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A PASSAGE TO INDIA

PART I: MOSQUE
CHAPTER |

XCEPT for the Marabar Caves—and they are

twenty miles off—the city of Chandrapore presnts
nothing extraordinary. Edged rather than washed by the
river Ganges it trails for a couple of miles along the
bank, scarcdy diginguishable from the rubbish it de
posts 0 fredy. There are no bathing-geps on the river
front, as the Ganges happens not to be holy here; indeed
there is no river front, and bazaars shut out the wide
and shifting panorama of the dream. The dreds are
mean, the temples ineffective, and though a few fine
houses exig they are hidden away in gardens or down
aleys whose filth deters all but the invited guest Chan-
drapore was never large or beautiful, but two hundred
years ago it lay on the road bawemn Upper India, then
imperial, and the s, and the fine housss date from that
period. The zet for decoration gopped in the eighteenth
century, nor was it ever democratic. Thereisno painting
and scarody any carving in the bazaars. The very wood
sEms made of mud, the inhabitants of mud moving. So
abased, s0 m&naotonous is everything that meds the eye,
that wilen the GaSgis comes down it might be expected
to wash the exaexoence back into the soil Houses do
fall, people are drowned and left rotting, but the general
outline of the town perdds swedling here shrinking
there, like some low but indestructible form of life.

7



8 A PASSAGE TO INDIA

Inland, the progpect dters. There is an oval Maidan,
and a long dlow hospital Houses belonging to Eur-
adans gand on the high ground by the railway dation.
Beyond the railway—which runs pardld to the river—
the land dnks, then rises again rather degply. On the
seoond rise is laid out the little civil gtation, and viewed
hence Chandrapore gopears to be a totally different place
Itisadty of gardens. It is no city, but a fores goardy
scattered with huts. It is a tropica pleesaunce washed
by a noble river. The toddy padms and neem trees and
mangoes and pepul that were hidden behind the bazaars
now beocome visble and in ther turn hide the bazaars.
They rise from the gardens where ancient tanks nourish
them, they burst out of gifling purlieus and unconsidered
temples. Seeking light and air, and endowed with more
srength than man or his works, they soar above the lower
depaogt to gregt one another with branches and beckoning
leaves and to build a city for the birds. Especidly after
the rains do they soeen what pessss beow, but a all
times, even when scorched or ledless they glorify the
city to the English people who inhabit the rise, so that
new-comas cannot bdieve it to be as meagre as it is
described, and have to be driven down to acquire dis
illusonment. As for the civil dation itsdf, it provokes
no emotion. It charms not, neither does it repd. It is
sengbly planned, with a red-brick dub on its brow, and
farther badk a grocer's and a cangery, and the bunga-
lows are digposad along roads that intersect at right
angles. It has nothing hideous in it, and only the view
is .beautiful; it shares nothing with the city except the
overarching sky.

The sky too hasits changes, but they are less maY ked
than those of the vegetaion and the river. Clouds map
it up at times, but it is normaly a dome of blending tints,
and the main tint blue. By day the blue will pade down
into white where it touches the white of the land, after
unst it hes a new drcumference—orange, melting up-
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wards into tenderest purple. But the core of blue per-
d4s, and o it is by night. Then the dars hang like
lamps from the immense vault. The disance between the
vault and them is as nothing to the digance behind them,
and that farther distance, though beyond colour, last freed
itsdf from blue

The sy sdtles everything—not only dimaes and
sesons but when the earth shdl be beautiful. By her-
Hf de can do little—only fedde outbursts of flowers
But when the sky choosss glory can rain into the Chan-
drapore bazaars or a benediction pess from horizon to
horizon. The ky can do this because it is 30 strong and
0 enormousj  Strength comes from the sun, infused in it
daily; dze from the prodrate earth. No mountains in-
fringe on the curve. Lesgue after leegue the earth lies
flat, heaves a little, is flat again. Only in the south,
where a group of fists and fingerss are thrust up.through
the soil is the endess expanse interrupted.  These fids
and fingers ae the Marabar Hills, containing the ex-
traordinary caves "ok

CHAPTER I

BANDONING his bicyde, which fel before a sar-
vant could catch it, the young man sprang up on to
the verandah. He was dl animation. " Hamidullah,
Hamidullah! am | late?" he cried.
" Do not apologizel' sad his hod. " You ae dways
late”
" Kindly ansver my quedion. Am | lae? Has
Mahmoud Ali egten al the food? If so | go dsawhere
Mr. Mahmoud Ali, how are you?"
" Thank you, Dr. Aziz, | am dying."
" Dying before your dinner ? Oh, poor Mahmoud
Alit"
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" Hamidullah here is actually dead. He passsd away
just as you rode up on your bike."

" Yes, that is " said the other. " Imagine us both
as addressing you from another and a happier world."

" Does there happen to be such a thing as a hookah in
that happier world of yours? "

" Aziz, don't chatter. We are having a very sd talk."

The hookah had bean packed too tight, as was usual in
his friend's house, and bubbled sulkily. He coaxed it.
Yielding at lag, the tobacoo jetted up into his lungs and
nostrils, driving out the smoke of burning cow dung that
had filled them as he rode through the bazaar. It was
ddicous He lay in a trance, snsuous but healthy,
through which the talk of the two others did not ssem
particularly sad—they were discussng as to whether or
no it is possbleto be friends with an Englishman. M ah-
moud Ali argued that it was not, Hamidullah disagreed,
but with so many reservations that there was no friction
betwen them. Dedicious indeed to lie on the broad
verandah with the moon rising in front and the servants
preparing dinner behind, and no trouble happening.

" Well, look at my own experience this morning."

" | only contend that it is possble in England,” replied
Hamidullah, who had bean to that country long ago, be-
fore the big rush, and had recaived a cordial wdoome at
Cambridge.

" It isimpossble here. Aziz! The red-nosed boy has
again inulted me in Court. | do not blame him. He
was told that he ought to insult me Until latdy he
was quite a nice boy, but the others have got hold of
him."

" Yes, they have no chance here that is my point.
They come out intending to be gentlemen, and are told
it will not do. Look at Ledey, look at Blakiston, now it
is your red-nosed boy, and Fielding will go next. Why,
I rememba when Turton came out firs. It was in an-
other part of the Province. You fdlows will not bdieve
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me, but | have driven with Turton in his cariage—
Turton! Oh yes, we were once quite intimate. He has
shown me his samp collection.”

" He would expect you to ged it now. Turton! But
red-nosed boy will be far worse than Turton!”

" | do not think so. They al become exactly the same,
not worse, not better. | give any Englishman two years,
be he Turton or Burton. It is only the difference of a
letter. And | give any Englishwoman six months. All
are exactly dike. Do you not agree with me ? ™

"1 do not,” replied Mahmoud Ali, entering into the
bitter fun, and feding both pain and amusement a eech
word that was uttered. " For my own part | find such
profound differences among our rulers. Red-nose mum-
bles Turton tadks diginctly, Mrs. Turton takes bribes,
Mrs. Red-nose does not and cannot, because 0 far there
isno Mrs. Red-nose."

" Bribes ?'

" Did you not know that when they were lent to Cen-
tral India over a Cand Scheme some Rgah or other
gave her a sawing machine in solid gold so that the water
should run through his gate? "

"Anddossit?"

" No, that is where Mrs. Turton is so skilful. When
we poor blacks teke bribes, we perform what we are
bribed to perform, and the law discovers us in conse
quence The English te&ke and do nothing. | admire
them.”

"We dl admire them. Aziz, pleese pess me the
hookah."

" Oh, not yet—hookah is so jolly now."

" You ae avery Hfishboy." He raised hisvoice sud-
denly, and shouted for dinner. Servants shouted back
that it wes reedy. They meant that they wished it wes
ready, and were so understood, for nobody moved. Then
Hamidullah continued, but with changed manner and evi-
dent emation.
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" But teke my caee—the cese of young Hugh Ban-
niger. Hereis the son of my dear, my dead friends, the
Reverend and Mrs. Bannigter, whose goodness to me in
England | dhdl neve forget or describe They weae
father and mother to me, | tdked to them as | do now.
In the vacations their Rectory became my home. They
entruded all their children to me—I often carried little
Hugh about—I took him up to the Funeral of Queen
Victoria, and hed him in my arms above the crowd."

" Queen Victoria wes different,” murmured Mahmoud
Ali.

"1 learn now that this boy is in busness as a leather
merchant a Cawnpore. Imagine how | long to sse him
and to pay his fare that this house may be his home
Butitisudess The other Anglo-Indians will have got
hold of him long ago. He will probably think thet |
want something, and | cannot fece that from the son of
my old friends. Oh, what in this country has gonewrong
with everything, Vakil Sahib? | ak you.”

Aziz joined in. " Why tdk &bout the English?
Brrrr . . . ! Why be dther friends with the fdlows
or not friends? Let us shut them out and be jolly.
Queen Victoria and Mrs. Banniger were the only ex-
cgptions, and they're dead.”

" No, no, | do not admit that, | have met others.™

"So havel," sadd Mahmoud Ali, unexpectedly veer-
ing. " All ladies are far from dike.” Their mood was
changed, and they recdled little kindnesses and courtesies
"'She sad ' Thank you so much' in the mos natura
way." " She offered me alozenge when the dust irritated
my throat.” Hamidullah could remember more important
examples of angdic ministration, but the other, who only
knew Anglo-India, had to ransack his memory for scragps,
and it was not surprising that he should return to " But
of course dll this is exceptiond. The exception does not
provetherule. The average women islike Mrs. Turton,
and, Aziz, you know what de is” Aziz did not know,
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but saidhe did. He too genadized from his disgp-
pointments—it is difficult for membears of a subject race
to do otherwise. Granted the exceptions, he agreed that
al Englishwomen are haughty and Vend. The gleam
passd ironTthe conversation, whose wintry surface un-
rolled and expanded interminably.

A servant announced dinner.  They ignored him. The
eder men had reeched their eternd poalitics, Aziz drifted
into the garden. The trees andt swea—green-blossomed
champak—and srgos of Persan poetry came into his
head. Dinner, dinner, dinner . . . but when he re-
turned to the house for it, Mahmoud Alihad drifted
awvay in his turn, to ek to his sais " Come and s=e
my wife a little then,” said Hamidullah, and they spent
twenty minutes behind the purdah. Hamidullah Begum
was a digant aunt of Aziz, and the only femde rdative
he had in Chandrapore, and $he had much to sy to him
on this occason aout a family cdrcumcison that had
been odeorated with impeafect pomp. It was difficult
to get away, because until they had had their dinner she
would not begin hers and consequently prolonged her
remarks in cae they should suppose dhe was impatient.
Having cenaured the circumcison, she bethought her of
kindred topics, and asked Aziz when he was going to be
married.

Respectful but irritated, he answered, " Once is
enough/'

" Yes, he has done his duty said Hamidullah. " Do
not teese him s0. He caries on his family, two boys
and their dger.”

" Aunt, they live mogt comfortably with my wife'i
mother, where she weas living when dhe died. | can s
them whenever | like. They are such very, very smdl
children.”

" And he sends them the whole of his sdary and lives
like alow-grade derk, and tells no one the reeson. What
more do you require him to do?"
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But thiswas not Hamidullah Begum's point, and hav-
ing courteoudy changed the conversation for a fev mo-
ments she returned and made it. She said, " What is
to become of all our daughters if men refuse to marry?
They will marry beneath them, or——" And she began
the oft-told tale of a lady of Imperial descent who could
find no husband in the narrow crde where her pride
permitted her to mate, and had lived on unwed, her age
now thirty, and would die unwed, for no one would have
her now. Whilethetale wasin progress, it convinced the
two men, the tragedy ssemed a dur on the whole com-
munity; better polygamy almog, than that a woman
should die without the joys God has intended her to re-
cdve Wedlock, motherhood, power in the house—for
what d=e is she born, and how can the man who has
denied them to her gand up to face her creator and his
own at the lag day? Aziz took his leave saying " Per-
haps . . . but later . . ."—his invariable reply to such
an appeal.

" You mugn't put off what you think right,” said
Hamidullah. " That is why India is in such a plight,
because we put off things"” But seding that his young
reative looked worried, he added a few soothing words,
and thus wiped out any impresson that his wife might
have made

During their absncg, Mahmoud Ali had gone off in
his carriage leaving a message that he should be badk in
five minutes, but they were on no acoount to wait. They
st down to meat with a digant cousn of the houss
AMaohammed L atif, who lived on Hamidullah's bounty and
who occupied the podtion neither of a servant nor of an
equal. He did not ek unless gpoken to, and dnce
ho one gooke kept unoffended slence Now and then he
bdched, in compliment to the richness of the food. A
gentle, happy and dishonest old man; all his life he had
never done a groke of work. So long as some one of his
reatives had a house he was sure of a home, and it was
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unlikely that so large a family would all go bankrupt.
His wife led a amilar exigence some hundreds of miles
away—he did not visit her, owing to the expense of the
railway ticket. Presently Aziz chaffed him, aso the sr-
vants, and then began quoting poetry, Persan, Urdu, a
little Arabic. His memory was good, and for so young
a man he had read largely; the themes he preferred were
the decay of Idam and the brevity of Love. They ligened
dedlighted, for they took the public view of poetry, not the
private which obtains in England. It never bored them
to hear words, words; they breathed them with the cool
night air, never gopping to analyse, the name of the
poet, Hafiz, Hali, Igbal, was auffident guarantee. India
—a hundred Indias—whigpered outsde beneeth the in-
different moon, but for the time India ssemed one and
their own, and they regained their departed greatness by
hearing its departure lamented, they fdt young again
because reminded that youth mugt fly. A servant in scar-
let interrupted him; hewas the chuprass of the Civil Sur-
geon, and he handed Aziz a note.

" Old Callendar wants to ss2 me at his bungalow/" he
said, not rising. " He might have the pditeness to say
why."

" Somecae | daresay.”

" | daresay not, | daresay nothing. He has found out
our dinner hour, that's all, and chooses to interrupt us
every time, in order to show his power."

" On the one hand he aways does this, on the other
it may be a serious casg and you cannot know,"” said
Hamidullah, consderatdy paving the way towards obe
dience "Had you not beter dean your tegh after
pan?"

" If my testh are to be deaned, | don't go at all. |
am. an Indian, it is an Indian habit to take pan. The
Civil Surgeon mug put up with it. Mohammed L atif,
my bike, plea="

The poor redation got up. Slightly immersed in the
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realms of matter, he laid his hand on the bicydés saddle,
while a servant did the actud wheding. Between them
they took it over a tintack. Aziz held his hands under
the ewer, dried them, fitted on his green fdt hat, and then
with unexpected energy whizzed out of Hamidullah's
compound.

" Aziz, Aziz, imprudent boy. . . ." But he was far
down the bazaar, riding furioudy. He had neither light
nor bdl nor had he a breke, but what use are auch ad-
juncts in a land where the cydigt's only hope is to coest
from face to faog, and just before he collides with eech it
vanishes? And the city wes fairly empty at this hour.
When his tyre wert flat, he legpt off and shouted for a
tonga

He did not at firg find one, and he had dso to digpose
of his bicyde a a friend's house He ddlied further-
more to demn his tegth. But at last he weas rattling
towards the civil lines, with avivid sense of goeed. As
he entered their arid tidiness, depresson suddenly ssized
him. The roads, named &fter victorious generds and
intersecting a right angles, were symbolic of the net
Great Britain had thrown over India. He fdt caught
inther meshes  When he turned into Mgjor Cdlendar's
compound he could with difficulty restrain himsdf from
getting down from the tonga and gpproaching the bun-
gdow on foot, and this not because his soul wes sarvile
but because his fedings—the sendtive edges of him—
feered agross snub. There had been a " cae " ladt year
—an Indian gentleman had driven up to an officd’s house
and bean turned back by the servants and been told to ap-
proach more suitably—only one case among thousands of
vidts to hundreds of offidds but its fane soread wide.
The young man shrank from a repetition of it. He com-
promised, and stopped the driver just outsde theflood of
light that fdl across the verandah.

The Civil Surgeon was out.

" But the sshib has left me some messge? ™



MOSQUE 17

The sarvant returned an indifferent ¥ No." Aziz was
in despar. It was a servant whom he had forgotten to
tip, and he could do nothing now because there were
people in the hall. He was convinced that there was a
messsge, and that the man was withholding it out of
revenge. While they argued, the people came out. Both
were ladies. Aziz lifted his hat. The firs, who was in
evening dress glanced a the Indian and turned indinc-
tively awvay.

" Mrs. Ledey, itisatonga,” she cried.

" Ours?" enquired the second, dso seeing Aziz, and
doing likewise,

" Take the (gifts the gods provide, anyhow,” e
reached, and both jumped in. " O Tonga wadlah, club,
club. Why doesnt the fool go ? "

" Go, | will pay you to-morrow,” sad Aziz to the
driver, and as they went off he cdled courteoudy, " Y ou
aremost wdcome, ladies” They did not reply, being full
of their own affairs.

So it had come, the usud thing—just as Mahmoud AH
sad. The inevitable snub—his bow ignored, his carriage
taken. It might have been worse, for it comforted him
mehow that Mesdames Cdlendar and Ledey should
both be fat and weigh the tonga down behind. Beautiful
women would have pained him. He turned to the ser-
vant, gave him a couple of rupees and asked agan
whether there was a messsge The man, now very civil,
returned the same answer. Mgjor Cdlendar had driven
away half an hour before.

" Saying nothing? "

He had as a mater of fadt sad, " Damn Aziz"—
words that the servant understood, but was too polite to
repest. One can tip too much as well astoo little, indeed
the coin that buys the exact truth has not yet been
minted.

" Then | will write him a letter.”

He wes offered the use of the house, but was too digni-
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fied to enter it. Pgper and ink were brought on to the
verandah. Hebegan: " Dear Sir,—At your express com-
mand | have hagened as a subordinate should——" and
then sopped. " Tell him | have cdled, that is sufficient,”
he sad, tearing the protest up. " Hereismy card. Cadll
me atonga."

" Huzoor, dl are at the club.”

" Then tdephone for one down to the railway station.”
And dnce the man hedened to do this he said,
" Enough, enough, | prefer to walk." He commandeered
amach and lit acigarette.  These attentions,.though pur-
chased, soothed him. They would lagt as long as he had
rupees, which is something. But to sheke the dust of
Anglo-India off his feet! To exgpe from the net and be
back among manners and gesures that he knew! He
began awak, an unwonted exercise.

He was an ahleic little man, daintily put together, but
redly very grong. Neveathdess waking fatigued him,
as it faigues evaryone in India exogpt the new-comer.
There is something hodile in that soil. It ether yidds,
and the foot dnks into a degpresson, or de it is unex-
pectedly rigid and shap, pressing dones or aydds
agangd the treed. A saies of thexe little surprises ex-
hausts, and he was wearing pumps, a poor preparation
for any country. At the edge of the civil gaion he
turned into a moggue to red.

He had dways liked this mosque It was gracious,
and the arrangement pleesed him. The courtyard—en-
tered through a ruined gale—contained an ablution tank
of fresh dear water, which was dways in motion, being
indeed part of a conduit that supplied the city. The
courtyard was paved with broken dabs  The covered part
of the mosque weas degpar than is usudl; its effedt wes
that of an English parish church whose sde has bemn
taken out. Where he s, he looked into three arcedes
whose darkness wes illuminated by a amdl hanging lamp
and by the moon. The front—in full moonlight—had
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the appearance of marble, and the ninety-nine names of
God on the frieze stood out black, as the frieze stood out
white against the sky. The contest between this dualism
and the contention of shadows within pleased Aziz, and
he tried to symbolize the whole into some truth of religion
or love. A mosgue by winning his approval let loose his
imagination. The temple of another creed, Hindu, Chris-
tian, or Greek, would have bored him and failed to
awaken his sense of beauty. Here was Islam, his own
country, more than a Faith, more than a battle-cry, more,

much more . . . Islam, an attitude towards life both
exquisite and durable, where .his body aruliik-thoughts
fQuUIhcT their home.

His seat was the low wall that bounded the courtyard
on the left. The ground fell away beneath him towards
the city, visible as a blur of trees, and in the illness he
heard many small sounds. On the right, over in the
club, the English community contributed an amateur or-
chestra. Elsewhere some Hindus were drumming—he
knew they were Hindus, because the rhythm was uncon-
genial to him,—and others were bewailing a corpse—he
knew whose, having certified it in the afternoon. There
were owls, the Punjab mail . . . and flowers smelt de-
liciously in the station-master's garden. But the mosque
—that alone signified, and he returned to it from the com-
plex appeal of the night, and decked it with meanings the
builder had never intended. Some day he too would build
a mosque, smaler than this but in perfect taste, so that
all who passed by should experience the happiness he felt
now. And near it, under alow dome, should be his tomb,
with a Persian inscription:

Alas, without me for thousands of years
The Rose will blossom and the Spring will bloom,

But those who have secretly understood my heart—
They will approach and visit the grave where | lie.

He had s=en the quatrain on the tomb of a Deccan king,
and regarded it as profound philosophy—he always held
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pathos to be profound. The ssaet understanding of the
heart! He repeated the phrase with tears in his eyes and
as he did so one of the pillars of the mosque ssamned to
quiver. It svayed in the gloom and detached itsdf. Be-
lief in ghods ran in his blood, but he st firm. Another
pillar moved, athird, and then an Englishwoman stepped
out into the moonlight. Suddenly he was furioudy angry
and shouted: " Madam! Madam! Madam! "

" Oh! Oh! " thewoman gasped.

" Madam, this is a mosque, you have no right here at
all; you should have taken off your shoes, this is a holy
place for Modems.”

" | have taken them off."

"Y ou have?'

"1 left them at the entrance”

" Then | ak your pardon.”

Still gartled, the woman moved out, kegping the ablu-
tion-tank between them. He cdled after her, " | am truly
sorry for gpesking.”

"Yes, | wasright, was | not? If | remove my shoes,
| amdlowed ?*

" Of course, but so few ladies teke the trouble, epe
cidly if thinking no one is there to sse”

" That makes no difference God is here”

"Madam!"

" Hesse let me go.”

" Oh, can | do you some sarvice now or at any time ?*

" No, thank you, redly none—good night."

" May | know your name ?"

She was now in the shadow of the gateway, 0 that
he could not sse her face but e sawv his, and de sad
with a change of voice, " Mrs. Moore."

" Mrs. ~—" Advancing, he found that e was old.
A fabric bigger than the mosque fell to pieces and he
did not know whether he was glad or sorry. She was
older than Hamidullah Begum, with a red face and white
hair. Her voice had decaived him.
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" Mrs. Moore, | am afraid | dartled you. | dd?2 tel
my community—our friends—about you. That God is
here—very good, very fineindeed. | think you are newly
arrived in India.”

" Yes—how did you know ?*"

" By the way you address me. No, but can | cdl you
acariage?'

" 1 have only come from the club. They are doing a
play that | have ssen in London, and it wes so hot.”

" What weas the name of the play ?"

" Cousin Kate"

"1 think you ought not to wak at night done, Mrs.
Moore. There are bad characters about and leopards
may come aoross from the Marabar Hills, Snakes als0.”

She exclaimed; she had forgotten the snakes

" For example, a 9x-gpot beetle” he continued. ™ Y ou
pick it up, it bites, you die."

" But you wak about yourself.”

" Oh, | anusd toit.”

" Used to gekes?"

They both laughed. " I'm adoctor,” hesaid. " Shekes
don't dare bite me" They st down sde by dde in the
entrance, and dipped on their evening shoes " Pleese
may | ak you a question now? Why do you come to
India a this time of year, just as the cold wesather is
ending ?"

" | intended to start earlier, but there was an unavoid-
able dday.”

" It will soon be so unhedthy for you! And why ever
do you come to Chandrgpore ?

" Tovidgt my son. He is the City Magidrate here."

" Oh no, excuse me, that is quite impossble. Our City.
Magigrates name is Mr. Headop. | know him inti-
mately."

" He's my son dl the same* she said, smiling.

" But, Mrs. Moore, how can he be? "

" | was married twice."
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"Yes, now | ssg and your first husband died.”

" He did, and so did my sscond husband.”

" Then we ae in the same box,"” he sad crypticaly.
" Then is the City Magigrate the entire of your family
now ?"

" No, there are the younger ones—Raph and Stdla
in England.”

" And the gentleman here, is he Raph and Stdlds
half-brother?"

" Quite right."

" Mrs. Moore, this is dl extremdy drange, because
like yoursdlf | have d=0 two sons and a daughter.  Is not
this the same box with a vengeance ? "

" What are their names? Not dso Ronny, Ralph, and
Stdla, surdy ?"

The suggedion ddighted him. " No, indeed. How
funny it soundsl Their names are quite different and
will surprise you. Ligten, pleese | am about to tel
you my children's names. The firg is cdled Ahmed, the
soond is cdled Karim, the third—she is the ddet—
Jamila Three children are enough. Do not you agree
withme?"

"1 do."

They were both dlent for a little, thinking of their
regpective families She sghed and rose to go.

" Would you care to s= over the Minto Hospital one
morning?' he enquired. " | have nothing d<e to offer
a Chandrapore.”

" Thank you, | have san it dready, or | should have
liked to come with you very much.”

" | auppose the Civil Surgeon took you."

" Yes, and Mrs. Cdlendar."

His voice dtered. " Ah! A very charming lady."”

" Possibly, when one knows her better."”

" What ? What ? Y ou didn't like her ?"

" She was certainly intending to be kind, but | did not
find her exactly charming.”
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He burgt out with: " She has just taken my tonga
without my permisson—do you cdl that being charm-
ing2—and Magjor Cdlendar interrupts me night after
night from where | am dining with my friends and | go
a once breaking up a mog pleesant entertainment, and
he is not there and not even a messsge  Is this charm-
ing, pray? But wha does it matter? | can do nothing
and he knows it. | am just a subordinate, my time is
of no vaue, the verandah is good enough for an Indian,
yes yes ld him gand, and Mrs. Cdlendar tekes my
cariageand cutsmedeed . . ."

She ligened.

He was excited partly by his wrongs, but much more
by the knowledge that someone sympathized with them.
It was this that led him to repest, exaggerate, contradict.
She had proved ha sympathy by criticizing her fdlow-
countrywoman to him, but even earlier he had known.
The flame that not even beauty can nourish was spring-
ing up, and though his words were querulous his heart
began to glow secredly.  Presently it burst into spesch.

" Y ou undergand me, you know what others fed. Oh,
if others reembled you! "

Rather surprised, she replied: " | don't think | under-
gand people very wdl. | only know whether | like or
didike them.”

" Then you are an Oriental ."

She acogpted his escort back to the club, and sad a
the gae that she wished she was a mamber, <o tha dhe
could have asked him in.

" Indians are not dlowed into the Chandrgpore Club
even as gueds" he sad smply. He did not expaiae
on his wrongs now, being hgppy. As he stralled down-
hill benesth the lovdly moon, and again saw the lovdy
mosgue, he seamad to own the land as much as anyone
ownead it. What did it matter if a few flabby Hindus
had preceded him there, and a few chilly English s
ocsded ?
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CHAPTER 111

HE third act of Cousin Kate was wdl advanced by

thetimeMrs. Moore re-entered the cdlub. Windows
were barred, let the sarvants should sse their mem-sshibs
acting, and the hest was consequently immense. One
dectric fan revolved like a wounded bird, another was
out of order. Disinclined to return to the audience, e
went into the billiard room, where she was greeted by "J
want to se the real India,” and her gppropriate life
carelrsdc with a rush. This was Adda Quested, the
quesr, cautious girl whom Ronny had commissoned her
to bring from England, and Ronny was her son, dso
cautious, whom Miss Quested would probably though not
ceartanly marry, and she hersdf was an ederly lady.

" | want to s it too, and | only wish we could. Ap-
parently the Turtons will arrange something for next
Tuesday."

" It'll end in an dephant ride, it dways does. Look at
this evening. Cousin Kate! Imagine, Cousin Katel
But where have you been off to? Did you sucoed in
catching the moon in the Ganges? "

The two ladies had happened, the night before, to sse
the moon's reflection in a digant channd of the stream.
The water had drawn it out, so that it had ssamed larger
than the red moon, and brighter, which had pleessd them.

" | went to the mosque, but | did not catch the moon.”

" The angle would have dtered—she rises later.”

" Later and later,” yawned Mrs. Moore, who wes tired
«dtar her walk. " Let me think—we don't s the other
sde of the moon out here, no."

" Come, Indias not as bad as al that,” sad a plessat
voice. " Other d9de of the earth, if you like, but we gick
to the same old moon." Nether of them knew the

goesker nor did they ever =2 him again.  He passad with
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his friendly word through red-brick pillars into the dark-
ness

" We aren't even seaing the other dde of the world;
that's our complaint/’ said Adela. Mrs. Moore agreed,;
she too wes disgppointed a the dullness of their new life.
They had made such a romantic voyage across the M edi -
terranean and through the sands of Egypt to the harbour
of Bombay, to find only a gridiron of bungdows at the
end of it. But she did not teke the disgppointment as
serioudy as Miss Quested, for the reeson that dhe wes
forty years older, and had learnt that Life never gives
us what we want a the moment that we consider appro-
priate. Adventures do occur, but not punctudly. She
sad again tha she hoped tha something interesting
would be arranged for next Tuesday.

