,

calling for alms. In the evening someone would come with a barrow and take him away. He had

never been known to walk. But now, on learning that the bank was about to collapse, Ganpat

astonished everyone by leaping to his feet and actually running towards the bank. It soon,

became known that he had well over a thousand rupees in savings.

9. Chaotic situation. Men stood in groups at street corners, discussing the situation. Some speculated

on the reasons for the crash, putting it all down to Seth Govind Ram’s pleasure loving ways.

The Seth had fled the state, said one. He had fled the country, said another. Others insisted that

he was hiding somewhere in the town. And there was a rumour that he had hanged himself from

the tamarind tree.

10. Someone with a relative working as a clerk in the bank decided to phone him. “I don’t know

anything about it,” said the clerk, “except that half the town’ is here, trying to take out their

money. Everyone seems to have gone mad !”

2. Cash kept as reserve for day to day transactions.
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11. By the afternoon the Bank had done through all its ready money2, and the harassed manager

was helpless. Emergency funds could only be obtained from one of the government banks, any

how it was nearly closing time. The clerks shut down their counters. But the people outside

were shouting, “We want our money. Give it to us today, or we’ll break in.” “Fetch Seth Govind

Ram; we know he’s hiding in the vaults.”

12. The manager came to the door and declared that the bank had plenty of money, that they could

withdraw all they wanted the following morning.

“We want it now”, chanted the people. “Now, now, now !”

13. A few stones were thrown, and the manager retreated indoors, closing the iron grill-gate. A brick

hurtled through the air and smashed into the plate-glass window advertising the bank’s assets.

14. Then the police arrived. They climbed the steps of the bank, and using their lathis, pushed the

crowd back. Gradually, everyone dispersed, shouting that they would be back in the morning.

15. Nathu arrived early the next day to sweep the steps of the bank. He saw the refuse and the

broken glass and the stones cluttering up the steps. Raising his hand in horror, he cried,

“Goondas ! May they suffer from a thousand ills ! It was bad enough being paid irregularly,

now I must suffer an increase of work.” He smote the steps with his brooms, scattering the

refuse.

16. “Good morning, Nathu,” said Sitaram, getting down from his bicycle; “You’ll have to take up

a new job. I suppose, now that the bank is closing.”

“What did you say ?” asked Nathu.

“Haven’t you heard ? The bank’s gone bankrupt. You’d better hang around until the others

arrive and then demand your money too. But you’ll be lucky if you get it !” He waved

cheerfully and pedalled away.

17. When Nathu finished sweeping the steps, he sat down to await the arrival of the manager. He

was determined to get his pay. Who would have thought the bank would collapse ? he asked

himself, looking thoughtfully across the street. I wonder how it could have happened......

Key of Phonetic Symbols

/g/get /dZ/jam /T/thin /S/ship /j/yes

/tS/chain /Î/long /D/then /Z/measure

/i:/beat /A:/part /u:/boot /eI/late /OI/boy

/I/bit /Á/hot /ö/but /@U/go /I@/hear

/e/pet /O:/saw /Æ:/bird /aI/fly /e@/pair

/{/bat /U/put /@/away /aU/now /U@/poor

I. Glossary :

1. grumble (v) /
l
grömbl/ complain or protest in an ill tempered way

haphazard (adj.) /h{p
l
h{z@d/ without order or plan

verge (n) /vÆdZ/ edge, close to a point where something new begins

3. plod (v) /plÁd/ walk with difficulty, trudge

shrug (n) /Srög/ movement of shoulder raising to express indifference
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5. bankrupt (adj) /b{Îkröpt/ person judged by a law court to be unable to pay

