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INTRODUCTION
 ——

A novelist of all humanity

R. K. Narayan’s novels are like a box of Indian sweets: a highly-coloured container conceals a range of delectable treats, all different in a subtle way, but each one clearly from the same place. There are fourteen novels in the oeuvre – enough to create a world. Enthusiasts of his work will read them all and return to them time and again. The busy, or the less committed, may open the box and take out one at random – it does not really matter which order one reads them in. But be warned: the consumption of one leads to a strong craving for more.

Narayan’s life spanned the twentieth century, which meant that he belonged both to an old world and a new. At the time of his birth in 1906, the British Raj, that astonishing imperial conceit, was firmly in place, as were those iron-clad notions of caste that were to prove so difficult to shrug off. The British presence in India had brought with it a large civil service, an educational system, and railways – to all of which institutions the people of the subcontinent took with enthusiasm. But it had also brought with it a language, and the literature which that language created, and it is this which proved a most productive legacy. The British took English to India and the Indians gave back a literary tradition which continues to delight and enrich us to this day. Contemporary writers such as Vikram Seth, Rohinton Mistry, or Anita Desai, whose novels have given such pleasure to readers in Europe and North America, stand rooted in a tradition which R. K. Narayan, as one of the earlier Indian novelists to write in English, did a great deal to establish.

Although Narayan did not draw attention to his personal life, he did write a memoir, My Days, which tells us a great deal about his boyhood years and the inception and development of his literary career. His childhood was fairly typical of that of a middle-class boy of the time. His father was the headmaster of a school, a somewhat stern figure in his professional life, and this connection with the world of education is very much apparent in the earlier novels, where schools, colleges, and the whole business of becoming educated play a major role. His father’s job required mobility, and Narayan spent a number of childhood years living with his grandmother in Madras. Eventually, though, he joined his parents in Mysore, where he attended the school presided over by his father.

He became a voracious reader, wading through the books and magazines which arrived on his father’s desk for the school library. As he wrote in My Days:

My father did not mind our taking away whatever we wanted to read – provided we put them back on his desk without spoiling them, as they had to be placed on the school’s reading-room table on Monday morning. So our week-end reading was full and varied. We could dream over the advertisement pages in the Boys’ Own Paper or the Strand Magazine. Through the Strand we made the acquaintance of all English writers: Conan Doyle, Wodehouse, W.W. Jacobs, Arnold Bennett, and every English fiction writer worth the name … Through Harper’s and the Atlantic, and American Mercury we attained glimpses of the New World and its writers.

This sense of distance, of being a participant in a culture and yet not being of it, is a familiar feature of the literature of what is now the British Commonwealth and it is vividly portrayed in Narayan’s novels. Colonialism hurt and damaged those subjected to it, but it would be inaccurate to portray the process as being a simple matter of subjugation and humiliation; it was far more complex than that. The writer in the colonized country tended to soak up the culture of the colonial power and feel a familiarity and some affection for it, even though the experience of colonialism may have demoralized and destabilized his own colonized culture. This damage, although it may later be seen for what it is, is passed over: in his mind he is a member-in-waiting of a broader community of letters. His aspirations, though, are likely to be dashed; his yearning unfulfilled. Although he may not realize it, the metropolitan culture is largely indifferent to him and his world: the literary circles after which he yearns are distant, impossibly out of reach. Of course, the conquest is feasible, and literary doors may open. Narayan himself made it, as did others, although some did so by leaving the culture in which they had been brought up. Narayan remained in India – an Indian writer who was happy to be read by those outside India but who remained firmly within the world into which he had been born.

The young Narayan was not a great scholar. Having failed his university entrance examinations, he spent a year reading and writing before he eventually succeeded in being admitted to the BA course at Maharaja’s College. During this year he acquired a copy of a book called How to Sell your Manuscripts and started to send his literary efforts off to magazines in London. He met with no success, encountering for the first time those pieces of paper so familiar, and yet so devastating, to the aspiring writer – the printed rejection slip. In due course he completed his studies and graduated as a Bachelor of Arts. There then followed various attempts by his father and others to secure him a position. These were mostly unsuccessful, although they eventually bore fruit in the shape of a teaching post where he was immediately required to teach Tennyson’s Morte d’Arthur to a class of burly and uncooperative boys who had no interest in poetry. His teaching career was a dismal failure and shortly afterwards he walked out of the school and returned home. That was that: he would become a writer.

How many have made that decision, and how many have failed. And how many aspiring writers have written their first novel in the belief that it is fiction, only to discover that it is really about them, and, quite commonly, about their childhood. Swami and Friends, Narayan’s first novel, is a novel of boyhood which draws heavily on his own experiences. Narayan sent the typescript to a series of publishers in London and became accustomed to having it returned at regular intervals. He experienced similar rejection with the short stories which he was now writing, although he eventually succeeded in his ambition to get into print abroad when a piece he wrote for Punch magazine in London was accepted and produced a handsome fee of six guineas.

Narayan was to use this small measure of success to persuade his future father-in-law that the financial prospects of a writer were not entirely gloomy. But he needed more than this: the unsuitability of his horoscope was seen by his intended bride’s family as being a major drawback to a possible match, and it was only after lengthy discussions that the marriage was able to go ahead. Narayan’s personal experience of the vagaries of matrimonial astrology was later reflected in the highly amusing account of astrological discussions in his second novel, The Bachelor of Arts.

Now married, Narayan began to earn a living as a journalist. Swami and Friends was still doing the rounds in London, with no success, and in desperation he wrote to a friend in Oxford, advising him that if the manuscript were to be returned to him from the publisher who was then considering it, he should weigh it down with a stone and throw it in the Thames. Fortunately the friend ignored this instruction and continued to show the manuscript to prospective publishers. Eventually he showed it to Graham Greene, who was then living in Oxford, and asked him to read it. It sat on Greene’s desk for some weeks and then eventually, in one of those moments of great good fortune which occur from time to time in literary history, Greene was sufficiently excited by the book to recommend and secure its publication in October 1935.

The publication of a first novel is one thing, security in the literary world is another. Swami and Friends was well-reviewed, but was not a commercial success. In the years that followed, Narayan had to seek a variety of different publishers, and it was to be some time before his reputation was secured amongst a wide international audience. His personal circumstances were also sometimes difficult. In 1939 his wife, Rajam, died of typhoid. Narayan was devastated. In My Days he wrote:

I have described this part of my experience of her sickness and death in The English Teacher so fully that I do not, and perhaps cannot, go over it again. More than any other book, The English Teacher is autobiographical in content, very little part of it being fiction … The toll that typhoid took and all the desolation that followed, with a child to look after, and the psychic adjustments, are based on my own experience.

After the publication of his fourth novel, The English Teacher, in 1945, Narayan’s writing entered a period of greater maturity and confidence. The autobiographical element which had been so obvious in his earlier writing became less prominent, allowing him to develop his characters more freely. With the growing critical success of his novels in the West, he began to lead the life of the successful literary figure both in India and abroad. He travelled widely and, in time, was showered with honours. He did not leave his accustomed milieu, though, which was Mysore, where he built himself a house, went for rambling and talkative walks, and savoured the quotidian pursuits of life, including agriculture, which he studied with interest. In 1989 he was appointed to membership of the Rajya Sabha, the Upper House of the Indian Parliament. His inaugural speech there was on the subject of Indian children. Children, he said, were being deprived of time to play or to look at birds and trees. In 2001 he died. His mind was clear to the end, and on his death-bed he spoke of his desire to write another novel. This was the man who had confessed to friends: ‘I have become lazy since I entered my nineties.’

Narayan’s novels are sometimes described as simple. The prose is indeed limpid, the descriptions clear, and the emphasis is on direct and intelligible storytelling, invoking a cast of vivid characters. To the modern reader, accustomed to artifice and allusion, this may give the books a slightly dated feel, and yet it is this quality of simplicity and directness which makes them such fine works of art. Narayan is a storyteller first and foremost, a characteristic which puts him in the company of the great nineteenth-century novelists as well as those twentieth-century writers, such as Somerset Maugham, who believed that the novelist’s business is to narrate. His storytelling, though, sometimes has a somewhat rambling flavour, with plots that can wander and which sometimes betray an absence of resolution. But this is not necessarily a flaw: real lives are often aimless and unresolved, and when we read of such lives in literature we are quick to recognize their authenticity. There is nothing false in the world which Narayan creates – quite the opposite, in fact: these novels convey the taste and texture of India with a vividness which strikes the reader as utterly true. Even those who have no first-hand experience of India will feel that what they experience in reading these books is a taste of the real place.

The favoured setting of Narayan’s novels is Malgudi, an imaginary town which he describes as having ‘swum into view’ when he sat down to write Swami and Friends. Malgudi provides the strong sense of place which suffuses these books. This is India distilled – an urban India, but one in which a hinterland of jungle, of small villages, of wide plains is still present. When we read about Malgudi we feel we are there, and this powerful impression is created not by detailed descriptions of the countryside or buildings, but by the characters themselves and the suggestive nature of their thought and their speech. It is the voice which is distinctive here. It is a voice which is rooted in a world-view quite different from that which we will encounter in, say, a modern novel located in North America or Western Europe. This voice is sensitive to a distinctive tradition in which the accumulated beliefs and social practices of centuries inform the smallest act. It is a wholly different way of looking at the world.

