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2 SVARNALATA

own pleasure or amusement, and was so unwilling to
learn that he had always to be dragged to his lessons
Kind words had no effect on hiin , and haish treatment,
far from domng any good, only seemeds to make him
sink deepcr 1n the way he ought not to go When at
last he gave up going to school, he was a great dunce,
scarcelyr fit for anything m the world “But i Bidhu’s
tame lack of education was no obstacle to the marriage
of a high class Brahnun, and so 1t dame ahout that he
was married in his fifteenth year) thus following the
example of his brother who had nlready taken a wife
With his marnage Bidhu bade adien to learnmg

Bidhu’s mother hived five years after thus, and during
that period nothing worthy of note happened except
that the brothers had children born to them To
Sauxibhushan a sen and a daughter were born, and to
Bidhubhushan & son.



CHAPTER II.
A TRAVELLING PEDLAR

WEe now come to a time four or five years after the
deoath of the mother of Sam and Didhu. The children
of the two brothers had grown well, and their ages
varied from five to seven years. They now ran about
and chased one another and played games Sometimes
they walked with their servant to the bazaar, and
occasionally they quarrelled with other children.

So long as therr mother was alive, the brothers were
kmt together by love-gpd kundness DBidhu knew not
entvy, and his elder brother was very gentle in 4us con-
duct, towards hum  After the dagth of theirr mother,
however, Sambhushan’s wfe en oured to make her
husband understand that considerations of economy
rendered 1t madvisable for hun and his brother to carry
on a jomt houschold. But Sasibhushan, i1t seemed, was
not one to make a change hastily Were they not born
of the same parents? Were they not’ nursed and
suckled by the same_ mother? They might quarrel
and even separate, ﬁr-nothmg could extingmish thowr
natura] affection '.;_;dtch other. The case, with ther
wives, however, Wil t They had no sisterly love
for cach other, often quarrelled. Added to this

b
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there was a great contrast between them While the
one was gentle and submussive, the other was rude and
msolent While the one wanted to avoid scenes, the
other wanted to create them The brathers, however,
held aloof from their wives’ quarrels, and hence, up to
this time, they were on perfectly good taerms with each
other.

While things thus went op with the brothers, there
arnved one afternoon 1n their neighbourhood a pedlar,
with his old-fashioned trunk, made of canework, full of
fine things for sale In those days a pedlar’s vimit was
greatly welcomed by all the young people mn a willage,
for 1t was not often he came to thems, and when he did
come 1t was only to make a shert stay, and then to be
off again Now, the sight of a vanety of fine things,
such as looking-glasses, combs, ear-nngs, whistiles, dolls,
marbles, and so forth, exposed for sale on & large broad
piece of cloth, reminding one of & fancy shop, brought
the children, and the young as well as the clderly ladies,
together Purchasers were not wanting among them,
although some thought the prices too high, and with-
drew one after another !l.ie children of course
wanted toys, and thesd who gdi, them jumped about
for joy There’ we® others arying because they did
not get what they wanted. Pramada, Sambhushan's'
wife, bought whistles for her son and daughter She
did not huy one, however, for Bidhu's son  Sarala, the,
wife of Bidhu, was also there, bat, happening not ta
have a single mice wath her, turned to go Beme When
half way back her son met her He had geen her m
the distance, and came running up to her .

“ What have they got there, ma ?” inquired Gopal
“Let us go and see.”
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“We must not go there, my child,” eaid Sarala.
“ They are quarreling there; they wll beat us, if we
go near them ”

“ Why do they quarrel, ma? Who will beat us ¢
innocently asked the child .

“ Come, love, we must not stand here,” sjud Sarala
“ Let us go home a1 quckly as we can ”

“I won’t go home with you,” said the chid in a
rather decided tone.

Surale was 1n a fix Pramada saw it all, and enjoyed
the trouble her sister-in-law was in

“What do you do here?" smd Pramada to her
children “ Go you, Bepin, and show your whistle to
Gopal. Go yon too, Kamim *

The children went off at their mother’s bidding They
quickly jomned Gopal, whisthng and jumping mernly

*“ Let me have a wlustle, ma,” said the boy, crying,
seeng that his cousins had got whistles

“The man, my dear,” said Sarala, *‘ hasn't got any
more t.o-da.y. I will buy you one when he comes again
to-morrow.”

* To-morrow | smd the boy. *“ No, I will have one
m _day ”

Gopal was pemstent and oried ver:y ‘much What
was his mother to do? Poor woman! She was com-
pelled to go baock with her son

Ag thei* doew near, t}gpa,l ran and got a whistle from
thé’ man, and then par]omed his cousing

— Sarala had pot & lmgle pioe, and yet the whistle must
be pad for. She wss most unhappy and looked
wietchedly about her, at last fixing her eyes on Pramada
“ Will yon lend me a pice ? ' she said to her

At other times Pramada was quok enough to hear,
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but now, strangely enough, she scemed deaf Sarala
repeated her request, but still Pramada pretended not
to hear her She ventured to address her sister-m-law
a third tine, and again failed to attract her notice

“Can’t you hear your mster-in-law ?’ cricd one to
Pramada “ Why don't you answer her ¢ ”

It was no use pretending not te hear any longer
She turned reluctantly to her sister-in-law, and winking
and eyeing her as if she had just got out of bed, said,
# What > -

“ Will you lend me a pice ? ’ said Sarala again

“ Lend you a pice ? ”’, saad Pramada *“ Why, I am
no money-lender ,

* Then will you pay for that-vilustle, please 2’ said
Sarala. “I haven’t so much as a cowry with me

“1 cannot attend to everybodv's wants,” »saud
Pramada * Surcly I am not expected to give away all
that I am worth in chanty ? *

“My boy should be the object of your love and
affection, not of your chanty,” said Sarala rather
bitterly. , *‘ Gopal 1s as much your own as Bepm and
Kamm He 18 your own if you but choose¢ to think
him your own.”

“ Thimking will not do,” sud Pramada. “ It 18 no
use my pretending jo be what I am not. It won’t do
to think myself afqueen. I know I am a miscrable
wretched creature, and it 18 no good trymng tf'ﬂlw my
eyes to the fact.” )

Sarala was struck dumb by her sister-in-lavififine of
argument.

* There are strange characters 1n ﬁ'l?- world,”Pramada
went on saymng Kerself “ There 18 no pleasing them
I hate persons that are hard to pleage. I cannot bear
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the sght of them My husband and I have a good
mcome, and were 1t not that we have to work and/slave
to feed the dronesywe should be able to put by consider-
able savings _But I know my husband 1s a great fool
I he had been guded by me, he would by now have
been o tich man ™

Pramada would have said more, but the thought
of her husband bewng such a fool as he seemed 1o her
was enough to make her ery Indecd she wept like a
gnl to think that her husband was so weak.

There were sothe matronly ladies, whose selfish
motnes had led thom to become admirers of Pramada
They often hod to go to her for such things as salt,
mustaxd-oil, and’ other household neceasitics, and on
every such occasion they did not fail to make flattering
remarks about her personal attractions and disposition
Accordmg to them she was sweet<tempered, young-
and handsome, had beautiful eyes and a well-shaped
nose, and mdeed was perfection itself: When these,
therefore, found Pramada in tears, they affected deep
concorn at her grief.  One of them could not help erymng
at the trouble of her young friend And there were
two who did not fail to blame Sarala There was -one
widow, a rather fat lady of short stature, who was
perticularly pu in her ks She saxd that
Sarale had no might to speak insdfently to her mster-in-
la.vli, was sweetness 1tself for she must remember

ha husband did not carn a pice, and was entirely
on his elder brothera-

i arks made by this last speaker, whose name
was Digamban, h'a.d, 1t seemed, the greatest weight,
for all the elderly ladies present there at once took the
cue, and, endorsing her opinion, joiged her i blamng
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Sarala. Beginning with Sarala, they went on to critieise
the character of every young woman in the village, and
the conclusion they came to was that in the present
age there was not a single gurl of good character with
the exception, of course, of Pramada ‘

Poor Sarala! she stood 1n the mdst of her blustering
cntics—a picture of utter helplessness , She did not
dare to raise her eyes which were ghstening with tears
But when, howet er, the pedlar had got, his wares together
and was ready to leave, Sarala was quite at a loss to
know what to do, and was much distressed She would
have liked to have returned the whistle 1f her boy harl
been by As 1t happened, the man was gomg away
without getting his moncy when' Digambari, the fat
lady, of whom we have made mention, cried, * Hallo,
men! you have forgotten the price of that whistle ”
The man turned as he heard her, and stopped Thank
you, madam,” he saxd, *“ I don’t want the money Itis
a trile I can well spare & whistle for a bov *

This answer, however, did not give Sarala pleasure
She felt rather bumiliated The good fellow, percenving
that her pride was wounded, said that as he wished to
make a day or two’s stay 1n the village, she could pay
lim when 1t pleased her Sarala hked him for tlus
answer, and sccretly blessed the man, for she thought
he had a heart When he had taker?!ﬂ's'T«?ave, Pramada
was sorry, and her satellites, the eldetl{‘ladies, looked.
disappointed



CHAPTER III

GOPAL AND HIS MOTHER

SLowry and pensively did Sarala wend her way home-
ward She felt so muserable On getting home, she
attended to her houschold work as usual Then she
retired to her room to brood over the event of the after-
noon Sarala truly loved her husband, but she was
rather troubled 1 mind whenever she reflected upon
the sort of idle thoughtless hife he led. Bidhubhushan
liked to stay away all day, and did not come home
except to eat his meals His time was spent in. singing
and playing at cards and dice However, he had great
regard for his elder brother. His education had been
neglected, and he might have been a very different man
if he had been willing to learn when a boy.. His chief
fault was that he was sometimes badly out of temper ;
yet it must be sad that he was not easly moved to
nger ; buﬁ oq&g his passion was aroused it was not
“easmly coélei

Poor S-ﬂjﬂ! she felt more muserable this aftcrnoon
than she-hl'é}ﬁr done before Should she tell all that
had , to Yer husband ? She knew that it was no
nse ° Yé¢ she wanted to tell him all to reheve her mind.
he hardly knew what to do, when her boy came and
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stood before her. Tears werc in her eyes, but she
wiped them away quickly, for she did not want to be
caught weeping by hor boy

“You are weepwg, mamma ?* ecned Gopal He
was rather surprised, for he had never found s mother
m tears before

“ No, I am not, my love,” smid Sarala rather homsely

“Oh' you are, mamma There 18 a tear in youw
eye,” exclaimed Gopal 1 a tone whigh was sufficiently
expressive of pan

And a tear did start now to her eyes for she waa deceply
moved by the cluldish words of her innocent darling

* Oh, I am not feehng very well, I am w pam,” sud
Sarala, trymg to disguse her feelmgs °

** Then why don’t you try the drug Syama gives me
when T am 1l 27 sad Gopal with a lpvk of chldich
concern, ‘I will go and cull her hero’

‘“No, no, you need 1ot go, mv dear,” she said

But this excuse having faied, she pretended to be
troubled with a motc i her eye, which causced 1t to
water

“Then et me blow mto your eye, mamma, 11, will
do you good,” said Gopal, drawing close to his mother

* It 18 no use, my own dear, 1 shall be better prescntly ™
said Sarala, smiling through her tears and taking him
affectionately 1p her arms,

Sarale hung over her son and gazed on her Ltlle
darlmg’s face with feelings of mingled love and sorrow
Tenrs glstened in her eyes. Gopal knew not whvy lus
mother wept , but such 1s the influence of love that whcn
he but saw lus mother weep, his infant heart was touch d,
and a tear stood 1n his eye  This distressed his mother »
heart She wanted to forget her own sarfow, and walk-

-
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ing out of the room paced up and down with her precious
burden on her brenst Gopal put hus head on hs
mother’s shoulder and kept quite still Sarala tmed
to divert lus \gttention She sad funny things and
lsughed herself and tried o make um laugh



CHAPTER 1V

THE GOLDEN CHANDRAHAR'!

CHILDREN are apt to imtate the faunls of therr parents,
but they seldom 1mitate their good qualities A worthy
father does not always have a worthy son, but a bad
father 18 quite likely to have a bad ‘son

Pramada’s father was named Ramdev Chakravart:
This zyentleman hved a nule away from Sasibhushan’s
house Envy, malice and a disposition to quarrel were
the chref characteristics of his famly A daughter of
his, after her marnage, was surc to sow the sced of
dissension m the family of her husband. Pramada had
the faults of her parents Her father was e frank and
open-hearted man, but of this or of any good feature
of his character she had none After her marnage she
learned to care more for money than for anything else
mn the world As soon as her mother-in-law had died,
and she was, properly speaking, the mistress of the
house, she became a haughty, wicked and malicious
woman, who took a great plessitre w. wounding the
fechngs of her mster-n-law )

As we haye already observed, Bidhubbushhn had
no useful emtployment on which to engago"":h.ls mund,
and he led a sort of idle life, for which Pramida miade

o ¥
1 An ornament for tho wawst, Q?Q
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Iis wife pay dearly by making her work all day. Though
’lea worked continually, she never uttered a word
complamt In addition to regularly dong the
cookmg, she .had to be busy the whole day, secing
to this, that, and the other thing ‘I wouldn’t mind
working twice as hard if my RHealth permitted it,”
Pramade would say to anyone who might venture to
remark by way of intercession that her sister-in-law had
scm'cely a momerft’s rest In the famly She compluned
of her “ wretched health,” as she called 1t, and not
. mfrequently hinted that a ht'tle bodily exertion was sure
to aggravate her complaint, though what her complaint
was nobody ever heard or knew However, as she was
never known to take any medicine or o abstain, even
for half a day, from her usual food , and besides as there
did not seem to be symptoms of any disease whatever,
and as she never felt the least inconvenience, but, on
the contrary, seemed to keep excellent health, 1t was
difficult to know what her complaint could be Yet it
must be said that her complaint, whatever 1t was, did
mconvenence her at times, but 1t was only when her
meal was not ready, and she had te wnit beyond the
usuel hour.

Now after the scene described in the preceding pages,
Pramada went home with a look that made it clear
to all who came 1 her way that she meant some mischief.
Entering her room she shut the door with a bang, bolted

A, a.ndjahenmtmdlavdown on the bed. The

women,-'whcm ‘then in the house, mgnyficantly eyed
“each othér much as to say, * Som Fanpleasant
is going to PP*'n

Pramads bad such a way of answering people that no
one rehsheﬂe ea of asking her anything
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Just now Bepin returned from school. He walked
up to his mother’s room, but, finding the door shnt,
was off again to play XKamm, however, wanted to go
to her mother She stood crymg at the door Peor
child! Her mother was not gomg to open 1t for her,
though she nught stand there and cry her eyes out

The servants in a famly, as a rule, have always the
greatest regard for the master or mistress, whose favour
they want to gam  The case, however; in Sasibhushan’s
bouse was different Syama had a greater regard for
Sarala than she had for her mistress Indeed she loved
her, and felt deeply for her Sarala had as much
sympathy for Syama, and her chief satisfaction was to
talk to her The reason bewng that they were hoth
treated with unkindness , and having equal griefs thev
learnud to sympathire with cach other, and thus arosc a
friendship between them Syama could not hear her
mistress speak an unkind word to Sarala wathout feeling
as though she would burst into tears One thing we
must not omit to mention about her. Syama was fond
of prying into the secrets of others Even in broad
dayhght she would go listening at doors, and she would
tell Sarala all that she might thus stealthily pick up
They had no secrets from each other

Sarala gave Syama the details of the event of the
afternoon When she had heard all, she said with a
smile, “ It 1s all for a new ornament, I can tell you °
YThe sun was about to set Knowing 1t was pear
time for her master to come home, Syama kept m
ness his slippers, his towel and a WWwl of water, as usual.
All this time Sarala hn‘ many misgivings In her heart.
Pramada still lay 1n bed, wecping and sobbing aloud
Tears fell plentifully from her eyes Bepin had returncd
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from playing, and Kamim was agan crying to go to
her mother While things stood thus, Sasibhushan
returned home, tired after a hard day’s work

Without stopping he stepped up to his room as ustal,
but finding the door shut, he begart to knock at 1it.
After knocking about a mmute 1n vain, he loudly in-
quired, “ Who 18 there m the room ? " There was no
answer Hle then turned to the maidservant and said,
‘ Where 18 your rlstress, Syama ¥

“ In there,” said, Syama, as she caught up a mtcher,
pretending that she was going to fetch’ water from the
pond

*“ Will you open the door or do you mean to keep me
standing hero 2™ cried Sastbhushan, m a tone which
plamnly showed that he did not mean to be dis-
obeyed

Pramada certamnly did not mtend to go further than
was prudent She did not mean to offend her husband
by ovcracting her part Getting slowly on her legs,
and assummg a look of profound grief, she opcned the
door, and then refurned and lay down on the bed againy
Her eycs were red with weeping Sasmbhushan quickly
gucssed by her looks what was the matter, for such
conduct on Pramada’s part was not unusual She was
peevish at times, and especially when 1t suited her to
be so She was fretful when she wanted, for instance,
a coptly saree 1 or an ornament of the newest fashion.
Her busband always sought to please her by letting her

hga what she wanted. )
“Basibhushan went tghhis wife, and, bending over her
and smilmg, said, *“ What agmﬂ‘l i

She made no answer * Whiit's the matfer now % ”
he saud

1 A prece of oloth with broad eoloured borders.
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Silence still. He mught as well have talked to the
wall. He inquired a third time, but to no purpose
‘The matter, it seems, 18 not a tnfing one,” he saud
to himself He stepped to the door, and putting lus
head out, cried, * Syama, Syama *’

No Sysma could be seen, and Sastbhushan at last
lost lus patience and exclaimed, “ What! wall no one
answer, 8nd am I to be thus served m my own house 2

Pramada felt she must speak now." “ What can you
want with a poor wrétched creature hke myself 2 sho
said ni a tone that made her truly seem to act her part
n a tragedy .

‘“ Are you deaf ? Couldn’t you, hear me ? ” he saud,
rather angrily : .

Pramada was offended. “ What 15 1t to you,” she
sald, ° whether I am deaf or not deaf? If you dow’t
want me here, tell me so, and I will leave your house at
once.”

Sasibhushan had come home to rost after a hard day’s
work. He was now 1n no mood to put up with his
wife’s fretfulness When, therefore, he heard. her talk
i that fashion, he could not but be angry and said,
“You often talk of leaving my house; why dq’ you
doso?”

“ Why, do you mean to say,” she said, “ that my
father 1s not able to support me 2 ”

Pramada msinuated that her father was not unable
to provide for her, although the fact was that he was
extremely poor He lived, as we have said, only a mile
away, which enabled his daughter to see to his wants.
Pramada privately supphed her father with rice, pulse,
and other food, from her own storeroom This, how-
ever, was not unknown to Saubhushan, though out of
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regard to his wife’s sentiments, he connived at it.
Now when his wife rather artfully hinted that her
father was not too poor to support her, he was much
amused and samd, laughing, “ Go and hve with your
father, my dear, 1f you hke, but mind he must no
longer expect to receive any help from this quarter.”
This remark, although it was made 1n qute a facetious
manner, and apparently without any intention to give
offence, failed not, to affect her most. A woman is
quck to take to heart any insinuations agamst her father
or any member of his family. Pramada took the
remark, Jestingly made by her husband, as a bitter
sarcasm, and 1t so distressed and mortified her that she
burst mnto tears afreskk She wept as though her heart
would broak Sasibhushan now regretted his indis-
cretion, He certainly wished to tell her he was very
sorry, and sit down by her side and try to comfort her,
but as he felt that would only be adding fuel fo the flame
of her grief, he left the room 1n the hope that she would
be herself again when left alone for an hour or so. Not
bemg able, however, to stay out long, he returned 1n a
few minutes, and sitting quite close to her, saad, “ I am
so sorry, my dear Won’t you forgive and forget ? ”
Pramada only hung her head in silence.
Sasibhushan wanted to make her speak, and knowing
what would act as a charm in producing the desired
effect, said, *“I bave this day given orders for your
chandrahar. You have often asked for 1t.and now I
thmk 1t will be ready in a few days. Of course I
expected to have particular attentions paid to me
to-day; but I ought not to wonder at the sort of treat-
ment I"have recewe% 1t 18 just, I beheve, as ﬂl—luclﬁ'

wﬁt'ihavel » . .
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After a httle pavse Sasibhushan said again,  Bidhu
told me one day there was no need for me to hurry with
my present, and that I would do well to have the new
sitting-room fimshed first. I sad, ‘I am not gomng to
leave it unfinished, you may depend on that '’ °

Pramada could no longer maintamn her mlence The
mention of the gold ornament, not to say her anger at
Bidhu’s being opposed to her husband giving orders
for 1t, was mducement enough for her to speak

“T am qute sick and tired of them,” she »aid at last
‘ They are such a tronble to me .

*“Who are a trouble to vou?” asked Sasibhushan

* What a question'” said Pramada

* How can I understand you, unless you speak plainly.
You said ‘they’ Of course you didn’t mean my brother
alore Who else 1s a trouble to you 2

“Who can 1t be but your precious sister-m-law ?
Every chance she can get to expose and msult me she
takes. As for your doar brother, m hy, he 1s full of con-
eeit, and he has the gudacity to eall you a fool among
lis fnends who are m a8 himsclf My having
an ornament will be the death of im  Ho cannot hear
any good thing happering to you And you call this
brother of yours simple-minded A very good simple-
minded young man indeed, to call his own eldcr brother
& fool—a brother to whom he ought to be grateful for
his fatherly care of himself and his farmly !

“ Well, after all I should think Bidhu 15 & good fellow
at bottom ” 4

“T felt sure you would say thet You are quite
ignorant of the ways of the world However, I think
you should be undeeccived about your _l"»mthbr'. You
think he is smple-mmnded and well-mellhini Ao, he
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jsnot He s full of cunming, and you are too good for
the world—too sumple to understand lus artful waya

Why does he want to have the mtting-room finished first?
You will say, for the sake of your own comfort and con-
vemence Notatell. To be plain with you, 1t is because
he has a special interest m 1t°, because, iving jontly
with you, he 18 entitled to a share m 1t He thinks of
that I can see 1t woll enough, though you do not;

Pramada had a1 indircot way of calling her husband
a fool, not perhups without reason Sambhushan had
httle or nothing of 4he shrewidness of s wife  He only
understood accounts and screwing money from the ryots.
Now, however, he thought that lus wife was nght
sce now,” said he to humself,  why he wanted to have
the room fimshed first °Giving one’s wife ornaments
18 throwing away money,’ says he My wife's eye quite
secs through his garb of simphaity

“You are qute nght, my love,” said Lo to her, as
though he could hardly keep lus own thoughts to humself
“If I had known iny brother’s heart bafore, I would
surcly have rejeeted hig proposal of baving the new
room "

“You never asked my advice about it,” said Pramada,
now glad to find that her words had the desired effect
on her hosband “ A man may be illiterate, and yet
have & good heart But it won't do to think your
brother what he is not He looks as meek as a lamb,
Jbut ke 18 a wily fox, I can tell you,X,

“ Hang the room, I will stop the bwmlding work and
have done with 1t Now aboub your ewster-in-law "

“ She 18 & precious Womdn, go sweet and gentle!
: not find such another within twenty
ml .%8he talks big, she hates me, and she
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cares not a straw for you. This evening she picked a
quarrel with me ”

* What was the matter ? "’

“This cvemng a man came in our neighbourhood
with toys and other fine things to sell Bepin and
Kamm wanted to have whistles I happened not to
have a single pice with me Our good neighbour,
Digambari, however, kindly lent me a couple of pice to
buy whistles for my cluldren My sster-in-law also
wanted to buy a whistle for her boy She went and got
one from the mean Dut as she had no moncy with her,
she turned to me and said, ‘ Will you lend me a pice!
I will pay 1t back with interest ' I said, ‘ You talk of
interest to me! Dut I really da not know what interest
may be charged on a pice’ Upon tlus, she said * You
pracuise usury, you ought to know’ I said nothing,
and she gave vent to her spleen 1n such a torrent of
words that I only looked on with asterishment * -

“ Well, T should Like to hear the words she uscd to
you ™ i

I do not recollect thein 1 am a plain sort of pci-on,
and do not much cure to recall such things  Qur friend,
Digambari, however, may rcmember all, for she was
present on the spot  Shall I send for her to-miorrow 2 "

“ O yus, I should like to hear everything from her

*1 am about to ask you somethmng,” saild Pramada,
* you must tell me the honest truth

* What 1s 1t, my dear 1 said Sasibhushan

‘“ Have you truly given orders for my new ornament 2
she saxd, smiling

“Truly speaking, I haven’t yet But to-morrow
I will see to 1t To-morrow mormng I will send for
the goldsmith and give him an order for 1t I shall
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think no more of the stting-room. What a true friend
1 have in my brother! ”

Pramada said nothing. She sat with downcast eye,
evidently a lttle disappointed, and thmnking of her
promused gift

But where had Syama been all this time ¢ With her
ear apphed to the door she had been histemng attentively
to the conversation of the husband and wifc, and she
drd not miss & word She then went, as usual, to
Sarala and told her all she had overheard When
Syamra had ﬁmsheﬂ, she said, “ Didn’t I guess amght
what her fretfulness meant ?

*Yes, a new ornament,” said Sarala, smiling



CIIAPTEL V.
BARALA'S DISQUIETUDE

BipaU did not come home on the mgat of Sasibhushan’s
conversation with lus wife Therc was a jathal at
a neighbour’s house, and therc he stayed the whole
mght A wafe 1s all dependence on her husband , and
Sarala very much wanted to see her lord to whom
she Ld s0 much fo say After wailing until 1t was
very late, and her husband not 1etermng, she 1ose to
go to bed She, however, could not get any slecp
Bhe sat up 1 bed and thought that if she continued
i that posture for some minutes, she nmught be inchned
to sleep, but still slumber came not to her She was
very mmpatient now, and determined to send Syama to
fetch her husband home So she went and rouscd the
maid-servant  ‘* Syama, dear,” she smd 1n a coavng
tone, * wil you go and bring your master home?”’

** I can’t gonow, Idon’t know where to look for lum,”
said Syama, yawning and rubbing her eyes

‘‘ He 18 gone to the jaitra I rpcollect now he told me
he “oghl gotoit”

* 1 eannot go among the crowd Itell you that plainly,”
said Syama, evidently annoyed at her being d*urbed
in her rest

1 A play performed without the uid of a atage and scencs
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“ You make a lame excuse, Syama Have you never
gone among a crowd before 3 "—* Well, what if T have ?
But I mustn’t say anything * With this Syama bustled
out of the house

As soon as Syama had gone, Sarala felt much relieved.
She «at up for a time waiting and watching, and then,
tired, laad her down to rest It was no longer mght,
and the fresh soft breezes of the morning made her
mchned to sleep

Syana soon reached the house where the entertain-
ment was going on, walked in and looked searchingly
among the swarming crowds around, but her eyes failed
to deteet Bidhu Lopd cheers were given every now
and then, and Sya.ma, uncbnsciously sat down to hsten
to the play Her ‘notice, however, was suddenly
attracted to one who played on the dholel Syama saw
1t was her master at a glance, but she wondered what
could have mdnced him thus to assist at the entertan-
ment She whbhed him for a time, but her eyes never
met his, so she direcled her attention agan to the play
and was soon deep in 1t

Sarala was asleep How sweet 18 sleep! It makes
us forget our cares and troubles Sickness and sorrow,
hunuhation and disappomtment, a hundred little things
that ehafe us in our daily domestic concerns 1 kfe,
and distresses such as make life seem a burden—these
are all forgotten 1n sloep. But there are tumes when
a wretched man scems to have no peace even in sleep.
Troublesome dreams disturb him at mght. Sleeping or
waking, he seems incapable ef rest,

ﬂl& was sleeping N‘esﬂﬁg at her breast was her
darlmg, in slumber. At her 'head and close by the
3 A lupd of drum played on with the fingers
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wmdow & lamp- burned dimly. Her face was distinctly
visible except when, the light fickered It was a pretty
face, and 1t now looked charmmng as the hght shone
fitfully upon 1t. Her hp quvered a httle She luoked
pensive in sleep .

The sun looked in at the window of Sarala’s room.
She awoke as 1ts golden rayb kisscd her eyes Getting
up with a start she left the room, leading her boy by
the hand-



CHAPTER VI,
GRANNY DIGAMBARI

THE reader must remember his old aquaintance, Digam-
ban; of whom we hayve had occasion to speak before
We chall now try to give a samewhat more detaled
account of her. This lady lived wathin a stone’s throw
of Sambhushan’s house. She owmed two hnts, one
used as a bed-room, and the other as a kitchen. The
enclosed space or yard mn front of her dwelling was very
small, and at tho back of it was a plot of ground with a
few flowers, & cocoa palm, and one or two other fruit
trees m 15, which she called her gaiden The house
was kept scrupulously clean, and Dlga.mban lived m
it all by herself.

-It will be rather difficult to descnbc her person and
character Let us briefly aotice her complexion The
things most readily snggestad by the look of her skin
areank, the soot of the lnwhen, and the hke She
was a short, stout woman, mth only e few tufts of
hair left here and there on her head, large tegth
such as would remupd ene of radishes, red eyes, and
fect unusua.lly snd long, the toés standing con-
siderably a.part; though they had quarrélled and
separated. Dlgum'ban was the pet of h&, father, and
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went with him wherever he went till she was eleven
or twelve years of ages She was known to every one
m the village She was about forty, and the young
people of the neighbourhood called her granny, and loved
to cut Jokes with her She lost her husband shortly
afler her marnage, so that she had but a short experience
of wifehood When she became a widow, she went to
her father-mn-law’s, but left 1t for good after three or
four days’ stay, during which she did nothing but
quarrel. Though a rather bold and meddlesome
woman, and the dread of all the Puirls 1n the village,
she was outwardly obhging, could speak flattermg words
on occasion, and gave a friendly reception to any one
who went to gee her at her house )

Just as Sarala left her room 1n the morning, as seen
in tho preceding chapler, she shrank back at 1he sight
of Digamban and hastily went in agan to avoid her
Digamban walked towards Prameda’s quarters with her
face turned away. Sarala came out presently and saw
her enter Pramada’sroom A wall separated the rooms
of the two asters-in-law  Sarala re-entered her chamber
and tried to overhear the conversation that followed ,
but, not being able to hear anything, she left the room
and went to engage herself in her domestie work

Digambar: talked with Pramada for about an hour,
and then went and called to Sarala

Sarala’s mind misgave her She slowly approached
the place where igamban was standing

“1 am so sorry,” Dhigamban began at once, as she
fixed her naturally red eyes on Sarala, “I am ahout
to tell you something ghat will gneve your heart I
have been requested to tell 1t to you, don’t blame me

She made many excuses, pretending she was very
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sorry on her account. She assured her she wished to be
the last person to have anything to dv with this business,
but that she could not possibly avoud 1t.

Her introductory speech, such as 1t was, greatly
frightened Sarala, and she said, “ Tell me at once what
18 the matter and don’t keep me in suspense, please "

Digambar, looking as if she did not hke the business
at all, saxd, “I bave been requested by your sister-in-law
to tell you that yon and she must separate from to-day.
‘We have not pulled well together,” said she, ‘and
never will, under tne circumstances there i3 nothing .
better we can do than to scparate There will be no
more quarrels and discontent and dissatisfaction, and
you know there 18 no'thing I dishke so much as an
ushappy house’ These are the.very words she wished
me to say to you,”

This was distressing to Sarala. “ What will my
husband think of me when he knows 1t ?” thought
Sarala to herself * Perhaps he will think I have not
been behaving as I ought.” Ths thought she could not
bear  She conld put up with wnsults and unkindness,
as she had often done, without a murmur, but she could
not stand the thought of her husband thikmng ill of
her What she heard was a torment to her Nothing
had she dreaded i her mmagination so much as this
She had trembled cven at the very thought of 1t Waa
she not all submission to her sister-mn-law? Was it
not her constant endeavour to please her m every
possible way she could ? Did she not work continually
without ever looking to her own opmfort ¢ Dhid she not
know that 1t was her interest to}geép in with her ¢ Sho
had always taken care so to conduct herself as to give
her cruel and mapcious sistor-in-law no reason whatever
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to find fault with her. Yet m spite of all this <he was
to be discarded , hers, 1t seemed, was the lot to suffer.

“ Does my brother-in-law mean 1t 2 asked Sarala
n a piteous tone  She felt as though her feelmgs would
choke her.

“ Your brother-in-law 18 & quet peaceful man,’ sand
Digamban. “ He said to me that he thought 1t would
be far better to separate than bave constant quarrels
m the famly >

“Oh! what shall I do ! ” said Sarala 1n great distress
“Will you not plead for us, my“*dear madam? We
shall be utterly helpless without him, and you know 1t ”

“I am very sorry I can do nothing for yow, my
friend,” said Digambari  * Your brother-in-law said
to me just now, ‘ My dear madam, you know, mv wife
18 2~ mvalld Would you kindly look after our meals ?
You know of course that we shall be put to great mcon-
venienee if you will not obhge us by complymg with my
request ° (Of course I cannot refuse them this favour
I hke to seric people, and I am always ready to do my
best far my, netghbours »

Having delivered her message, Digambarn moved
towards the hitchen, and Sarala, now fecllxxg that she
was a trnly forlorn creature, was obliged to scek her
own room.

Shortlv afterwards Sasibhushan started for the
culchery® On leaving he told Digamban that his
sister-m-law might make usc of the cowshed for prej armg
their meals, adding that he should try to find a better
place for them the next day

Nowiet us turn to Bidhubhushan  On the preceding
day, after taking h% meal, he left the house agam, as
usual On rgturning to s friends he heard that the

1 A zamindar's oflice
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Mukerjees of therr ncighbourhood were gomng to have
a jaiira at thewr house The news was hailed by
him with dehght He loved musie, and was fond of
such performances and other smlar amusements
He went to present himsclf at their house. On getting
there he hastened to assist 1n making the necessary
preparations In a few minutes he was properly busy,
and bustled about, now domg this, now domg that,
sometunes he scriously consulted a friend, and at
other times eagerly wlispered something in one's ear,
all the while seemmng to have a most lively interest
mn s work

The sun was about to go down, and Bidhu was full
of glee When 1t had qute turned to dusk, he left
off and went home to bavc hus supper Supper was
not ready, but he could not stop to wait for 1t. Much
as his wife wanted him, he sccmed 1n o tearmng hurry
and went off again, saymg to her only. “I am not gomng
to wait for supper, I am gowng to the jatira "

On lus return, however, Bidhu was painfully surprised
to hear that the playcrs had proposed to put off the
play till the next night beeause one of the most important
hands among them, the one who played on the dhole,
had been attacked with cholera. All preparations had
becn made The play could not convemently be put
off, yet 1t seemed that there was no other alternative.
While things thus stood, Bidhu offered voluntanly to
supply the place of the dlioleman, and his proposal was
met with joy all round

The play commenced at the fixed time. The players,
howeven had therr fears about Bidhu, lest lns bad
performance should mar the effect gf the play and shame
them After two or three songs, howevg, they became
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mpressed with such a high opimion of him that they
discarded all fear as utterly Dascless, and felt greatly
encouraged Every one was pleased with the per-
formance, and the gan of the players, mn kind and con,
was much greater than they had expected

After the play was over, the actors offered Iidhu a
portion of what they had carned, but he generously
refused to accept 1t

As Bidhu was going home, he overtook Syama on the
way Syama had sat out the play

‘ Where have you been, Syama ?

“I have becn to fetch you fiom the jaltre,” smd
Syama.

“ Why didn’t you see me then 7

“ There was such a thick press, and I was afrad to
pusk my way through to go to you ”

“ Why, the men wouldn’t eat vou ™

“ What nonsense ! I didn’t sav they would

Bidhu talked on pleasantly, and freely cut joke- 1l
.they neared home, when Syama suddenly turncl away
from his path and was gone.



CHAPTER VII.
SCPARATION OF THE BROTHERS.

Syama had been to call Bidhu, and she told him so,
when he mqguwred, meeting her on the way, where she
had been Bidhu, however, thought that she was not
serious Indeed he thought that Syama had only been
to hear the play

Bidhu reached the door of his house, and walked mn
taking cure not to make any noise There was no onc
n the outer-house, and this struck him as rather strange
He walked 1nto the mner parts, but he neither saw nor
heard any one there He went to loek mto the kitchen,
thinking to find his wife there  But, finding Digambar,,
whom he had least expected to meet there, very busy
m cooking, he was a httle surprised and fell back a step
or two, but being inclined to be facetious, he went and
placing himself before her 1n a ludicrous posture smd,
“ My swect charmer, my owl of good luck, how very
glad I am to meet you. To what good fortune do we
owe this visit 2"

Bidhu was accustomed to pay her such compliments ,
and Digamban always felt flattered and neyer totk any
offere® .,

Now, however, wh u addressed her in such
endearng terms. she 1 ery grave andgeaid nothinge
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‘ Why are you so cruel this morning, my dear madam ?
Why don’t you say anythmg ?

Digamban was still mlent and hung her head

Bidhu was in uncommonly good-humour this morning
after his excellent performance in the play Standing
before her with joined palme and an expression of mock
submissiveness 1 his look, he said, “ I am your most
humble and obedient servant Do not torment me by
persisting mn your silence >’

Digamban was stall cold Neither his johes nor any-
thing he could say seemed hkely to thaw her now
This seemed strange to Bidhu, and he was puzzled what
to make of it It struck hum suddenly, however, that
Syama had not really been joking, and he now began
to suspect some mshap 1 the famly He grew
umpatipnt, and went at once to find his wife. Sarala
was inebhar room and weeping, Sho Wwes nuscrable
Sorrow and fear by turns oppressed herheart  She was
8o afraid, when her husband knew all, he would blame
her and scold her Quickly, however, Bidhu was before
her He looked on her and was much frightened to
find her in'tears. A munute ago he was so jollv and
jocose, but now he looked as though he greatly feared
to ask any questions After some moments, however,
he mgwired, ““ Where 18 Gopal ¢

 Gopal har gunc to schobl,” replied Surala, sighing

* Bepin and Kamm ?

“Bepmn also has gone to school Kamum may be
about playing ” -

“ What makes you wegp then ?” quired Bidhu,
considerably reheved <o,

* Qur brother-in-law is going to “t’. separately from
to-day. He wants us to separate ”
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These words Sarala uttered 1n a tone of deep dejection

“ My brother wants us to soparate!” said Bidhu, in
a tone which showed that he thought 1t as something
sumply impossible “I know my brother’s heart, he
18 50 very kind to me He cannot mean 1t, I am sure
he cannot.”

* He sent Granny Digambar to tell this to me,”” said
Sarala ““ When he left for the office he told her again
that we might prepare our mecal m the cow-house for
19-dav, but that he vould find a more smtable place
next day forus”

* Well, what’s the reason of his wanting to scparate ?
anked Bidhu with a look of perfect unconcern, as if he
could hardly bring limself to believe such a thing to
be possible

* I do not know; I asked my sister-in-law for the
price of a whistle for Gopal,” said Sarala. And she
then told him all that had passed between her and her
~ister-m-law

Bidhu laughed at this and said, “ It is atrifling matte
My brother must be wholly ignorant of the truth, or he
would not talk of separating However, 1t 13 eauly
mended Come, cheer up, love, don’t be downhcarted
I am surc things will be all nght again when he comes
home ”

“ May heaven grant it!’ said Sarala, fechng con-
siderably relieved to find her husband so confident

“I want to bathe,” saxd Bidhu “ I sat up all might
last mght and feel gp dull _Bring me my towel, Sarala,
and a hittle ol to put’on m¥ head ¥

Bidhu wont $6Mbathe , and Sarala, now much
rcheved, went td*i’roﬁcr her assistance to Digamban
Piamada, seeing her enter the kitchen, cried,  Syama,

BV [+



34 SVARNALATA

& certain person has no busmess in our kitchen, you
understand of course ”

Syama was not there What did that matter?
Pramada never spoke to the person with whom she was
offended, but, if she wanted to say anything, addressed
her remarks to Syama, whether Syama was present or
not

Hurt by her mister-in-law’s cutting remaik, Saiala
mmediately left the kitchen and returned to her room
1 some confusion

Shortly a.it’érds Svama came 1m, and finding
Digambari, #¥ry busy in cooking, she went to Sarala
and sad; laughing, “ You have been released from your
office 2

Syama always had a smile on her face and was ever
joli,; When she put that question, laughing, Sarala
wag rather ofiended and gently seproved her, saymg,
“You are a ailly girl not to know that 1t 15 not the time
to laugh ”

“ Why,” smud Syama, * would you have me ut down
and mope ike an owl 2 Perceiving, however a tcar
1 Sarala’s eve she felt rather ashamed

“0O Svama,’ said Sarala 1n a piteous tone, “ my
brother-in-law has made up his mind that we must
separate, and we are going to be helpless ”  And she
told her how she had found Digambarm m the hitchen,
and all that had been smid hy Sasibhushan

Syama was extremely sorry  After a while, however,
she said, laughing, “ I really feel very thankful I am not
my master’s mother ”

*“ Why, you silly girl 2’ asked Sarala, smiling

“ Why, 18 not a mother to be very much pltmd when
her sons fall out and separate 2
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Just as Syama said thus, the children returned from
school Gopal quickly appearcd before his mother and
said, “ Let me have something to eat, mamma ”

“ Wut a hittle, my love,” satd Sarala, as she aflection-
atcly wiped the mk with which her boy had daubed his
face Pramada put a sweelmeat into her boy's hand,
and left the room as sho said, ““ Now, eat here, mnd
you don't. go out before you have fimshed” DBepin,
however, would do no such thing As soon as his
mother’s back wus turned, he left the room and went
and called to Gopal

*  Gopal quickly jomned his cousin, and seemng that he
had got a sweetmeat to eat, said, *“ Will you let me have
a bit, cousin 2’

“ No, mamma will srold me.”