" Have a drink,"” sad another plessant voice. " Mrs.
Moore—Miss Quested—have a drink, have two drinks."
They knew who it was this time—the Collector, Mr.
Turton, with whom they had dined. Likethemsdves he
had found the amosphere of Cousin Kate too hot.
Ronny, he told them, was dage-managing in plece of
Magjor Cdlendar, whom some native subordinate or other
had let down, and doing it very well; then he turned to
Ronny's other merits, and in quiet, decigve tones said
much that was flattering. It wasnt that the young man
was paticularly good a the games or the lingo, or
that he had much notion of the Law, but—apparently a
large but—Ronny was dignified.

Mrs. Moore was surprised to learn this, dignity not
being a qudity with which any mother credits her son*
Miss Quested learnt it with anxiety, for she had not de-
cided whether dhe liked dignified men. She tried inde4
to discuss this point with Mr. Turton, but he slenced her
with a good-humoured motion of his hand, and continued
what he had come to say. " The long and the short of
it is Heedop's a sahib; hes the type we want, hes one
of us" and ancther civilian who was leaning over the
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billiard table sad, " Hear, hear! " The matter was thus
placed beyond doubt, and the Collector pessed on, for
other duties celled him.

Meanwhile the paformance ended, and the amateur
orchestra played the Nationa Anthem. Conversation and
billiards dopped, feoss diffened. 1t was the Anthem of
the Army of Occupation. It reminded every member of
the dub that he or de was British and in exile. It pro-
duced a little sentiment and a useful accesson of will-
power. The meagre tune, the curt series of demands on
Jehovah, fusd into a prayer unknown in England, and
though they percaved neither Royaty nor Deity they
did percave something, they were srengthened to resst
another day. Then they poured out, offering one an-
other drinks.

" Adea, have adrink; mother, adrink."”

They refussd—they were weary of drinks—and Miss
Quested, who dways sad exactly what was in her mind,
announced anew that she was dedrous of seeing the red
India

Ronny wes in high spirits. The request struck him as
comic, and he cdled out to another passer-by: " Fielding!
how's one to s the red India? ™

" Try seeing Indians,” the man answered, and van-
ished.

"W howasthat?"

" Our schoolmagte—Government College.”

" As if one could avoid sedng them,” sighed Mrs.
Ledey.

" I've avoided,” sad Miss Quested. " Excepting my
own savant, I've scacdy poken to an Indian snce
landing.”

" Oh, lucky you."

" But | want to s them.”

She became the catre of an amused group of ladies
One sad, " Wanting to s Indianst How new that
sounds! " Another, " Natives! why, fancy! " A third,
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more serious, said, " Let me explain. Natives don't re-
ot one any the more after meeting one, you see™

" That occurs after so many meetings.”

But the lady, entirdy stupid and friendly, continued:
" What | meenis, | was a nurse before my marriage, and
camne aooss them a great ded, so | know. | redly do
know the truth about Indians. A most unsuitable posi-
tion for any Englishwoman—I was a nurse in a Native
State. On€e's only hope wes to hold sernly aloof."

" Even from ones patients? "

" Why, the kindest thing one can do to a native is to
let him die,” said Mrs. Cdlendar.

" How if hewent to heaven?" adked Mrs. Moore, with
a gentle but crooked amile.

" He can go where he likes as long as he doesn't come
near me. They give me the cregps”

" As a mater of fact | have thought what you were
saying about heaven, and that is why | am agang Mis-
donaries” sad the lady who had been anurse. " | am
all for Chgplains, but al agang Missonaries. Let me
explain.”

But before she could do 0, the Collector intervened.

" Do you redly want to mest the Aryan Brother, Miss
Queged? That can be eedly fixed up. | didn't redize
held anuse you." He thought a moment. " You can
precticaly s any type you like. Take your choice |
know the Government people and the landowners, Heaedop
here can gat hold of the barrister crew, while if you want
to gpeddize on educdtion, we can come down on Field-
ing."

"1I'm tired of sedng picturesque figures pess before
me as a frieze," the girl explained. " It was wonderful
when we landed, but that superficdd glamour soon
goes™

Her impressons were of no interes to the Coallector;
he was only concaned to give her a good time.  Would
e like a Bridge Party ? He explained to her what that
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was—not the game but a party to bridge the gulf be-
tween EadTand West; the expresson was his own in-
vention, "and amused all who heard it.

"1 only want those Indians whom you come across
didly—as your friends."

" Well, we don't come across them socidly/' he said,
laughing. " They're full of al the virtues, but we don't,
and it's now deven-thirty, and too lae to go into the
reasons.”

" Miss Quested, what aname! " remarked Mrs. Turton
to her husband as they drove away. She had not taken
to the new young lady, thinking her ungracious and
cranky. She trusted that she hadn't been brought out
to marry nice little Headop, though it looked like it.
Her husband agreed with her in his heart, but he never
gooke againg an Englishwoman if he could avoid doing
0, and he only sad that Miss Quested naturdly mede
migakes. Headded: " India does wonders for the judg-
ment, egpedidly during the hot weether; it has even done
wonders for Fielding." Mrs. Turton dosed her eyes at
this name and remarked that M r. Fielding wasn't pukka,
and had better marry Miss Quested, for she waan't pukka
Then they reached their bungalow, low and enormous,
the odldest and most uncomfortable bungaow in the civil
gation, with a sunk soup plate of a lawn, and they had
one drink more, this time of barley water, and went to
bed. Ther withdrawa from the dub had broken up
the evening, which, like al gatherings, had an officd
tinge. A community that bows the knee to a Viceroy
and bdieves that the divinity that hedges a king can be
trangplanted, must fed some reverence for any viceregd
aubditute. At Chandrapore the Turtons were little gods;
soon they would retire to some suburban villa, and die
exiled from glory.

" It's decat of the Burra Sahib," chattered Ronny,
much gratified a the civility that had been shown to his
guests. " Do you know hes never given a Bridge Party
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before? Coming on top of the dinner too! | wish |
could have arranged something mysdf, but when you
know the natives better you'll redize it's eeder for the
Burra Sahib than for me. They know him—they know
he can't be fooled—I'm ill fresh comparatively. No one
can even begin to think of knowing this country until
he has been in it twenty years—Hullo, the mater!
Here's your cloak.—Wseéll: for an example of the mis
tekes one makes.  Soon after | came out | asked one of
the Pleaders to have a anoke with me—only a cigarette,
mind. | found afterwards that he had st touts al over
the bazaar to announce the fact—told al the litigants,
' Oh, you'd better cometo my V akil Mahmoud Ali—he's
in with the City Magidrate’ Ever dnce then I've
dropped on him in Court as hard as | could. It's taught
mealeson, and | hope him.”

" lsn't the lesson that you should invite all the Pleaders
to have a anoke with you?"

" Perhaps, but times limited and the flesh wesk. |
prefer my anoke at the dub amongst my own sort, I'm
afraid."

" Why not ask the Pleedersto the dub? " Miss Quested
perssted.

" Not adlowed." He was pleesat and patient, and
evidently understood why she did not understand. He
implied that he had once been as she, though not for
long. Going to the verandah, he cdled firmly to the
moon. His sasanswered, and without lowering his heed,
he ordered his trap to be brought round.

Mrs. Moore, whom the dub had supefied, woke up
outsde. She wached the moon, whose radiance stained
with primrose the purple of the surrounding sky. In
England the moon had seemed dead and alien; here e
was caught in the shawml of night together with earth and
al the other gars A sudden sense of unity, of kinship
with the heavenly bodies, passed into the old woman and
out, like water through a tank, leaving a drange fresh-
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nes3 behind. She did not didike Cousin Kate or the
National Anthem, but their note had died into a new one,
just as cocktdls and cigars had died into invisible flowers.
When the mosque, long and domdess, gleamed at the turn
of the road, she exdamed, " Oh, yes—that's where | got
to—that's where I've been."

" Been there when? "' asked her son.

" Between the acts”

" But, mother, you cant do that sort of thing."”

"Can't mother?' she replied.

" No, redly not in this country. It's not done
There's the danger from sekes for one thing. They are
aot to lie out in the evening.”

" Ah yes, so the young man there said.”

" This sounds very romantic,” sad Miss Quested, who
was exceedingly fond of Mrs. Moore, and wes glad she
should have had this little excgpede. " Y ou mest ayoung
man in a mosgue, and then never let me know! ™

" | was going to tdl you, Adda, but something changed
the converstion and | forgot. My memory grows de-
plorable.”

"Was he nice?'

She paused, then said emphaticdly: " Very nice”

" Who weas he?" Ronny enquired.

" A doctor. | don't know his name."

" A doctor? | know of no young doctor in Chandra-
pore. How odd! What was he like ? "

" Rather amdl, with a little mougtache and quick eyes
He cdled out to me when | wes in the dark part of the
mosgue—about my shoes That was how we began talk-
ing. He wes afraid | had them on, but | remembered
luckily. He told me about his children, and then we
walked back to the dub. He knows you well."”

" | wish you had pointed him out to me. | can't make
put who heis."

"He didn't come into the club. He sad he waan't
dlowed to."
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Thereupon the truth struck him, and he cried, " Oh,
good gracious! Not a Mohammedan ? Why ever didn't
you tdl me you'd been talking to a naive ? | was going
al wrong.”

" A Mohammedan! How perfectly magnificent! " ex-
damed Miss Queged. " Ronny, isn't that like your
mother ? While we tdk about seding the rea India, she
goes and s==s it, and then forgets shes san it.”

But Ronny was ruffled. From his mother's descrip-
tion he had thought the doctor might be young Muggins
from over the Ganges, and had brought out dl the com-
radely emotions. What a mix-up! Why hadn't she indi-
caed by the tone of her voice that he was talking about
an Indian? Scratchy and dictatoria, he began to ques
tion her. " He cdled to you in the mosque, did he?
How? Impudently? What was he doing there himself
a that time of night?>—No, it's not their prayer time."—
This in answver to a suggestion of Miss Quested's, who
showed the keenett interest. " So he cdled to you over
your shoes Then it was impudence.  It's an old trick.
I wish you had had them on."”

"1 think it was impudence, but | don't know about a
trick,” sad Mrs. Moore. " His neves were dl on edge
—I could tdl from hisvoice. As soon as | answered he
dtered.”

" Y ou oughtn't to have answered.”

" Now look here"” sad the logicd girl, " wouldn't you
expect a Mohammedan to answer if you asked him to
take off his hat in church? ™

" It's different, it's different; you don't understand.”

"1 know | don't, and | want to. What is the differ-
ence plee=2?"

He wished she wouldn't interfere. His mother did not
sgnify—she wes just a globe-trotter, a temporary esoort,
Who could retire to England with what impressons e
choe But Adela, who meditated spending her life in
the country, was a more serious matter; it would be tire-
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me if dhe dated crooked over the native question.
Pulling up the mare, he said, " There's your Ganges."

Their atention was diverted. Bdow them a radiance
had suddenly gppeared. It bdonged neither to water nor
moonlight, but sood like aluminous sheef upon the fields
of darkness He told them that it was where the new
sand-bank was forming, and that the dark ravelled bit
a the top wes the sand, and that the deed bodies floated
down that way from Benares, or would if the crocodiles
let them. " It's not much of a deed body that gets down
to Chandrapore.”

" Crocodiles down in it too, how terriblel " his mother
murmured. The young people glanced at eech other and
smiled; it anusad them when the old lady got these gentle
cegps, and harmony wes restored between them conse
quently. She continued: " What aterrible river! what a
wonderful river! " and sghed. The radiance was dready
atering, whether through shifting of the moon or of the
sand; soon the bright sheef would be gone, and a circe,
itself to dter, be burnished upon the streaming void. The
women discussed whether they would wait for the change
or not, while the dlence broke into peatches of ungquietness
and the mare shivered. On her account they did not wait,
but drove on to the City Magistrate's bungaow, where
Miss Quested went to bed, and Mrs. Moore had a short
interview with her son.

He wanted to enquire about the Mohammedan doctor
in the mosgque. It was his duty to report suspicious char-
actars and concaivably it was some disreputable hakim
who had prowled up from the bazear. When e told
him that it was someone connected with the Minto Hos-
pital, he weas rdieved, and sad that the fdlow's name
must be Aziz, and that he was quite al right, nothing
agang him at all.

" Aziz! what a charming name! "

" So you and he had atdk. Did you gather he was

well digposed? ™
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Ignorant of the force of this quegion, she replied,
" Yes, quite, after the firsg moment.”

" | meant, generally. Did he ssan to tolerate us—the
brutal conqueror, the sundried bureaucrat, that sort of
thing ?"

" Oh, yes | think 50, exocept the Callendars—he doexn't
care for the Callendars at all."

" Oh. So hetold you that, did he? The Major will
beinteresed. | wonder what was the aim of the remark."

" Ronny, Ronny! you're never going to pass it on to
Major Callendar? "

" Yes rather. | mug, in fact!™

" But, my dear boy—"

"1f the Major heard | was didiked by any native
subordinate of mine, | should expect him to pass it on
to me"

" But, my dear boy—a private conversation! "

" Nothing's privatein India. Aziz knew that when he
gooke out, 0 don't you worry. He had some mative
in what he said. My personal bdief is that the remark
waan't true”

"How not true?"

" Heabusd the M ajor in order toimpressyou/'

" | don't know what you mean, dear."

" It's the educated natives lates dodge They used
to cringe, but the younger generation bdieve in a show of
manly independence  They think it will pay better with
the itinerant M .P. But whether the native svaggers or
cringes, theres always something behind every remark he
makes always something, and if nothing dse hes trying
to increase his izzat—in plain Anglo-Saxon, to score  Of
course there are exoeptions”

" You never used to judge people like this at home™

" Indiaisn't home" he retorted, rather rudedy, but in
order to slence her he had been using phrasss and argu-
ments that he had picked up from older offidals and he
did not fed quite sure of himsdf. When he said " of
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course there are exceptions ' he was quoting Mr. Turton,
while" increesng theizzat "' was M gjor Calendar's own.
The phrases worked and were in current use at the dub,
but she weas rather dever & detecting the firg from the
seoond hand, and might press him for definite examples.

Sheonly sad, " | can't deny that what you say sounds
very sensble, but you redly must not hand on to Major
Cdlendar anything | have told you about Doctor Aziz."

He fdt didoyd to his cade but he promised, adding,
" In return pleese don't talk about Aziz to Adela™”

" Not tak about him ?Why ?*

" There you go again, mother—I redly can't explain
every thing. | don't want Adelato be worried, that's the
fact; shélll begin wondering whether we treet the natives
properly, and dl that sort of nonsense™

" But dhe care out to be worried—that's exactly why
des here. She discussd it dll on the boat. We had a
long talk when we weat on shore at Aden. She knows
you in play, as e put it, but not in work, and she fdt
she must come and look round, before ghe decided—and
beforeyou decided. Sheisvery, very fair-minded.”

" | know," he sad dgectedly.

The note of anxiety in his voice made her fed that he
was gill alittle boy, who must have what he liked, so e
promised to do as he wished, and they kissed good night.
He had not forbidden her to think about Aziz, however,
and e did this when de retired to her room. In the
light of her son's comment she reconddered the soae
a the mosque, to s whose impression was correct.  Yes,
it could be worked into quite an unplessant scene The
doctor had begun by bullying her, had said Mrs. Cal-
lendar was nice, and then—finding the ground ssfe—hed
changed; he had dternately whined over his grievances
and patronized her, had run a dozen ways in a sngle
sntence had been unrdiable, inquiditive, vain. Yes, it
Wes dl true, but how fdse as a summary of the man;
the essentid life of him had been dain.
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Going to hang up her cloak, she found that the tip of
the peg was occupied by a small wasp. She had known
this wasp or his relatives by day; they were not as Eng-
lish wasps, but had long yellow legs which hung down
behind when they flew. Perhaps he mistook the peg for
a branch—no Indian animal has any sense of an interior.
Bats, rats, birds, insects will as soon nest inside a house
as out; it is to them a normal growth of the eternal
jungle, which alternately produces houses trees, houses
trees. There he clung, adeep, while jackals in the plain
bayed their desres and mingled with the percussion of
drums.

" Pretty dear' said Mrs. Moore to the wasp. He did
not wake, but her voice floated out, to swell the night's
uneasiness.

CHAPTER IV

THE Collector kept his word. Next day he issued in-
vitation cards to numerous I ndian gentlemen in the
neighbourhood, stating that he would be at home in the
garden of the club between the hours of five and seven
on the following Tuesday, also that Mrs. Turton would
be glad to receve any ladies of their families who were
out of purdah. His action caused much excitement and
was discussed in several worlds.

" It is owing to orders from the L.G.," was Mahmoud
Ali's explanation. " Turton would never do this unless
compelled. Those high officials are different—they sym-
pathize, the Viceroy sympathizes, they would have us
treated properly. But they come too seldom and live too.
far away. Meanwhile——"

" It is easy to sympathize at a distance," said an old
gentleman with a» beard. " | value more the kind word
that is spoken dose to my ear. Mr. Turton has spoken
it, from whatever cause. He speaks, we hear. | do not
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se why we nead discuss it further.,”  Quotations fol-
lowed from the Koran.

" We have not dl your svest nature, Nawab Bahadur,
nor your learning."

" The Lieutenant-Governor may be my very good
friend, but 1 give him no trouble—How do you do,
Nawab Bahadur?>—Quite well, thank you, Sir Gilbert;
how are you?—And all isover. But | can be athornin
Mr. Turton'sflesh, and if he asks me | acogat the invi-
tation. | shdl come in from Dilkusha specidly, though
I have to pogpone other busness”

" You will meke yoursdf chip,” suddenly said a little
black man.

Therewas a gtir of disgpprovd. Who was thisill-bred
upstart, that he should criticize the leading Mohammedan
landowner of thedistrict? Mahmoud Ali, though sharing
his opinion, fdt bound to opposeit. " Mr. Ram Chand! "
he sad, swaying forward Hiffly with his hands on his
hips.

"Mr.MahmoudAli!"

"Mr. Ram Chand, the Nawab Bahadur can decide
what is chegp without our valuation, | think."

"1 do not expet | shdl meke mysdf chegp,” sad
the Nawab Bahadur to Mr. Ram Chand, spesking very
pleasantly, for he was aware that the man had bean im-
polite and he desired to shidd him from the consequences
It had pessed through his mind to reply, " | expect | shdl
make mysdf chegp,” but he rgected this as the less cour-
teous dterndive. " | do not ss2 why we should meke
oursalves chegp. | do not ss=2 why we should. The invi-
tation isworded very gracioudy."” Fedling that he could
not further decreese the sodd gulf betwean himsalf and
his auditors, he st his degant grandson, who was in
dtendance on him, to fech his car. When it came, he
repegted dl that he had sad before, though a grester
length, ending up with " Till Tuesday, then, gentlemen



MOSQUE 37

all, when | hopewemay mes in the flower gardens of the
dub.”

This opinion carried great weight. The Nawab
Bahadur was a big proprietor and a philanthropist, a
man of benevdence and decison. His character among
all the communitiesin the province good high. Hewasa
sraightforward enemy and a gaunch friend, and hishos
pitality was proverbial. Give, do not lend; after death
whowill thank you? " washis favouriteremark. Hehedd
it adisgraceto dierich. When such a man was prepared
to motor twenty-five miles to shake the Cadllector's hand,
the entertainment took another agpet. For he was not
like some eminent men, who give out that they will come,
and then fail at the lad moment, leaving the small fry
floundering. If he said he would come he would come
he would never decaive his supporters. The gentlemen
whom he had lectured now urged one another to attend
the party, although convinced at heart that his advice was
unsound.

He had gpoken in thelittle room near the Courtswhere
the pleaders waited for dients dients waiting for plead-
as st in the dug outdde Thexe had not recaved a
card from Mr. Turton. And therewere drdes even be-
yond these—people who wore nothing but a loincloth,
people who wore not even that, and gent ther lives in
knocking two gicks together before a scarle doll—
humanity grading and drifting beyond the educated
vision, until no earthly invitation can embrace it.

All invitations must proceed fr om heaven perhaps, per-
haps it is futile for men to initiate their own unity, they
do but widen the gulfs betwean them by the attempt. So
at all eventsthought old Mr . Graysford and youngMr .
Sorley, the devoted missonaries who lived out beyond
the-daughterhouses, always travdled third on the rail-
ways, and never came up to the dub. In our Father's
house are many mansons, they taught, and there alone
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will the incompatible multitudes of mankind be wdcomed
and soothed. Not one shdl be turned away by the serv-
ants on that verandah, be he black or white, not one
shdl be kept standing who gpproaches with aloving heart.
And why should the divine hospitdity ceese here ? Con-
sder, with al reverence, the monkeys. May there not be
a mangon for the monkeys dso? Old Mr. Grays ford
sad No, but young Mr. Sorley, who was advanced, sad
Yes, he sav no reeson why monkeys should not have
their collaterd share of bliss, and he had sympathetic dis-
cussons about them with his Hindu friends. And the
jackas? Jackds were indeed less to M. Sorley's mind,
but he admitted that the mercy of God, being infinite, may
wdl embrace dl mammas And the wagps ? He became
unessy during the descent to wagps, and was got to change
the conversation. And oranges, cactusss carydds and
mud ? and the bacteriaingde Mr. Sorley ? No, no, thisis
going too far. We mus exdude someone from our
gathering, or we shdl be left with nothing.

CHAPTER v

HE Bridge Party was not a success—a leedt it was

not what Mrs. Moore and Miss Quested were aocus

tomed to condder a succesful party.  They arrived early,

dnce it was given in their honour, but mogt of the Indian

gueds had arrived even earlier, and sood mesd at the
farther dde of the tennis lawns, doing nothing.

"It isonly just five,” said Mrs. Turton. " My hus
band will be up from his dffice in a moment and start the
thing. | have no idea what we have to do. It's the first
time weve ever given a party like this a the dub. M.
Heaedop, when I'm dead and gone will you give paties
like this? It's enough to make the old type of Burra
Sahib turn in his grave.”

Ronny laughed deferentidly. "Y ou wanted some
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thing not picturesque and weéve provided it,” he re-
marked to Miss Quested. " What do you think of the
Aryan Brother in atopi and soas?"

Neither de nor his mother answered. They were
gazing rather sadly over the tennis lawn. No, it was not
picturesque; the East, abandoning its sscular magnifi-
ocae was descending into a vdley whose farther sde no
man can e

" The great point to remember is that no one who's
here matters, those who meatter don't come  Isn't that
0, Mrs. Turton?"

"Absolutely true," sad the great lady, leaning back.
She wes " saving hersdf up,” as e cdled it—not for
anything that would hgppen that afternoon or even that
wesk, but for some vague future occason when a high
offidd might come dong and tax he sodd srength.
Most of her public gopearances weare marked by this air
of resarve

Assured of her gpprobation, Ronny continued: " The
educated Indians will be no good to us if theres a row,
it's amply not worth while conciliating them, that's why
they don't metter. Most of the people you se are sedi-
tious at heart, and the re 'ld run squeding. The culti-
vaor—hes another story. The Pathan—hds a man if
you like. But these people—dont imagine they're India.”
He pointed to the dusky line beyond the court, and here
and there it flashed a pince-nez or shuffled a dhoe as if
awvare that he was despisng it. European costume had
lighted like aleprosy. Few had yidded entirdly, but none
were untouched. There was a dlence when he had fin-
ished gpesking, on both ddes of the court; a leedt, more
ladies joined the English group, but their words ssamed
to die as 300N as uttered.  Some kites hovered overhead,
impartial, over the kites passad the mass of a vulture, and
with an impartiaity exceeding al, the sky, not degply
coloured but tranducent, poured light from its whole
cdrcumference. It ssamaed unlikdy that the sxies
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gopped here. Beyond the sky mugt not there be some-
thing that overarches al the skies, more impartial even
then they ? Beyond which again . . .

They gooke of Cousin Kate.

They had tried to reproduce their own attitude to life
upon the dage, and to dress up as the middle-dass Eng-
lish people they actudly were. Next year they would do
Quality Street or The Yeomen of the Guard. Save for
this annua incursion, they left literature done. The men
had no time for it, the women did nothing that they could
not share with the men. Their ignorance of the Arts wes
notable, and they lost no opportunity of proclaiming it
to one another; it was the Public Schodl attitude; flour-
ishing more vigoroudy than it can yet hope to do in Eng-
land. If Indians were shop, the Arts were bad form, and
Ronny had repressed his mother when she enquired after
his viola; aviolawas dmost a demerit, and certainly not
the sort of ingrument one mentioned in public. She
noticed now how tolerant and conventiona his judgments
had become; when they had seen Cousin Kate in London
together in the padt, he had scorned it; now he pretended
that it was agood play, in order to hurt nobody's fedings.
An " unkind notice" had gppeared in the locd paper,
" the sort of thing no white man could have written,” as
Mrs. Ledey said. The play wes praised, to be sure, and
0 were the sage management and the performance as a
whole, but the notice contained the following sentence
" Miss Derek, though she charmingly looked her part,
lacked the necessary experience, and occedondly forgot
her words." This tiny breath of genuine criticism had
given degp offence, not indeed to Miss Derek, who weas
as hard as nails, but to her friends. Miss Derek did not
belong to Chandrapore. She was stopping for a fort-
night with the M cBrydes, the police people, and she had
been 0 good &as to fill up a gep in the cad a the last
moment. A nice impression of locd hospitaity she would
carry away with her.
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" Towork, Mary, towork/' cried the Callector, touch-
ing his wife on the shoulder with a switch.

Mrs. Turton got up awkwardly. " What do you want
meto do? Oh, those purdah women! | never thought
any would come. Oh dear! "

A little group of Indian ladies had bean gathering in a
third quarter of the grounds, near a rugtic summer-house
in which the moretimid of them had already taken refuge.
The res good with their badks to the company and their
faces pressed into a bank of shrubs. At a little digance
dood ther male rdatives, watching the venture. The
sght was dgnificant: an idand bared by the turning tide,
and bound to grow.

" | condder they ought to come over to me"

" Comealong, Mary, get it over."

" | refuse to shake hands with any of the men, unless
it has to be the Nawab Bahadur/'

" Whom havewe so far ?" He glanced along the line.
" H'm! h'm! much as one expected. We know why hes
here | think—over that contract, and he wants to get the
right dde of me for Mohurram, and hées the agtrologer
who wants to dodge the municipal building regulations,
and hés that Pars, and he's—Hullo! there he goes—
gmash into our halyhocks. Pulled the left rein when he
meant theright. All asusual.”

" They ought never to have bemn allowed to drive in;
it's so bad for them,” said Mrs, Turton, who had at las
begun her progress to the summer-house, accompanied by
Mrs. Moore, Miss Quested, and a terrier. " W hy they
come at all | don't know. They hate it as much as we
do. TalktoMrs. McBryde. Her husband made her give
purdah parties until she gruck.”

" Thisisn't apurdah party," corrected Miss Quested.

" Oh, redlly," wasthe haughty rgoinder.

" Do kindly tdl us who thex ladies are" aked Mrs.
Moore.

" You're superior to them, anyway. Don't forget that.
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You're superior to everyone in India exogpt one or two
of the Ranis, and they're on an equality.”

Advancing, she shook hands with the group and said a
few words of wdocome in Urdu. Shehad learnt the lingo,
but only to ek to he servants so she knew none of
the politer forms and of the verbs only the imperative
mood. As soon as her goexch was over, she enquired of
her companions, " Isthat what you wanted? "

" Please tdl thexe ladies that | wish we could ek
their language, but we have only just come to their
country."

" Perhaps we ek yours a little/' one of the ladies
said.

" Why, fancy, sheundergandd " said Mrs. Turton”®

" Eagtbourne, Piccadilly, High Park Corner," said an-
other of the ladies

" Oh yes they're English-gpeaking."

" But now we can talk: how ddightful " cried Adda,
her face lighting up.

" She knows Paris al," caled one of the onlook-
as

" They pass Paris on the way, no doubt,” said Mrs.
Turton, as if she was describing the movements of migra-
tory birds. Her manner had grown more digant snce
she had discovered that some of the group was Western-
ized, and might apply her own gandards to her.

" The shorter lady, she is my wife, e is Mrs. Bhatta-
charya," the onlooker explained. " The taler lady, she
ismy gdger, sheisMrs. Das."

The shorter and the taller ladies both adjusted their
sris, and amiled. There was a curious uncertainty about
thelr getures as if they sought for a new formula which
nether East nor West could provide. When Mrs. Bhatta-'
charya's hushand gpoke she turned away from him,, but
she did not mind seeing the other men. Indeed all the
ladies were uncertain, cowering, recovering, giggling,
making tiny getures of atonement or despair at all that
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was sad, and dternatdy fondling the terrier or shrinking
from him. Miss Quesed now had her desred oppor-
tunity; friendly Indians were before her, and de tried
to meke them tdk, but dhe failed, e drove in van
agang the echoing walls of thar civility. Whatever she
sad produced a murmur of deprecation, varying into a
murmur of concamn when she dropped her pocket-hand-
kerchief. She tried doing nothing, to sse what that pro-
duced, and they too did nothing. Mrs. Moore was equdly
unsuccessul. Mrs. Turton waited for them with a de-
tached expresson; she had known wha nonsense it dl
was from the firs.

When they took their leave, Mrs. Moore had an im-
puse, and sad to Mrs. Bhattacharya, whose face e
liked, " | wonder whether you would dlow us to cdl on
you some day."

"When ?" she replied, inclining charmingly.

" Whenever is convenient.”

" All days are convenient.”

"Thursday . . ."

" Most certainly.”

" We shdl enjoy it gredtly, it would be ared plessure
What about the time?"

" All hours.”

"Tell us which you would prefer. We're quite
drangers to your country; we don't know when you
have visitors," sad Miss Quested.