The four novels in this volume form the first phase of Narayan’s career as a novelist. In them we see the author working through a number of concerns which, as a young man, were very much on his mind. These include boyhood (Swami and Friends), education and the finding of a role in life (The Bachelor of Arts), and marriage (The Dark Room and The English Teacher). In these early novels, we also see the development of Narayan as a writer, as he makes his way to the more mature and confident vision of the later novels. Swami and Friends is episodic in nature, which is exactly what the life of a young boy tends to be. Boys on the whole do not to have a long-term plan; they live for the moment, act on impulse, they pursue new enthusiasms and abandon old. Boyhood friendships, though, can persist, even if they may be tempestuous and competitive. The portrayal of Swami’s relationship with Rajam, the son of a senior police officer, reveals how posturing and social embarrassment can loom large in the dealings a boy has with his friends. So many of us can remember the strength of that childhood feeling that our friends have more impressive parents, houses, cars, than we do. Narayan paints a deft picture of that particular anxiety.

In Swami and Friends we are given an early sight of the humour which runs through Narayan’s novels. One of the features of British colonialism was the export of cricket, a game which strikes North Americans as being opaque and slow-moving. But at the time that Swami was written, cricket was more than just a sport – it stood, quite absurdly, for the whole ethos of an empire. Thus although we see Swami raised to heights of indignation by a political orator who laments the passivity of his countrymen which has allowed them to be dominated by an alien power, when it comes to cricket the boy is sufficiently enthusiastic to spend some time trying to explain what the game is all about to his aged grandmother. This comic scene, like so much of Narayan’s humour, has a strong poignancy to it. The grandmother represents the old India, a world in which cricket is not played. Her ignorance of the rules is a vivid metaphor for the extent to which the old and the new India are different worlds. The cricket episode also allows Narayan to portray the naive aspirations of the boys. This is a familiar theme in many of his works, where so many of the characters are striving for something which is often just beyond their grasp.

Narayan’s second novel, The Bachelor of Arts, again contains autobiographical elements but is much more satisfying in its structure than Swami. Chandran, the protagonist of this novel, is a typical Narayan hero – he is modest, slightly at odds with his surroundings, and engaged in a search. The search in this case is for freedom, and it takes place in the face of all the constraints which the Hindu family and wider Indian society can place in the way of a young man eager to find himself. It is in this novel that we see one of Narayan’s main preoccupations come to the fore. This is marriage, and the complexities that Indian marriage involved and, indeed, still involves. Contemporary Westerners are sometimes astounded by the sheer fuss involved in an Indian marriage. In particular, the elaborate negotiations and the very large sums of money spent on celebrations impress outsiders, especially those who are accustomed to relatively informal weddings. The traditional Hindu marriage, however, is an altogether different thing from the typical arrangements of a Western couple: it involves the families on both sides, who are strongly interested in the suitability of the other side for a union. This means that the young man or young woman who nurtures hopes of a love-match, detached from considerations of social position or caste, may be heading for a major confrontation with family members who have very different ideas.

The Bachelor of Arts tells of a young man whose views of life, including marriage, are more ‘modern’ than those of his family. His relatives are immersed in the traditional beliefs of their religion: marriage is not a matter of personal choice, but something that is divinely ordained. As Chandran’s mother points out to her son: ‘It is all a matter of fate … You can marry only the person whom you are destined to marry and at the appointed time. When the time comes, let her be the ugliest girl, she will look all right to the destined eye.’ And in a letter which he writes to Chandran’s father, the intended bride’s own father says: ‘… we can only propose. He on the Thirupathi Hills alone knows what is best for us.’ When Chandran’s horoscope is found to involve incompatibilities with that of the girl whom he wishes to marry, the full force of this fatalistic view of human affairs comes home to him. What can a young man do in such circumstances other than give in or defy the convictions of everybody about him? And the prospect of revolt defeats Chandran, who is ultimately drawn back into the world of family and tradition, even although he does succeed in negotiating for himself a certain freedom. This process of self-exploration, challenge, and finally reconciliation is a familiar theme in Narayan’s fiction. In a sense it mirrors Narayan’s own life as a man whose vision and understanding transported him beyond the rigid beliefs and practices of his society but never took him away from that society. And that central message – that we can be ourselves to an extent but that we all need to be anchored in society – is really a very attractive feature of these novels. Ultimately we feel comfortable and secure in reading Narayan because we detect in his work a resolution, an acceptance that we ourselves need in our own lives.

If there is a great deal of light and freedom in these two charming early novels, then in his third novel, The Dark Room, we enter graver, more disturbing territory. Marriage is the common theme of three of the novels in this collection, and in The Dark Room, which Narayan was to describe as an early women’s liberation novel, we see how the traditional Hindu marriage could trap women in complete subservience. Savitri is married to a tin-god husband, Ramani, a man who runs a branch office of an insurance agency, who is prosperous enough to drive a car (remember that this novel was published in 1938), and who expects in his home-life to be danced attendance upon by his wife. The portrait of this domestic tyrant is a compelling one, and we are also appalled, but fascinated, by the coquettish Shanta Bai, with whom he starts an affair. The conduct of this affair is beautifully described as Narayan directs his gaze at the shoddiness and deception of the office romance. At the end of the day the patient Savitri, driven to an attempt at suicide as the only way out of her intolerable situation, returns to the matrimonial home and her unapologetic husband, defeated by centuries of custom. Hers is an awful fate, and although the position of women in traditional societies has improved, we might leave this book remembering that there are many women for whom this story would still ring very true.

Marriage again plays a central role in The English Teacher. Narayan lost his wife to typhoid, and that is what happens to the central character, Krishna, in this novel. It is very sad, and very painful – just as it must have been for him in real life. The grief here is described with great tenderness, in passages that are quite haunting in their simplicity. The prose is like a funeral bell: solemn and resonant. As in the earlier novels, the idea of acceptance looms large: ultimately the hero, Krishna, has to accept the fact of the loss of his wife and the loneliness that follows. He has fought against this brute fact by attempting to communicate with her through paranormal means, but this leads nowhere, in the same way as all the smoke and mirrors of the various mystic figures who parade through Malgudi seem ultimately to lead nowhere.

R. K. Narayan is a much beloved novelist, and for very good reason. Although the books in this volume were all written more than half a century ago, they are the freshest, the most sparkling of gems. The struggle of the characters against social restrictions, their struggle to be something other than that which social destiny appears to be forcing them to be, are struggles with which we can all identify to a greater or lesser extent. As Samuel Johnson observed, many people waste part of their lives trying to be something they are not. Eventually, of course, they may come to realize what they really are, and if that happens to be a citizen of a small town, rather like Narayan’s Malgudi, bound up with neighbours and their concerns, sewn into a family and a nation, then there are very much worse fates than that.

Alexander McCall Smith
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CHAPTER ONE

MONDAY MORNING

It was Monday morning. Swaminathan was reluctant to open his eyes. He considered Monday specially unpleasant in the calendar. After the delicious freedom of Saturday and Sunday, it was difficult to get into the Monday mood of work and discipline. He shuddered at the very thought of school: that dismal yellow building; the fire-eyed Vedanayagam, his class-teacher; and the headmaster with his thin long cane …

By eight he was at his desk in his ‘room’, which was only a corner in his father’s dressing-room. He had a table on which all his things, his coat, cap, slate, ink-bottle, and books, were thrown in a confused heap. He sat on his stool and shut his eyes to recollect what work he had for the day: first of course there was arithmetic – those five puzzles in profit and loss; then there was English – he had to copy down a page from his Eighth Lesson, and write dictionary meanings of difficult words; and then there was geography.

And only two hours before him to do all this heap of work and get ready for the school!

Fire-eyed Vedanayagam was presiding over the class with his back to the long window. Through its bars one saw a bit of the drill ground and a corner of the veranda of the Infant Standards. There were huge windows on the left showing vast open grounds bound at the other extreme by the railway embankment.

To Swaminathan existence in the classroom was possible only because he could watch the toddlers of the Infant Standards falling over one another, and through the windows on the left see the 12.30 mail gliding over the embankment, booming and rattling while passing over the Sarayu Bridge.

The first hour passed off quietly. The second they had arithmetic. Vedanayagam went out and returned in a few minutes in the role of an arithmetic teacher. He droned on monotonously. Swaminathan was terribly bored. His teacher’s voice was beginning to get on his nerves. He felt sleepy.

The teacher called for home exercises. Swaminathan left his seat, jumped on the platform, and placed his notebook on the table. While the teacher was scrutinizing the sums, Swaminathan was gazing on his face, which seemed so tame at close quarters. His criticism of the teacher’s face was that his eyes were too near each other, that there was more hair on his chin than one saw from the bench, and that he was very very bad-looking.

His reverie was disturbed. He felt a terrible pain in the soft flesh above his left elbow. The teacher was pinching him with one hand, and with the other crossing out all the sums. He wrote ‘Very Bad’ at the bottom of the page, flung the notebook in Swaminathan’s face, and drove him back to his seat.

Next period they had history. The boys looked forward to it eagerly. It was taken by D. Pillai, who had earned a name in the school for kindness and good humour. He was reputed to have never frowned or sworn at the boys at any time. His method of teaching history conformed to no canon of education. He told the boys with a wealth of detail the private histories of Vasco da Gama, Clive, Hastings, and others. When he described the various fights in history, one heard the clash of arms and the groans of the slain. He was the despair of the headmaster whenever the latter stole along the corridor with noiseless steps on his rounds of inspection.

The scripture period was the last in the morning. It was not such a dull hour after all. There were moments in it that brought stirring pictures before one: the Red Sea cleaving and making way for the Israelites; the physical feats of Samson; Jesus rising from the grave; and so on. The only trouble was that the scripture master, Mr Ebenezar, was a fanatic.

‘Oh, wretched idiots!’ the teacher said, clenching his fists. ‘Why do you worship dirty, lifeless, wooden idols and stone images? Can they talk? No. Can they see? No. Can they bless you? No. Can they take you to heaven? No. Why? Because they have no life. What did your gods do when Muhammad of Gazni smashed them to pieces, trod upon them, and constructed out of them steps for his lavatory? If those idols and images had life, why did they not parry Muhammad’s onslaughts?’

