“This is & delicious book. Here is language used by someone whoe savours

LOOKING
I H

tOUGH

At the close of the twenticth coenfuey, a viung phoetographer on a train to
Luwekoow suddenls find. hinmsell in the dex P end of 1902, Adeilt in the final Vs
of the Raj, he m.&l-rn\i--w a life, and i caught up in the fates of Amml, freved A NOVEL
wailing for a vanished husband: Masroor, desperate to stall a Hindu ve Muslis :
erivket maich; Chaunbwey, a rebel turned repertory star; Parwana, whe siargs lile
A% an ulrph.m and nearly ends it as an ersats widow on a make-beliove pves
Gyanenidra, a pionerring pormographer; Carrick, a parson worcied aboud ﬂ'l.f.'_
millions sear ing in Bengal: and the narrator’s own grandmnthern, whom e,

had persanally cremated not so o g A,

But hindsight tells him that Pactition will destroy this world. And in his
desperate struggle to avert the ievitahle. we discoven, ofien with an almost
unbearable poignance, how thve passibilities o India's st were

1

squandered, some wantonl, others accidentally.

A first novel by a brilliang 1 supedatively #lented writer —a novel that -
addresses the past with the seriousngss of the best Kind of history.!
Amuitany Ghosh

“The time regression is magical. sechaically, but the magic that Mukul Kesavan -
practices in Looking Throaih ©is of a different and superior order. It lies in
his ability 10 evake the traged wedy and above all the humanity of a terrible
epoch. . The point of this lavish and stirring book is not time travel, but how
our lives hop and limp thir wgh the hum of time and the inhunmnil'\' of
history.” — Richard Los Angeles Times

‘hesavan, the staryv-teller, beg and enchants. . J_r;.-,.i;i::g l’hmugh Colass

helps s comprehend darkiv the tragedy of our times.' — Fongine by
] ¥
“This is serious-cum-comic writine of a high order indeed — the kind that
both instructs and entertains — The Economist
e :

‘A first rate debut tha places its author right in the midst of the
heavsaseights of Indo-Anglian w riting."— The Indian !‘fx_?)rxfs.s-

7 |
: | HLanling Throngh Glass] represents an all-too-rare event i
1 AR

=i Loy reand

i L ok thit i
publishing —an important be

Cover J’"r‘r"r";-"”f"'" by Tolitus Rovtseh Ve York Times Bool Revien

Coster design by Fuja Algja




Clontents

Deathbed Guilt 1
Inside 14
Outside 33
Haasan Takes Over 49
Changing Faces 65
2000AV. 93
Rehearsing Sita 118
A Girl in the Window 141
Waiting on Jinnah 163
The Day’s Happenings 179
Parwana 187
Company Again 204
Sunday Outings 213
| The Truth According to Masroor 238
i Simla 260
| A White Christmas 280
i A Part of Myself 301

Ammi's Election 319

Waiting Jor August 343
Hame 301




b e i 7

i

Deathbed Guilt

(1 THAT was left of her when we returned the next
Anmrning was ash and bone grit. Dadi was eighty-eight
when her heart failed and she burned like brittle paper.
She would have been pleased, I thought, leaning over the extin-
guished pyre to «ift the dust for bits of bone. She had hated
leftovers. Mealtimes in her Kashmiri (Gate house were grimly
policed. The grandchiildren were served measured portions and
she stood over us till we had picked our plates clean. Malin-
gerers were reminded of the red-hot kitchen tongs buried in
the choolha. She never needed to show them to us = We knew,
just as the adults did, that Dadi was a woman of her word.
When her husband died, she continued to live in the Kash-
min Gate house, attended by a single maid, refusing the half-
hearted hospitality of her children: my father had planned to
share her on a half-yearly basis with his younger brother. | grew
up hearing relatives routinely marvelling at her self-sufficiency,
at that iron independence undented by age. No leftover food,
no unpaid dues: herself a social worker in the field of fallen
women, she was determined not to become an object of charity.
My parents didn’t visit her much in the decade after Dadaji’s
death, and 1 became close to her only after 1 discovered my
school’s darkroom. Mr D'Mello, the teacher-in-charge, was
fond of saying that black-and-white photography was about
texture and grain. Texture and grain, he would say, holding
up an enormous blow-up of 2 thumbprint, texture and grain.
This seemed a substantial insight to me at eighteen, so that
when the Hlustrated Weekly of India announced a competition
for photo-portraits, 1 borrowed my father’s Rolleiflex and hur-
ried down the road from Ludlow Castle to Kashmiri Gate,
shuffling angles in my mind, greedy for the wrinkles and
pouches of Dadi’s oldness.
[ didn’t win a prize for my picture of her sitting behind the
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1t was a terrible irony, then, that this hard-won sense of self
was destroyed when the Republic officially recognized her patri
otic eredentials, One Independence Day, the government de-
cided to honour a lengthy toll of freedom fighters, This meant
a copper citation and a pension of four hundred rupees a month.
My father was proud of her and a little relieved: he thought i
was appropriate and useful that his mother's sacrifices for
freedom should underwrite her own independence in old age.
My visits had tapered off around that time because 1 had
just switched to colour photography and moved away from
Dadi and her Kashmiri Gate house to other subjects. Breaking
‘nto the colour supplements was hard work because the com-
missions went to claborately equipped professionals and all 1
had was my father's Rolleiflex, state-of-the-art circa 1957. 1
needed money. My parents had none to give me because every
rupee of their savings had gone into building a house before
my father retired. So, nine months after my last visit, I returned
to Kashmiri Gate, for reasons more material than inspiration

in black-and-white.

Dadi was sitting at her charkha — but she wasn't spinning.

She was staring at it as if she had never seen a spinning wheel
hefore. Her hair, normally scraped back, had escaped its neat

little knot, to straggle around her face in dirty white tendrils.

She was looking ill and inches thinner. Why, | thought, taken

aback, she's just an old woman now. Then she did something
completely out of character.

I need your help, she said.
There was something seriously wrong if she could bring

herself to ask, so I went and sat by her side.
Wait, she said, struggling to her feet, using my shoulder

willingly to push herself up. She disappeared into her little
store room and came out holding something that looked like
a necklace box. I want you to find the office that sent me this
and return it to the officer concerned. Painfully, she settled
down behind the spinning wheel again. And tell him, she
continued in the mechanical tone of a lawyer reading a will,
to stop sending me money. She took a tired breath . .. make
sure he crosses my name off his ledger.
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She tried to explan. There had been guilt even then, but
her family, her home for fallen women and her spinning had
crowded it out. Then freedom came and it was easy to forget
the past because there was a future to think about.

It wasn't until she reached Rashtrapati Bhavan, where she
a hundred others were to be given their citations in a public
t the guilt stirred again. Sitting in her red plush
chair, waiting her turn, listening to the master of ceremonics
call out their names and summarize their sacrifices, she realized
that everyone there had been beaten, wounded or jailed in
1942, Every patriot of her generation seemed to have par-
ticipated in both the satyagraha of 30 and the rebellion of "42.
Everyone except her. That was when the guilt returned.

Had 1 done what she asked of me that afternoon — returned

the citation and the uncashed nsion cheques — she might
have made her peace with the past. But I didn’t. I didn’t because
I needed her money to pay for a zoom lens that would bring
me close to horizons otherwise unreachable. I played upon her
love for me and took from her the three thousand six hundred
rupees that she hadn't spent. That was the down payment. But
the rest of the money had to be paid in instalments so in the
end, for my sake, Dadi kept her stipend on, always in the hope
of eventually returning every paisa . . . when I paid her back as
I swore 1 would but never did.

1 thought she was being silly, but the guilt consumed her.
Every month 1 found her thinner and more obsessed than
before. She agonized about the debit mounting against her
name each time the pension cheque arrived. She wasn't a share-
holder in the Republic any more, just a debtor, 2 drain on the
Nation's resources, accepting money which she hadn't earned.

After the first eighteen months of the pension, she couldn't
think on any other subject for more than ten minutes con-
tinuously. She got a reader’s ticket to the public library and
went there every day to look through their newspaper archives.

She went through every paper of the time to catch up with

those heroic days in August that she had missed out on. Then,

when 1 visited her for the money, she would relate in awful
detail some aspect of the insurrection she had just read

mul
ceremony, tha
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lived on column capitals or unclimbable domes, the only way
of getting close enough was a zoom, | owned every inch of its
potent longth — Dadi's last pension chegque had closed that
chapter neatly.

Ier ashes were travelling in a thermos flask which (on my
mother's advice) 1 wore strapped across my body, even in sleep.
She had rransferred the ashes from the urn because she was
afraid it would break during the two train journeys. I was taking
Banaras because Dadi had written it in her will
ted them tipped into the Ganga at Kashi. Ewveryone
in the family thought they understood why but they didn't.
Dadi's wish had nothing to do with the holiness of Banaras; i
was her salaam-in-death to the martyrs of 1942, many of whom
had come from Banaras and its ncighbourhood, her last attempt
to be part of the Quit India rebellion. She died at a convenient
time because I was already headed east for the Lucknow com-~
mission. 1 volunteered to cake the ashes — 1 owed her a debt
and this was a good way of squaring the books.

The night went well. For once the purple nightlight didn't
reams and the chai-chai rasp at echoing midnight
halts didn't wake me up. 1 woke to the rhythms of summer’s
loveliest sound — rain, drumming the roof of my carriage s it

chugged through the uneventful flatness of the Ganga's plain.
My watch showed five; there was still an hour for Lucknow.