*“ Why should she scold you ? when I have anything
to ecat I always share 1t with you, My mamma doesn’t
sav anything ”

“T can’t give you any now, cousin, when I am a
man I will ”

‘Why, T shall not always remamn a child. When I
am a man I shall not want anythmg from you ”

Thus talking, the children came near to the kitchen
Poepin looked round as if to see whether any one was
watclung, and then breaking off & small bit was gomng
to give 1t to Gopal when Digambar, who was watchmng
hm from the latchen, cred, * Stop, Bepin, I see you;
I will tell your mcother ”

“Tell what * I haven’t given him any of the sweet-
meat,” ened Bepin, as he crammed the whole of 1t mto
his bittle mouth

Gopal logked snd and disapponted He was just
about to return to his mother when Syama, presently
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conung up, put a sweetmeat into hus hand. He looked
very pleased Eating 1t he went and jowned his cousm
again

Bidhu qumckly returned from his bath Shortly
after, at the usual time, Sambhushan returned home
to have is meal Bidhu would not speak to him then,
for he thought he was tired and nceded rest Sa«-
bhushan lay down for a while, then he took s bath,
after which he sat down to his devotions He had
just fimshed when Digambari announced that the meal
had been served wp He rose aml went to dinner,
His habit was to call his younger brother when ahont
to dine That day for the first time he broke bis usual
custom He went to his meal alone and looked unusually
grave Afterwards he took his nap as usual, As he
sat rechning against a cushion, enjoying his chillum of
tobacco and chewing betel, Bidht entered and quuctly
went and sat down at his feet, holding his head down
and looking sad For three or four minutes he sat
expecting to be spoken to, then fairly tired of luy
brother's Silence he ashed, *“ Are you really determined
that we must separate, brother ? "

“ Why, y¢s,” said Sastbhushan, “ 1t 15 better we should
separate than have constant bickenngs mn the fanuly

*“It 18 a pity there should be any bukenngs at all ,
but, whose fault 191t ¢ IIad you not better mqure fir~t
and find out 2"

“T have heard all, or T shouldn’t want to scpmate

“ What have you pcard, pray ?”

“ Why, yesterday a man came to sell toys; and my
wife borrowed a couple of pice from Granny Digamban
to buy whstles for the children My sister-n-law was
sianding by, and asked my wife, * Will you lend me a
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pice ¢ 1 will pay you intercst* Now, 1sn't 1t shameful
to talk hke that ?”

“ Why, yes, but——"

* Don’t nterrupt me, you can have your say when
I have done speaking Well, my wife rcphed, * You
talk of interest to me! I really do not know what
mnterest may be charged on a pice’ Upon that my
wster-m-law said, * Why, you practwse usury, you ought
to know’ What might has any one to talk like that,
pray ¢ Is 1t for this that I ought to be kind 2

He uttered his wterrogations with such a sneer that
Bidhu knew there was very Litile hope of reconciiation.
Yct he said, ' I tell you, what you have heard is not
true” And he told hun all exactly as he had heard
it fiom Sarala .

*“ Ths, I tell you, 18 true,” he said rather cmphatically

* Have you any’ wituesses to prove that 1t 18 true ?

‘Witnesscs ! 7 exclauned Bulhu “ Why, I haven't
coe to court Yet I éan call fo witness one of the
clderly women who were present ”

“G@ranny Digambari was present Her evidence
shows that your version 18 not true ”

* Does 1t ? " said Bidhn 1n a rather sarcastic tone

‘ Well, if you don't believe me, you can call her here
and ask She 18 m there ”

*“It 18 no use my asking her,” smid Bidhu after a
brief pause Then nsing and laughing scornfully he
sud agam, “Such a respoctable person! Why, of
course what you have heard 1s all true, unce 1t comes
fiom one whose veracity 1s not to be called 1n question

Bidhu had moved up to the door, and was just about
to leave the room when his brother called him back
and said, “I will give you a room for your lutchen.
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As to dividing between oursclves such movables and
mumovables as we possess, this should be done . the
presence of our neighbours, and I should hike to have
1t finished as carly as possible to-morrow ”

“Just a8 you please,” saxl Bidhu “ But why i
the presenco of our neighbours 2 I shall not dispulo
with you, you know that I shall be content to tako
what you may be pleased to give me

When he had sud this he left the room  Pramada
had becn silent all the while, but just after her brother-
m-law had left, she observed, “ Suchea haughty fellow !
Dudn’t you mark his words ? Ile would not stuop to
concihate hus clder brother ”

“Want will bring down hus pride,” said Sasibhushan,
stretching hamself out at full length and shutting s

eycs.y



CHAPTER VIII
FORTUNL S FROWNS

It was the middlé of December The hour was noon.
One mght have met just at this tume a weary traveller
resting under the shade of a tirce, if one had happened
10 he on the road near Hanskhah, which led from
Inshnagar to Caleutta Viewed at a distance the
tinveller looked about forty, but a closer mspection
showed him to be ten or twelve years younger. On
his head could be detected one or two solitaty gray
hairs  Tle looked careworn and wretchod It was easy
to sce that 1t was his troubles that riade him look much
older than his age He had on a pair of shoes patched
m six or seven places, all dusty, the dust covering lus
legs up to the hnees He wore a somewhat rough
country dhuts! which did not look clean, & threadbare
woollen shirt from which the nap was worn off , and over
1t to complete hus suit, he wore a coarse sheet, which
hung folded across his shoulder Close by his side lay
lus bamboo stick, and also his hookah and tobacco to
refresh him on the way

Bidhu had ncver dreamed of finding himself reduced
to such a sad condition Docs the rcader need to be
told that 1t 1 he of whom we are speaking ¥ Yet I

1 A picee of cloth with eoloured horders
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beheve if he had scen hum when he led an easy idle
hfe, without any care or concern, and was perfectly '
happy m all around him, he would never have known
him now 1 his pitinble condition, and with such changed
appearance, since his separation from his brother

So altered was he that he loohed a totally different
man That smule which was habitual to hmn, that
sprightliness of temper combined with such levity as
was natural to his age, that attention which he loved
to pay to his person and dress—all were now lacking
mn him Yet one thing he never lost, he lost not lus
integrity. In spite of hus destitution he mamtamed
his honesty of purpose, and preserved ntact that
mmpheity which had marked hin as a boy

Leaning his head on his hand Bidhu sat there sorrow-
fulig reflecting upon his past and his present condition
He had never been from home before  He looked around
and felt ke one abandoned to the wide wide worll
What should he do? Where should he 39'9 Ile had
no fixed purpose or destination

Since his separation from his brother, as long as
he was allowed credit, Bidhu had been able to live pretty
comfortably with his fanuly But after that he had
made shift to hive by borrowing from friends This
could not go on for ever, and he saw that he must scll
his things in order that his farmly might not starve At
first went his wife’s ornaments one after the other, then
this, then that, till, when all the movables in the house
were gone, and there was not a utensl left, he found
himself reduced to a state n which he saw he must
either beg or <tarve

Bidhubhushan had to support his wife, his little boy
and the maid-servant, Syama Since the scparation
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of the brothers, Syama had stuck by Sarala, and she
never asked for wages One day Bidhu, wanting to
change s clothes which were so dirty that he felt
ashamed to go out 1n them, sent Syama for the washer-
man Very soon the washerman appeared

“ Whose clothes aro those, Ramdhan ?” inqured
Pramada, meeting him at the door

*“ Biudhu babu’s I have brought them for him »

“ A worthless fellow You call him a babu! But
what does he pay you ? ”

‘*“ He 18 to pay ab the rate of five rupees a year, but
nearly ten months have passed and I have not been
pud & cowry I will urge him for my dues to-day
Now that the price of paddy 1s low, I should hke to lay
mn a stock of 1t ™’

* I don't think you can get your dues in that way *

“ What then do you adwise mo to do, madam % *

*“ Will you follow my advice ?

(1] 1 “‘1“ »

** Well, keep lus clothes and tell hhm you must have
yow money first ”

* e will be angry with me ”

* Angry with you! What do you care for his anger ?
Do vou think such a beggarly fellow as he can do any
harm to you? But look here, if you cannot get any-
tlung, sce me when vou go home , I may lend a rupee or
two to help yvou ™

Pramnda’s manner of talking, and the prospect of a
loan from her gave him courage to follow her advice
He walked 1n, and finding Sarala alone, sud, “ Here I
have brought Bidhu babu’s clothes, but I must have my
dues first ”

“ Ramdhan,” said Sarala in an imploring tone, * will
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you not wait a little longer? We expect to get some
money to-day We may be able to pay you something
to-morrow

1 have waited long enough and can afford to wait
no longer I will take no refusal to-day ”

“We have ealen nothing to-day We haven't so
much as a yuce ”

The washerman cyed ha bangles  Thinking they
were of gold he audaciously 1emarhed, “ No one mn
want, I should suppose, has a nght to wear gold orna-
ments ”’ .

Sarala was very much offended at thiy hold remark
Her face reddencd . but she quickly checked herself
and said, smiling, ¢ What gold ornaments 1 had are all
grne ” Lookwmyg at her bangles she saud, * These are
git” And so deep was her sense of humiliation that
she hid her face and wept

The washerman was much ashamed of lumself for
the offence he had given by his impudence  So leaving
the clothes he quickly retreated, and would not see
Pramada though she had held out hopes of a loan to lum

Immediately after the washerman had left, Syama
made her appearance

* What are yon at now ? ” she cried

“Hush ! ” smd Sarala, * don’t make a noise, Syaina.
Gopal 1s asleep, you will wake him

“ What does 1t matter f I do?”

“ Are you out of your renses, Syama ? Poor child !
how he will feel his hunger if he wakes! 1t 13 so late,
and he has had nothing to eat

“See what I have got here,” said Syama, as she
produced from the foldy of her cloth o few fruits and
some sweetmeats,
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‘ Where did you get these 2 eagerly inquired Sarala,
boghtening up. And Syama only sad, “ Never mind
where,” and smiled

Whenever 1t happened there was nothing to eat, and
such a thing was not of rarc occurrence, Syama would
be sure to get something for Gopal by domg some work
or other for a neighbour  She thus sometimes procured
catables for her nustress also  But if ever she failed to
get anything, she would spend a fow pice out of her
own savings to buy somethmg for them to eat

Sarala was full of gratitude and sad, “ You are trnly
a mother to hum, Syama ”’

Syama was deeply moved by her words With tearful
eves they went and roused Gopal

Diudhn put on lus clean clothes, and leaving s home
proceeded to the ‘ ag house,” as 1t was called, the owner
of which thc zamindar of the village, had, on the previous
day, very kindly offered to help him with some money
lle got ihere in a few munutes, but as the gentleman
had just then lain down to take a sleep, as usual, after
cating his meal, the servants who were by would not
comply with his request to mention his business to their
master for fear of disturbing hum

“Rama,” smd Bidhu, stepping up to one of the
servants, whom he know by name, ““I haven’t eaten any
food to-day Will you not go and tell this to your
master 27

“ Oh, you are such a troublesome fellow I tell you
we cannot listen to you now

“ But I haven’t caten anything, and am so hungry,
my fuend ”

*“ Well, what’s that to me ? I know there are fellows
who will pretend to have eaten nothing, but who will be
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sure to go to the grog-shop if they can get a few
pce ”

“ Do you dare to talk hke that 2’ cried Bidhu n a
Passion

‘ You are not to show your red cyes to me, I won’t
put up with 1t, I tell you You can wait or go just as
you like, but I tell you once for all you can’t see master
till he 1s up, and I will not be bothered by you any more ”

Bulhu was silenced by the msolent speech of the
servant Mortfied, he went and sat down on a stool
hard by, while his eyes were nearly dimmed with teary

The scrvants soon lay down to sleep They were
more used to leisure than to work, and like their
master they wanted to take a sleep after their meal

Bidhu waited and waited till it was pretty near sunsct,
and then grew impatient The servants still lay wrapt
in peaceful slumber and some of them snored on then
backs Bidhu felt 1t was usecless to wait any longer
Night came on, and he was just about to leave when he
heard the voice of the master callng to Rama He
tesumed his seat, thinking he would wait 111l the last

The master was awake now, but Rama still slept  One
of the other servants woke up with a start and hastened
to give Rama a pull by the leg lest the master should
want him

* Please, master,” (ried Rama, starting from his
sleep and trying to shake off his drowsness by rubbing
his eyes till thev were very red

“Don't forget me, friend,” entreated Bidhu, as the
servant moved to obey the summons of his master

‘“ Oh, you are still there ! * exclaimed Rama, stopping
thort and looking askance at hin  He then went to his
master who said, significantly cyeing the servant,
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“ Well, to-day 18 Saturday There will be company
here to-mght

“ There 18 that bottle of port,” smd Rama * And
sherry,” pausmg a hittle he said, ““ yes, only one bottle

“One bottle of sherry! You surprise me There
ought to be three if I am not mistaken ”

The master was right There had been three bottles
of <herry, but Rama had drunk up two of them

* That’s why I wouldn’t have the charge of it You
scem to forget that I took out five botiles of sherry
when there was company here the other day

* Five—bottles—of—uherry 2

“ Yes, five, though one of your particular friends has
di~continued his viaits for fear his father would carry
out lus threats to make an example of him ”

* Who 1s that man there ? * asked the master, glancing
toward the wailing-room

“I don’t know He seems a beggar Brahmin Ho
says you kindly promised hrm some money "

‘“ Oh, that fellow I mct him yestorday. Tell hun
I am not well and cannot sec hym now ”

These words, spoken 1n such a careless manner as to
be audible to Bidhy, mad2 him shink away immediately.

As tho rioh gentlemun had offered to help Bidhu of his
own accord, he had felt nlmost sure of some pecumary
assistance from him He was sadly dsappomted ;
and now as he walked home not half so 11l with hunger
as with the thought of his dear wife and child, he sad,
‘ What hypocrites these unfeeling rich folks arel
By contrast the maid, Syama, the untutored lowly-
burn Syama, secmed an angel He thanked her a
thousand times in his heart for her good will to them
When he reached home, he sank down onm the steps
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fatigued and almost broken-hearted. Sarala had felt
sure of ns success She fell aweepimng now that she
was cruelly disappointed

Shortly after Bidhu’s return Pramada, knowing that
they had had nothing to eat that day, mnquired aloud,
as she stood on the veranda, “ What did yvour mistress
cook to-day, Syama 2 ”

Syama was quick to understand Pramada’s taunts,
and only raid, *“ O thank you, madam, for your very
kind inquiry "

* Well, 1t 18 strange ) ou never asked me 1o dimner ™

“Who are you talkmg to, Syama?” mqured
Bidhu

Syama told him what Pramada had been saving
He at once flew mto a rage and evclumed, * Such
baseness! I cannot bear 1t 1 will go and tcll my
brother *

“No, no, you need not—yoen must not go,” samd
Sarala “Dont mund what she says Oh, don’t lose
your temper, dont, dont ’

“YWhat's that nore about, Syama?” mquired
Pramada * Are yvou gomg to entertam any friends ¢

“I say, that’s devilish,” eried Bidhu  “Oh I cannot
bear1t  'We haven’t had a morsel of food to eat, and she
could he 80 mean as to taunt and sult us hke that!
That’s more than flesh and Llood can endure ”

He started to his feet ready to rush out of the room,
but Sarala caught his hand 1o stop him  “ Oh, you
forget y ourself,” <he exclaimed “‘ Restrain your passion,
oh do! There 15 nothing like forbearance. You should
not talk disrespectfully of her  She 18 your own elder
brother’s wife after all ”

“Why, I suppose I ought to be full of reverence!
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Buch a devil of a wife! No, no, now let go my hand,
Sarala 1 will speak to my brother, I will

Releasmg his hand by force, he rushed toward s
brother’s apartment DIramada ran mto 1t before him
as one affnghted, and hastily shut the door, ;iving the
alarm that Bidhu was after her, and drunk.

Just at that instant Sasibhushan heard the dash of
footsteps 1o started up m bed and cried, * Who 18
therc 2 ”

“ Brother, hrother,” ened Bidhu, almost choked with
passion, “ wo have had nothing the whole day to eat,
and your wife has been taunting us n such a shameful
wav ”

* Nonsense,” criecd Pramada  “ He knows not what
he says  He 1s not m his senses now

Sasbhushan was much annoved *“Go you to bed
now,” he cned “If you have anything to say, you
can say 1t to-morrow morning when you are sober ™

“Sober!”  exelumed  Bidhubhushan  “Do  you
mean to say that I am drunk 2 ”

“ Get you to bed 1 say, aud don’t kick up a row here,
you drunkard

“ Drunkard ! you,” retorted Bidhu, now losing all
control over himself

“Do you darc call me a deunkard!” cried Sasi-
bhushan *‘ Take this drunken disorderly fellow to the
police station,” was his order to his servant

¢ IIe dare not come near me,” cned Bidhu. * Come
forward you, if you dare ”

Sasibhushan was furious at this  Qpening the door
he made a rush at s brother One thing peculiar
about him was that his dhufs loosened whenever
he gave way to passion Both would have fallln on
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each other but for Sarala who, hurrying up at the
moment, forcibly led her husband away to their room
and shut the door

Bidhu’s eves were bloodshot After a moody silence
of a minute or two he burst into tears *“I will not
remain here, Sarala,” he said, “I wish I could leave
this house this moment

“ Oh, let us try and e patient m our sufferings,” saad
Sarala “ Go not from home, but stay with us  Your
presence at least will be some comfort to me But we
need not talk of 1t now Do dry your tears, for what
does 1t avail you to weep 2"’

“ Wall you believe me, Sarala 2’ said Budhu looking
up to his wife s face, * to tell the truth T do not care
for myself All my concein 15 for vou and that poor
boy. Hew I wish that he had not been boin' How
I wish you had not been married to me! Oh'! then you
might have been happy.”

These words gave Sarala pam bevond all measure
She tried to speak, but her feelings clioked her  With
her own hands she attempted to wipc the tears from her
husband’s eves

* Don’t increase my pamn, Sarala,” exclmmed Bidhu
with emotion, gently pushing her from him  * 1If jou
never loved me so well, if you never felt so much for me,
if vou quarrclled as most women do, then it 13 certmin
I should not feel so much for you When I sold your
ornaments, which I did at your request, oh ! how keenly
Ifelt t T felt 1t as & sharp reproach to me to partake
of the food that the price of your jewellery had bought
But if you had ncver hiked to part with your ornaments,
perhaps T should not hatve felt so much for you 1
want to propose onc thing to you, Sarala I think
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you had better go and hive with your father for a time
As for Syama, let her go elscwhere Poor woman'!
why should she suffer with us 2 “n

‘“How can I go and lLve with my father?” gaid
Sarala, weeping  “‘ Oh, I can nowhere enjoy a moment,
no, not even 1 heaven, leaving you 1n want and misery
Sitting down to my meal I can scarcely touch my food
when I think that perhaps you are suffering hunger
Yet must I confess that more than once, thinking of
our darling, I almost thought I would go But he has
never yct gone without food Will not God, whose
mercy has yet preserved his life, preserve hum ahke
through all our troubles mn future ? Oh, 1 my heart
I feel sure He will, so I will not go to my father's But
as to what you propos: about Syama I quite agree with
you ” i -

Bidhu called to Syama This day, unlike her usual
way, she moved very slowly, and stood before him with
an expression of deep sorrow 1n her look

** Syama,” said Bidhu, in a tone which showed how
it pained him to give utterance to what he was about
to say, “ we think it 1s unjust to allow you to contmnue
1 our service anv longer  You are far from comfortable
here, and you cannol get your waged, as that 1s now
altogether out of the question We would advise you
to go clsewhers, and try and get into some other famly
where you may be happy, for every one should look
after his own interests M, however, we be spared to
see better days, yon will be again welcomed here ”
Bidhu could hardly say -more for his emotion, and he
hung down his head and wept m silence

“ Did I ever ask for my wages ? ” said Syama, crying
“1 never meant to stay with you for wages What
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have I to do with money ? If I am a burden on you,
let me take my food elsewhere But oh! tell me not
to go, for I cannot bear my Gopal out of sight Let me
alone, I beseech you Oh, I want nothing of you but
to be let alone ”

“ Compose yourself, Syama,” smd Bidhu ' Oh do
not cry Consider what I have smd To stayv with
us 1s to starve It 13 true you love Gopal viry dearly,
but you may get children elsewhere to nur<e, you will
love them again as dearly. and you will not want to go
elsewhere for your love of them after you have been with
them for a tame ”

“¥ 18 true I may get children elsewhere {0 nurse,
but where can I find one so good as my Gopal,” sard
Svama, crying convulsively

“ Oh, do be composed, Syama ”

“I had a boy,” smd Syamu crving *“ Ile was as
good as my Gopal and much about his look anfl «ze
I doted on lum, and fondly gave him the name of Gopal
But here I am apt to forget he 1s no more  Oh, don’t
tell me to go elsewhere ”

Bidhu turned to Sarala with tearful eyes and said,
“ What's {o he done now ?”

Sarala only wept in silence

T have some money,’ sail Syama, turning to Bidhu
“T mtended 1t for Gopal If vou will hsten to my
advice, I would ask you to jomn a yattra parly In
your absence we cun manage to live on mvy savings
If cver God prosper you, you can repav mec my
money , and you know 1t will be Gopal’'s when I am
no more

Bidhu and Sarala were greatlv moved by Syama’s
words Bidhu decided uvpon gomng abroad to try his
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fortune, and retirng thanked her most sincerely as the
only friend he bhad 1n his nced

The next morning he reccived from Syama five rupecs
out of her savings to defray hus necessary expenses,
and then formally taking Icave of her, and of his wife,
whose eyes overflowed with tears, and lassing hus boy,
left home with a heavy heart He took the road to
Calcutta, where he had made up his inind to go  About
noon he came near Hanskhali, and, wanting to rest,
he sat down at the foot of a trec by the wayside Ashe
sat there thinking what he should do to get his living,
while he thought he should be ashamed to join a party
of players, a man came up and sat down bemide him.



CHAPTER IX.
BIDHUBHUBHAN MAKES AN ACQUAINTANCE

THE man to whom we have referred m the preceding
chapter was tall, dark-skinned and of a rather slende
make He looked above thirty He smoked his
hookah, which he held in lhis left hand His right
hand carmed a bamboo stick A fiddle, carcfully
wrapped up 1n a very dirty piece of cloth, was slung
on his left shoulder No shoes covered s feet, and
bemng dressed only 1n a dhult, which was very dirty,
he was bare from his wamst up to the neck. Round
his waist was tied a small bundle, which contained his
things, and a body-scarf was wrapped round his head
bhke a pugree Bidhu was quite taken up with his
own thoughts, so he did not noticc the stranger
when he came and sat down beside hhm The bLub-
bling sound of his hookah, however, attracted his
attention

“Who aro you?” he asked, starmg at him It
seemed to him as if the stranger had just then come
down out of the tree

“Only a traveller, don’t be frightened,” sad the
stranger “ You have the courage to travel alone,
and you get fnghtencd at the sight of a man!”
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‘“ Oh, I was not fnghtened,” said Bidhu, laughing at
this remark ‘‘ What’s your name ?

*“My name 18 Nilkamal, and my father’s name 1s
Kalachand My native village 138 Ramnagar. We are
tenants of Devnath Bose ”

Nikamal was given to much talking He was a
half-witted man Bidhu was quick to see that, and m
order to make him talk, said, *“ Who 1s Devnath
Bowe 2

* Not know Devnath Bose'” Nilkamal was greatly
surprised at his question His impression was that
Devnath Bose was the richest man 1n the world

“T have never heard of him,” sad Bidhu “ Vel
vou tell me about him 22 .

* Why, the Boses *uled ‘at one time They suffered
great oppression at the hands of the brigands who used
to be a terror in the country Biit still they are im-
menscly uch It 18 very strange you haven’t heard of
them ” !

‘ Very strange, mndeed,” smd Bidhu, and kept quet.

Nilhamal smoked rather thoughtfully for a while
and then holding the hookah to Bidhu, sad, “ A Sudra 1"

*No, I am a Brahman,” said Bidhu, smiling, as he
took the chillum only

** Where are you gomg ? > he asked, smoking

“Where am I gomng?” said Nilkamal ** Going
abroad to try my fortune But if you hear my story,
you will pity me Well, we are three brothers My
elder Lrother 18 called Knshnakamal, and my younger
brother, Ramkamal Thev are 1dle fellows, who depend
on me for thar mammtenance I have often told them
that they must {ry to make themselves useful on® way
or other, or they would be very nuserable But they
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are not the sort to hsten to me or any one else who may
give them fmendly advice. By following my own trade,
though I worked hard, I could not earn enough to make
the family comfortable. I want to see what I can do
abroad.”

Bidhu was amused by his manner of talking, and said,
‘* Of course you hope to do better abroad 2

“Why, I am almost sure of 1t And what makes
me so confident 2’ He Lifted up his fiddle and said, )
*“ My skill, sir, my shill m this Why, 1t 18 casy enough
for me to earn my hving, but that's not all Fortune
18 my aim, and I know how to make 1t

* Will you play for me on your violn ¢ ” said Bidhu,
thinking he must have some shill 1n musie

Nilkamal made no apswer, but takmg up his fidille,
undi; the rag in twinch 1t was wrapped up, and then,
putting 1t into tune, in less than half a mmute began
to play on 1it.

And now the tossing of the head, the rolling of the
eyecs and the twisting of the face, accompaicd with a
convulsio the whole body, while he played at such a
Ppace a8 mmake the stick seem to fly over the strings,
madorhim appear to Bidhu as if he were really mn
hysterics

“ Can you sigg 1 7’ asked Bldhll with great difficulty
repressing his laughter at this grotesque performance

“ 0 yes.” said Nilkamal, and began at once to sing
to the music

“T'll iy whero blue lotuses grow,
Should the lotus-eycd Rama command me to go

I'll bring lotuses bright and fair,
To offer at the lotus feet of mother "

Nilkamal sang with such a ludicrous vibration of his
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voice that 1t was now qute imposuble for Bidhu to
restramn his laughter

Nikamal was offended *“ You laugh'” said he,
leaving off smging and laying down his viohn “ Do
you mean to say that you understand smging better
than I do? Govinda Adhicar1 himself spoke highly
of me He offcred me a salary of ten rupees, which I
declined with thanks ™

In his younger days Nilkamal played tolerably well.
Govinda Adhican indeed once thought hum possessed of
great promise, and declared that a year or two's lessons
might do wonders for lim He even offered to pay him
five 1upces a month just to have him under his care and
tramn lum properly , but Nilkamal would not consent to
go withhim. The opinion expressed by sach a person as
Govinda Adhican was enough to turn his head, and he
fancied he played on the violm like one mspired He
often made a boast of his acqurements, contracted the
halnt of tossing his head and roling his eyes hke a
hysteric patient, and soon became a most unbearable
musician  * Learning,” he often obscrved, “ 1s nothing
compared with music Books are easily red, but
what a difficult thing 18 music One may become a
good scholar hy continually poring over his books , but
no one need expect to be & mumcan without a special
aptitude for music” Nilkamal qute neglected his
busmess, and devoted the whole of his time to musie.
Formerly he played but occasionally on his violin, but
smee he came 1 contact with Govinda Adhicari, 1t had
been lus constant compamon His elder brother,
Krishnokamal milked the cows of the gentle folks of
their village for two annas per cow payable within the
first week of each month. It lately happened that
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Nikamal was tempted to steal his brother’s wages,
when he had got them, to buy himself a new mstrument.
His brother was so enraged at his conduct, that he turned
him out of the house “I tell you,” saxd Nilkamal, as
he went off from home, *“ you will one day repent of
1t You ignore my worth now, but go on; when I
have plenty of money I will treat you as you deserve.
I will not give you a handful of rice, though you may
sit at my door and ery your eyes out, even to save you
from starvation ”

** Are you married ? » asked Bidhu i order to pacify
Nikamal

With all hus conceit Nilkamal was allowed fo have a
good heart He laughed outnght and smd, * No, will
you find a match for me ?

“ Well, I don’t know what I can do until I try But
where do you go now?”

“To Calcutta, Just to see Govinda Adhicart He
offered me a salary of ten rupees some five years ago.
I bave aince made much progress I must have twenty
rupees as salary now I am sure I shouldn’t take less
than fifteen at any rate And don’t you thmmk I can
Iive on five rupees and save the rest ¢ Well, of I get on
1n that way, at the end of a year I shall have saved
enough to marry a pretty looking girl. What think
you, eh ?” ]

“ He is so hght-hearted,” Bidhu. thought to himself.
“ May be he left his home hecause he had found no
peace in 1t But I am not half as confident as he 1s,
though I understand a hittle music, but, perhaps, that
little better than he does How I wish I could be as
cheerful as he 13 But perhaps he has never been from
home before Possibly he knows not what 1t 1s to be
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disappointed He thinks he might easly get an offer
of fifteen rupees or even twenty & month But, oh'
how great will be lus disappointment when he finds that
hus hopes are never to be realised, and that he can hardly
even cxpect to have a malary of five rupees under a
travelbng showman ” Thus thinking Bidhu could not
but pity him

“ Well, what are you running over m yoéur mind ?
Now, what think you of that ? ” said Nilkamal.

*“ Obh, of course you will have saved enough, at the
end of a year, to marry a pretty looking girl,” said
Bidhu “ But you have never been from home before,
I enppose 2

“* No,” samad Nilkamal

“You want to go to Caloutta, but do you think you
can travel alone to such a distant place as that 2

* Oh, I am not afraxd

“Y am alone,” Bidhu thought to himself “1T thmk
I had better travel with this man, he will be com-
pany for me But he seems to have no money about
him, and I can 1ll-afford to bear his expenses on the way.”

“ Jave you got any money about you?” asked Bidhu

“ Money 7 my money 18 this,” said Nilkamal, holding
up his fiddle *“T don’t mind having no money about
me If I but meet on the way one who understands
music I can make a week’s provision for myself You
laughed, but many wcre moved to tears when I sang
. that song ”

“ Oh, 1t was not your singing but the tossing of your
head that excited my laughter ”

“The tossing of my head ? Why, no one can help
1t—no one, I say, who understands music. Any one
who has some taste for music will tell you that ”
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* Qh, of course you know best. But I wish to propose
one thing to you »

“What 11t ¢

“I too am going to Calcutta. Let us travel together
I say

* Well, 1 have no objection, but you must know you
are not to have any share of what I may earn by the
display of my skill m music ”

“Very well,” saxd Bidhu, smiing The two then
resumed therr journcy together, Bidhu thinking about
his future, and Nilkamal humming lus favourile song,

“I'l Ay where blue lotuses grow,”



CHAPTER X.
FIRST NIGHT FROM HOME.

At nighifall Bidhu and Nilkamal came to a bazaar
where they began to seck comfortable lodgings for the
night In the bazaar were several mean shops with
roofs of thatch, but these were all occupied, and mn
not one of them could they be accommodated for the
mght So on they went and discovered a light dimly
burning n a house which stood a hittle way off from the
bazaar. They walked up to 1t It was a general
dealer’s shop standing by iteelf in the mudst of & few
mango trees, so that after sunset 1t was hardly vimble
at a hittle distance Travellers did not care to go there
if they could be lodged 1n tho bazaar. Though visitors
had arnived there, there was still room enough for one
or two more. The shopkeeper was not m. He had
gone to the markct not far away. His wife minded the
shop 1n his absence

“Can we be lodged in your shop for to-night$”
wmquired Bidha

“To what caste do you belong ? ” she asked.

“Iam a Brahman,” said Bidhu, “but my obmpmbn
here 18 a Sudra.”

“ You may lodge here if you like, and here are ﬂlo
two other Brahmans, but as for your companion, I don't
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know where to find a place for him to sleep in, unless
he would agree to pass the mght under one of the trees ;
for being a Sudra he cannot be lodged with the Brahmans,
you know ”

Bidhu turned to s compamon and sad, “ What
say you to that, Nilkamal ?

*There will be room for me in the shed over there.
I think I can go to 1t 2 ” saxd Nilkamal, turning to the
woman

* No, that’s the place for the cow,” said she.

“The cow can stay out under one of the trees for
to-mght ”

“ Yes, to make room for you as if you were my master.
You can travel a long distance on foot and you cannot
pasa a night 1n the open air ¢

N'lkamal was offended * Come along,” said he to
Bidhu. * We mustn’t lodge here. We can put up m
the village " -

Bidhu was too fatigued. He only said, “ You may
go elsewhere if you like,” and went and took his scat
mside the shop.

Nillcamal was greatly offended at this. He nstantly
turned his back on his compamon, as he said, “ Good-bye
to you, we part never to meet agamn.”

Nilkamal walked a lttle distance, and then stopped.
He was a timid and cowardly man The might was
dark, and the path leading into the village was of such
a kind that it was net very safe for a stranger to walk
along 1t without a light He now felt he had acted
hastaly Much as he wished to go back he felt ashamed

to do s0. He, however, soon got the better of his sense
of shame, and slowly retracing his steps, came and stood
in the shop-yard again “ It 18 not mght,” said he to
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Bidhu, speaking aloud, * to leave you alone at this
time of mght, and so I have come back

Bidhu, who by now knew his compamon well enough
to feel sure he would return, only said with a smle,
“1 am glad you are back, Nilkamal »

* You may rest where you are,” said Nilkamal. I
must be content to pass the might under one of the trees
as there 18 no helping 1t, I suppose ”’

What Nilkamal, however, had in his mind was that
cither they must both pass the night in the open air,
or he must disturh the rest of his companion by singing
the whole evening

Bidhu sat near the two Brahmans, who had come
before him His clothes, as we have before observed,
were shabby, but these two Brahmans were well dressed
By conversing with them Bidhu knew they were students,
who prosecuted their sigudlea at & college in Calouttsa,
winther they were returning at the end of their winter
vacation The storekeeper’s wife was busy gettjng
things ready for them to prepare therr evening meal
Indced, she seemed most ‘anxious-to please and oblige
them as best she could To our friend, Bidhu, hawever,
she was rather indiffererit. §he 'wanted to be told thrice
or four times to do a thing he wanted done; and then it
was evadently not very wilingly done Bjdhu was greatly
in need of & meal, having eaten nothing the whole day.
On asking her where he might cook his food, she bluntly
said, “In that corner. Take down that hendsi,! and
for fuel there are bundles of sticks in the shed.”

Bidhu was indignant at this answer and said, “ What's
the good of my coming here if I am to do everything
for mysclf 2" |

1 An earthen vessel, generally used for cooking
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“ And who wanted you to come here ?” she said
snappishly.

Bidhu was very angry now. But what did lus anger
signify ? He was not at home 1n his own house This
he felt So stifling his indignation as best he could, and
smiling, he rather facetiously said, “You treat me cruelly
I am sure I don’t deserve to be thus cruelly dealt with

Beang displeased with his humour the woman ead
at once, ““ None of your jokes, sir, if you please I tell
you this plain thing—if you want to stay, you are not to
ask meto do anything yau can quite well do for yoursclf

Bidhu could no longer brook her impertinence  Burn-
ing with indignation he exclaimed, * You are a wretch
to talk hke that. I will not stay another mnute 1n
your shop ”

As he was about to leave, in came the hushand carry-
ing a bundle on his head. * What'e the row about ? ”
h# inguired, putting down his load

* Why, here is & nabob who will not move a stcp to
have what he wants,” saxd his wife

Tuming to Bidbu, the man said, ** What caste do you
belong to ™

“Iam a Brahmsn,” said Bidhu

The man made & low pheisance and sad, “I am at
your service, sir; sit down there, please ”

Bidhu complied; with his request. Niukamal was
brave now and sdid, * Such msolence! I cannot bear
it, nobody can. I had a great mind to——"

Nilkamal did not complete his sentence He id not
dare to do 1t for fear of offending the storckeeper, who
was a mateh for a dozen hke him

The two Brahmans who scemed to greatly interost
the man’s wife were of youthful age. They had been
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newly converted to Brahmaism During the squabble
they had been at prayers One was solemnly spealung
the praise of God 1n & low murmunng voice, hs eyes
were shut The other, though he sat m a prayerful
attitude, stole now and then a glance at the shop-woman,
while he constantly kept his eyes on his companion,
as if he were fearful of detection But he shut his eyes
and pretended to be deep 1n his devotion as the hushand
made his appearance.

“ Who are these fellows ?”’ asked the shopkeeper
a rough tone

“They arc Brahmans,” said s wife, * college
students They are praying to God Please don’t dis-
turb them now ”’

The man at once got offended with his wfe “ Why
did you allow them to enter the shop ? ** he said rather
angnlly, ‘* No DBrahmans are thcy, but Brahmas I
knew that at a glance The Brahmas, I know, eat
food of any man’s cooking Wo have nothing to do
with them or their new-fangled religion.”

Then turmng to the young men he said, * Get out,
sirs, I am a Hindu. You cannot be lodged here Come,
out, smirs, pack out, I say How do you eapect to be
allowed to take up a Hindu house ? ”

The young men opened therr eyes as though they had
just woke up from a profound slumber, and looking
up saw before them the rough tall figure of the rustic
gshopman, whose loud, but resolute, voice bade them
leave the shop without a moment’s delay.

“ Don’t be angry with us, frnend,” they spoke together
in an almost implonng tone. ‘‘ We are Brahmans, we
are not telling you a hie ”

““Nonsense Get on your legs, sirs, and don’t keep
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me warting for nothing’ This he said, darting ean
angry look at the young man whose eyes had fully
betrayed hus character. So fiercely did the man look
at him that the student turned his face away

But as the young men still kept thewr seats, and
seemed rather unwilling to leave the shop, the shopman
grew exceedingly angry, and stepping up seized the
student by the arm as he exclaimed, * Get out, srs,
or I won’t answer for what I moy do” As he sud this,
he looked mgnificantly about him A stout’stick stood
agamst one corner of the room Directly the young
men caught sight of 1t, they got up and Jeft theshop
without another word

After they had gone and the room had been cleared,
the master said to his wife, * You were very busy attend-
mg on those two fellows, eh ? To attend on them so
dihgently and quite neglect the other two customers !
Very fine indeed »

The woman kept quet, for she knew her husbhand’s
temper only too well

When 1t was quiet again in the shop, the husband sat
down to smoke a chillum of tobaceo His wafe, now trans-
formed, as if by magre, mnto a good and gentle. creature,
became so willing and obedient that before long Bidhu
and Nilkamal finished their meal, ahd were ready to Le
down for the mght For Nilkamal there was space
enough within- the room For each a mat to sleep on
was spread on"the dry mud floor of the shop, and ther
bundles serving for pillows, they lay down to rest.

For a long time Bidhu could get no sleep The
thought of his wife and child was uppermost in his
mind Besides he was in a strange place and exposed
to all the mcoiveniences of having to spend a mght at
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a paltry shop on the way. Nilkamal, however, quckly
fell asleep, and as he lay snoring on his back he seemed
to have very few cares For the first time in his hfe
Bidhu experienced the pangs of separation The room
-was dark. He looked beyond; and there were the trees
which stood like ghosts with their long outspreading
branches The mice ran about squealing and making
all sorts of queer noises There were also the cockroaches
crawhng or flying round him A superstitious fear
seized on hin.  Nilkamal, Nilkamal, *’ he called out,
sitttng up, unsable to lie still any longer Nilkamal
turned upon his side as he muttered drowaly, * Let
me alone, don’t disturb me now.”

* Get up, Nilkamal, won’t you have a smoke ? It is
not wise to sleep so soundly on the way

Nilkamal was awake now * Why, what harm 1isit 2
he saxd  *“ I need have no fear-from thieves »

“I know that,” said Bidhu, laughing, “but I do
not mean that. I have a favour to ask of you. You
are splendid on the fiddle, but I have scarcely any gift
that way If you will kindly teach me how to play on
1t I shall be indebted to you

Niulkamal felt greatly flattecred. * Oh, I shall be very
glad to teach you,” he said, mtting up abruptly.
“ Nothwg would give me greater pleasure, I assure
you Shall we begin now—to-mght ? ”

“ O yes, the sooner the better,” sgid Bidhp.

Nllka.mal was quckly ready with his mstrument
and ‘said, as he was about to begmn, “ Now pay close
attentioh while I play ”

With this he began to play and mng his favounte
song 1 his usual ludicrous manner, wBldhu lay
down agan and quetly went to sleep.



CHAPTER X1
HEM AND HIS SISTER SVARNALATA

Brrrapas CHARRAVARTI, of the district of Burdwan,
was arich man He had not been born m a rich fanuly |
but he held a lucrative post mn the Commussanat, and
he was 1n the service at the time of the Scpov mutiny
of 1557. The post that he then held became the somee
of his prospenity Throughout the period of his service
his heart was set on gain, and 1n 1ts pursmt he was
never very scrupulous He was one of those old-clasy
orthodox Hindus of his time, who, though othcrwise
very good in therr way, were not very conscientious
in the acqmzition of money Though he was <o pros-
perous, he was not proud, on the contrary, he was very
obligmg and kind Far from stingy m s haluts he
spent money with no sparing hand, but he was by no
means lavish o his personal expenses He was prous
end hospitable. The various religious ceremonies were
celebrated at his house at much expense and with great
feasting His wife, however, did not live long to share
mn his prosperity  After her death he retired, and I exl
with his family at his own house in the country He
had a son and a daughter The son was named Hem-
chandra, and the daughter, Svarnalata He wags a very
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kind and indulgent parent, who hiked to make allowances
for young people

The Durga puja festival was at hand Those of the
village, who had been staying away, being either
Government service or privately employed, had all
come home for the hohdays, to which they had been
wistfully looking forward Amongst others, Hem had
returned His father hiked to be regularly present at
his meals This he did 1n affectionate care for his son,
lest anything in the world ghould ever remind him
that he had lost his mother ¢

Bipradas often smid to lus mother, for s mother
was ahve, *“ Mother, Hem 18 very deay‘to mo. ‘I should
ncver hike to oppose his will in anything ™

One day Bipradas, not seeing hus daughter, inquired,
“ Whero 18 Svarna, mother 2

Hceanng her father ask for her, Svarna at once ran
to him with outstretched arms, crying, *“ Here I am,
papa, I was 1n my brother’s room ”

*“You are & good dear,” snid her father, as he affection-
ately took his daughter in his arms. “ How have you
daubed your face nnd hands with ink, my ldve %>

“T have been learming to wnté with brother, papa *’

*“Learning to write ? What’s the use of your ever
learning to write, my love ¢

“ Why, what'’s, the harm in her learning to wrte,
rapa ?** gaid Hem, as he quickly appeared before his
father, when he heard him make that remark < Most
girla read and write There are girls’ schools m
Caleutta ”

“ Well, well, you may do as you hke, but who 1s to
teach her while you are away ?

“She will teach hersclf, papa She has learnt to
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wrnite the alphabet quickly endugh I dare say she wll
have made much progress before I leave for Calcutta
She seems so willing to learn

Bipradas tenderly passed his hand over his daughter
and said, “ You would be a Sarasvata! or a Lakshm,?
which, dear 2 ¢

“1 should Like to be both, papa ”

Her father looked on her for a moment with feelings
of great tenderness A tear stood m his e¢ye He
gently set her down as he kissed her forchead and said,
‘ Go and learn to wnite with your brother my love ™

The festival soon came on and lasted three days,
which were passed i feasting and merrmment Even
in those hours of bustle und activity, not for a moment
did Bipradas forgeb his own children The yacation
was soon over, and Hem returned to Calcutta When
the day came on which he was to start, his sister had
really made much progress in reading and writing

“I will soon send you a new book,” said Hem to his
sisier at parting  *‘ But if you can wnte a letter to me,
I will give you a beautiful flower of gold to wear mn your
hair when I come home again mn March

“You are sure you won't forget ?” said Svarna,
smiling.