He then turned to Christianity. ‘Now see our Lord Jesus. He could cure the sick, relieve the poor, and take us to heaven. He was a real God. Trust him and he will take you to heaven; the kingdom of heaven is within us.’ Tears rolled down Ebenezar’s cheeks when he pictured Jesus before him. Next moment his face became purple with rage as he thought of Sri Krishna: ‘Did our Jesus go gadding about with dancing girls like your Krishna? Did our Jesus go about stealing butter like that arch-scoundrel Krishna? Did our Jesus practise dark tricks on those around him?’

He paused for breath. The teacher was intolerable today. Swaminathan’s blood boiled. He got up and asked, ‘If he did not, why was he crucified?’ The teacher told him that he might come to him at the end of the period and learn it in private. Emboldened by this mild reply, Swaminathan put to him another question, ‘If he was a god, why did he eat flesh and fish and drink wine?’ As a brahmin boy it was inconceivable to him that a god should be a non-vegetarian. In answer to this, Ebenezar left his seat, advanced slowly towards Swaminathan, and tried to wrench his left ear off.

Next day Swaminathan was at school early. There was still half an hour before the bell. He usually spent such an interval in running round the school or in playing the Digging Game under the huge tamarind tree. But today he sat apart, sunk in thought. He had a thick letter in his pocket. He felt guilty when he touched its edge with his fingers.

He called himself an utter idiot for having told his father about Ebenezar the night before during the meal.

As soon as the bell rang, he walked into the headmaster’s room and handed him a letter. The headmaster’s face became serious when he read:


SIR,

I beg to inform you that my son Swaminathan of the First Form, A section, was assaulted by his scripture master yesterday in a fanatical rage. I hear that he is always most insulting and provoking in his references to the Hindu religion. It is bound to have a bad effect upon the boys. This is not the place for me to dwell upon the necessity for toleration in these matters.

I am also informed that when my son got up to have a few doubts cleared, he was roughly handled by the same teacher. His ears were still red when he came home last evening.

The one conclusion that I can come to is that you do not want non-Christian boys in your school. If it is so, you may kindly inform us as we are quite willing to withdraw our boys and send them elsewhere. I may remind you that Albert Mission School is not the only school that this town, Malgudi, possesses. I hope you will be kind enough to inquire into the matter and favour me with a reply. If not, I regret to inform you, I shall be constrained to draw the attention of higher authorities to these unchristian practices.

          I have the honour to be,

    Sir,

                                               Your most obedient servant,

                                        W. T. SRINIVASAN.



When Swaminathan came out of the room, the whole school crowded round him and hung on his lips. But he treated inquisitive questions with haughty indifference.

He honoured only four persons with his confidence. Those were the four that he liked and admired most in his class. The first was Somu, the monitor, who carried himself with such an easy air. He set about his business, whatever it was, with absolute confidence and calmness. He was known to be chummy even with the teachers. No teacher ever put to him a question in the class. It could not be said that he shone brilliantly as a student. It was believed that only the headmaster could reprimand him. He was more or less the uncle of the class.

Then there was Mani, the Mighty Good-For-Nothing. He towered above all the other boys of the class. He seldom brought any books to the class, and never bothered about homework. He came to the class, monopolized the last bench, and slept bravely. No teacher ever tried to prod him. It was said that a new teacher who once tried it very nearly lost his life. Mani bullied all strangers that came his way, be they big or small. People usually slunk aside when he passed. Wearing his cap at an angle, with a Tamil novel under his arm, he had been coming to the school ever since the old school peon could remember. In most of the classes he stayed longer than his friends did. Swaminathan was proud of his friendship. While others crouched in awe, he could address him as ‘Mani’ with gusto and pat him on the back familiarly. Swaminathan admiringly asked whence Mani derived his power. Mani replied that he had a pair of wooden clubs at home with which he would break the backs of those that dared to tamper with him.

Then there was Sankar, the most brilliant boy of the class. He solved any problem that was given to him in five minutes, and always managed to border on ninety per cent. There was a belief among a section of the boys that if only he started cross-examining the teachers, the teachers would be nowhere. Another section asserted that Sankar was a dud and that he learnt all the problems and their solution in advance by his sycophancy. He was said to receive his ninety per cent as a result of washing clothes for his masters. He could speak to the teachers in English in the open class. He knew all the rivers, mountains, and countries in the world. He could repeat history in his sleep. Grammar was child’s play to him. His face was radiant with intelligence, though his nose was almost always damp, and though he came to the class with his hair braided and with flowers in it, Swaminathan looked on him as a marvel. He was very happy when he made Mani see eye to eye with him and admit Sankar to their company. Mani liked him in his own way and brought down his heavy fist on Sankar’s back whenever he felt inclined to demonstrate his affection. He would scratch his head and ask where the blithering fool of a scraggy youngster got all that brain from and why he should not part with a little of it.

The fourth friend was Samuel, known as ‘the Pea’ on account of his size. There was nothing outstanding about him. He was just ordinary, no outstanding virtue of muscle or intellect. He was as bad in arithmetic as Swaminathan was. He was as apprehensive, weak, and nervous about things as Swaminathan was. The bond between them was laughter. They were able to see together the same absurdities and incongruities in things. The most trivial and unnoticeable thing to others would tickle them to death.

When Swaminathan told them what action his father had taken in the scripture master affair, there was a murmur of approval. Somu was the first to express it, by bestowing on his admirer a broad grin. Sankar looked serious and said, ‘Whatever others might say, you did right in setting your father to the job.’ The mighty Mani half closed his eyes and grunted an approval of sorts. He was only sorry that the matter should have been handled by elders. He saw no sense in it. Things of this kind should not be allowed to go beyond the four walls of the classroom. If he were Swaminathan, he would have closed the whole incident at the beginning by hurling an ink-bottle, if nothing bigger was available, at the teacher. Well, there was no harm in what Swaminathan had done; he would have done infinitely worse by keeping quiet. However, let the scripture master look out: Mani had decided to wring his neck and break his back.

Samuel the Pea found himself in an acutely embarrassing position. On the one hand, he felt constrained to utter some remark. On the other, he was a Christian and saw nothing wrong in Ebenezar’s observations, which seemed to be only an amplification of one of the Commandments. He felt that his right place was on Ebenezar’s side. He managed to escape by making scathing comments on Ebenezar’s dress and appearance and leaving it at that.

The class had got wind of the affair. When the scripture period arrived there was a general expectation of some dramatic dénouement. But nothing happened. Ebenezar went on as merrily as ever. He had taken the trouble that day to plod through Bhagavadgita, and this generous piece of writing lends itself to any interpretation. In Ebenezar’s hand it served as a weapon against Hinduism.

His tone was as vigorous as ever, but in his denunciation there was more scholarship. He pulled Bhagavadgita to pieces, after raising Hinduism on its base. Step by step he was reaching the sublime heights of rhetoric. The class Bible lay uncared for on the table.

The headmaster glided in.

Ebenezar halted, pushing back his chair, and rose, greatly flurried. He looked questioningly at the headmaster. The headmaster grimly asked him to go on. Ebenezar had meanwhile stealthily inserted a finger into the pages of the closed Bible. On the word of command from the headmaster, he tried to look sweet and relaxed his brow, which was knit in fury. He then opened his book where the finger marked and began to read at random. It happened to be the Nativity of Christ. The great event had occurred. There the divine occupant was in the manger. The Wise Men of the East were faithfully following the Star.

The boys attended in their usual abstracted way. It made little difference to them whether Ebenezar was making a study of Hinduism in the light of Bhagavadgita or was merely describing the Nativity of Christ.

The headmaster listened for a while and, in an undertone, demanded an explanation. They were nearing the terminal examination and Ebenezar had still not gone beyond the Nativity. When would he reach the Crucifixion and Resurrection, and begin to revise? Ebenezar was flabbergasted. He could not think of anything to say. He made a bare escape by hinting that that particular day of the week he usually devoted to a rambling revision. Oh, no! He was not as far behind as that. He was in the proximity of the Last Supper.

At the end of the day Swaminathan was summoned to the headmaster’s room. As soon as he received the note, he had an impulse to run home. And when he expressed it, Mani took him in his hands, propelled him through to the headmaster’s room, and gave him a gentle push in. Swaminathan staggered before the headmaster.

Ebenezar was sitting on a stool, looking sheepish. The headmaster said: ‘What is the trouble, Swaminathan?’

‘Oh – nothing, sir,’ Swaminathan replied.

‘If it is nothing, why this letter?’

‘Oh!’ Swaminathan ejaculated uncertainly.

Ebenezar attempted to smile. Swaminathan wished to be well out of the whole affair. He felt he would not mind if a hundred Ebenezars said a thousand times worse things about the gods.

‘You know why I am here?’ asked the headmaster.

Swaminathan searched for an answer: the headmaster might be there to receive letters from boys’ parents; he might be there to flay Ebenezars alive; he might be there to deliver six cuts with his cane every Monday at twelve o’clock. And above all why this question?

‘I don’t know, sir,’ Swaminathan replied innocently.

‘I am here to look after you,’ said the headmaster.

Swaminathan was relieved to find that the question had such a simple answer.

‘And so,’ continued the headmaster, ‘you must come to me if you want any help, before you go to your father.’ Swaminathan furtively glanced at Ebenezar, who writhed in his chair.

‘I am sorry,’ said the headmaster, ‘that you should have been so foolish as to go to your father about this simple matter. I shall look into it. Take this letter to your father.’

Swaminathan took the letter and shot out of the room with great relief.