1 reached for the camera bag and felt about . . . the lens was
there, reassuring in its solid length. On the other side of me
was the flask. 1 touched them both again and stretched con-
tentedly. Between the exciting nearness of magnified horizons
and the tidy prospect of sinking Dadi's leftovers, [ was happy-
[t seemed wrong to taste this happiness through unbrushed
teeth, so I climbed down from my bunk and made my way to
the washbasin at the end of the aisle. It was awkward standing
there, waiting my turn, with the others looking curiously at
the camera bag and flask, but I couldn’t risk being separated
from them. Embarrassment was a small price to pay for secure
possession. In the lavatory, afterwards, [ bent my rule and hung

the ashes to
that she wan

stir up ugly d

the flask on the door peg before squatting.
The aisle seats by the window were unoccupied when 1
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Through the pirders of the bridge 1 could see the shuggish
green qurface of the nver and the brown of its gently tlép'trly,
bank on which tiny figures were moving, metronomically.
When 1 looked at them through my magic €ye, they becarne
dhobis, slapping clothes on washing stones.

Dhobis? What were they doing in the rain? | looked through
the lens again and saw it wasn't in fact raining on the riverbank
— there were sharply cast <hadows miming the movements of
the washermen. [ooking up at the sky, 1 saw a great fault in
the massed cloud above us through which watery sunlight was
shining down on the river. I stuck my head out of the window
and surveyed the bank we had left behind. That was sunlit too,

though beyond it the landscape was sti curtained off by rain.
Just the river, its banks, the bridge and the train stuck on it

were being shone upon.
It was slanted, enigmatic light, the kind that limns photo-

graphers’ frames with easy mystery 1 took aim through the
window again, but from inside the train there was no clean
angle on the dhobis: the girders kept getting in the way.
There was a look-out point, though, in line with my win-
dow, where the straight lines of the bridge were broken by an
observation platform which jutted further out over the river.
It was less than six feet from my compartment already 2
nonchalant passenger had crossed the single girder joining the
observation platform to the track and smoked a cigarette there.
Then, as casually, he strolled over it again and resumed his
place in the revived card game. It made me dizzy to watch him
~ there was nothing for his hands to hold on to; just emptiness
on either side, all the way down to the river.
1 wouldn’t have dared if it hadn’t been for the rainbow.
Suddenly it was there, spanning cloudbank and riverbank in a

gaudy arc. The card-players peered through the windows
hem it was only 2 spectacle; for me,
and a lens to blood, it was a

great
again and smiled — for t
with kodachrome in my camerd
sign.

"I'he train hadn’t whistled yet, so I had time. Taking a deep
breath, 1 walked down the aisle to the doot and strode over

the girder without once

looking down of exhaling. My heart
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1 woke to the sou
wasn't automatic anyme
through. After 2 minute

rhythm returned Il back on the couch to weep grate

fully. It took mea
liver and see the grimy chandelier hanging over m
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that it took to squeeze
weight and more, a5 it
hurthing rowards
he man with the

t before 1 knew nothing 1 saw my free-falling
to the water, It made a big splash.

and 1 the panosecond
ten times its normal
ards, Then T was falling,

the downswinging dhobis, €

downw

nd of someone choking. It was me. Breathing
sre; 1 had to be awake to think it

of frightening vacuum sounds, the
and I fe

minute to recover enough to sm ell the frying

e. There was
a large bolster-like thing under my head. 1 was lying under 2
white sheet. Nothing felt wet.

But my chest felt raw and my forehead was pulsing like 2
skinned sinus. My hand obeyed when 1 made it wipe my €yes
though it worked in slow motion. Then 1 heard a door open,
the smell of liver grew stronger and assorted footsteps ap-

proached me. Two women appeared at the foot of the couch,

rwo men by its side.

1 asked after my camera but what came out was 4 strangled
rattle. The older woman shook her head and put a finger to
her lips. The younger maf and the girl were clearly related:
they were both good-looking in a light-skinned, sharp-featured
way. The fat woman trying to keep me quiet was their mother,

ith dark glasses on, she looked like
h bristhing

1 decided, because even Wi
the boy. The odd one out was the sallow man wit
ons and gave me &

moustaches, who prc—ppcd me up with cushi
He was the one who cxpla'mcd.
{astoor. The fine -look-

the river by M
y and 1 knew him at once ~ he was
e to the bank and
the sucked-in
1t through the resuscitation
1 a state of

usly thought that I

cup of tea.
I had been saved from

ing son smiled reassuring!
e. 1 had fallen clos

the man with the telescop
ickly. But the shock and

he had pulled me out quic
me unconscious righ
e rickshaw-ride. You're i

erely. He obvio

water had kept
on the riverbank and th
shock, said Moustaches sev
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was suicidal. Rest, he commanded, then they backed off and
left me alone again, w]thnut_ a word to explain why Masm@r
had been peering up at a train through a telescope,

But the advice was good. I needed sleep. Only, 1 still wagy'
sure about the breathing, so I rubbed my eves and stayed
propped up on the cushions. It was an old house, The room
I was in looked into a courtyard through three green-painted
metal arches fitted with doors — these had been left open to
let in the air. Though the chandelier needed cleaning, the
furniture and fittings were nicely peniod and the whole interior
was of a piece with the age of the house: nothing plastic -
every object was wood metal glass leather wool. The rugs
seemed worn enough to be ancestral and the doors had panes
of orange and green glass of 2 kind not used any more. The
mantel clock on a side table was an unnecessary touch, but the
other pieces in the living room seemed to belong there, better
than the junk that had duttered Dadi’s house.

Dadi. My heart stopped and my breathing broke down
again, [ coughed great teaning coughs till strings of mucous
dribbled from my mouth on to the sheet. | wiped my face and
looked about wildly — then cried real tears when I saw the flask
on a little table by the hezd of the couch. Fumbling, I un-
screwed the cap and looked inside; the ashes were there, dry
as the day she was bumt. I stood the flask on the floor this
time, within arm’s reach. Then I lzy back on the cushions and
concentrated on the problem of unselfconscious breathing.

Thinking of other things was useless because tiredness
wouldn't let me think. So I tried reading: if what I read was
dull enough there was a chance that I'd fll asleep without my
lungs noticing. They had left newspapers on the couchside
table. The Urdu ones were no good for me but under them
Was one called the Pioncer. I could tell that it was a provincial
PAper from its masthead; no metropolitan broadsheet had used
a Gothic face in years. Even the layout was primitive, with
headlines compressed into two columns, Soviets Bomb Nazi
.Sh‘wmg on the Volgs: they had used three lines to cram it
in. .'\m:f: the Million Men Mobilized in Manchukuo had been
stuffed into a single column, Manchukuo? Sleep vanished; my

on the d
he Gothie muasthe
4 Augrust, 'I‘J‘lll..

al morning

eyes focused
It m-al.rhr-.’._t
seriod furpiture. 4 '

I'or the second time th

and then knew nothing,.

. the masthead. | . ‘
o ad and the headlines and the
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t matched . . .

1 saw the end of the world



Inside

DIDN'T ASK afi
ASK after the camer ;
B thiahs 1:* camera again. Or about A\
out bei ! worked that out far 1t Masroar
deing told. Amnes ttor myself, later with :
: L] 'l‘

ey
Once 1942 b '
. Y. -~ M E 3 .
dide became undeniable. 1 chos nd | Kept to th
1dn't have a choice; an » 1 chose to lose my ny em,
. da Y other cours B Yy memaory,
wssih . . . YCT Sour wasl ory,
I \ ble explanations. So | didn'y rse would have meant j, |
Masroor's sister, Asharis Wan 't stnt - | even lost -
» SAShAarn, ’-C‘U.r}q' me ar 5 II'I_\' n

1a had its rules 2

R dme,
: wther ]'_\ut that Was
WO = ol
g ;.ll: i name. Masroor
Cal - 3 . . =
el ke T *c:u me bhaisahib; Ammi
Chi whiskered man whos fien she wanted my
" i O o
fa T:'l;mixf le ook my amnesis }-t name was H
miuly . -_*-*-.1 @i &
I ¥, he said womiedly, 1 Lﬂ"‘n‘f’ft- 1
met no o y ot i am your uncl
wasn't ; ne else for the first § o
0 tareal embarrscem hirst five days, <o
me from 3 grown ;H* RCnL. It may even hay : f] inﬂmc!esgness
¥ 1 Mmhan int 1 o i e wey
one reason for Am 40 %o 2 homeless waif, Th:: ot
Masroor felt p, nmi’s unwary hospirality. - 1 was probably
claimants t proprietorial abour spitality. There were others:
; ts—he hgd. after all Ul me in the aha rs:
when Asharsy renas fter all, breathed n Fggtanba s of other
named me, | b, ew life into me. L
» 1 became her handiwork a. i
e work as well
t care why :
why they kept me, so

lon};ut ﬁ;r that first week I didn’
as they lefz B o]
me ﬁne-ﬁmmi had put me in
£ a roo
E : !c:;s. builr be_fort the ISS?’IRT?:I;i:IhE
mer s gii?ﬁge in the absence of m}:::
_ il drin}dng [ﬂgd Lr:j the verandah that over-
ourmy and not reading
o b e ading the news-
.ra_l];:d c:- er by a grid of thin m:::i
etal gnlle a th:gh- I spenq wholtpt?ar:-ﬁh!u'I ﬁf"i bl
. e coum{rd ;:zi(;rvg glrml:]gh this
. On the days

el sible

tching 2 command oo P" that thi
ma at th .

nd performance of 5{::]::‘:;]3{1942, 3 el ] v

ess period play.

later, It was strange

cleared his throat ar me; Asl
LORENCS AASh

Thnrnmrhwiuﬂ iy

uted ‘arre

managing witl

o
I

attention
2 aasan called me
Ul you remember your

e
-

E.