Her brother saixd, **I am sure I shall not, but you
must fry to-win the prize ”

1 Tho Goddeas of Learning.  * The Goddess of Good Luck
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CHAPTER XII
PRAMADA AND HER MOTHER

AFTER the separution of the brothers, which she had so
wickedly brought about, Pramada had not quarrelled
with any one for some, davs But after that, as might
be expected, she grew tired of the unaccustomed tran-
qullity, and at last was minded to pick a quarrel with
Granny Digamban, though 1t was very kind of the old
woman to take charge of the kitchen and so help her
neighbour. Bhe wanted to pick a quarrel with her-
because she was ugly, black of skin, and pilfered her
salt, mustard-oul, and the hke, which no mistress of a
house could tolerate Did she dare to accuse her of all
this to her face? Oh, no, old Digambari would then have
left her house that mstant, never to cross her threshold
again  But she went about and fold tales Digamban
was soon told of the imputations against her character.
One day she looked sullen, the next she bore herself
defiantly, and on the third day openly declared her
intention to have 1t out with Prameda. What did she
care for Pramads or for her husband * Accordmgly,
there was an encounter DBoth gave loose to ther
tongues and accused and abused each other with an
astomshing fluency. The quarrel began with unusual
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spinit on both sides, till 1t was abruptly brought to an
end by Digambari, who, stepping up to Pramada, de-
fiantly thrust her thumbs n her face, and followed up
that action by saying that shc was not her paid servant,
she dud not care a fig for her, and to this added all the
terms of abusc at her command  She then triumphantly
left the field of action, to the utter discomhture of her
cnemy Pramada had ncever been beaten mn a quarrel
before Bul this time she had found her match

Pramada was so mortified that she went and shut
herself up m her room and wept lutterly  She, however,
soon dnied her tears, and though she felt her humihation
decply, she was forced to put on a look of perfect un-
concern in the presence of her husband When Sas-
bhushan, after his return fiom work at the usual time,
mqured of s wife about Granny Ihgamban, she
answercd without the least hesitation, ““ I have sent her
away ” Her vamty would not permut her to tell the
honest truth

‘*“ Sent her away ! ”’ exclaimed Sasibhushan  “ What
was her fault, pray 2"

Pramada told her husband a string of hes 1n just-
fication of her conduct She had been warm in her
prase of Digambar1 not long since, and now that she
declared that she was a wiched 1mpudent woman, %her
husband smd, “ You are a strange character, my dear,
you sing a neighbour’s praiscs one day and ery, her down
agan the next But who 1s to prepaze our moals now ?
You cannot, because of your poor hgalth What's to
be done 2’

“You needn’t be anxious aboul having your meals
n time ”

“T do not care for mysclf I mean I cannot bear to
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sce the children go without their meals when there’s no
need for 1t ” "

* No one need go without his meals 1n this house,”
sud Pramade, loohing very grave “I am gomg to
have mother here to-morrow I am sure she will come
when she knows the state of things

Sagibhushan knew perfectly well what the comng
of Pramada’s mother mecant He looked embarrassed
and without thinking sud, “How I wish I had never
separated from my brother ”

Pramada’s brother could not be left behind if his
mother went to live with her daughter, as there was no
one clse 1n the house to prepare his meals Then there
was Pramada’s maternal uncle  This gentleman, 1t was
probable, would not like to live alone, and would pack
up 1if the rest of the family left Sambhushan saw all
ths 1n & moment, and agun said, quite forgetiing n
his embarrassment i whosc presence he was, “ How
T wish I had not separated from my brother ” .

** Who wanted you to separate ¥’ said Pramada, m a
tone which showed thatshe was offended.

Sasibhushan made no anstver. He was ewvidently
occupied with his own thoughts

“ Who wanted you {0 separate ? ”’ repcated lus wife
“ X didn’t, and you kriow 1t Why do youn keep quiet
and hang down your head like that? You necd not
be ashamed to tell the honest truth that you have
yourself to thank for 1t and no one else ”

Sasibhushan was still mlent, and his wife continued,
* Bnt no one 1s preventing you from hving jointly with
your brother ngin as you used todo  That 18 absolutely
m your power Why, you cannot have a better fnend
i the world than your precious brother But I think
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I may be eamly spared, f I am a trouble to you. Iknow I
am a trouble to you, yes, I can see that without your
tellng me. I must mamst on your sendmg me to my
father’s ”

Sasibhushan now looked up into his wife’s face and said,
1 dudn’t mean any offence, my dear, I am sure 1 didn’t.”

“What do you mean? What would you have?
Come, out with 1t There 1s nothing like plain-dealing
I always look after your interests Perhaps that 18
my fault But why do you not send me to my father’s
housec and get nd of me at once ? »

“I am very sorry I have oficnded you, my dear. I
beg your pardon ”

Pramada was sullen.

““ Where are the children ?** asked Sasibhushan,
wantmg to give & turn to this unpleasant conversation

* Bepin 18 gone to see his grandmother,” said Pramada.
without looking up

[ A.nd K.lmhn g 22

“Gone to bed ™

“Gone to bed ? She won’t have a meal to-night ?

** Who 18 to cook 2

*“Idon’t mind cooking myself

Sasbhushan went to engage liimself mn the dutics of
the kitchen, and Pramada took to her bed, declaring
that her complaint had proved very tronblesome to her

Pramalla wanted to be coaxed, and begged hard to
get out of bed when her supper was brought in, though
it must be said that her complaint did not prevent
her from doing full justice to her meal )

“1 think you ought to have told Bepin to bring his
grandmother with hum,” observed Sasibhushan, when
his wife had fimished her meal.
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Pramada had sent Bepmn to fetch her mother, and not
merely to sce her as she had told her husband So
when Sasibhushan made that remark out of cunosity
to know what she would say to 1t she looked rather
confused and said nothing

Sasibhushan was sleepy and began to yawn after
sitting 1n silence for a while So he rose and went
to bed and quckly fell asleep Pramada also went
and laid her down by hhm  The mght passed mn sleep

When Bepin commumeated the news he bore, to his
grandmother, that worthy lady was simply delighted
She would have been overjoyed to come at once, but her
son not being at home, she was compelled to put off her
departure till the next morning Yet so great was her
impatience 1o be gone that all that might she could not
sleep a wink because of her excitement, and eagerly
waited the approach of morn She could not but be
m a passion with her son, whom she reproached within
herself for his foolish absence from home It was not
till after sunset that Gadadher returned Gadadhar
was the name of Pramada’s brother

We ghall describe this gentleman 1n a few words
He was tall, dark-complexioned and cadaverous, with
a remarkably small head covered with short bmstling
harr, a somewhat slender neck, and large and clumsy
feet He spoke with a nasal accent, and he was m
addition weak and of an evil nature His mother’s
constant complaint was that Pramada had been quite
indifferent about his education, which, to her thinking,
she owed 1t as a duty to her brother to see to
Pramada’s apathy m this particular was, therefore,
held by her mother to be truly culpable

“ Well, Bepin, what brmgs you here now ?” asked
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Gadadhar, as he mot his nephew on s return at
dusk, -

“ \Vhere have you been so long, Gadadharchandra ?
asked lus mother as Bepin was about to reply

His mother loved to call him Gadadharchandra,
though he was contemptuously called Gada m the
neighbourhood

“ What has kept you so long, my love ¢ repeated
his mother

‘** Business, mother, business

*“ Ah, the every-day business of wasting your precious
time Here 18 our child, Bepun, you don’t scem to
think that 1t 18 your duty to make him comfortable
while be 18 with us "

‘“ He can mahe hunself comfortable He 15 quite free
hee ™

He then turned to hi1s nephew and said, ¢ Make your-
self at home, Bepin Do you smoke, dear 2

“ What a foolish question'” interposed his mother,
“ He 18 too young to smoke ”

“ Nonsense, mother; you must remember I took to
smokmg when I was about his age” Turming to the
boy he said agamn, ¢ Well, do you smoke, Bepm ?

“No,” said the boy, looking rather ashamed

“But I want very much to have a smoke,” sad
Gadadhar “ Mother, prepare a chillum of tobacco ™

As his mother moved to carry out his order, for she
always attended to this busmess hersclf owmg to her
excessive fondness for her son, he inqured agnn,
*“ What brings you here now, Bepin 2”

“T have come for grandmother,” replied Bepin

* That’s very good,” swd Gadadhar, with a mirthful
laugh *‘ There can be unothing better ”
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Turning to lis mother he said, “ You must confess
you were wrong, mother, when you made the remark
thut Pramada was getting distant towards you ”

As this was spoken m the presence of Bepm, his
mother at oncc demed the charge from prudential
motives, saymng, “ When did I make thet remark,
Gadadharchandra ? How very foolish of you to talk
hke that!'”

Gadadbar was going to contmue speaking, but just
then his mother put the hookah m his hend and smad
agan, “ Now, smoke and don't talk nonsense

Gadadbar saxd no morc He soon seemed to be
enjoying his challum of tobacco as he sent forth puffs
of smohe which curled and played about his head

“Will you go and find some shrimps, Gadadhar-
chandip ¢ For your nephew will have no fish to eaf,
if you dow’t try and get some ”

“T can’t go now, mother. The pulse will do Cook
the food that mster has sent ™

His mother frowned as much as to say, * You are not
to mention that before your nephew.”

“ Don’t look hke that, mother, or you will frighten
me out of my wits "

“You are a bad and stupid boy,” said his mother,
rather angnly

“ 1 say 1t 15 no use your trying to keep anything from
me Do you mean to say that no food was sent 2 If
you do,'you are teling a downnght le

‘ (adadharchandra, I am sure I am not gomg to
stand this nonsense from you any longer,” cried his
mother, darting an angry look at him

“ Nouo of your temper, mother, or I shall expose you
m a manner you will never dream of.”
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As the safest course that she could adopt was to
retire, she left the room as she remarked, “ I am really
ashamed of you, Gadadharchandra, I am really ashamed
of you”

Gadadhar talked with Bepin till lus mother wanted
them to come to supper, after which they went to bed
together and quickly fell asleep

Not a wink of sleep, however, was there to be for
Gadadhar’s mother, who was engaged the whole might
m putting things in order and making preparations for
their departure, every now and then looking out to see
if 1t was yet morning

The next day Sasibhushan had just got out of bed
when Gadadhar showed himself, immediately followed
by his mother, who walked mght in front of Bepin

‘“ Here we are at last Where aro you, sister 7 cried
Gadadhar

Pramada was not yet up from bed, but as soon as she
heard her brother’s voice she got up with a start, and
hastened to give them a proper reception She led
them into her bedroom, and when they had seated
themselves, she sat down by them, and they had a long
chat together Sasibhushan regarded his brother-in-law
with feelings of great repugnance and mistrust

Gadadhar did not like talking, so he very soon set.
about & thorough inspection of the house He went
all round 1t and over 1t, looked into every place that
seemed queer to him, and stopped to examine anything
that particularly attracted his attention In two or
three days he knew every nook and corner Nothing,
while he Iived at his brother-in-law's, ever escaped his
rearching eye, and sweetmeats m particular were always
sure to be missing, though they might be put away m a
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secret place behind the bedstead, or elsewhere where
they were considered to be safe.

For the first time that mormng Pramada tned to
appear most agreeable, and paid great attention to her
mother and brother Sasbhushan, however, was very
much vexed He looked upon Pramada's brother
as though he were his evil genius, whose very look
scemed ominous to him By and by Pramada’s mother
had the domestic management all to hereelf, and became
to all intents and purposes the mistress of the house
And thus 1t came about that Sasibhushan lost his
personal mdependenco 1 his own home. Gadadhar
was put to school at his mother’s request, and all things
scemed to go on well for a time



CHAPTER XIIT
SARALA MISSES HER HUSBAND

WaEN 8Bidhubhushan was gone, Sarala was very very
miserable Why had she let him go 2 Was not star ing
a thousand times better than separation? Yet of he
had stayed, would 1t not have been selish and unkind
of her to let him suffer on her account ? How 1t would
have pained her to see him go without food ! ITow much
1t would have distressed him to sce thar dear cluld
suffer hunger without a murmur' She remembered
every kind word her hushband had ever spoken to her,
or when he had scemed to be gentler than at other times
The thought of how she was grieved at scemg her
husband lose his temper at anything, or at heanng of
his having quarrelled w1th anyone, never occurred {o her
now But she thought of his suficings whenever he
had been laid on a bed of sickness by fever or perhaps
a bad headache or other illness Suppose he were to
fall 1ll abroad Who would attend his sick-bed 2 \Who
would nurse him ? These thoughts made her feel very
miserable, as she sat on the roof, resting her head on
her hand and shedding tears i abundance

When Bidhubhushan lcft, Sarala had gone on to the
roof to watch him  With a fixed look she followed him
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with her eyes as long as she could Bidhubhushan
also stopped frequently to look back at his wife, till a
peepul tree altogether screened her from s sight, and
he saw her no more. Then with a dcep sigh he wiped
the tears from his eyes Sarala sat on where she was
She wished she could run and induce him to return
But to what? To want and disgrace! She would
rather miss hus company than sce him back amid his
suffecrings  But she could have felt happy and contented
with her lot, 1f Pramada had only let her win her bread
by her drudgery m the family and spared her feelings
Sarala was too deeply occupicd with her own thoughts
to notice the fight of time There she was though 1t
was nearly noon, and Syama had done the cleamng and
washmyg, and made the necessary arrangements for the
preparation of the meal

“You are still here!” sad Syama, reproving her
gently

Sarala turned with a start and quickly dried her
tears

“ Come, cheer up,” Syama went on by way of con-
solation ‘“‘ Don’t be brooding over 1t Hushands are
gomng from home every day It won’t do for them
to he tied down to therr wives. Be of good cheer
Fortune may favour him, and you will be happy yet,
happter than you think »

* But come, get up now, it is nearly noon, and you
have to prepare the meal,” ghe said again, after a brief
pause

“1 have no appetite, Syama You go and cook your
own meal ”

“ But Gopal must not fast. He will be home very
soon from achool ”
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* Oh, my dear, how could I have forgotten my own
child. But is 1t as lute as you say §

She looked up and saw the sun was nearly overhead
She hastened downstawrs, and quickly busied herself
in preparmg the meal When it was ready, Gopal had
his dinner brought to hum on a small plate Syama ate
as usual, but Sarala could eat httle or nothing.

That day pnased, and the next and next Thus days
came and went ; and though after a time Sarala no longer
felt the pangs of separation, & great anxiety remained
which ate into her vitals like a canker-worm Had there
been no lessening of pain and sorrow in this world, hfe
would have become an insupportable burden

Pramada had sent for her mother a few days after
the separation of the brothers. So long as Bidhubhushan
was at home, Gadadhar and his mother had not dared
to insult s wife in any wey, nor had they exchanged
a word with her, though Pramada occasionally made
cutting remarks, to which Sarala would pay no heed at
all Now that Bidhubhushan was away, Pramada and
her mother and brother meanly toock advantage of lus
absence to torment Sarals.

“ What hes become of your good sweet master,
Syams ?” Pramada tauntingly asked one day, as she
stood on the veranda. *I have seen nothing of him
for some timgé.” -

“ Why, yot will see him' again, if you are not called
away too soon, madam

“Whet ' dare you talk o me in that fashion! A
good shoe-beating would cure you of your impudence **

* Shoe-beating ! * cned Syama, m a passion. -

“ Oh, keep quiet, Syams,” exclaimed Serala. * Let
her say what she likes. Keep quet, do ™
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“ Why should she say what she likes ? What right
has she ? I won’t bear with her, not I. And I am not
at all afraid of her husband.”

“ Go on, I will humble your pride.”

‘T despise your threat,” cried Syama.

Pramada retreated. The blood rose to her neck and
face She was too much enraged to speak Her
breathing was quick, and the frequent ringing of her
ornaments mdicated the violent movement of her hmbs
Pramada’s mother looked as though she had dropped
from the clouds She would fain have taken the side
of her daughter, but she was cowed by the boldness of
Syama

“ Be composed, daughter, be composed,” she sad.
“'They are only trying to upset you, I can tell you. Speak
to your husband to-might, do Let us see what he says.
Why, 1t 18 dreadful to hve here,”

Pramada’s mother had just spoken these words when
Gadadhar made his appearance.

“ What's the matter, sister ? >’ asked Gadadhar in
some surpnise, noticing the angry look of Pramada ;
for he had been out and knew not what was the matter.

His sister saying nothing, he asked again, * What's
the matter, mster ?

“Hold your tonguf, you podr- nniout.ﬂna.te prtaful
idiot,” said Pramada petu.lmtly

Godadhar had grown very proud of 'hm'nsw home,
having a bellyful to eat, and Lving & sort of reckless
hife, without thought or care of any kind. So when
his sister reproached him in those epithets, he looked
as if he would say, *“ What do you mean, sister ?

His mother, however, explained the matter to him,
and he at once flew mto a fury and exolaimed, * The

av
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wretch | I will teach her a good lesson.” With this he
snatched up a cudgel, which stood agunst & comer, and
rushed toward Sarala’s room to pumsh Syama

“T wll see which of us 15 stronger, you or IL"” he
cnied “ And I would hike to teach your mistress a lesson
too ™

Neither Pramada nor her mother tried to prevent
him  On the other haud they secmed to enjoy the sight

Sarala was terrified and hagtened to shut the door,
but Syama prevented her, saying, “ Don’t shut the
door, be 18 8 coward ” Then catching up a kmfe and
standing at the door, she cned, * Where 1s that 1diot,
I'll cut off hus ears, I w

Gadadhar was at once brought to a standstill, when
he beheld a kmfe 1n Syama’s hand Not daring to move
& et~p forther, he cned, “ What' cut off my ears, you
ugly scold ' T will go for the police.”

* Go, I don’t care,” cnied Syama. There was a police-
station in the willage, and Gadadhar was acquamnted
with a constable there He thought that if he went
and asked hum, he would readidy come with him, and
so Syama would be quickly brought to her senses  So
thinhing he ran to the station. The constable, to whom
he was known, happened at the time to be making some
entries, so he stepped up to the sub- mapeetor and md
“ 8ir, Syama wants to ‘cut off my ears.’

“ Who are you 3, asked the officer.

“ I—I—you—know Sam babu of course, mr? He
is my sister’s husband

“ What did you say the name of the other party was ?”

“ Syama, sir ”’

“ Are you a relation of hers 2 ”

‘“ Oh, no, she 1s a servant-woman, sir.”
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‘“ What’s your name ?

“ Gadadharchandra Chekravarti.”

* And your father’s name ?

“It 18 no use my teling you his name, ar. You
don't know him.”

* Never mind, sir, I want your father’s name.”

‘*“ My father’s name 1s Ramdev Chakravart:.”

‘* Well, what's your occupation ? *

“1 go to school, mr,”

“ Who pays for your going to school ? *

‘* Father—no, my aster, sir ”’

“You are not sure, which 1

“I am quite sure, my sister, sir, and I am ready to
swear 1t ”’

“ How funny! No, there 1s no need to swear ” And
turning to the constable, who all the while had been
laughing with his face turned away, the sub-inspector
said, *“ Rames, do you know this fellow ?

“Yeos, sir,” smd Rames. And he gave such an
account of Gadadhar that the sub-nspector smd at
once, *“ Well, my dear fellow, I will see to your case
What’s that woman’s name again ¥ But never mind
hername Now, do you say she has cut-off your ears ? ”

Gadadhar unconsciofsly raised his hand to his ear

“Do you muss 1t ? " asked the polce officer, very
much amused

 No, sir ; but she has threatened-to cut off my ears *’

“ A woman has threatened to cut off your cars, and
you are here to complamn of her! Oh, I am ashamed of
}'Oll »” .

‘* Not the sort of a woman you think her to be If
you saw her look as she did, as she shook her knife at
me and swore at me, you would be afraid yourself "
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* Oh, then she must be a terrible woman *

“ A most terrible woman, mr, she must be taught
such e lesson as she wll never forget n all her life ”

“Yes, but you see we can’t do anything unless she
has done some imjury to you So you had better go
back and pick a quarrel with her again, and when she
has out off your ears, just come to me, and we shall sce
if we can get the law to hang her for 1t

But as the sub-mnspector smd this mn a tone which
plainly showed that he was joking, Gadadhar exclaimed,
“ If you are not gong to take up my case, I must go to
the District Court ”

“ You had better do so, for yours 1s too big a case to
be tried here

Gadadhber looked offended, and was about to come
awa~, when the officer, telling Rames mn a whisper that
he was going to have a bit of fun, called a constuble,
and said, pomnting to Gadadhar, *“ To the lochup ™

* You order me to the lockup ! *’ cried Gadadbar

“Hush ! don’t make a fuss, mr,” sad the constable,
Har Sing, stepping up and forewbly leading hum on by
the arm .

* You shall regret it,” cried Gadadhar, as he struggled
to make him let go his arm

“ No reaistance, sir, or I must lmudouﬁ you " said
Han Sing,

Gadadher, baving no 1des of what handcuffs were
bke, and probably thinking that they must be some-
thing worse than the lockup, suffered himself to be
quietly led on

“You don’t know who I am,” said Gedadhar, as they
reached the door of the coll He was about to say some-
thing about hus respectable connections, when Hari Sing
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most unceremoniously thrust him 1 and looked the
door, saymg, “ Can’t help 1t, s, must do my duty.”

Gadadhar found the cell so dark and close that he
screamed for fmght and begged Han Sing with many
entreaties to let him out. No one hoeded his cries, and
there he was left shrieking and entreating and crying
as hard as he might

Some two hours efterwards the sub-inspector walked
up to the door of the lockup. “Open the door,” he
sad to Ham Sing. No sooner was the order executed
than out rushed Gadadhar, but the sub-mspector
stopped him, and 1 a sufficiently severe tone, said,
* There, will you pick a quarrel with a woman again ?

* No, sir, never,” said Gadadhar, loolang imploringly
up tn his face

* Down on your knees and drag your nose along the
ground up to the mark I am about to make on1t "

Gadadhar at once obeyed {hrough shesr dread of the
lockup.

“Rise,” said the pohce officer, "lnd begone, and let
me hear of you no more.”

Sasibhushan had come home short.ly after Gadadhar
had gone to the police station. The cutchery had closed
o Lttle earlier that day. On his return, seeing that his
wife was sullen he asked the cause of it. Pramada told
lum all save that she was the aggressor. Sasibhushan
was indignant, and PR\mada’s mother opportunely
threw 1n a word or two K\t what did s anger signify ¢
He could nether chastise 8yama nor go to law to pumsh
her insolence It was wiser to pocket the msult, and
80 he held s tongue.




CHAPTER XIYV.
SASIBHUSHAN AND HIS MASIER'S ACCOUNTS

SasipHUSHAN prospered so well that he found himself
& substantial man within a few years of s entrahce
into the service of the zamindar He begon on five
rupees a month, but he quickly succeeded in securing
such favour with hus master that he got onc Lft after
anotuer, till he filled & very respeotable post with a
salary of five times the amount. He now needed but
one more hft to make lim dewan! And not long after-
wards the master began seriously to think of rasing
him to the highest post 1n s gift, not that its present
occupant was mcompetent, but that he beheved Sasi-
bhushan wquld manage far better, bemng & very intelli-
gent man, and not one to continually trouble him with
thie, that, and the other thing, To look over aocounts
was a tedious task The master loved pleasure far
hetter ihan work, and wanted to have more lewsure so
that he might the better enjoy the company of his
congenial fiends In this respect he did not follow the
example of lis forefathers, who had given no thought to
pleasure and who working hard had managed with two
or three hands in their employ better than he did with
nearly a dozen.
1The Lighest officer 1n the servico of an influential zamindar.
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Sambhushan had all those qualities which often help
to make a man’s fortune 1n the world. Though he had
very few scruples, he was active and intelligent, shrewd
1n business, and well knew how to ingratiate himself
with one whose favour he wanted to gain No wonder
he succeeded so easily 1n winmng a place 1n his master’s
heart.

The master had great confidence 1n Sambhushan All
payments were made by him , and whatever he did was
all nght and did not require the master’s inspection.

Having got ready the accounts of some construc-
tion works Sasibhushan went to obtain his master’s
sanclion before sending them away

“What are thoso papers ?’” asked the master as
Sasibhushan entered

There was a drinking party in the sitting-room , and
the brandy bottle was quickly transferred behind the
couch at a look from the master

“1 have got the accounts of the construction works
ready, sir,” smd Sasibhushan, walking up and standing
before him, holding the papers in his hand

*“You are sure there 18 no mistake ? *’

*“1 do not think there 1s, but I cannot be oertain until
you have looked over the papers yourself.

The master took this as a eomphment to himself,
as rather implying that he was an adept at accounts.
“T don’t want to look over them,” he said. “I am
sure the figures are all correct.”

One of Sasibhushan’s subordinates, who had accom-
panied him, gave him a wsignificant look, but Sasi-
bhushan at once met 1t with a frown, and the subordmate
looked down to the ground

“] think you had better get rid of them if there 18
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nothing else to look over,” said one of the master’s
friends 1n o whisper.

The master paused a httle and then said, “ You do
not wish me to look over anything clse just now 2

“ No, sir, but I am sure this will not take tims,” said
Sasibhushan, turning the papers over very quickly in
his hand.

There was the uncorked brandy bottle behind the
couch, and there also was some liquor poured into the
glass, which would lose 1ts strength 1f allowed to stand
for any length of time So the master sad, ‘‘ There
18 no need to look over the accounts. I should just hke
to know the total eost ”

* The total cest is thirty-one thousand three hundred
and thirteen rupees,” said Sasmbhushan, whose voice
shook a little as he told this downright le.

“ And what was the estimate 1 ™ ., .

“Twenty-four thousand rupees.” But the answer
was made not without some hesitation The master
was rather surprised. But was i1t not rather lowering
to look over the acequnts for thp matter of the difference
of a few thousands in the presence of his fmends ¢ The
master felt it was.

*The cost often exceeds the estimate,” observed one
of his compamons.

For his vanity rather than for what his friend
remarked, the master quietly- took the papers from
Sasibhushan’s hand, eigned them, and then handed them
back with a look of supreme indifference

Having gained what he wanted Sasibhushan returned
to the office 1n high feather. In the evening he went
home with his subordinates to divide the money thus
got among themselves



CHAPTER XV,
SASIBHUSHAN AND HIS PATERNAL HOME

SasiBAUSUAN soon became head of the office. After
Gadadhar and his mother had come, there was some
mconvenence for want of sufficient accommodation 1n
the house There was the sitting-room 1n an unfinished
state Sambhushan now thought that he must have 1t
completed, and told his wife so. Pramada, however,
was not of his mind. She hated his brother, and could
not bear um to have his share of the room She, there-
fore, sad that if her advice was worth anything, she
should like him;to ha¥$ & separate sitting-room of s
own. Sasibhushan hed not the moral courage to say
nay, even if he would, and so there was nothing left but
to do as his wife wished.

It shortly happened that Sasibhushan was offered a
plot of land for sale in the neighbourhood, and agreed
to purchase 1t for the new building. But the question
was 1 whose name 1t should be bought. Not m his
own name surely, as then his brother t want to
get o share of it. Neither in the na.me§ his wife
for the same reagon This seemed a ver¥important
question to settle; but Sasmbhushan never settled 1t ;
for when the plot of land was purchased it was, as one
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might have anticipated, purchased in the name of his
wife. °

At first the 1ntention was to have a single room only
But after the building work had commenced, Pramada
showing how greatly they stood 1n need of a good com-
fortable house of their own, Sasibhushan had a plan
drawn up, and m a few months a very decent two
storied house had been erccted To it Sambhushan
removed with his wife and children But how was he
to dispose of his share of his old paternal house ?
Personally he did not mind his brother having the whole
house to himself But he was not his own master, so
he one day asked his wafe

Pramada looked up into her husband’s face as if to
try to read hus thoughts. “I should hke to know first
what you think,” she said, smiling

“Why,” saad Sasibhushan, looking away, as if he dared
not look his wife 1n the face, ““ I think of giving up my
share of the house to Bidhu I think we can well afford
to epare it now that we have got a house of our own.”

Just as he said this, he turned his eyes to his wife,
and observed a cloud in her face where & moment ago
there was not a trace of 1t Sasbhushan was afraid
that there might be trouble, and hastened to mend his
speech. “ Why, my dear,” he said, “I only meant to
consult you on the matter You know I am always
ready to follow your advice in everything

*“You are quite at liberty to do as you like,”” said
Pramada. *“I have nothing to say to you.”

“I have always valued your advice, my dear But
let us drop the matter now. We wall talk it over another
time.”



CHAPTER XVIL

NILKAMAL TELLS A STORY TO SHOW THAT ALL
THINGS HAPPEN BY FATE

Wz now return to Bidhubhushan and Nilkamal The
reader must remember that we left them at a village
shop There they passed that might Early next
morning they got up and resumed their journey. They
travelled on 1n silence for some time , and then, fatigued,
they went and sat down under the shade of a tree a
httle way off the road Nilkamal looked rather sad,
although he had appeared jolly emough the might
before, and had sung a great deal. Bidhubhushan had
more than once felt mchined to talk to hum on the way,
but had abstained for fear Nilkamal might think of s
favounte song agamn, of which he had already begun to
tire Now, as they sat smoking, Bidhn asked, “ What
ails you, Nilkamal 2"

Nilkamal smd nothing. After a brief pause Bidhu
repeated his query

Without answering his question, Nilkamal said, “Good
ar, do Christian missionaries always do what they say 1

 What do Christian missionanes say, Nilkamal ?

“Is1t a fact that whoever becomes a Christian has a
bibs (e European girl) given him for his wife § *
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“1I don’t know, but if 1t be a fact, would you hke to
become a Christian ? > said Bidhu, with a laugh

‘*If it is & fact, 1t would be a great inducement I can
tell you. But do you know the Brahme missionaries
have handsome young gurls to give :n marnage to those
who enter their religion { »

“T don’t know,” said Bidhu

“But T should hke to marry a bib: rather than a
Brahma girl Bilws are very preity mndeed I prefer
the colour of their skun, and then just think of their
dm"l

* Well,” saxd Bidhu, * if you get a European for your
wife, how are you to sapport her ?

‘“ Ah, there’s the difficulty I have been thinking
of that But who knows but I may be able to make a
fortune 'a a little time

“ Who knows, indeed 1

When they had sufficiently rested their feet, they rose
and resumed theirr jompiey Nilkamal agam relapsed
mto a kind of moody ailence After a while, however,
he very seriously said;*“¥ I am destined to marry a
European girl it must be so, for all things are ordered
by fate, you know. There 1s & pretty story about 1t
F will tell 1t to you. )

“ Once mpon & time,” began "\Tilkama.l * there lived
ma vﬂﬁgesBrainma.n, who had a wife and an only child,
aboy Oné night, as he lay awake in bed, his wife and
child being asleep near him, he thought he saw & rope
hanging just before his eyea He minded it not, and
turned upon his mde and tried to fall asleep. But
slumber came not to him, and again opening his eyes,
there he once more saw the rope This time it seemed
to be a httle nearer to the ground. ‘It must be the
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mice,’ said he to himself. But as he looked again, lo 1
the rope turned into a snake; and, before the Brahman
could rouse his wife, the snake descended and it the
mother and child, who died instantly. The Brahman
,8tood amazed and horrified at this He saw the enake
ghde away through an opening in the door, and followed
it At daybreak 1t took the form of a tiger and sprang
upon a peasant on the roadside The tiger then changed
itself into e bull and gored a boy to death Shortly
afterwards the bull assumed the form of an old man who
was 8o bent with age that he could hardly walk. The
Brahman, vwho had observed all this from a httle distance,
now came forward, and throwing himself at the old man’s
feet, ¢ Oh,’ saud he, ‘ do tell me who you are’ At first
the old man would not tell im who he was, but, as the
Brahman was persisient and would take no refusal, he
saxd at last, ‘I am Karmasuira My mssion 1s to take
the Life of a man as he 18 fated to lose 1t "—° Do tell me
then,’ said the Brahman, ‘how I am to die’ The old
man positively refused to tell him that, but, as the
Brahman would not quit hold of his feet unt1l he was told
what he wanted to know, he very reluctantly said,
‘ Know then that you w3ll be devoured by a crocodile ,
“ When the Brahmsn knew what he wanted, Eé
felt 1t was no longer safe for hum to live near the water
So on he went toward the east, intending to be as far
as he could-from the river which flowed past his-native
village, to which he now no longer had any inducement
to return, having lost those who were nearest and dearest
to him on earth. After several days’ journey he pussed
the jurisdiction of one raja and entered that of another,
where some one was kind enough to let humn lodge in
his house.
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* Now, the raja of the country to which he had come
bad no children. And the Brahman went to him and
asked his permission to do for him certain things, which
would ensure a son bemg born to him

“The raja comphed with his request And m a
year’s time, the rani, us wife, presented him with a boy
as beautiful as the morning star

“ Now, the raja was so pleased that, instead of dis-
missing the Brahman with money, he wished him to stay,
and the latter thankfully accepted his offer. When
the httle prince was old enough to learn, he became his
tutor. And, when the prahma.n had taught him all he
knew himeelf, it was arranged that the young prince
should go and visit foréign lands The raja’s son
offered to teke his tutor with him and to tlus the Brahman
consented, but said that be nould not go near a river
Being asked why, he told his pupil the reason; and the
young man laughed at 1t as altogether idle, though he
said that he should be allowed to have his own way

“ Accompamed by his tutor, the prince travelled
through fereign countries, and at last expressed his desire
to go to the Ganges to bathe; The Brahman of course
refused to go with lum; bug, said the youth, ‘Why, sir,
you are not going to he seized by a croeodile on land,
that’s certain. What could the Brahman do ¢ He felt
it was useless to refuse any longer, and so he went

“The young prince came to o town 6n the Ganges
and took a smitable house Now, there was & yoga !
at hand, and for two or three days men and women
had kept pouring in crowds from various places, far
and near, to perform the sacred ceremony of ablution.
And, when the day came on which the prince was to

1 A favourable conjnnction of certamn planets
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bathe, the Brahman, on bemng asked, expressly refused
to go with lum. But at length the young man per-
suaded hum, saying that he need have no reason to be
anxious for his safety, as he was not to enter the water,
but only to keep on the landing and dictate the
ceremonuial prayers When they had reached the nver-
mde, the sight of numerous peogile bathing together
emboldened the Brahman to come down to the landing
and dictate the words of prayer But, as his pupl
could not hear him for the hubbub, he bade him, come
nearer to him, saying that his men would starid around
him with drawn swords The Brahman did as hewas
asked, when the attendants immediately formed a ring
around him, But when he had done dictating the usual
praycrs, ‘I am the same Karmasutra,’ cried the prince,
and instantly chenging himself into 2 crocodile threw
bim down and carmed him off at one bound.”

“It 18 a strange story,” said Bidhu, when Nilkamal
had finished. After a while they came to a shop on
the way

“ Friend shopkeeper," said Nilkamal, stepping wup,
“ did you lodge two Brahmas in your shop 1 ”-

“ Why, what do you meéan by asking thak” sud
Bidhu, <

“F just want to msk those fellows that guestiog—
the one that I asked you on the road ”

“ Brahmans did you say, sir ? " said the shopkeeper.

“ No, Brahmas,”’ said Nilkgmal.

* Brahmas 1 at’s & queer name; but I am sure
there have been twd 'Brnlsma.ns here "’

Nilkamal ssid no “mote, He looked rather dis-
appomnted Bidhu was quite tired, and proposed that
they should pass that night there.



CHAPTER XVII.
*“ CALCUTTA IS SUCH A DIRTY PLACE"

NExT mormng at sunrise Bidhu and Nilkamal resumed
their journey They had travelled a long distance and
were now near Calcutta And, as they went on, they
were cheered by the prospect of quichly finding them-
selves 1n the great city where they were to try their
fortune Nilkamal knew nothing of Calcutta, and asked
his companion what 1t was hke

“ Very unhke anylhing you have ever seen, to be
sure But what do you mean ? . Do you mean how
large 13 it or what 2

“T shonld like to know enough to have somhe 1dea of
the place,” said Iﬁﬂmma.l “What colour 18 the clay
there en

*** Why, I am sure it is the same as in your Ra.mnaga.r,"
said Bidhu, laughing aloud at this question

“ But they say that Calcutte is a very large town,
I don’t understand that.”

“ Well, that means that Caleutts is many times as
big as your native village. There are big bazaars and
countless shops and countless people there.”

* Are there more people in Calcutta than are assembled
in our market on fair days "
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“ Oh, infinitely more than you can have an 1dea of
Nowhere in this country are there more people than in
Calcutta

“ Well, what days are market days there ?”

“Markets! No such thing in Calcutta, There every
day the people can buy whatever they want, for, as
I have told you, there are shops out of number, and of
all descriptions Bemdes 1n every part of the town
there 18 a bazaar which is crowded with buyers every
d ay »

“But I wonder how all these shops and bazaars
can have so many buyers every day. Our market 18
not held every day We buy only two days in the
week ”’

“ Be quet now,” said Budhu * You will see by and
by why there are customers évery day ”

They went on 1n silence for some minutes, and then
Nilkamal, still wondering where such numbers of buyers
came from, referred th# question for solution to s
compamon '

“Don't prafgle, Nilkamal,” said Bldhu in a rather
rebulung tone.d ™ I will never again anawer your gueries,
o you don’t hold your tongue when I tell you ”

There was silence again for a good half hour. When
they were within & mile of Caloutta, seeing a number
of people pass, Nilkamal could hardly resist the tempta-
tion to ask where these people might begoingto and
whether they were going to a play.

‘* Nonsense,” saifl Bidhu. “Don’t you see we are
very near Calcutta 2.” -

‘ Are these people then going to Calcutta ?” inquired
Nilkamal,

* Yes,” said Bidhu, rather d.ryly
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There was another long pause, and it was not
broken until they had entered the town and neared
Syambazar.

“ O good sir, what’s tat over there ?” cried Nilkamal
in astomshment, as his ourous eye caught sight of a
hacknoy coach that moved rapidly towards them with
a rattling noise,

‘ Have you never seen & horse cariiage before ? * said
Bidhu, with a laugh

“ Why, I have seen Rohumbox’s carriage. Ihave scen
many other carriages too
¥ “Idon’t mean a bullock cart Have you never seen
a horse carrage ?

A horse carriage * Is that a horse carriage 2™’

“ Why, have you never been to Krishnagar ? There
are many horse carmages there *

¢ 1 am sure there are, but I never knew that a horse
carnage was different from a bullock carriage,”

Thus-talkmg they crossed the canal by the Syambazar
bridge Just then more carriages drove up, and wheeled
quickly past them

“Look! look ! one, m, three,” excluimed Nilkamal
in ecstasy.

Nilkamals eyes wahdered from the road and he
looked abent lim m surprise Just then another coach
drove up from behmd and was about to run over him,
when the driver, calling out to him to get out of the way,
gave him s qmek sharp cut with lus whip Smarting
with the pain, he looked behind as he uttercd a lond
scream, and ran to one side of the road.

“How awkward of you, Nilkemal!” cried Bidhu.
“ Why, man, you have had a marrow escape This 18
not your, Ramnagar. Here you are hke to risk your
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bfe at every step, if you don't have your eyes about
you

Niukama! had his skin in two places; and he
was so afraid for his safety that he determined to
stick close to his compamon and not to be separated
from him for & moment. Bidhu, however, persuaded
him out of i1t by making him clearly understand that
it was not safe for them to walk smde by msde, but
that he would do well to keep just behind and let
him Jead the way

“ Come on,” said Bidhu, as Nilkamal stopped to look
at a fine horse on the way, “ and don’t be starmg at
everything vou see

Though Bidhu had never been to Caloutte before, as
he had more than once been to Krighnagar, nothing
scemed strange or new to him.

* Nilkamal,” said Bidhu, as they walked along, “ let
us go to Kalighat. It 1s a quieter place; and bemdes,
1 think, we ought first to vimt 1t, as it is a holy place to
which people come from every part of the country to
pay their worship to the goddess.”_

“Let us go by all means,” sard Nilkamal, who still
felt & smart from the out he hed got. I have no wish
to stay here. Caloutta is sich & dirty place There’s
s filthy,odour in the air everywhere And in the
street one must have one’s eyes about him, lest he
should get a cut or be driven over ™

“ Kalighat,” said Bidhu, “is just south of Calcutts.
We shall have to keep straight on in the direction we
are going ”

“ There are such mumbers of beggays there ”

“Yes,” said Biudhu., “ And they are the most im-
portunate set of beggars.”
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“The Kahbars,”! said Nilkamal, “is not such a
safe place as one may think 1t. Tt 1s easy to get mto
it, but to get out of it agein with a whole slan—there’s
the rub.”

‘** No fear of that,” sayd Bidhu * You are safe, while
you are with me . .

1 A temple erected to the Goddess Kah



CHAPTER XVIII
SEPARATION OF BIDHU AND NILEAMAL

BipEU and Nilkamal went on and on towards the south,
till they came to the bazaar at Bhowanipur. “ Ths is
Kahghat, I think,” said Bidhu. * Will you just inquire,
Nilkamal ¢

* Where 18 the temple, please 2"’ Nilkamal asked a
passer-by

The man asked was & Dacoa man, who was a rice
merchant. It 18 not the way yath a man of East Bengal
to readily answer a question that.ohe may ask in passing
Instead of obliging him by telfifg him dwrectly what he
wants to know, he is always gure to tire his patience with
& number of questions whith he hes no business to ask

“ Where do you come fromt1” he asked Nilkamal,
with an intonation such aa is pesgliar to people of East
Bengal, without answering his gnestion.

“ Krshnagar,” replied lehmp.f

“ Were you ever in Caloutts before t

“Iwouldn’taskyouiflhadbeen”

“ Whither are you gomg (e
“ What impertinence is this!” excqulgﬂ'&dhu who

lacked patience, being greatly incommoded with heat
and hunger and fatigae.
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* Here is & nabob’s grandson, I see,” said the Dacoa
man, bemng offended “ Why, you are such a good-
tempored fellow that I think I ought to walk all the way
with you to show you the temple ¥Find out as you best
can I won’t help you ”

* We don't care a straw for your help,” said Bidhu-
bhushan, as the Dacca man turncd to pursue lus way.
* Come along, Nilkamal, we can find our way to the
temple ourselves "’

Walking a httle distance, Bidhu thought it was
foolish to be out of temper with any one on the road,
when, on looking forward they noticed a Brahman,
with a garland of sacred flowers hanging from his nech,
and his forehead well besmearced with vermilion, coming
apace towards them. They stopped for him to come
up, and then Bidhu asked, * Will you kindly direct us
to the temple ? ”

“1 am going there, my friend,” said he, smiling and
taking bold of Bidhu’s hand 1n & fambar way. “1I
shall be very glad to take you there ”

Bidhu thanked him lundly for so goodnaturedly
offering, as he thought, to be their guide

The Brahman was a gude from the temple as Bidhu
soon afterwards discovered. * He was very glad to have
found what he had been eagerly on’%he lookout for.
And now he walked along with them, talking and laugh-
ing merrily like an old acquaintance.