CHAPTER TWO

RAJAM AND MANI

River Sarayu was the pride of Malgudi. It was some ten minutes’ walk from Ellaman Street, the last street of the town, chiefly occupied by oilmongers. Its sandbanks were the evening resort of all the people of the town. The Municipal President took any distinguished visitor to the top of the town hall and proudly pointed to him Sarayu in moonlight, glistening like a silver belt across the north.

The usual evening crowd was on the sand. Swaminathan and Mani sat aloof on a river-step, with their legs dangling in water. The peepul branches overhanging the river rustled pleasantly. A light breeze played about the boughs and scattered stray leaves on the gliding stream below. Birds filled the air with their cries. Far away, near Nallappa’s Mango Grove, a little downstream, a herd of cattle was crossing the river. And then a country cart drawn by bullocks passed, the cart-man humming a low tune. It was some fifteen minutes past sunset and there was a soft red in the west.

‘The water runs very deep here, doesn’t it?’ Mani asked.

‘Yes, why?’

‘I am going to bring Rajam here, bundle him up, and throw him into the river.’

Rajam was a fresh arrival in the First A. He had sauntered into the class on the reopening day of the second term, walked up to the last bench, sat beside Mani, and felt very comfortable indeed till Mani gave him a jab in the ribs, which he returned. He had impressed the whole class on the very first day. He was a newcomer; he dressed very well – he was the only boy in the class who wore socks and shoes, fur cap and tie, and a wonderful coat and knickers. He came to the school in a car. As well as all this, he proved to be a very good student too. There were vague rumours that he had come from some English boys’ school somewhere in Madras. He spoke very good English, ‘exactly like a “European” ’; which meant that few in the school could make out what he said. Many of his class-mates could not trust themselves to speak to him, their fund of broken English being small. Only Sankar, the genius of the class, had the courage to face him, though his English sounded halting and weak before that of Rajam.

This Rajam was a rival to Mani. In his manner to Mani he assumed a certain nonchalance to which Mani was not accustomed. If Mani jabbed, Rajam jabbed; if Mani clouted, he clouted; if Mani kicked, he kicked. If Mani was the overlord of the class, Rajam seemed to be nothing less. And add to all this the fact that Rajam was a regular seventy-percenter, second only to Sankar. There were sure indications that Rajam was the new power in the class. Day by day as Mani looked on, it was becoming increasingly clear that a new menace had appeared in his life.

All this lay behind his decision on the river-step to bundle up Rajam and throw him into the river. Swaminathan expressed a slight fear: ‘You forget that his father is the Police Superintendent.’ Mani remained silent for a while and said, ‘What do I care? Some night I am going to crack his shoulders with my clubs.’

‘If I were you, I would keep out of the way of policemen. They are an awful lot,’ said Swaminathan.

‘If you were me! Huh! But thank God I am not you, a milk-toothed coward like you.’

Swaminathan bit his lips and sighed.

‘And that reminds me,’ said the other, ‘you are in need of a little warning. I find you hanging about that Rajam a bit too much. Well, have a care for your limbs. That is all I can say.’

Swaminathan broke into loud protestations. Did Mani think that Swaminathan could respect anyone but him, Mani the dear old friend and guide? What made him think so? As far as Swaminathan could remember, he had never been within three yards of Rajam. Oh, how he hated him! That vile upstart! When had Mani seen him with Rajam? Oh, yes, it must have been during the drawing period on Monday. It was Rajam who had come and talked to him in spite of the cold face that Swaminathan had turned to him. That ass had wanted a pencil-sharpener, which he did not get, as he was promptly directed to go to a shop and buy it if he needed it so urgently. Oh, there was no comparison between Rajam and Mani.

This pleased Mani greatly. For the first time that evening he laughed, and laughed heartily too. He shook Swaminathan and gave such an affectionate twist to his ear that Swaminathan gave a long howl. And then he suddenly asked, ‘Did you bring the thing that I wanted?’

‘Oh, Mani! I beg a hundred pardons of you. My mother was all the time in the kitchen. I could not get it.’ (‘It’ referred to lime pickles.)

‘You are a nasty little coward – Oh, this river-bank and the fine evening. How splendid it would have been!’

Swaminathan was to act as a cord of communication between Rajam and Mani. They were sitting on the last bench with their backs against the yellow wall. Swaminathan sat between Rajam and Mani. Their books were before them on the desks; but their minds were busy.

Mani wrote on a piece of paper ‘Are you a man?’ and gave it to Swaminathan, who pushed it across to Rajam, putting on as offensive a look as possible. Rajam read it, crumpled it, and threw it away. At which Mani wrote another note repeating the question, with the addition ‘You are the son of a dog if you don’t answer this,’ and pushed it across. Rajam hissed into Swaminathan’s face, ‘You scoundrel, don’t disturb me,’ and crumpled the letter.

Further progress was stopped.

‘Swaminathan, stand up,’ said the teacher. Swaminathan stood up faithfully.

‘What is Lisbon famous for?’ asked the teacher.

Swaminathan hesitated and ventured, ‘For being the capital of Spain.’

The teacher bit his moustache and fired a second question, ‘What do you know about the Indian climate?’

‘It is hot in summer and cold in winter.’

‘Stand up on the bench!’ roared the teacher. And Swaminathan stood up without a protest. He was glad that he was given this supposedly degrading punishment instead of the cane.

The teacher resumed his lessons: Africa was a land of forests. Nile was the most important river there. Did they understand? What did he say? He selected someone from the first bench to answer this question. (Nile was the most important river in Africa, the boy answered promptly, and the teacher was satisfied.) What was Nile? (The most important river in Africa, a boy answered with alacrity and was instantly snubbed for it, for he had to learn not to answer before he was asked to.) Silence. Silence. Why was there such a lot of noise in the class? Let them go on making a noise and they would get a clean, big zero in the examination. He would see to that …

Swaminathan paid no attention to the rest of the lessons. His mind began to wander. Standing on the bench, he stood well over the whole class. He could see so many heads, and he classified them according to the caps: there were four red caps, twenty-five Gandhi caps, ten fur caps, and so on.

When the work for the day was over, Swaminathan, Mani, and Rajam adjourned to a secluded spot to say what was in their minds. Swaminathan stood between them and acted as the medium of communication. They were so close that they could have heard each other even if they had spoken in whispers. But it was a matter of form between enemies to communicate through a medium. Mani faced Swaminathan steadily and asked, ‘Are you a man?’ Swaminathan turned to Rajam and repeated, ‘Are you a man?’ Rajam flared up and shouted, ‘Which dog doubts it?’ Swaminathan turned to Mani and said ferociously, ‘Which dirty dog doubts it?’

‘Have you the courage to prove that you are a man?’ asked Mani.

Swaminathan turned to Rajam and repeated it.

‘How?’

‘How?’ repeated Swaminathan to Mani.

‘Meet me at the river, near Nallappa’s Grove, tomorrow evening.’

‘– Near Nallappa’s Grove,’ Swaminathan was pleased to echo.

‘What for?’ asked Rajam.

‘To see if you can break my head.’

‘Oh, to pieces,’ said Rajam.

Swaminathan’s services were dispensed with. They gave him no time to repeat their words. Rajam shouted in one ear, and Mani in the other.

‘So we may expect you at the river tomorrow,’ said Swaminathan.

‘Yes,’ Rajam assured them.

Mani wanted to know if the other would come with guards. No, he would not. And Mani voiced another doubt: ‘If anything happens to you, will you promise to keep it out of your father’s knowledge?’ Rajam promised, after repudiating the very suggestion that he might act otherwise.

Nallappa’s Grove stood a few yards before them. It was past six and the traffic for the day between the banks was over. The usual evening crowd was far behind them. Swaminathan and Mani were squatting on the sand. They were silent. Mani was staring at the ground, with a small wooden club under his arm. He was thinking: he was going to break Rajam’s head in a short while and throw his body into the river. But if it should be recovered? But then how could they know that he had done it? But if Rajam should come and trouble him at night as a spirit? Since his grandfather’s death, he was sleeping alone. What if Rajam should come and pull his hair at night? After all it would be better not to kill him. He would content himself with breaking his limbs and leaving him to his fate. If he should batter his head, who was going to find it out? Unless of course – He cast a sly look at Swaminathan, who was blinking innocently … Unless of course Swaminathan informed the police.

At the sound of the creaking of boots, they turned and found that Rajam had come. He was dressed in khaki, and carried under his arm an airgun that was given to him a couple of months ago on his birthday. He stood very stiff and said: ‘Here I am, ready.’

‘You are late.’

‘Yes.’

‘We will start.’

Rajam shouldered his gun and fired a shot in the air. Mani was startled. He stood still, his club down.

‘You heard the shot?’ asked Rajam. ‘The next is going to be into your body, if you are keen upon a fight.’

‘But this is unfair. I have no gun while you have … It was to be a hand-to-hand fight.’

‘Then why have you brought your club? You never said anything about it yesterday.’

Mani hung down his head.

‘What have I done to offend you?’ asked Rajam.

‘You called me a sneak before someone.’

‘That is a lie.’

There was an awkward pause. ‘If this is all the cause of your anger, forget it. I won’t mind being friends.’

‘Nor I,’ said Mani.

Swaminathan gasped with astonishment. In spite of his posing before Mani he admired Rajam intensely, and longed to be his friend. Now this was the happiest conclusion to all the unwanted trouble. He danced with joy. Rajam lowered his gun, and Mani dropped his club. To show his goodwill, Rajam pulled out of his pocket half a dozen biscuits.

The river’s mild rumble, the rustling of the peepul leaves, the half-light of the late evening, and the three friends eating, and glowing with new friendship – Swaminathan felt at perfect peace with the world.