Mrs. Bhatacharya ssaned not to know ether. Her
gedure implied that e had known, dnce Thursdays
began, that English ladies would come to s her on one
of them, and s0 dways dayed in. Everything pleesd
her, nothing surprised. She added, " We leave for Cal-
cutta to-day."

" Oh, doyou ?" sad Adela, not at first seaing the im-
plication. Then she cried, " Oh, but if you do we shdl
find you gone."

Mrs. Bhattacharya did not disoute it.  But her husband
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cadled from the digance "Yes, yes you come to us
Thursday."

" But you'll be in Calcutta."

" No, no, we shall not." He said something swiftly
to hiswifein Bengali. " We expect you Thursday."

" Thursday . . ." the woman echoed.

" You can't have done such a dreadful thing as to put
off going for our ske?" exdaimed Mrs. Moore.

" No, of course not, we are not such people” He was
laughing.

" | bdievethat you have. Oh, please—it digressssme
beyond words."

Everyone was laughing now, but with no suggesion
that they had blundered. A shapdess discusson occurred,
during which Mrs. Turton retired, smiling to hersdf.
The upshot was that they were to come Thursday, but
early in the morning, so as to wreck the Bhattacharya
plans as little as possble, and Mr. Bhattacharya would
snd his carriage to fetch them, with servants to point
out the way. Did he know where they lived? Yes, of
ocourse he knew, he knew everything; and he laughed
again. They left among a flutter of compliments and
amiles, and three ladies, who had hitherto taken no part
in the reception, suddenly shot out of the summer-house
like exquidtely coloured swallows and sdaamed them.

Meanwhile the Codllector had bemn going his rounds.
He made pleasant remarks and a few jokes, which were
applauded lugtily, but he knew something to the discredit
of nearly every one of his guests and was conssquently
perfunctory. When they had not cheated, it was bhang,
women, or worse, and even the dedrables wanted to
get something out of him. He bdieved that a " Bridge.
Party" did good rather than harm, or he would not
have given one but he was under no illusons, and at the
proper moment he retired to the English dde of the lawn.
The impressons he left benind him were various. Many
of the guess egpedaly the humbler and less Anglicized,
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were genuindy grateful. To be addressed by so high an
offidd wes a permanent asst.  They did not mind how
long they stood, or how little happened, and when saven
odock gruck, they had to be turned out. Others were
grateful with more intdligence. The Nawab Bahadur,
indifferent for himsalf and for the distinction with which
he was greeted, was moved by the mere kindness that
must have prompted the invitation. He knew the diffi-
culties. Hamidullah dso thought that the Collector had
played up well. But others, such as Mahmoud Ali, were
cynical; they werefirmly convinced that Turton had been
mede to give the party by his offidd superiors and wes
al the time consumed with impotent rage, and they in-
fected some who were inclined to a hedthier view. Yet
even Mahmoud Ali was glad he had come  Shrines are
fascinating, espeddly when rarely opened, and it amused
him to note the ritual of the English club, and to carica
ture it afterwards to his friends.

After Mr. Turton, the officdd who did his duty bes
was Mr. Fielding, the Principal of the little Government
College. He knew little of the digtrict and less agang
the inhabitants, so he was in aless cynicd dae of mind.
Athletic and cheerful, he romped about, making numer-
ous migakes which the parents of his pupilstried to cover
up, for he was popular among them. When the moment
for refreshments came, he did not move back to the Eng-
lish dde, but burnt his mouth with gram. He taked to
anyone and he ae anything. Amid much that was dien,
he learnt that the two new ladies from England had been
a great uocess and that their padliteness in wishing to be
Mrs. Bheattacharyas gueds had pleesed not only her but
dl Indians who heard of it. It pleessd Mr. Fielding
dso. He scacdy knew the two new ladies sill he de-
cided to tdl them what plessure they had given by their
friendliness.

He found the younger of them done. Shewas looking
through a nick in the cactus hedge a the distant Marabar
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Hills, which had crept near, as wes their cusom a sun-
st; if the aunsst had lagted long enough, they would
have reeched the town, but it was swift, being tropical.
He gave her his information, and she was 0 much
plessed and thanked him 0 heartily thet he asked her
and the other lady to tea

"1'd like to come very much indeed, and so would
Mrs. Moore, | know."

" I'm rather a hermit, you know."

" Much the beg thing to be in this place™

" Owing to my work and so on, | don't gt up much
to the club.”

"I know, | know, and we never get down from it. |
envy you being with Indians.”

" Do you cae to mest one or two ?"

" Very, very much indeed; its what | long for. This
party to-day mekes me so angry and missrable. | think
my countrymen out here must be mad. Fancy inviting
guests and not treating them properly! You and Mr.
Turton and perhgos Mr. McBryde are the only people
who showed any common politeness  The rex meke me
perfectly ashamed, and it's got worse and worse.”

It had. The Englishmen had intended to play up
better, but had been prevented from doing so by their
women folk, whom they had to attend, provide with teg/
advise about dogs, eic. When tennis began, the barrier
grew impenetrable. It had been hoped to have some sts
between East and West, but this wes forgotten, and the
courts were monopolized by the usud dub couples Field-
ing resented it too, but did not say o to the girl, for he
found something theoretica in her outburst. Did she care
about Indian mudc ? he enquired; there was an old prg-
fessor down a the College, who sang.

" Oh, just what we wanted to hear. And do you know
Doctor Aziz?"

"1 know dl aout him. | dont know him. Would
you like him asked too ?*
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" Mrs. Moore says he is 0 nice”

" Very wdl, Miss Quested. Will Thursday suit you? "

" Indeed it will, and that morning we go to this Indian
lady's. All the nice things are coming Thursday."

" 1 won't ak the City Magidtrate to bring you. | know
hell be busy a that time."

" Yes, Ronny is dways hard-worked," she replied, con-
templating the hills. How lovdy they suddenly werel
But she couldnt touch them. In front, like a shutter,
fdl a vison of he married life. She and Ronny would
look into the dub like this every evening, then drive
home to dress; they would s the Ledeys and the Cal-
endars and the Turtons and the Burtons, and invite them
and be invited by them, while the true India did by
unnoticed. Colour would remain—the pageat of birds
in the early morning, brown bodies, white turbans, idols
whose flesh was scalet or blue—and movement would
reman as long as there weare crowds in the bazaar and
bathers in the tanks. Perched up on the st of a dog-
cat, she would s them. But the force that lies behind
colour and movement would excge her even more dfec
tualy than it did now. She would se India dways as a
frieze, never as a spirit, and she assumed that it was a
spirit of which Mrs. Moore had had a glimpse.

And aure enough they did drive away from the dub in
a few minutes, and they did dress and to dinner came
Miss Derek and the McBrydes, and the menu was:
Julienne soup full of bullety bottled pess pseudo-cottage
bread, fish full of branching bones pretending to be
place, more bottled pess with the cutlets, trifle, sardines
on toast: the menu of Anglo-India. A dish might be
added or subtracted as one rose or fel in the offidd
xde the pess might rattle less or more, the sardines
and the vermouth be imported by a different firm, but
the tradition remained; the food of exiles, cooked by
svants who did not underdand it. Adea thought of
the young men and women who had come out before
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her, P. & O. full &ter P. & O. full, and had been set
down to the same food and the same idess and been
snubbed in the same good-humoured way until they kept
to the accredited thames and began to snub others. ™ |
should never get like that,” she thought, for she was
young hersdlf; dl the same she knew that dhe had come
up againg something that was both insidious and tough,
and againg which she nesded dlies. She must gather
around her a Chandragpore a few people who fdt as she
did, and she was glad to have met Mr. Fielding and the
Indian lady with the unpronouncegble name. Here at
al events was a nudeus, she should know mugh better
where she goad in the course of the next two days.

Miss Derek—she companioned a Maharani in aremote
Native State.  She was genid and gay and made them
al laugh about her leave, which she had taken because
dhe fdt de deserved it, not because the Maharani sad
she might go. Now ghe wanted to take the Mahargjah's
motor-car as well; it had gone to a Chiefs Conference at
Delhi, and e had a great scheme for burgling it & the
junction as it came badk in the train.  She wes d0 very
funny about the Bridge Party—indeed she regarded the
entire peninsula as a comic opera " | f one couldn't s
the laughable dde of these people one 'Id be done for,”
sad Miss Derek. Mrs. McBryde—it was she who had
been the nurse—ceesad not to exdam, " Oh, Nancy, how
topping! Oh, Nancy, how Killing! | wish | could look
at things like that." Mr. McBryde did not goeek much;
he ssaned nice

When the guess had gone, and Adela gone to bed,
there was another interview betwean mother and son.
He wanted her advice and support—while resenting inter-
ference. " Does Adeda tak to you much?" he began.
" Fm so driven with work, | don't ss&8 her as much as
I hoped, but | hope de finds things comfortable.”

"Adela and | tak mogly about India. Dear, 9nce
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you mention it, you're quite right—you ought to be more
abne with her than you are.”

i Yes, perhgps but then peopleld gossip.™

" Well, they mug gossip sometime! L et them gossip.”

" People are s odd out here, and it's not like home
—ones dways facing the footlights, as the Burra Sahib
sad. Take a dlly little example: when Adela went out
to the boundary of the dub compound, and Fielding fol-
lowed her. | saw Mrs. Cdlendar notice it. They notice
everything, until they're pafectly sure you're their sort.”

"1 don't think Adelall ever be quite their sort—sdhes
much too individual ."

"1 know, that's so remakable aout her,” he sad
thoughtfully. Mrs. Moore thought him rather absurd.
Accugomed to the privacy of London, she could not
redize that India, seemingly so myderious, contans none,
and that conssquently the conventions have greeter force
" | suppoze nothing's on her mind,” he continued.

" AsK her, ak her yoursdf, my dear boy."

" Probably shes heard tdes of the heet, but of course
I should pack her off to the Hills every April—I'm not
one to kegp a wife grilling in the Plains.”

" Oh, it wouldn't be the wesather."

" There's nothing in India but the weether, my deer
mother; it's the Alpha and Omega of the whole affair.”

" Yes, as Mrs. McBryde was saying, but it's much more
the Anglo-Indians themsdves who are likely to get on
Adeds nerves.  She doesn't think they behave plessantly
to Indians, you se"

" What did | tdl you?" he exdamed, losing his gentle
manner. " | knew it lagt wesk. Oh, how like a woman
to worry over a dde-issuel

She forgot about Addain her surprise. " A ddelissue,
addeissue?" derepedted. " How can it bethat?"

"IWe're not out here for the purpose of behaving plees
antly!"
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" What do you mean?"

"What | ssy. We're out here to do judice and kesp
thepeece Them's my sentiments.  Indiaisn't adrawing-
room."

" Y our satiments are those of a god,” she sad quietly,
but it was his manner rather than his sentiments that
annoyed her.

Trying to recover his temper, he said, " India likes
gods.”

" And Englishmen like posing as gods.”

" Therés no point in al this. Here we are, and we're
going to stop, and the country's got to put up with us,
gods or no gods. Oh, look here* he broke out, rather
patheticdly, "what do you and Adda want me to do?
Go aganst my dass againg al the people | respect and
admire out here? Lose such power as | have for doing
good in this country because my behaviour isn't plessant ?
Y ou neither of you understand what work is, or you ‘Id
never talk such eyewash. | hate talking like this, but one
must occasiondly. It's morbidly sendtive to go on as
Addaand you do. | noticed you both at the dub to-day
—dfter the Burra Sahib had been at dl that trouble to
amuse you. | am out here to work, mind, to hold this
wretched country by force 1I'm not a missonary or a
Labour Member or a vague sentimenta sympethetic lit-
eary man. I'm just a servant of the Government; it's
the professon you wanted me to choose mysdf, and
that's that. We're not pleesart in India, and we don't
intend to be pleesant. We've something more important
to do."

He sooke sincerdly. Every day he worked hard in the
court trying to dedide which of two untrue accounts was
the less untrue, trying to digpense judtice fearledy, to
protect the wesk againg the less wesk, the incoherent
againg the plausble, surrounded by lies and flattery.
That morning he had convicted a railway derk of over-
charging pilgrims for their tickets, and a Pathan of at-



MOSQUE 51

tempted rgpe.  He expected no gratitude, no recognition
for this, and both derk and Pathan might gpped, bribe
their witnessss more efectudly in the interval, and get
their satences reversed. It was his duty. But he did
expect sympathy from his own people, and except from
new-comes he obtained it. He did think he ought not
to be worried about " Bridge Parties” when the day's
work was over and he wanted to play tennis with his
eguds or res his legs upon a long chair.

He gooke sincerdy, but she could have wished with
less guso. How Ronny revelled in the drawbacks of his
situation! How he did rub it in that he was not in India
to behave pleesantly, and derived podgtive satisfaction
therefrom! He reminded her of his public-schooldays.
The traces of young-man humanitarianism had doughed
off, and he talked like an intelligent and embittered boy.
His words without his voice might have impressed her,
but when she heard the sdf-stidfied lilt of them, when
dhe saw the mouth moving so complacently and compe-
tently beneeth the little red nose, she fdt, quiteillogicdly,
that this was not the last word on India. One touch of
regret—not the canny subdtitute but the true regret from
the heart—would have meade him a different man, and the
British Empire a different institution.

"I'm going to argue, and indeed dictate” she sad,
clinking her rings. " The English are out here to be
plessant.”

"How do you meke that out, mother?' he asked,
goesking gently again, for he was ashamed of his ir-
ritability.

" Because India is part of the earth. And God has
put us on the earth in order to be pleesant to each other.
God . . .is...love" She hedtaed, sseing how
much he didiked the argument, but something made her
go on. " God has put us on earth to love our neighbours
and to show it, and He is omnipresent, even in India, to
s* how we are succeeding.”
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Helooked gloomy, and a little anxious. He knew this
rdigious drain in her, and that it was a symptom of
bad health; there had been much of it when his stepfather
died. He thought, " Sheis certainly ageing, and | ought
not to be vexed with anything she says”

" The dedre to behave plessantly idies God. . . .
The sncere if impotent desire wins His blessng. | think
everyone fals, but there are s0 many kinds of failure.
Good will and more good will and more good will.
Though | soesk with the tongues of . . ."

He waited until she had done, and then sad gently, " |
quite s that. | suppose | ought to get off to my files
now, and you'll be going to bed.”

"1 auppose 0, | uppose 0" They did not part for
a fev minutes, but the conversation had become unred
dnce Chrigtianity had entered it. Ronny gpproved of
religion aslong as it endorsed the Nationa Anthem, but
he objected when it atempted to influence his life. Then
he would say in regpectful yet decided tones, " | don't
think it does to tak about these things, every fdlow has
to work out his own religion,” and any fdlow who heard
him muttered, " Hear! "

Mrs. Moore fdt that de had made a mistake in men-
tioning God, but dhe found him increesngly difficult to
avoid as e grew older, and he had bean condantly in her
thoughts snce she entared India, though oddly enough
he sstidfied her less  She must nesds pronounce his name
frequently, as the grestest de knew, yet she had never
found it less eficadous Outside the arch there ssamed
adways an arch, beyond the remotest echo a slence And
she regretted afterwards that she had not kept to the red
sarious aubject that had caussd her to vidt India—namdly,
the rdationship baween Ronny and Adela. Would they,
or would they not, sucoead in becoming engaged to be
married ?
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CHAPTER VI

Z1Z had not gone to the Bridge Party. Immediatey
after his meeting with Mrs. Moore he wes diverted
to other matters. Severd surgica casss camein, and kept
him busy. He ceesad to be ether outcaste or poet, and
became the medicd student, very gay, and full of deals
of operaions which he poured into the .shrinking ears of
his friends. His professon fascinated him at times, but
he required it to be exciting, and it was his hand, not his
mind, that wes sdietific. The knife he loved and used
skilfully, and he d=0 liked pumping in the latet serums.
But the boredom of regime and hygiene repdled him,
and after inoculating a man for enteric, he would go
away and drink unfiltered water himsdf. " What can
you expect from the fdlow? " said dour Mgjor Cdlendar.
" No grits, no guts” But in his heart he knew thet if
Aziz and not he had operated lagt year on Mrs. Grays-
ford's gppendix, the old lady would probably have lived.
And this did not digpose him any better towards his
subordinate.

There was a row the morning after the mosque—they
were dways having rows. The Major, who had been up
half the night, wanted damn well to know why Aziz had
not come promptly when summoned.

" Sir, exauze me, | did. | mounted my bike, and it
bugt in front of the Cow Hospital. So | had to find a
tonga."

" Bugt in front of the Cow Hospital, did it? And how
did you cometo bethere ?"

" | beg your pardon?"

"eOh Lord, oh Lord! When I live here'—he kicked
the gravel—" and you live there—not ten minutes from
me—and the Cow Hospita is right ever so far away the
other sde of you—there—then how did you come to be
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passing the Cow Hospital on the way to me? Now do
ome work for a change.”

He drode away in a temper, without waiting for the
excuss, "which as far as it went was a sound one: the Cow
Hospital wes in a draight line between Hamidullah's
house and his own, s0 Aziz had naturally passed it. He
never redized that the educated Indians visited one an-
other congantly, and were weaving, however painfully,
a new sodd fabric. Cede " or something of the sort™
would prevent them. He only knew that no one ever
told him the truth, adthough he had been in the country
for twenty yeers.

Aziz wached him go with amusement. When his
spirits were up he fdt that the English are a comic in-
gtitution, and he enjoyed being misunderstood by them.
But it was an amusemat of the emaotions and nerves,
which an acddent or the pessage of time might destroy;
it was gpart from the fundamenta gaiety that he reeched
when he was with those whom he trusted. A disobliging
damile involving Mrs. Cdlendar occurred to his fancy.
"1 mug tdl that to Mahmoud AH, it'll make him laugh,”
he thought. Then he got to work. He was compeatent
and indigpensable, and he knew it. The dmile passd
from his mind while he exerdsed his professond skill.

During these pleasant and busy days, he heard vaguely
that the Callector was giving a party, and that the Nawab
Bahadur said everyone ought to go to it. His felow-
assidant, Doctor Panna Lai, wes in ecdades a the pros
pect, and was urgent that they should attend it together
in his new tum-tum. The arrangement suited them both.
Aziz was goared the indignity of a bicyde or the expense
of hiring, while Dr. Panna Lal, who weas timid and
elderly, ssoured someone who could manage his horse
He could manage it himsdf, but only just, and he was
afraid of the motors and of the unknown turn into the
club grounds. "Disaster may come,” he sad politdy,
" but we shdl a dl events get there ssfe, even if we do
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not gat back.” And with more logic: " It will, | think,
cregte a good impression should two doctors arrive a
the same time/’

But when the time came, Aziz was saized with arevul-
son, and determined not to go. For one thing his spdl
of work, lady conduded, left him independent and
hedthy. For ancther, the day chanced to fal on the
anniversary of his wifes death. She had died soon after
he had fdlen in love with her; he had not loved her a
fird. Touched by Western feding, he didiked union
with awoman whom he had never seen; moreover, when
he did s her, she disgppointed him, and he begat his
fira child in mere animality. The change began after
its birth. He was won by her love for him, by a loyalty
that implied something more than submisson, and by
her efforts to educae hersdf agang that lifting of the
purdah that would come in the next generation if not in
theirs. She wes intdligent, yet had old-fashioned grace
Gradudlly he logt the feding that his rdaives had chosen
wrongly for him. Sensuous enjoyment—wdl, even if he
had had it, it would have dulled in a year, and he had
ganed something indead, which ssamad to increese the
longer they lived together. She became the mother of a
on . . . andingiving him asscond son e died. Then
he redized what he had lost, and that no woman could
eve take her place; a friend would come nearer to her
than another woman. She had gone, there was no one
like her, and what is that uniqueness but love? He
amused himsdf, he forgot her a times. but a other
times he fdt that e had sat dl the beauty and joy of
theworld into Paradise, and he meditated suicide. Would
he meat her beyond the tomb ? Is there such a medting-
Place ? Though orthodox, he did not know. God's unity
was indubitable and indubitably announced, but on al
other points he wavered like the average Christian; his
beief in the life to come would pde to a hope, vanish,
regppear, dl in a sngle satence or a dozen heart-bedts, so
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that the corpusdes of his blood rather than he ssamed to
decide which opinion he should hold, and for how long.
It was so with al his opinions. Nothing stayed, nothing
passd that did not return; the circulation was ceeedess
and kept him young, and he mourned his wife the more
sncerdy because he mourned her seldom.

It would have been smpler to tdl Dr. Lai that he had
changed his mind about the party, but until the lagt
minute he did not know that he had changed it; indeed,
he didn't dhange it, it changed itsaf. Unconquerable
averson wdled. Mrs. Cdlendar, Mrs. Ledey—no, he
couldn't gand them in his sorrow: they would guess it—
for he dowered the British matron with drange insdght—
and would ddight in torturing him, they would modk him
to their husbands. When he should have been reedy, he
dood at the Pogt Officg, writing a tdegram to his chil-
dren, and found on his return that Dr. Lai had caled for
him, and gone on. Well, let him go on, as befitted the
coasness of his nature.  For his own part, he would
commune with the deed.

And unlocking a drawer, he took out his wife's photo-
graph. He gazed at it, and tears goouted from his eyes
He thought, " How unhappy | am! " But because he
redly was unhappy, another emotion soon mingled with
his self-pity: he desred to remember his wife and could
not. Why could he remember people whom he did not
love? They were dways s0 vivid to him, wheress the
more he looked a this photograph, the less he sav. She
had duded him thus, ever dnce they had carried her to
her tomb. He had known that she would pess from his
hands and eyes but had thought she could live in his
mind, not redizing that the very fact that we have loved
the deed increesss their unredity, and that the more pas
sonately we invoke them the further they recede. A piece
of brown cardboard and three children—that was all that
was left of his wife. It was unbearable, and he thought
again, " How unhappy | am! " and became happier. He



MOSQUE 57

had bresthed for an ingtant the mortal air that surrounds
Crientals and al men, and he drew beck from it with a
gasp, for he wes young. " Never, never shdl | get over
this" he told himsdlf. " Most catainly my caesr is a
failure, and my sons will be badly brought up.” Snce
it was certain, he drove to avert it, and looked a some
notes he had made on a caee a the hospital. Perhaps
ome day a rich person might require this particular
operation, and he gain a laage sum. The notes inter-
egding him on their own account, he locked the photo-
graph up again. Its moment was over, and he did not
think about his wife any more.

After tea his spirits improved, and he went round to
se Hamidullah. Hamidullah had gone to the party, but
his pony had not, so Aziz borrowed it, d0 his friend's
riding brestches and polo mdlet. He repared to the
Maidan. It was desated exoept &t its rim, where some
bazaar youths were training. Training for what ? They
would have found it hard to say, but the word had got
into the air. Round they ran, weady and knock-kneed—
the locd physque was wretched—with an expresson on
their faoes not so much of determination as of a deter-
mination to be determined. " Mahargah, sdaam,” he
cdled for ajoke. The youths dopped and laughed. He
advised them not to exat themsdves They promised
they would not, and ran on.

Riding into the middle, he began to knock the ball
about. He could not play, but his pony could, and he st
himsdf to learn, free from al human tenson. He forgot
the whole damned business of living as he scurried over
the brown platter of the Maidan, with the evening wind
on his forehead, and the encircling trees soothing his
efes The bdl shot avay towards a stray subdtern who
was d0 practising; he hit it back to Aziz and cdled,
" Send it dong again.”

" All right."

The new-comer had some notion of what to do, but his



58 A PASSAGE TO INDIA

horse had none, and forces were equal. Concentrated on
the ball, they somehow became fond of one another, and
smiled when they drew rein to rest. Aziz liked soldiers
—they either accepted you or swore at you, which was
preferable to the civilian's hauteur—and the subaltern
liked anyone who could ride.

" Of ten play?" he asked.

" Never."

" Let's have another chukker.”

As he hit, his horse bucked and off he went, cried, " Oh
God! " and jumpedon again. " Don't you ever fall off ?"

" Plenty."

" Not you."

They reined up again, the fire of good fellowship in
their eyes. But it cooled with their bodies, for athletics
can only raise a temporary glow. Nationality was re-
turning, but before it could exert its poison they parted,
saluting each other. " If only they were all like that,"
each thought.

Now it was sunset. A few of his co-religionists had
come to the Maidan, and were praying with their faces
towards Mecca. A Brahminy Bull walked towards them,
and Aziz, though disinclined to pray himself, did not sse
why they should be bothered with the clumsy and idola-
trous animal. He gave it a tap with his polo mallet.
As he did so, a voice from the road hailed him: it was
Dr. PannalLal, returning in high distress from the Col-
lector's party.

" Dr. Aziz, Dr. Aziz, where you been? | waited ten
full minutes' time at your house, then | went."

" | am so awfully sorry—I| was compelled to go to the
Post Office."

One of hisown circle would have accepted this as mean-
ing that he had changed his mind, an event too copimon
to merit censure. But Dr. Lai, being of low extraction,
was not sure whether an insult had not been intended,
and he was further annoyed because Aziz had buffeted
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the Brahminy Bull. " Pogst Office? Do you not sad
your servants ? " he sad.

" | have so fenv—my sde is very small.”

" Your sarvant gooke to me. | saw your servant.”

" But, Dr. Lai, condder. How could | send my serv-
ant when you were coming: you come, we go, my house
is left done, my servant comes back perhgps and al
my portable property has been carried away by bad char-
atters in the meantime.  Would you have that? The
ocook is deaf—!1 can never count on my cook—and the
boy is only alittle boy. Never, never do | and Hassan
leave the house a the same time together. It is my
fixed rule* He sad dl this and much more out of
civility, to save Dr. Lai's face It was not offered as
truth and should not have been criticized as such. But
the other demdlished it—an essy and ignoble task.
" Even if this 0, what prevents leaving a chit saying
where you go?" and so on. Aziz detested ill breeding,
and made his pony cgper. " Farther away, or mine will
gat out of sympathy,” he wailed, reveding the true
ource of hisirritation. " It has been so rough and wild
this afternoon. It gpoiled some most vaduable blossoms
in the dub garden, and had to be dragged back by four
men. English ladies and gentlemen looking on, and the
Collector Sahib himsdf taking a note. But, Dr. Aziz,
I'll not teke up your vauabletime. Thiswill not interest
you, who have so many engagements and tedegrams. |
am just a poor old doctor who thought right to pay my
regpects when | was asked and where | was asked. Y our
absence, | may remark, drew commentaries.™

" They can damn well comment.”

"It isfineto be young. Damn well! Oh, very fine.
Damn whom?"

"1 goor not as | pleese”

" Yet you promise me, and then fabricate thistde of a
telegram. Go forward, Dapple.”

They went, and Aziz had a wild desre to make an
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enemy for life. He could do it so essily by galoping
near them. He did it. Dapple bolted. He thundered
back on to the Maidan. The glory of his play with the
subdtern remaned for a little, he gdloped and swooped
till he poured with swvedt, and until he returned the pony
to Hamidullah's gable he fdt the equd of any man.
Once on his fet, he had creeping fers. Was he in bad
odour with the powers that be? Had he offended the
Cdllector by absenting himself? Dr. Panna Lai was a
peason of no importance, yet was it wise to have quar-
rdled even with him? The complexion of his mind
turned from human to political. He thought no longer,
"Can | get on with people?"” but " Are they stronger
than | ? " breathing the prevdent miaama
At his home a chit was awaiting him, bearing the Gov-
ernment damp. It lay on his table like a high explosive,
which a a touch might blow his flimsy bungdow to bits.
He was going to be cashiered because he had not turned
up a the paty. When he opened the note, it proved
to be quite different; an invitation from Mr. Fielding, the
Principal of Government College, asking him to come to
tea the day after to-morrow. His spirits revived with
viodence. They would have revived in any case for he
a soul that could auffer but not difle and led
a deady life benegth his mutability. But this invitation
gave him particular joy, because Fielding had asked him
to tea a month ago, and he had forgotten about it—
never answered, never gone, just forgotten. And here
care a ssoond invitation, without a rebuke or even an
dludon to his dip. Here was true courtesy—the civil
deed that shows the good heart—and snatching up his
pen he wrote an afectionate reply, and hurried badk for
news to Hamidullah's. For he had never met the Prin-
cipd, and bdieved that the one sarious gep in his life
was going to be filled. He longed to know everything
about the splendid fdlon—his salay, preferences, ante-
cadents, how best one might pleese him. But Hamidullah
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wes still out, and Mahmoud Ali, who was in, would only-
make slly rude jokes about the party.

CHAPTER VII

HI1S Mr. Fielding had been caught by Indialate. He

was over forty when he entered that oddest portd,
the Victoria Terminus at Bombay, and—having bribed a
European ticket ingpector—took his luggage into the com-
partment of hisfirst tropicd train. The journey remained
in his mind as dgnificant. Of his two carriage com-
panions one was a youth, fresh to the East like himsdf,
the other a ssesoned Anglo-Indian of his own age. A
gulf divided him from either; he had ssen too many dities
and men to be the firg or to become the sscond. New
impressons crowded on him, but they were not the ortho-
dox new impressions, the past conditioned them, and s0
it was with his migekes. To regard an Indian as if he
were an Italian is not, for ingance, a common error, nor
perhgps a fatd one, and Fielding often atempted anao-
gies baween this peninsula and that other, amdler and
more exquistdy shgped, that dretches into the dasdic
waters of the Mediterranean.