On getting to Kahghat, Bidhu and Nilkamal went to
bathe in the Adigangs. Nilkamal was filled with disgust
at the sight of the-filth and refuse. flosting all over on
its muddy waters. “I fail to see,” saud he, ‘““why
people ke to bathe in it. I much prefer the nver at
Hanskhal, for there one negd have no fear of having
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one’s feet stuck deep 1n the mire, and, except during the
rains, the water 18 sufficiently clear at all seasons ’—
“Don’t disparage jt, Nilkamal,” said Bidhu, as they
both enta—t%%_v:ater. “This holy mver has helped
numbers to go to heaven, and we may go to heaven as
well, if only we have faith hke them."”

Like two agreeable compamons they talked as they
bathed, and then they went to pay their adoration to
the goddess, with the guide who had never left
them for a minute walking before to lead the way
Nilkamal was not very pleased on seeing the temple,
and great indeed was his disappointment when he looked
upon theidol itself *‘ I will awear,” said he, ““ the man
who fashioned 1t did not at all understand his business *
He was about to meke other remarks, but just then
Budhu said, “ Hush, Nilkamal! epare your cnticisms
notv, you have enocugh to do to mmd what you are
ahout.”

However, having paid their mrslnp, Bidhu and
Nilkamal were coming away, when they were stopped
at the door by a lean mnster-looking Brahmmn demand-
ing to be paid his due,

‘ Whast is there to pay$* Bidhu asked.

‘ The least to pay ia eight annas, but if you can pay
more, 80 much the better for you and for us too "

Bidhu untied the string of s purse, secured about
his waist, and taking out a four-anna it put it into the
fellow’s hand. »

Nilkamal was coming away without paying anything,
and when he was stopped, he readily answered that he
was but the servani of the babu, upon which he was
allowed to pass.

They had soarcely gone fifty steps from the door of
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the temple, when they were stopped again by their
guide, who now stretched out his hand, demanding to be
pad 1n his turn.

“I have pad at the door,” said Bidhu. *“ Why
ghould I pay agamn ?” ’

“1 have nothing to do with that Where 18 my
reward for the service I have done you ?

Without another word Bidhu took out another four-
anna bit, and had just put it into the man’s hand, when
some fifty persons, men and women, with clusters of
garlands in therr hands, made a rush towards them
Before the two travellers knew 1t, they came quickly
around them, so as to effectually cut off their escape
Then 1n & moment they rushed to put garlands on their
necke and to daub their foreheads with vernmlion And
the rabble pressed so close around and upon them,
maldng vo__m_—fgmna demands and uttermg loud bene-
dictions, that they found it hard work to get away
Whichever way they attempted to move they werc
pulled from the eppomte mde, and the clamour and
confusion were much indeed that onme who has mever
been there can scdroely picture the scenc to hinself

Bidhu was soon quit®, tired of them, and wanting
to be nd of them aﬂ{hﬁh,,ho felt for hus purse; but,
to hus great surprise, bpfou.ni:t was missing. In deep
histress he cried $o his oompanion, * I have been robbed,
Nilkamal ; oh! T have been robbed ¢f my money:"" —

I\llka.mal too intent on how he could best make hs
escape to hesr him properly, crjed, ** Helpphdp, master,
I ewear these fellows will be the dgath of me.”

In fact, Nilkavial wes in a ffloe swoful situstion than
Bidhu He hadl hiy face sg"daubed with, vermilion that

he could hardly be recognised. ¥or.though everyone
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wanted to get at his forehead, there were many who
mussed it, and thus he received the colonr in every posmble
part of his face Some one chanced to run hs finger
mto one of hus eyes, which nearly blinded im. He was
heavily loaded with garlands With loud appeals to
theirr mercy he begged the people to desist from their
mad course and let hum go, as he had not so much as a
pice about him,

With great difficulty did Bidhu and Nilkamal &t last
succeed 1n getting away. On ganing the street they
met, on looking around, an upcountry-man in just the
same predicament as they hed been in. Pointing
behind, with looks which bespoke terrgr, Nilkamal
cuied, “ Oh, here they come agan, 1 will not stop one
moment longer ” And he took to his heels, leaving his
companion to shift for himsclf as best he could. But
Just as he ran off, a hue-and-cry was raiséd after him
A number of men chased him with the ery of “Stop
the man.” Nilkamal ran for hus lifes abd ss he sondded
away at & rapid paes, more and morg men echoed the
cry and joined in the pursuit. Bat his fags soon failed
lum He had walked Jar thres while days and had
eaten nothing since thab #opiing. As he came to a
turn in the street he was quite exhansted, and his legs
giving way, down he cgthe to the gronnd. Soon his
pursuers were around him ; biit not one of them knew
why he had run after him. Nifkamslrgalike a desperate
man now. *Ceme,” he eried, *“put all yeur stock of
garlands on me. I have npaily lost one eys; and I don't
care at all if I lose the other.” At these words, which
seemed to have no meaning, the men fmkig.m for a mad
man and went away langhing.

Nilkamal's eyé #ras Fary painfmd now, and the water
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flowed from it. Besuides he had his skin cut and torn
1 more places than one on account of the bad tumble
he had got. He sat there for a wlule, and then rsing
to hus feet and dusting himeelf he turned to go to Bidhu.,
But he soon found that he had lost his way During
all that evemng he tried 1n van to find lus way back to
the temple, and at length got so tired that his legs
could carry hum no longer Dragging himself along
he sank down at the door of a house And as he sat
there and thought of his own forlorn condition he wept
like a chuld.

“Who are you ?” asked a voice, when he had sat
there for a good half hour The voice that mquired
was that of the master of the housc, who, seeing a strange
man at the door on Jus return from lus office, stopped
to make an mquiry before entering

“I am Nilkamal,” said Nilkamal, crying and sobbing
like a child

“ Why do you ery ? ” ashed the master of the house

“1 have lost my way,” said Nilkamal, still erymng,.

“ Lost your way ? How 1s that ?”

Nilkamal now~ceased weeping, and brushing away his
tears gave an account af himself.

The babu took compassion on him, and entering
kindly welcomed him 1nto his house

“ Waat here,” said he, showing him 1nto a room, “ tall
I bring you something to eat "

After he had eaten something Nilkamal felt much
refreshed , and then he longed to tell the master of the
house, as he thought it would greatly please him, that
he could play well on his fiddle

* Will you then just give us some proof of your skill
said the babu, when he knew that he was a good player.
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Nilkamal at once took up his fiddle, but just as he
removed the rag in which 1t was carefully wrapped, he
suddenly exclumed in a tone of deep regret, ** What
do I see! my instrument gone, and thus I am deprived
of the only solace and comfort of my lhfe!” As he
uttered these words, he shed a flood of tears, for andeed
he was pained beyond all measure to find his violin
broken 1n two or three places and utterly useless

The babu did really sympathise with him n his grief
and kindly promised him a new one.

This somewhat comforted Nilkamal “I am very
thankful, sir,” said he, “but I am sure I can never get
one like that I have lost ”

The babu, however, said, “ You can go with me to
the bazaar, Nilkamal, and choose one for yourself
After a while Nilkamal was called to supper. He was
afterwards very kindly supphed with a bed to slecp on ;
and as he stood much 1n need of rest, he went to bed
and quickly fell asleep

To return to Bidhubhushan. The loss of s purse
weighed heawvily upon s heart. He was amazed and
almost hormfied to see popr Nilkamal hunted by a
number of men on the road, god for no earthly, reason
that he could guess He withed he had not come there
and was sdrry he had doneso. Through grief and hunger
and fatiguehe lost all heart and burst into tears. And
as he turned his weary steps in the direction of the
river he met the very man who had been his guide, and
asked him where he might be supplied with food and
shelter for the night. “You need not be troubled
about that,” sald he. “ Come on with me to the temple,
and I will get you some of the food presented to the
goddess by theé worshippers.” , Jidkn followed him
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thither, and there he waited for the food till 1t was
ready for distmbution among the people After he had
partaken of it, he went and laid him down 1n a corner
of the temple to sleep

Early next morming Bidhu rose and went to bathe
He afterwards went and waited in the corner wheio
he had slept during the past mght He never exchanged
a word with anybody, and nobody cared to look at him,
much less to talk to hm In the end, however, he got
tired of waiting and vent to take a turn 1n the street
He knew the hour for the distribution of the food , and
when 1t came, he went and had hus share of it  Thus he
lived on from day to day.



CHAPTER XIX.
BIPRADAS'S WILL.

IT was just as Hem had predicted about his sister. By
dihgent apphcation and perseverance, while her brother
was away, Svarnalata soon made fair progress in reading
and wniting, and at length wrote a letter to her brother.
Her brother was mightily glad to peruse her letter 1t
was short and sumple, and so full of love In it he
was reminded of his promise. And so, when he went
home, he handed his sister, with a smile, a beautiful
flower of gold of delicate workmanship for use as a hair
ornament, and she was delighted with her prize. “I
am so glad you have won 1t,” he said, putting 1t on for
her, and looking as thotgh he was very proud to think
that she was so gentle and loving and intelligent.
Bipradas was out on some business when his son
came home But, as Hem was, expepted, he quckly
returned after finishing his bugifiess Hearing his son’s
voice as he entered, he went ip full of joy. Svarna ian
10 her father as soon as she saw him. *“I have got a
prize from brother, pape,” said Svarna, showing her
father the flower of gold. “ Loqk, how fine it 1s.”
Bipradas said nothing. He was perfectly happy in
his children. And now he was moved to tears at the
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grateful thought that they were so loving and good.
A tear aleo etarted to Svarna’s eye, as she looked up
to her father’sface Hem stood by looking down on the
ground, respecting this outburst of parental love, which
now found vent in tears

After some minutes’ silence, Bipradas entcred into
conversation with his son and talked till dinner time

Hem asmisted his aster with her lessons as before,
and so rapid mdeed had been her progress that her
brother was astonished Now and then they read
interesting stores to each other Therr father, resting
m bed, often watched them reading or talking together,
with feelings of mmgled love and gratitude

The hohdays were quckly at an end, and Hem must
be gone

*1 will go down to Calcutta with you,” said Bipradas
to his son

* Why, father ? " asked Hem, looking very pleased

** Oh, 1 have some business with a lawyer, my son
I may tell you that I am gong to make a will

“ A will, father ?

“Yes, u will, my son I am now in the dechne of
Iife and must think of dispoming of my property

At first Hem was glad Jns father was going to accom-
peny him, but when he knew why, his cheerfulness left
him. He looked =0 sad ; and his father eaid, “ Don’t
be concerned ahout my going to make a will” At
these words Hem burst into tears. “ Come, come,”
amd Bipradas, “ why should you thue make yourself
miserable, my son ! No one need die because he makes
his will One may make a will and change 1t as many
times as he wants to. Who knows that I may not
have many years of life yet before me.”
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Lffem brushed away the tears from his eyes. On the
appointed day he left for Calcutta with his father,

A day or two after his arrivel there Bipradas went
and took a conveyance to Bhowampur, to see a friend,
a lawyer, who had formerly belonged to their willage
He soon arrived 1n his lodgings, and Babu Benoykrishna
Ghose (for that was the gentleman’s name) gave him a
most cordial reception The two conversed together
for a while, and then Bipradas sad, “I am an old man
now and must think of making my will

“ Why, I think that’s good,” said Benoy babu., “I
think I can draft 1t and have 1t comed just when you
please But how do you wish to dinde your money ? *

“ What I have got I mean to daivide equally between
my two children ”

“ Will that not be an injustice to your son? Hem
18 not going to get a share of his brother-1n-law’s property
when his sisier marres’

“ Of course, he 13 not But he may live to make a
fortune, he may be very prosperous in hife. My father,
you know, left me nothing And Svarna—she may be
married to & poor man’s son, no onc knows ”

*“ But how much have you got ?

‘“ That you will know when you draft the will,” said
Bipradas, with a smile.

Bipradas did not mean to make any long stay that
day, so he bade his fnend good-bye and returned to his
lodgings In & few days again he called onhum The will
was drawn up and written out on stamped paper. To each
of the chldren was allotted the sum of fifteen thousand
rupees mn promssory notes. When Hem should bave
attamned to his majority, and Svarna been given away 1n
marriage, they would be entitled to the benefit of the will.



CHAPTER XX.
GADADHAR AND SYAMA.

TrovcH Gadadhar spoke not a word about the disgrace
he had been in at the police station, he secretly meditated
revenge on Syama and Sarala Pramada also watched
for an opportumity to make them pay dearly for their
msolence She determined not to pocket the msult
timdly hke her husband, but she would bring down the
pride of the maid-servant, though neither she nor her
brother, 1t must be said, had the courage to attack her
openly. '

One night Sarals and Syama, after they had taken
their food, were in bed talking, and the door was ajar.
It was near midmght, and Pramada, choosmg her tune,
walke® hightly to the old house in which her mster-n-
law lived; then creepitig on tiptoe, and looking
cautiously about her, she reached the door of Sarala’s
bed-room and stood liftening uttmtzvely to the chaty
that was going on.

“It 15 mearly three months eince your masjer left
home,” #aid Sarala. “It is strange he hasn® lent a
hne to say how he is doing.”

* You needn’t be anxious, dear mistreas,” said Sya.ma
“ We are not sure he has been staymmg m the same
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place these three months. Perhaps he has got a job
In & jafira company Posably, too, hé has been
waiting for an opportumty to wmnte, and now it may
be we ghall soon hear from him One canmot write,
you know, unless one has sufficient composure of
mind for that purpose ”

¢ 1 think we haven't much left of our small sum,”
said Sarale.

“ What we have left,” said Syama, “1s hkely to
support us for six months yet ”

“But I don’t like your keeping the money in that
chest, as it wants a key ”

“ Why, who will know 1t wants a key ? *’ said Syama
“ You may be sure 1t 13 as secure there as if we kept 1t
safely locked up ”

Pramada did not need to hear any more, so she
immediately slunk away, She chuckled over the dis-
covery she had made She thought she wounld steal
the money that very night Would she be caught 1
the act ? She thought she had better not do anything
hastily, but consult her mother first.

The next morning after, her hnsband had gone to his
work, Pramads told léx smotligr: of the impoftemt
discovery she had made;, ¥ Le§v® 4t to me, sister,”
exclamed Gadadhar, "u?‘]'.'ll be sure to manage it as
cleverly as you conld wikh 3. . '

“ Softly, softly, Gadadharchandra,” ssid his mother.
Then lookigig aramad, and spesking as it the very walls
had ears, Yo said, * P or fosxr‘days.] have seen
them go toded with"th deor Bat take care how
you put in your nose, m¥ by, if yoi find that Syama is
awake You well know the rigk you run”

« “You need fear nothing, mother,” said Gadadhar.

8v H
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“T will take the precaution to emear myself with oil ;
and if that ugly wench should seize me, why, she can’t
keep her hold, that's certain

‘ Hush | >’ said Pramada, who was at the door watch-
ing, seeing Syama at a distance As Syama came within
hearing, she cried to Gadadhar, ¢ You are going now ? ”
—*“No, not now, I am gomng in the evening,” cried
Gadadhar, talking the hint.

A httle before sunset Gadadhar made the announce-
ment that he was going home, and having dressed, left
thehouse. At about eleven o’clock at might he returned.
Walking round he shipped 1nto the old house by the back-
door which had no Iatch It was the middle of sammer
The moon was 1n the sky There was not a breath of
wind, for the mght was hot and sultry Sarala and
Syama had gone to bed, leaving the door open Between
them Gopal was sleeping quetly Gadadhar waited
11ll all was still, then, taking his opportumty, he shly
entered the room, and having stolen the money, made
off wath it.

He hurried on and did not stop until he reached his
house The next morning he returned to his sister
On the way he wondered if they had missed the money
He was glad when he found that they had not That
day, as Sarala did not require any money, there was
no occasion for opening the chest, and hence the money
was not missed. ,

Next day, when going to lessons, Gopal asked s
mother for his school fee, teling her how his teacher
had bade him t#ke care not to forget1it. Sarala was busy
cooking at thettime, fo she called to Syama and asked
her to let Gopal have the imoney On opeming the chest,

- Syama, not finding the savings where they should have
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been, thought that Sarala was joking, and had put the
money elsewhere. -

‘ Why, now, this 1s a good joke indeed,” cried Syama
“Come, tell me, mistress, where you have put the
money

* O Syama, what do you mean?” exclaimed Sarala,
with surprise.

“I mean what I say,” said Syama, rather jocularly.
“Now leave off joking and don’t let us keep Gopal
waiting for nothing

“Oh, I am not joking, Syama I haven’t meddled
with the chest these two or three days, but you surprise
me »

Her looks and manner of speaking plainly showed
that she was really serious It scemed certain that the
money was gone They, however, both searched for it
n the chest and. all over the room, but 1t was nowhere
to be found v deep despair Sarala sank down on the
floor. “Oh' what shall we do now!" she cred.

* As sure as I live,” exclaimed Syanit:;:“;t is that
cursed rascal of a Brahman who has stolen the money
Now I see why he suddenly went home the other day.
It was only to avoid suspicipn Surely that very day
he returned and stole the money. I remember they
were tallung together rather guardedly, and when I
came near enongh to them, they began to speak aloud
so that T mightn't sugpeot anything I will go to the
police.” And_Syama bustled out of the room.

For two days Pramads and her ‘mother and brother
had been watohing and expecting & fuss to be made
about the lost money; and now, they beard it, they
laughed m therr sleeve and very much enjoyed the
tronble Sarala and Syama were in
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“ Gadadhar has stolen our money,” cried Syams,
stoppiag as she heard whispers 1n Pramada’s room
#t hum produce the money, I say, or I will call 1n
police.”
b me with theft, you msolent hussy ! " cried
Gad comung out. “I will go to the police I
will bring you down

“Not you,” ered Syama ‘ Didn’t you go to the
police station the other day ¢! Didw’t you? ™

Gadadhar thought at once that Syama had heard of
the disgrace he*had been 1n when there, and retreated
crestfallen,

As he re-entered his mister’s room, Syama continued,
 Yes, you did ; and what then 2 The police found you
to be an 1diot and sent you away I will go and inform
the police, and I will not spare your accomplices ”
Upon this Syama bustled out of the house She had
not gone far when Sasibhushan, meeting her on his way
home, and suspecting by her looks that there was
something wrong, inquired, “ What’s the matter now,
Syamn ?”’

“ Gadadhar hes stolen our money,” said Syama, as
she stopped, “ and I am going to the police ”

*“ There 1s no haste,” said Basibhushan. * You must
let me inquire inte the metter before you go to them
Now follew me.”

Syams obeyed. When Sembhushan had heard all
from her, he made no remarks, but only put a rupee into
her hand, saying, “ You can pay Gopal’s school fee out
of this money now, but I must inquire further into the
matter '

After eating his meal, Bambhuoshan talked with his
wife for some time and grew very suspicious But he
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dared not say anything to her for fear of giving offence.
When he was ready for work agamn he called Syama
and sad, “There 18 no very strong evidence against
Gadadhar; but I wil pay the money rather than you
should make & fuss by callng 1n the police.””

On his return from work Sambhushan called" Syama
agam and counted out the money to her.



CHAPTER XXI
GOPAL FINDS A NEW MOTHER

Ix the mornings and mn the afternoons Gopal attended
school at the house of Ramchandra Ghose This gentle-
man, who hved a httle way off from Bidhubhushan’s
house, had allowed the use of his chandimandap ! for the
instruction of the little boys of the village There were
some sixty boys on the roll, and as they all squatted on
the floor, each on s hittle square mat, noisily engnged
mm wnting and ciphering, according to thewr different
progress, on palm leaves, plantain leaves and paper, the
master, the prominent figure 1n the whole group, seated
in the midst of them, now and then struck the rod
on the floor as he thnndered, ** Louder, boys, louder ™
The boys, for the most peart, were often at therr
loudest. Such as were in the palm-leaf class uscd
bamboo pens. And they wrote, often making blots,
and wiping out the ink with their fingers, rubbing the
fingers on their heads or on therr dhufis There were
others, httle fellows, newly initiated into the mysterics
of reading and wrnting, wallowang in blots and daubing
themselves with ink up to the very roots of their hair.
If any one of these by accident formed a letter properly,
! House of the Goddeas Chand:.
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he immediately smeared it out again with his arm mn
his preparations to make another The wrters on
plantain leaves, who were more advanced, worked at
anthmetic or spelt proper names, with a drawhng and
half nasal sound as they wrote them But the most
advanced were the writers on paper, who wrote a bold
hand and solved difficult problems in arithmetic They
wrote with reed pens, and kept up a sort of humming
noise as they copied, each with an eye to neatness, forms
of agrcements, accounts, and contracts, the paper used
by them being extremely rough, and such as could be
had at & very cheap price. The teacher, who was a
hard smoker, was generally believed to be more fond of
caning than teaching his pupils

“Why are you lato?’ demanded he, mn & voice like
thunder, which made the boys at once start and look
up to see who had come 1n, as one day a boy, whose
name was Nidhram, showed himself 1n the school at a
somewhat late hom, carrying his mat m a long roll
under his arm, with the palm leaves sticking out at one
end, and his mk-pot suspended from strings -

* ('ome up, you httle rogue,” was the command of
the formidable village preceptor, as he took up the rod
at the same instant.

The master was not to be disobeyed Slowly and
timidly the poor boy moved up a.nd stood before the
judgment seat

“You dog! do you choose thm-hbur for coming to
school 2 saud the schoolmaster, shaking the rod as he
rose from his seat.

“ Please, air,”-said Nidhiram, who trembled in every
hmb, as he expected the rod 4o descend on his head
each moment, “I have been preparing the tobacco
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father brought from market this morning, as I wished
to take yom some of 1t ”

* Oh, then I must test your tobaceo,” said the master,
resuming his seat and handing his chillum to Nidhiram
“Now, fill 1t If I hike your tobacco, I may spare the
rod, but i I do not, I will make 1t fly to pieces on your
back ”

Coming away to do his bidding, and first leaving s
bundle of palm leaves and his ink-pot 1n their usual place,
Nidhiram stopped to draw a long and luxurious breath
of relief. When the chillum had been got ready, he gave
1t two or three pulls on the sly, rehshing them as one
newly initiated into smoking would do, and then returned
to the master, never doubting but that he would approve
of the tobacco Unfortunately for Nidhiram, however,
the tobacco proved not to his hking, and, as the poor
boy was gomng to sit down quietly in lus place, the
master cried, “So you have brought this worthless
tobacco for me? Come up, you puppy”

Nidluram’s stars were evidently now against him.
The poor boy, however, approached the dreaded seat,
end stood pleading tha{-he was not to blame, as 1t was
not he but his father who had brought the tobacco;
but the master wuh!’m listeax to reason, and quickly
enough saved hif tHe trouble &f pfoving his 1nnocence
by mflicting five or six cuts on,hus head and back, which
sent him smarting and yelling to his seat.

Having fi Nidliram, he assumed a look of
mmperturbabl®’ gravity. “ Now boys, come, bring up
your parvan (allowance) one by ofig,” he cried, looking
around with an arr of great digmty.

After the celebration of each festival in the almanac,
each boy was to pay his parven, that is one pice as
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s mite of contribution for the benefit of the willage
pedagogue. If any defaulters pleaded as therr excuse
that therr guardians would not pay 1it, they were
taught to get it by theft. The boys, m short, would
do anything to please their teacher

Those who had brought their parvan went up and paid
it one after the other.

** Yours, air,” Gopal was asked, 1n a somewhat stern
voice

“ Please, sir,” said Gopal, “ I will bring 1t to-morrow *

“ Didn’t you say that yesterday ? ™

“Yes, air, but I qute forgot it ”

** Then, 1t seems, you must have a taste of the rod
to make you remember 1t

Gopal knew that his mother was not able to pay, yot
his hornd dread of flogging made hum say that he would
bring 1t without fail * to-morrow,” upon which he was let
go with the warning, * Take care you don’t forget again.”

At the end of school hours, Gopal, going home with
a boy named Bhuban, said, * Bhuban, would you please
lend me a picet I have promised te pay to-morrow,
and if T fail you know what I must e?'ed‘,." And the
poor boy shuddered st the veiry, $hought of it.

“ Why not get it frofe yojirtdilée? " eaid Bhuban.

“ If mother oould "pay,'¥ woulia’t want to borrow
from you.” : " ' .

“ Then you can pay out of your lingh money

“ Oh, I get nothing of the sort.” ve .

“ You don’t eat y&nrlnuoh \

N NO ’” . o N .

‘ What do youn hﬁe—iﬁ-gomg home from schoo! ?
What are you going fo eat'to-day ? You must be very
hungry now.”
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“I don’t knmow If there is anything, mother will
fet me have it. But I often go without lunch, and I
don’t mind 1t.”

Bhuban was pained to hear his companion talk thus,
and he smd agamn, “ You never ask your mother for
it "

““No, I mustn’t, for then I should only distress her,
and I would suffer anything rather than grieve my
mother’s heart. Oh, my poor mother! I cannot bear
to see her weep. One day Bepin and I went home
together Bepin had his lunch, mother had nothing
to give me, so she sat down and wept as though her
heart would break After that I never liked to walk
home with Bepin I always wait and hnger by the way
just to let Bepmn have time to get home before me and
eat his lunch, and then I follow him home and play with
lum ” And the poor boy drew his hand quckly across

* Bepin never hikes to share his lunch with you?”
said Bhuban, now greatly sympathising with his com-
panion

“Bepin 18 willmg, but aunt will not allow it She
makes him eat his in her prosence "

“Do please walk home with me I will share my
lunch with you, and then I can get you a pice from
mother.”

“ No, don’t ask your mother. You can lend 1t your-
self if you hke ”

“ All ight, come along.”

The two boys walked on 1 silence, and as roon as
Bhuban got home, he went and told his mother all
about Gopal

The good woman at once stepped out with her son,
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and noticing Gopal’s sad look, took him by both
hands and sad, “ My chid, you have come together
from school, and you are waiting at the door!’ She
led lim 1In with great landness, and, making him eit
down, gave him and her boy some sweetmeats, and water
in two small drnking vessels

Having done eating, Gopal drank off the water and
asked for a httle more

*“ Whom do you ask, child ?” sa:d Bhuban’s mother.

Gopal modestly replied that he meant her, upon
which she said with a smile, ¢ Tell me who I am ”

He blushed and hung down his head

“1 will not hear you,” she said, ‘ unless you say,
‘Ma give me a Little water.’

Gopal’s lips quivered with emotion as he ropeated the
words n 8 rather hoarse voice

Bhuban’s mother at once took him up 1 her arms,
and, having kissed his forehead, gave him some water.
For a while Gopal could sce nothing for his tears
Resting s head on her shoulder, he closed his eyes
and kept quite still Tears were also in the eyes of
Bhuban’s mother. They fell plentifully and even wet
Gopal's arms

You also are a mother, Pramada !

For a long time she held kim in her srms; then,
setting hhm down and taking hoth his hands in hers
she sad, * Will you promise, Gopal, to see me every day
on your way home from your lessons ? ”

Gopal very humbly saying that he would do as she
wished him, ghe pressed a rupee into his hand and
sad, ' Go and play now, my child; but let me
you once agnin before you go home.”



CHAPTER XXII.
NILKAMAL AT A JATTRA

Nomxamar. was allowed to stay at the gentleman’s
house at Kalighat, where he earned his meals by making
himself useful 1n the house The babu had kindly
bought him a new fiddle , and over 1t Nilkamal screeched'
in lus l-isure time regularly after md-day. Whenever
any one mquired of the babu about Nilkamal, before the
babu could reply, Nilkkamal would readily say that he
was & mumman, at which the babu would only smile

Nilkamal often inqured of hawkers passmg by the
door if they knew of a play being performed anywhere
No hewker, once asked, would pay heed to his words
again. Nilkamal thought that hawkers who went to
every house ought to have all the news Weeks passed,
and he oould ge$ no mmformation. He wanted so much
to go €6 & play that he could think of nothing else, and
he often dreamed or talked of it in his sleep at night.
Much as he wished to go about for the information he
so earnestly desired, he dared not leave the house for
fear of losing his way.

One morming Nilkamal was smoking hie hookah when
the babu called, “ Nilkamal, Nilkamal.”

Nilkamal was qute lost in the one thought that was
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constantly uppermost 1n his mund, and consequently
did not hear the babu

The babu walked up to his room and called again.
Nilkamal turned with & start, and, seeing that the babu
had on his wallang swt, inqured, * Where are you
going, sir ?”

* Gomng to a jattra I hear you want very much to
see one, and I wish you to go with me ”

Nilkamal eagerly clutched at the proposal Assuring'
the babu that he fervery thankful, he put away hs
hookah and chillum, and was ready in a minute to
fdllow him out of the house.

* Where 18 the performance ? N1lkn.ma.l asked, as
leaving his house the babu took the road leading to the
temple .

* A hitle way off, near the temple.”

** Very close to the tzmple do you say, sir 2

* Yes,” was the reply

“ Then I am not going, sir,” said Nilkamal, in a rather
decided tone,

“ Not gong t Why not 2 asked the babu.

“Because I have not eyes of stone in ihy. head,
sir.”

“ Well, what do you mean by ﬂmt! n’ .

Nilkamal briefly related ‘his “troublew ih and oﬂt of
the courtyard of the temple, ind condiaded by saying
thet he wished his eyes had been made of stone instead
of flesh, as then he would not be afraid

*“ But I assure you,” said the babu, leughing, * you
are quite safe while you are with me.”

“Why, hado't I the same assurance from my
fnend * "

“ Your companion, hke yourself, being fresh from the

')
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country has as much need of help himself as you have.
But I assure you, you are quite safe 1n going with me

Nilkamal, as the reader can eawly think, did not
requre much persuasion to go On finding himself
1n the house where the play was going on, he was struck
with admiration at the dazzhng splendour of the chande-
hers suspended overhead by cords, in which here and
there a focw flickering hghts were still allowed to burn,
shedding a pale lustre around His eyes were now
never at rest At one moment thecy looked on the
swarnung crowds around, then at the actors, and at
other times wandered among the pictures, with which
the walls and pillars were decorated He bored the
babu with no end of questions, to the great disturbance
and annoyance of those mtting near hum

Afte waiting about an hour and a half, the babu
said to Nilkamal, *T want to be gommg now Do you? ’

“No,"” saild Nikamel, “I mean to wait till the
end.”

“Just as you plemse,” said the babu *‘ I cannot
wait any longer, as it is getting late, and I have to attend
my office ”

With these words the babu was about to leave when
he turned and said to Nilkamal, *“ Do you thunk you
cen find your way back ? "

“If I cannot, I can ask,” said Nilkamal.

“ Where will you ask for ?”

““ For the babu's house.”

“ What babu?”

“ Why, the babu who goes to his office.”

‘“ Nonsense,” said the babu, laughing “ How is
any one to know whom you mean unless you give the
name of the person you want "
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* For whom am I to ask then ? ™

“ Ask to be directed to Rameswara babu’s house.”

‘“ Rameswara ? "

*“Yes, that's my name,” smd the babu. ‘ Now,
don’t forget 1t ”’

When the babu had sad that, he left him; and
Nilkamal! tried hard to remember his name, gomng
over 1t again and agan till he had mastered his lesson.
He next wanted to know the name of the head of
the jatlra company, and asked one who stood close by
with his back turned towards nm Faihing, however,
to draw his attention, he gave him a squeeze such as
made him at onee turn round in pain, crymng out, “ Who
18 that ¢ 7

“I only wanted to know the name of the manager
of the company,” said Nilkamal .

“ What do you mean by pinchiny me lke that? ’
said the man, angnly '

“Have I hurt you? You can pinch me if yom hke.
But I meant you no harm, I can tell you.”

Just at this time an upcountryman stood up and bede
them all be quict

Nilkamal now dared not agk anyone else. He looked
anxiously around, when two men rose to leave, and, as
they passed by hom, one said to the other, “ Govinda
Adhican has lost the charm of his name.” As Nilkamal
heard that remark he thought within himself, * Ah!
my old friend, Govinda Adhicari. A lucky chance has
once more put me in his way. I will watch lum, and
if by any chance his eyes meet mine, T shall give um

}e nod of recognition, and he will be sure to sign to me
to come up The fellow here, who was just now mn &
passion with me, will then know what I am worth.”
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Nilkamal watched Govinda Adhicart for a long time until
tired, he turned and twisted and coughed so as to attract
his attention, and would have continued these operations
for some time, but just then the play broke up, and
there was a rush of people leaving Nilkamal then went
up and took his seat among the players.
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CHAPTER XXIII
BIDHUBHUSHAN JOINS A PANCHALI PARTY

Arrer a few days’ stay at Kalighat, Bidhubhushan’s
mind was made up to seek employment 1n a company
of players But luck, 1t seemed, was against him For
though he tried bard to sccure some such engagement,
be had nothing but disappomtment for s pams. He
continued to have his meals as before, but lus clothes
were now so dirty that he felt ashamed to go out in theil;.
His friend, the guide, would have had him follow i3
occupation, but he could not fancy 1t, for he wanted to
do something by which he could get his living Bonestly.

Onc day as Bidhubhushan was alone with his
melancholy thoughts, he said to himself, “ What a hard
Lfe ismine! Hard enough to try, not wnfmequently, the
best of us My healthmmpnun@;&ylﬂ;dﬂued&mpsd
by disappomntment. - And wﬂ! repé~~do they not
speak ngainst tae, and maks’ me ‘perhapé as worthless
us a beggar m the eyes of ongp who never had to feel the
pinch of hunger# Bnt whgdthas become of poor Nil-
komal ¥ How sirange was the circumstance that caused
our separation! ” Poor Sarala! had she been married
to another, she mght have been happer.” The
thought of s wife moved lim deeply; tears gushed

av 1
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down his cheeks But soon his looks changed to an
expression of anger as the thought of his brother and
sister-in-law crossed lis mund His hips were com-
pressed, lns hands clenched with spasmodic violence
His face, however, relaxed as he thought of Gadadhar
and his mother, and then there came a smile on his
hps

The face 18 the mirror m which are reflected any feelings
that are roused in the heart

Bidhubhushan was so deep in hus own thoughts that
he did not notice that there was one close bv whose
eyes were fixed on hhm This man was no other than
his fnend, the gmde *You seem to be losing your
senscs!” he smid, walking up to Bidhubhushan, having
obscrved fleeting expressions of grief, anger, and pleasure
chase one another across hus face

Bydhubhushan turmned with a start “ What?™
sa1d" he

“1 am going to a panchalt! and I wish you would
accompany me.”’

Bidhubhushan was quickly ready As they walked
together, his%i, “You want to join a company
of playors 17 W

“Yes; but itds-sevliard to get anything, and that
makes me feel so miscrable, you hnow ”

“I tell you what,” said s friend * There 1s a
panchaly party here from our willage They are going
to give & public performance to-might Whyv, man,
here 18 your chance Don’t miss it, that’s all I can tell
yOu ”

“Missit? Not I But tell me more about 1t ”

1A party of singers representing n songs the deeds and
amours of the principal characters :n Hindu mythology
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“Well, Ifﬁw the head of the company this mormng,
He belongs to our village. He wants & man who can
play well on the dhole I spoke to m ebout you If
he hikes you, he will be glad to have you as & partner.
‘Bring him over as soon a3 posmble,’ were lus last
words to me when I told lum that you were just the
man for him  Now, don’t miss this opportumby o-wet

Bidhubhushan wanted words to express hus gratitude
His looks, however, told what he could not speak  They
soon saw the hcad of the company, and the gmde

"'mtroduced hus friend, saying, ** Here 18 the man I spoke
Pt
_Jo you about

Bidhubhushan’s clothes were so dirty that at first
the manager looked as though he would have nothing
to do with him  But presently he put on a pleasant
face, and smd, as he reached him a dhole, * Let us see
what you can do” Bidhubhushan played to the best
of hus ability 'The headman was well pleased with his
performance, but he was rather cautious In expresang
his opinion, and only said, looking very grave, “ I think
you will do” He next turned 4o the puide and sad,
** He accepts our terms ? ”

*“ Yes,” sa1d Bidhubhushen’s fnend Mhe is willing to
join as & partner.”

* Well, when would you be .lble to join ¥ ” the head-
man asked Bidhubhushan,  ** -

* Just when you please,” said Bldhnbhushn.n

“ Why not now, if it smts yoql The sooner the
better

“T am ready,” said Bidhubhushan

Shortly after Bidhubhualsa had jomned, fortune began
to srmle on the compeny. Even after two or three
public performances the company began to be talked of
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very highly, and thus they were speedily put in the way
of making plenty of money and winning a name for
themselves. Therr fame soon spread far and wide
Bidhubhushan was now a different man from what he
had been a short time back His clothes were clean
and good, and he had regained his former health and
activity Over and above all this he had grown to be
very much lked and even respected by the partv
But for all that lis heart yearned for Ius home
How keenly at tunes he felt the separation from s
wife and boy! A great change had by now taken place
1 Bidhubhushan’s character His at one time frivolouns,
nature had been replaced by the staid and soher thoughts
of the man The battle of life had aged hin and formed
lus character. To-day a young man 1s as gay as a butter-
fly, caring for nothing but pleasure, to-morrow he mav
be sobered by some sad, unforeseen incident over which
he has no control Bidhubhushan had had troubles
which had moulded him anew

As soon as Bidhubhushan had received his share of
the first night’s profits, he sent a lctter and some money
to his wif¢ As he never had taken any pains to write
well, he wasted a deal of peper before he could produce a
letter to his satisfaction. The first letter he wrote was
reJected because it was not ncat enough The second
also he destroyed because he did not like the wording
of 1t , and the-third he spoiled altogether by spilling the
mk over it, The last one to which no accident had
happened satisfied him. He read it from beginmng to
end. How delighted his wife would be to receive his
letter His eyes filled with tears as he thought of 1t

Bidhu then proceeded to get the letter duly registered
end posted. After that with what eagerness he awaited
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a letter from his wife! He wvisited the post office daily
m the hope of hearing from home. But when more
than a week had passed, and there was no letter, he began
to be very uncasy. It suddenly occurred to um that
his wife did not know how to write, but he thought again
that his own boy might, by this time, have learnt to
write tolerably well

This thought supported him He would rather Live
m hope than die mn despair. He persistently continued
his vimits to the post office, till one day the postmaster
said to him, ““ We have had the receipt at last ”

* Have you?” eagerly inquired Bidhubhushan

The postmaster showed him the receipt. In distinct
letter« there was the name Gopalchandra Chatterjee.

For a while Bidhubhushan looked at the mgnature
with a deep and affectionate interest He then asked
the postmaster 1f he could part with the paper

“I am sorry I cannot, sir,” said he. “ This receipt
has to be kept 1n the office.”

Bidhubhushan’s eyes were once mare bent upon the
signature And when at last he took them away, his
heart was full and he quickly brushed away the tears
from his eyes He, however, felt eagy when he left,
saymg good-bye to the postmaster.



CHAPTER XXIV.
REUNION OF BIDHUBHUSHAN AND NILEAMAES

TrRERE was a large programme of entertaygments nt a
religious festival held at Devipur, a village in the district
of Huglh. From five o’clock i the afternoon till ten
o’clack at mght therc was a panchali The songs were
well sung, but what ehoited the loudest applause from
all was the performance of huim who played on the
dhole

The dholeman was Bidhubhushan, who was now the
head of the company.

Next there was a jattra which commenced a
httle after midmght There was a large audience
Early in the mormng Bidhubhushan and his party
went to hear it. They armved just as the musio
which usherssa- & comnic character had begun When
the band stopped, s fittle fellow i1n a satin jacket and
py)amas of chinjs stood up and oxclaimed, “ Hanuman,?
where are you new{ Oh! come and help me” He
wnpersonated Rams, and was thin and very pale, and
apparently extremely tired. When he had uttered
those words, all noise was hushed into silence, and every-
one was on the tiptoe of expectation to see Hanu

1 Chuof of the monkey heroes who fought for Ramgy,
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appear Hanuman, however, not malung his appear-
ance, Rama called again and again till he was hoarse,
but there was no response. Poor Rama'! he was badly
m nzed of rest But he must have his Hanuman’s aid
Without hum the fight could not go on One of the
players rose and quickly left to fetch Hanuman

Now let us follow this man into the green-room and
see what 1s the matter with Hanuman The man
sclected to play the part of Hanuman 13 no other than
our daft Nilkamal, and how he came to be here 1s
easily told.. When he last had an interview waith Govinda
Adhicani, he had induced that gentleman to get lum
an appomntment But he was good-for-nothing, and
Govinda Adhicari, wishing to be nd of him, had him
employed where he now was Here he had a salary of
four rupees a month, and was more useful 1n preparing
clallums of tobacco than 1n assisting at a play He had
never taken part 1n a play before, but on this occasion,
bemng short of hands, the manager had asked him to
play the character of Hanuman Nilkamal was offended.
He felt ashamed of appearing 1n such a part , and though
he had the mask and the tail on, he stood fast at the door
of the green-room and refused to move a step further

““ Come, come, none of your fooleries now,” said the
manager, rather coaxmngly. * You will mar the play if
you persist 1 your obetinasy-*

“ What do I care for that ? ” said Nilkamal. “ Do
you think I am gomg to act the monkey and be the
l_ayg_hie;—sbqo_l: of the whole assembly ¢ Why, if I must
play apért, it should be the part of a hero

‘““Nonsense A hero or Hanuman, it 1s all one to a
player Now, come along, do, and don’t keep the
audience waiting ”’



136 SVARNALATA

)
%

* I would rather not stay with you,” said Nilkamal,
beng “stall held back by shame, which he found 1t hard
to overcome I S -

The manager was ‘e Rama stall kept calling
for Hanuman’s aid, and he felt that the mtuation was a
most trymg end provoking one. At last, in the nndst
of this dilemma, the manager exelalmed, ¢ Nilkamal, I
will raise your pay to five rupees.”