CHAPTER THREE

SWAMI’S GRANDMOTHER

In the ill-ventilated dark passage between the front hall and the dining-room, Swaminathan’s grandmother lived with all her belongings, which consisted of an elaborate bed made of five carpets, three bed sheets, and five pillows, a square box made of jute fibre, and a small wooden box containing copper coins, cardamoms, cloves, and areca nut.

After the night meal, with his head on his granny’s lap, nestling close to her, Swaminathan felt very snug and safe in the faint atmosphere of cardamom and cloves.

‘Oh, Granny!’ he cried ecstatically. ‘You don’t know what a great fellow Rajam is.’ He told her the story of the first enmity between Rajam and Mani and the subsequent friendship.

‘You know, he has a real police dress,’ said Swaminathan.

‘Is it? What does he want a police dress for?’ asked Granny.

‘His father is the Police Superintendent. He is the master of every policeman here.’ Granny was impressed. She said that it must be a tremendous office indeed. She then recounted the days when her husband, Swaminathan’s grandfather, was a powerful submagistrate, in which office he made the police force tremble before him, and the fiercest dacoits of the place flee. Swaminathan waited impatiently for her to finish the story. But she went on, rambled, confused, mixed up various incidents that took place at different times.

‘That will do, Granny,’ he said ungraciously. ‘Let me tell you something about Rajam. Do you know how many marks he gets in arithmetic?’

‘He gets all the marks, does he, child?’ asked Granny.

‘No, silly. He gets ninety marks out of one hundred.’

‘Good. But you must also try and get marks like him … You know, Swami, your grandfather used to frighten the examiners with his answers sometimes. When he answered a question, he did it in a tenth of the time that others took to do it. And then, his answers would be so powerful that his teachers would give him two hundred marks sometimes … When he passed his F.A. he got such a big medal! I wore it as a pendant for years till – when did I remove it? Yes, when your aunt was born … No, it wasn’t your aunt … It was when your father was born … I remember on the tenth day of confinement … No, no. I was right. It was when your aunt was born. Where is that medal now? I gave it away to your aunt – and she melted it and made four bangles out of it. The fool! And such flimsy bangles too! I have always maintained that she is the worst fool in our family …’

‘Oh, enough, Granny! You go on bothering about old unnecessary stories. Won’t you listen to Rajam?’

‘Yes, dear, yes.’

‘Granny, when Rajam was a small boy, he killed a tiger.’

‘Indeed! The brave little boy!’

‘You are saying it just to please me. You don’t believe it.’

Swaminathan started the story enthusiastically: Rajam’s father was camping in a forest. He had his son with him. Two tigers came upon them suddenly, one knocking down the father from behind. The other began chasing Rajam, who took shelter behind a bush and shot it dead with his gun. ‘Granny, are you asleep?’ Swaminathan asked at the end of the story.

‘No, dear, I am listening.’

‘Let me see. How many tigers came upon how many?’

‘About two tigers on Rajam,’ said Granny.

Swaminathan became indignant at his grandmother’s inaccuracy. ‘Here I am going hoarse telling you important things and you fall asleep and imagine all sorts of nonsense. I am not going to tell you anything more. I know why you are so indifferent. You hate Rajam.’

‘No, no, he is a lovely little boy,’ Granny said with conviction, though she had never seen Rajam. Swaminathan was pleased. Next moment a new doubt assailed him. ‘Granny, probably you don’t believe the tiger incident.’

‘Oh, I believe every word of it,’ Granny said soothingly. Swaminathan was pleased, but added as a warning: ‘He would shoot anyone that called him a liar.’

Granny expressed her approval of this attitude and then begged leave to start the story of Harichandra, who, just to be true to his word, lost his throne, wife, and child, and got them all back in the end. She was halfway through it when Swaminathan’s rhythmic snoring punctuated her narration, and she lay down to sleep.

Saturday afternoon. Since Saturday and Sunday came so rarely, to Swaminathan it seemed absurd to waste them at home, gossiping with Granny and Mother or doing sums. It was his father’s definite orders that Swaminathan should not start loafing in the afternoon and that he should stay at home and do school work. But this order was seldom obeyed.

Swaminathan sat impatiently in his ‘study’, trying to wrest the meaning out of a poem in his English Reader. His father stood before the mirror, winding a turban round his head. He had put on his silk coat. Now only his spectacles remained. Swaminathan watched his progress keenly. Even the spectacles were on. All that now remained was the watch.

Swaminathan felt glad. This was the last item and after that Father would leave for the court. Mother came in with a tumbler of water in one hand and a plate of betel leaves and nuts in the other. Father drank the water and held out his hand. She gave him a little areca nut and half a dozen neatly-rolled betel leaves. He put them all into his mouth, chewing them with great contentment. Swaminathan read at the top of his voice the poem about a woolly sheep. His father fussed about a little for his tiny silver snuff-box and the spotted kerchief, which was the most unwashed thing in that house. He hooked his umbrella on his arm. This was really the last signal for starting. Swaminathan had almost closed the book and risen. His father had almost gone out of the room. But – Swaminathan stamped his foot under the table. Mother stopped Father and said: ‘By the way, I want some change. The tailor is coming today. He has been pestering me for the last four days.’

‘Ask him to come tomorrow,’ Father said. Mother was insistent. Father returned to his bureau, searched for the keys, opened it, took out a purse, and gave her the change. ‘I don’t know how I am going to manage things for the rest of the month,’ he said, peering into the purse. He locked the bureau, and adjusted his turban before the mirror. He took a heavy pinch of snuff and, wiping his nose with his kerchief, walked out. Swaminathan heaved a sigh of relief.

‘Bolt the door,’ came Father’s voice from the street door. Swaminathan heard the clicking of the bolts. He sat at the window, watched his father turn the corner, and then left his post.

His mother was in the kitchen giving instructions to the cook about the afternoon coffee. Granny was sitting up in her bed. ‘Come here, boy,’ she cried as soon as she saw him.

‘I can’t. No time now.’

‘Please. I will give you three paise,’ she cried.

Swaminathan ignored the offer and dashed away.

‘Where are you going?’ Mother asked.

‘I have got to go,’ Swaminathan said with a serious face.

‘Are you going to loaf about in the sun?’

‘Certainly not,’ he replied curtly.

‘Wander about recklessly and catch fever?…’

‘No, Mother, I am not going to wander about.’

‘Has your father not asked you to stay at home on holidays?’

‘Yes, but my drawing master has asked me to see him. I suppose even then I should not go.’ He added bitterly: ‘If I fail in the drawing examination I think you will be pleased.’

Swaminathan ran down Grove Street, turned to his right, threaded his way through Abu Lane, stood before a low-roofed, dingy house, and gave a low whistle. He waited for a second and repeated it. The door-chain clanked, the door opened a little, and Mani’s head appeared and said: ‘Fool! My aunt is here, don’t come in. Go away and wait for me there.’

Swaminathan moved away and waited under a tree. The sun was beating down fiercely. The street was almost deserted. A donkey was standing near a gutter, patiently watching its sharp shadow. A cow was munching a broad, green, plantain leaf. Presently Mani sneaked out of his house.

Rajam’s father lived in Lawley Extension (named after the mighty engineer Sir Frederick Lawley, who was at one time the Superintending Engineer for Malgudi Circle), which consisted of about fifty neat bungalows, mostly occupied by government officials. The trunk road to Trichinopoly passed a few yards in front of these houses.

Swaminathan and Mani were nervously walking up the short drive leading to Rajam’s house. A policeman in uniform cried to them to stop and came running towards them. Swaminathan felt like turning and fleeing. He appealed to Mani to speak to the policeman. The policeman asked what they were doing there. Mani said in a tone in which overdone carelessness was a trifle obvious: ‘If Rajam is in the house, we are here to see him. He asked us to come.’ The policeman at once became astonishingly amiable and took them along to Rajam’s room.

To Mani and Swaminathan the room looked large. There were chairs in it, actually chairs, and a good big table with Rajam’s books arranged neatly on it. What impressed them most was a timepiece on the table. Such a young fellow to own a timepiece! His father seemed to be an extraordinary man.

Presently Rajam entered. He had known that his friends were waiting for him, but he liked to keep them waiting for a few minutes, because he had seen his father doing it. So he stood for a few minutes in the adjoining room, biting his nails. When he could keep away no longer, he burst in upon his friends.

‘Sit down, boys, sit down,’ he cried when he saw them standing.

In a few minutes they were chatting about odds and ends, discussing their teachers and schoolmates, their parents, toys, and games.

Rajam took them to a cupboard and threw it open. They beheld astounding things in it, miniature trains and motors, mechanical marvels, and a magic lantern with slides, a good many large picture-books, and a hundred other things. What interested Mani most was a grim airgun that stood in a corner. Rajam gave them permission to handle anything they pleased. In a short while Swaminathan was running an engine all over the room. Mani was shooting arrow after arrow from a bow, at the opposite wall. When he tired of it, he took up the gun and devastated the furniture around with lead balls.

‘Are you fellows, any of you, hungry?’ Rajam asked.

‘No,’ they said half-heartedly.

‘Hey,’ Rajam cried. A policeman entered.

‘Go and ask the cook to bring some coffee and tiffin for three.’ The ease and authority with which he addressed the policeman filled his friends with wonder and admiration.

The cook entered with a big plateful of eatables. He set down the plate on the table. Rajam felt that he must display his authority.

‘Remove it from the table, you –’ he roared at the cook. The cook removed it and placed it on a chair.

‘You dirty ass, take it away, don’t put it there.’

‘Where am I to put it, Raju?’ asked the cook.

Rajam burst out: ‘You rascal, you scoundrel, you talk back to me?’