His caresr, though scholadiic, wes varied, and had in-
cluded going to the bad and repenting theresfter. By
now he wes a hard-bitten, good-tempered, inteligent
felow on the verge of middle age, with a bdief in educa
tion. He did not mind whom he taught; public school-
boys, mentd defectives and policemen, had al come
his way, and he had no objection to adding Indians.
Through the influence of friends, he was nominated
Principal of the little cdlege at Chandrapore, liked it,
and asumed he wes a sucoess He did suoossd with his
pupils, but the gulf baween himsdf and his countrymen,
which he had naticed in the train, widened distressngly*
He could not a firs sse what was wrong. He was not
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unpatriotic, he always got on with Englishmen in Eng-
land, all his best friends were English, so why was it not
the same out here? Outwardly of the large shaggy type,
with sprawling limbs and blue eyes, he appeared to in-
spire confidence until he spoke. Then something in his
manner puzzled people and failed to alay the distrust
which his profession naturally inspired. There needs
must be this evil of brains in India, but woe to him
through whom they are increased! The feding _gr;ew
that Mr Fielding was a disruptive force, and rightly, for
ideas are fatal ton caste, and he used ideas by that most
potenTlnetriod—interchange. Neither a missionary nor
a student, he was happiest in the give-and-take of a pri-
vate conversation. The world, he believed, is a globe of
men who are trying to reach one another and can best do
so by the help of good will plus culture and intelligence—
a creed ill suited to Chandrapore, but he had come out
too late to lose it. He had no racial feeling—,0t because
he was superior to his brother "civilians, but. becauss*he
had matured in adifferent atmosphere, wherethe

instinct does noTtTounsK. The remark that did him most
harm at the club was a silly aside to the effect that the so-
called white races are realy pinko-grey. He only said
this to be cheery, he did not redlize that " white" has no
more to do with a colour than " God save the King " with
agod, and that it is the height of impropriety to consider
what it does connote. The pinko-grey male whom he ad-
dressed was subtly scandalized; his sense of insecurity
was awoken, and he communicated it to the rest of the
herd.

Still, the men tolerated him for the sske of his good
heart and strong body; it was their wives who decided
that he was not a sahib really. They disliked him. ' He
took no notice of them, and this, which would' have
passed without comment in feminist England, did him
harm in a community where the male is expected to be
lively and helpful. Mr. Fielding never advised one about
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dogs or horses, or dined, or paid his midday cdls or
decorated tress for on€s children a Chrigmas, and
though he care to the dub, it was only to get his tennis
or billiards, and to go. This wes true. He had dis
covered that it is posshle to kegp in with Indians and
Englishmen, but that he who would dso kegp in with
Englishwomen mug drop the Indians. The two wouldn't
combine Usdess to blame ether party, usdess to blane
them for blaming one ancther. It just was 0, and one
had to choos= Most Englishmen preferred their own
kinsvomen, who, coming out in increesng numbers,
mede life on the home pattern yearly more possble He
had found it convenient and pleesant to asodae with
Indians and he mud pay the price.  As a rule no Eng-
lishwoman entered the College excgt for offidd func-
tions, and if he invited Mrs. Moore and Miss Quested
to teg it was because they were new-comers who would
view everything with an egud if supeficdd eye and
would not turn on a spedd voice when gpesking to his
other guests

The Codllege itsdlf had been dgpped down by the Public
Works Department, but its grounds incduded an ancient
garden and a gardenrhouse, and here he lived for much
of the yeer. He was dressng after a bath when Dr.
Aziz weas announced. Lifting up his voice, he shouted
from the bedroom, " Heese make yoursdf a home™
The remark was unpremeditated, like mogt of his actions,
it was what he fdt indined to say.

To Azizit had avery definite meaning. " May | redly,
Mr. Fidding? It'svery good of you," he cdled back; " |
like unconventiond behaviour so extremdy.” His Spirits
flared up, he glanced round the living-room. Some lux-
ury in it, but no orde—mnothing to intimidate poor In-
dians. It was ds0 a very beautiful room, opening into
the garden through three high arches of wood. " The
fact is | have long wanted to mest you,” he continued.
" | have heard so much about your warm heart from the
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Nawab Bahadur. But where is one to mest in a wretched
hole like Chandrgpore?"” He came dose up to the door.
" When | was greener here, 1'll tdl you what. | used to
wish you to fdl ill so tha we could medt that way."
They laughed, and encouraged by his suocess he began to
improvise. " | sad to mysdf, How does Mr. Fielding
look this morning? Perheaps pde. And the Civil Sur-
geon is pde too, he will not be aile to atend upon him
when the shivering commences | should have been st
for ingdeed. Then we would have had jolly taks, for
you are a cdebrated dudent of Persan poetry.”

" Y ou know me by sight, then.”

" Of coursg, of course Y ou know me?"

"1 know you very wdl by name."

" | have been here such a short time, and dways in the
bazaar. No wonder you have never ssen me, and |
wonder you know my name. | say, Mr. Fielding?"

"Y es?"

" Guess what | look like before you come out. That
will be akind of game."

"Youre five fed nine inches high,” sad Fielding,
surmising this much through the ground glass of the
bedroom door.

"Jolly good. What next? Have | not a venerable
white beard ?*

"Blast!"

" Anything wrong? "

" I've gamped on my last collar stud.”

" Take mine, take mine."

" Have you a goare one?"

" Yes, yes one minute."

" Not if you're wearing it yoursalf."

" No, no, one in my pocket." Stepping adde, so™Mhat
his outline might vanish, he wrenched off his callar, and
pulled out of his shirt the back stud, a gold stud, which
was part of a s that his brother-in-law had brought him
from Europe. " Hereit is," he cried.
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" Come in with it if you don't mind the unconven-
tionally."

" One minute again.” Replacing his callar, he prayed
that it would not spring up at the back during tear  Field-
ing's bearer, who was helping him to dress, opened the
door for him.

" Many thanks” They shook hands smiling. He
began to look round, as he would have with any old
friend. Fielding was not surprised at the rapidity of
their intimacy. With so emotiond a people it was gpot
to come a once or never, and he and Aziz, having heard
only good of each other, could afford to digpense with
prdiminaries.

" But | dways thought that Englishmen kept their
rooms o tidy. It ssams that this is not 0. | nesd not
be 0 ashamed.” He st down gaily on the bed; then,
forgetting himsdf entirdly, drew up his legs and folded
them under him. " Everything ranged coldly on shdves
was what / thought—I say, Mr. Fielding, is the stud
goingto go in?"

" | hee ma doots."

" What's that lest sentence, pleese ? Will you teech
me some new words and so improve my English?™

Fielding doubted whether " everything ranged coldly
on shdves™ could be improved. He was often gruck
with the liveiness with which the younger generation
handled a foreign tongue. They dtered the idiom, but
they could say whaever they wanted to say quickly;
there were none of the babuisms ascribed to them up at
the dub. But then the dub moved dowly; it ill de-
dared that fav Mohammedans and no Hindus would est
a an Englishman's table, and that dl Indian ladies were
in impenetrable purdah. Individualy it knew better; as
adub it dedined to change.

"Letmeputinyour stud. | s . . . the shirt back's
holeis rather smdl and to rip it wider a pity."”
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" Why in hdl does onewear collars at all ?" grumbled
Fielding as he batt his neck.

" We wear them to pess the Police.”

"What's that ?'

"1f I'm biking in English dress—gach collar, hat
with ditch—they teke no notice. When | weer a fez, they
cry, 'Your lamps out!" Lord Curzon did not condder
this when he urged ndives of India to retain thar pic-
tureque costumes—Hooray! Stud's gone in—Some-
times | shut my eyes and dream | have solendid dothes
again and am riding into battle behind Alamgir. Mr.
Fielding, must not India have been beautiful then, with
the Mogul Empire at its height and Alamgir reigning at
Dehi upon the Peecock Throne?™

" Two ladies are coming to tea to medt you—1I think
you know them."

" Meat me? | know no ladies”

" Not Mrs. Moore and Miss Quested?’

" Oh yes— remember.” The romance at the mosque
had sunk out of his consdousness as soon &s it was over.
" An excessvdy aged lady; but will you plesse repest the
name of her companion?"

" Miss Quested."

"Just as you wish." He was disgppointed that other
guess were coming, for he preferred to be done with his
new friend.

"You can tdk to Miss Quested about the Peacock
Throne if you like—shes artidtic, they say."

" Is dhe a Post Impressionist? "

" Pogt Impressoniam, indeed! Come aong to tea
This world is getting too much for me dtogether."

Aziz was offended. The remark suggested that he, an
obscure Indian, had no right to have heard of Post Im-
pressonigm—a privilege resarved for the Ruling Race,
that. He sad diffly, " | do not consder Mrs. Moore my
friend, | only ma he accdentdly in my mosgue"” and
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was adding " a dngle meeting is too short to meke a
friend,” but before he could finish the sentence the iff-
ness vanished from it, because he fdt Fieding's funda
mental good will. His own went out to it, and grgppled
beneath the shifting tides of emotion which can done
beer the voyager to an anchorage but may dso carry him
aoross it on to the rocks He wes e redly—as e as
the shore-dwedler who can only understand sability and
Upposss that every ship must be wrecked, and he had
snsgions the shoredwdler cannot know. Indeed, he
was sendtive rather than responsve. In every remark
he found a meaning, but not dways the true meaning,
and his life though vivid was largely a dreem. Fielding,
for ingance, had not meat that Indians are obscure, but
that Post Impressioniam is; a gulf divided his remark
from Mrs. Turton's " Why, they soesk English,’ but to
Azizthetwo sounded dlike. Fielding saw that something
had gone wrong, and equdly that it had come right, but
he didn't fidget, being an optimis where persond rea
tions were concaned, and thar tak rattled on as before.

" Beddes the ladies | am expecting one of my asidants
—Narayan Godbole."

" Oho, the Deccani Brahman! "

" He wants the past back too, but not precisdy
Alamgir."

"1 should think not. Do you know what Deccani
Brahmans say? That England conquered India from
them—from them, mind, and not from the Moguls. Is
not that like their chesk? They have even bribed it to
aopear in text-books, for they are o aubtle and immensdy
rich. Professor Godbole must be quite unlike dl other
Deccani Brahmans from dl | can heer ssy. A mod sin-
cere chap.”

" Why don't you fdlows run a dub in Chandrapore,
Aziz?"

" Pahgos—some day . . . just now | s&2 Mrs. Moore
and—what's her name—coming."
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How fortunate that it was an " unconventiond ™ party,
where formdities are ruled out! On this beds Aziz
found the English ladies essy to tdk to, he treaeted them
like men. Beauty would have troubled him, for it en-
tails rules of its own, but Mrs. Moore wes so0 old and
Miss Quested s0 plain that he was soared this anxiety.
Adedas angular body and the freckles on her face were
terrible defets in his eyes and he wondered how God
could have been s0 unkind to any femde form. His
dtitude towards her remained entirdy sraightforward
in conssguence
" | want to ask you something, Dr. Aziz,” she began.
" | heard from Mrs. Moore how hepful you were to her
in the moxgue, and how interesting. She learnt more
about India in those fav minutes tak with you than
in the three wesks dnce we landed.”

" Oh, pleese do not mention a little thing like that. Is
there anything dse | may tell you about my country?™

" | want you to explain a disgppointment we had this
morning; it mug be some point of Indian eiquette”

" There honedtly is none” he replied. " We are by
nature a mog informal people.”

" | am afraid we must have made some blunder and
given offence” said Mrs. Moore.

" That is even more impossble But may | know the
facts?'

" An Indian lady and gentleman were to sand their
carriage for us this morning at nine. It has never come
We waited and waited and waited; we can't think what

" Some misunderstanding,” sad Fielding, sseing at
once that it was the type of incident that had better not
be deared up.

"Oh no, it waant that,” Miss Quested persged.
"They even gave up going to Cdcutta to entertain us.
We must have made some stupid blunder, we both fed
sure”
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" | wouldn't worry about that.”

" Exactly what Mr. Heedop tdls me” she retorted,
reddening a little. " If one doesn't worry, how's one to
understand ? "

The hogt wes indined to change the subject, but Aziz
took it up warmly, and on learning fragments of the
ddlinquents name pronounced that they were Hindus.

" Sack Hindus—they have no idea of society; | know
them very wdl because of a doctor at the hospitd. Such
a dack, unpunctud fellow! Itis aswdl you did not go
to their house, for it would give you a wrong idea of
India. Nothing sanitary. | think for my own part they
grew ashamed of their house and that is why they did

" That's a notion," sad the other man.

" | do s0 hate myderies” Adda announced.

" We English do."

" | didike them not because 1'm English, but from my
own persond point of view," she corrected.

"1 like myderies but | rather didike muddles” sad
Mrs. Moore.

'A mygey isamuddle”

'Oh, do you think so, Mr. Fielding?"

" A mysgery isonly ahigh-sounding term for amuddle.
No advantage in stirring it up, in ether cese Aziz and
I know wdl that Indias a muddle.”

" Indids———Oh, what an dlarming ideal "

" Ther€ll be no muddle when you come to sse me,”
sad Aziz, rather out of his depth. " Mrs. Moore and
everyone—I invite you all—oh, pleas2™

The old lady accepted: dhe ill thought the young
doctor excessivdly nice; moreover, a new feding, half
languor, half excitement, bade her turn down any fresh
path. Miss Quested acogted out of adventure. She dso
liked Aziz, and bdieved that when she knew him better
he would unlock his country for her. His invitation
gratified her, and she asked him for his address.
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Aziz thought of his bungdow with horror. It was a
detetable shanty neer a low bazaar. There was prac-
ticdly only one room in it, and that infeted with smdl
black flies. " Oh, but we will tak of something dse now!/*
he exdamed. " | wish | lived here. S=e this beautiful
room! Let us admire it together for a little. Sse those
curves a the bottom of the acches What ddicacy! It
is the architecture of Question and Answer. Mrs. Moore,
you ae in Indig; | am not joking." The room inspired
him. It was an audience hdl built in the eghteenth
century for some high offidd, and though of wood had
reminded Fielding of the Loggia de Lanzi a Forence.
Little rooms, now Europeanized, clung to it on ether
dde but the centrd hall was unpgpered and unglassed,
and the air of the garden poured in fredy. One &t in
public—on exhibition, as it were—in full view of the
gadeners who were screaming a the birds and of the
man who rented the tank for the cultivation of water
chestnut. Fielding let the mango trees too—there was
no knowing who might not come in—and his sarvants st
on his ggos night and day to discourage thieves Beau-
tiful ceatanly, and the Englishman had not spailt it,
wherees Aziz in an ocddentd moment would have hang
Maude Goodmans on the wdls.  Yet there was no doubt
to whom the room redlly bdonged. . . .

"1 am doing judice here. A poor widow who has
bean robbed comes dong and | give her fifty rupees to
another a hundred, and so on and so on. | should like
that"

Mrs. Moore amiled, thinking of the modern method as
exemplified in her son. " Rupess don't lag for ever, I'm
afraid,” de sad.

" Minewould. God would give me more when he saw
| gave. Always be giving, like the Nawab Bahadur. My
faher was the samg that is why he died poor." And
pointing about the room he peopled it with derks and
offidds dal benevoent because they lived long ago. " So
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we would sit giving for ever—on a carpet instead of
chairs, that is the chief change between now and then, but
I think we would never punish anyone."

The ladies agreed.

" Poor criminal, give him another chance. It only
makes a man worse to go to prison and be corrupted/'
His face grew very tender—the tenderness of one in-
cgpable of administration, and unable to grasp that if the
poor criminal is let off he will again rob the poor widow.
He was tender to everyone except a few family enemies
whom he did not consider human: on these he desired
revenge. He was even tender to the English; he knew
at the bottom of his heart that they could not help being
so cold and odd and circulating like an ice stream
through his land. " We punish no one, no one,' he re-
peated, " and in the evening we will give a great banquet
with a nautch and lovely girls shall shine on every side
of the tank with fireworks in their hands, and all shall
be feasting and happiness until the next day, when there
shall be justice as before—fifty rupees, a hundred, a
thousand—till peace comes. Ah, why didn't we live in
that time ?>—But are you admiring Mr. Fielding's house ?
Do look how the pillars are painted blue, and the veran-
dah's pavilions—what do you cdal them?—that are above
us inside are blue aso. Look a the carving on the
pavilions. Think of the hours it took. Their little roofs
are curved to imitate bamboo. So pretty—and the bam-
boos waving by the tank outside. Mrs. Moore!l Mrs,
Moore!"

"Well ?" she said, laughing.

"Y ou remember the water by our mosque? It comes
down and fills this tank—a skilful arrangement of the
Emperors. They stopped here going down into Bengal,
They loved water. Wherever they went they created
fountains, gardens, hammams. | was telling Mr. Field-
ing | would give anything to serve them.”

He was wrong about the water, which no Emperor,
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however skilful, can cause to gravitate uphill; a depres-
son of some depth together with the whole of Chandra
pore lay baween the mosque and Felding's house
Ronny would have pulled him up, Turton would have
wanted to pull him up, but restrained himsdf. Fielding
did not even want to pull him up; he had dulled his crav-
ing for verbd truth and cared chiefly for truth of mood.
As for Miss Quested, she acogted everything Aziz sad
as true verbdly. In her ignorance, she regarded him as
" India,"” and never surmised that his outlook was limited
and his method inaccurate, and that no ore is India

He was now much excited, chattering away hard, and
even saying damn when he got mixed up in his sentences
He told them of his profession, and of the operations he
had witnessed and performed, and he went into detals
that scared Mrs. Moore, though Miss Quested mistook
them for proofs of his broad-mindedness, she had heard
auch tak a home in advanced acadamic drdes ddib-
erady free She supposed him to be emandpated as
well as rdiable, and placed him on a pinnade which he
could not retain. He was high enough for the moment,
to be sure, but not on any pinnacle. Wings bore him up,
and flagging would depodgt him.

The arrival of Professor Godbole quieted him some-
what, but it remained his afternoon. The Brahman,
polite and enigmatic, did not impede his doquence, and
even goplauded it. He took his tea a a little digance
from the outcedts, from a low table placed dightly be
hind him, to which he dretched back, and as it were en-
countered food by accident; al feigned indifference to
Professor Godboles tea  He wes ederly and wizen with
a grey moudtache and grey-blue eyes, and his complexion
was as far as a European's. He wore a turban that
looked like pae purple macaroni, coat, wastcoat, dhoti,
s0cks with docks  The docks metched the turban, and
his whole gpopearance suggeted harmony—=as if he had
reconciled the products of East and West, mentd as well
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as physica, and could never be discomposad. The ladies
were interesded in him, and hoped that he would supple-
ment Dr. Aziz by saying something about religion. But
he only ae—dae and ae, smiling, never letting his eyes
catch sght of his hand.

Leaving the Mogul Emperors, Aziz turned to topics
that could didress no one. He destribed the ripening
of the mangoes, and how in his boyhood he used to run
out in the Rains to a big mango grove bdonging to an
uncle and gorge there. " Then back with water stream-
ing over you and perhgps rather a pain indde. But |
did not mind. All my friends were paining with me
We have a proverb in Urdu: 'What does unhappiness
meatter when we are dl unhgppy together ? which comes
in conveniently after mangoes. Miss Queded, do wait
for mangoes Why not sdtle dtogether in India? ™

"I'm arad | can't do that,” sad Adda She made
the remark without thinking what it meant. To her, as
to the three men, it ssamad in key with the res of the
conversation, and not for severd minutes—indeed, not
for half an hour—did ge redize that it was an impor-
tant, remark, and ought to have been mede in the fird
pa=?to Ronny.

" Vigtors like you are too rare.”

" They are indeed,” sad Professor Godbole. " Such
affability is sddom ssen.  But what can we offer to de-
tain them?"

" Mangoes, mangoes,’

They laughed. " Even mangoes can be got in Eng-
land now," put in Fielding. " They ship them in ice-cold
rooms. Y ou can make Indiain England gpparently, just
asyou can meke England in India”

" Frightfully expendve in both cases" sad the girl.

" | suppose 0.

" And nagty."

But the host wouldn't dlow the conversaiion to teke
this heavy turn. He turned to the old lady, who looked
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flusered and put out—he could not imagine why—and
aked about her own plans. She replied that e should
like to se over the College. Everyone immediady rose,
with the exception of Professor Godbole, who wes finish-
ing a banana

" Don't you come too, Adela; you didike ingtitutions.”

"Yes, tha is 90," sad Miss Quested, and st down
again.

Aziz hestaed. His audience was splitting up. The
more familiar half was going, but the more atentive
remaned. Reflecting that it was an " unconventiond "
afternoon, he gsopped.

Tak went on as before. Could one offer the visitors
unripe mangoes in a fool? "l guesk now as a doctor:
no.” Then the old man sad, " But | will send you up
a few hedthy svegs | will give mysdf that plessure”

" Miss Quested, Professor Godboles sveds are ddli-
cious" sad Aziz sadly, for he wanted to sad swveds
too and had no wife to cook them. " They will give
you a red Indian treest. Ah, in my poor podtion | can
give you nothing."

"1 don't know why you sy that, when you have so
kindly asked us to your house” f~

He thought again of his bungdow with horror. Good
heavens the supid girl had teken him a his word!
What was heto do? " Yes, dl tha is stled,” he cried.
" | invite you al to s== me in the Marabar Caves”

"1 shdl be delighted."

" Oh, tha is a mog magnificent entertainment com-
paed to my poor sveds But has not Miss Quested
vidted our caves dready? "

" No. I've not even heard of them."

"Not hexrd of them?' both cried. "The Marabar
Caves in the Marabar Hills?"

" We hear nothing interesting up at the dub. Only
tennis and ridiculous gossip.”

The old man was dlent, perhgps feding that it wes
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unssemly of her to criticize her race, perhgps fearing
that if he agreed she would report him for didoydty.
But the young man uttered a rapid " | know."

" Then tdl me everything you will, or | shdl never
undergand India. Are they the hills | sometimes s in
the evening? What ae these caves?'

Aziz undertook to explain, but it presently gpopeared
that he had never vidted the caves himsdf—had dways
been " meaning " to go, but work or private budness had
prevented him. and they were so far. Professor Godbole
chaffed him pleesantly. " My desr young dSr, the pot
and the kettle! Have you ever heard of that useful
proverb?™

" Are they large caves? " dhe asked.

" No, not large.”

" Do destribe them, Professor Godbole.™

"It will be a great honour." He drew up his chair
and an expression of tensdon came over his face Taking
the cigarette box, she offered to him and to Aziz, and lit
up hersdf. After an impressive pause he said: "There
is an entrance in the rock which you enter, and through
the entrance is the cave™

" Something like the caves at Elephanta?™

" Oh no, not a all; at Elephanta there are sculptures
of Sivaand Parvati. There are no sculptures at Mara-
bar."

" They ae immensdy holy, no doubt,” sad Aziz, to
hdp on the narrative.

" Oh no, oh no."

" Sill, they are ornamented in some way."”

" Oh no."

" Well, why are they so fanous ? We dl tdk of the
famous Marabar Caves. Perhgps that is our empty
brag.”

" No, | should not quite say that."

" Describe them to this lady, then.”

" It will be a greet pleesure” He forewent the pless
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ure, and Aziz redized that he was kegping badk some-
thing about the caves He redized because he often
auffered from smilar inhibitions himsdf. Sometimes, to
the exagperation of Major Calendar, he would pess over
the one rdevant fact in a position, to dwdl on the hun-
dred irrdevant. The M ajor accused him of disingenuous-
ness and weas roughly right, but only roughly. It was
rather that a power he couldn't control capricioudy
dlenced his mind. Godbole had been dlenced now; no
doubt not willingly, he was conceding something.
Handled subtly, he might regain control and announce
that the Marabar Caves were—full of ddactites perhaps;
Aziz led up to this, but they weren't.

The didogue remained light and friendly, and Adea
had no conception of its underdrift. She did not know
that the comparaivaly smple mind of the Mohammedan
was encountering Ancient Night. Aziz played a thrill-
ing gane He weas handling a human toy that refused
to work—he knew tha much. |If it worked, neither he
nor Professor Godbole would be the least advantaged,
but the atempt enthrdled him and weas akin to abdract
thought. On he chattered, defested & every move by
an opponent who would not even admit that a move had
been made, and further than ever from discovering what,
if anything, was extraordinary about the Marabar Caves

Into this Ronny dropped.

With an annoyance he took no trouble to conced, he
cdled from the garden "What's hgppened to Fielding?
Wheres my mother ?"

" Good evening! " she replied codlly.

" | want you and mother at once Ther€e's to be polo.”

" | thought there weas to be no polo."

" Everything's dtered. Some soldier men have come
in. Comeaongand I'll tdl you about it."

" Y our mother will return shortly, sir, sa'd Professor
Godbole, who had risen with deference. " There is but
little to ss= a our poor college™
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Ronny took no notice, but continued to address his
remarks to Adela; he had hurried awvay from his work
to take her to s the polo, because he thought it would
give her pleesure. He did not meen to be rude to the
two men, but the only link he could be conscious of with
an Indian was the officdd, and neither hgppened to be
his subordinate. As private individuals he forgot them.

Unfortunately Aziz was in no mood to be forgotten.
He would not give up the secure and intimate note of
the last hour. He had not risen with Godbole, and
now, offendvey friendly, cdled from his s, " Come
aong up and join us, Mr. Headop; gt down till your
mother turns up.”

Ronny replied by ordering one of Fielding's sarvants
to fetch his meger a once

" He may not underdand that. Allow me—" Aziz
repeated the order idiomaticaly.

Ronny wes tempted to retort; he knew the type; he
knew al the types, and this wes the spailt Westernized.
But he was a sarvant of the Government, it was his job
to avoid " incidents” s0 he sad nothing, and ignored
the provocation that Aziz continued to offer. Aziz wes
provocative. Everything he sad had an impertinent
flavour or jarred. His wings were failing, but he re-
fused to fal without a struggle. He did not meen to be
impertinent to Mr. Headop, who had never done him
harm, but here was an Anglo-Indian who must become a
man before comfort could be regained. He did not meaen
to be greadily confidentid to Miss Quedted, only to enlist
her support; nor to be loud and jolly towards Professor
Godbole. A drange quatete—he fluttering to the
ground, she puzzled by the sudden ugliness, Ronny
fuming, the Brahman observing al three, but with down-
cd eyes and hands folded, as if nothing was noticesble
A e from a play, thought Fielding, who now saw
them from the disgance aoross the garden grouped among
the blue pillars of his beautiful hall.
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"Don't trouble to come, mother/' Ronny called,;
" we're just starting." Then he hurried to Fielding,
drew him aside and said with pseudo-heartiness, " | say,
old man, do excuse me, but | think perhaps you oughtn't
to have left Miss Quested alone.”

" 1'm sorry, what's up? " replied Fielding, aso trying

to be genial.
"Well . . . I'm the sun-dried bureaucrat, no doubt;
still, 1 don't like to see an English girl left smoking with

two Indians.”

" She stopped, as she smokes, by her own wish, old
man."

" Yes, that's all right in England."

"1 realy can't sse the harm."

"1f you can't see you can't see . . . Can't you se
that fellow's a bounder?"

Aziz flamboyant, was patronizing Mrs. Moore.

" He isn't a bounder," protested Fielding. " His
nerves are on edge, that's all."

" What should have upset his precious nerves? "

" | don't know. He was all right when | left."

" Well, it's nothing I've said," said Ronny reassuringly.
" | never even spoke to him."

" Oh well, come along now, and take your ladies away;
the catastrophe over."”

" Fielding . . . don't think I'm taking it badly, or
anything of that sort. . . . | suppose you won't come on
to the polo with us? We should all be delighted.”

" I'm afraid | can't, thanks all the same. I'm awfully
sorry you fed I've been remiss. | didn't mean to be."”

So the leave-taking began. Every one was cross or
wretched. It was as if irritation exuded from the very
soil. Could one have been so petty on a Scotch moor or
an ltalian alp? Fielding wondered afterwards. There
seemed no reserve of tranquillity to draw upon in India
Either none, or dse tranquillity swallowed up everything,
as it appeared to do for Professor Godbole. Here was
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Aziz dl shoddy and odious, Mrs. Moore and Miss
Quested both slly, and he himsdf and Heedop both
decorous on the surface, but detesteble redly, and detest-
ing eaech other.

" Good-bye, Mr. Fielding, and thank you so much. . . .
What lovey College buildi ngs! "

" Good-bye, Mrs. Moore."

" Good- bye Mr. Fielding. Such an interesting after-
noon. . . . f.'

" Good-bye, Miss Quested.”

" Good-bye, Dr. Aziz." ,

" Good-bye, Mrs. Moore."

" Good-bye, Dr. Aziz."

" Good-bye, Miss Quested.” He pumped her hand up
and down to show that he fdt & eex= " You'll jolly
jolly well not forget those caves won't you? 1'll fix the
WholeshaN upinajiffy.”

" Thank you. . . ."

Inspired by the devil to afinal effort, he added, " What
a shame you leave India so soon! Oh, do recondder
your decison, do day."

" Good-bye, Professor Godbole,"* dhe continued, sud-
denly Agitated. " It's a hame we never heard you sing.”

" | may sing now,” he replied, and did.

His thin voice rose, and gave out one sound after an-
other. At times there ssemed rhythm, at times there was
the illusion of a Western melody. But the ear, beffled
repeatedly, soon log any due, and wandered in a maze
of noises none harsh or unpleesant, none inteligible. It
was the song of an unknown bird. Only the sarvants
understood it. They began to whigper to one another.
The man who weas gathering water chestnut came naked
out of the tank, his lips parted with ddight, disclosng
his scarlet tongue. The sounds continued and osesd
dter a fav moments as caaudly as they had begun—
goparently half through a bar, and upon the aixc
dominant.
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"Thanks so much: what weas that?' asked Fielding.