his debt

7. was startled (v) /w @z
l
statld/ got a sudden shock or surprise

nick (v) /nIk/ make a small cut

yelp (v) /jelp/ give out a short sharp cry

awful (adj) /
l
OfUl/ terrible

make a beeline for (v) /meIk @
l
bilaInf@/ go directly towards

9. squat (v) /skwÁt/ sit on one’s heels with knees drawn up under the

body

alms (n) /Amz/ money, clothes, food given to the poor people

barrow (v) /
l
b{r@U/ small cart with two wheels

10. chaotic (adj.) /keI
l
Átik/ in a disorganised state

speculate (v) /
l
spekjUleIt/ guess, form an opinion without definite evidence

rumour (n) /
l
rum@/ information spread about by being talked about

11. harassed (adj.) /
l
h{r@st/ troubled and annoyed

12. vault (n) /vOlt/ cellar or underground room used for storing things

13. chant (v) /tSÁnt/ sing

14. retreat (v) /rI
l
trit/ withdraw when faced with danger or difficulty

grill (n) /grIl/ protective screen of metal bars

hurtle (v) /
l
hÆtl/ move violently in a specific direction

asset /
l
{set/ valuable or useful thing or person

refuse (n) /
l
rIfjuz/ rubbish, waste or worthless material

clutter (v) /
l
klöt@/ fill or cover something in an untidy way

17. hang around /
l
h{Î @

l
raund/ keep standing or moving about doing nothing

II. Pronunciation:

There are three vowel sounds that generally confuse those speakers of English in India who are

using English as a second language.

These sounds are

/ @ / as in about, away, mother etc.

/ ö / as in but, some, just, mother etc.

/ Æ / as in bird, heard, err, earn etc.

It is so in the case of Indian seakers of English because in most Indian languages there is only

one sound corresponding to these three sounds.

Here is an exercise for drill by students :

/ ö / / Æ / / @ /

bud bird again

shut shirt ahead

gull girl beggar

luck lurk alike
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study sturdy summer

cut curd tower

hut hurt

bust burst

Now find words in the story having any one or more of the sound (s) /@, ö, Æ / and fill up the

blanks below :

/ @ / / ö / / Æ /

for some verge

sweeper grumble work

______ ______ ______

______ ______ ______

______ ______ ______

III. Comprehension:

(a) (i) What was Seth Govind Ram’s reputation as a business man?

(ii) What was Nathu Ram’s problem ?

(iii) How did Faiz Hussain, the keeper of the barber shop, take the news of the bank’s

collapse ?

(iv) How did people disperse in the evening ?

(v) What was Nathu Ram’s reaction as he saw the bank steps full of stones ?

(b) (i) How did Sita Ram start the rumour regarding the bankruptcy of the bank ?

(ii) What role did Mrs. Prakash play in spreading the news ?

(iii) How and why did the elderly gentleman in the barber’s chair react on hearing the news

of the bank’s threatened collapse ?

(iv) How did Ganpat astonish everyone ?

(v) Explain, in 5-6 sentences only, the chaotic situation arising out of the news of the

collapse of the bank.

IV. Vocabulary:

(a) There are a large number of such verbs as can be conjugated by adding –(e)d only but there

are several verbs that have irregular forms. Some such verbs (belonging to the second group)

appearing in the story, are given below :

Fill in the blanks :

Verb Past Tense form Past Participle form

sweep swept swept

_____ brought brought

rise _____ _____

think _____ _____

hold _____ _____
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leave _____ _____

_____ grew _____

_____ knew _____

_____ leapt _____

_____ fled _____

_____ smote _____

(b) Use the following words as nouns and as verbs :

bundle, refuse, clock, shelter, account, chair, tailor, bank, rumour, increase, brick

Example : bundle

Noun: She is carrying a big bundle of books on her head.

Verb : The entire team was bundled out in just two hours.

V. Grammar:

Simple declarative sentences can be classified into five main patterns :

Pattern I : NP + Verbal Group

The silly old man / passed away.

Pattern II: NP + VG + Complement

The soldier / looked / tired.

Ram / was / very happy.

The story / appears / interesting.

Pattern III : NP + VG + Object

Ram / wrote / a letter.

The peon / rang / the bell.

The principal / issued / the orders.

Pattern IV : NP + VG + Indirect object + Direct object

Radha / teaches / us / English.

She / gave / me / a pen.

The President / awarded / her / a gold medal.

Pattern V : NP + VG + Object (Subject complement)

(Object complement)

They / made / him / a king. (object complement)

She / left / him / a broken woman. (subject complement)

He / proved / her / a good husband. (subject complement)

He / proved / her / innoccent. (subject complement)

Now, here are some sentences from the story. Analyse the sentences and identify the pattern:

(i) Nathu swept the steps of the bank.

(ii) The dust settled down.