The cook made a wry face and muttered something.

‘Put it on the table,’ Rajam commanded. The cook obeyed, mumbling: ‘If you are rude, I am going to tell your mother.’

‘Go and tell her, I don’t care,’ Rajam retorted.

He peered into a cup and cursed the cook for bringing it so dirty. The cook looked up for a moment, quietly lifted the plate, and saying, ‘Come and eat in the kitchen if you want food,’ went away with it.

This was a great disappointment to Swaminathan and Mani, who were waiting with watering mouths. To Rajam it was a terrible moment. To be outdone by his servant before his friends! He sat still for a few minutes and then said with a forced laugh: ‘The scoundrel, that cook is a buffoon … Wait a minute.’ He went out.

After a while he returned, carrying the plate himself. His friends were a bit astonished at this sign of defeat. Obviously he could not subdue the cook. Swaminathan puzzled his head to find out why Rajam did not shoot the cook dead, and Mani wanted to ask if he could be allowed to have his own way with the cook for a few minutes. But Rajam set their minds at rest by explaining to them: ‘I had to bring this myself. I went in and gave the cook such a kick for his impertinence that he is lying unconscious in the kitchen.’


CHAPTER FOUR

‘WHAT IS A TAIL?’

The geography master was absent, and the boys of the First A had leisure between three and three forty-five on Wednesday.

Somehow Swaminathan had missed his friends and found himself alone. He wandered along the corridor of the Infant Standards. To Swaminathan, who did not really stand over four feet, the children of the Infant Standards seemed ridiculously tiny. He felt vastly superior and old. He was filled with contempt when he saw them dabbling in wet clay, trying to shape models. It seemed such a meaningless thing to do at school! Why, they could as well do those things resembling elephants, mangoes, and whatnots, in the backyards of their houses. Why did they come all the way to a school to do this sort of thing? Schools were meant for more serious things like geography, arithmetic, Bible, and English.

In one room he found all the children engaged in repeating simultaneously the first two letters of the Tamil alphabet. He covered his ears and wondered how the teacher was able to stand it. He passed on. In another room he found an ill-clad, noisy crowd of children. The noise that they made, sitting on their benches and swinging their legs, got on his nerves. He wrinkled his brow and twisted his mouth in the hope of making the teacher feel his resentment; but unfortunately the teacher was sitting with his back to Swaminathan.

He paused at the foot of the staircase leading to the senior classes – the second and
























OEBPS/images/Nara_9780307498137_epub_016_r1.jpg
HISTORICAL EVENTS

Death of Stalin. European Court of Human Rights set up in Strasbourg,
Korean War ends.

Indo-Chinese Treaty. Vietmam War begins.

India establishes a policy that bars foreign print media from publishing
within the country. India’s parliament accepts Hindu divorce.

Second Five Year Plan in India aims to increase national income by 25 per
cent. Soviets invade Hungary. Suez crisis.

European Economic Community founded,

India begins designing and buying equipment for a plutonium reprocessing
plant at Trombay,

Castm seizes power in Cuba.

Union of Kashmir with India. Bambay state split into Gujarat and
Maharachtra states.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Major farmine in Bengal leaves three million people dead. Allied invasion of
ltaly. Fall of Mussolin

D-Day: Normandy landings. Japancse troaps driven out of Burma.
Fall of Berlin and suicide of Hitler. Unconditional surrender of Germany
Atomic bombs dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. End of World War 1L
Foundation of the United Nations. Truman US President. Labour Party
comes to power in Britain, with Attlee as Prime Miniser.

Cabinet Mission: three British ministers led by Lord Pethwick-Lawrence
vist India to negotiate terms for Indian independence. They refuse to

accept Muslim claims for partition and their proposals are rejected by both
Congress and the Muslim League. Riots between Hindus and Muslins;

5,000 lose their lives in Calcutta. USSR extends influence in Eastern Europe.
Beginning of Cold War.

In February, British government resolves to hand over power in June 1948
regarcless of whether or not a new Indian constitution s in place. Newly
appointed viceroy Lord Mountbatten, persuaded that partition is the anly
way forward, puts pressure on the Congess leaders (o agree. Indian
Independence Act is hurried through and on 15 August India is partitioned
into two Dominions; India (Hindu) and Pakistan (Muslim). Jawaharal Nehru
Prime Minister of India.

Assassination of Mahatma Gandhi. Campaign of viclence by Communists in
India crushed by new government. The last British troops leave India. Jewish
state of Israel comes into existence. Soviet blockade of West Berlin. Apartheid
introduced in South Afrca.

Chinese Revolution. North Atlantic Treaty signed.

Beginning of Korean War. Mother Teresa founds the Missionaries of Charity
in Caleutta.

India declares itself a Republic within the British Commonywealth first
national general election conlirms India’s tatus as world's largest democracy;
Congress Party is dominant. First Five-Year Plan in India sets in motion huge
number of irrigation projects

Eisenhower elected US President. Accession of Flizabeth 1T in UK.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Government of India Act creates a central legislature; provincial
government handed over to elected Indian representatives. Burma separated
from India. In Germany Nuremberg laws deprive Jows of citizenship and
righis.

Outbreak of Spanish Civil War (to 1039)
Rome-Berlin Axis. Stalin's “Great Purge’ of the Communist Party (to 1938),

Japanese invasion of China

Germany annexes Austria; Munich criss

Hitler invades Poland; outbreak of World War I1. Gandbi calls on the world
to disarm. The Indian subcontinent contributes the largest volunieer army
in history (some 2.5 million servicemen and women) to the Allied cause.

Tialy enters war as German ally. Fall of France. Battle of Britain. Muslim
League adopt the Pakistan Resolution, which demands an independent state
for Muslims,

Japanese attack Pearl Harbor US enters war. Japanese invasion of Burma,
begins. Hitler invades USSR.. India’s population is 389 million.

Sir Stafford Cripps visits India with British government’s offer of complete self-
government afier the war: described by Gandhi as ‘a post-dated cheque on a
failing bank’, it is rejected by Hindus and Muslims alike. Gandhi calls on British
o “Quit India’ but the movement to cject the British is quickly suppressed.
Tinamin Hooms cakies Tinanes wiet eIkt (hels neat e i ok
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Mahatma Gandhi sets off on famous salt march, sparking off a wave of anti-
British demonstrations and boycotis. Chandsasekhara Raman wins Nobel
Prize for Physics.

Inauguration of New Delhi as India’s capital. Series of Round Table
Conferences in London to discuss the fture of India (to 1953).

Clampdown on demonstrators in India; 60,000 Congress activists are
imprisoned. Gandhi's hunger strike against the treatment of untouchables.
Election of Roosevelt in US.

Gandhi’s hunger strike to protest against British oppression in India. Hitler
becomes German Chancellor. Roosevelt announces New Deal’.

Gandhi resigns from Congress Party.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Mahatma Gandhi returns to India from South Africa.

Muslim League and Congress Party agree to work together to campaign for
slf-government,

Bolshevik Revolution in Russia.
End of World War I

Versailles peace conference. Montague-Chelmsford Reforms (Government
of India Act): reorganizes central legislature but falls short of Indian
expectations. Demonstrations against British rule become widespread;
massacre of peacefl protesters by armed British troops at Amritsar.
Non-cooperation mavement launched by Gandhi. League of Nations
created.

Opening of the Victoria Memorial in Calcutta.
Gandhi sentenced to six years imprisonment for civil disobedience — he is
relcased affer serving two years. Establishment of USSR. Stalin beames
General Secretary of Communist Pasty.

Gateway of India monument in Delhi is completed. Gandhi undertakes a
fast to end Hindu-Muslim rioting. Death of Lenin,

Commuter rail service introduced in Bombay.

Germany admitied to League of Nations
Lindbergh makes frst solo fight over Atlantic
Gandhi nominates Jawaharlal Nehru to succeed him as leader of the

Congress movement. Wall Strect Crash. Period of worldwide depression
begins. First non-stop flight from England to India.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS.

Foundation of Muslim League, first Muslim politcal party in India. Simla
deputation to British Viceroy, Lord Minto, asking for separate electorates
for Muslim community.

Asiatic Registration Act becomes law in the province of Transvaal, South
Africa

Minto-Morley Reforms: Indians given more power in legishaive affurs;
creation of separate Muslim electorates. Blériot flies across the English
Channel.

Dalai Lama fiees from the Chinese and takes refuge in India

George V recognized as King-Emperor in Delhi (during a hunting trip in
Nepal the King bags 21 tigers, 8 rhinos, and a bear). Transfer of capital to
Delhi announced.

Sinking of Titanic.

Gandhi arrested as he leads a march of Indian miners in South Africa,

Beginning of World War I (to 1918); large numbers of Indians, Hindu and
Muslim, rally to the British cause. General Smuts begins negotiations with
Gandhi to eradicate many of the racist laws imposed on South African
Indians
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1999

2000

2001

SN R e

Tales fiom Malgudi.

Narayan dies aged g4 in @
private hospital in Chennai
(formerly Madras) on 13 May.

e it Mo o T

Desai Journey to Ithace.
Kesavan: Looking Though Glass
Rushdie: 7fe Maor's Last Sigh.
Mistry: A Fine Balance

Arundhati Roy becomes first
Indian-based writer 10 wi
Booker Prize for her nove
The God of Small Things.
Rao: Great Iudian Wiy
of Maatma Gandi,
Scth: dn Equal Music
Desai: Frasting, Fstng.
Desai: Dianand Dus.

Life
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Benazir Bhutto returns to Pakistan. Gorbachev-Reagan summit. Nuclear
explosion at Chernobyl.
Seventy-two people killed by Sikh extremists,

Benazir Bhutto Prime Minister of Pakistan. George Bush elected US
President. Gorbachey announces big troap reductions suggesting end of
Cold War.