Nilkamal was quck to feel the temptation, but he
still lingered at the door as though he could hardly
get: the better of his shame. The manager and his
men, however, soon lost all patience, and Nilkamal
was forcibly led into the ring. ‘“ Ah, what could keep
you so long, child,” saxd Rama, addressing Hanuman
Hanpman was about to make the answer that was put
mto his mouth, but looking around his eyes hghted upon
Bidhubhushan No one could be more startled at
suddenly scemmg o serpent than was Nilkamal at 1hé
sight of Bidhubhushan. Nilkamal at once thought
that Bidhubhushan had probably heard that he had been
found good-for-nothing by Govinda Adhican, and also
of his present phght. No sooner had this thought
crossed his mind than he felt such shame and humilation
that he told the audience that he had never agreed to
personate Hanuman, but ha.d been forced agamnst his
will to appear-us such

There was & roar of laughter when Nilkamal said
tlis. But rajeing his voice he continued, “ You don't
believe me, dirs, but I assure you that what I have said
15 the truth and mething but the truth Pray, don't
eall me Hannman. . My name is Nilkamal.”

A dea.femng_huditer again ; and Nilkamal sat down
frosrvery vexation and shame
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“ Dear Hanuman | *’ said Rama, addressing Hanuaman.

“ Nonsense, 1 am an honest mhahitant of Ramnagar,
and I want the gentlemen around to know 1tf,” sad
Nilkamal.

*“My worthy friend, Hanuman,” said Rama agun,
“be good enough to help in the fight *

“ What do I care for your fight * What nght have
you, I say, to call me Hanuman 2 "’

The audience was greatly amused by Hanuman’s
words, and 1t was now difficult to restore order By
flattery and promises of a considerable mcrease in his
pay, however, Hanuman was at last persuaded to help,
but the help was nominal, and the fight was brought to
a close by Rama dropping as he took up his bow and
arrow  But the effect of the play had been completely
marred , noise and confusion prevailed, and the manager
had to propose that the play should be stopped.

%Accordingly, after one or two songs, the play came to
anend. When the crowds had dispersed, Bidhubhushan
rore and went up to Nilkamal Nilkamal had flung
aside the mask and was sullen. * How have you got
here, Nilkamal ? *’ said Bidhubhushan, sitting down near
him

Nilkamal was offended. “I have nothing to say to
you, sir,”* he sad, tu.rmu&his face away.

“ What have I done $o ‘wffetsd you, Nibkamal ?

“ What have youn dons! How,qmlﬁ you laugh, sir ¥
How could you who know what I s wérth § ¥

“ Oh, I couldn’t help it.” v

“ Why, I am not a mad man.”

“ Who says you are & mad man

‘I don’t want to be among these fe'llom eny longar
said Nilkamal.

'ﬁ .
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“How would you Lke to make one among us,
Nilkemol 1’ smd Bidhubhushan “ We should be
very glad to have you. But what pay do you get
here 2

“8i1x rupees.” Nilkamal told um what was not
true

Bidhubhushan, who now was the head of the company,
gaid on leaving, “ Well, you shall have six rupees a
month Get your dues and come over with your things
as soon as possible

Nilkamal now wished he had asked for a httle more,
thinking how readily Bidhu agreed to let huim have
s1x rupees a month

Seeing the manager he said, ** Let me have my dues,
I will not stay with you”

The manager was greatly displeased with Nilkamal,
and was not at all sorry he was gomg away When he
had got his dues, Nilkamal went and got his fiddle and
left at once to join the panchal: partv

I hid you farewell,” said Nilkamal, as soon as he saw
Bidhubhushan. “I am going off ”

“ Gomng off ¥ whither ?”

‘** Anywhere my steps may lead me to”

“Why, aren’t you going to join our company,
Nilkamel § ”

“ My mind-was made up to go with you, but now I
have changead it >

£ Why, what has come over you ? ** inquired Bidhu-
‘bhushan. -

“As I was coming here some rude boys shouted
after me, ‘ Hanuman, Hanuman.” I was so annoyed
How I should like to have given“them each a good
thrashung. But I would rather hvo among strangers
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What guarantee 18 there you will not call me by
that name if I go with you ?”

* Why, Nilkamal, you certainly should know me better
than to talk hke that ”

* Oh, you are very good I know, but what assurance ,
have I that the others will be as good as you ? "

“ Depend on me, you have nothing to fear” There
was g famnt smile on Bidhubhushan’s lips as he uttered
these words Noticing thig, Nilkamal exclaamed,

“ Why, now, I see what your assurances are worth.”

“I didn’t say anything,” said Bidhubhushan, looking
as sorious a8 he could

“I cannot bear bemng made game of in that way
Come, will you pronuse never to call me by that
name?”

“I do promse you that

“ But that's not all, you must get your men to
promise 1t too ”’

“ Well, that's easily done” And Bidhubhushan rose
and left him Nilkamal now bethought himself of his
favounte song, which he kept humming to himself tall
Bidhubhushan returned. And then, wathout leaving off
anging, he asked him by signs if 1t was all nght

Budhubhushan looked at lum with a smile to find him
in such good spimits Nikamal, however, was quickly
offended “You can't blame me, Nilkamal,” sad
Bidbubhushan

“Why ¢ " asked Nilkamal.

* Do you know what that song refers to ? "

“ No, and I don't care ™

“Don’t be offended, Nilkamal. I will tell you.
When Ramchandra fought his enemy, Ravana, who was
mvincible in arms, he wanted to mvoke the aixd of
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Durge, and sent forth Hanuman to fetch blue lotuses
to offer her mn worship The song has reference to
that.”

*“Oh, T see, I see,” exclaimed Nilkamal, *“T will not
sing that song any more. But what success had you
with the men, my frend ¢

“ Oh, I easily got them to promise

“ And I promise never to have anything more to do
with that song,” smid Nilkamal, looking very serious.



CHAPTER XXV.
“WHAT HAS SYAMA DOXNE!”

Arrer Bidhubbushan’s departure from home four
years passed, during which Sarala never for a moment
forgot her husband Days passed, weeks passed,
months passed, and great was her concern for Bidhu-
bhushan One, two, three months, and finally four
years had rolled away without even a word from him
m whom all her happiness was centered. Many a time
and oft Sarala had knelt before the guardian deities of
the wvillage to pray for the welfare of her dear husband
How many slecpless mights had she spent! What a
profusion of tears had she shed! This had gone on
for a long time, but at last ber health gave way. And
then an unwillingness to move due to a dull and de-
pressing feeling of lasmtude, possessed her. She was
frequently to be seen sitting by herﬁﬁ»—a picture of
utter hopelessness Her appetite w »way, and she
scarcely had sny slegp et night. Often at, night, even
in the very depth of winter, she wad bathed in perspira-
tion, the sheets being wet with it But strdnge to say,
the more she sank, as if under a load of* weariness, the
lovelier seemed her sweet face Though she looked
well in the mornings, later 1n the afternoon her face
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was all in a glow, the eyes looking bright and feverish.
Slowly but surcly Sarala was going into a consumption.

When they had nearly exhausted the savings of
Syama, Sarala was very much concerned. With the
anviety in her heart, cating mnto her vitals, and with
Want for her compamion, she grew from bad to worse
till she was too weak to bear the lcast exertion of any
sort Then was it that Syama became as a mother to
Sarala and her child. Each morning, as soon as she was
up, her first care was to make them as comfortable as
she could, and then she went out in the neighbourhood
to earn food for both mother and cluld When she had
fed them, she would go out again to have her own meal
Thus did she manage to save the mother and child from
starvation

Sas.bhushan was now lLiving comfortably with his
family 1n his new house Since mo—-mg to 1t, imme-
diately after its completion, Sarala had often had fo stay
alone 1n the old house, and at frst was not at all afraid
But when at last she hacd grown so weak as to be confined
to her bed, & vague superstitious fear laid hold of her.
She fancied she saw a figure approach her hed and lock
on her wvith a fronn Her weak, unsteady head con-
jured up other frightful vigions before her eyes, and she
started in bed Gopal now never left his mother, but
n.lwnys.mtcherl by her bedaide, with a sad expression

ltu'ted “ What did you start at, dear
¥ Whet ails you ? ** anxiously inquired Gopal
nothing, dear But have you been with me
lll"l-kmg 1" said Barale

“¥Yes, dear mamma How can I leave you now
when you seem so unwell 2
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“ How long have you been here? You won’t run
out to play, darhing 2 ”

“T never play now, mamma,

At tumes Sarala's memory failed her. When she had
spoken these words she closed her cyes and seemed
quietly to go to sleep Soon afterwards she woke up
again with a start and began to look around eagerly

*“ What are you looking at, mamma ? * said Gopal

“ Oh, nothing, my child. Have you been waiting
here all the time 2

“Yoes, dear mamma I have never left your bed

“ Yes, yes, I quite forgot 1t,”” said Sarala, as thongh
she had been roused from a dream. “ You haven’t had
anything to cat, dear?”

“ No, mamma, but Syama will soon be back, 1t 1s
near time”

“Such a good soul! Why, she seems not of this
earth, my cluld Oh, we can never repay her kindness
How hard she works for us Qut 1n the morming and
back again at noon, then out again and back at dusk
Will you promise, Gopal—2

*“ Pronuse what, dear mamma ?

“ That you will never forget Syama ; that you will
always use her kindly whon I am gone from this world,
cluld 7™

* Oh, dear mamma, how could I do otherwise ? She
couldn’t be kinder if she were nyy own mother.”

Sarala was deeply moved She shut her eyes while
tears gently floned down her cheeks, Gopal affection-
ately bent over his mother and wiped the rolling tears
away ‘Wil you put the pillows one upon the other,
darling ?  said Sarala, after a while.

Gopal laid the pillows one above the other. * That
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will do, dear,” said his mother, as supporting herself
on her arms she alowly raised herself to a sitting posture.
The exertion made her breathe convulsively for over a
minute When she had quite got over 1t, she wished
her boy to mt on her lap.

“I oan bear it yet,” she said. ‘A few days more
and I may be deprived even of that happiness ”

Gopal moved not. With eyes looking away from her,
which overflowed with tears, he remaned perfectly
still. His mother drew him fondly to her ade, and he
rested his head against her bosom and wept in silence.

“Don’t be concerned for me, my darhng,” said Sarala,
kissing his tears away and trying to laugh “1I shall
soon be well How can you think, dearest, your own
mother can leave you alone in this world ?

These words rather increased his pain, and his tears
ran the faster now., His mother put her arnis round
him and kissed him over and over again

Shortly afterwards Syama returned She was sumply
joyous when for the first time for many days she saw a
smile on Sarala’s face * You are much better, dear 7”
she said, approaching her bed, and sitting down near 1it,
“ Why, dear mistress, if you talk to Gopal and take him
on your lap every day for a while I wall warrant that in
a few days you will be your former self again

“I feel much better to-day, Syama,” sad Sarala.
* Can any one have such a good daughter in Syama and
such a good boy as my own @bpal and not feel better 1 ”

“Why speak- you of Syama? What has Syama
done " sai Sylm. in her usual blunt way of speaking,
as she ‘l'oﬁf'ﬂlrmovﬁ to the door

“ Bynghe: has” aone more than one’s own daughter
cvald do;® said Sarals. “ What more can anyone do 1"
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No sooner had she spoken these words than Syama
left the room. Syama could never stand by and hear
horself being praised She never Liked to refer to any
act of kindness which she might do 'What she gave she
gave 1n private, She loved to do her work m a quiet
unostentatious way, and expected no reward for it
Many men are fond of maling a parade of therr good
deeds They hke the papers to talk of them Such good
deeds are destined to perish with the papers which
record them O Syama, thou best of women, thy good
deeds are registered in heaven on mmperishable paper,
and 1n characters that will never fade |



>
CHAPTER XXVI.
SASIBHUSHAN'S NEW HOUSE

IN Sambhushan’s new house Gadadhar had a pretty
httle outer room for his own use The floor was covered
with a valuablo carpet, over which was spread a costly
sheat with a bolster on it. Right 1n front of the bolster
were the hookahs 1n their stands, the shells of which
were mounted with silver Behind the holster and close
to the wall stood a clothes-horse on which hung two or
three fine Smla cloths with coloured borders, two shiris
and one scarf. On one mde of the clothes-horse, which
had on 1ts under-shelf two pair of shoes, was a walking
stick resting agamnst the corner, and on the other side
there was a rough chest made of the wood of the mango
tree -

‘ What was the matter with Gadadhar to-day ?* Why
was he at home at this hour ¥ He was one who loved
to move 1n the dark He was a regular night-bird
To-day he seemed restless and anxious—something was
wrong. Sitting or standing or lying down he could hardly
remamn 1 the.same position for five minutes Now he
saf down, now he rose agan and paced impatiently
up and down the room He kept putting his head out
of the window and looking up and down the path as
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though he expected some one. No one, however,
appeared. “ Hang this business,” he said to himself,
as he stepped up to the clothes-horse, and taking down
a cloth and e shirt, put them on, and then opened
the chest and took out a bottle and a glass. Pouring
some of the contents of the bottle mnto the glass, he
drank it off at once, makng a wry face as he did so.
“ That wretched Ramdhan! I asked for brandy and
he has sent me rum,” he muttered between his teeth,
as he put the glass asde But did he stop there, because
i1t was rum and not brandy ¢ No He poured out some
more of the hquor, and mixing 1t up with a httle water,
took 1t Then he took a third and a fourth glass He
felt that 1t was quite enough for the present, so he corked
the bottle again, but, before putting 1t away, he held
1t against the hght and said, “ There 1s still enough left.”
He then took his scarf and left, stick 1n hand.

Gadadhar’s room commumcated with that of Sasi-
bhushan In a rich man’s family, the relations of the
master of the house, even the most worthless of them,
are all persons of importance. As Gadadhar went on,
a man came up and humbly begged a favour of him
He, however, dismissed him, saying that, as he was very
busy, he must call another time. He had not walked
many paces when he met the man he had been most
eagerly expecting, conung up the pathway * Hallo!
Rames babu,” cned Gadadhar, coming quickly up to
him. “Right glad am I that you have kept your
pronuise .

““When I gave you my word, I meant t8 keep it,
you know,” said Rames

Gadadhar led Rames into his mtting-room. Opening
the chest he poured out some more of the hquor and
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handed 1t to Rames, after dduting 1t, as before, with a
httle water.

* What 18 1t 2’ asked Rames, taking the glass in his
hend

* Rum,” said Gadadhar

“ You have put water m 1t 2 ”

113 Yes ”

“ Then you had better take 1t yourself,” saxd Rames,
handing back the glass “I will take it raw. We,
police officers always take 1t that way you know.”

Gadadhar drank that glass himsef TRames then
poured out some of the hquor for himself and took 1t
raw

As Gadadhar was ahout to replace the bottle and the
glass in the chest, Rames said, * Why are you putting
them away, do you wish me to say good-bye 2 ™

*“ Oh, no,” smd Gadadhar, laughing * But there
15 no harm 1n using a httle precaution, I think We
can take them out again when we want them "

“ Well, you may do as you bke But let me have
another glass before you put away the bottle ”

Switing tho action to the word Rames filled a sccond
glass for himself and drank it

*“ Now let us come to the point,” smd Gadadhar,
replacing the bottle and the glass and shutting up the
chest

** Well, we, police officers, are men of few words ”

Gadadhar was somewhat offended ** It 1s too bad of
you,” he saxd ‘ You want to be on the safe side and
yet have the lion’s share ¢ That’s not far "

*“Faxr or not fair I must have two-thurds of the
money,” saxd Rames “And I am sure, if I choose
to tell the lad’s mother, she will not mind my having
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whatever I like to agk for. They are m such distress
that any sum, however small, will be most welcome to
them ” )

“ Oh, ccrtalnly,” smd Gadadhar “ But really that
Ietter has damped my spints When last there came a
registercd letter, the postman, on delivering 1t to me,
iquired what relation I was to the sender of 1t I
sad, ‘1 dm his younger brother’ Now, just think of
all I have done I have lied, I have forged, and 1t 18
hard that you who have done none of these things must
have two-thirds of the moncy

“ True, you have lied and forged, but who put the
1dea 1nto your head, I want to know,’”” smid Rames

*“Not you, I will swenr When I showed the first
registered letler to my sister 1t was she who advised me
to keep 1t and sign the receipt

* But who advised you not to sign your own name
but put Gopal's instead, so as to make the postman
think that vou were the identical person to whom the
letter was addressed 2

“ Tt was you, I admt,” saad Gadadhar, ““but 1f I
had never consulted you, you would never have known
anything about 1t ”

*No, but it was very fortunate you consulted me,
for 1f you had signed your own name, the police would
have arrested you long ago ”’

“ But for all that, you must admit that your demand
is most unreasonable You see, if you have four hundred
rupees out of mx, I have only tivo hundred left And
then thero 1s half of 1t to go to my sister. Do you think
I would have cared to run such a msk aa that for a
hundred rupces ?

“I won’t have anything,” said Rames, msing end
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pretending to be angry. * Let all the money, that you
and I have got, be put together and made over to Gopal’s
mother.”

“ A very good 1den,” saxd Gadadhar, laughing. “ But
there 18 no hurry about that, I suppose Come, sit
down, old boy, we must fimsh that bottle ”

Rames sat down Now let us leave him and his
most worthy friend and see what had been the fate of
Bidhubhushan’s registered letters. Bidhubhushan’s 1n-
tention was not to return home until he had earned
enough money to make his famuly comfortable From
time to time he had sent remittances to his wife, and he
naturally thought that they had reached her all mght
when he saw what he believed to be his own boy’s
signature on the receipt. He thought 1t possible that
his boy had not yet learnt how to write a letter, though
he might have been taught to wnte his own name To
this rather than anything else he ascribed hus wife's
silence

Bidhubhushan’s first registered letter fell into
Gadadhar’s hands. This worthy gentleman broke it
open, and, on finding currency notes 1n it, went to hs
sister, who advised him to keep the letter and sign the
recerpt. Gadadhar came away, thinking he would sign
his own name, but on meeting Rames, who had just
come to pay a visit, he took him aside to consult him on
the matter. Rames showed how very foolsh it would
be to sign lus own name, and advised hum to put Gopal’s
wnatead.

Rames often bragged of his shrewdness as a police
officer. ~And well he might do so; for though, after
the commission of the above mentioned crime he seemed
to be on very intimate terms with Gadadhar, yet he was
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shrewd enough to talk very guardedly to him in com-
pany.

Every time a registered letter came from Bidhu-
bhushan, Gadadhar intercepted 1t. “ We are now
hving m that house,” he said to the postman one day,
ponting to Samibhushan’s new house, to which they had
recently removed As the office of the postmaster, who
also had to do the duties of a pound-keeper, was within
the confines of the police station, Rames, being on the
lookout for a registered letter from Bidhubhushan, was
sure to know when one came from hun

Hitherto Gadadhar and Rames had had equal shares
of the misgotten money.

In his last letter Bidhubhushan had said that he was
gomng to come home very soon. On receiving the letter
1n the mormng, Gadadhar opened 1t at once, and, as he
read 1t, his countcnance fell and his hand trembled
visibly This naturally led the postman to suspect
that the letter contained some bad news So he asked
Gadadhar, saying, “ Who 18 this letter from, Gopal
babu ? ”—* My father,” replhed Gadadhar

““ No bad news, I hope ? ” agam asked the postman

“ No,” sad Gadadhar, without looking up.

Gadadhar quckly found Rames and showed hum the
letter WWhen Rames had seen 1t, hike the scoundrel
he was, he sei1zed the opportumty to work on Gadadhar’s
fears by threatening to betray him if he did not have two
hundred rupees more .

Gadadhar was offended “ Pay you two hundred
rupees!"” he gaid “ Why, aren’t you.in it ¥ “You are
as much concerned 1n this business as T am.” .3 _

“ Absurd! I never received any money.”

“ 0 Rames babu, what is this you say!” exolaimed
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Gadadhar, in astomshment ‘ Do you say you had no
share of the money ! ”

** Have you any witness to prove it 1

“Witness ? Witness, I I will swear in court that
you had a half share of the money ”

“You are the defendant Your evidence 13 worth-
less,” smid Rames, with the cool composure of a police
officer

Gadadhar now began to feel hke a lost man
Rames had already had half of the stolen money,
amounting to six hundred rupces And now he wanted
another two hundred After many entreatie~, however,
Gadadhar got him to come down to one hundred

On leaving, Gadadhar had asked Rames to <ee him
i the afternoon Rames had said, assummng a look of
gravity, that he would try to come 1f he had leisure

After returning home, Gadadhar sent to Rames
almost every hour requesting him to come as soon as he
could Rames, however, never appeared till 1t was near
dark Gadadhar had taken care to provide himeclf
with a bottle of hquor for the entertnmment of his
fnend He had seni for brandy, but, as Ramdhan had
none, had got a bottle of rum 1nstead

Now, as we have said, when Rames rose, pretending
he was offended, Gadadhar persuaded him to mit down,
saying that they must fimsh the bottle. Rames sat
down, but refused to take a third glass when 1t was
offered him, on the plea of his having much work to do,
though, as he said, he might wait a Lttle longer if
Gadadhar would keep his word

Gadadhar wrapped his poita! round Rames’s hands,

1The holy thread or badge of honour worn by Brahmans and
other high caste Hindus
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and 1n a tone of deep distress begged that he would
not press ham for the money, as hus mster having got
all there was, 1t would be very hard to get anything out
of her Having thus made an appeal to s kindness
ho abruptly let go his hands and falling on his knees
caught hold of his feet, crying convulsively hike a child

“ For shame, let go my feet, Gadadhar babu,” smd
Rames, nothing moved by his tears ‘‘ Remember, s,
I am a police officer, and there 1s no putting me off with
such excuses ns these Come, qut hold of my feet or
I will tell all ™

Gadadhar scemed to pay no heed to his words He
still clung to s feet while his face was bathed in tears,
“Are you so hard-hearted that nothing can move
you ?” he saxd after a hittle while “ Oh, be not hard
upon me!"”

Rames was not one to be put off in that way But
he sad nothing, and Gadadhar, taking his silence as a
aign of his bemng disposed to be kind quitted hold of his
feet, and getting on hus legs again, said, “ I throw myself
upon your merey "’

¢ Nonsense,” said Rames “1I want the cash—one
hundred rupees ™

“ Why, you arc the most cruel and hard-hearted man
I have ever scen ”

“ Perhaps I am,” said Rames. Gadadhar felt that
1t was useless to urge him any more , so telling lus friend
to wait, he stepped into the house

“ The wretch ! ” smd Rames to humself, “ to hive an
altogether worthless hife at the expense of hus brother-in-
law, and be always on the look-out for some mschief to
bo up to But I won’t stop here I will see him go to
jail  Yes, pnson will take all the merniment out of him.”
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In about half an hour Gadadhar returned.

‘ Well, what success ? ”’ inquired Rames.

“ Didn’t I tell you 1t was not easy to get anything out
of her?”

“I don't want to lhsten to your nonsense I want
to know if she has agreed to pay the money I cannot
afford to wait any longer Do you know that you are
robbing the police while you detain me here ? ”

‘I know I have had great difficulty in persuading her
to mive the money She would not consent to pay more
than fifty rupees, but by many entreaties I got her at
last to comply with my request She has agreed to
pay a hundred and one rupees, one rupee, you know,
being the price of that bottle of rum ”

* Go and bring the money then ”

** Not to-day,” said Gadadhar * You will have it
to-morrow

“ That’s no good. To speak the truth I tremble
at the very thought of that letter I shouldn't at all
wonder if you or both of us have to go to jail I, how-
ever, think I shall get off scot-free myself if I go and
inform the police now, but I won’t do that, because as a
friend I do not wish to get you into any serious trouble
But if it were not you I would not take less than five
bundred rupees to hold my tongue about 1t And what
are you to pay ? Only a hundred rupees more And
you talk of putting it off until to-morrow !’

Gadadhar made no answer, but rose as 1f mechamecally,
and went into the house. In an hour he returned with
one hundred rupees, which he put into Rames’s hand
Having received the money Rames rose and left hum
in haste.



CHAPTER XXVII
BIDHUBHUSHAN RETURNS HOME

It was a quet but rather unpleasant evening about
the middle of August For seven days in succession
there had been continual rain, and now 1t was drnzzling
The road was covered with mud and filled with ruts
containing dirty water. Let a wayfarer carelessly tread
upon one of them and the water would shoot up as
rom a squirt and soil his clothes There was 1n the air
“a stench of decayed leaves where the trees were growing
rather thick on the road-side The smoke of houses
standing at a little distance was nsing among the foliage
Here and there Lght ghmmered, and indicated the
approach of dusk The mosqutoes and other msects
were on the wing, and the croaking of the frogs was
almost deafening There was not a gtray sheep or cow
to be seen, and very few men were gtirrmg -~
, At this time two travellers were moving elowly m
the direction of Kmnshnagar. Each carmed a small
bag in his left hand, and mn his mght hand an umbrella
to protect him from the rain They had no shoes on
therr feet, but they had shirts on, and their.scarves were
wrapped round therr heads in the shape of & Pugree
They trudged on, one keeping before, and the othar
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just behind They had walked several miles and were
tired, and particularly so was the one that walked
behind, as could be seen by his weary grit  Night over-
took them as they entered o willage *Let us stop here
for to-mght,” said the one that walked before, to his
companion These words were spoken 1n a low cautions
tone as if the spenker was afraid of something The
reader, of course, necd not be told that the speaker 13
Nilkamal, and the person to whom these words were
addressed 18 our friecnd, Bidhubhushan

Not receiving any answer, he said agan, ““ It 18 not
advisable, my friend, to travel in the night, and specially
when the Durga puja festival 1s at hand, when one docs
not feel quite so safe on the road Come let us find a
place where we can rest for to-night, for we can get up
before daybreak to-morrow and be off

“ Why, Nilkamal,” said Bidhu, ‘ you were not afraid
of anythmg before ”

** No, but now I am worth something ”’

‘““ We are near Hanshhaly,’ said Biudhu, “and our
village 18 only about two miles from there Let us go on
1 say, for depend on 1t, there 15 no fear of our bemng
robbed on the road néar Krishnagar

“Let ul go on then,” said Nilkamal, rather reluctantly.

Bidhu took the lead, and Nilkamal followed with some
hemitation. A lttle way on Biudhu said, pointing with
his finger, “ Do you remember that tree, Nilkamal ?
It was there I made your acquaintance

“Ah, my frend, 1t remumds me of my days of
trouble

As they came to the tree, Bidhu said, *“ Let us rest here
for a httle time

They sat down under the tree. *“ You sit just where
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you sat before,”” said Nilkamal to Bidhu ** I remember
you got frightened at the sight of me

Bidhu looked round and sghed Four years had
passed since he had first sat 1n this lonely place, and felt
liko one cast adrnft upon the world What a termble
time he had gone through since his separation from his
brother! \What a gay jolly fellow he had been when
he hived with lus brother, and when his brother was
kind to him  Since then he had expenenced the brunt ~
of life’s battles He had boen through troubles that had
given a very different mould to s character.

Nilkamal got a chillum of tobacco ready “ Take a
smoke, my friend,” he said, as he handed 1t to Bidhu
When their legs were sufficiently rested, they got on
thewr way again.

Pidture to yourself a man, who has been away from
home for four years and 1s about to be reumited with
those who are dearest to him on earth His face 1s
highted up m joy as he hopes to find them all safe and
sound Agamn 1t suddenly becomes overcast as he
grows apprehensive lest any evil may have befallen
them Bidhubhushan’s heart legped with joy as he
approached his native village. But at the same moment
be anviously asked himself, “ Jg Sarala well ? May be,”
he thought agam, “she 1s dangerously1ll May be—-,”
but that thought he could not bear. When he came
and stood before his own paternal house at last, he was
struck by a sort of gloomy stillness reigning over 1t
Four years ago 1t was full of noise, when there were
more heads than could be convemently accommodated
1o the house Now 1t looked so dark and gloomy that
his mind misgave him cruelly He sank down on the,
ground. “Call, Nilkemal,” he faltered *Who 1s
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there?” Nilkamg] cried, standing at the door and knock-,
mg No answer, and the stillness that prevailed seemed
only the more stmking * Oh, what means this silence,
Nilkamal ! ” excleumed Bidhu, as if he dared not give
utterance to his worst suspicion. Nilkamal knocked
and called again  “ Who 18 there ? ” inquired a voice
from withmm It was the voice of Syama, who now
walked up to the door and again inquired, “ Who are
you knocking at the door at this late hour of the mght ? ”

‘* Come out and sce,” said Nilkamal Syama opened
the door cautiously, and saw two perspns, one sitting
on the ground, and the other standing close by the
door.

“All well, Syama ?” inquired Bidhu, picking up
couige

Syamu instantly knew the speaker by his voice
Struck with sudden surprise and emotion she cned,
‘“ Oh, master, 1s 1t you' where have you come from ? ’

“Hush'! Tell me, are all well 2’ said Bidhu

Syama paused for a moment “ Yes, we hve, but
where have you come from ? >’ she sad

‘** Oh, thank God'” said Bidhu, msing to his feet
and drawing a long deep breath of relief * But why
do you ask where I have come from ¥ Did you mnot
recerve the letters I sent you 2

“Not a Ine from you since you went from here,”
said Syama. ‘° And mustress, poor @ear creature—she
18 almost reduced to the Vﬂe of death owing to her
anxiety for you

“ And how 1s Gopal 2 ”

“Heis well Such a good dear!”

* Then let us go into the house ”

“No, you must wait here while I go and prepare



BIDHUBHUSHAN RETURNS HOME 159

ber,” said Syama “ For if you go and see her without

wasning, the excitement may make her t away.”

“ 0 Syama, 18 Sarala so very weak ?”

*“Too weak, indeed,” said Syama. And she left them
at the door and weént in agan,

Bidhubhushan felt a secret pleasure when he heard
that Sarala’s condition was due to her concern for him.
Alag! how httle he dreamed that her anxiety, eating
into her witals, bad led her gradually t6 become a prey
to consumption.

In about half an hour Syama returned. Bidhu-
bhushan followed her in What happy moments were
those to hum ! All the way, and up to the door of
Sarala’s bedroom he wore a smile on s face, but just
as he entered the room he sank down as one struck by
8 heavy blow. Sarala was worn to & shadow. Yet
she had found strength enough to sit up 1n bed when
she was told of Bidhubhuihan’s return home “ You
have come, and I am so happy,” she said, with a sweet:
smile.

* O Sarala,” said Bidhu, s feelings giving a hoarse-
iéss to his voice, “1t was the sweet dear thought of
you that cheered me and helped me to bear up under
all tnals, 1t has been, as 1t were, the sustaimng food of
my existence during the long years of my absence from

* home But how worn out and altered you are! 1
had not the most digtant thought of finding you reduced
to this! "

Sarala smiled and said, *“Now I shall soon recover.”

As she was tired of srtting up, Syama smoothed her

pillow and helped her to lie down egan, when she

" rearranged her hair, tying it in a knot

Next mormng Sarala felt so refreshed and easy thak
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she was able to leave her bed, and Syama was simply
overjoyed to see it She was convinced that nothing
serious was the matter with her, and that she would
soon recover ‘‘ Why, you see, mistress, my prediction
has come true,” said Syama to Sarala

“ What prediction, Syama ? ” asked Sarala, with a
smile

“ Why, I saud you would be all nght when master
came home

“You are so very good,” saul Sarala “ Whatever
you say seems to come true

She had hardly said this when Syama made an cxcuse
to leave the house Jor Syama never lhiked to hear
herself praised.

In the mght Bidhubhushan could hardly get any sleep
because of the concern he felt for his wifc, and 1t was not
untll mornmg that he fell asleep When he got out of
bed 1t was late, and the sun was shining bnghtly, and
Syama was busy getting things recady for use m the
kitchen His joy knew no bounds when he found his
wife up from bed, and loohing so easy and cheerful.
Though a frail ghost of her former sclf, indeed, Sarala
moved with such ease and talked with such cheerfulness
that there seemed to be no doubt that m a short tame
she would be herself again  She offered to prepare the
mea!, but Syama would not listen to it for a moment,
and said she would call in Granny Digambanu

“ Will she come ? ” said Sarala

“Of course she will,” smd Syama. And she said
agan, “ What do we care now ? What cen’t money
buy l‘ ”

When Digamban knew that Bidbhubhushan had
come home, and was now worth something, she readily
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came away with Syama, without waiting to be asked
twice Seemng Sarala she said, “ You are so reduced,
Sarala, and you never let me hear a word of 1t 1”

Sarala only smiled and said nothing.

Soon there was the rumour p the village that Bidhu-
bhushan had come home with plenty of money Every-
one now wanted toscehim  To him went his neighbours
and his former associates. To hum also came those who
had never condescended to exchange a word with him
m his days of want and privation Even Gadadhar-
chandra was not behindhand 1In fact, everyone now
seemed anxious to gan the fmendship of the man for
whom they had never cared before

The day passed m conversation, and at dusk Bidhu-
bhushan rose to go to s wife

In the morming Sarala had found such strength that
she fancied she was as well as cver The whole morning
she was busy doing this, that, and the other thing;
but afterwards she got tired, and soon felt such languor
and relaxation of the hmbs that she was obliged to take
to her bed Syamsa now never attended to anything
without keeping her oyes constantly upon Sarala, she
immedately went to her and said, *“ What ails you now,
dear mistress ? Why have you lain down again ? »

* I got no sleep last mght, Syama I feel so drowsy
now.” And she turned upon her mde and composed
herself to sleep

After & time Syama went agamn to the bedside of
Sarala’ She was sleeping, slecping as peacefully as a
chuild On her serege brow there was not a trace of
anxiety Though she was so terribly reduced, and you
could count her mbs with your finger, yet how sweet

was the expression of her face 1n sleep There had been
BV L
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plenty of rain and the air was quite cool, yet she per-
spired copiously Syama rubbed her hand clean, then
stoopmg she gently felt her forehead. It was cold
asice Sarala started,and fearing that she might wake
her, Syama left the roomswith a noseless tread *‘ The
arr is quite cool, and still she 1s covered with sweat '”
sa1d Syama to hersclf But she thought agam that 1t
might be due to her having been busy, and hoped she
would feel refreshed after her sleep

Night approached, but Sarala slept on < She is
still asleep ?” Bidhubhushan asked Syama as he
came 1n  “ Yes,” soid Syama Bidhubhushan looked
rather concerned He walked up, and, sitting down
by the bedside of Sarala, felt her forehcad Oh, how
cold 1t was Bidhubhushan was fmghtened “ Sarala,
Sarala,” he called out 1n great concern

She opened her eyes “ Who are you ? ” she said,
looking strangely at Bidhubhushan As Bidhubhushan
was about to speak, she said again, * Yes, yes, I know
you. You have come to take my darhng! But you
shall not have um No, you shall not, but I shall
come” And she shut her eyes again

Sarala was dehrious. Bidhubhushan was alarmed
*“Sarala, Sarala,” he now called a Iittle louder, bending
over her, and again fecling her skun, which felt Like 1ce.

“ Why do you disturb me so ? I shall come, I shall
come presently,” she said, opening her eyes, only to shut
them again the next moment

Bidhubhushan left the room, weeping “ O Syama,”
he cried, hastily appearing before her, * Sarala 18 so
very bad just now, and I1.g¢m so afraid. Hasten to her,
T must run for a doctor ".x

Syama at once bounded to the bedmde of Sarala
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¢ Oh, my sweet one ! ' she exclaimed, *“ my most loving
tmistress ! what has made youn so1ll again 1 You looked
so well this morning Open your eyes, won't you?
Won’t you talk to your own Syama ?” But Sarala
heard her not She lay perfectly still, as if wrapt n
one of her sweet slumbers A faded flower Syama
could not but notice the stmking contrast between the
sweet expression of her face and the wasted condition
of her lmbs Sittmg down at the foot of the bed and
weeping silently she gently rubbed her nustress's feet,
holding them on her lap.

Gopal wasnot mm  He had gone to play with Bhuban,
delighted to find his mother looking so much better
after being 11l so long  As Bidhubhushan hastened for
the doctor, he turned out of his way to go and mform
Bhuban’s motber of the state Sarala was n, and to ask
her to keep Gopal at their house for that mght.

In about an hour and a half Bidhubhushan returned
with a doctor from a neighbouring village. He was
known to be thc best medical man for several miles
round, and to have a kind heart On s arrval the
doctor at once gave the patient a stimulant. Sitting
down by Sarala’s bedside he at once proceeded to ac-
quamt himself with the particulars of her ilness. This
done he proceeded, watch in hand, to examine her pulse
Next he set about the examnation of her chest and
sides, while Bidhubhushan was kept in dreadfnl sus-
pense. ‘“ What do you think of her, sir #”’ he asked,
when the doctor had done.

‘“ She has a fatal disease,” said the doctor, pausing &
moment “ Consumption. It canmot be cured, at
least I have never yet seen it cured, and I have been
practising these thirty years or so The patient scems
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to have had this disense for four or five yegrs. If she
had had proper medical aid 1 time there might have
been some chance of her iving a 'year or two more, but
that is a mere conjecturc In consumption there 18
no knowing when dcath may happen Although she
18 80 bad now, yet no one knows whether she may not
hve five or mx months longer But, m her prescut
state, 1t scems ncat door to Impossible I am afrad
she will not hive out the mght That she was so easy
all the morning was due only to joy at your return home
after such a long absence  She nught have Iived a little
longer 1f you had not come home now In a case of
consumption such as this, the reaction, after any very
great excitement, ofien hastens the end But even if
she live out the might, 1t 18 certair she will mot hve
long after 1t ”

What Bidhubhushan hecard was cnough to laceratc
his heart “ Alas' I am the cause of her death,” he
exclaimed, bursting into tears

* Oh, this won't do,” said the doctor *‘ You must
stop weeping, =, or you must leave the room While
there 18 Iife there 1s hope But if you don't keep quiet
there will be no chance for her ”

“Oh, I shall keep quiet, sir,” he smud, speaking
hushy tones “I chall not weep any more, but the
thought that she might have lived a little longer 1f T had
never come home—oh, that’s too much for me ”’

** That’s a mere conjecture,” sad the doctor, taking
his band within huis “ But supposing 1t not to be a
mere conjecture, 1sn’t 1t too late ¢ What good 18 1t to
regret what cannot be redressed ?

Bidhubhushan said no more, and the doctor sat
watching the face of Sarala.
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After a while her lips seemed to quiver. She seemed
faintly to ask for a httle water Syaina held the glass to
her lips, but the doctor took 1t from her hand. Putting
1t aside he made her take a sccond dose of the stimulant
mixture 1n a hittle water * Very hot,” she said, making
a wry face

Slowly her consciousness returned Bidhubhushan
could no longer restrain his fechngs, and he exclaimed,
weepmg, “ O Sarale, you have had a most unhappy
Iife with me'”

Sarala was fully conscious now, as people on ther
dcath-bed somcetimes arc before they pass away *° Why
do you weep ?” she said, looking up to Bidhubhushan’s
face

*‘ Sarala, Sarala, you are gomng to leave us and the
world for ever, and you ask why I am woeping!”
exclumed Bidhubhushan in the greatest agony of
heart

A cclestial ealm rested on the face of Sarala, which
even moved the doctor  “ My end 18 near,” she said,
** but 1t 18 not true that I have been unhappy A woman
18 happy if she has a kind husband and loving children
In my husband and in my child I have been happy,
as happy as one could wish to be I had such concern
while you were away , but now that you have come home
I shall die in peace ™

‘ Don’t talk hke that, Sarala, oh don’t, or my heart
will break »

“In my last moments I have one request,” said
Sarala, seizing hold of Bidhubhushan’s hand She
turned her eyes to Syama, but her feelings choked her
utterance Tears gushed from her eyes, and Syama
now burst mto loud sobbing. The doctor, unable to
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keep back his teaps, covered his eyes with his hand-
kerchief

Bidhubhushan’s hand was still held 1n Sarala’s  After
some minutes’ pause, and when she had got over her
emotion, she said, ““ My last request 13 this—be very
Jund to Syama, and look upon her as though she were
Your own daughter.”

“Syama 18 truly a daughter, nay, she 13 a mother
to me,” smd Bidhubhushan, speaking vchemently
“ But for her care of us we shouldn’t have been aline
now IfIfalin my duty to her, I am a wile ungrateful
wretch, and the curse of Heaven will be upon me

He had searcely done speaking when Syama left the
room

The doctor made efforts to regan his composure,
and poured out another dose of the muxture. “ I don’t
want 1t, 1t 1s of no use,” smid Sarala, turming her face
a little away, as the doctor was about to make her take
16
* «rake it, Sarala, oh do,” said Bidhubhushan. It
will do you good Your case 1s not too serious yet ”

“I can feel I am gomng fast,” she smd ** I should
have been dead and gone long ago, but 1t was not to he
until I had seen you, my dear husbhand, once again  Let
me see my child at my death ”

Bidhubhushan looked Sigmficantly at the doctor, who
said that her wishes should be comphed with at once

In a moment Syama lcft the house and was gone  She
very soon returned, holding Gopal in her arms As
she was about to set him down, * No,” smd Sarala,
“Jlet him remain as he 18” Then taking Gopal’s and
Syama’s hands 1n her own, she sad, ““ Do you remember,
Gopal, what you said a few days ago? You have a
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frue mother 1n Syama Be good to her. I am sure
you will be as good as your word . Turning to Syama
she said, * To me you have been & kind mother, a gentle
daughter, and a sweet nurse Nothing can repay your
lundness But, O Syama, my child—my own Gopal I
give to you, he1s yours ”

As she spoke her last words, her eyes quickly turned
m her head The house was filled with loud and
piereing wails.  For a moment Life fiickered m her eyes
and then they were closed 1n death for ever



CHAPTER XXVIII
MISCLLLANEOUS TOPICS

StEP by step Susibhushan had risen to the lughest post
in his master’s gift He looked down from his exalted
position and felt himself at the height of his glory. In
his master’s eyc he was as trustworthy as he was
mtelligent. The master spent s tune with his boon
compamons In fact, while he had his few hundreds
a month to spend 1 drink and dressing, he cared not to
trouble his bead about anything

How true 1s the saying there 1s no unmed good in
the world Raised to the highest post, Sasibhushan
made enemies around him  Those under him, who ha
wished to see him 1n his present dignity and voted for
him, now wanted to have him out of the way His pre-
decessor was a very strict man  During his incumbency
no one would dare to givesor take a bribe, the under-
Iings were much in fear of the watchful eve of the
dewan, and did pot dare to neglect their legitunate
duties or do them in a perfunctory way But was
not Sasibhushan a fellow servant with them ? Was
1t not more than prohable that he would be very
indulgent towards his subordinates to become the
dewan? So indeed they thought and hoped But
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]
when he did become head of the office, it made no
difference to them He chose to be as stmct as his
predecessor had been Then 1t was that they became
Iis enemies and wanted to be nd of him

Accordingly the subordinates met together one day
to decide upon the best course of getting nd of the
dewan  Several plans were discussed and rejected At

Ramsundar, the cashier, said, “ Let & manager be
appointed, and then Sast babu will find the place too hot
for hm That’s what I think We can mduce the old
lady to apply for & manager on the express grounds that
the cytate 13 not managed as 1t should be, and that the
master has lost hs head by too much indulgence in
drinking

The suggestion was appmoved by all. There was,
however, the head accountant, who did not quite relish
this dea  “I am afrmd,” he said, **if a manager be
appointed, there will be very fow chances of our making
cven what hittle we are now able to get ”

This siecneed them all  But Ramsundar said, * You
need have no fear on that score On the contrary we
may hope to fare better under & manager Figures
correct, and cash all mght—that’s all he would want
tosee Ho will not be half a3 particular as Sasibhushan
18, you may depend on that.”