(iii) I know a sweeper-boy.
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(iv) They are not giving him his pay.

(v) Mrs. Prakash found her friend Mrs. Bhushan.

(vi) I must suffer an increase of work.

Example :

Nathu / swept / the steps of the bank.

NP VG Object Pattern III

VI. Composition :

(a) Imagine you are Nathu. Describe, in your own words, what you saw as you went to the bank

in the morning next day. (Not more than 100 words)

(b) Write a pen-portrait of Nathu, the innocent sweeper boy. (150 words)

(c) Write a paragraph on : An Indian Beggar.

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



Is This The End ?16
(Aurobindo Ghose)

Sri Aurobindo (1872 - 1950), a great poet, philosopher, spiritualist and our national

seer was born on 15th August, 1872 at Konnagar in West Bengal. His father was a rich and

influential person who sent him for education first to Loretto Convent, Darjeeling and then

to England at the age of seven. In England, Sri Aurobindo displayed his keen interest in and

understanding of literature and philosophy and mastered Greek, Latin and English languages.

He returned to India in 1893 and joined Baroda State Service.

In India he came into contact with the revolutionaries of Bengal and took an active

part in National Movement for Freedom. He edited several journals and organised groups

of dedicated youth to work for the freedom of India. He was involved in the famous Alipore

Bomb Case, but was acquitted of the charge.

In April 1910 Sri Aurobindo shifted to Pondicherry where he devoted all his life in

spiritual pursuits. There he wrote several plays, poems and books on philosophy. Life Divine,

an excellent philosophical work, is his magnum opus. An Ashram after his name camp up

at Pondicherry and he was joined by many devotees besides Ms Mira, a French lady, whom

people called ‘Mother’. He breathed his last on December 5, 1950. Sri Aurobindo’s importance

as philosopher lies in his effort at synthesising the various forms of philosophies and then

taking them to a spiritual culmination. He believes that the process of evolution is not to stop

at intellectual level. It has to continue further till man reaches the stage of supramental

consciousness a state of divine bliss-paramananda. This philosophy is beautifully expressed

in the poem ‘Is This The End ?’ where the poet inspires the reader to venture forth into the

unknown realms of spirituality much above the intellectual or physical bliss.

Is this the end of all that we have been,

And all we did or dreamed,

A name unremembered and a form undone,

Is this the end ? 4

A body rotting under a slab of stone

Or turned to ash in fire,

A mind dissolved, lost its forgotten thoughts,

Is this the end ? 8

64
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Our little hours that were and are no more,

Our passions once so high

Being mocked by the still earth and calm sunshine,

Is this the end ? 12

Our yearnings for the human Godward climb

Passing to other hearts

Deceived, while smiles towards death and hell the world,

Is this the end ? 16

Fallen is the harp, shattered it lies and mute;

Is the unseen player dead ?

Because the tree is felled where the bird sang,

Must the song too hush ? 20

One in the mind who planned and willed and thought,

Worked to reshape earth’s fate,

One in the heart who loved and yearned and hoped.

Does he too end ? 24

The immortal in the mortal is his Name;

An artist Godhead here

Ever remoulds in dimmer shapes,

Unwilling to case 28

Till all is done for which the stars were made,

Till the heart discovers God

And the soul knows itself. And even then

There is no end. 32

Glossary and Notes:

L.3 A name-undone — A man is forgotten soon after his death and his body mingles

with the dust. Should this be the end of life ?

L.9 little hours — shortl-lived, transient lives

L.13 Our yearnings — The spirit desired to attain godhood, become one with divinity

.....deceived but the failure of our spiritual longings deceived us and kept us

trapped in the trivialities of life.
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L.17 harp — here figuratively compared to the human body

L.18 Unseen player — Spirit, the divine spirit which is at the heart of all creation

L.19 tree — human body

bird — spirit

L.20 hush — stop

L.23 one — the divine spark in man

L.26 artist Godhead — God who is an artist

L.27 Ever - shapes — God constantly takes new shapes and forms having all divine

qualities in miniature forms.