Pakistan rejoins the Gommonywealth. V. P. Rao becomes Prime Minister of
India. De Klerk becomes South African President. USSR lases control of
Eastern Europe; fall of Berlin Wall

V. P. Singh forms coalition government

First Gulf War, Yeltsin President of Russia. USSR disbanded. Rajiv Gandhi
assassinated during Indian election campaign by Tamil suicide bomber;
Narashima Rao becomes Prime Minister in tenth general election,
Destruction of the Mosque of Babur at Ayodhya by Hindus leads to
Hindu-Muslim rioting in several Indian cities. Bill Clinton elected US
President. Civil war in former Yugoslavia.

lsrael hands over West Bank and Jericho to the Palestinians.

Mandela and ANC sweept to victory in South African elections. Rwandan
i Tosken wiliiere aetlen stata the (herhen el
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Arab-Tsracli War. Rising prices and downturn in Indian cconomy. India
establishes a network of tiger reserves.

Resignation of Nixon following Watergate scandal. Strikes and
demonstrations against Indira Gandhi. India explodes its first nuclear
device.

State of emergency declared in India because of growing strikes and unsest
0 197). First Indian satellite launched into space, on a Soviet rocket. End
of Vietnam War. Civil war between Christians and Moslems in Lebanon.

Death of Mao Tse-Tung. Soweto massacre in South Africa.

First defeat of Congress Party in India since Independence. Morarji Desai
becomes Prime Minister. Zulfigar Ali Bhutto, Prime Minister of Pakistan
since 1071, overthrown by the military, and later hanged (1g7g). Carter US
President,

P. W. Batha comes to poer in South Africa

Margaret Thatcher first woman Prime Minister in UK. Carter and
Brezhnev sign SALT-2 arms limitation treaty. Soviet accupation of
Afghanistan. Mother Teresa is awarded the Nobel Peace Prize.

Indira Gandhi wins election and returns to pover. Sanjay Gandhi killed in
plane crash. Lech Walesa leads strikes in Gdansk, Poland. lran-Iraq War (to
1088).

Ronald Reagan becomes US President.

Falklands War.
Emergency rule invoked in Punjab to suppress Sikh terrorism.

Indira Gandhi assassinated by Sikh bodyguard; her son, Rajiv, becomes
Prime Minister (1o 108g). Bhapal gas leak kill 2,000. Indian troops storm
the Sikh Golden Temple in Amritsar. Famine in Ethiopia.

Heavy fighting in Kashmir. India files suit against Union Carbide aver
Bhopal disaster. Riots in South Africa. Gorbachev General Secretary in
USSR |
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Third Five Year Plan in India propels the couniry into the ranks of the ten
most industrialized nations; India’s population ries to 434 million. Goa
liberated from Portuguese rule. John F. Kennedy elected US President.
Erection of Berlin Wall. Yuri Gagarin becomes first man in space.

Sino- Indian horder clashes lead to threats of Chinese invasion. Cuban
missile crisis
Assassination of John F. Kennedy,

Death of Nehru; succeeded by Shastri. Khrushchey depased and replaced
by Brezhnev

Indo-Pakistan War. Tamil riots against Hindi language; Englsh confirmed
as official language of India.

Mrs Indisa Gandhi, daughter of Nehru, becomes Prime Minister of India

Arab-Tsracli Six-Day War. Population of India reaches 500 million.

Student unrest in US and throughout Eurape. Soviet-led invasion of
Czecheslovakia. Assassination of Martin Luther King. Nixon US President
India refuses to sign Nuclear Non-Proliferation Treaty. The Beatles arrive in
Inia for transcendental meditation with the Maharishi Mahesh Yogi,

Americans land first man on the moon,
The shooting of tigers is banned in India,

Revolt in East Pakistan, state of emergency, formation of Bangladesh. Indira
Gandhi sirips Indian princes of their titles and abolishes privy purses
Pakistan leaves the Commonwealth. President Amin expels Ugandan Asians.
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043 Malguti Days publshed by
Tndian Thought Publicaions,
which also publishes Do and
Otk St the same year.

o4

1945 The Exglish Teacher published by Borges: Fidions.
Eyre & Spottiswoode, where  Orwell: Animal Farm.
Greene is a dircctor. Grclone and  Waughs Brideshead Recsited.
Othr Staris published by Indian
Thought Publications, Mysore,
and Rock Housc & Sons,

SATERART LARTIEBNT

Madras.
1046
947 n dstiologr’s Day and Other Rao: The Gow ofthe Barricades.
Suries. Maugha: Cratures of
Cireumstanc.
C. P. Snow: The Lightand the
Dark.

1948 Begins building his own howse  Desani: AU About H. Halier
on a plot of land outside Mysore. ~Greene: The Heart of the Mattr

949 M Sampath. Onwell: Nincteen Eighty-Four.
Bowen: The Heat of the Day.

1930 Powell: A Quetion of Upbringing
vol. v of 4 Dance o the Misic
of Tim),

051 Ruskin Bond: The Room on the

Roof.
Chaudhur: Auoliogaphy of an
Untoaen Indion,
Sulinge: The Catcer i the Ry
w52 The Fnanil Expt published Waiting for Godot.
in the UK by Methuen, The  Waugh: Mo af s vl ¢
fllowing year it becomes the of The.Scand o Hossar T,
first of Narayan's works tobe  Ezekic: 4 Tine fo Clange
publihed in the US (by (pocms
‘Michigan State College Press).
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1935 Shortens his name to R. K. Anand: Untauchabl.
Narayan on Graham Greene’s  Isherwood: Mr Norris Changes
suggestion. With the help of Trains.

Greene, his first novel Scani and
Fiiends, st in the fitional town
of Malgudi,is published in the
UK by Hamish Hamilton, The
ook receives enthusiastic
Feviews though sales are
disappointing. Gives up
on The Justice

1936 Birth of his daughter, Hemavati,

job

Orwel: iap the Asidistra Pying
\og7  The Backlor of A is published by Anand: Tuw Loaves and a Bud.
Nelson, thanks again to Graham Kumar: Tragapatra (The
Greend's recommendation. Resignation).
Death of his father. Money is  Steinbeck: O Mice and Men.
short and Narayan works as a
ack journalis to make ends

The Dark Room is published by Rao: Kanthapure.

Macmillan and receives Greene: Brigton Rock.
enthusiastic revicws.

1939 Narayan's wife, Rajam, dics of
typhoid. He clects 1o bring up  Joyec: Finnggans Wake,
his daughter himself. Endures 3 Steinbeck: The Grapes of
period of depression, during  Wrath.
wwhich time he atiempts to
contact his wife through spi
‘mediums, Publishes Mysors, 2
travel book. Begins & regular
Sunday column for The Hind.

1940 Anand: Aerss the Black Waters.

Greene: The Pouer and the Glogy.

Hemingway: For Wiom the

Bell Tots,

to41 Begins publishing his own
quarterly journal, Jndian Thought,
Abandons it afer three isues
due to disappointing sales.

1942
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1933

Rmdeieded o d

Graduates from Maharaja's
College. Begins work on Scumi
and Frinds ehile staying vith his
‘grandmother in Bangalore. After
abortive attempts o become 3
railway offcer and bank offical he
takes up teaching at 3 government
school in Chennapatna.

Gives up teaching and resolves to
become a fll-Gime writer, which
he s able 10 do with the support
of his family. Stays in Madras
where he pursues editors of news-
papers and magazines; one book
Feview and an artile published.
His friend Kittu Purna leaves for
Oxford, promising 10 fi
publisher for Scami and Frinds.
Reccives 18 rupees for the
publication of a short story in
The Hind.

Publication of  children’ story
brings in 30 rupees. A shore
piece, *How to Write an Indian
Novel', lampooning Western
writers, is acceped by Punch.

In July, while saying with his
sisier in Coimbatore, sces &
young girl draving water from

a strecttap and fall n love with
her. Befriends her fther, a
headmaster, and asks for her
hand in marriage. Afier some.

place a few months later, and
Rajam joins her husband's
houschold. Takes a job as
Mysore correspondent for Tie
Justic, 2 Madras newspaper.
His ather becomes bed-ridden
after a severe sroke. Purna.
approaches Graham Greene,
who is living in Oxford, and
gives him the manuscript of
S and Friode

Pritcheu: The Spanish Virgin
and Other Sorics.

Premehand: ‘Deliverance’.
Wooll: The Wates.
Walpole: it Fari.
Hammets: The Glass K.

Tagore: Shates, Poms and Songs
Premehand: Ara of Acion,
Huxley: Brase New Wold.
Waugh: Biack Mischi
Maugham: Ah King.

Fiagerald: Tender i the Nigh.
Waugh: A Handjul of Dust;
Nety-tico Days.
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1902

1925

TR —

Joins Besant Scouts o India,
vowing to serve ‘God, Freedom,
and India’.

Begins auending CRC.
School,‘a school with no
partcular qualiy of good or evil
about it

Admitted to Chrisian College
High School.

Sent 10 Mysore, where his fdher
s becn appoinicd headmaster
of Mabaraj's Colegatc

Failt universiy entrance exams;
s lef free for a year (0 read
what he pleases. Starts to wri

“in the sty of any writer who
was uppermast in my mind at
dhe G ins sending off

Enters Maharaja’s College,
Mysore, studying for a BA.

FUMSIBIACE SRS T

Buchan: The Thiy ine Seps.
Lawrence: The Rainbou,
Ntaugham: Of Human Bndege
Tagore: Frat Gatherin.
Joyee: A Pt o the Avist as
o Tomg Man.