"1 will explain in detail. It was a religious song. |
placed mysdf in the podtion of a milkmaiden. | say
to Shri Krishna, ' Come! come to me only/ The god
refuses to come | grow humble and say: 'Do not
come to me only. Multiply yoursdf into a hundred
Krishnas, and let one go to each of my hundred com-
panions, but one, O Lord of the Universe, come to me'
He refusss to come This is repested severd times. The
ong is composad in a raga gppropriate to the present
hour, which is the evening.”

" But He comes in some other song, | hope?' said
Mrs. Moore gently.

" Oh no, he refuses to come” repeated Godbole, per-
haps not understanding her question. " | sy to Him,
Come, come come come, come, come  He negledts to
come.”

Ronny's gegps had died away, and there was a moment
of absolute dlence No ripple digurbed the water, no
leef dirred.

CHAPTER VIII

LTHOUGH Miss Quested had known Ronny wel

.in England, she fdt wdl advised to visit him before
deciding to be his wife. India had devdoped sidesof his
chaacter that e had never admired. His sdf-com-
placency, his censoriousness, his lack of subtlety, al grew
vivid benegth a tropic sky; he ssamed more indifferent
than of old to what was pasing in the minds of his
felows, more certain that he was right about them or
that if he was wrong it didn't meatter.\ When proved
wrong, he weas particularly exasperating; he dways man-
aged to sugges that e needn't have bothered to prove
it. The point she made was never the rdevant point,
her arguments condusive but barren, e was reminded
that he had expet knowledge and e none, and that
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experience would not hep her because she could not in-
terpret it. A Public School, London University, a year
at a crammer's, a particular ssguance of podts in a particu-
lar province, a fal from a horse and a touch of fever
were presented to her as the only training by which In-
dians and dl who redde in their country cen be under-
stood; the only training she could comprehend, that is
to sy, for of course above Ronny there dretched the
higher redms of knowledge, inhabited by Cdlendars and
Turtons, who had been not one year in the country but
twenty and whose indincts were superhuman.  For him-
f he made no extravagant cdlams; she wished he would.
It was the qudified bray of the cdlow offidd, the " | am
not perfect, but——" that got on her nerves.

How gross he had been a Mr. Fdding's—spoiling
the tak and waking off in the middle of the haunting
song! As he drove them away in the tum-tum, her irrita-
tion became unbearable, and dhe did not redize that much
of it wes directed agang hersdf. She longed for an
opportunity to fly out a him, and dsnce he fdt crass too,
and they were both in India, an opportunity soon oc-
curred. They had scacdy left the College grounds be-
fore e heard him say to his mother, who was with
him on the front s&t, "What was that about caves?
and she promptly opened fire

" Mrs. Moore, your delightful doctor has decided on
a picnic, ingead of a party in his house, we are to megt
him out there—you, mysdf, Mr. Fielding, Professor
Godbole—exactly the same party.”

" Out where? " asked Ronny.

" The Marabar Caves."

"Well, I'm blessed,” he murmured after a pause
" Did he desoend to any ddtals ?™

" He did not. If you had gooken to him, we could
have arranged them.”

He shook his heed, laughing.

" Have | sad anything funny?"
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" | was only thinking how the worthy doctor's collar:
climbed up his neck."

" | thought you were discussing the caves."

"So |l am. Aziz was exquisitely dressed, from tie-pin
to gpats, but he had forgotten his back collar-stud, and
there you have the Indian all over: inattention to detail;
the fundamental dackness that reveals the race. Simi-
larly, to 'meet' in the caves as if they were the clock
at Charing Cross, when they're miles from a station and
each other."

" Have you been to them?"

" No, but | know all about them, naturally."

"Oh, naturally!"

" Are you too pledged to this expedition, mother ? "

" Mother is pledged to nothing,” said Mrs. Moore,
rather unexpectedly. " Certainly not to this polo. Will
you drive up to the bungalow first, and drop me there,
please? | prefer to rest.”

" Drop me too," said Adela. " | don't want to watch
polo either, I'm sure.”

" Simpler to drop the polo," said Ronny. Tired and
disappointed, he quite lost self-control, and added in a
loud lecturing voice, " | won't have you messing about
with Indians any more! If you want to go to the Mara-
bar Caves, you'll go under British auspices."

" I've never heard of these caves, | don't know what
or where they are,"” said Mrs. Moore, " but | really can't
have "—she tapped the cushion beside her—" so much
quarrelling and tiresomeness! "

The young people were ashamed. They dropped her
at the bungalow and drove on together to the polo, feel-
ing it was the least they could do. Their crackling bad
humour left them, but the heaviness of their spirit re-
mained; thunderstorms seldom clear the air. Miss
Quested was thinking over her own behaviour, and didn't
like it at all. Instead of weighing Ronny and herself,
and coming to a reasoned conclusion about marriage, she
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had incidentdly, in the course of a tdk about mangoes,
remarked to mixed company that she didn't mean to dop
inIndia.  Which meant that she wouldn't marry Ronny:
but what a way to announce it, what a way for a civi-
lized girl to behavel She owed him an explanation, but
unfortunately there was nothing to explain. The " thor-
ough talk"” so dear to her principles and temperament
had been pogponed until too lae There ssamed no
point in being dissgresdble to him and formulating her
complaints againg his character at this hour of the day,
which wes the evening. . . . The polo took place on the
Maidan near the entrance of Chandrapore city. The sun
was dready declining and each of the trees hdd a premo-
nition of night. They wadked awvay from the governing
group to a digtant s, and there, feding that it wes his
due and her own, she forced out of hersdf the undigested
remark: " We mug have a thorough tak, Ronny, I'm
afraid."

" My temper's rotten, | mugt apologize,” was his reply.
" | didn't mean to order you and mother about, but of
course the way those Bengdis let you down this morn-
ing annoyed me, and | don't want that sort of thing
to keep happening.”

" It's nothing to do with them that | . .

" No, but Aziz would make some similar muddle over
the caves He meant nothing by the invitation, | could
tel by his voice; it's just their way of being pleasant.”

" It's something very different, nothing to do with
caves that | wanted to tak over with you." She gazed
a the colourless grass. " I've findly decided we are not
going to be married, my dear boy."

The news hurt Ronny very much. He had heard Aziz
announce that she would not return to the country, but
had paid no attention to the remark, for he never dreamt
that an Indian could be a channd of communication be-
tween two English people  He controlled himsdf and
sad gently, " You never said we should marry, my dear
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girl; you never bound ether yoursdf or me—dont let
this upset you."

She fdt ashamed. How decat he wasl He might
force his opinions down her throat, but did not press her
to an " engagement,’ because he bdieved, like hersdf, in.
the sanctity of pearsond reationships. it was this that
had drawn them together a their first meeting, which had
occurred among the grand scenery of the English Lakes.
Her orded was over, but she fdt it should have been more
painful and longer. Adeda will not marry Ronny. It
samed dipping away like a dream. She sad, " But let
us discuss things, it's al so frightfully important, we
musint meke fdse degps | want next to hear your
point of view about me—it might hdp us both."

His manner was unhgppy and reserved. " | don't
much bdlievein this discussng—besdes, 1'm so deed with
al this extra work Mohurram's bringing, if you'll ex-
cue me”

" | only want everything to be absolutdy dear between
us, and to ansver any questions you care to put to me
on my conduct.”

" But | haven't got any quedions. You've acted
within your rights, you were quite right to come out and
have a look a me doing my work, it was an excdlent
plan, and anyhow it's no use talking furthe—we should
only gat up geam.” He fdt angry and bruised; he was
too proud to tempt her back, but he did not condder that
she had behaved badly, because where his compatriots
were concerned he had a generous mind.

"1 suppoe that there is nothing ese it's unpardon-
able of me to have given you and your mother all this
bother,” Sad Miss Quested heavily, and frowned up at
the tree benegsth which they were sitting. A little green
bird was observing her, so brilliant and neat that it
might have hopped straight out of a shop. On catching
her eye it dosd its own, gave a amdl skip and prepared
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to go to bed. Some Indian wild bird. " Yes, nothing
else" she repeated, feeling that a profound and passion-
ate speech ought to have been delivered by one or both
of them. " We've been awfully British over it, but |
suppose that's all right.’

" As we are British, | suppose itis."

" Anyhow we've not quarrelled, Ronny."

" Oh, that would have been too absurd. W hy should
we quarrel? "

"1 think we shall keep friends."

"1 know we shall."

" Quite so."

As soon as they had exchanged this admission, a wave
of relief passed through them both, and then transformed
itself into a wave of tenderness, and passed back. They
were softened by their own honesty, and began to fed
lonely and unwise. Experiences, not character, divided
them; they were not dissimilar, as humans go; indeed,
when compared with the people who stood nearest to them
in point of goace they became practically identical. The
Bhil who was holding an officer's polo pony, the Eura-
sian who drove the Nawab Bahadur's car, the Nawab
Bahadur himself, the Nawab Bahadur's debauched grand-
son—none would have examined a difficulty so frankly
and coolly. The mere fact of examination caused it to
diminish. Of course they were friends, and for ever.
" Do you know what the name of that green bird up
above us is?" she asked, putting her shoulder rather
nearer to his.

" Bee-eater."

" Oh no, Ronny, it has red bars on its wings."

" Parrot,"” he hazarded.

" Good gracious no."

The bird in question dived into the dome of the tree.
It was of no importance, yet they would have liked to
identify it, it would somehow have solaced their hearts.
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But nothing in India is identifidble, the mere askiug of
a quedion causss it to disgppear or to mearge in ome-
thing ds=

"McBryde hes an illugrated bird book/' he said de-
jectedly. " I'm no good at dl at birds, in fadt I'm use-
less at any information outsde my own job. It's agresat

"Soam|l. I'musHess at everything."

"What do | hear?" shouted the Nawab Bahadur at
the top of his voice, causng both of them to dart.
"What most improbable gatemet have | heard? An
English lady usdess ? No, no, no, no, no." He laughed
genidly, sure, within limits, of his wdcome

" Hallo, Nawab Bahadur! Been watching the polo
again?' sad Ronny tepidly.

" | have, sahib, | have™

"How do you do?" sad Adea, likewise pulling her-
df together. She held out her hand. The old gentle-
man judged from so wanton a gesture that she was new
to his country, but he paid little heed. Women who
exposed their face became by that one act so mysterious
to him that he took them at the vauation of their men
folk rather than a his own. Perhgps they were not
immoral, and anyhow they were not his affair. On s
ing the City Magidrate done with a maiden at twilight,
he had borne down on them with hospitable intent. He
had a new little car, and wished to place it a their dis
pos ; the City Magigtrate would decide whether the offer
was acogpteble

Ronny was by this time rather ashamed of his curt-
ness to Aziz and Godbole, and here was an opportunity
of showing that he could treat Indians with consderation
when they desarved it So he sad to Adda, with the
same sad friendliness that he had employed when dis
cussing the bird, " Would half an hour's spin entertain
you at all ?"

" Oughtn't we to get back to the bungalow? ™
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"Why?" He gazed at her.

" | think perhgps | ought to see your mother and dis
cuss future plans.”

"That's as you like, but therés no hurry, is there?"

" Let me take you to the bungalow, and firg the little
spin,” cried the old man, and hegtened to the car.

" He may show you some agpett of the country | cant,
and hes ared loydist. | thought you might care for a
bit of a change

Determined to give him no more trouble, she agreed,
but her dedre to s India had suddenly decreased.  There
had been a factitious demat in it.

How should they st theansdves inthe car ? The de
gant grandson had to be left behind. The Nawab Baha
dur got up in front, for he had no intention of neigh-
bouring an English girl. " Despite my advanced years, |
am learning to drive,” he said. " Man can learn every-
thing if he will but try." And foreseedng a further
difficulty, he added, " | do not do the actud seering. |
gt and ak my chauffeur questions, and thus learn the
reeson for everything that is done before | do it mysdlf.
By this method serious and | may say ludicrous accdents,
such hs befdl one of my compatriots during that delight-
ful reception a the English Club, are avoided. Our
good Panna Lai! | hope, sahib, that great damage was
not done to your flowers. Let us have our little spin
down the Gangavati road. Half one leegue onwards!™
He fdl ademp.

Ronny indructed the chauffeur to take the Marabar
road rather than the Gangaveti, snce the latter wes
under repair, and settled himsaf down besde the lady
he had lost. The car mede a burring noise and rushed
aong a chausse that ran upon an embankment ebove
mdancholy fields. Trees of a poor quality bordered the
road, indeed the whole soae was inferior, and suggested
that the countryside was too vagt to admit of excdlence
In vain did each item in it cdl out, " Come, come™
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There was not enough god to go round. The two young
people conversed fedhly and felt unimportant.  When the
darkness began, it ssamed to well out of the meegre vege-
tation, entirdy covering the fidds each dde of them
before it brimmed over the road. Ronny's face grew
dim—an evat that dways increesed her edeam for his
character. Her hand touched his, owing to a jolt, and
one of the thrills so frequent in the anima kingdom
pes=d bawean them, and announced that dl their diffi-
culties were only a lovers quarrel. Each was too proud
to increese the pressure, but nether withdrew it, and a
spurious unity descended on them, as locd and tempo-
rary as the gleam that inhabits a firefly. It would vanish
in a moment, perhaps to regppear, but the darkness is
done durdble.  And the night that encirded them, abso-
lute as it seamed, wss itsdf only a spurious unity, being
modified by the geams of day that leeked up round the
edges of the earth, and by the gars.

They gripped . . . bump, jump, a swverve, two wheds
lifted in the air, brakes on, bump with tree a edge of
embankment, gandstill. An accident. A dight one
Nobody hurt. The Nawab Bahadur awvoke Hey ried
out in Arabic, and violently tugged his beard.

"What's the damage?' enquired Ronny, &fter the
moment's peuse that he permitted himsdf before taking
chage of a dtuation. The Eurasian, inclined to be
flustered, ralied to the sound of his voice, and, every
inch an Englishman, replied, " Y ou give me five min-
utes time, I'll teke you any dam anywhere."

" Frightened, Addla?"” He rdeasad her hand.

" Not abit."

" | condder not to be frightened the height of folly,”
cried the Nawab Bahadur quite rudely.

" Well, it's all over now, tears are usdess”” sad Ronny,
dismounting. " We had some luck butting that tree.

" All over . . . ohyes the danger is pag, let us anoke
cigaettes let us do anything we pleese Oh yes . . .
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enjoy oursdves—oh my merciful God . . ." Hiswords
died into Arabic again.

" Wasn't the bridge. We skidded."

" We didn't skid,"” sad Adda, who had seen the cause
of the acddent, and thought everyone must have san it
too. " Weran into an anima.”

A loud cry broke from the old man: his terror was
disproportionate and ridiculous.

"Ananima?

" A large animd rushed up out of the dark on the
right and hit us."

"By Jove <hes right,” Ronny exdamed. " The
paint's gone."

" By Jove, g, your lady isright," echoed the Eurasian.
Just by the hinges of the door was a dent, and the door
opened with difficulty.

"Of ocourse I'm right. | saw its hairy back quite
plainly."

" | say, Addla, what was it?"

"1 don't know the animds any better than the birds
here—too big for a goat.”

" Exactly, too big for agoa . . ." sad the old man.

Ronny sad, "Let's go into this; let's look for its
tracks."

"Exactly; you wish to borrow this dectric torch.”

The English people waked a few gegos beck into the
darkness, united and happy. Thanks to their youth and
upbringing, they were not upset by the accident. They
traced back the writhing of the tyres to the source of
their disurbance. It was just &fter the exit from a
bridge; the anima had probably come up out of the
nullah. Steedy and smooth ran the marks of the ca,
ribbons neatly nicked with lozenges, then al went mad.
Certainly some externa force had impinged, but the road
had been usad by too many objects for any one track to
be legible, and the torch crested such high lights and
black shadows that they could not interpret what it re-
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veded. Moreover, Adda in her excitement kndt and
svept her skirts aout, until it was she if anyone who
gopeared to have atacked the car. The incident was a
great rdief to them both. They forgot their abortive
persond relaionship, and fdt adventurous as they mud-
dled about in the dudt.

"1 bdieve it was a buffalo,” she cdled to their hog,
who had not accompanied them.

" Exactly."

" Unless it was a hyena™

Ronny gpproved this last conjecture. Hyenas prowl in
nullahs and headlights dazzle them.

" Excdlent, a hyena,” sad the Indian with an angry
irony and a geture at the night. " Mr. Harris! ™

" Half a mo-ment. Give me ten minutes time."

" Sahib says hyena™

" Don't worry Mr. Harris. He saved us from a nasty
smash. Harris, wdl done! ™

" A gnadh, sahib, that would not have teken place hed
he obeyed and taken us Gangavati Sde, indead of Mara-
bar."

" My fault that. | told him to come this way because
the road's better. Mr. Ledey has made it pukka* right
up to the hills"

" Ah, now | begin to understand.” Seeming to pull
himsdf together, he gpologized dowly and daboratdy
for the acddent. Ronny murmured, " Not at all,” but
gpologies were his due, and should have darted sooner:
because English people are 0 cdm a a crigs, it is not
to be assumead that they are unimportant. The Nawab
Bahadur had not come out very wdll.

At thaa moment a large car goproached from the
oppogte direction. Ronny advanced a few geps down
the road, and with authority in his voice and gedure
gopped it. It bore the inscription " Mudkul State™
aooss its bonnet.  All friskiness and friendliness, Miss
Derek st indde.
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" Mr. Heasop, Miss Quested, what are you holding up
an innocent femde for ?

" We've had a breakdown/'

" But how putrid! "

" We ran into a hyenal "

" How absolutely rotten! "

" Can you give us a lift?"

" Yes indeed.”

" Take me too," sad the Nawab Bahadur.

" Heh, what about me?" cried Mr. Harris.

" Now what's dl this? 1'm not an omnibus,” said Miss
Derek with decison. " I've a harmonium and two dogs
in here with me as it is. I'll take three of you if on€ll
gt in front and nurse apug. No more."

"1 will gt in front,” sad the Nawab Bahadur.

" Then hop in: I've no notion who you are.”

" Heh no, what about my dinner? | cant be left done
al the night.” Trying to look and fed like a European,
the chauffeur interposed aggressively. He ill wore a
topi, dexpite the darkness, and his face to which the
Ruling Rece had contributed little beyond bad teeth,
peered out of it patheticdly, and ssamed to sy, " What's
it al about? Don't worry me 0, you blacks and whites.
Here | am, duck in dam India same as you, and you
got to fit me in better than this."”

" Nussu will bring you out some auitable dinner upon
a bicyde" sad the Nawab Bahadur, who had regained
hisusud dignity. " | shdl degpatch him with dl possble
Fead. Meanwhile, repair my car.”

They goed off, and Mr. Harris, after a reproachful
glance, squatted down upon his hams. When English
and Indians were both present, he grew sdf-conscious
because he did not know to whom he bdonged. For a
littte he was vexed by oppodte currents in his blood,
then they blended, and he bdonged to no one but him-
f.

But Miss Derek wes in tearing spirits. She had sue
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ocedaed in geding the Mudkul car. Her Mahargah
would be awfully dck, but she didn't mind, he could sck
her if he liked. " | don't bdieve in these people letting
you down,"” e sad. " If | didn't snatch like the devil,
| should be nowhere. He doesn't want the car, slly
fool! Surdy it's to the credit of his Sate | should be
s about in it a Chandrapore during my leave. He
ought to look at it that way. Anyhow hes got to look
a it that way. My Maharani's different—my Maharani's
adear. That's her fox tarier, poor little devil. | fished
them out both with the driver. Imagine taking dogs to
a Chiefs Confarencel As sensble as taking Chiefs,
perhaps” She drieked with laughter. " The har-
monium—the harmonium's my little misake, | own.
They rather had me over the harmonium. | meant it
to sop on thetrain. Oh lor'! "

Ronny laughed with restraint. He did not gpprove
of English people taking sarvice under the Native Saes
where they obtain a catan amount of influence, but at
the expanse of the gened prestige. The humorous tri-
umphs of a free lance are of No asadance to an adminis-
trator, and he told the young lady that she would outdo
Indians at ther own game if she wat on much longer.

" They dways sak me before that hgppens, and then
I get another job. The whole of India ssghes with
Maharanis and Ranis and Begums who damour for such
ame

" Redly. | had no idea"

" How could you have any ideg, Mr. Headop? What
should he know about Maharanis, Miss Quested ? Noth-
ing. Atlesst | should hope not."

"l undersgand those big people are not particularly
interesting,” sad Adda, quidly, didiking the young
woman's tone. Her hand touched Ronny's again in the
darkness, and to the anima thrill there was now added
a coinadence of opinion.

" Ah, there you're wrong. They're pricdess”
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"1 would scacdy cdl her wrong,"” broke out the
Nawab Bahadur, from his isolation on the front sea,
whither they had rdegated him. " A Native Stae, a
Hindu Sate, the wife of aruler of a Hindu State, may
beyond doubt be a mog excdlent lady, and let it not be
for a moment supposed that | suggest anything againgt
the character of Her Highness the Maharani of Mudkul.
But | fear e will be uneducated, | fear she will be super-
ditious. Indeed, how could e be otherwise? What
opportunity of education has such a lady had? Oh,
superdtition is terrible, terrible! oh, it is the greaet defect
in our Indian character! "—and as if to point his criti-
cgamn, the lights of the civil daion gopeared on a rise
to the right. He grew more and more voluble. ™ Oh,
it is the duty of eech and every citizen to sheke super-
dtition off, and though | have little experience of Hindu,
Saes and none of this particular one, namey Mudkul
(the Ruler, | fancy, has a dute of but deven guns)—
yet | cannot imeagine that they have been as successul
as British India, where we s reeson and orderliness
Soreading in every direction, like a mos health-giving
floodl"

Miss'Derek said" Golly "

Undeterred by the expletive, the old man swept on.
His tongue had bean loosed and his mind had severd
points to meke. He wanted to endorse Miss Quested's
remark that big people are not interesting, because he
was bigger himsdf than many an independent chief; at
the same time, he must neither remind nor inform her
that he was big, let dhe fdt e had committed a dis
courtesy. This was the groundwork of his oration;
worked in with it was his gratitude to Miss Derek for
the lift, his willingness to hold a repulsve dog in his
arms, and his generd regret for the trouble he had causd
the human race during the evening. Also he wanted to
be dropped near the city to get hold of his deaner, and
to s what mischief his grandson wes up to. As he
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wove al thee anxieties into a sngle rope, he susgpected
that his audience fdt no interest, and that the City Magis-
trate fondled ether maiden behind the cover of the har-
monium, but good breeding compdled him to continue;
it was nothing to him if they were bored, because he did
not know what boredom is, and it was nothing to him if
they were licentious, because God has cregted dll races
to be different. The acddent wss over, and his life,
equably useful, digtinguished, happy, ran on as before
and expresed itsdlf in streems of wdl-chosen words.

When this old geyser left them, Ronny made no com-
ment, but talked lightly about polo; Turton had taught
him that it is sounder not to discuss a man a once, and
he reserved what he had to say on the Nawab's character
until later in the evening. His hand, which he had re-
moved to sy good-bye, touched Adddas again; she
caesd it definitdy, he responded, and their firm and
mutual pressure surdly meant something. They looked
a each other when they reached the bungdow, for Mrs.
Moore was indde it. It was for Miss Quested to goeek,
and dhe sd nervoudy, " Ronny, | should like to take
back what | said on the Maidan.” He assnted, and they
became engaged to be married in conssquence

Nether had foreseen such a consequence She had
meat to revert to her former condition of important
and cultivated uncertainty, but it had pessed out of her
reech at its gppropriate hour. Unlike the green bird or
the hairy anima, she was labdled now. She fdt humili-
ated again, for she dgrecaed labds, and dhe fdt too that
there should have ben another soae between her lover
and hesdf a this point, something dramatic and
lengthy. He was pleesed indead of didressed, he was
surprised, but he had redlly nothing to ssy. What indeed
is there to say? To be or not to be married, that wes
the quedtion, and they had decided it in the affirmative.

" Come dong and let's tdl the mater Al this "—open-
ing the perforated zinc door that protected the bungaow
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from the svarms of winged cregtures  The noise woke
the mater up. She had been dreaming of the absent
children who were so sddom mentioned, Ralph and Stela,
and did not a first grasp what wes required of her. She
too had become used to thoughtful procragtination, and
fet darmed when it came to an end.

When the announcement wes over, he made a gracious
and honest remark. " Look here, both of you, sse India
if you like and as you like—I know | made mysdf rather
ridiculous a Fielding's, but . . . it's different now. |
wasn't quite sure of myself.

" My duties here are evidently finished, | don't want
to s India now; now for my passge back," was Mrs.
Moore's thought. She reminded hersdf of dl that a
happy marriage means, and of her own hagopy mar-
riages, one of which had produced Ronny. Addas
parents had dso been happily married, and excdlent it
was to s the incident repeasted by the younger genera
tion. On and on! the number of such unions would
certainly increese as education goread and ideds grew
loftier, and characters firmer. But she was tired by her
visit to Government College, her feat ached, Mr. Fielding
had wdked too fagt and far, the young people had an-
noyed her in the tum-tum, and given her to suppose they
were breaking with eech other, and though it wes dl right
now she could not goeek as enthusiadicdly of wedlock
or of anything as e should have done Ronny wes
suited, now she must go home and hdp the others, if they
wished. She weas past marrying hersdf, even unhappily;
her function wes to hdp others, her reward to be in-
formed that dhe was sympathetic. Elderly ladies must
not expect more than this.

They dined done.  There was much pleasant and afec-
tionate tak about the future. Later on they goke of
passing events, and Ronny reviewed and recounted the
day from his own point of view. It was a different day
from the women's beceuse while they had enjoyed them-
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sves or thought, he had worked. Mohurram was ap-
proaching, and as usud the Chandrgpore Mohammedans
were building pgper towers of a dze too large to pess
under the branches of a ceartain pepul tree One knew
what hgppened next; the tower stuck, a Mohammedan
climbed up the pepul and cut the branch off, the Hindus
protested, there was a reigious riot, and Heaven knew
what, with perhgps the troops sent for. There had been
deputations and condiliation committees under the aus
pices of Turton, and all the normal work of Chandrgpore
had been hung up. Should the procession teke another
route, or should the towers be shorter? The Moham-
medans offered the former, the Hindus inssted on the
latter. The Codllector had favoured the Hindus, until
he suspedted that they had artificidly bent the tree nearer
the ground. They sad it sagged naturaly. Meesure
ments, plans, an offidd visit to the spot. But Ronny
had not didiked his day, for it proved that the British
were necessary to India; there would certainly have been
bloodshed without them. His voice grew complacent
again; he was here not to be pleesant but to kegp the
peece, and now that Adela had promised to be his wife,
she wes aure to understand.

"What does our old gentleman of the car think?"
she asked, and her negligent tone was exactly what he
desired.

" Our old gentleman is helpful and sound, as he dways
is over public affairs. You've ssn in him our show
Indian.”

"Havel realy?

" I'm afraid so. Incredible, aren't they, even the bet
of them? They're dl—they dl forget their back collar
studs sooner or later. You've had to do with three ssts
of Indiansto-day, the Bhattacharyas, A ziz, and this chap,
and it redly isn't a coincddence that they've dl let you
down.”
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"I like Aziz, Aziz is my red friend,” Mrs. Moore
interposed.

" When the animd runs into us the Nawab loses his
heed, desats his unfortunate chauffeur, intrudes upon
Miss Derek . . . no great crimes, no great crimes, but
no white man would have done it."

"What animal ?"

" Oh, we had a smndl acddent on the Marabar Road.
Adeda thinks it was a hyena.”

" An accident? " e cried.

" Nothing; no one hurt. Our excdlent host avoke
much rattled from his dreams, gopeared to think it was
our fault, and chanted exactly, exactly.”

Mrs. Moore shivered, " A ghost! " But the idea of a
ghost scarody pessed her lips. The young people did not
teke it up, being occupied with their own outlooks, and
deprived of support it perished, or was regbsorbed into
the part of the mind that sddom goeeks

" Yes, nothing criminal,” Ronny summed up, " but
therés the native, and theres one of the ressons why
we don't admit him to our dubs and how a decat girl
like Miss Derek can take savice under ndives puzzles
me . . . But | mus get on with my work. Krishna!
Krishna was the peon who should have brought the files
from his office He had not turned up, and a terrific
row ensued. Ronny sormed, shouted, howled, and only
the expearienced observer could tell that he was not angry,
did not much want thefiles, and only made a row because
it was the cudom. Servants, guite understanding, ran
dowly in drdes, carrying hurricane lamps.  Krishna the
eath, Krishna the gars replied, until the Englishman
wes gopeasad by their echoes fined the absent peon eight
annas, and sat down to his arrears in the next room.

" Will you play Patience with your future mother-in-
law, deer Addla, or does it ssamn too tame? "

" | should like to—I don't fed a bit excited—I'm just
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glad it's settled up at last, but I'm not conscious of vast
changes. We are all three the same people still."

" That's much the best feeling to have." She dedlt
out the first row of " demon."

" | suppose so," said the girl thoughtfully.

"| feared at Mr. Fielding's that it might be settled the
other way . . . black knaveonared queen. . . ." They
chatted gently about the game.