S

Instede 15

When it wasn't faning, unfurled black umbrellas jolled by
ingg. Mother and daughter didn’t

ce to the hall, El'ﬁ'}'
h: the umbrellas belonged to Masroor or his friends.

across the courtyard on the grmmd floor,

erged every morning at six, passed under
the grille and went through the door into Massaldan Lanc. 1
ause Asharfi once tried to explain

knew it was called that bec

the location of the house in case | ever got lost. Since I didn't
intend stepping out of the house till the morning of the ninth
(and then never to return), her directions were wasted on me.
I tried not to listen; my fate hinged on perfect insulation from
everything around me — even (0 learn directions was to let this
world leak in.

But Massaldan Lane stuck in my mind, as did other bits of
dangerous information because Asharfi was both too kind a nd
too beautiful to be easily ignored. Masroor visited me too ~
after lunch sometimes, or in between the long huddled con-
versations he had with his friends, all of them sitting in the
courtyard if the weather was fine, in the hall if it was raining.

He didn't say much to me; he just asked after my health or
my memory and occasionally he would offer to buy me any-
thing I needed from the shops outside. And when 1 refused

} he would nod and

(always more vehemently than I meant to
smile and return fto whispercd conversations with his n-

definably covert friends.
I wasn't curious. He was none of my business. Nothing in

this world was. There was 2 desolate sort of comfort in that
certainty. Six days from the day I had fallen into the river, the
Mail would run again and take me home. 1 planned to board
it at Charbagh station so that when it passed through that
time warp on the bridge, I'd find my time again. Once again
there would be sun on the riveran d gloom on lan d, men playing
cards and dhobis on the banks. And me . .. without 2 haunted
camera lens to tip me over. This time, when the train drew
into Delhi station, 1 would step out into the real world of
colour television and people | knew.

If | stayed indoors as quietly and deatly and indifferently as

possible, I would return to

thie entran
}.1;':111-11 1
e lived na room
from which he em

a present unchanged by its past. In
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al staieway and the first time | went there | discovered that
v looked into the hall, through screened windows.
luded women had once peeped at male fes-
fvity, 1 had a top view of Ammi writing a brisk account of the
Haj. As soon as it was finished it would be rushed to the press
which lived in the zenana and was worked by Masroor.
Ammi tried out bits of the | laj piece on me by reading them
out. 1t was in the first person. All the articles in Khatoon were
‘i the first person; it was one of Ammi's rules. There was
nothing like the first person to help readers live other lives,
She had stopped accepting articles from outsiders because they
tended to peddle information in the third person. Now she
wrote whole issues under half-a-dozen pen names, so that the
readers got exactly what she wanted.
The current issue, which was running behind schedule,
featured a walking tour of Moorish Granada (including 2
description in cinernatic detail of the Alhambra and its un-
pﬂrallclcd stucco and plaster ornamentation), a memoir of the
great and bloody Moplah rebellion of 1921 in Kerala by a
Gentlewoman of Calicut, a letter about a rail journey from
Istanbul to Paris by an emancipated Turkish lady and, of
course, the Haj pilgrimage to Mecca by the widowed Shakila
Rehman of Mymensingh, who, Ammi declared in her editorial
‘ntroduction, was an inspiration: to us all.

Great chunks of each of these were read out to me and 1
was happy to listen because a1l the accounts were made up by
Ammi; the I in each case was pscudon}'mous, the narratives
were imaginary, the geography impressionistic (the gentle-
woman from Calicut remembered a Malabar lapped by the
Bay of Bengal) and such facts as she worked in were randomly
cribbed from books and newspapers. The articles were so
removed from the reality of 1942 that there was no risk of
them infecting me with the present.

Ammi didn't mind admitting that nothing in Khatoon grew
out of real-life experience. The Haj story for example; Lucknow
was the furthest west she had been. But the absence of first-

hand knowledge didn’t worry her. If I start waiting on experi-
ence, she said to me once, 1'il have to fill Khateon with recipes.

spir
s roon
From where sec
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fiemed the story. Aligarh Muslim University was playing Bana
ras Hindu University at cricket over three days, starting on the
cleventh, It was the U.P. Governor's scheme for raising money
for the War Fund. Tickets were eight annas and one rupee.
[Having recited the salient facts, Haasan stopped, without
explaining why a cricket match had so upset Masroor.
"T'hey're putting up stands, said Haasan angrily. The Gover-
nor wants four thousand spectators on the school ground on
the eleventh, watching eleven Hindus play eleven Muslims.
He did a quick circuit of the room biting his lips in fury.
What a splcnd'ul idea, he said throatily. Cricket, healthy
competition and a collection for our lovely war. Lovely, lovely
. . . marquees, sunshine, lemonade, whites on the field and

rupees in the war chest. Masroor stopped pacing. Hallett's
one mad; one bad decisi

on and we'll have short legs and long
legs lying lopped off in the stands.
Rubbish, prntesrr:d Haasan. There's

Muslim riot in Lucknow.

That's what they said in Allzhabad till 1938, snapped Mas-
roor sarcastically. And in Banaras till 1939 — but the riots
happened anyway. There’s always a first time.

Haasan shook his head. Nothing will happen, he said. There
have been crowds in Lucknow before. I've been here twenty

years and lived through dozens of huge, mixed gatherings.

Masroor took a deep breath.
That was then. It's different now. In the United Provinces

of 1942, he said with savage deliberation, there are still oc-
casions when large numbers of Hindus and Muslims gather in
public and mix uninhibitedly, without restraint or any thought

for normal social distance . . . We call them riots.
That's ridiculous, said Haasan, unamused. I tell you nothing

will happen.

And when it does, you'll spend
discussing whether it was inevita
Masroor cuttingly. Well, there's been enough
last five years for a riot on the eleventh to be a rea
I'm going to make sure that the possibility doesn't arise.

He strode out of the house as impetuously as he had entered

never been a Hindu-

hours in your coffee house,
ble or just an accident, said
killing in the
| possibility.
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Masroor's father was born to Kalidass Ganjoo, a brahmin of
Kashmiri descent domiciled in Lucknow, Kalidass' grandfather,
Makhandass {(just Makhandass, surnames were npl'umul in
1825), the founder of the Lucknow line had mil.;r-.l.tcd from Sri-
nagar to find employment in the court of the Nawab of Awadh.
Makhandass, and later his son Purshottamdass, rose modestly
to hecome serishtadars in the Nawah's service,

Vital to the continued prosperity of their line was their ability
to read the direction of the prevailing wind. In the confusion
of 1857, they fled mutinous Lucknow and headed unerringly
for the British encampment in Meerut. "They returned with the
redcoat army and played a crucial supporting role by (here

Haasan pulled outa battered leather-bound book and read from
it) ‘procuring towards the close of the siége, tolerable, constant
and trustworthy information from their contacts in the city’.

Upon this weathercock agility, unreasonably called
traitorous (for where was the nation then) were the family
fortunes founded. Haasan riffled through the pages of the book
which was titled The History and Destiny of the Ganjoos and

read out the text of the grant that Makhandass had received

as his reward:

The Right Hon. the Governor-General of India on the 25th
October 1858, in consideration of such loyal conduct was
pleased to confer on Makhandass and the linear heirs lawfully
begotten of his body, a plot of land 125 Acres, 2 Roods and
6 Poles in area, situated in Malihabad near Lucknow, being
the confiscated property of the rebel Syed Hussain, as also
the aforementioned rebel’s haveli or town house in the locality
of Lal Baugh in Lucknow, rent free in perpetuity during the
pleasure of the British Government.’

Apart from the dead rebel’s lands, all his dependants, includ-
ing the women in his zenana, fell to the share of Makhandass
and those lawfully sprung from his loins. Hussain's women
didn’t protest overmuch: being kept by a comfortable kafir in
those troubled times was better than making ends meet on the
street. So Purshottamdass’ new, expa nded houschold {Makhan-
dass was taken by the ’flu the same year that the grant was
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spire. Or, as Appendix X1V of the family

pative Indian could as
history compiled by the great man himself put it:

(Revenue Secretary to Senior Secretary Finance Commission,
Letter No. 229, 14 August 1897) .. . 1 am directed to say
that the Lt. Governor is pleased to accept Pandit Kalidass
Ganjoo s/o Pandit Purshottamdass Ganjoo as a candidate for
the post of Extra Asistant Commissioner under Rule 160 of
the rules under the Land Revenue Act 1887. The original

enclosures of your letter are returned.

Well, not all the enclosures = at least no one returned the
Bokhara rug — but Kalidass was pleased to get his certificates
back which he inserted as appendices into his history of the
clan Ganjoo. The last chapter of the first volume of this work
(the second was about the family's destiny), was Kalidass'
account of the naming of his son.

According to Kalidass, when the bustle and whispering in
the zenana was drowned by the shrieks of his crumpled son,
he turned to the picture of Victoria enthroned, hung
prominently in the hall, kissed the gathered hem roughly where
her feet might have been, and resolved to call his new-born
Charandass. Never one to waste a good story, he had the
chronicle printed and bound — with a footnote explaining that
Charandass meant ‘slave at the feet of' — and sent it with his
Christmas greetings to his English superiors — 2 humble saga
of unstinting service to Mallika Victoria.