He spoke with such an air of confidence that they all
agreed to adopt the course he recommended, and so
they dissolved the meeting and went home.

Bidhubhashan, as might be expected, took the death
of his wife very much to heart. A gloom was cast on
his features He avoided company and kept indoors.
Sometimes he would shut himself up in his room and
freely indulge m his grief. Syama never liked lum to be
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alone, and at times she would get Gopal to stay near his
father But if he was out, she herself would sit near him
and converse with him One day as Syama sat by,
talkang of this, that, and the other thing, Bidhubhushan
sad, “ You received not one of the letters I sent you ?”

‘“ No, not one,” she said

“ Then who recerved my regstered letters ? ”

‘“ Gadadhar received some registered letters,” sad
Syama

‘“What! Gadadhar? WWho were they from ?”

“ From his maternal uncle, at least he told us so0.”

“Oh, the scoundrel!” exclaimed Bidhubhushan,
rising abruptly and making towards the door *“ The
rogue! The ugly rascal has been intercepting my
Jotters There 18 no doubt he has stolen my money ”’
And on he rushed with a madman’s fury Syama,
unable to see how Gadadhar could intercept his letters,
quckly hastened after him  She called to hum, entreat-
ing him to stop, but he would not listen to her, and was
soon off.

Bidhubhushan went straight to the post office  Seeing
the postmaster, he questioned if he had had any registered
letters to the address of one named Gopalchandra
Chatterjee

“Yes,” said the postmaster

“To whom were the lctters delivered ? ” demanded
Bidhubhushan

“To the addressece, of course Do you want to look
at his signature on the reccipt 2 ”’

“No, not just now, I am in haste But will you
please order the postman to go with me and pomnt out
the man to whom he delivered the registered letters ?”

The postmaster ordered the postman to go with
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Bidhubhushan  After walking a little distance the post-
man turned m the direction of Sastbhushan’s house
“ There is no doubt about it,” said Bidhubhushan to
himself And describing Gadadhar, he said, *You
mean this fellow, do you ? ”

* Indeed, mr, I do,” smd the postman.

“Well, you must know that the letters were not
delivered to the addressee  But you can go now, 1t 1s
he undoubtedly, and there is no need to identify him,”
he said, stopping near the door of Sasibhushan’s house

*“ He said he wes the addressee, and I beheved him
I am qute mnocent, sir” And the postmen looked
mmplonngly up to his face

* I hope you are, but you are not to make any nowe
about 1t ” said Bidhubhushan *“I tell you plamly f
the fellow escapes 1t will go hard with you ”

“1 will not breathe a word about 1t, sir” And the
postman made a respectful bow and left lm

Bidhubhushen nest saw the police sub-inspector and
acquanted him with the particulars of the case
It 15 late now,” smid the police officer “ Come to-
morrow mormng Then I will go with some of my
men and do our duty ”

* In the meantime what if the fellow should escape?”
said Bidhubhushan

“ Well, to prevent that I will send up four constables
to keep watch through the night ”  And calling Rames,
he gave the order, adding that strictest silence was to be
mamtamed 1n order to make sure of the culprt

“J will do as you command, sir,” said Rames, as he
moved to enter the names of four constables m the diary
book He then sent them off on their errand after giving
them the necessary instructions, and teling them that
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they must manage very quetly. He next began to
think whether he should warn Gadadhar of his danger.
But he soon decided to leave lum to his fate.

In the midst of his fancied secunity Gadadhar was as
easy mn mnd as any one. For three or four days after
Bidhubhushan’s return home, however, he had hved
m the greatest anxiety, but when a whole week had
passed without even a whisper to show that thero was
anything mn the wind, the fear of lis nefarious crime
being brought to ight was dismissed altogether from his
mind and he was agan as merry as before It was to
avoll suspicion that he had made a pomt of seeing
Bidhubhushan

Throughout the night the constables had kept watch
rorud Sambhushan’s house without any one of 1ts inmates
knowmg anything Next morming as Sambhushan was
about to leave the house, notacing a constable loitering
near his door he asked what he wanted

“You will be pleased to wait for a httle time, sir,”
said the constable * Our babu will be here presently ™

“Your babu'! What's s business herc?” smd
Sambhushan, 1n some surpnso

“ The long and the shorf of 1t 1s that Gadadhar babu
has been mtercepting letters addressed to another
person, and we have come to arrest hum, sir ”

Sambhushan had heard that Gadadbar had received
a remsfered letter, and this be at once recalled to his
mmd. As, however, 1t had never roused his suspicions,
he had never troubled to ask any questions about it
Now when he learned tho truth he grew very mdignant.
Calling Gadadher he said, as he gave hum an angry
look, ‘“ Bring me that registered letter from your uncle ”
Gadadhar faltered. He looked from him to the con-
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stable, the sight of whom struck him with such terror
that he withdrew immediately, and running into the
house, at once made towards the back-door. His mother
and sister, secing hum run, cried, “ What’s the matter,
Gadadharchandra ¢ What makes you run?” Gada-
dhar pad no hecd to their words but ran quickly past
them They at once hastened after him to sce what
was the matter Before they could come up with him,
he reached the back-door. Opeming 1t he was just
about to run off when he was confronted by another
constable He uttered a termfied scream and fled back
n torror

*“ What’s the matter, Gadadharchandra 2"’ ened both
mother and daughter at once

“Oh, 1t’s all up with me,” he cried, and fled
precipitately to his sister’s room. They quckly saw
what was the matter 1In a httle time they went to him.
There was Gadadhar Iying on his face on the floor and
crying convulsively Tor a mmute they stood looking
on 1n silence, and then the mother said, *“ Be comforted,
my son, beheve me, no harm will come to you” But
Gadadhar, crying, rolled about on the floor and refused
comfort Just then Sasibhushan’s voice was heard
on tho stairs “ Where 1s that wretch 2 he cned.
Coming quckly to lum, he said 1n & bitterly reproachful
tone, ‘‘ What'’s the good of weeping now ¢ You richly
deserve your fate That letter was from your uncle,
wasn’t 1t ? You are done for, you have brought disgrace
upon my house ”

Pramada and her mother were quick to fecl the sting
of Sasibhushan’s words The offence commutted by
Gadadhar was nothing in their eyes. But Sambhushan,
so they smd, should certainly have spared the cruel



174 SVARNALATA

words he had just spoken. ‘I knew what would happen,
Pramada,” sad the worthy mother “ YesIdid That
is why I hemitated to accept your offer to come and make
my home with you Poor as we are I think we have as
keen a sense of honour as any one has”

“ Drop 1t, mother, drop 1t,” smad Pramada “It 1s
your destiny, you couldn’t avoid 1t ”

*“ What 18 this nonsense ! >’ cried Sasibhushan, looking
at los wife. “ I tell you what, if you rcally feel any
concern for Gadadhar, get him to put on a grl’s dress
and let hum pass for your mister. I must go and see
if the sub-inspector has come Maybe he 15 waiting
at this moment for me at the door So be quick, and
don’t waste time 1n talking nonsense *

On coming away Sasibhushan found the police officer
waiting as he hed expected

“ You know on what errand we are here, sir ? ** saxd
the sub-inspector “° Gadadharchandra Chakravart: 18
a relation of yours and lives with you. We have come
to arrest him on the grave charge of heving intercepted
some registered letters addressed to another person.
Please bring him out or we must help ourselves ”

‘“What | search the house !’ #aid Sasibhushan.

*“ Of course, if you do not give hum up peacefully,
sIT ”

* How can you talk in this faghion, sir? Youn must
remember that this 18 a respectable gentleman’s house ”

* Respectable or not respectable, that’s none of our
lookout, sir. We must do our duty ”

“ Well, you may search the house if you like, but
what if you don’t find hym ? »

The pohicemen looked inquiringly at Bidhubhushan.
* T am sure he 18 wathin,” said Bidhubhushan,
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Sambhushan flung an angry look at his brother
Bidhubhushan cared nothing for i1t. They all entered
the house together, searching the rooms and going all
over the house, but 1n vain. At last Bidhubhushan
said, ““ We are forgetting the kitchen —* True, yes,
we must exarmune that,” said the police officer. * Let
the women walk out before us one by one while we
stand on one mde ”’ At first Sasibhushan objected, but
the sub-mspector would on no account lsten to him
He was, therefore, obliged to call the women and bid
them leave the katchen one by one.

Out stepped Pramada first, then, following in her
steps, came Gadadhar 1n the disguse of a female, and
next their mother, who brought up the rear. Bidhu-
bhushan knew Gadadhar at a glance, and slyly pointed
to him with his finger The sub-inspector, taking the
hint, at once asked Sasibhushan to tell the one, who
walked 1n the middle, to stop

Sasmibhushan would have said that the person in
question was his sister-in-law, but Pramada’s mother
was beforehand with hum Through fear she forgot
herself and said, ‘‘She 15 my eldest daughter, Gadadhar-
chandra.”

‘ Arrest him,” cried the sub-inspector Gadadhar
uttered a scream of horror and ran mto the nearest room.

The constables quckly followed hum 1n and secured
him.

In due course Gadadhar went from the police station
to the Magistrate’s court, and thence to the Sessons,
where he was convicted and got fourteen years. He
was then sent as a convict to the Andamans

Though Gadadhar was pumshed, hs punishment gave
Bidbubhushan no pleasure. Indeed, he felt rather
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sorry to think of his fate After the death of his wife,
his own paternal house had a dull and dreary aspect
for him He no longer wished to ive m it He often
smarted with the recollection of the troubles Sarala
had undergone in it Besides, his funds were nearly
exhausted, So onc day he got together his clothes
and a few other requisites, packed them up 1n his canvas
bag, and, accompanied by his orphan boy and the good
feathful Syama, left again for Calcutta As they knew
very few persons in Calcutta, he was not a Iittle concerned
for lus boy and Syama  He was, however, soon relieved
of his anxicty Syama was employed as a servant 1n
a gentleman’s house, and here Gopal was placed 1n
charge dthe kitchen It was arranged that he should
remain there and prosccute his studies as a free student
m the Duff school As regards Bidhubhushan, after
a few days’ stay in Calcutta he left with a deputy
collector for Dacca



CHAPTER XXIX

NILKAMAL'S RETURN HOME

NiLgaMAL passed that mght at Bidhubhushan'’s, and
early next morning, before any one was stigring, he got
up and left the house. On coming to the near
Ramnagar, he bought a new swit of clothes Gowng on,
and leaving the bazaar some way behind, he put on hus
new garments, and felt very proud as he eyed them
almost at every step that he took. Wallking leisurely
he got home at about meal-time

His mother and brothers, knowing him at oncd by
lis voice, came runmng to meet him The mother
wept aloud and the brothers shed tears, for theirr joy
was most unexpectcd, as they had long despaired of
ever seemng him again.

Now that he was at home again after so long an
absence, Nilkamal cared for nothing but hus own comfort
At all costs he would have his meal ready before ten 1n
the morning His brothers did not dare to contradict
him, for was he not more clever than the'y? And he
had been earning money all the tame he had been Living
away from them,

After s meal Nilkamal would regularly go to a
neighbour’s, where he spent his idle hours in relating

8v M
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events of his hfe abroad, in talking of the great city of
Calcutta, of songs and plays and other stuff and nonsense.
And he secmed indeed to hive a most pleasant hfe , but
he was destined soon to see the end of 1t

One day, as he was telling an amusing story, the
ohildren of the neighbourhood mitting all round and
hstening, he was startled by a neighbour asking what
part he regularly took 1n a play

He had touched hmm at the most delicate point
Observing his confusion another repeated the question.

Niulkamal felt very angry, but he saad wath as much
composure a8 he could command, *“ There 13 no playing
a part 1n a panchaly 1

** Yes, but you wcre not all along m a panchali party,”
said the one who was Lhe first to put the question
* 'When you were m a jallia party whom had you to
personate ? »’

Nilkamal could no longer control his passion  ““ What
business have you,” he cried, ** to make yourself a busy-
body 1n things that don’t concern you 2 »

“ Nilkamal was only fit for precparmg chdlums of
Lobacco,” said one, greatly enjoying his ruffied temper.

*“ That's a rchef,” said Nilkamal to himself, taking
1t as a Joke, and tried to pass off the matter with a laugh
But just then another said, “ Nilkamal played the part
of Hanuman

“ Who told you that, you impudent meddler, who
told you tha};, I want to know ? ”’ ecried Nilkamal, 1n great
exasperation When he had said that, he rosc abruptly,
and was about to leave when his ear was offcnded by
cries of “ Hanuman > from behind Turming fiercely
round, he rushed forward to purush one of the offenders ;

v p 130
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but, failing to catch him, he quekly got on to the road
and turned homeward in great vexation But the boys,
who could 1ll afford to miss such good fun, instantly
followed and went on shouting ““ Hanuman, Hanuman”
after hm Even when Nilkamal got home they showed
no tendency to disperse, but hung doggedly about as
they continued to pour honey mto his ear It was so
trying Nilkamal raved, and gnashed his teeth and
tore his hair, as one ready to run mad, to the great
enjoyment of the boys  * Why do you lose your temper,
my son?” said his mother, when she had tried 1n van
to disperse them. “ Let them call you Ianwman or
anything they hke. If vou don’t lose your temper
they won’t trouble you any more

“Call me what, mother! Oh, must you too jomn
those brats m driving me mad! But go on, I have
nothing to say to you. I will not remain in this house ”
And Nilkamal hastened 1n 1n high dudgeon  His mother
hurried after am, saying that she meant no offence,
and trying hard to pacify him, but he was deaf to all
her entreaties, and, getting his few olothes into s
canvas bag, went off, with the boys shouting *“ Hanuman,
Henwman,” after hm till he had passed the boundary
of the willage and was fairly out of might

When, on their return home, the brothers heard all
from their mother, they went off at once 1n search of
Nilkamal, but in vain  They went forth again the next
day, and whon they were some ten or twelve miles from
Ramnagar, they found on inquiry that a man, answering
to his description, had indced come there, but whither
he was gone no one knew.



CHAPTER XXX
GOPAL AND HEMCHANDRA

HemcHANDRA lived 1n a two-storied house 1n a rather
narrow street 1n Calcutta In the upper story there
was only one room, which was used as his bedroom
On the ground floor, the room fronting the street, fur-
mished with pictures, was his mtting-room, 1n one corner
of which stood his reading table, with a shelf which held
s books over it. Gopal hved near and attended
the Duff school Somehow or other he had attracted
the notice of Hemchandra, who watched hum every day
as he passed his door on his way to school Indeed,
he was as regular as a clock, for Hemchandra generally
got ready for school when he saw him pass by

One day Gopal was coming home It was dnzzling,
and he had no umbrella Holding his books, covered
with his slate, upon his head, he walked home at a
rather quick pace As he approached the house where
Hemchandra lhved, big drops of ramn came down all
of a sudden and he was oblbged to run to it for
shelter. !

Hemchandra had come home a few minutes before
Seemng him pass by his door every day, he had lomg
desired to make his acquaintance. And now an oppor-
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tunity offering unexpectedly, be invited him to come and
git m lus room.

“ Oh, thank you, sir,” said Gopal, “let me wat,
please, where I am.”

Homchandra, however, went up and pressed him to
come n with him, * The ramn will not stop for some
time, and you will get tired of standing,” he said.

Gopal could no longer refuse Followmng him 1n he
very humbly took his sest on one end of the chowks,!
while his feet, 1ll-protected from dirt wath a pair of shoes
much worn, rested on the floor.

“Come here and make yourself comfortable,” said
Hemchandra

Gopal looked hemtatingly at lus feet. “1 am qute
at easc where I am, sir,” he smd

“Y don't think so,” he saxd ** You cannot be quite
comfortable there ”

Gopal, who could hardly resist so much kindness,
had at last to make the confession, humble as 1t mght
be, that s feet had dirt on them and that he was
afraid he should spoil the clean covering of the chowks

Hemchandrs at once ordered hus servant to help Gopal
to wash hus feet. After that he very kindly took him
by both hands and made him mt by bim. In a httle
while he was pressing lum to partake of some refresh-
ments laid on e plate before him

‘ Excuse me, air,” said Gopal  * I am not in the habit
of eating anythung at this tame of day *

Hemchandra, however, would not*hear him, and taking
up the plate mn his hand helped him very kindly.

, Gopal ate rather reluctantly. The rain now poured
m torrents, and i1t was pitch-dark. The street i front
1 A large rectangular wooden seat.
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of the house was flooded, and very few people were
about.

*The rain wall not stop for some time,” said Gopal.
“ Let me go now, ar, if you please ”

“What! go in the rain! That can’t be ”

“ My clothes are wet and I want to change them,”
sald Gopal, ;n default of a better excuse, for he felt
rather ashamed to tell why he wanted to go

“ Why, you can as well changc them here” And
Hemchandra ordered his servant to bmng him quichly
some of his own clothes.

“ Excuse me, sir I rcally don’t want them It s
something else which obliges me to go now ’

“ Don’t want them'” exclarmed Hemchandra, fecling
hus clothes. “ Why, you are all wet ”

“Do let me go now, sn,” said Gopal, preparmg to
rise. But Hemchandra most lovingly held him to lus
seat, saying that he would on no account let him leave
m the rain

“You are so very good,” said Gopal “I wanted
to make your acquamntance, because I thought you mght
kindly allow me the use of your books And now I am
so glad I bave got to know yon Tt 1s qute a plcasure
to st by you and talk to you But really I cannot
afford to wait any longc1 just now as I have some very
urgent business to attend to.”

“ What urgent business can you have ? ” said Hem-
chandra, smling kindly

*“ Oh, mince you arb pleased to be so very kind to me,
arr, I think T must speak 1t I have to cook mn a family
m order to get my board and lodging ” As Gopal sad
that, he hung down hus head for shame.

Hemchandra, to divert his mind, said at once, ““If
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you wanted to make my acquaintance, why didn’t you
do so before 1 ”

*1 feared you would not speak to a fcilow hike me.”

(13 “vhy ? ”

“ Beeause—because you are a big man.”

“ But I am not very big, not more than an inch bigger
than you, I suppose.”

“ Oh I didn’t mean that,” said Gopal, smihing

* Never mind what you meant,” saird Hemchandra,
handing him the clothes which the servant had just then
brought * Now, put these on, please,” he said.

Gopal was obliged to put them on, and he was going
to fold his own to take with him, but Hemchandra
wished hun to leave them, and requested um to call
agam on his way to school the next day He then
ordered his servant to see him home, bidding him at
the same time take an umbrella and a lantern to hght
him on the way

In the house where Gopal hived there was a boy who
was called Kanai He was the eldest son of his master,
and was about his own age When he saw Gopal enter,
he criecd 1n a bantering tone, ‘ Hallo! my young
fricnd, right glad you have come at last Obh, 1t seems
you can’t walk without a hight

‘*“ Please excuse me, Kana babu, I was detained on
account of the ramn ”

‘* You were detaincd on aceount of the rain ! ”

 Oh, stop, please, do, master will hear ”

“ Oh, you silly httle fellow! Do you make any dis-
tinction betwecn father and me! DBut he has heard
you »

“T will not tolerate this,” cmed the master “I
don’t want a nabob cook Do they think they can do



184 SVARNALATA

as they hke? Let them leave my house to-morrow.
They won’t do for us.”

Syama hod been waiting, having got everything ready
for use m the kitchen “ Where have you been so
Jong 7’ she smd to Gopal * You see how they scold
us " Tears were 1n her eyes. She wept to think that
the poor boy should have to submut to such hummhation
as this,

‘ Oh, I waa detained at that babn’s, the same T told
you about the other day He has a lot of books  Com-
ing home from school, as I approached the house where
he Iives, the rain came on and I ran to it for shelter
The babu noticed me He came out to me, and very
kindly invited me to come and st 1n hisroom  He made
me put on these clothes, as mme were rather wet, and
eat something, for he suid that I must be hungry after
school He would on no account let me leave in the
ramn, but I persuaded him at last, and he ordered hie
servant to see me home O, dear one, he 1s 50 very
good T have never seen one of s years so good and
gentle ”

* God bless him,” she said, brighteing up “‘ May
he have a long and happy hfe ! '

“ Would you Like to know his name ? *

‘“ YWhat 18 1t, dear 1 ”* said Syama

1 was eager to know 1, but I thought 1t wouldn’t
be proper to ask him At last I opened a book, and
there I found it But I thought the book might not
belong tohim  So I opened another, and ancther again,
and then I was satisfied Hemchandra Isn’t 1t a
pretty name ¢

** What’s 1n a name, dear, unless the bearer of 1t has
good quahties ? "
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“0 o you saw him yon would see how very good
be 15. He has kindly promised me the use of his
books

“1 would very much hike to see him. Are there any
women m the house ¢ ”

** No,” smud Gopal

Gopal then started coolung, and after e pause of a
minute or two said, “ Will you put eome ol in the
handy *

‘ There 18 none, not a drop,” said Syama

“Then can you not spare a httle out of the o
for my own use

* There 18 not much left, just enough for your use
to-mght.”

** But 1t 18 late, I will not read to-night

Out of her wages Syama paid for o1l for Gopal’s use
at mght A quantity of 1t had often to be taken for
use m cooking, or the master’s wife would be sure to
accuse them of stealing her mustard-oil

When food was ready, Gopal served it on several
plates, which he carried up, one after the other, to the
master, the mustress and the little Kanax babu He
next got ready a plate of nice for Syama, and was just
about to get another ready for himself when he heard
the voice of the young master wantinghim He hastened
to obcy his summons. * What’s your pleasure, ar 2 ”
he humbly asked

‘ Oh, you are getting to be a nabob, I ses,” said the
master, angnly. *Can’t you wait upon us while we are
catmg? You won't do for us if you must have your
own way ”

The young master laughed. Gopal uttered not a
word but stood by with sad downcast looks.
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* You, nabob, bring me some more fish,” said Kanai
babu.

To pacify them Gopal had served out more than enough
of the pulse and curry and othcr dishes, and all the
fish, without keeping a bit either for himself or for
Syama  So he sud, *“ There 18n’t any more ”

“What ' four paisas’ worth of fish, and 1t’s all gone !
said the master’s wife

“You surprise us,” said the young master “ You
must show us the dish for holding fish curry "

Gopal went back, and after getting what hitle curry
he had put i the plate of rice for Syama, and what
httle was left for himself, quickly returned with the
dish for the young master’s mspection

“ You have kept some of the fish for yourself, and you
he,” he smid, with great effrontery

His words greatly pained Gopal, and he said, ““ Then
I must wait here, and you wall be pleased to go with me
and look for yoursclf when you have fimshed 'your meal.”

*“ Oh, you msolent httle rogue! you have learnt to
give an answer |’ samd Kanmbabu  Gopal said no more
After their meal was fimshed he went downstairs to
Syama and said to her, “ You take your food, I won’t
eat anything to-mght ”

“Why won’t you dear?” asked Syama

The msulting words they had used to him had greatly
wounded his fechings * Oh, I have no appetate,” he
only said

Syama, however, was quck to see what was the matter
with him So leaving her food untouched she went
to bed with a heavy heart



CIIAPTER XXXI

GOPAL AND SYAMA TAKE UP THEIR ABODE
WITH HEM.

ArTeER Gopal had left, Hemchandra called to his old
servent Ramkumar Ramkumar had grown old n lus
service, and he loved Hem well, for he had scen hum born
and attended on him and nursed him  Living with him
m Calcutta he filled, so to speak, the place of a guardian,
taking good care of hhm and offering hhm wholesome
advico. Nevertheless he regarded him as s master,
and Hem lhked him, and cared for hum, as a good old
servant

Ramkumar slowly entered, and took a seat

“You have seen the boy, Ramkumar?” sad
Hem

* Oh, the boy who was here ? Yes ™

“ Well, what do you think of him ? ”

* What shall I say? I know nothing of hhm. But
he seems a good and gentle boy.”

‘¢ Oh, he 18 50 gentle and modest And he 18 a lovely
boy, 18n’t he, Ramkumar ? "

* Handsome is that handsome does "

“ 0 Ramkumar, you are always very cautious 1n your

speech,” sayd Hem, smiling
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“ And so you will be too, when you are an old man hke
me. But what’s his name ? ” ®

X dudn’t ask his name. Indeed he has such modest
ways, and such brnght mtelhgent eyes too. I must
confess he has already won a place n my heart ”

Ramkumar looked round him and up to the ceiling,
and said nothing.

“'The boy has a rather hard life, Ramkumar He
has to cook mn a famly to stay in Calcutta and go to
school Such delicate fingers he has! It appcars to me
that they once knew prospenty ”

“I don’t know, but there may be lots of such boys
as he 15 1n this great aity of Calcutta

Hem greatly felt for Gopal. He very much wished
to have him near him , and he tned to lead Ramkumar
on to make some suggestion, and was rather pained at
hus mdifference

“Well, Ramkumar,” he said agun, “what would
hecome of us if we were suddenly reduced to poverty 2 ”

*“ Reduced to poverty! No, no, that will never be
But if you can get learning, you will carn plenty of
money, and then you will be able to live 1n & respectable
style and do what 1s good and laudable ”

Ramkumar still seemed not to scc what Hem was
driving at

* But fortune 1s fickle,” rejowied Hem * To-day I
am a rich man, to-morrow I may find myself a beggar.
Well, if we, by some mischance, be suddenly reduced
to poverty—"

*“Tush ! 1t 18 1dle to talk like this,” said Ramkumar,
interrupting him with all the importance of an old and
privileged servant.

At this point a servant entered and announced that
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the meal was ready. Hem rose and followed hum in

Sittipg down to supper he ate 1n a sort of gloomy silence
while Ramkumar waited by as usual. He afterwards
walked upstairs to go to bed. Ramkumar followed him
in a lttle tsme. He slept ;n lus young master’s béd-
room.

“Ah! Ramkumar,” said Hem, chewing betel,
“while we are in bed and are comfortable, that poor
boy may still be up cooking! Oh, I really feel for him
very much ”

“ Maybe he is born to do it,” said Ramkumar * If
every one were born to govern there would be none to
obey.”

*“ But I feel a great sympathy for him, and would so
much lhike to have him here,” saxd Hem, after a brief
pause

““ Well, 1f you are so eagcer to havo him here, why not
tell hhm so 2

* Father, I dare say, w1l not object to hs staywng
here

“Not at all Has he ever refused you anything ? »

* Yes, father 1s very kind to me But do you think
I ought to wmte to hun about 1t 2 *

“JY don’t think 1t 18 necessary, but you can write 1f
you wish ?

His mind being set easy about i1t, Hem prepared to
go to sleep Failing, however, to get any rest, he rose,
Lighted the lamp, and busied himself in wniting a letter
to his father.

Next morning after he had sat at hus books for about
half an hour, trying 1n vain to fix lus attention on them,
he sent to Gopal the hurried line, *“ Would you, please,
come and see me now { ' As mn the mornings particu-



190 SVARNALATA

larly Gopal had very little time to spare, he sent back
word that he would sce humn on his way to school.

On this particular day Gopal managed to fimsh the
cookmg very quickly, but after serving up the meal
had to wat till the master and his amiable young son
had fimshed eating. Then taking a few hasty mouthfuls
himself he quickly got ready for school And he did
not forget Hemchandra’s clothes, but taking them with
him neatly folded and mnicely wrapped up mn a broad
sheet of paper, was off In a moment  As he approached
Hemchandra’s lodgings, the blood rushed m his vans,
and his eyes shone with a light that seemed to 1mpart a
pecuhar charm to his face For a long time Hem had
sat waiting and watching at the open window of his
si*ting-room Directly his eye caught sight of Gopal,
he hastened to the door to recerve him  Graspmng him
warmly by the hand, he led him 1nto the house and made
him sit by him on the chowkr

Gopal put down the clothes * What’s this 2>’ smd
Hem ‘* Oh, why have you given yourself the trouble ?”
ho saud

“ They were drying when your servant came to me

“ I sent him for you, not for the clothes,” said Ilem, a
hittle abashed After & pause he said again, “I want to
propose something to you ™

“ Let me know it, please

I am afraid to speak 1t,” saxd Hem, smiling

“Do not sey so It 18 very kind of you to talk thus
to a fellow like me ”

“Indeed, my dear sir, I do not know what you will
thmk "

‘ Oh, please call me by my name, please say Gopal.
You seem to forget that I am only a cook, sir ”
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“Well, let us make terms,” said Hem, laughing
“I will call you by your name, and you must promise
me something 1n return ”

* I shall be glad o do enything in my power, sar ”

Hem was just about to speak out his mind, bhut he
suddenly checked himself, smiled and sad notlung
Just then the servant, Hera, put the hookah mn his hand
When Hem had smoked, he handed the hookah to Gopal
* Take a smoke, please,” he said Gopal only put the
hookah in 1ts stand ““ Oh, I beg your pardon, I quite
forgot you don’t smoke,”’ said Hem

There was a pause, during which Gopal's eyes were
wandermg among the books arranged 1n a neat row on
the shelf ‘I should bo so glad,” said Hom, * to let
you use my books ; but 1t may not infrequently happen
that we shall want the same books at ono and the same
time ”

*T shall feel much obliged,” smd Gopal, *1f you will
kindly let me have only such books as you ean well
afford to spare for a timo "

“T wish we could hive together, as then you would
at all times be welcome to use my books ”

“It 18 very kind of you to say that,” said Gopal.
“ Am I to undorstand—?”

* Speak 1t, please,” said Hem, smiling kandlv

“ That you want another Brahman cook, sir ? ”

“ Why, what could make you think that ? ’ sail Hem,
“I wish you would hive with me as a friend.”

Gopal was too much moved to speak, and he only
hung down his head. “ What say you to that, my
friend ? * saxd Hem.

“T am not alone, sir,” said Gopal, in & rather hoarse
voice. “I have a dear friend, and we hve together "
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,“ A friend | ”” saad Hem, with some surprise

“Oh, be not surprised, sir,” said Gopal, n a sad
tone “In our better days we had a maidservant
named Syama. I have always been the object of her
tender care and affection At one time when we fell
into extreme want, 1t was her savings that kept us from
starvation We can never repay her kindness My
mother, when dying, commended me to her care O,
she can never bear separation from me!”

A tear ghstened mn Hem’s eye At this pomnt Ram
kumar entered, and Hem said to him, “ It 1s just as I
guessed > Ho told hun what he had heard “ Then
1t 18 all nght,” sad Ramkumar. * If Syama be able
to help mn the house we may do without another maid-
ser "ant

“1 cannot, however, give you any assurance, sir,”
said Gopal

“ Why, do you mcan to say that vour master loves
you too well to let you go ¢'~ewhere ?° said Ilem,

“ No, sir,” said Gopal, hanging down his head *“1I
was scolded for being a Lttle late yesterday. And they
uM—’!

*Used what ? ” said Hem

* No, air, I must not——I ought not to speak 1l of
one whose salt I have caten ”

“ Well, let that go,” saixd Hem * Now tcll me what
your 1dea 18 *

“1 must ask Syama, sir I cannot do anything with-
out her.”

“Very well When will you let me know 2

*“I will see you again this evening, sir ”

In the evemng while Gopal was engaged 1n preparing

the meal as usua.kfhe told Syama all that Hem had been
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saying and all that he had said to him Syama was
deeply moved by what he told her. ‘We may go there,
my love,” she said, “but we do not know what the other
persons are ilke  What shall we do if they treat us wmith
msolence! Nobody here knows anything about us
But there, as you have told everything, we can never
bear bemng looked down upon ”

‘““He questioned me mn such & way,” saxd Gopal,
* that I could not but tell him all.”

“ Oh, you have done nothing wrong,” said Syama.
¢ But what do you think about 1t all 2

“ I think we should be very kindly treated there

“Then let us go,” said Syama, after a brief pause.
“ But we must tell the people here that we want to go
elsewhere -

Gopal was simply overjoyed When'Be had fimished
cooking, he ran to tell his kind friend that they were
going to come the next day



CHAPTER XXXII
NAVANARI !

IT was now the time of autumn, and there was joy in
every countenance at the prospect of the approaching
Durga puja ? The bazaars were crowded with buyers, for
all now were busy making their purchases. Fancy things
were exposed for sale everywhere The school-boys
joyfully looked forward to their hohdays. Everything,
indeed, looked gay, now that the great festival had
come round

Living together, Hem and Gopal greatly grew m love
and affection for cach other Gopal looked upon Hem
as his own elder brother, and the latter truly loved hum
with fraternal affection.

“You are gong home ? ” Hem agked Gopal. *If
not, I would wish you to go home with me ”

“No, I am not,” saxd Gopal, “and I should be so
glad to go with you to your village *

Hem and Gopal hed gone home for the hohdays
Svarnelata soon became greatly attached to Gopal She

1A book go called from the fact of 1ts contaning the hves of
nine lustnous women

3 The Durga puya festival 18 the chief festival of the Hindus of
Bengal
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called him brother With no one would she read so
wilhngly as with him  If 1t was the meaming of a word
or anything she wanted to know, she would go and ask
him and no one else. They were, indeed, as brother and
sister.

* T hope you are not neglecting your lessons, Svarna
said Hem, one day

‘“ Why, no, brother I read every day

* Well, I should like to see how you are dong Bring
your book, Svarna, will you %

Svarna ran and quickly returned with a book

“What is it ? ”’ saidd Hem, as she handed him the
book

* Navanarn

“ Well, where do you wish me to begin 1 ” said her
brother

“ Begin somewhere m the hife of Sita, I hke that
best ”

Hem ran his fingers over the leaves, and, turning to
an mteresting portion in the Iife of Sita, began to read.
He read on, stopping at times only to say, * Do you
understand, Svarna ? ”

“ O brother,” cried Svarna, after trymng to follow him
attentively for a while, “ you read so fast I shall not
read with you, I shall read with Gopal ”

Hem laughed and sard, “ Then call your Gopal here *

No sooner were the words spoken than off flew Svarna.

Gopal was 1 the mtting-room She quickly appeared
before hm Taking hold of his hand, she said, *“ Come,
get up, Gopal, my brother wants you.”

* Why, Svarna ? ** sazd Gopal.

“ Walk m and you will kmow *

Svarna fondly pulled him on by the hand, while
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Gopal kept pacesmiling  Leading him 1nto her brother’s
room, she made him =it near hum.

*“You want me ? * said Gopal.

“Yes; but why do you always ait outside, Gopal ?
You ought to feel quite at home here ”

Gopal blushed and said, “ I was only 1n the sitting-
room, there 13 company there ”

* Well,” said Hem, smiling, * Svarna doesn’t hike to
read with me. She prefeis your teachung ”

Gopal commenced at once, as he sat beside Svarna,
holding the book open mn his hand, and explaned, as
he read from one stop to another, giving the explanation
of such words as she was not hkely to know After a
while Svarna’s eyes left the book and were fixed on
the bright open face of her young tutor Gopal looked
up from the book and met the gaze of her soft dark
eyes He coloured and murmured, “ I hope I am clear
enough, madam,” and cast his eyes again on the open
pages of the book

“ Whom do you call madam %’ said Svarna, with a
smile. “ Why, what has come over you now, brother
Gopal ”

Gopal turned very red in the face. It was the first
time that he had called her madam

Hem had been lying mm bed and hstening to his teach-
ing He now rose to leave theroom “ Where are you
gomng ? ’ said Gopal  * Ob, wait a httle, please, I shall
be firushed very soon ”

“ You go on teaching, I shall be back in a httle tame,”
said Hem, and left the room.

Gopal resumed his teaching, and contmued to explain
but not quite so freely as at first, and without raising
his eyes from the book
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** Why don’t you hold up your head, brother Gopal ¢
What’s the matter with you 2 ”

* Oh, nothung, madam. Now let us firush this page,”
almost whispered Gopal

“‘Madam’ agan! O Gopal, you are off your
head.”

Gopal looked at her for a moment “ I am very poor,
Svarna,” he said, holding his head down."™ I used to
cook 1n a fanuly I ought always to be very respectful
1in my behaviour ” He looked at her again as he stopped
A tear was 1n his eye And Svarna, 1n order to duvert
his mind, said, “ You have no festivities at your housc,
brother Gopal 2

* No, we are very poor,” he said And the tear that
had started to his cye now fell on the open page over
which he bent.

Neither spoke for & while, and then Svarna sad,
“Yogu have a grandmamma, brother Gopal t”

“1 have no grandmother, Svarna,”

(1] Mother ’ 2

¢ No mother

Svarna’s face hecame clouded mn an mstant. After
a lttle pause she rather sadly asked, “ Do you know
anythig about my mother "

“Why " saud Gopal

“ Oh, my playmates have all got therr mothers; but
grandmamma says 1t 18 not so with every chuld When-
ever I ask fathor about my mother, I don’t know how 1t
18, but there 1s always a tear mn his eye, and he lkisses me
and says ‘ Poor child !’ and will not tell me anything.”

** Svarna, your mother is dead *’

* And yours too "

“ Yes, my mother also 1s dead ”
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‘“ Oh, then we are both ahke,” said Svarna But the
thought of his dead mother moved Gopal to tears He
covered his face with his hands. He wept, the tears
tnckling between s fingers

Svarna looked on 1 slence for a while, and then
she sad, brealung into a smile, * Why do you weep,
Gopal ? I also have no mother, but I don’t weep
Come, dry your tears, and let us go and have a look at
the 1dol. Do you have such fine 1dols as we have 1n
your village 2’

Gopal smd nothing “Come on, be quick,” smd
8varna agamn  *“ Oh, can’t you walk, Gopal ?

Gopal now brushed away his tears and was ready 1n &
moment to follow her

When they had come to the outer parts of the house,
* Oh, stop, Svarna,” he said , ““ I want to say something
to you.”

“ Well, what, Gopal ? ” said Svarna, as she stogped

* Say nothing about my weeping, Svarna ”

*“ Then you are not to talk of what 1 have been
saywng,” she sad.



CHAPTER XXXIII,

GOFAL AND SVARNA FALL IN LOVE WITH
EACH OTHER

ArreER the talk they had had together Gopal and
Svarnalata were no longer what they had been to each
other Indeed they were smitten with a pecular feehng
which turned their thoughts into a new channel Gopal
now kept away as much as possible from the inner parts of
the house. He no longer hiked to talk 1n company, and he
often wanted to be alone Hem had come home after a
year, and he spent much of his time in making visits and
conversing with fmends Yet he did not fail to see that
Gopal was not looking quite so well as he used to do,
and this he ascnbed to his anxiety about his father’s
unaccouniable silence Two or three days he caught
him so absorbed m his thoughts that he was never
conscious of his presence until he felt the touch of his
hand, and then he turned with a start

One day Hem said to ham, ¢ What ails you, Gopal 1
You look much paler than you used to do ”

“ Oh, I have not heard from father for so long, I am
uneasy at his silence

“Don’t be anxious, Gopal; I dare say he is quite
well. But have you written to hum %
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“No, I haven't ”

“ Oh, then wnte a letter.”

Hem took out a piece of notepaper and commenced
at once Presently, however, he stopped * You had
better wrnite yourself, Gopal,” said he.

Gopal wrote the letter In due course came the
expected reply from ks father *‘ Always rest easy
about me, my son,” he wrote to say, “ and be very careful
of your health and studies” And he also had made
loving mention of Hem, expressing his deep sense of
gratatude to the family.

Now about Svarna. She, too, was very unhke what
she used to be 'What was 1t that made her so ? What
1t was Svarna herself knew not, yet she was keenly
aware of 1t Much as she wished to mit by the side of
Gopal and talk to him, yet she felt she could not do so
now How she wished to fondly pull hm by the hand
again Formerly, if she found her brother alone, she
would be sure to inquire of him about Gopal Now she
dared not ask im How quckly her heart beat when she
but heard her brother’s steps in the inner parts of the
house , then she would go to see if any one was coming
after um And if there was no one, how disappointed
she would feel And yet when her brother was not alone,
and following 1n his steps was the one on whom she could
gaze and gaze for ever, she felt she was not her own mis-
tress, and her eyes would at once be bent to the ground

If accidentally their eyes met, both of them would look
away She now never called him brother Gopal, nor
would she sit in the same room with him without a thard
person being near.  If ever they chanced to be confronted
with each other, how great was their shyness and con-
fusmon. Her books were just m the same place where
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she had put them last, nor had they been meddled with
Eince,

Svarnalata had now nothing to do with girls of her
own age. She hked to be alone with her thoughts
It seemed as though she had suddenly become a
woman,

After the festivities were over, as one day Hem, being
1 his room, talked with Gopal, in stepped his father
As he took his seat by them they hastened to move so
as to keep a respectful distance from him. * Your
school re opens soon ? " said the old gentleman, looking
at his son.

*Yes, father,” said Hem

* Well,” said Bipradas, speaking again after a httle
pause, ** Svarna has attamed a marmageable age We
must find & suitable husband for her ”

*Why, we must, but have you received any offer from
any one, father 7 ”

At this point of the conversation Gopal rose abruptly,
his face greatly flushed. ‘ You need not go, my young
friend,” smd Biprades, as Gopel prepared to leave the
room

‘“ He had better walk a Lttle, father; he 1s rather
dull to-day
. As Gopal left, Bipradas turned to his son agan and
said, ** Yes, I have had offers from three or four persons,
but not one of them 18 worth accepting. There is a young
man hving near Sreerampur He has scarcely any
recommendation except his father’s money. My best
adviser, however, would bave me pitch on hum rather
than any one else

“Why, such alhances are by no means demrable,
father ”
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“ Quite so, my son I wanted to consult you, and
I told hum so 1n reply to hs letter on the subject.”

“ But what do you think of the other offers that you
have received, father ? ”

“ Oh, not one of them 1s worth considering, as I have
told you. I have rejected them all ”

“ What think you of Gopal, father?” Hem asked,
rather hesmitatingly

“Gopal ? Ob, this boy you mean ? ”’

“ Yes, father ”

Bipradas shut his eyes as if to consider, and then he
said, “ Yes, he 18 a good-looking boy, and scems very
promusing too  But didn’t you say that his father was
without means ? ”

“ What does 1t matter, father? Is not Svarna’s
portion quite as good as a fortune ? And Gopal may be
very prosperous 1 life, no one knows ”

“ No one knows of course And Gopal 18 also a high
class Brahman Let me think over 1t  Your suggestion
seems good, my son If only his father had a com-
petence, the match would be desirable in every way ”
When Bipradas had spoken these words, he rose and left
the room m & thoughtful mood After a httle while
Hem also rose and went off to find Gopal.