L.29 Till - made — till the spirit has realised its true self, its divinity

Understanding the Poem :

1. The poet presents a view of life in this poem. What is it ?

2. What is normally the end of life ?

3. Why is the poet not prepared to accept that physical death is the end of life ?

4. What do the ‘harp’ and the ‘tree’ symbolise ? Explain in about 60 words.

5. What is the central idea contained in the poem ? (60 words)

Related Reading :

1. Ode to Intimations of Immortality by William Wordsworth

2. A Dialogue Between the Body and the Soul by Andrew Marvell

3. The Song of Myself by Walt Whitman

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



The Conjuror’s Revenge17
(Stephen Leacock)

Stephen Butler Leacock (1869-1944) was a political economist from Canada. He is

better known, however, for his forty odd internationally known popular publications full of

light-hearted comicality. His literary works include his collection of essays and farcical

sketches Literary Lapses and Winnowed Wisdom. His collection of short-stories Nonsense

Novels is also a very popular book. The incongruity of human conduct, arising from social

frailties and maladjustments, forms the subject of his lively humour. His humour is often

satirical and has, at times, serious undertones.

The Conjuror’s Revenge is one of Leacock’s typical interesting stories with their stings

in the tail. A conjuror who earns his living by showing some tricks is badly humiliated when

one of the spectators, who poses to be a rather sharp-witted fellow, belittles all his tricks and

ridicules him with his ‘he-had-it-up-his-sleeve’ remarks. Growing desperate, the conjuror

decides to hit back. He finally succeeds in having the last laugh and revenging himself full

on the ‘Quick Man’.

1. ‘Now ladies and gentlemen’, said the conjuror, ‘having shown you that the cloth is absolutely

empty, I will proceed to take from it a bowl of goldfish. Presto1!’

2. All around the hall people were saying, ‘Oh, how wonderful ! How does he do it?’

3. But the Quick Man2 on the front seat said in a big whisper to the people near him, ‘He-had-it-up-

his-sleeve.’

4. Then the people nodded brightly at the Quick Man and said, ‘Oh, of course’, and everybody

whispered round the hall, ‘he-had-it-up-his-sleeve.’

5. ‘My next trick’, said the conjuror is the famous Hindostanee rings. You will notice that the rings

are apparently separate; at a blow they join (clang, clang, clang)—Presto !’

6. There was a general buzz of stupefaction till the Quick Man was heard to whisper, ‘He-must-have-

had-another-lot-up-his-sleeve.’

7. Again everybody nodded and whispered, ‘The-rings-were-up-his-sleeve.’

8. ‘I will now’, he continued, ‘show you most amusing trick by which I am enabled to take any

number of eggs from a hat. Will some gentleman kindly lend his hat? Ah, thank you Presto !’

1. The word means ‘quick’. But here the conjuror uses it every time he performs the trick. The moment he says ‘Presto’,
the desired result is produced.

2. A rather smart man who claims that he knows the secret of all the tricks shown by the conjuror
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9. He extracted seventeen eggs, and for thirty-five seconds the audience began to think that he was

wonderful.

10. Then the Quick Man whispered along the front bench, ‘He-has-a-hen-up-his-sleeve,’ and all the

people whispered in on, ‘He-has-a-lot-of-hens-up-sleeve.’

The egg trick was ruined.

11. It went on like that all through. It transpired from the whispers of the Quick Man that the conjuror

must have concealed up his sleeve, in addition to the rings, hens, and fish, several packs of cards,

a loaf of bread, a doll’s cradle, a live guinea-pig, a fiftycent piece, and a rocking-chair.

12. The reputation of the conjuror was rapidly sinking below zero. At the close of the evening he

rallied for a final effort ‘Ladies and gentlemen’, he said, ‘I will present to you, in conclusion,

the most famous Japanese trick recently invented by the natives of Tipperary. Will you, sir,’ he

continued, turning towards the Quick Man, ‘will you kindly hand me your gold watch?’

It was passed to him.

13. ‘Have I your permission to put it into this mortar and pound it to pieces?’ he asked savagely.

The Quick Man nodded and smiled.

14. The conjuror threw the watch into the mortar and grasped a sledge hammer from the table.

There was a sound of violent smashing. ‘He-’s-slipped-it-up-his-sleeve’, whispered the Quick

Man.

15. ‘Now, sir’, continued the conjuror, ‘will you allow me to take your handkerchief and punch

holes in it? Thank you. You see, ladies and gentlemen, there is no deception; the holes are

visible to the eye.’