Presently Adela said: " Y ou heard me tell Aziz and
Godbole | wasn't stopping in their country. | didn't
mean it, so why did | say it? | fed | haven't been—
frank enough, attentive enough, or something. It's as if
I got everything out of proportion. Y ou have been so
very good to me, and | meant to be good when | sailed,
but somehow | haven't been. . . . Mrs. Moore, if one
isn't absolutely honest, what is the use of existing? "

She continued to lay out her cards. The words were
obscure, but she understood the uneasiness that produced
them. She had experienced it twice herself, during her
own engagements—this vague contrition and doubt. All
had come right enough afterwards and doubtless would
this time—marriage makes most things right enough. " |
wouldn't worry,"” she said. " It's partly the odd sur-
roundings; you and | keep on attending to trifles in-
stead of what's important; we are what the people here
cal 'new.""

"You mean that my bothers are mixed up with
India?"

" Indiads——" She stopped.

" What made you cal it a ghost? "

"Call what a ghost?"

" The animal thing that hit us. Didn't you say ' Oh,
a ghost," in passing."

" | couldn't have been thinking of what | was saying."

" It was probably a hyena, as a matter of fact."

" Ah, very likely."

And they went on with their Patiencee Down in
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Chandrapore the Nawab Bahadur waited for hiscar. He
st behind his town house (a amdl unfurnished building
which he rarely entered) in the midst of the little court
that dways improvisss itsdf round Indians of postion.
As if turbans were the natural product of darkness a
fresh one would occadondly froth to the front, indine
itsdf towards him, and retire. He was preoccupied, his
diction was gppropriate to a religious subject. Nine years
previoudy, when first he had had a car, he had driven it
over a drunken man and killed him, and the man had
been waiting for him ever dnce The Nawab Bahadur
wes innocent before God and the Law, he had paid double
the compensation necessaxy; but it was no use the man
continued to wait in an ungoeskable form, dose to the
e of his desth. None of the English people knew of
this, nor did the chauffeur; it was a racid sscret com-
municable more by blood than speach. He gooke now in
horror of the particular drcumstances he had led others
into danger, he had risked the lives of two innocent and
honoured guests. He repedted, " If | had bean killed,
what matter? it must hgppen sometime; but they who
trused me——" The company shuddered and invoked
the mercy of God. Only Aziz hdd aoof, because a per-
ond expearience restrained him: was it not by despisng
ghosts that he had come to know Mrs. Moore? " Y ou
know, Nureddin,” he whispered to the grandson—an
effeminate youth whom he seldom met, dways liked, and
invariably forgot—" you know, my dear fdlow, we
Modems smply must get rid of these superditions, or
Indiawill never advancer How long must | hear of the
savage pig upon the Marabar Road ?"  Nureddin looked
down. Aziz continued: " Your grandfather beongs to
another generation, and | respect and love the old gentle-
man, as you know. | say nothing againgt him, only that
it iswrong for us, because we areyoung. | want you to
promise me—Nureddin, are you ligening?z—not to be
lieve in Evil Spirits, and if | die (for my hedth grows
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very week) to bring up my three children to disbdievein
them too." Nureddin smiled, and a auitable answer rose
to his pretty lips, but before he could meke it the car
arrived, and his grandfather took him away.

The game of Pdience up in the civil lines wert on
longer than this. Mrs. Moore continued to murmur
" Red ten on a black knavel' Miss Quested to assg her,
and to intergperse among the intricacies of the play details
about the hyena, the engagement, the Maharani of
Mudkul, the Bhattacharyas, and the day generdly, whose
rough desccated surface acquired as it receded a definite
outling, as Indiaitsdf might, could it be viewed from the
moon. Presently the players went to bed, but not before
other people had woken up dsewhere, people whose emo-
tions they could not share, and whose exigence they
ignored. Never tranquil, never perfectly dark, the night
wore itself away, diginguished from other nights by two
or three blagts of wind, which ssamed to fall perpendicu-
larly out of the sky and to bounce beck into it, hard and
ocompact, leaving no freshness behind them: the hot
wegther was gpproaching.

CHAPTER 1IX

Z1Z fdl ill as he foretold—dightly ill. Three days
later he lay abed in his bungaow, pretending to be

very ill. It was a touch of fever, which he would have
neglected if there was anything important a the hospita.
Now and then he groaned and thought he should die, but
did not think so for long, and a very little diverted him.
It was Sunday, dways an equivocd day in the East, and
an exaue for dacking. He could hear church bdls as
he drowsed, both from the civil daion and from the
missonaries out beyond the daughter house—different
bdls and rung with diflferent intent, for one st was calling
firmly to Anglo-India, and the other fedbly to mankind.
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He did not object to the firgt set; the other he ignored,
knowing their ineffidency. OId Mr. Graysford and
young Mr. Sorley made converts during a famine, be-
cause they didributed food; but when times improved
they were naturally left done again, and though surprised
and aggrieved each time this hgppened, they never learnt
wisdom. " No Englishman undersgands us exogot Mr.
Fielding," he thought; "but how shdl | see him again?
If he entered this room the diggrace of it would kill me."
He cdled to Hassan to dear up, but Hassan, who was
testing his wages by ringing them on the sep of the
verandah, found it possble not to hear him; heard and
didn't hear, just as Aziz had cdled and hadn't cdled.
"That's Indiadl over . ; . how likeus . . . thee we
ae . . ." He dozed again, and his thoughts wandered
over the varied surface of life.

Gradually they deadied upon a certain goo—the Bot-
tomless Pit according to missonaries, but he had never
regarded it as more than adimple.  Yes, he did want to
goend an evening with some girls, singing and al that,
the vague jollity that would culminate in voluptuousness.
Y es, that was what he did want. How could it be man-
aged?* If Mgjor Cdlendar had been an Indian, he would
have remembered what young men are, and granted two
or three days leave to Cdcutta without asking questions.
But the Mg or assumed ether that his subordinates were
mede of ice or that they repaired to the Chandrapore
bazaars—disguding idess both. 1t was only Mr. Field-
ing who——

"Hassan!"

The servant came running.

" Look at those flies, brother;" and he pointed to the
horrible mess that hung from the ceiling. The nudeus
was a wire which had been insarted as a homage to dec-
tricity. Electricity had paid no attention, and a colony
of eyeflies had come ingtead and blackened the coils with
their bodies.
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" Huzoor, those are flies"

" Good, good, they are, excdlent, but why have | called
you?"

" To drivethem dsawhere" said Hassan, after painful
thought.

" Driven dsawherg they aways return.”

" Huzoor."

" You mug make some arrangement againg flies, that
iswhy you are my servant,” said Aziz gently.

Hassan would call the little boy to borrow the gep-
ladder from Mahmoud Ali's house; he would order the
cook to light the Primus gove and heat water; he would
personally asoend the geps with a bucket in his arms, and
dip the end of the cail into it.

" Good, very good. Now what have you todo ? "

"Killflies."

"Good. Doit."

Hassan withdrew, the plan aimost lodged in his head,
and began to look for the little boy. Not finding him,
his geps grew dower, and he gde badk to his pogt on the
verandah, but did not go on testing his rupees, in cae
his mage heard them cdink. On twittered the Sunday
bdls, the East had returned to the Eagst via the suburbs
of England, and had become ridiculous during the de-
tour.

Aziz continued to think about beautiful women.

His mind herewas hard and direct, though not brutal.
He had learnt all he nesded concerning his own congi-
tution many years ago, thanks to the soda orde™* into
which he had bean born, and when he came to sudy
medicine he was repdled by the pedantry and fuss with
which Europe tabulates the fadts of sex. Sdence ssanad
to discuss everything from the wrong end. It didn't
interpret his expeiences when he found them in a Ger-
man manual, because by being there they ceasd to be his
expeiences What he had bean told by his father or
mother or had picked up from servants—it was informa-
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tion of that sort that he found ussful, and handed on as
occadon offered to others.

But he mugt not bring any disgrace on his children by
some slly excapade  Imagine if it got about that he was
not repectabled His professonal postion too mugt be
conddered, whatever M ajor Callendar thought. Aziz up-
held the proprieties, though he did not invest them with
any moral halo, and it was here that he chiefly differed
from an Englishman. His conventions were sodal.
There is no harm in deceiving sodety as long as she does
not find you out, because it is only when she finds you
out that you have harmed her; sheis not like a friend or
God, who are injured by the mere exigence of unfaith-
fulness. Quite dear about this, he meditated what type
of lie he should tdl to get away to Calcutta, and had
thought of a man there who could be trugted to send him
a wire and a letter that he could show to Major Cal-
lendar, when the noise of wheds was heard in his com-
pound. Someone had called to enquire.  The thought of
sympathy increased his fever, and with a sncere groan
he wrapped himsdf in his quilt.

" Aziz, my dear fdlow, we are greatly concerned/' said
Hamidullah's voice One, two, three, four bumps as
people sat down upon his bed.

" When adoctor fallsill it isa serious matter.' said the
voice of Mr. Syed Mohammed, the assgant engineer.

" When an enginer falls ill, it is equally important,”
said the voice of Mr. Haq, a pdice ingector.
it " Oh yes we are all jolly important, our salaries prove
it."

" Dr. Aziz took tea with our Principal lag Thursday
afternoon/' piped Rafi, the engineer's nephew. " Pro-
fesor Godbole, who aso attended, has ddkened too,
which sems rather a curious thing, sir, does it not?"

Flames of suspicion legpt up in the breast of each man.
" Humbug! " exdaimed Hamidullah, in authoritative
tones, quenching them.
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" Humbug, mog certainly,’ echoed the others, ashamed
of themsdves The wicked schoolboy, having faled to
gart a scandd, lost confidence and sood up with his
back to the wall.

" Is Professor Godbole ill?" enquired Aziz, penarated
by the news " | am dncady sorry." Intdligent and
compassonae, his face pegped out of the bright crimson
folds of the quilt. " How do you do, Mr. Syed
Mohammed, Mr. Hagq? How very kind of you to en-
quire ater my heath! How do you do, Hamidullah?
But you bring me bad news. What is wrong with him,
the excdlat felow?"

" Why don't you answer, Rafi ? Y ou're the greet au-
thority/' sad his unde.

" Yes, Refi'sthe great man,” said Hamidullah, rubbing
it in. " Réfi is the Sherlock Holmes of Chandrapore.
ek up, Rafi."

Less than the dug, the schoolboy murmured the word
" Diarrhoea,” but took courage as soon as it had been
uttered, for it improved his position. Flames of suspicion
shot up again in the breests of his dders, though in a
different direction. Could what wes cdled diarhoea
redly be an early caee of cholera?

"1 f this is 0, this is a very sious thing: this is
sacdy the end of March. Why have | not been in-
formed? " cried Aziz.

" Dr. Panna La atends him, sir."”

" Oh yes both Hindus; there we have it; they hang
together like flies and kegp evearything dark. Rafi, come
here. Sitdown. Tell medl the details.  |Is there vomit-
ingds ?"

" Oh yes indeed, sir, and the serious pains.”

g "dThat sttles it.  In twenty-four hours he will be
ead."

Everybody looked and fdt shocked, but Professor God-
bole had diminished his goped by linking himsdf with a
cordigionis. He moved them less than when he had
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aopeared as a auffering individual. Before long they
began to condann him as a source of infection. " All
illness proceads from Hindus,' Mr. Hag saad. Mr. Syed
Mohammed had visited rdligious fairs, at Allahabad and
a Ujjain, and described them with biting scorn. At
Allahabad there was flowing water, which caried im-
purities awvay, but at Ujjain the little river Sipra was
banked up, and thousands of bahers deposted thear
gems in the pool. He gooke with disgust of the hot sun,
the cowdung and marigold flowers, and the encanpment
of saddhus, some of whom srode stark naked through
the sdreets  Asked what was the name of the chief idol at
Ujjain, hereplied that he did not know, he had disdained
to enquire, he redly could not wadte his time over such
trivialities. His outburst took some time, and in his ex-
cdtement he fdl into Punjabi (he came from that side)
and was unintdligible.

Aziz liked to hear his religion praised. It soothed the
surface of his mind, and alowed beautiful imeges to form
benegth. When the engineer's noisy tirade was finished,
he said, " That is exactly my own view." He held up
his hand, pam outward, his eyes began to glow, his heart
to fill «with tendarness.  Issuing ill farther from his
quilt, he recited a poem by Ghdlib. It had no connection
with anything that had gone before, but it came from his
heart and gooke to theirs. They were overwhdmed by
its pathos, pathos, they agreed, is the highest qudity in
art; a poem should touch the hearer with a ssnse of his
own wegkness and should ingitute some comparison be-
tween mankind and flowers. The squdid bedroom grew
quiet; the dlly intrigues, the gosdp, the shdlow discon-
tent were dilled, while words acogpted as immorta filled
the indifferent air. Not as a cdl to batle but as a
cdm assrance care the feding that India was one;
Moslem; dways had been; an assurance that laged until
they looked out of the door. Whatever Ghalib had fdt,
he had anyhow lived in India, and this consolidated it
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for them': he had gone with his own tulips and roses but
tulips and roses do not go. And the dgea kingdoms
of the north—Arabia, Persa, Ferghana, Turkestan—
dretched out their hands as he sang, sadly, because all
beauty is sad, and gregted ridiculous Chandrapore, where
every drest and house was divided againg itsdf, and
told her that she was a continent and a unity.

Of the company, only Hamidullah had any compre-
henson of poetry. The minds of the others were inferior
and rough. Yet they ligened with pleasure, because lit-
eature had not ben divorced from ther civilization.
The pdlice ingpector, for ingance, did not fed that Aziz
had degraded himsdf by reciting, nor bresk into the
chexy guffaw with which an Englishman averts the in-
fection of beauty. He just sat with his mind empty,
and when histhoughts, which were mainly ignoble, flowed
back into it they had a pleesant freshness The poam
had done no " good " to anyone, but it was a passing
reminder, a breath from the divine lips of beauty, a
nightingale bewean two worlds of dust. Less explicit
than the call to Krishna, it voiced our londiness never-
thdess, our isolation, our need for the Friend who never
comes yet is not entirely disproved. Aziz it left thinking
about women again, but in a different way: less definite,
more intense. Sometimes poetry had this dfect on him,
omeimes it only increasad his local desres, and he never
knew beforehand which efet would ensue he could
discover no rule for this or for anything d<e in life.

Hamidullah had called in on his way to a worrying
committee of notables, nationalis in tendency, where
Hindus, Modems two Skhs, two Parss, a Jain, and a
Native Christian tried to like one another more than
came natural to them. As long as someone abused the
English, all went wdl, but nothing congructive had been
achieved, and if the English were to leave I ndia, the com-
mittee would vanish also. He was glad that Aziz, whom
he loved and whose family was connected with his own,
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took no interest in politics, which ruin the character and
caeer, yet nothing can be achieved without them. He
thought of Cambridge—sadly, as of another poem that
had ended. How happy he had been there, twenty years
ago! Politics had not mettered in Mr. and Mrs. Ban-
niger's rectory. There, games work, and plessant o
dety had interwoven, and gppeared to be auffident sub-
gructure for a nationd life. Here dl was wire-pulling
and fer. Messs. Syed Mohammed and Hag—he
couldn't even trust them, athough they had come in his
cariage, and the stchoolboy was a scorpion. Bending
down, he sad, " Aziz, Aziz, my dear boy, we mug be
going, we are dready lae. Get wdl quickly, for | do
not know what our little cdrde would do without you."

"1 shdl not forget those dfectionate words,” replied
Aziz.

" Add mine to them,” sad the engineer.

" Thank you, Mr. Syed Mohammed, | will."

"And ming” " And, dr, acogpt mine," cried the
others, irred each according to his cgpedity towards
goodwill. Little ineffectud unquenchable flames! The
company continued to St on the bed and to dhew sugar-
cane, which Hassan had run for into the bazaar, and Aziz
drank a cup of spiced milk. Presently there wes the
sound of another carriage. Dr. Panna Lai had arrived,
driven by horrid Mr. Ram Chand. The aamosphere of
a sck-room wes a once re-edablished, and the invalid
retired under his quilt.

" Gentlemen, you will excuse, | have come to enquire
by Magjor Caendar's orders,” sad the Hindu, nervous
ﬁf the den of fanatics into which his curiosity had cdled

im.

" Here he lies," said Hamidullah, indicating the pros-
trate form.

" Dr. Aziz, Dr. Aziz, | cometo enquire.”

Aziz presented an expressionless fece to the ther-
mometer.
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"Y our hand dso, please He took it, gazed at the
flies on the ceiling, and finaly announced, " Some tem-
perature.”

" | think not much," said Ram Chand, dedrous of
fomenting trouble.

" Some; he should remain in bed,” repested Dr. Panna
Lai, and shook the thermometer down, o that its dtitude
remained for ever unknown. He loathed his young col-
leegue snce the dissgters with Dapple, and he would
have liked to do him abad turn and report to Mgjor Cal-
endar that he was shamming. But he might want a
day in bed himsdf soon—beddes though Major Cal-
lendar dways bdieved the worst of natives, he never be-
lieved them when they carried tdes about one another.
Sympathy ssamed the sefer course "' How is somach? ™
he enquired, " how head?' And caching sght of the
empty cup, he recommended a milk diet.

" Thisis agreat reief to us, it is very good of you to
cal, Doctor Sahib," said HamiduUah, buttering him up
a hit.

"It isonly my duty."

" We know how busy you are.”

" Yes, that is true."

" And how much illness there is in the city."

The doctor sugpetted a trap in this remark; if he ad-
mitted that there was or was not illness, ether datement
might be usad againg him. " There is dways illness"
he replied, " and | am dways busy—it is a doctor's
nature.”

" He has not a minute, he is due double sharp a Gov-
enment Coallege now," saad Ram Chand.

" Y ou atend Professor Godbole there perhaps?

The doctor looked professond and was dlent.

" We hope his diarhoea is ceasing.”

Y He progressss, but not from diarrhoea”

" We aein some anxiety over him—he and Dr. Aziz
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are gredat friends. If you could tdl us the name of his
complaint we should be grateful to you."

After a cautious pause he sad, " Haemorrhoids/

" And so much, my dear Rafi, for your cholera, hooted
Aziz, unableto restrain himsdlf.

" Cholera, cholera, what next, what now ? " cried the
doctor, gredtly fussed. " Who soreeds such untrue re-
ports about my paients? "

Hamidullah pointed to the cul prit.

" | her cholera, | hear bubonic plague, | hear every
Fades of lie. Wherewill it end, | ask mysdf sometimes
This city is full of misstatements, and the originators of
them ought to be discovered and punished authorita
tively.”

" Rafi, do you hear that ? Now why do you suff us
up with al this humbug ?"

The schoolboy murmured that another boy had told
him, dso that the bad English grammar the Government
obliged them to use often gave the wrong meaning for
words, and 0 led scholars into migakes

" That is no reason you should bring acharge againg a
doctor," ,saad Ram Chand.

"Exactly, exactly," agreed Hamidullah, anxious to
avoid an unplessantness. Quarrds goread so quickly and
0 far, and Messs Syed Mohammed and Haq looked
coss and ready to fly out. " Y ou must gpologize prop-
aly, Rafi, | can sseyour undewishesit,” hesad. " You
have not yet sad that you are sorry for the trouble you
have causd this gentleman by your cadessess™

"Itisonly aboy,"” sad Dr. Panna L ai, gppeasd.

" Even boys mud learn," said Ram Chand.

" Your own son failing to peass the lowest standard, |
think," said Syed M ohammed suddenly.

" Oh, indeed? Oh yes, perhaps He has not the ad-
vantage of a rdative in the Prosperity Printing Press.”

" Nor you the advantage of conducting their cases in
the Courts any longer."
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Their voices rose. They dtacked one another with
obscure dlusons and had a slly quarrel. Hamidullah
and the doctor tried to meke pesce between them. In
the midgt of the din someone sad, " | say! Isheill or
isn'theill?" Mr. Fielding had entered unobserved. All
roxe to their fed, and Hassan, to do an Englishman
honour, sruck up with a sugar-cane at the cail of flies.

Aziz sad, " Sit down,” coldly. What a room! What
ameeting! Squdor and ugly tak, the floor srewn with
fragments of cane and nuts, and ootted with ink, the
pictures crooked upon the dirty wals, no punkah! He
hadn't meant to live like this or among these third-rate
people. And in his confuson he thought only of the in-
dgnificant Rafi, whom he had laughed a, and dlowed to
be teesad. The boy must be sent awvay happy, or hospi-
tality would have failed, dong the whole line.

"It isgood of Mr. Fielding to condescad to vist our
friend," said the police ingpector. " We are touched by
this great kindness."

" Don't tak to him like that, he doesn't wat it, and
he doesn't want three chairs; he's not three Englishmen,”
he flashed. " Rafi, come here. Sit down again. I'm
ddlighted you could come with Mr. Hamidullah, my
deax boy; it will hdp me to recover, seaing you."

" Forgive my mistakes" sad Rafi, to consolidate him-
f.

"Well, are you ill, Aziz, or arent you?" Fielding
repested.

" No doubt Major Cdlendar has told you that | am
shamming.”

" Well, ae you?" The company laughed, friendly
and pleesad. " An Englishman at hisbest,” they thought;
" so0 genid."

" Enquire from Dr. PannaLai."

" You'resurel don't tire you by stopping ? "

"Why, no! There are Sx people presert in my smdl
room dready. Pease remain sedted, if you will excuse
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the informality.” He turned away and continued to ad-
dress Rafi, who wes terrified at the arrival of his Prin-
cipd, remembered that he had tried to goread dander
about him, and yearned to get away.

" Heisill and heisnotill,” said Hamidullah, offering
acdgaette " And | suppose that most of us are in that
samecae"

Fielding agreed; he and the pleesant sendtive barrister
got onwell. They were fairly intimate and beginning to
trust eech other.

" The whole world looks to be dying, sill it doesn't die,
O we mug assume the exigence of a bendficat Provi-
dence.”

" Oh, that is true, how true!” sad the policeman,
thinking religion had been praised.

" Does Mr. Fielding think it'strue?"

" Think which true ? The world isn't dying. I'm cer-
tain of that!"

" No, no—the exigence of Providence."

" Well, | don't bdieve in Providence."

" But how then can you bdieve in God?" asked Syed
Mohammed.

" | doh't bdievein God."

A tiny movement as of " | told you so! " passd round
the company, and Aziz looked up for an indant, scan-
ddized. " Is it correct that mos are atheiss in England
now?" Hamidullah enquired.

"The educated thoughtful people? | should sy <o,
though they don't like the name The truth is that the
West doesn't bother much over bdief and disbdief in
thexe days. Fifty years ago, or even when you and |
were young, much more fuss was made."

" And does not mordity dso dedine?"

" It dgpends what you cdl—yes, yes, | suppose mordity
does dedine™

" BExcuse the question, but if this is the cass how is
England judtified in holding India?"



112 A PASSAGE TO INDIA

There they were!  Pdlitics again. " It's a question |
can't g¢ my mind on to," he replied. " I'm out here
persondly because | nesded ajob. | cannot tdl you why
England is hae or whethar she ought to be here. It's
beyond me."

" Wedl-qudified Indians dso need jobs in the educa
tional."

" | guessthey do; | got in firet,” sad Fielding, smiling.

" Then excu2 me agan—is it fair an Englishman
should ooccupy one when Indians are available? Of course
I meaen nothing persondly. Persondly we are delighted
you should be here, and we bendfit greetly by this frank
tak."

There is only one answver to a conversation of this type:
" England holds India for her good." Yet Fielding was
disnclined to give it. The. zed for honesty had esten
him up. He sad, " I'm ddighted to be here too—thet's
my answer, theréds my only excuse | can't tdl you any-
thing about farness It mayn't have been far |1 should
have been born. | take up some other fdlow's air, don't
I, whenever | bregthe? Still, I'm glad it's hagppened, and
I'm glad I'm out here. However big a badmash one is—
if ones happy in consegquence, that is some judtification.”

The Indians were bewildered. The line of thought was
not dien to them, but the words were too definite and
bleak. Unless a sataxe pad a fenv compliments to Jus
tice and Morality in passng, its grammar wounded their
eaxs and padysed ther minds. What they sad and
what they fdt weae (except in the cae of affection)
sHdom the same They had numerous menta convertions
and when these were flouted they found it very difficult to
function. Hamidullah bore up best. " And those Eng-
lishmen who are not ddighted to be in India—have they
no excuxe ?"* he asked.

" None. Chuck 'em out."

" It may be difficult to sgparate them from the rest,” he
laughed.
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" Worse than difficult, wrong," said Mr. Ram Chand.
" No Indian gentleman gpproves chucking out as a proper
thing. Here we differ from those other nations. We are
0 spiritual/!

" Oh, that istrue, how true! " said the police ingpector.

"lIs it true, Mr. Hag? | don't condder us spiritual.
We can't co-ordinate, we can't co-ordinate, it only comes
to that. We can't kegp engagements we can't catch
trains. What more than this is the so-cdled spirituaity
of India? You and | ought to be a the Committee of
Notables, were not; our friend Dr. Lai ought'to be with
his patients, he isn't. So we go on, and so we shdl con-
tinue to go, | think, until the end of time.”

"It is not the end of time, it is scacdy ten-thirty,
ha, hal " cried Dr. Panna L ai, who was again in confident
mood. " Gentlemen, if | may be dlowed to say a few
words, what an interesting tak, dso thankfulness and
gratitude to Mr. Fielding in the firsg place teaches our
0ns and gives them all the great benefits of his experience
and judgment——"'

"Dr. Lai!"

" Dr.'Aziz?"

" You st on my leg.”

" | beg pardon, but some might say your leg kicks."

" Come aong, we tire the invalid in dther casg” sad
Fielding, and they filed out—four Mohammedans, two
Hindus and the Englishman. They sood on the veran-
dah while their conveyances were summoned out of vari-
ous patdhes of shede

" Aziz has a high opinion of you, he only did not goesk
because of his illness”

" | quite understand,” said Fielding, who was rather
disgppointed with hiscdl. The Club comment, " making
himsaf chegp as usual,” pessed through his mind. He
couldnt even get his horse brought up. He had liked
Aziz so much a their first meeting, and had hoped for

developments.
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CHAPTER X

HE heat had legpt forward in the lag hour, the srest
was desrted as if a catadtrophe had deaned off
humanity during the incondusve talk. Oppodte Aziz'
bungalow good a large unfinished house belonging to two
brothers agrologers and a squirrd hung head-down-
wards on it, pressing its bdly againg burning scaffolding
and twitching a mangy tail. It ssamed the only occupant
of the house and the qquedls it gave were in tune with
the infinite, no doubt, but not attractive exogpt to other
Lquirrds. More noisss came from a dugy tres, where
brown birds creaked and floundered about looking for
insects another bird, the invisble copperamith, had
darted his " ponk ponk." It matters so little to the ma-
jority of living beings what the minority, that cals it-
f human, dedres or deddes Mogt of the inhabitants
of India do not mind how India is governed. Nor are
the lower animals of England concerned about England,
but in the tropics the indifference is more prominent, the
inarticulate world is dosr at hand and readier to resume
control as soon as men aretired. When the saven gentle-
men who had hdd such various opinions indde the bunga-
low came out of it, they were aware of a common burden,
a vague threat which they caled " the bad weasther com-
ing." They fdt that they could not do ther work, or
would not be paid enough for doing it. The gace be
twean them and their carriages, ingdead of being empty,
was dogged with a medium that presssd againg their
flesh, the carriage cushions scalded their trousers, their
eyes pricked, domes of hot water accumulated under their
head-gear and poured down ther cheks Salaaming
feebly, they digpersed for the interior of other bungalows,
to recover their Hf-eseem and the qudlities that distin-
guished them from each cother.
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All over the city and over much of India the same re-
treet on the part of humanity was beginning, into cdlars,
up hills, under trees.  April, herdd of horrors, is a hand.
The aun was returning to his kingdom with power but
without beauty—thet was the sniger feature If only
there had been beauty! His crudty would have been tol-
gdble then. Through excess of light, he faled to tri-
umph, he aso; in his ydlowy-white overflow not only
metter, but brightness itsdf lay drowned. He weas not the
unattaingble friend, ether of men or birds or other suns,
he was not the eternd promise, the never-withdrawn sug-
gedtion that haunts our consciousness, he was merely a
cregture, like the rest, and so debarred from glory.

CHAPTER XI

L THOU GH the Indians had driven off, and Fielding

ocould se his horse ganding in a amdl shed in the
corng- of the compound, no one troubled to bring it to
him. He dated to get it himsdf, but was dopped by a
cdl from the house. Aziz was dtting up in bed, looking
dishevdled and sad. " Her€'s your home,” he sad sa-
donicaly. " Here's the cdebrated hospitaity of the East.
Look a the flies Look a the chunam coming off the
wdls Isn't it jolly? Now | suppose you want to be
off, having seen an Orientd interior."

" Anyhow, you want to rest.”

"1 can reg the whole day, thanks to worthy Dr. Lai.
Magjor Cdlendar's spy, | suppose you know, but this tim
it didn't work. | am dlowed to have a dight tempera
ture.”

" Cdlendar doemnt trust anyone, English or Indian:
that's his character, and | wish you weren't under him;
but you are, and that'sthat.”

<" Beforeyou go, for you are evidently in a greet hurry,
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will you please unlock that drawer? Do you see a piece
of brown paper at thetop ?"

" Ves"

" Open it."

"Whoisthis?"

" Shewas my wife. You arethefirg Englishman she
has eva come before. Now put he photograph away."

He was agonished, as a travdler who suddenly sees
bawen the dones of the desrt, flowers The flowers
have bemn there all the time, but suddenly he sass them.
He tried to look at the photograph, but in itsdf it was
just awoman in a sari, facing the world. He muttered,
" Redlly, | don't know why you pay me this great com-
pliment, Aziz, but | do appredate it.”