Blessed like all the Ganjoos with a keen nose for the coming

thing, Kalidass had planned for his son a career in the law. He
Charandass would take the

had decided that at age fifteen,

P&O steamer to Dover. Once in England, he would acquire
some public school starch, go up to Oxford and then eat his
way through the Inns of Court. Money was no consideration:
the orchards at Malihabad were yielding well and their
revenues, when added to his salary and topped off by honest
althy man. But for reasons beyond his

graft, made him a wes
control, none of this came t0 be; on Charandass’ fifteenth

birthday came the Great War.
But not everything was lost. Kalidass put his son through
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Musaiddias, his legendary lament on the decline of Islam. Ata
ically minded Indians were agitating against
Allies to abolish Islam's last
1+ with which to complete an

time when polif
the move by t
r_-.tlipi-.mc. it wis 4 g
evening of rousing declamation.

So it wasn't the poem but the manner of its recitation that

d Kalidass, Less than half a minute after he had begun,
bright in C'haradass’ eyes, and then, as
his father watched in horror, rolled down his face. And it went
on like that. Though he knew the passages by heart, Charan-
Jdass never managed to say ten lines continuously, because his
voice would quiver, of he would stop to wipe his eyes. For ten
minutes, undeterred by emotion, he soldiered on while his
father cringed in embarrassment and akarm. When he finished,
the gathcring was pmfoundly silent . . . whether out of shock,
grief or good manners, it was impossible to say.
Afterwards, when the guests had left, Kalidass gingcrly
uestioned his son about his performance.
What happened to you? he asked. Was it something in the
poem?
No, answered Charandass,

it wasn't some eccentric nostalgia
According to Charandass his tears
what Musaddas said. No, it was just the words of it, those
rustling, throaty, half-learnt words that raised 2 lump of un-
refined emotion and made him choke. It happened to him 2
lot — and not only with Musaddas. The tears had first come in
iddle school while reading 3 poem in English class. “Then
they shot him down on the highway/Down like a dog on the
highway/And he lay in his blood on the highway/With a bunch
of lace at his throat. He had forgotten everything about the
poem except this verse because when his turn to read had come,
his lips trembled and his voice tripped over every second syll-
able, 1t wasn't so much what the poem said as the sound of it,
he told his father, the heart-squeezing beat of those lines.
With that Kalidass had to be content because it was the
anation Chara ndass gave. He was evena little relieved

he victorous
ood poen

worrie
tears stood large and

and his father breathed again —
for the glories of Islam.
had nothing to do with

only expl
— at least his son wasn't in

fatuated with Islam, even if he
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of an eve acquired a semite son who knelt to the west, never
bathed and washed his bum with a beak-spout kettle.
1t meant that the Destiny of the Ganjeos would never be
completed. His ron, @ Muslim! Anything else he could have
reconciled with his vision of the family's future. He had ac-
commodated divergences with reality before. After all, in the
Destiny of ‘the Ganjoos, he had prcdictcd an English education
for his son. When that didn't come to pass he had extem-
porized @ good Indian approximation, without altering the
original chapter because he believed that destinies were vin i-
cated by the unfolding cruth of their essence, not by trifling
matters of detail. But this marriage . . . this marriage wasn't a
hiccup in the life of the Ganjoos — ‘+ was a heart attack. No
son called Intezar could be grafted on to the family tree. In
fact now there wasn't a family left . . . ‘ust a severed lineage
dangling in time. Intezar was his only son.

Face to face with oblivion, Kalidass sent the servants away,
locked the doors and shut out the meaningless world. A wee
later when they battered down the co rd door and rushed
into the soundless house, he was slumped over his desk with
a pen in his hand and his face in a pool of blue ink.

He had been trying t0 write his way out of his destiny's dead
end. The table was piled high with scored-out sheets, the
waste-basket crammed with crumpled desperation. Some of
them were half-hearted schemes to prolong just anyhow the
future of his family so that his blighted opus, the Destiny of the

Ganjoos, could come 0 @ dignified end. One of the twists ©

paper in the basket revealed that he had considered adoption,
then rejected it on the principled view that the future of any
famnily worth its salt unfolded on its own without gerrymander-
ing. Remarriage and a natural heir had held him longer: the
pros and cons spilled over many sheets. Eligible widower, just
turned fifty, wealthy, fair-complexioned, sound of mind — he
wouldn't lack offers. But in the end this route was pot-holed
by too many ifs: a fecund woman; a male child who would live

to manhood, immune to epidemics
a filial son and steer the charted course,
of love and poetry. The things he might

and disease; who would be
deaf to the siren sounds
have taken for grante
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ory practice. But he didn't really

peed to earn 2 living 50 most of his time was spent being
i the Koran, 1 le was a conscientious convert; if he
he managed the foothills

law reports and began a desult

instructed
pever achieved the p'unm-:‘lc of belief,

of literal understanding.
But his interest in the Koran wasn't theological; it was, in

effect, an extension of his passion for Urdu verse. He had
often wondered why poetry in Urdu, wonderful and stirring
as 1t was, sounded so banal in transiation. Where did its magic
lie> Not in its grammar, that much was certain because 1t
shared its syntax with Hindi and verse in that prosy language
had all the potency of a bullock. Which left its yocabulary,
nourished by Persian and Arabic, where Hindi had fed off
f Urdu's words that was

Sanskrit, 1t was the resonance ©
untranslatable. So he groped through the Koran to find the

fountainhead of Urdu's genius.

Each day the maulvi came and led him like a child through
the verses, paraphrasing them in Urdu till, after an eternity ©
lessons, Intezar decided that this was folly. When mortal in-
spiration rhymed in Urdu fared so badly in another language,
how could translation cope with the subtlety and grandeur of
God's revelation in the chosen tongue? It was not for nothing
that the Koran 1n translation wasn't allowed the authority of

revelation.

Suddenly, the way seemed clear to him. It was Arabic he
needed to learn first, -f he wanted to come t0 grips with Urdu.
For it struck him that \f Arabic words spiiced on to an alien
grammar could give Urdu such force, what undreamt magic
must they work ~mbedded in their native syntax, in the land
of the revealed version.

So with Kulsum’s amused consent he planned a year-long
stay in Mecca. Perhaps Arabic, he said half-jokingly t© his wife,
as they were packing his bags for the Haj, perhaps Arabic will
finally push me into poetry. Kulsum smiled. You'll need a new
pen-name then, she said, because then the waiting will be over.

The terrible irony of that reply came back to haunt her in
ollowed his departure. I had

the years of shrinking hope that f i ‘
s then, said Haasan, introducing

known him for four year
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role as audience [ was entitled ¢ e A, St
; ATty O an endinge %

I'hen he started again ilig

For the firs v T
rst v sroor didn't <]
In t Year, Masroor didn't sleep for missi ie
1e normal course, he would g debi.
w a4 o e il i :

Intezar would have become a set of }

5 e - or I

one winter's day in 1932 ¢ e
¥ ¥ in 1932, the restl

bushed Masroor. He had ;

munk s 1 -

m”:»k :t‘c-rrf-d in the old zenans, when he §

D(P' of h_ls Ersndiatleds o ea h ;pJnd a moth-balled
e e o mpiete epic: The History and
Like all chroniclers

A chroniclers of the relarivel

out of history whe the relanively recent past, Kali
R S A past, Kalidass ran
p 2gunst the present. But since

h

':E.E{:E_m':ss‘ he solved the

s f his family’s furure. Being
. i : i w o

Chniﬁc‘i with the tiumph of Indiz +;-_T¢d "hc dexcey, o o
Ir:_lndzss' A E:j ;1.- 12n nationalism. [t began with

man in Englishry, 2 pukka gland, the equal of any English-

T pukka barrister. Bur i i

oney o | instead of making

Ao ;!n SR pdvﬂc;gcd - Fl'cd the cause of the Nation.

¢

t00) « had never earned an g!’1““{”1@ 0B, PG ol 06 14
k him to their : onest day’s wage :

the Brics neir hearts. The peopl : et fie mam

the ﬂﬂmh b5l pp i people danced to his commands,

lmn;;irn:: of liberty from \g‘}lm:n'ﬁi Bt Dy e P!U‘fkfd
Ay ] Vestmins 1 i

gst his e dlnsrer_ and set it burning

under India Gate. The grateful

Citizens f d h
s of the s ) 1
SUVETCIEN nanon made him their I
1r ruler an €

-
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ave got over his loss and
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puled them 6ill he died, after which tis children ruled and then
his children's children.

That's how 1t went, finished Haasan hurriedly, anxious to
keep my attention. All rubbish of course, just fantasy, but you
have to remember that when he read it, Masroor was only
fourteen, very young. His father's life had diverged cruelly from
his l“.u:u:l'i'hc:] destiny; far from helping India find her way, he
had managed to lose himself, Worse still, the future prcd'l:;tcd
for his father, had actually come to piss for someone else;
Intezar's destiny had been hijacked by a Kashmiri contem-
porary further cast, Allahabad’s Nehru, the younger one-

Worst of all, Masroor read his grandfather’s book just after
the second civil disohedience campaign of 1932 led by Gandhi
with Nehru as his right hand man. Jawaharlal’s face figured
on the front pages every day around that time. While Ma 5r00r'S
father, for whom this part had been written, had disappcurcd.
Once that fatal comparison Was made, Masroor remembere
[ntezar not as a gentle father or a vanished pilgrim, but as 4
barren poet, an absurd adult who went around losing himself,
a dilettante who had failed to live up to his future.

Since then, Masroor had spent every waking minute of his
life making sure that the same would never be said of him.
There wasn't a cause of 2 party that he didn’t make his own.