A Diverityof Greatures.

Woolf: Night and Dy

Manshicld: Biiss
Wharton: The dge of Imoence.

Maugham: The Trombling of

J s

‘Manstild: The Garden Party.
Ford: Purade’s End.

Forsier: A Pusage o India

Tagore: Red Oleanders, Broken
Ties and Other Stics.

1909-25.
Fiagerad: The Gt Gty
Kafka: The T,

Ghoses Songs of Lo and Death.
Kafka: The Caste.

My Expainents with

Touth.
Proust: A a rchache da tonps

pern.
Wool: To the

o Rt 4y it
Faulkner: The Sound and the Fury
Hemingway: A el to Arms.
Graves: Goodbye to All That.
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R.K. NARAYAN

SWAMI AND
FRIENDS,

THE BACHELOR
OF ARTS,

THE DARK ROOM,

THE ENGLISH
TEACHER
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SELEE

1912
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Rasipuram Krishnaswami
Narayanaswami is born in
Madras on 10 October at

1 Vellala Street in the
Purasawalkam, district. He is
one of several children in a
‘middle-class family. His mother
s frail and his father, a
headmaster in the government
educational service, moves
frequently, so the boy is brought
up by his grandmother.

Attends a severe Lutheran
‘missionary school where, as the
only Brahmin boy in the class,
he is often mocked by

the teachers. Begins to leam
English (his native language is
Tamil). Dissatisied with his
schooling, his grandmother
coaches him every evening.

AR T

Kipling: Puck of Pook’s Hill
Galsworthy: The Man of
Property (vol. 1 of The Forgte
Saga).

Conrad: The Saret Agent.
Kipling first English Nobel
Taureate for litcrature.

Wells: Aun Vernica;, Tono-Bungay

Forster: Howards End.
Wells: The History of Mr Poly.
Conrad: Under Wesiern Eyes.
Bennett: Clayhanger.
Chesterton: The Tnnocence of
Father Broun.

Mann: Death in Venice

Tagore: Gilanjali: Song Offrngs.

Tagore: The Crescent Moon.
Tagore awarded Nobel Prize
for Literature.

Tagore: The King of the Dark.
Chamber; The Post Offe.
Joyce: Dubliners.

Night Watches.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS

Bharatha Janata Party (BJP) government collapses afer a matter of days.
Bombay becomes Mumbai, Madras becomes Chennai

Fifteth anniversary of Indian Independence. Death of Mother Tercsa
India declares itsell @ nuclear weapons state. BJP form coalition
sovernment. Amartya Sen wins the Nobel Prize for Economics,

Pakistani troops cross India-Kashmir border leading to fierce fighting in
Karzil-Drass region. Thirtcenth general election; BJP government.
India’s population reaches 1 billion. Sonia Gandhi becomes President of
Congress Party. Vishvanath Anand wins World Chess Championship.
Tuvin towers of World Trade Genter in New York collapse after terrorist
attack. Earthquake in northern Gujarat leaves 20,000 dead and an
estimated 100,000 trapped in the debris. Terrorist attack on Indian
barliament.
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SWAMI AND FRIENDS,
THE BACHELOR OF ARTS,
THE DARK ROOM,
THE ENGLISH TEACHER

WITH AN INTRODUCTION

BY ALEXANDER MCGALL SMITH

R.K. NARAYAN

A KNOPF () BOOK
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1989

1090

1002

1993

1994

A Witers Nightmare: Slcted
e 19581988,

Made a member of the Rajya

inaugural specch is on the plight
of Indian children. Visiting
professor for the fall semester at
the University of Texas at Austin.
A Story-Tellers Wold essays).

The Worldof Nagary.

Malgudi Landscapes: The Bestof
R. K. Naraya. Leaves his home
in Yadavagir, Mysore, and
setles down in Madras, closer (o

oo .
T Grandnethe’s Tl (hree
novellas: “The Grandmother's
“Tale’, ‘Gur” and ‘Salt and
Sawdus) published by
Heinemann in the UR. Sl and
Sadut: Sois ond Tolalk
publihed by Penguin i Indin.
The rondnethr’s Tl and el
St published by Viking i the
US. Narayan's daughtc, Hena,
dics of cancr, Narayan s looked
e by Hema's husband Chandeu
s fnence-fog-cr g

E et
Seth: The Golden Gate

Rushdics The Jagear Sl
4 Nicarguan Jounc.
o,

Chaterjee: dn English Augus.
Desai: Baungartnr's Bombay.
‘Ghosh: The Siadowo Lines.
Rao: The Chesmastr and His
Moses

Rushic: The Satanic Vass,

Naipaul: fndia: A Million
Muinis N

v
P. Fitzgerald: The Gate of Argels
ico Lives.

Oris Sons o Enchanimrt.
Das: Padmavati the Harlot and
Oter Starics.

Ghosh: Jn an Anigue Land.
Oudaatje: The English Patin.

Scth: A Stable Bo.

Guneschera: Reef.
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AR AUNTRART M MATBRARY CONLRAE

s D The O Plybose and
Ohr Prms.
Markand:
Jhabvalas A New Donini,
‘Pynchon: Gravity’s Rainboe.
Solahenitsyn: Th Gulag
Anielgs (0 1073).

w74 My Doy A Mo Reluctnt Gers Das: Ay Sory

fessays). aunobiography).

Bellow: Humboldt’s Gift.

s D Manas novel)
Jhabvala: Hot and Dt
Singh: Trin b Pt
Rushdic: Grimus.
Levi The P Tl

1976 The Painter of Signs. Das: Alphabet of Lust (novel).

w77 The Encrald Rout (travel book).

w78 The Mohablarata (horteoed  Pili: Kar (The Rope).
‘madem pros version). Greene: Tie Human Facr.
P. Ftzgerald: The Bokshop.
o Dessi Ganes o Tolight
Naipaul: A Bewdin the Rioer;
India: A Woundod Gilization
Calvino: I on @ winer’s night a
iraver
B0 Made an Honorary Member of  Desai: Cler Lightof Dy,
the American Academy and
Insitte of Arts and Leters.
Avarded the A.C. Benson
award by dhe Royal Society
of Literaure.

: Among the Belicors: an

t08a  Malgudi Days (short storics).
1983 A Tigerfor Malgudi, g
1084 Brookner: Holel du Lac

Barnes: Faubrts Paro.

1985 Underthe Bayon Trce and Other  Maeques: Love i the Time of
fracaly Chadeng
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ATIBURD WS
The Man-Eater of Malgudi

My Dats iy A Americen
Jourme rave book). Gos,
Thmons and Ot fccling of
sores fom the Samkric
eligious epic). Meen Graharm
Greene briety whi vising
Landon

Opening of S, the film
bated on The Guie

The Vendor of Suets,

Play version of The Gade, by
Patica Rinchar and Harvey
Brei, apens on Broadway on
6 March and closes wi

ek,

A Horse and Tiew Goats short

The Ramayana shortencd
‘modern prose version o the
g i

AATERARY LTS

Markandaya: 4 Silce of Desie
Naipaul: A House fr Mr Bisas
Heller: Cotc-22.
Spark: The Prine of Miss Joan
Brudie
Malgonkar: Conbel of Sodocs.
Nabokov: Pae Fir.
Solzhenitsyn: One Dy in the
Lif of oen Deniic,
Mialgonkar: 7l Prcs
Markandaya: Procssion,
Malgonkar. 4 Bend in the

Ganges.
Naipaul: An Ara of Darkaess.
Bellow: Herze.

Juanpich Award, Indian

Tierary prise,established.
Das: Suner i Caleta
(pocms).

Moracs: Jobn Nobadp (pocrms).
Rao: Cat and Shakespeare.

Scon: Ry Quarte 0 1975).
Tagore: The Houcoarning,
Markandaya: 4 Handfl of Rice
Bulgakor: Th Mo and
Margorit.

Das: The Desendots.
Mirquer: One Husdred Yias of
Solude

Solshenitsyn: Cancr Wrd.

Markandaya: The Coffr Dams.

Tagore: The Broken Ne.

Malgonkar: The el Wind.
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The Engiich Teacher published in
the US by Michigan State
College Press under the title
Gragfl o Lifeand Death.
Narayan's new house at
Yadavagiri being fnally ready
for occupation, he uses.

his extended family
at their home in the
Laxmipuram district.

Waiting for the Mahatma.

Marriage of Hema with her
cousin Chandru. Although their
home is 120 miles from Mysore,
Narayan visits them frequently
over the years and plays an
important role n the ife of his
owo grandehildren. Laley Read
and Oter Stories and Next Sunday:
Sttches and Exsops. Leaves for the
Uniited States.

The Guide i while
wavelling in America), the first
of Narayan's nones (0 be

published by Viking in the US.

Academy of Letters) Award for
The Guide.

SATERART LARTIENT

Anand: Privae Life of an Indian
Prince.
Hartley: The Go.Betuven.

Markandaya: Necar in the

Mastcrs: Bhocani Juacton
K. Amis: Lucky Jin.
Eckil: Sixty Pims.
Nabokov: Lo,

Piliz Chemmeen ( Shrienpe),
Mishima: The Temple of the
Golden Piton.

Mahfous: The Caie Tilgy
(01957

Dom Morucs: 4 Begiming
(poems
Kerouac: On he Road.

Jhabvala:
“Achcbe: Things Fll Apart.
Lampedusa: The Leopard.
Chaudhuri: 4 Passage o

Evgland.
Bellow: Henderin the Rain King

Milgookar: Disan Dren.
Moraes: Pams.

Rao: Tie Sapet and he R
Updike: Rabiit, Rum vol. 1 of
frrrrptmees/y