" Oh, it's nothing, she was not a highly educated
woman or even beautiful, but put it away. Y ou would
have ssn her, <0 why should you not s her photo-
graph?"

" You would have allowed metoseher ? "

"Why not? | bdieve in the purdah, but | should
have told her you were my brother, and she would have
s you. Hamidullah saw her, and severa others”

" Did shethink they wereyour brothers?"

" .Of cour=e not, but the word exigts and is convenient.
All men are my brothers, and as soon as one behaves as
auch he may sse my wife"

" And when the whole world behaves as such, there
will be no more purdah ?"

" It is because you can say and fed such a remark as
that, that | show you the photograph,” said Aziz gravely.
" It isbeyond the power of mogt men. It is because you
behave wdl while | behave badly that | show it you. |
never expected you to come back just now when | called
you. | thought, ' He has certainly done with me; | have
insulted him/ Mr. Fielding, no one can ever redlize how
much kindness we Indians nesd, we do not even realize
it oursdves But we know when it has been given. We
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do not forget, though we may ssam to. Kindness, more
kindness and even after that more kindness | asure
you it isthe only hope" His voice ssamed to arise from
adream. Alteringit, yet sill degp bdow his normal sur-
face he said, " We can't build up India exogpt on what
we fed. What is the use of all theze reforms, and Con-
ciliation Committees for Mohurram, and shall we cut the
tazia short or shall we carry it another route, and Councils
of Notables and offidal parties where the English shear
at our kins?"

"It's beginning at the wrong end, isn't it? | know,
but ingitutions and the governments don't." He looked
again at the photograph. The lady faced the world at
her husband's wish and her own, but how bewildering
she found it, the echoing contradictory world!

" Put her away, dhe is of no importance, she is dead,"
said Aziz gently. " | showed her to you because | have
nothing d=e to show. You may look round the whole
of my bungalow now, and empty everything. | have
no other scres my three children live away with their
grandmamma, and that is all.”

Fielding st down by the bed, flattered at the trust
repod, in him, yet rather sad. He fdt old. He wished
that he too could be carried away on waves of emation.
The next time they met, Aziz might be cautious and
dandoffidh. He realized this, and it made him sad that
he should redlize it. Kindness, kindness, and more kind-
ness—yes that he might supply, but was that really all
that the quexr nation needed? Did it not also demand
an occasonal intoxication of the blood? What had he
done to desrve this outburs of confidence and what
hogage could he give in exchange? He looked back
at his own life. What a poor crop of saxres it had pro-
duced! There were things in it that he had shown to
no one but they were so uninteresting, it wasn't worth
while lifting a purdah on their account. He'd bem in
love, engaged to be married, lady broke off, memories
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of her and thoughts about her had kept him from,other
women for a time then indulgence followed by re
pentance and equilibrium. Meagre redlly exogpt the
equilibrium, and Aziz didn't want to have that confided*
to him—he would have called it "everything ranged
coldly on shdves"

" | ghall not really be intimate with this fdlow," Field-
ing thought, and then " nor with anyone" That was
the corollary. And he had to confess that he really
didn't mind, that he was content to hdp people and like
them as long as they didn't object, and if they objected
pass on sxrendy. Experience can do much, and all that
he had learnt in England and Europe was an assgance
to him, and hdped him towards darity, but darity pre-
vented him from experiencing something dse

" How did you like the two ladies you met lag Thurs-
day?" heasked.

Aziz shook his head digagtefully. The quegtion re-
minded him of hisrash remark about the Marabar Caves.

" How do you like Englishwomen generally ? "

" Hamidullah liked them in England. Here we never
look at them. Oh no, much too careful. Let's talk of
something dse"

" Hamidullah'sright: they are much nicer in England.
Theres something that doesn't suit them out here™

Aziz after another dlence said, " Why are you not
married ?"

Fielding was pleassd that he had aked. " Because
I have more or less come through without it," he replied.
" | was thinking of telling you a little about mysdf some
day if | can make it interesing enough. The lady |
liked wouldn't marry me—that is the main point, but
that's fifteen years ago and now means nothing."

" But you haven't children."

" None."

" Excuse the following question: have you any illegiti-
matechildren?"
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" No. Td willingly tdl you if | had."

" Then your name will entirdly die out."

"It mug.”

" Well." He shook his head. " This indifference is
what the Oriental will never undergtand.”

" | don't care for children."

" Caring has nothing to do with it,” he said impa-
tiently.

" | don't fed their absmce | don't want them weeping
around my death-bed and being pdlite about me after-
wards, which | bdieve is the general notion. 1'd far
rather leave a thought behind me than a child. Other
people can have children. No obligation, with England
getting so chodk-arblock and overrunning India for jobs."

" Why don't you marry Miss Quested?"

" Good God! why, thegirl'saprig."

" Prig, prig ? Kindly explain. Isn't that a bad
word?"

" Oh, | don't know her, but she sruck me as one of
the more pathetic products of Western education. She
depresses me”

" But prig, Mr. Fielding? How'sthat?"

" She goeson and on asif hes at a lecture—trying
ever sohard toundergand I ndia and life, and occasonally
taking a note"

" | thought her s0 nice and dncere”

" So she probably is" said Fidding, ashamed of his
roughness. any suggestion that he should marry aways
does produce overgatements on the part of the bachdor,
and a mental breeze. " But | can't marry her if | wanted
to, for she has just become engaged to the City Magis
trate" ' Y ~~

" Hassheindesd ? | am s0 glad! " he exdaimed with
reief, for this exempted him from the Marabar expedi-
tion : he would scarcdy be expected to entertain regular
Anglo-Indians.

" It'sthe old mother's doing. She was afraid her dear
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boy would chooe for himsdf, so she brought out the
girl on purpose and flung them togeher until it hap-
pened.”

" Mrs. Moore did not mention that to me among her
plans

" | may have got it wrong—I'm out of dub gossp.
But anyhow they're engaged to be married.”

" Yes, you're out of it, my poor chap,” he smiled.
" No Miss Quegsted for Mr. Fielding. However, she was
not beautiful. She has practically no breads, if you come
to think of it."

He amiled too, but found a touch of bad tage in the
reference to a lady's breads

" For the City Magidrate they shall be auffident per-
haps and he for her. For you s<hal arrange a lady
with breads Jikfi. mangoes. . . .

"NODo you won't."

"1 will not really, and besdes your podtion makes it
dangerous for you." His mind had dipped from matri-
mony to Calcutta. His face grew grave. Fancy if he
had persuaded the Principal to accompany him there, and
then got him into trouble! And abruptly he took up a
new attitude towards his friend, the attitude of the pro-
tector who knows the dangers of India and is admoni-
tory. " You can't betoo careful in every way, Mr . Field-
ing; whatever you say or do in this damned country
there is always some envious felow on the lookout. Y ou
may be surprised to know that there were at leas three
Foies stting here when you came to enquire. | was really
a good dedl upst that you talked in that fashion about
God. They will certainly report it."

" Towhom?"

" That's all very wdl, but you gpoke againg morality
also, and you said you had come to take other peoples
jobs. All that was very unwise. This is an awful place
for scandal. Why, actually one of your own pupils was
ligening."
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" Thanks for teling me that; yes | mug try and be
more careful. If I'm intereged, I'm apt to forget my-
«f.  Sill, it doesn't do real harm.”

" But spesking out may get you into trouble”

" It's often done so in the past.'

"There, ligen to that! But the end of it might be
that you log your job."

"If I do, | do. | sal surviveit. | travd light."

" Travd light! You are a mog extraordinary race
said Aziz, turning away as if he were going to dep, and
immediatdy turning badk again. " Isit your dimate, or
what?"

" Plenty of Indians trave light too—saddhus and such.
It's one of the things | admire about your country. Any
man can trave light until he has a wife or children.
That's part of my case againg marriage. |'m a holy man
minus the holiness Hand that on to your three soies
and tdl them to put it in their pipes"

Aziz was charmed and interesed, and turned the new
idea over in his mind. So this was why Mr. Fielding
and a few others were 0 fearlesss They had nothing to
lose But he himsdf was rooted in sodety and Idam.
He bdonged to a tradition which bound him, and he had
brought children into the world, the sodety of the future.
Though he lived s0 vagudy in this flimsy bungalow,
neverthdess he was placed, placed.

" | can't be sacked from my job, because my job's Edu-
cation. | bdieve in teaching people to be individuals,
and to undergand other individuals. It's the only thing
| do bdieve in. At Government College, | mix it up
with trigonometry, and so on. When I'm a saddhu, |
shall mix it up with something ds="

He conduded his manifesto, and both were slent. The
gyeflies became worse than ever and danced dose up to
their pupils, or cawned into ther ears Fielding hit
about wildly. The exerdse made him hot, and he got
up to go.
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" You might tdl your servant to bring my horse He
doesn't ssem to appredate my Urdu.”

"I know. | gave him orders not to. Such are the
tricks we play on unfortunate Englishmen. Poor Mr.
Fielding! But I will rdeese you now. Oh dear! With
the exoeption of yoursaf and Hamidullah, | have no one
to tak to in this place You like Hamidullah, don't
you?"

" Very much."

" Do you promise to come at once to us when you are
introuble?"

" | never can bein trouble™

-"There goes a quex chap, | trust he won't come to
grief,” thought Aziz, left alone His period of admira-
tion was over, and he reacted towards patronage. It
was difficult for him to remain in awe of anyone who
played with all his cards on the table Fielding, he dis
ocovered on dosr acquaintance, was truly warm-hearted
and unconventional, but not what can be called wise
That frankness of gpesth in the pressnce of Ram Chand
Rafi and Co. was dangerous and indegant. It served no
ussful end.

But they were friends, brothers. That part w8s settled,
their compact had bean subscribed by the photogr aph, they
trugsted one another, affection had triumphed for once in
away. He dropped off to degp amid the happier memo-
ries of the lag two hours—poetry of Ghalib, female
grace, good old Hamidullah, good Fielding, his honoured
wife and dear boys. He passd into a region where thee
joys had no enamies but bloomed harmonioudy in an
eternal garden, or ran down watershoots of ribbed
marble, or rose into domes whereunder were inscribed,
black againg white, the nine-nine attributes of God,



PART 11: CAVES

CHAPTER XII

HE Ganges, though flowing from the foot of Vishnu
and through Sivas hair, is not an ancient stream.
Geology, looking further than religion, knows of a time
when neither the river nor the Himalayas that nourished
it exisgted, and an oceen flowed over the holy places of
Hindustan. The mountains rose, their debris slted up
the ocean, the gods took their seats on them and con-
trived the river, and the India we cdl immemorid came
into being. But India is redly far older. In the days
of the prehistoric ocean the southern part of the penin-
sula dready exiged, and the high places of Dravidia have
been land dnce land began, and have sean on the one dde
the sinking of a continent that joined them to Africa, and
on the other the upheavd of the Himaayas from a ssa
They ae® older than anything in the world. No water
hes ever covered them, and the sun who has watched
them for countless aaos may sill discan in their out-
lines forms that were his before our globe was torn from
his bosom. If flesh of the sun's flesh is to be touched
anywhere, it is here, among the incredible antiquity of
thex= hills.

Y et even they are dltering. As Himalayan India rose,
this India, the primal, has been degpressed, and is dowly
reentering the curve of the earth. It may be that in
aaos to come an oceen will flow here too, and cover the
aun-born rocks with dime. Meanwhile the plain of the
Ganges encroaches on them with something of the seds
action. They are sinking benegth the newer lands. Their
main mass is untouched, but at the edge their outpods

123
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have been cut off and stand knee-deep, throat-deep, in the
advancing soil. There is something unspeakable in these
outposts. They are like nothing ds= in the world, and
a glimpse of them makes the breath catch. They rise
abruptly, insanely, without the proportion that is kept by
the wildest hills elsewhere, they bear no relation to any-
thing dreamt or seen. To call them " uncanny" sug-
gests ghosts, and they are older than all spirit. Hinduism
has scratched and plastered a few rocks, but the shrines
are unfrequented, as if pilgrims, who generally sk the
extraordinary, had here found too much of it. Some
saddhus did once settle in a cave, but they were smoked
out, and even Buddha, who must have passed this way
down to the Bo Tree of Gya, shunned a renunciation
more complete than his own, and has left no legend of
struggle or victory in the Marabar.

The caves are readily described. A tunnel eight feet
long, five feet high, three feet wide, leads to a circular
chamber about twenty feet in diameter. This arrange-
ment occurs again and again throughout the group of
hills, and this is all, this is a Marabar Cave. Having
seen one such cave, having seen two, having seen three,
four, fourteen, twenty-four, the visitor returns to Chan-
drapore uncertain whether he has had an interesting
experience or a dull one or any experience at all. He
finds it difficult to discuss the caves, or to keep them
apart in his mind, for the pattern never varies, and no
carving, not even a bees-nest or a bat distinguishes one
from another. Nothing, nothing attaches to them, and
their reputation—for they have one—does not depend
upon human speech. It is as if the surrounding plain
or the passing birds have taken upon themsdves to ex-
claim " extraordinary,” and the word has taken root in
the air, and been inhaled by mankind.

They are dark caves Even when they open towards
the sun, very little light penetrates down the entrance
tunnel into the circular chamber. There is little to seg
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and no eye to see it, until the visitor arrives for his five
minutes, and strikes a match. Immediately another flame
rises in the depths of the rock and moves towards the
surface like an imprisoned spirit: the walls of the circular
chamber have been most marvellously polished. The two
flames approach and strive to unite, but cannot, because
one of them breathes air, the other stone. A mirror in-
laid with lovely colours divides the lovers, ddicate stars
of pink and grey interpose, exquisite nebulae, shadings
fainter than the tail of a comet or the midday moon, all
the evanescent life of the granite, only here visible. Fists
and fingers thrust above the advancing soil—here at last
is their skin, finer than any covering acquired by the
animals, smoother than windless water, more voluptuous
than love. The radiance increases, the flames touch one
another, kiss, expire. The cave is dark again, like all the
caves.

Only the wall of the circular chamber has been polished
thus. The ddes of the tunnel are left rough, they im-
pinge as an afterthought upon the internal perfection.
An entrance was necessary, so mankind made one. But
elsawhere, degper in the granite, are there certain cham-
bers that' have no entrances? Chambers never unsealed
snce the arrival of the gods. Local report declares that
these exceed in number those that can be visited, as the
dead exceed the living—four hundred of them, four thou-
sand or million. Nothing is inside them, they were sealed
up before the creation of pedtilence or treasure; if man-
kind grew curious and excavated, nothing, nothing would
be added to the sum of good or evil. One of them is
rumour ed within the boulder that swings on the summit of
the highest of the hills; a bubble-shaped cave that has
neither ceiling nor floor, and mirrors its own darkness in
every direction infinitely. If the boulder falls and
snashes, the cave will smash too—empty as an Easter
egg. The boulder because of its hollowness sways in the
wind, and even moves when a crow perches upon it:
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hence its name and the name of its Supendous pedestd:
the Kawa Dol.

CHAPTER XI11

HESE hills look romantic in certain lights and at
auiteble digances, and saen of an evening from the
upper verandah of the dub they caused Miss Quested
to sy converstiondly to Miss Derek that she should
like to have gone, that Dr. Aziz a Mr. Fielding's had
sad he would arrange something, and that Indians ssem
rather forgetful. She weas overheard by the servant who
offered them vermouths. This servant underssood Eng-
lish. And he was not exactly a sy, but he kept his ears
open, and Mahmoud Ali did not exactly bribe him, but
did encourage him to come and sguat with his own
sarvants, and would hgppen to gtroll their way when he
wes there.  As the dory travedled, it aoareted emotion
and Aziz learnt with horror that the ladies were degply
offended with him, and had expected an invitation daily.
He thought his feadle remark had been forgotten. En-
dowed with two memories, atemporary and a permanent,
he had hitherto rdegated the caves to the former. Now
he transferred them once for all, and pushed the matter
through. They were to be a dupendous replica of the
tea party. He began by securing Fielding and old God-
bole, and then commissioned Fielding to goproach Mrs.
Moore and Miss Quested when they were done—by this
device Ronny, their offidd protector, could be circum-
vented. Fielding didn't like the job much; he weas busy,
caves bored him, he foresaw friction and expenss, but he
would not refuse the first favour his friend had asked
from him, and did as required. The ladies acogpted. It
weas a little inconvenient in the present press of ther
engagements, ill, they hoped to manege it after con-
sulting Mr. Headop. Consulted, Ronny raised no objec-
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tion, provided Fielding undertook full respongbility for
their comfort. He was not enthusiagtic about the picnic,
but, then, no more were the ladies—no one was enthusi-
adic, yet it took place

Aziz wes terribly worried. It was not a long expedi-
tion—atrain left Chandrgpore just before dawn, ancother
would bring them beck for tiffin—but he was only a little
offidd ill, and feared to acquit himsdf dishonourably.
He had to ask Mgjor Cdlendar for half a day's leave,
and be refused because of his recat malingering; de-
gpair; renewed gpproach of Major Cdlendar through
Fielding, and contemptuous snarling permisson. He had
to borrow cutlery from Mahmoud AH without inviting
him. Then there was the question of acohol; Mr. Field-
ing, and perhgps the ladies, were drinkers, so must he
provide whisky-sodas and ports? There was the problem
of trangport from the waysde sation of Marabar to the
caves There was the problem of Professor Godbole and
his food, and of Professor Godbole and other peoples
food—two problems, not one problem. The Professor
was not a very drict Hindu—he would take teg, fruit,
dawater and sweds whoever cooked them, and vege-
tables and rice if cooked by a Brahman; but not mest,
not cekes lest they contained eggs, and he would not dlow
anyone d= to eat beef: a dice of beef upon a digtant
plate would wreck his hgppiness.  Other people might est
mutton, they might est ham. But over ham Aziz' own
religion raised its voice: he did not fancy other people
egting ham. Trouble after trouble encountered him, be-
caux he had chdlenged the spirit of the Indian earth,
which tries to kegp men in compartments.

At lagt the moment arrived.

His friends thought him mog unwise to mix himsaf
up with English ladies, and warned him to teke every
precaution againg unpunctudity. Consequently he spent
the previous night a the gation. The sarvants were
huddied on the platform, enjoined not to stray. He him-
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sf waked up and down with old Mohammed L atif,
who was to att as mgor-domo. He fdt insscure and
ds unred. A ca drove up, and he hoped Fielding
would get out of it, to lend him solidity. But it con-
taned Mrs. Moore, Miss Quested, and their Goanee
srvant. He rushed to meat them, suddenly heppy. ™ But
you've comg, &fter all. Oh, how very very kind of you! "
he cried. " Thisis the hgopiet moment in dl my life.”

The ladies were civil. It was not the hgppiet mo-
ment in ther lives, dill, they looked forward to enjoying
thensdves as soon as the bother of the early dat was
over. They had not ssn him dnce the expedition was
arranged, and they thanked him adequatdy.

" You don't require tickes—plesse 90p your servant.
There are no tickets on the Marabar branch lineg; it is
its peculiarity. You come to the cariage and res till
Mr. Fielding joinsus. Did you know you are to travel
purdah? Will you like that? "

They replied that they should like it. The train had
come in, and a crowd of degpendents were swarming over
the s=ts of the carriege like monkeys. Aziz had bor-
rowed servants from his friends, as well as bringing his
own three, and quarrdls over precedance were resulting.
The ladies servant sood gpart, with a sneering expresson
on his face They had hired him while they were ill
globe-trotters, at Bombay. In a hotd or among smart
people he was excdlent, but as soon as they consorted
with anyone whom he thought sscond-rate he left them
to their diggrace.

The night wes Hill dark, but had acquired the tempo-
rary look that indicates its end. Perched on the roof of
a shed, the dation-meagea’s hens began to dream of kites
ingead of owls. Lamps were put out, in order to save the
trouble of putting them out later; the andl of tobacco
and the sound of spitting arose from third-cdass pas
sngers in dark corners, heeds were unshrouded, teeth
desned onthe twigs of atree  So convinced was a junior
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offidd that another sun would rise, that he rang a bdl
with enthusasm. This upst the servants. They shrieked
that the train was starting, and ran to both ends of it to
intercede. Much had ill to enter the purdah carriage—
a box bound with brass, a mdon wearing a fez, a towd
containing guavas, a dep-ladder and a gun. The guests
played up al right. They had no rece-consciousess—
Mrs. Moorewastoo old, Miss Quested too nenv—and they
behaved to Aziz as to any young man who had been kind
to them in the country. This moved him degply. He
had expected them to arrive with Mr. Fielding, ingead
of which they trusted themsdves to be with him a few
moments done.

" Send back your servant,’ he suggested. " He is un-
necessty.  Then we shdl al be Modems together.”

" And he is auch a horrible servant. Antony, you can
go; we don't want you," sad the girl impatiently.

" Magter told me to come.”

" Midress tdls you to go."

" Mader says kep near the ladies dl the morning.”

" Well, your ladies won't have you." She turned to
the hos. " Do get rid of him, Dr. Aziz!"

" Mohammed Latif! " he cdled.

The poor rdative exchanged fezzes with the meon,
and pegped out of the window of the railway cariage,
whose confuson he was superintending.

" Hereis my cousin, Mr. Mohammed Latif. Oh no,
don't sheke hands. He is an Indian of the old-fashioned
sort, he prefers to sdaam. There, | told you so. Mo-
hanmed Latif, how beautifully you sdaam. Seg he
hasn't understood; he knows no English."

"You siick lie," sad the old man gently.

"l spick alie! Oh, jolly good. Isn't he a funny old
man? We will have great jokes with him later. He
doss al sorts of little things. He is not nearly as stupid
as you think, and awfully poor. It's lucky ours is a
large family." Heflung an arm round the grubby neck.
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" But you get indde, meke yoursalves at home; yes you
lie down,” The cdebrated Oriental confuson gppeared
alag tobea an end. " Excuse me now | must mest
our other two guestd ™

$He was getting nervous again, for it was ten minutes
tothetime. Still, Fielding was an Englishman, and they
never do miss trains, and Godbole was a Hindu and did
not count, and, soothed by this logic, he grew cdmer as
the hour of departure gpproached. Mohammed Latif had
bribed Antony not to come. They waked up and down
the platform, talking usefully. They agreed that they
had overdone the sarvants, and must leave two or three
behind at Marabar gation. And Aziz explained that he
might be playing one or two practicd jokes at the caves—
not out of unkindness, but to make the guests laugh. The
old man assented with dight sdeway motions of the head:
he was dways willing to be ridiculed, and he bade Aziz
not goare him. Elated by his importance, he began an in-
decent anecdote

" Tell me another time, brother, when | have more
leisure, for now, as | have dready explained, we have to
give pleesure to non-Modems. Three will be Europeans,
one a Hindu, which must not be forgotten. Every atten-
tion must be paid to Professor Godbole, let he fed that
he is inferior to my other guests”

" | will discuss philosophy with him."

"That will be kind of you; but the sarvants are even
more important. We must not convey an impression of
disorganization. It can be done, and | expect you to
doit . .."

A driek from the purdah carriage. The train had
Sarted.

"Merciful God!" cied Mohammed Latif. He flung
himsdf at the train, and legpt on to the footboard of a
cariage. Aziz did likewise It was an essy feat, for a
branch-line train is dow to assume gedid airs. " We're
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monkeys, don't worry," he cdled, hanging on to a bar
and laughing. Then he howled, " Mr. Fielding! Mr.
Fielding!"

There were Fielding and old Godbole, held up at the
levd-crossing. Appaling catastrophe! The gaes had
been dosed earlier than usud. They legpt from their
tonga; they gediculated, but what was the good. So
neer and yet so farl As the train joggled past over
the points, there was time for agonized words.

" Bad, bad, you have destroyed me."

" Godbol€e's pujah did it," cried the Englishman.

The Brahman lowered his eyes, ashamed of religion.
For it was so: he had miscdculated the length of a
prayer.

" Jump on, | mug have you," soreamed Aziz, bedde
himsalf.

" Right, giveahand."

" He'snot to, hell kill himsalf,” Mrs. Moore protested.
He jumped, he faled, missed his friend's hand, and fell
beck on to the line The train rumbled past. He
srambled on to his fedt, and bawled after them, " I'm
al right, you're dl right, don't worry,” and then they
pessed beyond range of his voice

" Mrs. Moore, Miss Quested, our expeditionisaruin.”
He swung himsalf aong the footboard, dmod in tears.

" Get in, get in; you'll kill yoursdf as wel as Mr.
Fielding. | s no ruin.”

" How isthat? Oh, explainto me!" he sad piteoudy,
likeachild.

"We shdl be al Modems together now, as you
promised.”

She was pafect as dways, his deer Mrs. Moore. All
the love for her he had fdt a the mosque wdled up
again, the fresher for forgetfulness There was nothing
he would not do for her. He would die to make her

happy .
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" Getin, Dr. Aziz, you make us giddy/' the other lady
caled. " If they're s0 foolish as to miss the train, that's
ther loss not ours.™

" | am to blame | am the hog."

" Nonsense, go toyour carriage We're going to have
a ddightful time without them."

Not perfect like Mrs. M oor e, but very sncere and kind.
Wonderful ladies both of them, and for one predous
morning his guets He fdt important and competent.
Fielding was a loss per sonally, being a friend, increasngly
dear, ya if Fidding had come he himsdf would have
remained in leading-grings. " Indians are incapable of
respongbility,” said the offidals, and Hamidullah some
times said s0 too. He would show those pessmids that
they were wrong. Smiling proudly, he ganced outward
at the country, which was gill invisble exogpt as a dark
movement in the darkness then upwards at the sy,
where the gars of the sorawling Scorpion had begun to
pale Then he dived through a window into a sscond-
dasscarriage

" Mohammed L atif, by the way, what is in thee caves
brother ? Why are we all going to sse them ? "

Such a quegtion was beyond the poor rdatives soope
He could only reply that God and the local villagers knew,
and that the latter would gladly act as guides.

CHAPTER X1V

OST of lifeis so dull that there is nothing to be said

about it, and the books and talk that would describe
it as interegting are obliged to exaggerate, in the hope of
justifying their own exigence Insde its cocoon of work
or soda obligation, the human spirit dumbers for the
mog part, regigering the diginction between pleasure
and pain, but not nearly as alert as we pretend. There
areperiodsin themod thrilling day during which nothing
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happens, and though we continue to exclam, " | do enjoy
mysdf,” or, " | am horrified,” we are indncere. " As
far as | fed anything, it is enjoyment, horror "—it's no
more than that redly, and a peafectly adjused organism
would be slent.

It s0 happened that M rs. Moore and Miss Quested had
felt nothing acutdy for a fortnight. Ever dnce Pro-
fessor Godbole had sung his queer little song, they had
lived more or less indde cocoons, and the difference be-
tween them wes that the dder lady acogoted her own
goathy, while the younger resented hers. It was Addas
faith that the whole sream of events is important and in-
teresting, and if she grew bored dhe blamed hersdf
svady and compdled her lips to utter enthusaams
This was the only indncerity in a character otherwise
dncere, and it wes indeed the intdlectud protest of her
youth. She weas particularly vexed now because e was
both in India and engaged to be married, which double
event should have made every ingant sublime.

India was certainly dim this morning, though seen
under the augpices of Indians. Her wish had bemn
granted, but too late.  She could not get excited over Aziz
and his arangements.  She was not the leest unhgppy or
depres=d, and the various odd objects that surrounded
her—the comic " purdah " carriage, the piles of rugs and
bolgers, the rolling meons, the stat of swvedt oils, the
ladder, the brassbound box, the sudden irruption of
Mahmoud Ali's butler from the lavatory with tea and
poached eggs upon a tray—they were al new and amus-
ing, and led her to comment appropriately, but they
wouldn't bite into her mind. So shetried to find comfort
by reflecting that her main interest would henceforward
be Ronny.

" What a nice chearful servant! What a rdief after
Antony | "

" They datle one rather. A drange place to meke tea
in,” said Mrs. Moore, who had hoped for a nep.
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" | want to sadk Antony. His behaviour on the plat-
form has decided me."

Mrs. Moore thought that Antony's better sdf would
come to the front aa Smla. Miss Quested was to be
married at Simla; some cousins, with a house looking
straight on to Thibet, had invited her.

" Anyhow, we mugt get a sscond servant, because at
Simlayou will be at the hotdl, and | don't think Ronny's
Bddeo . . " Sheloved plans

"Very wel, you ga another sarvant, and I'll kesp
Antony with me. | am usad to his unappetizing ways.
He will ss= me through the Hot Weather."

"1 don't bdieve in the Hot Weather. People like
Magjor Cdlendar who dways tdk about it—it's in the
hope of making one fed inexperienced and smdl, like
their everlaging, ' I've been twenty years in this coun-
try.' "

" | bdieve in the Hot Weather, but never did | suppose
it would bottle me up as it will." For owing to the ssge
leisurdiness of Ronny and Adea, they could not be mar-
ried till May, and conssequently Mrs. Moore could not
return to England immediatdly after the wedding, which
was what she had hoped to do. By May a barrier of fire
would have falen aoross India and the adjoining sea and
she would have to reman perched up in the Himaayas
waiting for the world to get codler.

"1 won't be bottled up," announced the girl. " I've
no patience with these women here who leave their hus-
bandsgrillingintheplans Mrs. McBryde hasn't sopped
down once snce she married; se leaves her quite intelli-
gent husband done half the year, and then's surprised
shes out of touch with him."