16. The face of the Quick Man beamed. This time the real mystery of the thing fascinated him.

‘And now, sir, will you kindly pass me your silk hat and allow me to dance on it ? Thank you.’

17. The conjuror made a few rapid passes with his feet and exhibited the hat crushed beyond

recognition.

18. ‘And will you now, sir, take off your celluloid collar and permit me to burn it in the candle?

Thank you, sir. And will you allow me to smash your spectacles for you with my hammer ?

Thank you.’

19. By this time the features of the Quick Man were assuming a puzzled expression. ‘This thing

beats me’, he whispered. ‘I don’t see through it a bit.’

20. There was a great hush upon the audience. Then the conjuror drew himself up to his full height

and, with a withering look at the Quick Man, he concluded:

21. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, you will observe that I have, with this gentleman’s permission, broken

his watch, burnt his collar, smashed his spectacles, and danced on his hat. If he gives me the

further permission to paint green stripes on his overcoat, or to tie his suspenders in a knot, I

shall be delighted to entertain you. If not, the performance is at an end’.

22. And amid a glorious burst of music from the orchestra the curtain fell, and the audience

dispersed, convinced that there are some tricks, at any rate, that are not done up the conjuror’s

sleeve.



THE LITERARY PETALS 69

Key of Phonetic Symbols

/g/get /dZ/jam /T/thin /S/ship /j/yes

/tS/chain /Î/long /D/then /Z/measure

/i:/beat /A:/part /u:/boot /eI/late /OI/boy

/I/bit /Á/hot /ö/but /@U/go /I@/hear

/e/pet /O:/saw /Æ:/bird /aI/fly /e@/pair

/{/bat /U:/put /@/away /aU/now /U@/poor

I. Glossary :

1. conjuror (n) /
l
köndZ@r@/ person who performs conjuring tricks

4. nod (v) /nÁd/ to make a sign by shaking one’s head as if in

affirmation

He had...sleeve The Quick Man tried to belittle the importance of

every trick saying that the conjuror was hiding

things up his sleeve and was only taking them out

cleverly and was thus befooling the people around.

5. clang (n) /kl{Î/ sound produced by the rings striking against one

another

6. stupefaction (n) /stjupI
l
f{kSn/ extreme surprise that numbs the senses

11. transpire (v) /trans
l
paI@/ happen

conceal (v) /k@n
l
sIl/ hide, keep from being seen

12. Tipperary a country in Ireland

13. mortar (n) /
l
mOt@/ strong bow in which substances are crushed and

ground

14. sledge-hammer /sledZ h{m@/ a heavy hammer

15. deception /dI
l
sepS@n/ deceit, act of deceiving

18. collar (n) /
l
kÁl@/ part of garment that fits round the neck

20. a withering look a look full of extreme contempt, a look aiming at

belittling and cutting down the Quick Man—to

make him feel belittled

21. suspenders (n) /s@
l
spend@z/ pair of braces, i.e. straps coming round the

shoulders to support trousers

II. Pronunciation:

Indian speakers of English are found to generally confuse the two sounds / v / as in vine and

/ w / as in wine. In place of two distinct sounds / v / and / w / , they generally produce one

sound common to both. Thus they lose a very important distinction between pairs of words like

vie-why, vile-while etc. The students should carefully note the distinction between the sounds

/ v / and / w /.
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/ v / is a labio-dental sound in the production of which the upper-teeth nearly touch the lower

lip in such manner that air escapes with a friction. / v / is thus a fricative sound.

/ w / is a labio-velar sound in order produce / w / , you may keep your lips in position for

producing the / U / sound as the middle sound in good and then add the / @ / sound as in the

beginning of the word away.

Practise saying the following words :

vest west vale wail

vide wide vet wet

vent went veil whale

veal wheel, we’ll verse worse

vend wend vim whim

vie why

III. Comprehension:

(a) 1. How did the Quick Man spoil the goldfish tricks ?

2. How did the conjuror show in the famous Hindostanee rings tricks ?

3. How did the audience take the eggs tricks ? How did the Quick Man explain it ?

4. What did the conjuror do with the Quick Man’s watch and hat ?

5. When did the Quick Man start feeling ‘beaten’ ?

(b) 1. What was the Quick Man trying to prove ?