He joined the Congress, he joined the Muslim League. In the

elections of 1937 he ran errands for both. When the two fell

out, he stayed with the Congress because Nehru should have
been his father. Now he distrusted all the parties; he just
wanted to help keep the peace. That's why he was so worked
up about the cricket match.

He's too intense, said Haasan. It

little cricket match.
He shook his head. In an carlier time, this intensity would

have made him a leader of men, but by 1942 it was t00 late.
Between Gandhi, Jinnah and the man who had stolen his
father's future, all the shares - India’s liberation were taken.

IHaasan stopped again and this time it wasn't a pause — he
was done. He still hadn't satisfactorily explained Intezar's dis-
d done what he had set out to do:

s too much feeling for a

appearance but he ha
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. o RPN, i

saraphrase the family's history i
paraj family’s history to explain Masroor, H :
: T Wy

Lok L ;

looking at me expectantly, waiting for a react

o ! 5T & reacthvon o h';«. Fart
5 iy

He didn't get it. | said instead that T wa
il‘mu amh_:\ctl:mi’ :11_'..~rh" It was true -—-EL 1 7“:':“:-“‘: e
itching right through the tale. | ;11 ; s H“]i‘
and scratched my head as the by -‘-I“R i
day. Was it |’I‘(‘I1.\(H1i{‘;nl‘-: S 5
Na. It was lice. 453

had bees
! con

- nroom
L 1!1E¢\i. lt' 1'1 i “‘E‘
vacd t"[h'k!ﬂ‘d .‘IH

ki Sh my

Quiside

1CE. CRAWLING.
This sank in properly only after | had smeared three

on the bathroom wall. Then the day's food vaulted out
of my insides without notice once, twice and endlessly. 1 lay
in bed and let my head hang over the edge to help the beasts
drop off. Lice belonged in the orange hair of traffic-light
ucchins. What did they have to do with me?

Whose were they? Not Ammi's or Asharfi’s. Because (a) my
head had never been close enough to theirs and (b) they didn't
show the guilt or shame +that nits and eggs must bring. Ditto
with Moonis the cook and Uncle Haasan. That left nobody;
there was no one else 1 had met in 1942. Perhaps the lice had
boarded on the train, then hatched and multiphed in the nme
that I had been convalescing in the house. This was the theory
that 1 favoured,; it allowed me to be infested by my contem=

oraries. 1 didn't want to be assimilated to 1942 by lice.

But what was I to do with them? 1 didn’t think that they
could be combed out. And 1 couldn’t ask my hosts to pick
them out. 1f 1 soaked my head in a disinfectant there woul
be questions about the smell and 1 couldn’t tell them the truth
— even Ammi would baulk at a lousy house- guest. No one gave
vermin the benefit of the doubt. Instead of going down for
dinner that night, 1 tiedon a bath-towel turban t@ quarantine
the beasts and went © bed.

1 was troubled all night by booki sh nightmares. In the morn-
ing 1 counted my feet, examined the inside of the towel, brushed
my teeth and went down the stairs for breakfast. Masroor didn't
flinch when 1 took the chair next to his at the dining table;
Moonis poured me a cup of tea without comments Ammi read
out for my benefit the final instalment of Shakila B_—.ihmnn:s
intrepid pilgrimage ~ 43 if nothing had happened, as 1f my hair
wasn't alive with crawling filth. The kind are blind.
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ﬁvl'luasan m}!t}cnI}' emerged from the kitchen carrvin
ying pan with an omelette in it. He transferred | wdply
plate and said: ST G
And you'll never be able to unscrew the fish-plat
¢ sh-plates,

Masroor lefi
! eft the table to sta iehi ;
i stand dehantly i1 \
d defiantly framed in one of

the three "
[ a::c?hcdl doorways that opened on to the cour
I{NE arnived in the middle of an arpument i
aasan let i e
o cut the omelette into two squares and ¢
Moonis to hurry up with the toast o AR

Masroor stayved where he was

o .= . ‘ Al

]..?(‘II if Bhukay gets a spannet the il
conun i W i ner the nght size o

+ ued Haasan, deaf to Masroor's silenc s12¢ and gauge,

e stopped again and worked | s silence. Even then.

3 ’ % i orked has aws till his
h.iﬁ empty. Then he held out his us jaws till his mouth wye
an inch apart, and said: wt his

The nuts will be rusted th

2 IRLe T + 3
thumb and forefinger, half

nustey e
d . . t that deep into the was A
hop: You'll neod Kine Kovs 0,.:__:: to the washers. That
L= MRS O foama to

Which one do you have? turn those screws

I'he question was rhetorical

Bhukav. Bihar ical but Masroor answ i
B s e b s roor answered it.
i xAl, In

;u‘:cm man goaded to the limi
So there are o o
are three of vou,

amnat.
Let's be optimisti said Haasan pr

T retendi
the fish-plate ser ¢. Well assume thar ac:n:zoq ¢ Eiddmg Vg,
5 ; il =hAadld - - 11
ik, o s e‘;:‘!- every week since the line 2s been oiling
at the first S ; st '
of unscrewin Al ine st turn of the span = I lidag
nothi ng and all four fich-nl *panner. Fifteen minutes
nothing hﬂiding L Hsh-piates are free and '
Just one small il_b?! . Sechion of track down B Ly
» § R e il 4 ; ¥ T
completely '{'0 eft = shifting that sectio JP;,:‘ BNE
_ y — jus R b | SECH ’ T . .
gl ) A o e tion. Not removing it
use if you leave it as ir ic : -0 rie aignment of the track
stay in plac 45 1t 15, a1's [ b
Y In place unde ; § ixely tha - 1] wi
I’ waer Eht ‘l\'ﬁia}]f ;_‘;F t}-.t {r h‘t rh[ fi.cg rui} W!H
o OLIe tram . . . and th i
4 e Mail

s
will
station wich ;
' with the Aligarh team in time for

get to Charbagh
narch.

s in an armcha;
S 03T non - .

organized into ; fr-l.’_-;\.-, Eﬂ’nh his head thro hae
t the ceiding in s 1o 2 look of beleagie : e back
-+ g in silence. guered disdain, stared

AN secton 1

ned his second toast-and
5 -0

i melette into square
h.ﬂe you an}' mto sguare

idea, how much a
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ten-foot section of rail line weighs? The three of you had better
sart lifting weights at the Kaisarbagh akhara if you're Serious
about sabotage.

Masroor refused to rise, In fact he became progressively more

casual and nonchalant as Faasan strove to shock him out of
his ardent lunacy by pointing up the absurdity of his plan.
Haasan succeeded only in persuading Ammi that no one, not
even her passionate sof, could be serious about such an idiotic
scheme. Once Haasan had established the impossibility of the
whole idea, she looked relieved and instructed a harassed-
looking Moonis to make up a batch of shami kababs by way of
thanksgiving. By the time breakfast ended Haasan had given
up and the argument seemed laid to rest, Ammi had gone back
to being preoccupied with the next issue of Khatoon. As Mas-
roor left for work, she called out a reminder: he was to help her
with the printing of the next .ssue tomorrow. Masroor said
something in reply as he lifted his bicycle over the threshold of
the courtyard door which Ammi seemed to understand. Then
Haasan and Asharfi left for the coffee house and LT. College
respectively, and it became a normal day again.

"That evening, I took advantage of the calm to confide in
Masroor. He had disappeared “nto his room after dinner,
where 1 followed him, weak with shame and nervousness.
When he opened his door 1 saw that he was working. In the
wash of angle-poised light on his table, a book lay open. It
was a Bradshaw, a railway aimetable. But he seemed pleased
to see me, so instead of muttering I'd come later, I let him sit
me down. Then I told him.

I have lice. Like that. Straight. I'd have liked to lead up to
it but nothing, no path—cleuring prcliminarics pecurred to me.
What is that book? 1 have lice or do you smoke? 1 do but |
have lice, sounded silly so 1 just told him.

Then, to pre-empt silence, 1 kept talking. | had only just
found our, 1 t:xpluincd dcspcmtcl}r. The bed sheets were free
of the infestation and 1 could stay in my room if he felt there
was any danger of my giving it 10 others. All I wanted was
advice on killing them.