CHAPTER XXXIV.
GOPAL MEETS SVARNALATA AGAIN.

Now after Gopal had lcft the father and son, he came
away and turned mechamecally towards the parlour
As he was about to enter 1t, he met Svarnalata face to
face Why had Svarna come there ?

In the morning, noticing her brother and Gopal talking
together 1n the veranda adjoiming the hall, she wondered
where her father was  Presently, however, she saw him
pass through the hall to the veranda She flattered
herself he would stay there for a time So coming
quickly away she halted near the parlour; then
creeping to the door on tiptoe, she peeped in  There
was no one mside In she stepped with a trembling
heart. She thought she should be very careful not to
make any noise, but everything, 1t seemed, wanted to be
in the way For as she moved round a chair, she nearly
upset 1t, and in trying to prevent 1t from falling she
knocked a book out of 1ts place, and down 1t came to the
floor with a nose She quckly picked 1t up On the
fly-leaf there was the name Gopalchandra Chatterjee.
She sat down and contemplated the book for a while
as though it had a pecuhar mterest for her Then,
putting 1t back 1n 1ts place on the table, she rose and drew
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near the clothes-horse, on which hung Gopal’s garments,
the same that had been given to lum by her father.
She knew that Gopal put them on when he went to see
the vasan! She carcfully arranged the scarf, one end of
which was on the ground Presently, however, she took
1t off the clothes-horse and put 1t on, and whispered as
she eyed herself, *“ Thus did he put 1t on on the day of
the vasan

Scarcely had these words escaped her hps when she
started at the sound of footsteps near the door And
before she had time to get away Gopal was before her.
*“Svarna'” whispered Gopal, as though he could hardly
speak for surprise  In her sudden shame and confuson
she dropped the scarf and hurned off as fast as she could.
Gopal picked 1t up and putting 1t away rather care-
lessly on the clothes-horse, he threw himseclf on his bed
*“ It 18 not for me,” he thought to himself, ‘‘ to aspire
to the hand of Svarna What nght have I to look so
high? Svarna 158 a nich man’s daughter, very clever
and beautiful wpto the bargan But what makes her
80 eagerly sought mn marmmage 1s the fact that her father
has willed a2 considerable sum of money 1 her name
The old gentleman will not hke to contract an alhance
with one who 18 not his equal Would that my father
had a competence But, better still, how I wish her
father had not willed any money in her name Then I
might have been able to get some one to try to con-
cihate her father for me But the will can be changed
I don’t care for her money Yet why should Svarna
give up her portion 2 She cannot love a poor unfortun-
ate fellow like me. Since she learnt that I was the son

1 The mmmermon of an 1dol, efter the performance of the usual
ceremonies of worship, into a tank or nver
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of a very poor man, she has never come near me How
I wish I had never seen her If she cannot love me,
what's the good of my loving her? And who knows
but when I am gone from here, I may never see her
in my hfe again  Away then with the thought of her ”

He rose and took his scat at the table Opening his
history he began to rcad It was, however, to no
purpose , for when, after a while, he stopped to refresh
his memory, he found that s reading had made no
nnpression on his mind He put the book aside and
took up his grammar, thinking he would try to do better
tlus time, but he soon had to give up the attempt
as altogether uscless He next thought he would wnte
a letter, and took out a piece of notepaper Putting
n the date, he stopped to think to whom he should
write He recollected a friend or two who really cared
for him, but at last he made up his mind to wnite to
lus father. As he had put at the top the date 1n English,
he chipped that mde of the letter-paper and commenced
at once in Bengali But he began so to blot and blunder
that he saw 1t was no use gong on, and finging the pen
aside and tearing up the letter he went and lay down 1n
bed agan

He had just lain down when Hem entered “ Oh,
you are here!’ he cried ‘I have been seeking you
Didn’t you hear me call ? ”

¢ No,"” said Gopal, mtting up

“] called aloud,” said Hem. “It 15 strange you
didn’t hear me But come,” he said again, taking hold
of Gopal’s hand, “1t 1s near meal-time, lot us go and
take our bath.”

“When are we to go down to Caleutta ?”* asked
Gopal
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“ Not settled yet ” ‘

“But what about——?” Gopal would have said
“ Svarna’s marmage,” but he checked humself As it
happened Hem did not hear him, his thoughts bemng
elsewhere at the time,



CHAPTER XXXV.
MEETING OF BIDHUBHUSHAN AND NILKAMAL

Leaving Gopal behind, Bidhubhushan, as the reader
may remember, left Calcutta with a deputy collector
for Dacca. This gentleman, after their arrival, gave
Bidhubhushan & post under him 1n his court, and he began
to hive with um. At first, for want of expemence, he
had some difficulty in performing his duties, but by
earnestness and constant apphcation he soon succeeded
in mastering his work The collector was very fond of
musie, and Bidhubhushan, having some proficiency in
it, soon ingratiated himself with him. Qut of his pay
he occasionally made small remttances to his son, and
he now seemed perfectly content with his lot and to
have nothing to complain of.

One day as Bidhubhushan was gitting in & shop where
he occasonally gave custom, he heard a sudden uproar
very close to him in the street Quickly gomng out to
see what 1t was about, he saw a tall hlackish fellow coming
on 1 a great flurry, while 1n his rear came a number of
rude boisterous boys, throwing dust in showers and
continually shouting “ Hanuman, Hanuman.” He at
once knew him to be his oM friend, Nilkamal. Nilkamal
looked very unlike s former self. He was much fallen
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off in flesh, and wore very long hair on his head, and his
beard, which had been allowed to grow, now reached
down to his breast His eyes, which were naturally red,
now looked much redder, and thus gave a wild look to
his features At times, when his patience was quite
exhausted, he turned fiercely round upon the boys as
though he would fall on them and pull them to meces ,
or made a violent rush at them, gnashing his teeth and
cursing furiously But the boys were always too quick
for him, and when they fell back a fow paces or dis-
persed as occasion requured, 1t was only to return to the
charge with redoubled force ~AsBidhubhushan walked
up to him, he rased his hand to striko him. But
presently recognmising him, he cried, “ Oh, 1t 18 you! I
bheg your pardon, dear friend ; but do deliver me from
these little devils, oh, do, I beseech you >

“ Why, what's the matter, Nilkamal ? >’ sad Bidhu-
bhushan ‘“ How came you to be here ?

But the boys were continually shouting *“ Hanuman,
Hanuman,” and Nilkamal again begged and entreated
him to dnve them away Bidhubhushan did all he
could to disperse the boys, but 1n vain At length, as
the only alternative left, he led Nilkamal into the shop.
The boys, after hovering about for a while, left the place
and quckly disappeared.

When all was quiet, Nilkamal turned to Bidhubhushan
and said, ““ What brought you here, friend ?

“ That 18 just what I have been asking you Why
didn’t you return to your appommtment? You were
pretty well off

“ Why didn’t I? Ask my fate. O my friend, there
is no peace for me in this world Wherever I go I must,
it seems, be made a butt of by men and boys. I had to
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leave Ramnagar too soon, for there too the boys were
after me, making fun of me and nearly driving me mad
It 18 all, I think, owing to that wretched song, but you
know I have long given up singing it.”

“I am glad you have, but why do you lose your
temper, my friend ? That’s your weak point

“ I know 1t 1s, but I can’t help it. Why, the mention
of that hornd name is epough to make me forget
myself.” Lt

“ You mustn’t mind 1t, my friend. But you look much
paler than you used to do.”

“ Oh, I am weary of sudh a miserable hfe as this.”

Bidhubhushan tried to comfort him as well as he
could and talked with him till mght, when he said, *“ Will
you come with me to our lodgings, Nilkamal ? You
are welcome to eat and sleep there ”

‘ For three days,” said Nilkamal, “I have had nothing
to eat, nor do I want to eat anything now. My appetite
has altogether left me

Bidhubhushan was touched with compassion to hear
him talk thus “ Wait here, Nilkamal,” he said,
“ while I go and fetch something for you to eat ”

“No, no,” said Nilkamal m a resolute tone “I
won’'t eat anything” As he spoke these words, his
face, as Bidhubhushan could see in the moonlight,
assumed a terrible look, his eyes glowing like two
coals of fire.

‘ Come, don’t fret about it, my fmend. Yom mustn’t
take 1t too seriously to heart >

* I think I will go with you,” said Nilkamal, suddenly

ingimg to his feet Bidhubhushan talked to him
v8¥ kindly on the way and, when he had got to hus
lodgings, he made him mt 1n & room while he went to
[ o
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fetch something for him to eat When he returned,
Nilkamal was gone. He hastened out mto the street
to look for him, but 1n vain

Now let us turn to Sasbhushan. The amlas! who
all along had wanted to get hhm out of the way, had
induced the old lady to apply for a manager. The
Magistrate of the district, to whom the apphication was
made, had come on mspection 1n person

When this important functionary armved, according
to a previous intimation given and received, he was
shown 1nto the office where the master, contrary to his
wont, was seated near the amlas at therr work He
sat on a fine soft bed made on the carpeted floor, with his
back lazily resting against a bolster Hard by stood a
table on which were a few fine showy things He was,
as usual, not 1n a sober state He looked very red m
the nose, his eycs were bloodshot, and he could hardly
speak with any distinctness He had a fan 1n his hand,
which he waved to and fro to keep off the flies, which
nevertheless returned again and agamn, and flew rougd
his head with & buzz The magistrate viewed him
feelings of great disgust He, however, put two or
questions to him to which he could give no answers gve
those which were put into his mouth by Samblm
The magstrate saw at once how things really stood His
order, on leaving, was that until the Government found
an able man to appoint as manager, the business should
be suspended, and that Sasibhushan should render
the past ten years’ accounts mn proof of the manner in
which he had discharged the duties of his office as
dewan The order qute sta.ggered Sasibhushan Indeed,
he felt like one who was gomng t3 be put on his trial for a
very grave offence. If he had got his dismussal instead,

1 Officers 1n tho employment of & zamindar.
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how happy he would have felt! This day when he rose
to leave, the amlas did not show their respect by nsing
from their seats as usual Indeed they sat fast, pre-
tending that they were too busy. Even people who used
to make salaam to him whenever they met him, seemed
exceodingly strange this evening. All the way he
walked, holding his head down ; and when he got home
be sank down on s bed dressed as he was, for he was
greatly depressed.

“ What news ? "’ esked his wife, seerng him look =o
poorly

“1 am a ruined man,”

‘* You don’t “mean 1t; come, what did the sahib
sa’y ' ”

“ Why, I am to render the past ten years’ accounts,
and that means my ruin, you know,” was the dhort
reply made by Sasibhushan.

Pramada would say no more, and left the room rather
abruptly

After a while Sasibhushan rose and proceeded to his
sitting-rdom. Here he waited, expecting the amlas
would call, as usual, on their way home from the office.
Night came on, yet no one appeared, and he grew very
mnpatient At every approach of a footfall he flew
to the door to see who was coming. But it was onl
either the goldsmith or the tailor or somebody else to
whom he owed money.

He at last sent to the amlas He had word brought
back that they were particularly engaged and conse-
quently could not come. “ Ah, I suspected as much,”
sald Sagbhushan to himself. They could crush him
at any moment. He felt that. It was near nine,
and he rose and left his home." He went straight to
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Ramsundar’s, where he met with a very cold reception.
The other officials were all there, but they no longer
cared to treat him with respect. Ramsundar was
smoking his hookah He used not to smoke mn Sasi-
bhushan’s presence, but what did he care now ¢

After having sat 1n silence for some minutes the amlas
rose to leave. At this, Sasibhushan, who had been
alent all the while, very meekly said, “ I beg you will
kindly wait for a Iittle while, I am here to ask a favour
of you.”

“Of me'!” sad the head accountant, with a serio-
comic expression of his face as Sasibhushan looked at
lhim when he had made lus request “ Surely your
honour 1s joking ”

“Come away, sir,” said one of them to the head
accountant. It 1 getting late.”

“ Oh, be so kind as to wait for a httle time,” sud
Samibhushan. “I am here to ask a favour of you all ”

The amlas resumed their seats “'My prayer,” said
Sasibhushan, “1s that you wll be so kind as not to let
me be ruined ”’

“ For my part,” said the correspondence clerk, I have
nothing to do with the whole affair. Properly speaking
I have little or no concern in this matter ”

** But may I not ask you,” said Sasibhushan, looking
at ham, *“ to be so kind as to try to help me out of the very
great difficulty I am in ¢ *’

* Well, 1t seems he has no business with us,” observed
one of the officials. ‘ Let us be off then.”

Sasbhushan, with jomned palms and tears mn his eyes,
saad that his business was with of them, and that,
unless they took pity on him in helpless pomtion,
he was a ruined man.
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The amlas relented when they observed the humiliation
of their chuef After some disoussion they agreed to let
Sambhushan go unscathed, but on the condition that he

should pay them a thousand rupees each, and afterwarda
remgn his situation.



CHAPTER XXXVI.

“WHERE IS GOPAL?!"”

TROUBLES never come singly. Hem’s father had died,
and soarcely had the family ceased to mourn over his
loss when a fresh trouble came upon them—Hem was
stricken down with an attack of smallpox. In that
year smallpox raged fearfully in Calcutta, and a great
many people were carried off by the fell disease. It did
not, it 13 said, spare even those who had before suffered
from its attack. ..

On the third day of his fever Hem hed the first appear-
ance of emallpox on um. . .

* You have been va.ccina.y.’ ” Hem asked Gopal.

“ Yes,” aaid Gopal.

“8till, you should be very careful,” said he. “I
fear I have got smallpox.”

Gopal looked minutely What he saw very much
alarmed him. There was a breaking out of small red
pimples almost all over his body, which looked very
suspicious. Without one word he left the room, and
at once went off for the best European physician then
practising in Calcufte. It was not long before he
returned with the doctor, who, on sceing the patient,
at once declared his case to be one of smallpox.
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Within two or three days Hem’s body was swollen all
over His throat was so sore and painful that he could
neither speak nor swallow any food without great
dafficulty.

Day and night Gopal knew no rest. He kept con-
stantly by his friend’s bedside, and would not leave him
for a mmute by himself to take his food or drink  Some-
times he had his food served up 1n the sick-room.

“1 cannot bear your constantly staying near me, lest
you should catch 1t,” smid Hem to Gopal, speaking
with great difficulty. Gopal said nothing

After a while he said agam, * Have you sent home any
intimation of my illness ¢ ”

* No,” saad Gopal.

‘ Say nothing about it.”

“I have got two letters from home,” said Gopal
“ Will you look at them, my friend ¢

“ No, you read them, and write a reply,” said Hem

Gopal wrote in reply that things were all well with
them 5

Two or three days afterwards Hem was delrious
Night and day he lay raving in bed In s ravings
he talked of Svarnalata and Gopal. Gopal was always
by, and tears were often now in his eyes.

Syama attended on him regularly in her leisure time

“Did you ever know a case of smallpox like this
cured ? '’ Gopal agked Syama, with tearful eyes.

“ Oh, I have seen much worse cases cured.”

“Haveyou? O dear one, I am so afrad, you know.”

“Don’t be at all afraad. Depend on me, he will be
well agamn,”

Just as Syama had spoken these words, they heard
a coach dray up at the door. “ The doctor has come,”
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almost cried Gopal. Syamea hestened downstairs On
opening the door she met the doctor yust stepping out
of the coach. In a minute he was by the bedmde of
the patrent When he had exammed him he asked,
looking very senous, “ How long has he been 1n this
dull drowsy state 2

‘* Bince early morning,” saxd Gopal, *“ he has not spoken
a word ” The doctor looked concerned.

* The case is very serious, sir ? ”’ asked Gopal

“ 1 am afrad 1t 18, said the doctor, rather hemtatingly.

This answer was 100 much for Gopal, and he burst mnto
tears.
* Oh, don’t weep, my friend,” saxd the doctor, speak-
ing very kindly “Nurse him well No one knows but
his case may take a favourable turn It 18 not hopeless
yet ”

Lest there should be any omussions on lus part,
Gopal took note of everything that the doctor said
to him

“ have not as yet sent any intimation of his
Ulness,” said Gopal to Syama, after the doctor had
left. ‘““We ought no longer to keep 1t from them
at home.”

“It certainly does secrn unwise,” sad Syama
“ For, should the worst happen, God knows what they
will think of us,”

* You are right,” said Gopal. And he at once wrote to
Svarna the following note :

SvaARNA,

Hem has smallpox He bade me say nothing about
it or you would have heard from me before He 1s quite
unconscious now and has been so since this mormng.
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The doctor says his case 18 not yet hopeless If you
want to come, come at once Syama and I are doing
everything we can for him
Yours effectionately,
GoPaL.

When Gopal had sent the note, he felt much
rehieved,

Svarna and her grandmother became exceedingly
anxious when they heard the bad news. That very day
they prepared to start for Caloutta; but as they had
never been there before, and 1t would not be easy for
them to find Hem’s Jodgings, Svarna’s grandmother was
rather concerned  She, however, soon_hut upon & plan,
Their pniest’s native village was near Sreerampur She
had more than once been to his house,, and they would
go there, and thence proceed to Calcutta with a proper
person to take care of them on the way and see them safe
to Hem’s lodgings.

Ther mind thus made up, they were borne in a
palanquin to the ralway-station, which was not far
from the willage. They took tickets for Sresrampur,
and went by the first train, reaching their destmation
at mdmght.

As soon as Sasankasekhar Smntigiri (for that was the
priest’s name) heard of the amval of Svarna and her
grandmother, he hastened to the door to welcome them.
The old lady, as soon as she saw hum fell on her knees
before hum and bowed down, reverently touching the
ground at hus feet with her forehead. Her example
was quickly followed by Svarna When Svarna's
grandmother had risen to her feet again, ** O reverend
sir,” said she, “ Hem 18 semously ill To-night we must
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reach Caloutta. As it will not be easy for us to find
his lodgings, may I request you to order your servant to
go with us ¢ ”’

1 can take you there myself,” said the priest “ But
what 18 hus illness 7’

* Smallpox,” said Svarna’s grandmother O, s,
we are so afraid

“Fear nothing,” said he, “some dawakarjya,'
however, is necessary, and the sooner 1t 15 begun the
better

 Oh, do anything that 1s necessary, and never mind
the expense

When she had said this, she took & fifty-rupee note
from her purse and put it into s hand

1v was dark and the priest knew nothing of its value
just then, But when he bad ascertamned at the hght
the sum paid, which was certainly much greater than his
most sanguine expectations, how very glad he was
“Why, I am 1n luck to-day,” said he to himself. But
he was & man who understood his profession well So
concealing his feelngs as best as he could, he saud,
“You have made a hberal advance, though I do not
think 1t will cover all expenses.”

* Begmn with 1t,”’ said the old lady, “ I will pay you
more a8 S00N &8 necessary.”

““Well, but I was thinking how you could go to
Calcutta to-night ”

*“ Why, 18 there no train 2 ”

 No,” said the priest.

“ Then please send at once to hire a boat. We must
start to-mght.”

A man, accordingly, was sent off, but he returned

1 The performaunce of a rite mn which divine ad 18 sought.
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after about an hour with the news that no boat could be
got that mght.

Svarna and her grandmother were, therefore, obliged
to stay for that mght at the priest's house The next
mormng, before the sun was up, they were all ready to
gtart They were very suon Joined by Sasankesekhar
who, not for lus devotion but for show, had chantably
daubed himself with gangamssitika! On hus appear-
ance, they bowed down as before holiness itself He
blessed them, saymng, “ May Durga grant you your
prayer |’ He then asked if Svarna had been vae-
cinated.

*“No,” said the old lady. “It is hereditarily pro-
hibited m our family.”

“Then I would have her stay here,” said the
prest. “ Calcutta 18 not & fit place for her to hve
1n now,”

Svarna, however, refusing fo be left belund, her.
grandmother said, ““ You are not to disobey the prest,
child. What shall we do if you go down to Calcutts
with us and have smallpox ?”

Svarna made no answer. And the priest said, * Why,
you can understand we ought to know best what is
for your good. Now, stay here, my child, and you may
trust me to keep you well supplied with news of your
brother while you are here *

In the end Svarna was obhged to stay where she was,
and Sasankasekhar quckly left for Calcutta with her
grandmother.

On their arrival they found Hem lying unconscious
m bed. The doctor had armved two or three minutes
before How glad were all when, after seeing his patient,

1 Mud of the boly nver—Gangees.
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the doctor declared for the first time that day that he
was now fairly out of danger.

Soon after the doctor had left, Hem opened his eyes.
“ Where is Gopal ? *’ he agked

“ Here I am, darling, what do you want now ? > sad
his grandmother



CHAPTER XXXVIL
SASANKA AND HIS NEIGHBOUR HARIDAS

Leavine his attendant behind, Sasankasekhar Ieft
Calcutta that very day and reached home before dark.
Almost as soon as he set foot 1n the house, Svarna came
to him. “ How 13 my brother ? ”” she inquired, eagerly
looking up into hus face

“ Oh, he 13 much better,” said the pmest. “I trust
he will soon come round.”

“When may I go down to Calcutta ?” asked
Svarna, much reheved of her anxety.

“ When your brother gets perfectly well You can
understand why I object to your gomng there now But
why, Svarna, aren’t you comfortable here *

“Oh, I am qute comfortable Only I think if my
brother were with me now I could take good care of
h.'.m »

* Depend on me, he 18 taken as good care of just now
as one could wish There 18 a boy there named Gopal,
who keeps by his mde mght and day. Indeed he 18
most diligent in lus attentions to hm I think he 18
the best and gentlest boy I have ever seen.”

Svarna was supremely happy to hear Gopal so highly
spoken of She saxd no more, and Sasanke retired to
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rest for a little time. After that he came out, walked
to the door, and, calling his servant, ordered him to fetch
therr neighbour, Haridas Muker)ee.

Handas quickly appeared * Friend Handas,” said
Sasanka, “ I want to have a talk with you.”

* What about ? ”’ asked Handas,

“You will know presently, but we must be alone
Come along with me, please ” And the two strolled
out together m the direction of the river. The sun had
gone down, and, while in the western sky a flush stall
Iingered, there was the moon peeping above the horizon
m the east. It was the time of spring, and the sweet
scent of wild flowers was in the air A httle way down,
the river made a sweet murmuring noise as on 1t flowed
to jomn the distant sea It was indeed the most dehght-
ful time of evening, when there might be many pouring
out their hearts in sweet communion with the Great
Maker of the umverse But let us hear what Sasanka
and Handas have to say to each other

Having reached the river-side they sat down on the
grass ““ Come, make haste, 1t 18 night already, and I
have my devotions to attend to,”” said Haridas

*“ Well, you mustn't be in a hurry,” said Sasanka.
“I am about to refer to a subject equally important
to us both.”

¢ 1 really don’t know what you are speaking about ”

““ Well, then I must come to the pomnt at once You
know that Burdwan girl—the same to whom you were so
anxious to marry your son ?

 Well, what about her? But goon”

‘ Bipradas, you know, was a very good fellow. You
must remember what his reply was to the letter I
wrote to lnm some months ago when he was living.
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Why, lus very words were, ° Smce you recommend this
young man there should be no objection’ No doubt
he had e great regard for me, but ¥ must be said thet he
was 8 httle too fond of s son.”

“I know all that ”

“ Patience. Had his son not been in the way, he would
have been glad to contract an alhance with you.”

“ That's nothing new.”

“ Patience 18 a very good thing, my friend, Well,
Bipradas had several other offers, but he hked not one
of them He was a man of the old school, and he cared
more for money than for anything else m the world

*“Then why was not my son preferred ¥ Though I
am not rich, at least I have a competence.”

“True; but, as I have told you, he was a most indul-
gent father, and never hiked to oppose his own beloved
son The son argued that as Svarna’s porhon was
sufficient to make her comfortable in life, she should be
given m marnage to & young man of promise, even
though he be poor.”

* My son 1s all that and more He 15 a B.A., and you
must own he 18 handsome too.”

“ Well, if everyone saw with your eyes, your son
would be the handsomest young man 1 the world ”

Handas looked up as if he was offended. “ Don’t
take any offence, my fmend,” smd Sasanka. “I do
not mean to say that your son 1s ugly. On the con-
trary, I think he hes every nght to aspire to the hand
of the daughter of my fmend But—"

“ But what ¢ ” smid Handas, seemng that he hesitated
to speak out his mind

“T fear you will be offended with me if I say it.”

“ Why should I be offended ¢ Speak, please,”
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*“ Well, if I must speak the truth, your son cennot
hold & candle to the boy Hem would have his father
pitch upon *

“ You certainly disparage my son, who is a B A.”

“ If you saw the boy I speak of, you would not say so.
I have seen the bay myself, and I consider him the
gentlest and prettiest lad in teens I ever set eyes upon
Such bright mntelligent cyes he has! Indeed he 18 &
very promising lad, and takes the greatest pleasure 1n
learning *’

“ Then why should Bipradas not give his daughter
1n marrniage to this best of boys 1n the world 2 >

‘“ Why, haven’t I told you that he was more a respecter
of wealth than of person? And the boy’s father 1s
m the humblest of circumstances Yet, you know,
Bipradas wanted time to conmider, and would, 1f he had
lived, have surely yiclded to the wishes of lus beloved
son‘!’

“ The son is free to do as he likes now that the father
18 dead ” .

“ Well, yes, but the boy has httle or no chance now *

* Why ? ”* saxd Handas, looking eagerly up to the face
of Sasanka.

“ Now Lsten ” And Sasanka drew himself up and
looked his companion straight in the face. ‘“Now
hsten,” he repeated *‘ Hem 18 confined to his bed by
smallpox. The doctor says there 18 very httle hope.
Well, if his case proves fatal, about which there seems
to be no doubt, why then this boy has not the least
chance 1n the world For the old lady, poor Bipradas’s
mother, you know, does not wish to contract an alhance
©xcept with one who has got plenty of money *

“ And do you think I have any chance 1n that case1™
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#“T beheve I have a great influence with the old
la'dy.l’

“Well, that's good, but the young man must die
ﬁ:Et ”

“I wnll tell you what. He cannot live longer than
three days at most So when he 18 gone, you may be
quite sure of the girl and her money. For, believe me,
T can easily conciliate the old lady.”

“But & man mey go as far as death’s door and yet
live ”

*“ Well, if the young man should hve, though there
are & thousand chances to one agamnst tha »

* Why, then I think we must put 1t out of our heads
altogether,” sayd Hardas, interrupting hum

“ Not so, I should know what to do 1n that case.”

“ What do you mean 2 asked Handas,

“I can secretly jomn their hands, and 1n such a clever
way as you would never think of.”

“How 18 that posmible unless you can get the girl
bere, and in your own house too, which, I beheve,
would be & most difficult thing to do ?

“ That 18 none of your look out If yon rely on me,
I promise you will have what you want ”

“ But the question is, how you can get the gl to
your house.”

Sasanks was capable of doing anything for money
Handas knew it well, but he knew also that he wag full
of cunnmg and deceit. He therefore sad, “I must
first see the girl, or I must wash my hands of it ”

“ Well, I will bring you-to see the girl, but before I
undertake this business I must know what you can
P&y."

* Whet do you want ? ' saud Handas,

BV 3
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“What do I want? Why, I am sure it is such a
delicate affair that no one can pay enough for it

“ That may be true,” said Ha.ndas ; “but I cannot
pay more than a thousand rupees ”

*“ You speak lhke a child,” sad Sa.sa.nka, laughing.

19 “’hy 2 ”

“ What’s that sum compared to her portion, pray 2 *

** What does 1t matter ? ** said Handas *‘ I haven’t
got 1t And there 18 many a shp between the cup and
the hp, you know But I may tell you that 1t 1s not
for her money that I am willing to have this girl for my
daughteran-law.”

** Oh, certamly not. You are willing to accept her as
your daughter-in-law because she 1s a poor hittle orphan,
having neither beauty nor a friend to stand by her.”

* Oh, no, no,” said Handas, laughing

* Why, I think I am not too dull to see your noble
mtention And you talk of paying me a thousand
rupees because I am willing to act in the matter You
are a noble-minded man ! »

‘ Oh, you are facetious, but I was only joking,” said
Harnidas, breaking again mto a short laugh

‘ Then will you truly tell me what you can pay ?

 Truly, five thousand rupees. That is the utmost I
can give ”

 Oh, you are still joking, I can see ”

“No, not joking. I am really in earnest Why,
you know, there is not more than fifteen thousand rupecs
in the will; and then just think of the trouble and
expense I should have to be at, for there 18 no avoiding
a lawswit to get this business done. The brother of the
girl will never forgive our playing such a trick as this,
but will be sure to go to law, and thus a portion of the
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money, that will come to me by my son’s marriage wmith
the girl, will be fnttered away in lawyers’ bills  Besides,
& htigation means a hundred other thmgs to pay for,
you know. And what shall I have left after all ths
expense, If I pay you more than five thousand ® ”

“ And do you thmk the brother will spare me if he
should get well? Not he. He 1s & hot-tempered youth,
very unhke your son, who 18 meek and gentle as a lamb ;
and he cares not the least bit for me, though I am their
priest He has adopted all the English customs, even
matters of food end dnnk. As for his English books,
they have taught him nothing good If I need dread
any one, I have most need to dread such a character
as this. Yet if I have half the girl’s portion in the will
I will do the busmess for you, and I care not what may
follow,”

“ Half the sum! That’s too much.”

“ Well, if you think so, let us say no more about
it” And Sasanka rose as though he meant to be
going

‘ Come, come, be reasonable,” said Handas, taking
hold of s hand and making him sit down agan.

* What I have asked is quite conmstent with reason.
T will not take less, you msy depend on that. But if
you cannot agree to my terms, why, we had better
drop the matter for good and all.”

“Well, well, I will consider and let you lkmow to-
morrow DBut what about the girl ¥ You must jet me
gee her "

“ You are welcome to have a look at her this evening
if you hke ”

“This evening } you don't mean 1t ™

“J do though. Am I the man to joke 1™
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Sasanka and Haridas went down to the water’s edge
to perform their eveing devotions

Sasanka, who worshipped nothing but money, touched
the water three or four times, and, having finished
wonderfully quckly, rose, saying to Handas, * Make
haste, my friend *

Harnidas was quickly ready for gomng home with
Sasanka, and when he had scen the girl, he said to
himself, * Why, she 18 quito 1n Sasanka’s grasp ”



CHAPTER XXXVIIL.
SVARNA A PRISONER IN SASANKA'S HOUSE

HEeM was now eonivalescent  But he was not as yet able
to leave his bed Day and might Gopal kept him com-
pany as before He was ever by his side to feed him wath
his own hand, to wipe lus face, or to talk to hm His
company was as balm to Hemehandra, for whom 1t was
imposable to love his friend more than he did now

Every morming, while Hem was confined to his bed,
Sasanka would travel by train to Calcutta to see um,
and return before dark the same day. For this Svarna’s
grandmother felt very very thankful How was 1t
possible for the old lady to see through his garb of
benevolenco 2

As for Svarna, she could not be sufficiently thankful
for it Was 1t a small kundness, as she thought, that
rather than make any other arrangements, the prest
should himself go and see him every day, which meant
a journey of several miles, and not mind the trouble ¢
And each day, when 1t was near time for Sasanka to
come home, she would go and wait at the door to look
out for hrm, and when she saw hum at a distance, she
would run to meet him and inquire about her brother.
Could any one have taken a more hively interest in their
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affairs 1 Was not Sasanka the greatest of their well-
wishers in the world ¢ 8o indeed she thought him, and
80 she told hum one day. The deep gratitude, which she
felt towards him, and which she could not express
without crymng, was a reproach to us gmlty mind. He
could not look on her—a smimple artless girl, but in con-
trast with his own hypocntical self Wretch as he was,
he knew he was going to do her a great wrong, but it
was only for & moment, and then, as he could never
resist the temptation of gold, he laughed at hisown
wealkness, as he called it, and, rising, proceeded to see
his neighbour, Handas

* What are you about ! writing ?” said he to Haridas,
seeing haim

* Oh, mt down, please. Only some accounts. Two
minutes more and I have done ”

“ Well,” observed Sasanka, “ you have no time to
lose You must be ready as quickly as you can”

** Oh, never fear, but you, I must say, are a httle
too hard upon me ”

“ Let me know once for all what you can pay,” said
Sasanka.

* S1x thousand rupees

““Well, I accept your offer, for really I don’t like
hagghng The day after to-morrow, mind, is the day
fixed for your son’s marnage with the girl. So mn the
meantime be ready, and good-bye till we meet agan
on the wedding mght.”

Sverna was in quite good spints. For was not her
brother gradually recovering, and did she not have daily
tidings of him ¢ Why, she hoped that in a fortmight
or so she would be lowed to go down to Calcutta to
bve waith him. Oh, how cheerng was the thought!
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She was up quite fresh every mornil;g, ate her food
with relish, and seemed to grestly enjoy the company
of the girls of the neighbourhood.. Such a sweet gentle
gul! Little did she dream that Sasanka, whom she
thought to be their greatest well-wisher in the world,
was but & wolf in sheep’s clothing, that he had been

.~ TBecretly negotiating with Haridas, and was so utterly
depraved as to be prepared to do her an irreparable
injury for money.

Night came on space; and, according te his wont,
Sasanka now left the house, and bent s steps towards
the nver-nde to perform his evening devotions. Shortly
afterwards his children fell asleep, with the exception
of one, a sturdy boy, three or four years old, who rather
capriciously took 1t into his heed not to go to sleep
without Svarna, and, whining and fretting, obliged his
mother to call her. As Svarna appeared, “ This naughty
boy,” said she, ** has thoroughly made up s mind not
to go to sleep without you, so will you stay here for a
Little while, my child ¢

Svarna went to him, and the boy at once held his
peace, and quickly fell asleep A cool gentle breeze
was blowing, and sleep almost imperceptibly stole  upon
her.

" On hus return, at the usual hour, Sasanka went to
lus wife. “Who is there with the boy 1 ** eaid he to
her.

¢ Svarna,” answered his wife

“ Is she awake or asleep ? >’ he said in a whisper

Svarna was wide awake now, for she woke up almost
as soon as Saganka set foot 1n the house. But she shut
her eyes again and pretended to begleep when she heard
whispers near the door Sasanka's wife approached
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the bed * Asleep,” she whispered, stooping over her
to make sure

*Then just come here to me,” said Sasanka in an
undertone.

As his wmife returned to him, “ Look here,” said he,
speaking as before, * do you see these two keys ? The
one belongs to the front entrance, and the other to the
back door. Both these doors I have locked Now, you
are to keep a sharp look out and see that no one tries
to get out of the house by any other means ”

“ What do you mean ? Why should any one not be
allowed to get out of the house ? ”” said his wife with
some Surprise

* That’s none of your busmess ”

* I must kmow or I mll make a fuss ”

“ Well, well,” said Sasanka, laughing defiantly, “ I
don’t care at all if you do know 1t ” Then 1n a cold,
business-hke way he acquainted his wife with the
atrocious business he had taken in hand, which sxmply
filled her with horror

“ Why look hke that ? ” said Sasanka agan, eyemng
his wife significantly “ But I don’t care a straw for
your feehngs. And, now mark me,” he added, giving
her a savage look, ““ if you should give the game away,
I will——, but I need not say 1t ” Sasanka walked off
to the outer house

Svarna’s feehngs at what she overheard may be more
easily conceived than descmbed It was imposaible for
her to feign to be asleep any longer, so she gave the clld
by her mde a pinch in the arm  As he imnstantly woke
up with a shnll outery of pain, Svarne, as if disturbed
m her sleep, moved, rubbed her eyes, and slowly raised
berscf up m bed. “You fell asleep, child ?* said
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Sasanka’s wife * Yes, mother,” said Svarna. And
she rose and abruptly left the room. Coming away she
at once ran to the back door. She found 1t locked
She turned and ran to the front door. This was locked
from outmde. Oh, what should she do! Like a hird
shut up in a cage, she fluttered and flew this way and
that, but 1n vain She was a close prisoner in the house,
and Sasanka was a monster who meant to eat her up.
She could never have believed that he was such a fiend,
but she could not doubt her own cars To her the house
seemed to have the look of a dungeon, dark and dismal,
whose very air was poisonous, and she longed to be out
of it Full of horror she ran back to the room she had
so recently left , and as she sank down on the floor she
looked so ghastly that Sasanke’s wife was greatly
frightened “ Why,” she cned, “ what’s the matter
with you, Svarna ?”

It was imposaible for her to suppress her feelings.
“ I have overheard every word,”” she cried, bursting into
tears. ‘ Oh'! take my hfe. It 1s better to be dead than
Live to be miserable ”

The soul of Sasanka’s wife melted into pity She
left her boy, whom she had put to sleep again, and went
to Svarna  “ Don’t weep, my child,” she said, speaking
very kindly; “I will contnive to free you from the clutches
of my cruel husband ”

“ Will you ? do you promuse ? Oh, be land to me ”
And Svama clung to her feet and woept piteously.
Sasanka’s wife drew her to her mde, and wiped the tears
from her eyes and spoke words of comfort to her And
when Svarna was comforted a httle, she said, “ Can you
wnite, my child 2 ”

“ A httle,” said Svarna.
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“ Are you able to wnite a letter ? ”

“Yes, but to whom am I to wnte? My brother 1s
too weak to get out of bed yet ”

*Is there no one else to whom you can write ?

Svarna blushed and hung down her head * I cannot
think,” she said.

“ Why, what’s the name of that boy * Yes, Gopal ,
I recollect 1t now. He 1s & clever lad, I am told Why
not write to him 2 ”

Deeper now was the blush on her face “1I think I
had better write to my brother,” she murmured

“ What’s the good of wnting to your brother ? He
cannot do anything, now that he 1s confined to his bed

* No, but he will be sure to show my letter to Gopal

“ Well, then wnitc to your brother” With this the
good woman rose and left her She quickly reappeared
with the wntmmg materials, and Svarna commenced
at once and soon fimshed her letter The neat morn-
mg, almost the first thing Sasanka’s wife did was to
take the maidservant into her confidence , and, secretly
handing her the letter, bade her put 1t 1n the post office
on her way to the bazaar



CHAPTER XXXIX.
GOPAL TO THE RESCUE.

ALTHOUGH Svarna’s letter was due to reach its destina-
tion before ten o’clock on the following morming, some-
how or other 1t was delayed on the way and did not
arnve until four o’clock n the eveming Gopal took 1n
the letter, and read Hemchandra’s name on the cover
Where did the letter come from ? Those previously
received from home were all wntten by the gamasta,!
but this was mn a different hand A female style of
handwnting, but very neat and legble. Could 1t be
Svarmna's hand ? He had never seen 1t before. But,
if 1t was, wasn't she as clever as she was pretty ?

“Here 18 a letter for you,” said Gopal, gong to
Hemchandra Hem took it. “It 15 from Svarna,
read 1t, Gopal,” said he, handing back the letter.

Gopal opened the letter with a trembhng heart. As
he read 1t to humself lus face grew red and s eyes
flashed fire He never could have dreamed that Sasanka
was capable of such baseness. Happly, Hemchandra's
cyes were not on him, and he did not observe the vimble
signs of indignation in his face Gopal, however, made
an effort to look unconcerned, and when Hem asked

1 A collector of renta.



236 SVARNALATA

what she had written, he only said, as he put back the
letter mto its cover, ** She has asked after you, and 1s
very anxious to come here ” Hem asked no more, but
turned over on his side and quietly went to sleep. Gopal
felt that he had no time to lose, and he quckly appeared
befere the old lady and commumecated the contents of
the letter to her, So great indeed was her indignation
at what she heard that she cursed Sasanka and called
him & rascal, and swore that he should rue his rascahty
Gopal begged her not to make any fuss, lest the excite-
ment should prove too much for Hem and bring on his
illness again. He said that, as 1t was past four, and the
marriage was to take place at mx o’clock 1n the evening,
he must start at once if he was to be mn time to prevent
1t He quckly dressed, and, stick 1n hand, boldly set
off for the Howrah station to catch the 4-30 tram He
had scarcely gone fifty paces when 1t oceurred to him that
he had forgotten to take any money with hhm He
went back at once *‘ Quick, quick, let me have some
money,” said he, appearing before the old lady. She
promptly opened her cash-box and handed him a twenty-
rupee note. Without looking at 1t he thrust 1t into his
breast-packet, and, asking her to tell Hemchandra that
he bad left for Bhowampur on urgent business, and might
not be back till next day, set out agamn with all haste.

A httle way on he met a hackney-carriage coming
* Stop, stop,” said he to the dnver And as the man
drove up and pulled up his horse, he jumped m. *‘To
the steam-ferry, quck,” he cried. “ And I will pay you
well if I catch the 4-30 tramn

The horses were strong, and as the man lashed them
furiously, they dashed along at a gallop. In a very
short time the wharf was reached. Out Gopal jumped,
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but when he found that the old lady had given him a
twenty-rupee note, he was at a loss what to do He
must have change,and he bustled up and down, for there
was the steamer, that fermed passengers to the Howrah
station, all ready to start. In the midst of his per-
plexity some one took him across the street to a man
from whom change was to be procured “Give me
change, quok,” said he to the money-changer as he
handed him the twenty-rupee note When he received
1t he paid five rupees to the dmiver, and dashed on in
hot haste to the steamer. Just then the signal to start
was given, and 1t was followed by a long loud whistle.
He pressed forward with all the speed he could make,
But when he got upon the jetty the steamer had started,
and was noily moving in her course with her full com-
plement of passengers

There was not a minute to lose, and Gopal ran down
to the ferry, and sprang on one of the boats lying there
“ It 18 a few minutes past four,” said he, slipping a rupee
mto the ferryman’s hand, “end I want to catch the
4-30 train. So look sharp, my friend.”

“ 81t there, sir,” said the ferryman, “ and I will row
you across mn the shortest posmble time.” Gopal was
soon bemng rowed across, and quickly reached the
Howrah mde Just then the train gave a Joud, sharp
whistle Gopal landed in a trice. The ferryman asked
to be paid, but he hurned on without paymng any heed
to his words The fellow, however, would not have it
so, and quokly went and put himself before his way.
“I have paid you already,” impatiently eried Gopal.
“I have only had my tip, sir,” said the ferryman.
Gopal, to get rid of him, paid him another rupee and ran
to thestation. He had just gained the platform when the
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traan started. Like a desperate man he sprang forward,
opened the door of one of the compartments, and yjumped
i There was no time to get a ticket, but what did that
matter ¢ He could pay the fare when he arnved at his
destination

On entering the compartment, Gopal’s head was 1n a
whirl, there was a blur before his eyes, and he caught
hold of the iron railing to prevent himself from falling
For weeks together he had gone without lus proper
nourishment and his natural rest at mght , and now the
desperate effort made by hum to catch the train was too
much for him 1 his weakencd state of body Soon
he lay down on the bench There was a cool, gentle
wind blowing, and, as the train moved on, he fell asleep
from sheer exhaustion.