2. What impact did the Quick Man have on the audience ?

3. Why did the Quick Man agree to part with his gold watch, hat and other things ?

4. Who had the last laugh and how ?

5. Bring out the humour in the story.

IV. Vocabulary:

(a) Give one word for each of the following expressions :

(i) an assembly of hearers

(ii) a state of extreme surprise that numbs the senses

(iii) a person who performs clever tricks that seem magical

(iv) something that can be seen

(v) a group of people playing on various musical instruments together

(b) Match the words under A with their synonyms under B :

A B

hush break

transpire destroy

smash completely

ruin silence

absolutely happen
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V. Grammar:

(a) Join the following pairs of sentences into a single sentence each :

1. I have shown you that the cloth is empty.

I will now proceed to take from it a bowl of goldfish.

2. You will notice this.

The rings are apparently separate.

3. The audience began to think this.

He was a wonderful man.

4. Will you allow me this ?

I want to smash your spectacles with my hammer.

5. I will present to you this.

It is a very simple trick.

(b) Change the narration in the following sentences :

1. “Have I your permission to put it into this mortar and pound it to pieces ?” he asked

savagely.

2. “Will you kindly pass me your silk hat and allow me to dance on it ? Thank you,” said

the conjuror.

3. “This thing surprises me,” he whispered, “I don’t see through it a bit.”

4. “Ladies and gentleman : I will show you a trick now,” said he.

5. Everybody was saying : “Oh, how wonderful ! How does he do it ?”

VI. Composition :

(a) Imagine yourself as the Quick Man in the story ‘The Conjuror’s Revenge’. Relate, in about

150 words, your experience at the conjuror’s show.

(b) Write a paragraph (150 words only) on any one of the following :

(i) A Conjuror’s Show

(ii) A Juggler’s Show

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



GURU18
(Nissim Ezekiel)

Nissim Ezekiel was born in Bombay in 1924. He was educated at Wilson College,
Bombay and Birkbeck College, London. A poet of great repute, Ezekiel has been a Reader
in American Literature at the Bombay University, a visiting Professor at Leeds University,
and in 1974, an invitee of the U.S. Government under its International Visitors Programme.
For some time, he was Director of Theatre Unit, Bombay. His works include A Time to
change (1952), Sixty Poems (1953), The Unfinished Man (1960), The Exact Name (1965),
Three Plays (1969), Snakeskin and Other Poems (1974) and Hymns in Darkness (1976). His
poems have been appearing in a large number of popular magazines.

Ezekiel’s poetry is an attempt to explore and understand the world around him. He
is trying to find out and communicate on a personal level, his feelings of loss and deprivation.
His poems reveal a keen observation, a sensitive mind, and a seasoned artist.

In Guru, the poet presents a satirical picture of a pseudo-guru who is the embodiment
of those who romp up and down in our country professing supernatural powers and a direct
communion with God. They frequently go abroad to pocket pounds and dollars selling
ancient Indian thoughts and wisdom and doling out home-spun formulas for attaining peace.
In a subtle ironic manner, the poem objectively brings out the corruption, hypocrisy, pettiness
and money-mindedness of these so-called gurus who loiter about striking hard at the very
roots of the culture, they pretend to promote.

The saint, we are told,

once lived a life of sin —

nothing spectacular, of course,

just the usual things. 4

We smile, we are not surprised.

Unlikely though it seems,

we too one day

may grow up like him,

dropping our follies

like old clothes or creed 10

But then we learn

the saint is still a faithless friend, 12

obstinate in argument,
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ungrateful for favours done,

hard with servants and the poor,

discourteous to disciples, especially men, 16

condescending, even rude

to visitors (except the foreigners)

and over scrupulous in checking

the accounts of the ashram.

He is also rather fat. 21

Witnessing the spectacle

we no longer smile.