e heard me out without horror or amusement. Even more
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tus_mring was the way he listened. He didn't steeple his fig
or sit back, or watch the ceiling . . . that is, he didn't seery
look to be considering. He sat leaning forward in his et
elbows on knees, hands knit in a double-fist . h:l o
interested in the story of my lice. So when 1 ran l\;rt 1.1-‘ T\tk{\d
to say, 1 felt bold enough to ask in a forlomn um: it ;i s, .
keep the story to himself because I didn't want A i Txmld
Asharfi 1o know., T
It was a lot to ask. He had brought me home and :
house-guest was host to vermin. He would have bee o i
his n_gh.:s to consult his mother. But my instinet “_Hﬂ:::lrthm
;h'.i)?; : :;;},Ti hc_s.n-._i, -\\ij‘ don't 1?2'&':‘ to worry A :,‘,mi :'ith
. ght for a while. I had lice in Class IX. he sa;
finally, !xnrl-:.-hc.u‘l wrinkling as be strenuously -.151”*1 el
for a guiding precedent. I think Ammi . . . \la%tﬂ Bk
said, W.Iﬂfi:lg up to a shelf. Reaching 1:1‘\“"--: l;ﬁ-’-:;'“mlt{'. hc
dt‘mf}‘ honizontal book. It was 2 ‘*!{"‘T“"‘;l‘ alb wiic vty
stiff black sheets interleaved with c-ot*—i-cf’; r e it
found what he wus looking for in thé la ‘;.:; “:-:CU'IE };;P;f- .
: . g in sastrer aes WIELIC .
;‘ :stt;l:i\: :l::.r E:-Eu;sq E:Iim?gﬁphs of Masroor zidgtﬁis Llizsn:;ii:
They looked like re:; c\;?c:z f%ﬁfﬂim-mr.-g_ ladder of school.
;E]ﬁ-m)ﬂs arranged on a s:: --‘:1.‘-: *Er\ur:i"l:\ﬂ »Dﬁ o e sbmeiic:
fulled !1\’ a mﬁd‘lﬂﬂ’r&:’:g Eh.ltil:" -: thas "?"".Tg!c;u‘nd wWas ﬂiW"ﬂ}T‘S
assembled from the lefrovers n'r'.t: r,: t:Dﬁm_Zd o o e
S et s v f-i::‘ ;.;‘cr}tud ruins, the boys were
3oy oy e :c:; p\: ¢ _E:re was always an adult
S e e zi;: ;::mﬂﬂ adult was the only variable
Masroor riffled ﬂ:!mugh ;’_ »nt- e L:
In the relevant picture 3 "¢ pages lor 2 bit, then grunted.
in the tall row, ‘gfinning ;imf]l?r-t}} " bald Masroor is standing
heas cau gh: the boy on his ]gg;ﬁ'} IT]:: r}}t suom: The shuttes
h.an_ﬂ raised to stroke l‘lz-sroor}:ﬁi; S Ay sad e
again across the distance of s g aldness, Masroor grinned
sposhing the picrure, he said S e G gt aaned fox
_ Lhere it was in black- I
'(—.A"iis - pecie-hnae l::d?i ;f:;::' Masroor had had lice in
in the courtyard, he expinined. mtﬁs;r;haved off. Right here,

b=

er used to come home
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every Saturday till 1 refused to have my hair cut in front of the
family because it was childish. [ wanted it done at a barber's

like a man.

So he began cycling off to the barbershop which was miles
away in Aminabad. It used to take him half an hour o get
there, Ammi wanted him to go to a barbershop in Lalbagh,
but Masroor enjoyed the ride because setting off early on
Sunday morning was independence and adventure. He still

went there every other week.

We could go there early tomorro
Unless you want to have it done in
word and he'll bring his scissors here.

I shook my head in. silent horror at the prospect of being
deloused in full view of Ammi and Asharfi.

We'll leave at seven tomorrow morning, then, said Masroor.

I nodded.

Can you cycle?

I nodded again.

Good, said Masroor encouraging
bicycle. Don't worry about your hair.

and you'll be clean. :
Thanks, I whispered, fighting the grateful urge to tell him
everything. 1 climbed the stairs to my reom and settled into

bed.

Hours later, just as I was finally drifting into sleep, I heard
the muffled chimes of the mantel clock downstairs. It was
striking twelve. Drowsily it came to me that the eighth day of
August 1942 was done. The inaugural date of the movement
that had haunted my grandmother’s last years, had come and

gone and nothing had happened.

w if you want, he said.
the house. 1 could send

ly. You can take Moonis’
We'll be back by breakfast

Early morning on the ninth of August. 1 woke to the sound
of radio static and the breathless thought that this was my last

whole day in 1942. By 7 a.m. tomotrow 1 would be sitting in
wn time.

the Mail, headed back to Delhi and my © ; :
I brushed my teeth and gin gerly my hair and huried
down the steps to Masroor’s room.

combed
When [ walked in, Masroor
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way twiddling the knob of a large radio in a round caly;

e ¢ Yo il
The room was filled wath amplrhtd gabble as the impag -
spun needle glanced off unwanted frequencies. He mlm '?“hl

: ¢ . Hle tume
volume down and poured me a glass of tea. It was the ‘It-h*
pot he had brewed; he had been through the first two .
past hour, trying to catch the news. .

T\:cws of what, I asked tmidly, cradling the too hot
}-nlr a second his brows knit in in*'.t:as;:.sn :;"(."“ i poe
contrite, e "
I'm sorry, he sai : - '
Srnlontt & -J:!d- I keep forgetting that you don't rememh
- ung. tm II}-Jng to g_c.t news of what was dect i 3 =
Congress session at Bombay., They o od in the
India resolution 1 o y. Ty were debating the Qui
o \1 1on last night. - <
1en he began to explain, notl :

i plain, not knowing that, thanks :
| probably knew the "Q"_.;.-’i- ¥ 1.5F1"1:’t1"111'i‘:' to Dadi,
DA 2 Wit India resolution better than th
gressmen who had discussed it \ 3

‘\1-‘ . : =
AVIASNOOr WAS 2@Fainst it vt b E *
5.“_. i . T?‘" o ; .‘L,-h\-t .'..c'u.d“u"sﬂ ot '“'hai 'Ehf.‘ rfsoltllion
d. *“'_cd ne Euuf‘h o han ; ver - '
]ndlrt " lndflﬂﬂs. ].i W é"ﬂ" ~ i 1!‘1( government of
= as IO

L S— .
there were Muslims who & »

T aTe
. :'ua T F A
i .Jc. < WS a war on. .."Llld
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i A - 180l Nagd s ;
civil n.{lsobrd'.cn-cc movement wa
adilasah -

2R
1d that he wouldn’t start a
Hindu-~Musli 3 -

Muslim question. Bur

ut _12 settlement of the
4 ! 4 now, said ] i
S M ) w, said Masroor agitatedly
shook his head and drank th

. -

nt

tjcl i‘_"'" E
-  fub

. i
" |
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ha'c gel-:
» NES -if:ung us to do or die! He
ik = . ne e frhev : =
Ot Todlis Boiis e ncd oo - T B0 ahead with this
Pakistan by > € 20 more quietly, Jinnah wi i
; :l.;n v the end of the G.:-.[‘ldt 1 e nzh will have his
didn't have to take hi i
S b :‘f +0 take hus word for it. I knew. Jinnah had
1947, t0 be p © Detore the decade was ﬂur.On 14 ; gﬂ:
¥ reci . R v u
my RfFub!ii :Ii-t!a‘:’ztlvh Ejidt Fakistan one day older f?;;
4 - V1Y armies T 1 e
UpPStart state anc tought three wars wi ;
wouldn’t be Pasficr;w“ Masroor hoping that the :;Sl]u:}zx
pen, that Partition :w a]r :h-t August movement wouldn't h'l -
the joyless supe ion'ou d? t come to pass. For a moment ] ;f}t
oy & T ty * :
enthusiastllof 3 child 0“3 munety-year-old listening ro the
his cause, who crept - sviasroor, who would stop trains for
Tept out of the house after dark, Fk
E ke a turn-

of-the- =
of-the-century anarchist off to k;l] the Czar, scemed suddenly
" 5 L
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as absurd as the canteen rachicals 1 had known on campus,
Hindsight makes cartoonists of all, :

After a minute more of useless twiddling, Masroor remem-
bered the barbershop and switched the set off. Toothbrush in
one hand and toothpowder in the other, he tiptoed to the
washbasin stuck on the wall in a corner of the courtyard and
then rent the morning calm by hawking and spitting and
blowing his nose and pagging as he scraped the root of his
tongue and dredged up ancient deposits of phlegm. All the
while the lice were digging in.

By the time we were ready to leave I was smelling of moth-
balls because Masroor had found me clothes to go out in from
a trunk in his room in which Ammj had preserved his old
«chool uniforms. He must have been a large schoolboy because
the trousers had to be lashed to my waist with a knotted belt
and the short-sleeved shirt hung over my elbows. But his feet
were only two sizes larger and the brick-brown canvas shoes

almost fitted. He had thought of everything — he gave me a
sola topi to cover my baldness with on the way back. He was
wearing one too. The leather on its chin-strap was cracked and
it looked older than Masroor. Pushing our bicycles over the
threshold, T wondered if the topis had belonged to his father,
and shivered. It felt strange, wearing the hat of a disappeared
man.

When we set off it was half-past six and pleasant, but our
cycle ride took so long that by the time we reached Aminabad
the early morning cool was a memory in the wet heat of an
August day. Masroor wanted to revisit his memories, because
he was due to stop a train and didn’t know what the future
held, so we meandered past the G.P.O., his old school, La
Martiniére, Haasan’s coffee house, the ruined Residency, the
lunatic asylum in Kaisarbagh, the Bara Imambara . . . every-
where, he dismounted, stood quietly in what looked like a
two-minute silence in memoriam, and sct off again.

After forty minutes of this tour by tangents, I became nerv-
ous. | had thought that this once-only exposure to the world
outside the Lalbagh house would be a quick soFtic, _But h.m:

I was, drifting pramiscuous]y through this alien img, infecting
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more and more of it with my presence and be;
its dust in return. : g

We finally '
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H"’"“ bib and stood to one side solicitously as the fat man
heaved himselt out of the chair, covered his haircut with a
black top and waddled out of the shop.

Bhukay completed a short back-and-sides on the Anglo-
Indian and made his way to my chair. He undid the buttons
of my shirt, wrapped a flat strip of cotton wool round my neck
and knotted a clean sheet around it. With a bottle-pump he
sprayed my hair with water. Then he pushed my head over
the washbasin and squeezed and cuffed the surplus water out.
That done, he slicked my hair back with a comb and set to
work. His scissors chattered like a bird by my ear; I sighed and
closed my eyes. For the first time since falling into the Gomti,
I relaxed. I was in good hands: a professional was taking care
of my troubles.