Never had he slept so soundly before And while
he slept, numbers of passengers got 1n and out, till at
length the tran arnved at Burdwan at nine o’clock at
mght. Carriage-doors were being opened, and tickets
were being collected 1t was all bustle and eonfusion
at the station, yet still he slept At length a Eurasian
railway-officer opencd the door of the compartment in
which he was Sceing that he was asleep, the tickot-
collector pulled him gently by the leg, saying, “ Get up,
Babu, get up” Gopal got up with a start. “Is this
Sreerampur ? ”’ he asked

“You are dreaming,” said the Eurasmian officer.
“This is Burdwan Give me your ticket, come
on.”

Gopal’s head was again in & whirl, and his feelings
seemed to choke his utterance

* Quick, give me your ticket ; why don’t you move "
sad the railway-officer.
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T haven’t got one, but I am ready to pay the fare,”
gasped out Gopal.

“I suspected as much,” said he. * Come along with
me to the station-master *

As the station-master was too busy, Gopal had to be
shut up in & rocom for the mght.

Oh, what a terrible night 1t was for him! * Must I,”
sighed he, * give up the thought of Svarna for good | *
Though Gopal had said nothing to her, yet he had fondly
cherished 1 his heart the hope that one day Svarna
would be hus own  But that she was another’s now and
he must no more think of ber—oh ! he could not bear
the thought “ Why did I not communicate the con-
tents of her letter to Hemchandra,” he exclaimed, m
an agony of grief “ He might have been able to take
prompt measures to frustrate Sasanka’s design, and rescue
Svarna from his hands. Oh, why did I fall asleep!
How can I return home to hm'! How can I look him
1n the face agan ! He has been & most loving brother
to me, but oh ! how I have wronged him! By falling
asleep I have allowed an irreparable mjury to be done
to Svarna, for which I 2an never forgive myself The
dissembling wretech! The rascally Sasanka! But who
ever thought him capable of such baseness as this!
Hemchandra will be distracted with gnef and rage when
he hearsit Svarna,at this moment,1s no doubt blaming
her brother, but, oh! she knows not that 1t is my
unfortunate self that 18 to blame forit ”

Thus sorrowmng and lamenting he passed the night.
‘T ghall be set free,” said he to himself, * as soon as 1t is
morning ; but, alas! I have failed to free Svarna from
the clutches of that scoundrel, Sasanka.”



CHAPTER XL
SVARNA'S NARROW ESCAPE.

THERE are great gomngs-on in Handas’s house. The
father of the bridegroom has procured a band from
Calcutta. The yard of the outer house 1s full, the boys
filing the greater part of it and making the very air
ring with their mirth. The bridegroom, an ill-favoured
youth of twenty-four, with a rough, dark exterior, has a
rather repulaive look in his bright red wedding garment.
He has a seat 1n the mudst of a merry group, chiefly com-
posed of students

Brides and bridegrooms have always the tenderest
attentions paid to them on the day of their marriage
The friends and relations of the bridegroom are most
diligent 1n their attentions to him. Every one seems
to feel proud of being talked to by the bridegroom, and
every acquamntance is anxious to thrust himself upon
his notice Those who have known him from a boy are
a8 eager to see and talk to him now as those who are
perfect strangers to him. The brmdegroom has to be
called away sometimes when his presence is required
in the ladies’ quarters ; and, on every such occasion, he

pretends to be very unwilling to leave the company
of bis friends.
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** You are not to take any food to-day,” seid Sasanka
to Svarna, calling her early in the morning

“Why ?” said Svarna, looking as though she were
unable to understand luis meamng.

“Why? Becamse you are gomng to be marmed
to-day,” said Sasanka, breakmng into a hornd laugh,
which startled and frightened Svarna

Sasanka was a man of gigantic eppearance, and
Svarmna now really began to feel she was in the hands
of a giant, from whom there was no runmng away

“Yes, because you are going to be marred to-day,”
repeated Sasanka; and he again laughed horrdly

Svarna’s fear at once changed to anger. Burning with
indignation that quite drowned her sense of decency,
she exclaimed, *“ Who 18 to marry me, and to whom am
I to be marned *

“J am to marry you,” said Sasanka, spealung very
calmly, “ though 1t would have been none of my concern
had your father been hving I need not tell you to
whom you are gong to be marned, for you overheard
every word of what I had lately been saymng to my
wife

Svarna’s surprise was as great as her indignation ; for
bhow could Sasanka, unless through some mysterious
process, know that she only feigned to be asleep when
he had a telk with his wife the other night ¥ “ What a
good and lkmd protector you will be!” she, however,
smd 1h & hitterly sarcastic tone.

“I may be a bad man,” sad Sasanka, “but your
father would have approved of this match, you may
depend on that ” )

¢ My father ! no, never. Itisa he.”

“ Well, never mmd your father, since he is not

8v. Q
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amongst the living. This match, you may know, has
my approval and sanction -

““ What does 1t mgmfy whether 1t has your sanction
or not ?

“Well, I am sure we could never arrange a more
suitable match than this. The young man, I tell you,
1s worth his weight in gold.”

“ What care I what the young man is worth 1 wall
not have him. There is no compulsion in things of this
kln ”

+#* Well, this is a pretty state of affawrs. I don’t hke
girls that are self-willed. And what makes them so 18
often the httle learming that they get, and that 1s so
dangerous. Come now, you are to make no fuss, for I
will not put up with any nonsense m such a serious
uffr as this,” And Sasanke rose and prepared to leave
the room. ‘ Oh, stop,” cried Svarna. “ What nght
have you to hold me a prisoner here ¥ Unlock the house-
door and let me out,Isay. I mustgodown toCalcutta

‘* Well, there 1s no hurry about 1t. You can go after
the marriage 18 over.”

Svarna rushed to the door, exclaimng, *“ I will alarm
the neighbourhood by crymng ‘murder’!” She was
just about to rush out when Sasanka caught her by the
hand and trzed to pull her inmde She struggled and
pulled the opposite way ; but she quickly had to yield
to the giant strength of Sasanka, who, standing outade,
easilly locked the door as he pushed her from him
Svarna screamed and wept and cned, but he only said,
“ Now, lie there, and ery your eyes out if you hke ”
With this he quickly went out, and, gomng to Haridas’s
brought the drummers to his house. “ Beat on your
drums, my men,” he called out to them, “ and beat
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harder whenever you hear any weeping and wailing mn
the house.”

Svame wept and entreated and threatened, but all
“to no purpose.

“ Oh, have pity on me,” she cried. * Do send me
to my brother, and I promise you will have double the
sum which you are getting for doing this great wrong.
Nay, if you will not be satisfied with that, you shall have
the whole of my portion 1n the wall.”

‘“ You know not whet you say,” said Sasanke ‘* You
have not yet acquired the title to this money

‘ But I say I will give you my portion, and I swear to
this by all that 1s sacred ”

‘ All these promises are of no avail. Sasankasekhar
18 not the man to trust 1n promises

““ What do you want then 2

“I want nothing but to see you smoothly through
the ceremony, and then to have dome wath you
altogether ”

“You have a daughter, would you like to give her
away 1n this way ? "

“ Why, 1t is very fine to hear you talk ike this Leta
girl mto the mysteries of reading and wnting, and you
spoul her. That’s proverbial.”

Svama was abashed, and said no more

Sasanka hived within easy distance of the railway
station at Sreerampur. Svarna could hear the trams
as they approached the station whistling and puffing,
and she kept hoping that some one would come to her
rescue And now she said as she heard a low distant
nose, * Ah, there is a tran coming. It must be from
Howrah ” And she brightened up at the thought that
her rescue might be at hand. For about half an hour
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she waited patiently, but after that she grew restless
and flitted about the room lhike a caged bird Presently
she stopped to histen There was another train coming
Could it be from Howrah ? It stopped It started
agaun and went puffing past After a time there was
another, and then another agamn, but no welcome
messenger came from her brother. Then it seemed to
her that the trams were all running to, and not one
running from, Howrah.

Time wore on, and at last Svarnalata saw through an
open window facing the west that the sun was about to
godown The marrage was to take place at six o’clock
in theevening What were her feclings when she thought
of that dreadful hour being close at hand! By and by the
sun went down, leaving a glow in the western sky, and
Svarnalata expected that Sasanka would soon come to
lead her to what she thought would be her death But
1t suddenly struck her that perhaps Sasanka had not
told the truth when he said that her brother was gradually
mmproving and would get perfectly well. Was her
brother dangerously 1ll, or had the worst happened %
Though she could scarcely think of the latter without
a shudder, her mind now misgave her cruelly, and so great
indeed was her suffering that for a time she qute forgot
her own dangerous position

The shades of evening deepened A httle cloud came
over, sullying the clear hight blue of the sky, a cool
breeze blew, and the bridegroom and his party arrved
Then 1t was all bustle and confusion. In the mudst of
ihe blowmg of conchs, while the band played, the bride-
groom was led into the reception-room in Sasanka’s
house The seat of honour 1n the middle was occupied
by the bridegroom, while his friends and relatives sat
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all round The young man was encumbered with a
superfluous quantity of garlands, and had his forehead
plentifully smeared with sandal-paste. The guests
were all merry and talkative, and the boys were very
jolly, and cracked jokes with the brdegroom. But
where was Sasanka now ! He was busy counting the
money of his bargain with Handas

After a while, when Sasanka found 1t was all nght, he
rose and went to put the moncy under lock and key,
then returning quickly, he jomed Haridas, and they went
together to the guests They were well pleased with each
other, for everything was as it should be But time was
getting on, and Sasanka proposed that he should go and
bring the brde. “ Yes, go and fetch the bnde,” cred
several voices at once

Sasanka was off n & moment As he unlocked and
opened the deor, Svarna rushed forward and threw her-
gelf at hus feet, Weeping, she said, *Oh, tell me truly
how my brother 1s, or I shall not leavo this room.”

“ Your brother 1s gradually recovering health,” smd
Sasanks, ‘* though he 18 too weak to leave his bed yet.”

*“ For God’s sake speak truly ”

“I am teling you nothing but the truth Your
brother will get perfectly well 1n fime. He cannot get
out of his bed yet. If he could, this marmage would
never take place If the worst had happened, then I
might have waited, and not be 1n such haste about this
business ” Svarna could see that there was some truth
m the words which he spoke. So she only said, *“ Do
not, I beseech you, sacnfice me to your greed of
gold.”

‘“ Nonsense,” cried Sasanka.

“Oh, spareme ! If you insist on marrying me to this
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man’s son, I will commut suieide, and you will have my
death to reproach yourself with.”

“ What care I for what you may do after the marrage
18 over i’ And Sasanka stooped, by main force, to
compel Svarna to quit hold of his feet, which she held
firmly 1 both hands. But all of a sudden Svarna let
go hus feet, and flitted to the farther corner of the room
Getting the loose end of her cloth round her neck,
and tying a noose with the greatest possmble prompt-
ness she stood ready to draw it at & moment’s notice
* Stand where you are,” she cried, ‘“if you move a
step I will take my hfe ”

* Svarna,” cried Sasanks, laughing as only a fiend
could laugh, “ I am quite sure of you, you cannot escape
me.”

* You need not be too sure of anything,"” said Svarna

“ Wicked gqurl | ”” cmed Sasanka, and advanced a step
or two

“Stop or I will draw in the noose,” exoclaimed
Svarna, in a determined tone of voice And she would
have taken her hfe without doubt, had not Sasanka,
at that instant, been startled at noticing a sudden blaze
lighting up the sky in front of the open window, that
made him rush to 1t m alarm And what were his
surprise and confusion when, on looking out, he saw that
his chandsmandap 1 was on fire

18e0 page 118

L



CHAPTER XILI.

SASIBHUSHAN KNOWS HIS WIFE AS HE NEVER
ENEW HER BEFORE.

OX ks return home from Ramsundar’s, Sasibhushan
told his wife what a cold reception he had met with there,
how the amlas had shighted him, and how dearly he was
to pay if he wished to be spared by them. When s
wife had heard all, she shook her head, sighed and said
nothing. She then rose, and was just about to leave
the room when her husband said, * You are going, my
love ¥ Will you not give me a little of your company ? '

“1 shall be back soon,” she sa:d, and then went to
seek the company of her precious mother.

What property Sasibhushan possessed was in his wife’s
name, Thehousehe had built, the lands he had acquired,
and such Government paper as he owned, were all
Pramada’s name. Added fo this, any loose cash he had
was also in the safe custody of his wife Nothing could
be better than Pramada’s having her husband’s property
in her name. In this she was directed by prudence.
While his property was 1n her name, Sasibhushan might
be sure of 1ts being as safe as 1t could possibly be. Far
more secure than 1f he had had 1t 1n his own name, as
then perhaps he would some day be wn danger of loaing
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1t, for who knew what might turn up any day @
Formerly, when he lived jowntly with s brother, he uscd
to pay the rent of the whole of the landed property
left them by their late father But, after his separation
from his brother, he paid the rent only of his own half
of the property Bidhubhushan was not able to pay
the rent of his sharc He was in arrears with the
zamindar, consequently his property was sold, and
afterwards 1t was bought back by Sasibhushan m his
wife’s name

Ornaments rather than money were Pramada’s aim
“ Money 1s quickly spent,” Pramada would say to her
husband, * but ornaments are a sort of provision m a
house agamnst any future pecumary difficulty ” She

1so used to say that if any one was n trouble, wluch
he could get out of by the payment of a certain sum of
money, though he might have no money m hand, if
s wafe haid a number of jewels, he need not lose heart
Sasibhushan was ever ready to mive Pramada croit for
being the most prudent, if not the most peaceful, woman
in the willage

Now, as we have seen, when Pramada, after hearing
all from her husband, left the room rather abruptly,
Sasthhushan’s mind misgave him, he knew not why
The amlus ! had agreed to spare him on condition that
he paid them four thousand rupees and afterwards
resigned hus situation  The bnbe must bo given Was
Pramada unwilling to let him have the money ? Could
she posaibly forsake him 1n his time of nced ¢ Sasi-
bhushan could not brook such an idea * No, no,”
said he, “ Pramada 1 certainly better than that Why,
she cannot let her husband be rmned for ever *

Leaving her husband Pramada went downstairs to
1See page 210.
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her mother “ Is there any one by, mother ? ”’ she smd
m an undertone Her mother stepped out to look
‘“ No, my love, there 18 no one by,” said she, returning
to her daughter. “ Then mt here,” said Pramada to
her, seating herself on the bedstead

Pramada’s mother sat close beside her, as she
eagerly whispered, “ Well, what 18 1t you wish to speak
to me about, daughter ? >

“Move on and don’t lean on me, I say,” sad
Pramada.

* Oh, I beg your pardon, deer, I didn’t see,” said her
mother, as she hastened to move aside

“ Why, 1t 18 qute easy to say that, but you have a
pair of eyes 1 your head to see just as any one else
has”

*1 am very sorry, my love ”

“ Well, have you heard anything, mother ?” sad
Pramada, softening her tone

 No, my love, I am sure I haven’t ”

“ Why, do you mean fo say that you Iive in the house
with your ears stopped with cotton-wool 2

“ How am I to know anything unless you tell me,
dear ? ”

* Well, then I will tell you The salub came the other
day Do you hcar, mother ¢

“Sahib 7

“Yes, hold your tongue now. Well, my husband
has to render the past ten years’ accounts That means
nothing more or less than his ruin, you know.”

“His ruin'! Oh, what shall we do then | exclaimed
Pramada’s mother.

“ Hush ! if you cannot hsten quetly to what I have
to say, you must leave the room.”
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“ Oh, I can listen, dear., Please excuse me ™

Pramada forgave her mother, and said, resuming the
subject, ““ Yes, his run He knows he has not been an
honest man 1 the service of his mester And he has
unfortunately made enemes of the amlas, who aro deter-
mimned not to spare hhm. Such faithless rogues these
fellows are. They would not hesitate to rob their master
without pity, because you know, the master 1s a dead
drunkard, and worse than useless The sahib of course
will never sparo my husband, as he 1s the headman.
The punishment——why, 1t may be imprisonment, it
may be worse—transportation.”

* Transportation !

“ Yes, far over the sea to a place they call pulipolou,!
‘rom which there 18 no returming.”

*Oh, mty! what will become of us! But is there
no help, daughter ¢ ”

“Help? Yes, but there 18 no counting on that.
‘The amlas can so contrive as to let him escape if he will
pay them four thousand rupees in advance He tells
me 50, but I believe that's only to trick him out of
the money, for there 18 no trusting these poor, mtiful,
thievish rogues, you know.”

The mother, who had lived all her lfe in poverty,
and had never seen so much as fifty rupees together,
looked puzzled at the mention of four thousand rupees.
She had not the least 1dea of such a sum as that; so
she dared not open her mouth.

“ Well, mother, why do you keep quet?” smd
Pramada.

* What did you say the sum was, dear 1 ”

*“ Four thousand rupees

1 Colloquially, a conwict settlement.
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The mother looked hemtatingly up into ber daughter’s
face. ““Is thet as much as two score or more 1 ” she
ead.

** The devil take you! Are you a chuld?”

The mother was mlenced

* Well,” saxd Pramada again, ** to pay four thousand
rupees 18 to part with all my jewels, and the Government
paper. Now, what do you think, mother ¢ ”*

The poor woman was 1n a fix. She had to say some-
thing Yet she knew not what to say =o as not to dis-
please her daughter. She could not think of anything
when Pramada said again, “ Why, it is easy to see that
this 18 only one of their tricks, but I am not going to be
cheated out of any money 1n that way Yet if we stay
here we cannot get out of paying the money. The only
way of escape 18 to flee from here Let us, I say, take
my jewels and all cash and the Government paper, and
leave this place as early as possible. Why should I
stay here and give up all I have 1if, by so doing, we cannot
save him from ruin? Save hum from rum we cannot
Why then lose my jewels and all and make heggars
of myself and my children ¥ And who will be a beggar,
1f he can help it ¢

“ Who, of course?” said Pramada’s mother at last,
now greatly relieved to know what her daughter would
have. “Can there be anything more foohsh than for
any one to give up all that he is worth, and then go and
beg from door to door § ™

Having concluded that they must leave the house
and not delay longer than they could help, Prameda
rose and went back to her husband

‘“ Where have you been, dear § * Sambhushan asked
hus wafe
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* Oh, mother 1s unwell,” saad Pramada, ready with an
excuse.

“Unwell ? Well, but when will you let me have the
money, dear ? "

“ Why,” said Pramada, “ I am sure there 18 no burry
about it You don’t want 1t to-might ”

“ No, not to-might,” said Sasibhushan, *“ but I must
have 1t to-morrow.”

Pramada said no more, and Sasibhushan dropped the
matter for the nonce, thinking that he was sure of the
money from his wife.

Next morning the cashier, Ramsundar, accompanied by
two peons,! called at Sasibhushan’s house. As soon as
Sasibhushen heard of bis armval he hurned downstairs
and gave him a frmendly reception Then Ramsundar
said, “ Well, sir, a manager has come at last. You are
to go with the peons there, for your presence 18 urgently
required at the office Now go and bring the money, you
understand me, and you have nothing to fear from us
You must look sharp, sir, for there 18 no time to lose ”

When Sasibhushan had heard hun, he decided not to
waste & minute, but left him 1mmediately Appearing
before his wife, * Now, dear,” said he, “ give me those
papers and some of your jewels as an equmvalent for a
thousand rupees

“What'! now!” cried Pramada, as though 1t were
gquite unexpected

“\Why, dear, it cannot possibly wait,” sad Sasi-
bhushan

“ Well,” saad Pramada, “four thousand rupees in
itself 1s a fortune But what good do you expect from
paymng this money ¢

1 Messcngers
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“@ood, dear! Why, only then I should not be sent
off o prson ”

*“You think s0,” eaad Pramada, “ but who knows you
are not gomng to be sent off to pnson? Who knows
you are not gomg to be tricked out of your money 1

Sasibhushan locked up 1n astonishment “ What 1s
my money to me,” said he, rather bitterly, “if I am going
to be sent to gaol

* It may be nothing to you; but what 1 mean 1s that
we arc not gomng to beg from door to door if 1t can
possibly be helped

These words sent an arrow into Sasbhushan’s heart
“ Why should you,” sad he, “ beg from door to door ?
I have thirty bighas® of good rent-free land, yiclding
abundent crops of rice I have also other landed
property And I have bwlt this house which will not
need repairs within some twenty years hence But
come, why should we not hope for the best ¢ Do please
let me have the Government paper and some of your
jewellery, and I can essure you things will be soon all
right agam ”

Pramada neither moved nor spoke a word * Oh,
come,” said Sambhushan agamn, speaking coaxingly,
‘“be queck, love There 1s no tume to lose. Now, get
up, do, there 1s a good dear ”

Pramada was still sullen  Her hushand got annoyed.
“ Get up, I say,” he cried, “ will you or will you not ?

“Why, how you storm'" samd Prameda, taking
advantage of her husband’s somewhat ruffled mood
“Do you mean to lay violent hands on me? Go to!
I refuse to mve you what you ask "

1A measure of land varying from helf to three-quarters of
an acre
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“A thousand pardons, dear, ten thousand pardons.
There is Ramsundar babu waiting for the money, and I
am to go at once with the peons Oh, come, make
haste, dear, and don’t let us waste time, for I have
not a moment to lose ”

“Oh, you are a hard-hearted man,” exclaimed
Pramada, weeping “ For some time your brother
gave me endless trouble, and now you are determined
not to let me alone. What a pity I can never enjoy
one moment of my hfe. Why did my father know
no better than to arrange my marnage with your
father!” And Pramada covered her eyes with her
hands and wept Sasibhushan only stood hke one
struck stupid “ You never cared about making pro-
vision for me,” she said agam, weepmg, * end now you
are going for good.”

“ O Pramada,” exclaimed Sambhushan, mn agony, “1I
should not—1I must not go, only let me have the money
But 18 1t posmible you are not wiling to let me have
lt ? ”

Pramada only sobbed as though her heart would
burst.

‘“ Make haste, Sam1 babu, we cannot afford to wait
any longer,” bawled Ramsundar babu from down-
stairs

“1 am coming,” cried Sambhushan And fallng on
his kmees before his wafe, and weeping, he begged and
entreated her to have pity on hum,

At this Pramada uttered a shnek such as made her
mother run to her “O father! O mother! why
could you have brought me into this bad world ! why
could you have gaven me 1n marnage to such a heartless
man | ”
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‘* Oh, dear, don’t blame me,” cried Pramada’s mother
“1 was dead set agamst it, but your father would have
his own way and not listen to me, and so you were
marned aganst your poor mother’s will, dear. But my
hfe has become a burden to me, and I have no desire
to ive any longer Oh, Gadadhar | Gadadhar'! And
do I still hve without you, child!” And mother and
daughter, minghng their tears, wept aloud as though
they were resolved upon Sasbhushan’s rumn

‘* What do you mean, Sasi babu ? *’ cried Ramsundar
babu agam. ‘Do you mean to keep us standing in
this way ¢ We have waited over half an hour, and will
not wait one minute more.”

Sambhushan now felt that he was & lost man.
“ Woman,” he cried, 1n a tone of voice which showed
that he was prepared for the worst, “I never had
thought you could treat me in this way, but you are up
to anythmg You poisoned my ears against my brother,
and I was a fool indeed, as you often indirectly called
me, to beheve you. To think of all my brother had
to suffer, because you would have hum crushed and
trampled under foot—oh | that 18 enough to break my
heart Poor Sarala' she was so very good, but you
have murdered her. And when 1t was all over with her,
I felt that something dreadful was going to happen to
me. You are a murderous woman, but I must suffer
for my own folly. Can one chensh a viper 1n his breast
and not be bitten by 1t ¢

When he had spoken these words, for a moment he
looked wildly round, and then abruptly left the room.
Going to Ramsundar, he said, “I will go with you to
the manager ” And when he stood before him, to the
great surprise of the aemlas, he confessed his past
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transgressions and said that he might do with him as
he liked.

The manager was a deputy collector He folt some
commiseration for Sambhushan, but he had to do his
duty. So he took a note of all his confessions The
omlas and the cashier, Ramsundar, were all of them
found more or less gumity; and they were ordered
with Sambhushan to the lockup The deputy collector
next thought that as Sambhushan’s offence was very
grave, his property should be sold to compensate the
zamndar for his loss ; end 1n view of this, lest any of
his possessions should be removed, this cautious officer
ordered the police to keop a strict watch at mght over
Sasibhushan’s house.

Well, 1t was dark. The sub-mspector with a con-
stoble had just armved. This constable was no other
then Rames, with whom the rcader 1s well acquainted
Suddenly the sky became overcast, and immediately
afterwards the wind rose, shaking the trecs and making
a howhing noise. Soon, however, the storm abated, and
was quickly followed by a downpour of ramn, Tlus
in its turn did not last long, bLut still long enough to
render the mght air extremely cold It was not & very
pleasant business to keep watch on such an evemng, and
the sub-inspector was not accustomed to such work,
so after having been on duty for about an hour he began
to feel rather cold and uncomfortable ‘ Rames,” he
said, calling his assitant, * I am so dull and cold ”

“] am always at your service, sir,” smd Rames.
“You have only to tell me what you want done, and 1t
18 done.”

“ Well, then something to warm one would not be &
bad thing, my friend.”
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Rames was off m an mstant In a ltile tune he
returned with a bottle which the sub-imspector took
from his hand. Then nto the neck of i1t he put his
finger, at the same time slanting the bottle so as to
allow the hquor to flow to 1ts mouth After wetting
his finger, as he set the bottle by, he held 1t across the
flame of s lLighted bull’s-eye The hquor, howover.
failed to catch the flame, which showed that 1t was not
good.  The fellow Ramdhan,” said he, ““ 18 not afraid
to cheat a policoman!” As he was about to take a
mp, someone cried, “ Rames, Rames ”” Rames went off
at once to find this person, and when he returned the
sub-inspector had fimshed his drink  “Here, Rames,”
said he, handing back the empty bottle, * another drop
if you please, but take care, friend, you are not cheated
n'gam ”

In ghort, when he had finished hus second supply he
began to dream of beds of down And he thought he
would stretch himself on one of them when, overpowered
by the mmfluence of liquor, he mcasured s full length
on the ground. When Rames saw that he was down
and senseless, he quickly approached Sasmbhushan’s
house, and walking up, knocked gently at the door. In
a moment 1t was opened and Rames went 1n.

Pramada, according to a previous arrangement with
Rames, had taken all her jewels and all her husband’s
cash, and was now waiting with her mother for that
rogue ot a policeman to come and lead them out of the
house. “You are ready ?”’ whispered Rames, as he
entered * Yes,” said Pramada’s mother, 1n a whisper,
* I will walk a hittle way with you to see you off,” saad
Rames, spealang again m whispers. “ Now then, follow
me.’

sv.
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Pramada had charge of her cash-box, while her mother
had charge of a pretty large bundle of clothes Thus
equipped they followed Rames out of the house

A httle way on they stopped, and Pramada’s mother
paid Rames what he had been promised

Alone and 1n the darkness of mght they made as
quickly as possible 1n the direction of the river From
the first, Pramade had made up her mind to go to her
father’s, and with this object 1n view had prewviously
hired a boat 8o, on armving, they found 1t ready
waiting for them. In a minute they were seated 1n 1t,
and in another they were on the way to their destination.
But they wore scarcely ton minutes on their way when
a cloud overspread the sky, deepeming the gloom of
mght. The wind rose again, and every now and then
a flash of lightning was followed by the deep rumbling
nowise of thunder. But soon a deoper gloom prevailed,
and the wind became furious The heavens looked as
though they would come down and crush the earth with
therr tremendous weight Then came hail and rain
together, and the fury of the wind now knew no bounds
Trees were blown down and birds dropped dead mnto the
nver A shnek broke simultaneously from Pramada
and her mother, and the next instant they were strugghng
amid the foaming waves The boatmen swam to the
bank which was close Pramada’s mother, supporting
herself on her bundle of clothes, boldly pushed on to the
bank tall she too gained 1t 1n spite of the wind and waves
As for Pramada, 1n one hand she firmly held her cash-
box while with the other she swam as best as she could
She had mm this manner nearly reached the bank, but
by this time so great was the cold and exhaustion that
ghe could no longer hold the precious cash-box, which
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shpped from her benumbed fingers and disappeared 1n
the swirlmg water Doubtless she, too, would have
followed it had not a mighty wave, coming in the mek
of time, borne her on to the miver bank, where for the
present let us leave her.



CHAPTER XLII
SASANKA'S DEATH

WHEN Sasankasckhar found his chandimandap in a
blaze, for a mimnute he stood astounded, and then, as
the force of the flames grew greater, he hurried out of the
room and ran toward the fire On opeming the door
he had put the key ncar the window, and now 1n his
agitation he had no thought of it or of Svarna When
Sasanka had gone, Svarna looked out of the window
and saw tho blazing chandimandap At the same mstant
one of the thatched houses, that was nearest, caught
the flame, and Svarna trembled as she saw 1t Then
what a struggle there was to save life and property |
What a great stir and tumult, and what clamorous
crowds blocked up the pathway m front of the burmng
houses! Svarna now thought 1t was lagh time to make
ber escape Here was an opporturuty such as she never
had dreamed of, and she must on no account mss 1t
She ran to the front entrance, but, percciving a crowd
there, she turned and ran to the back-door, here her foot
shpped, and she fell down and hurt herself It was a
struggle for Iife and hberty She utterly disregarded
the pain, and nght glad was she when she found the back-
door open Bhe darted out almost into the arms ofa
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crowd, but turning swiftly managed to avoid it Then on
she pressed, no malter in what direction, her only care
being to get as far away as she could from Sasanka’s
house It was not long before she came to where two
paths lay before her, one to the mght and the other to
the left. Here for a moment she hesitated, and then
turned to the left and went on She had not been
running for five minutes when she felt the touch of a
hand on her shoulder from behind She screamed, and
redoubled her efforts Her fright, however, wore off
when she found 1t was only a woman The woman
laughed, walked up and spoke to her Then Svarna
knew her to be Sasanka’s maidservant Thinking sho
had been sent to chase and take her, she was agan
seized with fright “ Oh, let me go or I will scream,”
cried Svarna, "I will not go back with you ”

“ Fear nothing,” said Sesanka’s maidservant **I
haven't been sent to take you I have run away hke
you from tho wicked Snsankn Look here,” she added,
showmg her a cash-box, “I have stolen 1t from him *

Svarna had now no reason to disbelieve her. * Where
are you gomg now ! " she asked

“To my aunt’s,” said the maidservant.

* Where does your aunt hve ? ”

“ On the other mde of the nver I mean to stop there
for to-mght To-morrow I will go elsewhere I wish
you would go with me ”

Svarna readily agreed to her proposal They then
struck 1nto a by-path, and, after threading this and that
narrow way for & tame, they at length reached the rniver-
side But they had to wazt a long tame before they could
be carried over.

I trugt I am safe now,” said Svarna as, after landing,
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they walked on together. * Yes, you are safe,” said the
madservant , * but I am not as safe as you are ”

“I wish you had not robbed your mabter ”

“ Why, I have only served um right I wish I had
cut his throat too  Such a scoundrel he 18! Was there
cver a greater scoundrel 1n the world !  He 18 hoarding
up money by robbing other people And where 18 the
an m robbing a man whose busmess 18 to rob other
people 2 ”

* Well, but how did you steal the cash-box ?

“T know the chest in which he kept his cash. I
often had Jooked for an opportumty to run away with
Ins cash-box, but 1n vain This evemng, when he
entered your room, I saw lum lcave the key near the
window I thought I would steal 1t, for I had often
seen lum open that chest with 1t Well, while he was
m, I couldn’t find courage enough to take it  But
when, on sceing hus chandimandup on fire, he left the room
1n great haste, I said to myself, ‘ Now or never’ So I
went at once and got the key Then, openung the chest,
and taking out the cash-box, which felt pretty heavy, I
quckly made with 1t toward the back-door. Just then
I saw you run to the front I had the key of the back-
door, and so was able to get off 1n @ moment Immedi-
ately after you found the back-door open and got off 100,
You were soon some way ahead, for more than once I
had to skulk to avoid people hurrying 1n crowds in the
direction of the fire And when at length I came up
with you, I thought I would just surprise you; so I
crept up and touched you hghtly on the shoulder. * But
you were frightened, for you thought I had been sent
on after you” And here the maidservant broke 1nto a
loud laugh.
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“ Indeed I thought you had been sent to pursue me,”
said Svarna.

They talked as they went on, and at last the maid-
servant cried, *“ Do you sce yonder hut? My aunt dwells
thﬂre ”

“ How am I to go down to Calcutta ¥ To-morrow I
shall have to cross the river agan to take train *

** You need have no concern about that. To-morrow
morning we shall sec what can be done #6r you ”

As we have seen, Sasanka first noticed the fire from the
room 1n which Svarnalata was In a room adjomning the
chandimandap was a wooden seat, 1n the middle of which
was a panel with a keyholemn it This, when unfastened,
could be hifted like the lid of a box  Into this repomtory,
a hittle while before the fire broke out, Sasanka had put
the money which he had received as the resuit of his
bargamn with Handas, At first when he noticed the
fire, his confusion was very great, but after a moment
he ran towards 1t It was the month of February,
and everything combustible was as dry as posaible
liirst somehow or other the edjoining room took fire
Then the flames spread fast and set two or three adjacent
houses on fire. There was a great rush of men, and
loud was the uproar, Yet Handas did not despair of
lus son’s marriage He kept holding his son’s hand
and that of the pnest, and, standing at & safe distance,
hoped that the marriage might be accomplished when the
fire had subsided

Now, when Sasanka cams close to the flames, without
& moment’s delay he rushed into the room where he
had left the money. Some bedding was on the couch,
which he flung away with great violence. His money !
Oh, his money ! But where was the key ¥ He fumbled
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sbout us waist, but 1n vain 8o he ran back into the
house There was everything where he had left i,
but there was no key Oh, how trymng it was! In
agony he struck his forchead with the palm of his hand
and cmed, *“ Oh, I am undone” He ran frenticslly
about for an axe At length he found one In great
baste he ran back to the room He was Just about
to rush 1n agamn for his money when Haridas caught
hold of hus clothes “ Where 18 the brde ¢ ™ he cried
“Why not go to a neighbour’s and there have their
hands jomed ?” Sasanka only hfted the axe over s
head as he turned fiercely round Handas uttered a
shriek and started buck 10 harror  Sasanka then sprang
upon the couch and struck 1t with lus axe It did not
give way ; 80 he struck blow upon blow, but 1n vamn
The scat was made of sal wool, and did not scem hkely
to yield eamly Mecanwhile the flames roared over his
head Tho mud walls might mve way at any moment
He grew impatient and struck a blow once again with all
lis force The shock made the whole chandimandap
tremble, when, detached from the roof, down came a
blazing beam upon his shoulder Instantly he fell heavily
upon his axe and recerved a deep cut m the breast
And while the blood gushed from the wound, the flame
of the burming beam quickly set his clothes 1 a blazo
“ Help, help,” cried Sasanka, :n a most piteous tone
“Oh! drag me out, men, and leave me not to pensh 1n
the flames.” Not one, however, ventured to nsk his
own lfe to save lim  Sasanka roared in agony He
was 1 too woeful a phght to help himself, and he re-
peatedly urged the men outmide to save im  The mud
walls threatened every moment to mnk 1, and no one
was prepared to throw away us hfe mn the cffort to save
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his. And suddenly, as the walls gave way, down came
the blazing roof with a crash, and Sasanka was buried
alive 10 the flumes Thus ended his hife

Haridas, who never had despaired of hie son’s marniage,
now gave up all hopes of 1t, and returned home much
vexed and greatly disappomnted His son perhaps was
not less disappointed, and he too, after lounging about
for & time m company with some of his friends, was
obhged at lust to turn s steps homeward.
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CHAPTER XLIIT,
TRANSPORTATION OF RAMES

IN the morning after tho accident which happened to
Pramada and her mother, intimation was sent to the
police of the escape of two females from Sasibhushan’s
house, and of the sinking of the boat in which they set
off. The hcad-constable, on receiving this intimation,
went at once to Sasibhushan’s house to confer with the
polico on duty He was greatly surprmised when, on
arriving, he found his supemor ofhcer msensible, and
looking, as he lay on the bare ground, hke one whose
last moments were near. His breathing hard, his limbs
staff, and his cyes closed. What was the matter with
him ¥ The constable, Rames, knew nothing of it He
was at his post at the back-door all mght, and had found
the sub-inspector 1n this state when he was relieved
m the morning. Then, too, he had heard of the escape
of two women from the house, and of the going down
of their boat What on earth could be the matter with
his supenor officer # Could he have been bitten by a
snake ¢ The head-constable began to examme hs'foet
very carefully. He, however, could detect nothing
hke a puncture made by the fangs of a snake Rames
then stepped over to his head. “ Why, I think hus
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breath has a smell of hiquor,” cried he, stooping low, so
as to be very close to his mouth. The head-constable
examined for himself. * Quite so,” said he. .

“I am a policeman, sir,” sad Rames.

“You are mdeed a very clever.fellow But what’s
to be done now ! Try such means as may brning him
back to his senses ? ™’

‘ No, nothing of the kind, f*you will take my advice ™

“Why * ” asked the head-constable

“Why * Because you see, should he never return
to his senses, wo may be hauled to court.”

* What’s your advice then ?2

“I would rather have this matter brought to the
notice of the deputy collector *

“That will do hun matenal injury He will be de-
graded, or may even be dismissed

“ Can't help 1t,” saxd Rames ‘‘ As one sows, 80 one
must reap.”

‘8o one must reap, 1ndeed,” said something in Rames’s
heart. And as he thought of that, he straightway
thought of his own transgressions, which filled him with
the horror of detection

“ Well, yes, we must take no responsibiity on our
shoulders,” smd the head-constable So without loss
of tame tho matter was brought to the notice of the
deputy collector And while preparations were being
made fo remove the senseless policeman in order to take
him before that officer, a bottle was found near where
he was lyng Rames picked 1t up. “It gives out a
emell of hquor,” said he, smelling the bottle “ Let
me throw 1t away What shall we do with1t ¢

“Do with it!| Why, how foolsh of you to say that |
Let me see if there 18 any hquor 1 1t.” .
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*“There’s none,” said Rames, turmng the bottle
upside down But as he did so, a few blackish drops
that ‘were left flowed out and trickled to the ground

The head-constable was vexed * What did you do
that for 1 ” cried he. *“ Why did you let those drops
fall to the ground. You are a policeman and you could
be 80 foolish as to do that ? Give me the bottle, I say.”

Rames’s hand shook visbly as he handed the bottle.
“ What makes you so nervous ? ”’ smd the head-con-
stable, eyeing hum from head to foot.

“Oh,.’ smd Rames, mowstening his hps with his
tongue, “I feel shaky from having had to at up all
mght.” But his voice shook as he spoke, and the head-
constable looked' so as to let him plainly see that e was
not at all satified with his explanation.

The sub-inspector being brought m, he was lad
down before the deputy collector, and the head-con-
stable put the bottle by. After inspection, this officer
gent him 1n custody, and with him the bottle, to Knsh-
nagar. He next appointed the head-constable to the
task of investigating the other matter—the sinking of
the boat in which the two women belonging to Saai-
bhushan’s house had made an attempt to escape

Accordingly, the head-constable, accompamed by
Rames and two or three others, proceeded to the quarter
n which the boatmen hved. Then, with the boatmen
whose boat had been hired, the police walked down to
the river mide. They got all the mformation they wanted
out of them, and then they ordered them to fish up the
things which the women had taken wath them The
boatmen were able to recover a few clothes, but nothing
more For the cash-box they dived and dived long,
but in vain And when with the assistance of more
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men the boat was fished out, there was nothing found
1n 1t.

The head-constable next repaired to Sasibhushan’s
house to inquire as to how Pramada and her mother
had succeeded 1n malking their escape  He first inquired
of Rames. How was be to know ? He was at his post
at the back-door, and he assured him that he never
had left 1t for a minute The head-constable then saw
Gadadhbar’s mother and said, “ Who let you out of the
house last night 2 "

* Why, the man who kept watch over my sonjn-law’a
house,” said she

“ His name 2

“TIt 18 o pretty name I am surc Why, I mean the
fellow who always pretended to be a very great fmond
of my son The wretch tricked Gadadhar out of ‘his
money, and then had um sent off to pulipolou

‘ Well, if you don’t remember his name, you can point
him out ¢

* Of course I can ”

“ Well, madam, how did this man trnck your son out
of his money * ”

“ 0, friend policeman, 1n an evil hour did Gadadhar
make friendship with this rogue of a constable Every
one knew how very sumple my boy was Would he ever
have thought of intercepting any regstered letters if
that fellow had not put 1t nto his head * At first the
rogue had more than half of the misgotten money But
when after & time the matter came to be mqured 1nto,
he déemanded of my son a hundred rupees more, and
threatened to betrny hum mto the hands of the polce
if he refused to pay 1t I was so afraid for my son, for
where was a poor woman hke myself to get that sum of
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money ¥ I am not, hke my daughtor, & rich man
wife, you know However, I had some ornamer
and T said to my daughter, ‘ Here, Pramada, keep th.
ornaments and let me have & hundred rupees.” Prams :
18 such & dear, you know. To obhge her mother she i
the ornaments and let me have & hundred Tupees to g
to that fellow. And how did he repay 1t ¢’ Pramad:
mother was about to say how, when, seeing Ramr 3
coming, she excla.xmed * Now, there comes the fellov
Rames had been off on some errand, and, as he car
and stoqd by the mde of the head-constable, she spo
to lum, saymng, *“ Constable, you, what’s your nam
Indeed it was very bed of you to give up my son af
you had had nedrly all the money ”

“Who had had nearly all the money ? * asked t
“ead-constable.

Pramada's mother pointed to Ramea

“Who? What?” said Rames, pretending not o
understand her.

“Why, weren’t you at the bottom of that dirty
affair 1 ”’ said Pramada’s mother.

* What dirty affair ¢ I rcally don’t understand whet
you mean, madam.”

“Don't you, constable? I mean the intercepti
of the registered letters in which you were imphcated

“I imphcated in that dirty business! You a
mistaken, I must say.”

¢ Impossible,” said Pramada’s mother. * Why, con-
stable, 1t 18 not the first time I’ve seen you. You usc v
to call frequently at our house, and you were ver 5
intimate with my son. But such roguery as you we %
gulty of | Do I not know that you last got a hundre.
rifpees from my son? And obly last night you got


