If saints are like this

What hope is there then for us ? 25

Glossary and Notes:

L.3 spectacular — attracting attention because extraordinary

L.10 creed — system of beliefs, opinions (especially religious)

L.13 obstinate — stubborn, refusing to change ones opinion or chosen course of

action

L.17 condescending — behaving in a manner that is undignified or below one’s level

of importance, behaving in a way that displays a sense of

superiority

L.19. over-scrupulous — paying exaggeratedly great attention to details, extremely careful

and thorough

L.21. He....fat — a reference to the Guru’s indiscretion in the matter of food

habits, his fondness for rich foods

Understanding the Poem:

1. Write a brief (100 words) character-sketch of the pseudo-guru referred to in the poem.

2. What has been the past of the saint ?

3. What type of life is he living now?

4. Why does the poet say: ‘We no longer smile’ in line 23?

5. What makes the poet conclude that there is no hope for us?

6. Give, in brief, the idea contained in the poem.

Related Readings:

1. An Indian Lala by K.R. Narayanswami

2. The Fancy Dress Show by Kamala Dass

^ ^ ^ ^ ^



A River Tern on the Ganga19
(Man Mohan Singh)

Man Mohan Singh (born 1937) is a member of the Indian Administrative Service.

Having passed his M.A. in English from Government College, Ludhiana, he started his

career as Lecturer in English Literature. He joined the IAS in 1962 and has held a large

number of important assignments. During his post-graduate studies at the Cambridge

University he was a member of the Poetry Club of the University and his work was included

in the quarterly issue of Fresca. His interest covers many diverse fields ranging from western

and Indian Classical Music to Ornithology (scientific study of birds). He has done a special

study of the birds of northern India. Village Poems and Bird Poems are two of his well

known books. His book ‘Many Splendoured Dome’ gives an authentic expression to the

beauty and power of his evocative prose.

A River Tern on the Ganga, taken from Bird Poems, is a beautiful poem in which the

poet highlights the impact of industrial pollution on a river like the Ganges, a river supposed

to carry a life-giving nectar full of medicinal powers. In the fast increasing industrialization

of the country, one cannot perhaps do much about it except beating ones angry head against

the wall. The poem, however, succeeds in arousing the conscience of the people and in

making them aware of the colossal harm they are doing to the clean environment around

them by not heeding the writings on the wall.

The river tern skims over the bend

where Ganga says her goodbye to boulders

leaving behind the sights of windswept pines.

The tern loses her flying silhouette 4

in the floating blisters of progress.

The troubled glide of the tern

on the insectless surface

silences the petition 8

of the gasping fish.

In the plains the holy

and the profane meet

on the bank of the sandy bulges of sin. 12
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The groans of the dying river

wreathe the creaseless waves.

The holy river yet carries

its weight of memories 16

of trouts and mahseers.

The sullen sea cannot now push

the river back to the mountains

with a slap of its angry tide. 20

Glossary and Notes:

L.1 tern — a water bird

skim — move lightly over the surface touching it only occasionally

L.2 boulder — large rocks worn and shaped by water.

L.4 loses......silhouette — since the water becomes polluted by industrial wastes, the

outline image of the bird in water is not visible.

L.5 blisters of progress — bubbles of dirt produced by industiral and chemical wastes

on the surface of water.

L. 7 insectless surface — the surface of water that has no insects on it as these have

been destroyed by chemical pollutants.

L. 9 gasping fish — the fish that feels suffocated for breath.

L. 11 profane — not sacred, unholy.

L. 14 creaseless waves — waves that have lost their crease because of their failing

capacity and speed.

L. 16 weight of memories — racial memories (myths, tales and songs) interwined around

the flowing-waters of the Ganga.

L. 17 trout — fresh-water fish often found in the hilly part of the river.

Mahseers — big sages lost in meditation on the river bank in the hills.

L. 18 sullen — silent, gloomy and dark.

L. 20 angry tide — Why is the sea angry ? May be, it is helplessly protesting

against the human act of defiling the pure waters of the

river.

Understanding the Poem:

1. Why does the bird lose her flying silhouette ?

2. What do the ‘blisters of progress’ signify ?

3. How do the tern and the fish suffer because of the impact of industrialization?

4. What are the ‘memories’ carried by the holy river ?

5. Why is the sea angry and helpless ?

6. What is the message conveyed by the poet through this poem ?
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Related Readings:

1. The Invading Spring by Phoebe Hesketh

2. The World is Too Much With Us by William Wordsworth

^ ^ ^ ^ ^
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