In less than ten minutes he had cropped my hair into a ragged
poll. He discarded the scissors and gave my lice a shower again.
Then he stropped his razor. I watched timidly in the mirror —
cut-throats made me nervous. But he was an artist. A few absent
passes over my head and then a series of unhurried strokes
which peeled off running strips of hair till there was nothing.
He wasn't finished; he poured a little disinfecting spirit into an
enamel bowl and with swabs of cotton he rubbed it into my
shaven head, making it tingle. There was more. Before I could
stop him, he picked up a yellow flannel, the kind most often
used for cleaning cars, and polished my scalp till it glowed. In
the end I didn't really care: I was relieved and tired and the

chair was comfortable. So I just lay there, slumped and drowsy,
gleaming like a copper doorknob.

He hated hair. Hated it. He said it seriously, credo-wise.
Dandruff, scurf, dirt, smells, lice, dead-alive parasite feeding
off our heads. Thick thin long short straight curly oily dry =
the disorder of it. The skull was the perfect form, just as the
egg was. Hair was pointless. It had been a pleasure, shaving me
bald. Most days he compromised his art and his principles to
make a living. He trimmed whiskers, shaped sideburns, helped
balding men cover their goodness with lank threads of shame.
But even with material like me, he sculpted on sand. His was

¥iokailany atise Already my hair was invisibly growing; no
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matter hmw_r close he shaved me, the ugly black stubbl i
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But after making two batches he turned to serve a bent old
man whose skulleap and beard declared he was Muslim. | le
was obviously an old customer because Bihari began making
up his order without a word being :::cch:mgcd, Bag in hand
he began writing from right to left on the smoking oil. By
the time he'd spanned the diameter of that massive vat, even
1, illiterate as 1 was, could recognize the loops and curves of
the Arabic script. He laid another strip of seript below the
fiest and then another and so on until one hemisphere was
dense with words and the other, nakedly bubbling. He sat
back, still frowning with concentration, and looked at the old
man standing quietly by.

Here, Jamal Mian, he said. Your lines.
Jamal Mian gazed reverently at the letters of gold trembling

on the oil and nodded. Bihari broke the strips up into manage-
able words and syllables, then wrapped them in newspaper.
The old man tucked his stick under his arm, the better to hold
the parcel with, and began walking carefully in the direction

of the overgrown tomb.
What was all that for? aske
Jamal Mian as he disappeared into t
and the tomb.
"That is Haji Jamaluddin, said Biharia
carrying lines from the Quran.
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the jalebi maker. I've done it every day for five years now. But
only for him.
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d Masroor curiously, watching
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ffectionately. Andhe's
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hour and a half
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Fanid's graveside e edible oﬁ'cring that Eosiely be tug 10 0
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enough of
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knowled: 4 idac
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he said, had a Muulvi teach me the Quran for two hours every
early morning il 1 was fourteen, Bihari Halvai is what my
call me but 1 was named Omar, Omar Qureishi.

| to the roots of my shaven hair. | hadn't thought
e I'd never come upon a Muslim halvai
her attempts to speed matters up.

two and a half years after

friends
1 tlushec
he was Mushim becaus
hefore., 1 made no furt
T'hen one day, resumned Bihari,
Jamal Mian had started doing this moring round, 1 gave
him instead of the usual line from the Quran, the headlines
from an old newspaper that 1 used to wrap the jalebis in. 1
don't know what made me do it = boredom 1 suppose;, we
had been through the Quran once already and we were morc
than half way through it the second time round. Perhaps it
was the heat . . . it was around the middle of June. In fact it
was the nineteenth day of June. 1 remember the date because
the next morning's newspaper carried two-inch headlines on
the riot in Kanpur. 1t was the biggest communal riot in years,
there were four hundred dead and twice as many injured. And
Kanpur was less than seventy miles away from Lucknow.
I'm not a superstitious man, said Bihari grimly, but some-
rimes it's hard to ignore 2 sign. 1 never dishonoured Jamal

Mian’s pledge again.

He gave us 2 second serving of the jalebis. Eating the first
batch had turned my hands and mouth into flypaper, airports
for every coasting fleck. He squeezed in another lot and settled

:th a shoulder cloth. He

back, wiping the sweat off his face wit
pointed at the tomb:

One day, just one day I gave Jamal Mian the wrong words
and the killing came as close as Kanpur. If 1 fry the right verses
till the Day of ]udgemcntl still won't bring the Kanpur ldr.:'.l:i
to life. That's why I'm coming with you to stop the Aligarh
train. | want to help Baba Farid keep his pmmisc to Jamal
Mian — the killing mustn't come @ Lucknow.

With a flourish he laid two parallel lines of paste on the
oil's surface and before they could drift apart, he }01'1“}3‘ them
with short horizontal strokes at equal ‘ntervals. When he
finished it looked like a ladder, but it wasn't. Given the context

it was plainly meant to be a length of ratlway track. When 1t
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Pped and sertled back ti'; eet to reassure
on the bench. H
. How

would [ say it3
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couple of months and thrt]r}; the movement will be dead in a

Don't !
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Ty, there is a time any riots in that time?
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start counselling him on his. Besides, my train was due at seven
the next morning and 1 was on parole.

Just as 1 had decided not to get involved, Masroor got to
his feet, leaving the newspaper lying on the ground. He turned
and bepan walking towards us, grim-faced, tipping his sola
topi back, shirtsleeves flapping, shoulders braced against the
worst the world could do. For many months afterwards, that
was how | remembered Masroor each time I thought of him.
Ie had paused on the edge of the pavement before stepping
on the road when I heard the engine sound to my left. |
rurned to look and saw a military lorry hurtling down the
road. Masroor had stopped to let a knot of cyclists pass, 50
he must have seen the lorry because it was coming from the
same direction. But inexplicably he made to cross as s00f as
the cyclists passed; he hadn’t taken two steps when the lorry
was upon him. Brakes shricked, 1 jerked my head away, hands
clenched, eyes tightly shut.

When 1 opened them, the lorry had squealed to a halt. I

d towards the accident where, amazingly, no crowd had

surge
the back of the truck to the

gathered. Fearfully 1 ran round
further pavement. I steeled myse]f to look at the front wheel

and the bumper. No blood, no mangled Masroor. With a huge
cffort I kept myself from retching and squatted lower to get 2
sight of the underside of the lorry. He wasn't mixed into its
innards nor smeared on the road.
Abruptly, the lorry began movi
stumbled backwards to the safety of
gathered speed, a recruiting advertisement puintcd right across
its side passed slowly before my eyes. Take the Kings's Com-
mission, read the caption, The Noblest Life on Earth. Where
the letters ended, two moustachioed men 1n epauletted khaka
gazed sternly into my eyes. Next to them, not front-on but in
profile, was a figure in loose khaki trousers and a white short-
sleeved shirt. His feet shod in red-brown Home Guard shoes
were i the air — or off the lower edge of the advertisement =
in a painterly study of motion. One half-raised hand was either
sketching a salute or tipp sola topi. As the truck
pulled away, | raced alon gsi he advertisement

ng and half-squatting still, I
the pavement. As the lorry

ing back a
de, trying to keept
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ity sistency of thi ' . 1 felr a sur ST
E ; ¥ of o
EL.‘J"' 11!,"’ run into Flora F!S ﬁ.]m It was like Ittt-gc,c a f‘”.ilit‘atll-:}n
mind, dirfCtﬂr—(ah" I ountain. Yoy ha ing 4 studio car
bl =a0ID F ve
pelieve at random » 4 thought crossly. Thj to m:l.kt: up your
and real when they : h ings can't be make-
" choose to b
e.

_-.ii.mcnsinnd :
se that thing

agh house by

Haasan Takes Over

HIEN HAASAN CAME around that evening, | was sitting
in the u.:uurly-.nrr] with Ammi and Asharfy, tense with
ot knowing how to begin. Shocked by Masroor’s
disappearance and dazed after the collision, 1 had offered no
explanation for my baldness and they hadn't enquired. Mas-
roor's comings and goings were 50 eccentric that Ammi and
Asharfi didn’t even 'k after him. Ammi dabbed mercuro”
chrome over my nose and shooed me up to my room 10 recover.
sharfi brought me a tray of food and left me

At lunchtime A
h the afterncon. Sometime during this troubled

to sleep throug
cesta | dreamed that Bihari had visited and told them every-

thing so that was taken care of, I wouldn’t be the one to break
it to them, 1 didn’t need a beginning.

But when I went down for tea, they were 0 cheerful that
1 knew it was up to me. Asharfi handed me a cup and grinned

encouragingly.
You're part of the family now, she said, looking at my shaven

head. Proper baldy you look — every inch 2 Ganjoo!

The pun unnerved me. How could 1 tell her that she had
lost a Ganjoo, not found one. That her brother was riding the
side of a five-ton truck, selling the army in two dimensions.
Why not just say that 1 had dropped from the future without
a parachute.

Not that 1 had to tell them anything. 1 3
world and its impmbabilitics early next mornin
to, Partly because 1 owed them the truth for their goodness

to me, but mainly to purge myself of the intolerable absurdity
of the morning’s happenings. I didn't want to carry the morn-
ing like a solitary secret into my own time. it 1ad to be h:_mdcd
over in the here and now; if 1t was unfinished business, it was
the unfinished business of 1942 and its residents: they coul

have it.

vas leaving this
g. Butl wanted
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Haasan came in looking grim and asked what had happened,
That made it casy. The fact that he knew oF seeme d to know
there was something Wrong meant that I wouldn't have to start
from scratch. No sooner had he asked than | told them even
thing. For nearly an hour I bore unstopped witness to the
morning's events. 1t was good stony and 1 told it recklessly,
co I told it well. When 1 described the vanishing Ammi and
Asharfi gasped — 2 minute latet they didn't believe me but the
telling took their breath awav.

il o 1&‘ alF - L o 3

hrnlhthc- comfort of disbelief came easily because I was the
storvteller: : cras haldy o =
storyteller: an amnesiac baldy from now here who ran full tilt
into bolted doors. Oh, nobody said as much | i
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s'l...l“h}“r(_'il fuces this way and that like a bunch of old paintings
i k.u"\.-r-.':t.ll'mn. P laasan had stayed on for dinner so there ‘-‘-'E_:‘l_'
jour of us in that dining room.

1 was S0 excited by the thought of going home the next

morming, that 1t wasn't until 1 had mopped up the first serving
of korma with my second roti that | reabized the faces ‘.]frnuh{
me were strained and worried in the kindly candlelight. Of
course — Masroor hadn't returned for dinner. He had been
gone pwelve hours now and Ammi was looking edgy.
" Lt was Haasan who broke the building silence. I've just been
to Bihari's shop, he said quietly. He said he had been bending
over the vat squeczing in a new lot of jalebis when he heard
the brakes shrick. When he looked up he thought he saw a
glimpse of Masroor (at least it was 4 man wearing a sola top
the kind Masroor had on that morning) and then the truck
was upon him. It took him a few seconds to get off his perch,
but when he got to the road, the truck was still standing there.
He squattcd and looked under it but Masroor wasn't there;
the only face he saw was yours, doing the same thing from the
other side of the lorry. Then the driver crashed the gears and
it moved off, with you running alongside. He says he shouted
after you to stop but you didn’t and that was the last he saw
of either you or the truck or Masroor.

Haasan cleared his throat. 1 asked him about the picture
you saw, he said carefully, glancing at Ammi who was staring

at me. He didn’t see anything like that . . . at least not on the
side of the truck that he could see.

So we don’t know what to think, said Ammi to mé, AMNIOUS=
ly. All T know is that he never misses dinner without telling
me — and he isn't home. Tell me, couldn’t it have been 2
window in the truck that you saw him through . ..ora door?
{ Perversely, 1 felt vindicated by the anxiety all round me.

'his would teach them not to dismiss the improbable. 1 had

been living with the improbable for week now. They had
just lost a relative — I had lost 2 world.

Then 1 remembered that my salvation was at h-.:ncL that at
seven tomorrow morning I'd be onmy way home. The thought

made me more generous, benign

| was warmed by pity, not
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only because they had lost Masroor but because the end of the
world they knew was due. In less than five years there wonld
- ¥ 3 ~ : ¢
be murder, arson, rape, flight, migration, butchered traing
refugees, dispossession, enemy akiens . . . i shor, Partition,
m) ‘ : 8
And here they were, Asharti, Ammi and Haasan, living in the
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in my eyes, no fur in my mouth, both nostrils unclogged and
smoothly breathing. The alarm in my head had gnmhut four
w0 1 hrushed my teeth in near-darkness, though | h:trdly;w-:J«::i
to, since my teeth felt new. But | did anyway because a few
hours from now I would be starting life over again in the world
1 had lost and it didn't seem right to carry over the dirt of
another time,

Washed and dressed, 1 strapped the thermos on, counted
the money and set off. I peered through the grille that roofed
the cmu‘t}".hrd — the house was still. 1 crept down the stairs,
steadying the flask against my hip, There was a light in the
courtyard that [ hadn't seen from above: the frosted window-
panes on Ammi’s bathroom door were glowing orange; did
she always shit this early in the mofning or was it worry?
Quietly 1 sped across the courtyard in my canvas shoes us [
had done the previous morning, though yesterday it had been
brighter and I hadn’t been alone.

The courtyard door frightened me with a great metallic

squawk, but then 1 was out of the house and into the lane, the
first leg of my journey home. My plan was to walk to Charbagh
station and buy myself a reservation — I wasn’t chancing the
horror of not getting a place on the train. Nor was | going to
walk up Gomti Bridge and wait. It would have been properly
symmetrical to climb on where I had dropped off, just as if
the dropping-off hadn’t happened, but what if the signal Wasn 't
red this time and the train didn't stop? It was safer to board
the train at Charbagh station and go directly on to Banaras to
drown Dadi's ashes. There was no point stopping in Lucknow,
even a Lucknow of my own time, because 1 had lost my camera
to the Gomti. No, Banaras was the better bet. | would drown
Pﬂlﬁ's ashes and then recover from this misadventure at home,
in Delhi. In a Delhi where Kingsway and Queensway Were
Rajpath and Janpath, where a republican |?rl:$-ltjr:!1.tl1ll"-'f2d in a
once viceregal palace. I didn’t once consider the possibility that
the train might not reach me back to my own Lme, that my
displacement in time might not be reversible . . . somMe things
are matters of faith and for me the Mail was sacred.
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The first bad sign was the soldiery. Scores of men in Khak
. 5 i o
carrving rifles were patrolling the streets and they wepey:
policemen, They had called out the army. But military 111?!:
keeping the peace was nommal where 1 came trom so | 'Jidlﬁ
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.-{-n-.m'llhf'r"“:“ of things past, but these nameless patriots had

pugggered up mmy frture.
[ lowered myself on toa bench by the main entrance and

qat there for hours, l-1II'.'lh:|(: te think or move. Lifetimes later -
from the heat averhead it must have been ten o'clock at least

1 rose and walked slowly back, not to the Lalbagh house,
put in the general direction of Hazrat Ganj,

By the time | p-.uar'.t:d the legislative assembly building, | had
cecovered enough to knit a few rags of hope together. The
Mail was bound to start running once the troubles were over.
Another fortnight, a month perhaps and I could try again, If
[ kept to myself and stayed away from lice and other trmll}!i.',
there was still a chance. By the time ] got to Hazrat Ganj |
had even thought up a reason for Ammi and Asharfi to explain
my early morning getaway: I had been scouring the streets of
Aminabad for Masroor. |

But virgin hope, the innocent faith of true believers - th.t_;
had gone. For a week I had never once doubted that the Mail
would arrive on the morning of the tenth and whisk me away
to my time. I had put my faith in the impossible happening
because it had happened before. 1 had watched and wa;tcd. and
schemed to be struck again by lightning, but the bolt had been
deferred, my faith had wavered and doubt and common sense

had scurried in. Why should it happen? Why should it happen
again? Why should it happen again to me? By the time my
feet walked me into Haasan's coffee house, my plan was more
a mantra than a blueprint . . . notan amule, just a prayer bead.

Between the yellow colonnade that fronted the cottee hu}:_«'u
and its green fly-mesh doors, ran a broad corridor. One section
of it to the right of the doors had been blocked oft by 2
newspaperwallah sitting with his back to the wall on 2 low
stool, surrounded by stacks of papers. I bought the Promeer =
It would pive me something to do while I h:l'{‘:'.lkt;lslcd in
solitude. It would also give me a reason for ignonng Haasan.

I stepped through the doors and entered a d:\rlk. world
Wrapped in coolness. For a moment [ could see nothing l_mt
th.e glow of shaded bulbs suspum’:c-;i midway to the ceiling i;ﬂkic

Efimy moons in a murky ether. Gradually as | groped and felt
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-sea aquarium changed j
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ar education can be fruittully applied, Thus landlords could
play tenants or praduates could take on ilhterates. The lower
arders would inevitably have a great number 1o choose an
cleven from but this advantage would be balanced by our
qual- itative rilllTl‘l'IUT"ll"}"..Fi‘{:.'.lltlshcurlﬂllltllltd in this manner
would have the merit of reflecting real social arrangements
instead of the false and arbitrary divisions that exist only in
the minds of bigots.

The food when it came was wonderful, The dosa was folded
into a triangular envelope and filled with finely ground meat,
In form it wasn't different from the mutton dosas | had eaten
as an undergraguate but otherwise there was no comparison.
The filling was squishily tender and not at all like minced and
salted rubber. The coffee didn't taste of chlorine. It was
authentic, like the ur-cuisine of a pre-lapsarian coffee house
from which its republican descendants had strayed. .

I nibbled at the corners of the dosa, saving up the middle
where the meat mainly was for a couple of huge, tongue-
swamping bites. Then Haasan found me = in spite of the
newspaper, my not looking up and the gloomy corner 1 had
chosen. He was wearing a white bush-shirt over a pair of dark
trousers and an expression of conspiratorial anxiety. r

Where have you been? he asked, not wanting to know. ['ve
been visiting everyone this morning telling them to get to the
coffee house by eleven. Bhukay and Bihari said they would
come. Ammi thought it was improper for her and ;‘Lsh-.t_rh to
be seen in a coffee house. So I reminded her that the pn.mt_nt
the meeting, the only item on its ugenda was Masroor's dis-
appearance and what to do about it. Also tl'fat nobody would

recognize them in their burqas. She ngrf:cd in the end. s

I took a big sip of the coffee and tr_u:d to m:tkcﬁscn:._t, 0
what he was saying. But why do Ammi and Asharfi have T;j
come here? [ asked. Why can’t we go to tl?c Lalbagh _'Imuse.!

Because I can't leave the coffee house till the evening anc
this Masroor business needs to be sorted out at once, '.'l!.'t:i“'(‘,l‘cd

Faasan simply, Besides, with Masroor gone, there isn {2 man
left in the house. It wouldn't be right for us to visit. i
I thought of Moonis but servants clearly didn't count. There