" She has children, you see”

" Oh yes that'strue," sad Miss Quested, disconcerted.

"It is the children who ae the first condderation.
Until they are grown up, and married off. When that
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happens one has again the right to live for onesdf—in
the plains or the hills, as auits™"

" Oh yes youre pafectly right. | never thought it
out."

"1f one has not become too stupid and old." She
handed her empty cup to the sarvant.

" My idea now is tha my coudns shdl find me a
svat in Simla, a adl eveits to ss= me through the
wedding, after which Ronny means to reorganize his g&ff
entirdly. He does it very well for a bachelor; till, when
he is married no doubt various changes will have to be
meade—his old servants won't want to teke their orders
from me, and | don't blame them."

Mrs. Moore pushed up the shutters and looked out.
She had brought Ronny and Adea together by their
mutual wish, but redly she could not advise them further.
She fdt increesingly (vision or nightmare?) that, though
people are important, the reaions betwean them are not,
and that in particular too much fuss has been meade over
marriage; centuries of carna embracement, yet man is no
negrer to understanding man. And to-day se fdt this
with such force that it seeamed itsdf a rdationship, itsdf
a person who was trying to take hold of her hand.

" Anything to be san of the hills? "

" Only various shedes of the dark."

" We cant be far from the place where my hyena was."
She pegred into the timdess twilight. The train crossed
a nullah. " Pomper, pomper, pomper,” was the sound
that the wheds mede as they trundled over the bridge,
moving very dowly. A hundred yards on came a sscond
nullah, then a third, suggeging the neighbourhood of
higher ground. "Perhaps this is mine; anyhow, the
road runs pardld with the railway.”" Her accdat was a
pleesant memory; she fdt in her dry, honet way that
it had given her a good sheke up, and taught her Ronny's
true worth. Then she went back to her plans; plans had
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been a passion with her from girlhood. Now and then
she paid tribute to the present, said how friendly and
intelligent Aziz was, ate a guava, couldn't eat a fried
sweset, practised her Urdu on the servant; but her thoughts
ever veered to the manageable future, and to the Anglo-
Indian life she had decided to endure. And as she ap-
praised it with its adjuncts of Turtons and Burtons, the
train accompanied her sentences, " pomper, pomper,”
the train half adeep, going nowhere in particular and with
no passenger of importance in any of its carriages, the
branch-line train, lost on a low embankment between dull
fields. Its message—for it had one—avoided her well-
equipped mind. Far away behind her, with a shriek that
meant business, rushed the M ail, connecting up important
towns such as Calcutta and Lahore, where interesting
events occur and personalities are developed. She under-
stood that. Unfortunately, India has few important
towns. India is the country, fields, fields, then hills,
jungle, hills, and more fields. The branch line stops, the
road is only practicable for cars to a point, the bullock-
carts lumber down the side tracks, paths fray out into
the cultivation, and disappear near a splash of red paint.
How can the mind take hold of such a country? ,Genera-
tions of invaders have tried, but they remain in exile
The important towns they build are only retreats, their
quarrels the malaise of men who cannot find their way
home. India knows of their trouble. She knows of the
whole world's trouble, to its uttermost depth. She calls
" Come" through her hundred mouths, through objects
ridiculous and august. But cometo what ? She has never
defined. She is not a promise, only an appeal.

" 1 will fetch you from Simla when it's cool enough. |
will unbottle you in fact,” continued the reliable girl.
" We then se some of the Mogul stuff—how appalling
if we let you miss the Taj!—and then | will s you off
at Bombay. Your last glimpse of this country really
shall beinteresting." But Mrs. Moore had fallen adeep,
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exhauged by the early dat. She was in rather low
hedth, and ought not to have atempted the expedition,
but had pulled hersdf together in case the pleesure of the
others should auffer. Her dreams were of the same tex-
ture, but there it was her other children who were want-
ing something, Stella and Ralph, and she was explaining
to them that she could not be in two families & once
When she avoke, Adela had ceesed to plan, and leant
out of awindow, saying, " They're rather wonderful.”

Astonishing even from the rise of the civil gation, here
the Marabar were gods to whom earth is aghost. Kawa
Dol was neerest. It shot up in a sngle dab, on whose
summit one rock was poised—if a mass 0 great can be
cdled onerock. Behind it, recumbent, were the hills that
contained the other caves isolated each from his neigh-
bour by broad channds of the plain. The assamblage,
ten in al, shifted a little as the train crept pagt them, as
if observing itsarrival.

" Fid not have missd this for anything,’ sad the girl,
exaggerating her enthusaam. " Look, the sun's isang—*
thisll be asolutdy magnificent—ocome quickly—Ilook. |
wouldn't -have missed this for anything. We should
never have samn it if wed guck to the Turtons and their
eternd dephants™

As she go0ke, the sky to the left turned angry orange.
Colour throbbed and mounted behind a pattern of trees,
grew in intendty, was yet brighter, incredibly brighter,
grained from without againg the globe of the air. They
awaited the miracle. But a the supreme moment, when
night should have died and day lived, nothing occurred.
It wes as if virtue had failed in the odedid fount. The
hues in the eest decayed, the hills ssamed dimmer though
in fact better lit, and a profound disgppointment entered
with the morning breeze. Why, when the chamber was
prepared, did the bridegroom not enter with trumpets
and shavms, as humanity expects? The sun rose with-
out splendour. He weas presently observed trailing yel-
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lowish behind the trees, or againg insgpid sky, and touch-
ing the bodies dreedy at work in the fidds

" Ah, that mugt be the fdse dawn—ian't it caussd by
dust in the upper layers of the amosphere that couldn't
fall down during the night? | think Mr. McBryde said
0. Well, | must admit that England hes it as regards
aunrises. Do you remember Graamere ?

" Ah, dearest Grasmerel " Its little lekes and moun-
tains were beloved by them all. Romantic yet manage-
aile it sprang from a kindlier planet. Here an untidy
plain gretched to the knees of the Marabar.

" Good morning, good morning, put on your topis,”
shouted Aziz from father down the train. " Put on
your topis a once, the early sun is highly dangerous for
heeds. | goesk as a doctor.”

" Good morning, good morning, put on your own."

" Not for my thick head,” he laughed, banging it and
holding up pads of his hair.

" Nice cregture heis,” murmured Adda

" Ligsen—Mohammed Latif sys 'Good morning'’
next." Various pointless jests.

" Dr. Aziz, what's hgppened to your hills ? The train
has forgotten to stop.”

" Perhgps it is a circular train and goes back to Chan-
Jrgpore without a breek. Who knows!

Having wandered off into the plain for a mile, the
train dowed up agang an dephant. There was a plat-
form too, but it shrivelled into indgnificance. An de
phant, waving her painted forehead at the morn! " Oh,
what a surprise! " cdled the ladies politdy. Aziz sad
nothing, but he nearly burst with pride and relief. The
dephant wes the one grand feature of the picnic, and
God done knew what he had gone through to obtain
her. Semi-cofficid, she was best gpproached through the
Nawab Bahadur, who weas best gpproached through
Nureddin, but he never answered letters, but his mother
had greet influence with him and wes a friend of Hami-
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dullah Begum's, who had been excessvdy kind and had
promised to cal on her provided the broken shutter of
the purdah carriage came back soon enough from Cal-
cutta That an dephatt should depend from so long
and so dender a string filled Aziz with content, and with
humorous appreciation of the East, where the friends of
friends are a redity, where everything gets done some-
time, and sooner or laer every one gets his share of
hgopiness  And Mohammed Latif was likewise content,
because two of the guests had missed the train, and con-
sequently he could ride on the howdah ingteed of follow-
ing in a cart, and the servants were content because an
dephant increased their sdf-esteam, and they tumbled out
the luggage into the dust with shouts and bangs, issuing
orders to one ancther, and convulsed with goodwill.

" It t&kes an hour to get there, an hour to get back,
and two hours for the caves which we will cdl three/!
sad Aziz, smiling charmingly. There was suddenly
something regd aout him. " The train back is at deven-
thirty, and you will be ditting down to your tiffin in
Chandrgpore with Mr. Headop a exactly your usud
hour, namely, one-fifteen. | know everything about you.
Four hours—quite a samdl expedition—and an hour extra
for misfortunes, which occur somewhat frequently among
my people My idea is to plan everything without con-
sulting you; but you, Mrs. Moore, or Miss Quested, you
are a any moment to meke dterations if you wish, even
if it means giving up the caves Do you agree? Then
mount thiswild animal ."

The dephant had kndt, grey and isolated, like another
hill. They dimbed up the ladder, and he mounted shikar
fashion, treading fird on the sharp edge of the hed and
then into the looped-up tail. When Mohammed Latif fol-
lowed him, the sarvant who haed the end of the tail let
go of it according to previous ingructions, so that the
poor rdative dipped and had to cling to the netting over
the buttocks. It was a little piece of Court buffoonery,
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and distressed only the ladies, whom it was intended to
divert. Both of them disliked practical jokes. Then the
beast rose in two shattering movements, and poised them
ten feet above the plain. Immediately below was the
scurf of life that an elephant always collects round its
- feet—villagers, naked babies. The servants flung crock-
ery intotongas. Hassan annexed the stallion intended for
Aziz, and defied Mahmoud Ali's man from its altitude.
The Brahman who had been hired to cook for Professor
Godbole was planted under an acacia tree, to await their
return. Thetrain, also hoping to return, wobbled away
through the fields, turning its head this way and that like
a centipede. And the only other movement to be seen
was a movement as of antennae, really the counterpoises
of the wells which rose and fell on their pivots of mud
all over the plain and dispersed a feeble flow of water.
T he scene was agreeable rather than not in the mild morn-
ing air, but there was little colour in it, and no vitality.

As the dephant moved towards the hills (the pale sun
had by this time saluted them to the base, and pencilled
shadows down their creases) a new quality occurred, a
spiritual slence which invaded more senses than the ear.
Life went on as usual, but had no consequences, that is
to say, sounds did not echo or thoughts develop. Every-
thing seemed cut off at its root, and therefore infected
with illusion. For instance, there were some mounds by
the edge of the track, low, serrated, and touched with
whitewash. What were thess mounds—graves, breasts
of the goddess Parvati ? The villagers beneath gave both
replies. Again, there was a confusion about a snake
which was never cleared up. Miss Quested saw a thin,
dark object reared on end at the farther side of a water-
course, and said, " A snake! " The villagers agreed, and
Aziz explained: yes, a black cobra, very venomous, who
had reared himself up to watch the passing of the de-
phant. But when she looked through Ronny'sfield-
glasses, she found it wasn't a snake, but the withered
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and twiged sump of a toddy-palm. So she said, " It
isn't a snake" The villagers contradicted her. She had
put the word into their minds, and they refusad to aban-
don it. Aziz admitted that it looked like a tree through
the glassss but indgted that it was a black cobra redly,
and improvised some rubbish about protective mimicry.
Nothing was explained, and yet there was no romance.
Films of hedt, radiated from the Kawa Dol precipices
increesed the confusion. They came a irregular intervas
and moved capricioudy. A patch of fidddwould jump as
if it was being fried, and then lie quiet. As they drew
doser the radiation stopped.

The dephant waked sraight at the Kawa Dol as if
she would knock for admission with her f orerheed, then
swerved, and followed a path round itsbase The dones
plunged draight into the earth, like diffs into the s\,
and while Miss Quested was remarking on this, and say-
ing that it was striking, the plain quigtly disgppeared,
peded off, so to goeek, and nothing was to be ssen on
ather sde but the granite, very dead and quiet. The sky
dominated as usud, but seamed unhedthily near, adher-
ing like a calling to the summits of the precipices It was
as if the contants of the corridor had never been changed.
Occupied by his own munificence Aziz noticed nothing.
His guests naticed a little. They did not fed that it
was an datractive place or quite worth visiting, and
wished it could have turned into some Mohammedan
object, such as a mosgque, which their host would have
gopreciated and explained. His ignorance became evi-
dent, and wes redly rather a drawback. In soite of his
gay, confident talk, he had no notion how to treat this
particular agpect of India; he was lot in it without Pro-
fessor Godbole, like themsdves

Thecorridor narrowed, then widened into a sort of
tray. Here, more or less was their god. A ruined tank
hdld a little water which would do for the animds, and
dose above the mud was punched a black hole—the first
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of the caves Three hills encirded the tray. Two of
them pumped out heet busily, but the third was in shadow,
and here they camped.

"A horrid, Suffy plecerealy,” murmured Mrs. Moore
to hersdlf.

" How quick your servants are!” Miss Queded ex-
damed. For a doth had dready been laid, with a vase
of atificid flowers in its centre, and Mahmoud Ali's
butler offered them poached eggs and tea for the sscond
time.

"1 thought we would eet this before our caves and
breskfagt after.”

" lsn't this breakfast?’

" This bregkfast ? Did you think | should treet you
s0 grangdy?” He had been warned that English people
never dop edating, and that he had better nourish them
every two hours until a solid med wes ready.

" How very wdl it isall arranged.”

" That you shdl tedl me when | return to Chandrapore.
Whatever diggraces | bring upon mysdf, you remain my
gueds" He gooke gravely now. They were dependent
on him for a few hours, and he fdt grateful to them for
placing thensdves in such a podtion. All was wel so
far; the dephat hed a fresh cut bough to her lips, the
tonga shafts duck up into the air, the kitchen-boy peded
potatoes, Hassan shouted, and Mohammed L atif sood as
he ought, with a peded switch in his hand. The expedi-
tion was a sucoess and it was Indian; an obscure young
man had been dlowed to show courtesy to vigtors from
another country, which is what al Indians long to do—
even cynics like Mahmoud Ali—but they never have the
chance Hospitality had been achieved, they were " his™”
guests, his honour Was involved in their happiness and
any discomfort they endured would tear his own soul.

Like mog Orientals, Aziz overrated hospitdity, mis-
taking it for intimacy, and not seang thet it is tainted
with the sanse of possesson. It was only when Mrs.
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Moore or Fielding weas near him that he sawv further,
and knew that it is more blessed to receive than to give,
These two had strange and beautiful effets on him—
they were his friends, his for ever, and he theirs for ever;
he loved them so much that giving and receiving became
one. He loved them even better than the Hamidullah's
because he had surmounted obgtades to meet them, and
this dimulates a generous mind. Their images remained
omewhere in his soul up to his dying day, permanent
additions. He looked a her now as e st on a deck-
chair, sipping his teg, and had for a moment a joy that
held the ssadks of its own decay, for it would leed him to
think, " Oh, what more can | do for her?" and so back
to the dull round of hospitdity. The black bullets of his
eyes filled with soft expressve light, and he sad, " Do
you ever remember our mosgue, Mrs. Moore ?"

"1 do. | do,” e sad, suddenly vital and young.

" And how rough and rude | was, and how good you
were."

" And how happy we both were."

" Friendships lagt longest that begin like that, | think.
Shdl | ever entertain your other children? ™

" Do you know about the others? She will never tak
about them to me," sad Miss Quedted, unintentiondly
bregking a sdll.

" Ralph and Stla, yes | know everything about them.
But we mug not forget to vigt our caves One of the
dreams of my life is accomplished in having you both
here as my guets Y ou cannot imagine how you have
honoured me. | fed like the Emperor Babur."

" Why likehim ?" dhe enquired, rising.

" Because my ancegors came down with him from
Afghanistan. They joined him at Herat. He dso had
often no more dephants than one, none sometimes, but
he never csased showing hospitdity. When he fought or
hunted or ran away, he would aways gop for a time
among hills, just like us; he would never let go of hospi-
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tality and pleasure, and if there was only a little food,
he would have it arranged nicdy, and if only one musical
ingrument, he would compd it to play a beautiful tune. |
take him as my ideal. He is the poor gentleman, and
he became a great king."

" | thought another Emperor isyour favourite—I for-
get the name—you mentioned him at Mr. Fielding's:
what my book calls Aurangzebe."

" Alamgir? Oh yes he was of course the more pious.
But Babur—never in his whole life did he betray a
friend, so | can only think of him this morning. And
you know how he died? He laid down his life for his
oNn. A death far more difficult than battle They were
caught in the heat. They should have gone back to Kabul
for the bad weather, but could not for reasons of Sate,
and at Agra Humayun fdl sck. Babur walked round
the bed three times, and said, * | have borne it away,” and
he did bear it away; the fever left his son and came to
him ingead, and he died. That is why | prefer Babur
to Alamgir. | ought not to do so, but | do. However,
| mustn't dday you. | se you are ready to gart.”

" Not at all," she said, dtting down by Mrs. Moore
again. " We enjoy talk like this very much.” For at
lag he was talking about what he knew and fdt, talking
as he had in Fidding's garden-house, he was again the
Oriental guide whom they appreciated.

" | aways enjoy conversing about the Moguls. It is
the chief pleasure | know. You se those firg sx em-
perors were all mog wonder ful men, and as soon as one
of them is mentioned, no matter which, | forget every-
thing d=e in the world except the other five. You could
not find sx such kings in all the countries of the earth,
not, | mean, coming one after the other—father, son."

" Tel us something about Akbar."

" Ah, you have heard the name of Akbar. Good.
Hamidullah—whom you shall meet—will tdl you that
Akbar isthe greatet of all. | say, ' Yes, Akbar isvery
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wonderful, but half a Hindu; he was not atrue Modem,
which makes HamiduUah cry, ' No more was Babur, he
drank wine' But Babur dways repented afterwards,
which mekes the entire difference, and Akbar never re-
peted of the new rdigion he invented ingead of the
Holy Koran."

" But waan't Akbar's new rdigion very fine? It was
to embrace the whole of India.”

" Miss Quested, fine but foolish. Y ou ke your re-
ligion, | mine. That is the best. Nothing embraces the
whole of India, nothing, nothing, and that was Akbar's
mistake."

"Oh, do you fed that, Dr. Aziz?" e sad thought-
fully. "1 hope youre not right. There will have to
be something universa in this country—I don't say re-
ligion, for I'm not rdligious, but something, or how dse
are barriers to be broken down ?"

She was only recommending the universal brotherhood
he somaimes dreamed of, but as soon as it was put into
prose it became untrue.

" Take my own ca=" she continued—it was indeed
her own cae that had animated her. " | don't know
whether ypu hgopen to have heard, but I'm going to
marry Mr. Headop."

" On which my heartiet congratulations.”

" Mrs. Moore, may | put our difficulty to Dr. Aziz
—I mean our Anglo-Indian one?"

" It is your difficulty, not mine, my dear."

" Ah, that's true. Well, by marrying Mr. Headop, |
shdl become what is known as an Anglo-Indian.”

He hdd up his hand in protest. " Impossble Take
beck such a terrible remark.”

" But | shall it's inevitable | cant avoid the labd.
What | do hope to avoid is the mentdity. Women
like—" She sopped, not quite liking to mention
names, she would boldly have sad " Mrs. Turton and
Mrs. Cdlendar " a fortnight ago. " Some women are
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so—well, ungenerous and snobby about Indians, and |
should fed too ashamed for words if | turned like them,
but—and heres my difficulty—there's nothing specia
about me, nothing specially good or strong, which will
help me to resst my environment and avoid becoming
like them. I've most lamentable defects. That's why |
want Akbar's 'universal religion' or the equivalent to
keep me decent and sensible. Do you sse what | mean? "

Her remarks pleased him, but his mind shut up tight
because she had alluded to her marriage. He was not
going to be mixed up in that side of things. " You are
certain to be happy with any relative of Mrs. Moore's,"
he said with a formal bow.

" Oh, my happiness—that's quite another problem. |
want to consult you about this Anglo-Indian difficulty.
Can you give me any advice?"

"You are absolutely unlike the others, | assure you.
Y ou will never be rude to my people."

" 1 am told we all get rude after a year."

" Then you are told a lie," he flashed, for she had
spoken the truth and it touched him on the raw; it was
itself an insult in these particular circumstances. He re-
covered himself at once and laughed, but her error broke
up their conversation—their civilization it had almost
been—which scattered like the petads of a desert flower,
and left them in the middle of the hills. " Come along,"
he said, holding out a hand to each. They got up a little
reluctantly, and addressed themselves to sightseeing.

The first cave was tolerably convenient. They skirted
the puddlie of water, and then climbed up over some un-
attractive stones, the sun crashing on their backs. Bend-
ing their heads, they disappeared one by one into the
interior of the hills. The small black hole gaped where
their varied forms and colours had momentarily func-
tioned. They were sucked in like water down a drain.
Bland and bald rose the precipices;, bland and glutinous
the sky that connected the precipices; solid and white, a
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Brahminy kite flapped between the rocks with adumsaness
that ssaned intentional. Before man, with his itch for
the seamly, had been born, the planet must have looked

thus. The kite flapped avay. . . . Before birds, per-
haps . . . And then the hole bdched and humanity re-
turned.

A Marabar cave had been horrid as far as Mrs Moore
was concerned, for she had nearly fainted in it, and had
some difficulty in preventing hersdf from saying so as
soon as de got into the air again. It was natura
enough: she had dways suffered from fantness, and the
cave had become too full, because dl their retinue fol-
lowed them. Crammed with villagers and servants, the
circular chamber beganto samdl. Shelog Aziz and Adda
in the dark, didn't know who touched her, couldn't
bresthe, and some vile naked thing druck her face and
stled on her mouth like a pad. She tried to regain the
entrance tunnd, but an influx of villagers svept her back.
She hit her head. For an ingant she went mad, hitting
and gasping like a fandtic. For not only did the crush
and gench darm her; there was dso a terrifying echo.

Professor Godbole had never mentioned an echo; it
never impressed him, perhgps. There are some exquidte
edhoss in India; there is the whisper round the dome a
Bijapur; there are the long, solid sntences that voyage
through the air a& Mandu, and return unbroken to thar
cregtor. The edho in a Marabar cave is not like thesg,
it is entirdly devoid of disinction. Whatever is sad, the
same monotonous noise replies, and quivers up and down
the wals until it is absorbed into the roof. " Bourn”
is the sound as far as the human dphabet can express
it, or " bou-oum," or " ou-boum,"'—utterly dull. Hope,
politeness, the blowing of a nosg, the squesk of a boot,
al produce " bourn." Even the striking of a match darts
a little worm coiling, which is too sndl to complete a
arde but is eerndly watchful. And if seved people
tdk a once, an overlapping howling noise begins, edchoes
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generate echoes, and the cave is suffed with a snake com-
posed of samdl snakes, which writhe independently.

After Mrs. Moore dl the others poured out. She had
given the dgnd for the reflux. Aziz and Adea both
emerged smiling and she did not want him to think his
treet was a falure, so gmiled too. As each person
emerged she looked for a villain, but none was there,
and de redized that she had been among the mildest
individuals, whose only desire weas to honour her, and
that the naked pad wes a poor little baby, astride its
mother's hip. Nothing evil had been in the cave but
dhe had not enjoyed herself; no, she had not enjoyed
hersdf, and she dedided not to visit a ssoond one

"Did you se the reflection of his mach—rather
pretty ?" asked Adela

"1 forget

" But he says this isnt a good cave the bet ae on

the Kawa Dol ."
" | don't think | shdl go on to there. | didike climb-
ing."
" Very wdl, let's 9t down again in the shade until
bregkfast's ready.”

" Ah, but that'll disgppoint him so; he hes taken such
trouble. Y ou should go on; you don't mind."

" Perhaps | ought to,” sad the girl, indifferent to what
she did, but desirous of being amiable.

The sarvants, etc,, were scrambling bedk to the camp,
pursued by grave cenaures from Mohammed L atif. Aziz
care to hdp the gueds over the rocks He was a the
summit of his powers, vigorous and humble, too sure of
himsdf to resent criticisam, and he was sncerdy plesssd
when he heard they were dtering his plans. " Certainly,
Miss Quested, so you and | will go together, and leave
Mrs. Moore here, and we will not be long, yet we will
not hurry, because we know that will be her wish.”

" Quite right. 1'm sorry not to come too, but I'm a
poor walker."
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" Dear Mrs. Moore, what does anything matter so long
as you are my guests? | am very glad you are not,
coming, which sounds strange, but you are treating me
with true frankness, as a friend."

"Yes, | am your friend," she said, laying her hand on
his deeve, and thinking, despite her fatigue, how very
charming, how very good, he was, and how deeply she
desired his happiness. " So may | make another sugges
tion? Don't let¢ so many people come with you this
time. 1 think you may find it more convenient.”

" Exactly, exactly/' he cried, and, rushing to the other
extreme, forbade all except one guide to accompany Miss
Quested and him to the Kawa Dol. " Isthat al right?"
he enquired.

" Quite right, now enjoy yourselves, and when you
come back tell me all about it." And she sank into the
deck-chair.

If they reached the big pocket of caves, they would
be away nearly an hour. She took out her writing-pad,
and began, " Dear Stella, Dear Ralph,' then stopped,
and looked at the queer valley and their feeble invasion
of it. Even the edephant had become a nobody. Her
eye rose Srom it to the entrance tunnel. No, she did not
wish to repeat that experience. The more she thought
over it, the more disagreeable and frightening it became.
She minded it much more now than at the time. The
crush and the smells she could forget, but the echo began
in some indescribable way to undermine her hold on life.
Coming a a moment when she chanced to be fatigued, it
had managed to murmur, " Pathos, piety, courage—they
exist, but are identical, and so is filth. Everything exists,
nothing has value." If one had spoken vileness in that
place, or quoted lofty poetry, the comment would have
been the same—" ou-boum." If one had spoken with the
tongues of angels and pleaded for al the unhappiness
and misunderstanding in the world, past, present, and to
come, for al the misery men must. undergo whatever
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their opinion and position, and however much they dodge
or bluff—it would amount to the same, the sarpent would
descend and return to the celling. Devils ae of the
North, and poans can be written about them, but no one
could romanticize the Marabar because it robbed infinity
and dernity of thar vasness the only qudity that ac-
commodates them to mankind.

She tried to go on with her letter, reminding hersdf
that e was only an dderly woman who had got up too
ealy in the morning and journeyed too far, that the
degpar creeping over her was merdy her despair, her
persond weskness and that even if de got a sungdroke
and went mad the rest of the world would go on. But
suddenly, a the edge of her mind, Rdigion gppeared,
poor little taketive Christianity, and she knew that all
its divine words from " Let there be Light"” to " It is
finished " only amounted to " bourn," Then she wes ter-
rified over an area larger than usual; the universe, never
comprehensble to her intdlect, offered no repose to her
soul, the mood of the last two months took definite form
a lagt, and de redized tha e didn't want to write to
her children, didn't want to communicate with anyone,
not even with God. She st motionless with horror, and,
when old Mohammed L atif came up to her, thought he
would notice a difference.  For a time she thought, " |
am going to be ill," to comfort hersdf, then she sur-
rendered to the vison. Shelog dll interest, evenin Aziz,
and the affectionate and Sncere words that dhe had gooken
to him ssamed no longer hers but the air's.

CHAPTER XV

ISS QUESTED and Aziz and a guide continued the
dightly tedious expedition. They did not tak

much, for the sun was getting high. The air fdt like a
war m bath into which hotter water is trickling congantly,
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the temperature rose and rose, the boulders said, " | am
aive,' the andl gones answvered, " | am dmos dive"
Beawean the chinks lay the ashes of little plants. They
meant to dimb to the rocking-gone on the summit, but
it was too far, and they contented themsdves with the
big group of caves En route for these, they encoun-
tered sevard isolaed caves which the guide persuaded
them to vigt, but redly there was nothing to see they
lit a match, admired its reflection in the poligh, tested
the edho and came out again. Aziz wes " pretty sure
they should come on some interesting old carvings soon,”
but only meant he wished there were some carvings. His
degpar thoughts were about the bregkfast.  Symptoms of
disorganization had gppeared as he left the camp. He
ran over the menu: an English bregkfast, porridge and
mutton chops but some Indian dishes to cause conversae
tion, and pan afterwards. He had never liked Miss
Quested as much as Mrs. Moore, and had little to say to
her, less than ever now that she would marry a British
officid.

Nor had Adela much to say to him. If his mind was
with the breskfagt, hers was mainly with her marriage.
Simla next week, get rid of Antony, a view of Thibet,
tiresome wedding bdlls, Agrain October, sse M rs. Moore
comfortably off from Bombay—the processon pessed
before her again, blurred by the heat, and then she turned
to the more serious busness of her life at Chandrapore.
Therewerered difficulties here—Ronny'slimitations and
her own—but she enjoyed facing difficulties, and decided
that if she could control her peevishness (aways her week
point), and neither rail againgt Anglo-India nor succumb
to it, their married life ought to be happy and profitable.
She mustn't be too theoretical; she would ded with esch
problem as it came up, and trust to Ronny's common
sneand her own.  Luckily, each had abundance of com-
mon sense and good will.

But as dhe toiled over a rock that resembled an in-



152 A PASSAGE TO INDIA

verted saucer, she thought, " What about love?" The
rock was nicked by a double row of footholds, and some-
how the question was suggested by them. Where had she
seen footholds before? Oh yes, they were the pattern
traced in the dust by the whedels of the Nawab Bahadur's
car. She and Ronny—no, they did not love each other.

"Do | take you too fast?" enquired Aziz, for she
had paused, a doubtful expression on her face. The dis-
covery had come so suddenly that she felt like a moun-
taineer whose rope had broken. Not to love the man
one's going to marry! Not to find it out till this mo-
ment! Not even to have asked onesdlf the question until
now! Something dse to think out. Vexed rather than
appalled, she stood still, her eyes on the sparkling rock.
There was esteem and animal contact at dusk, but the
emotion that links them was absent. Ought she to break
her engagement off? She was inclined to think not—it
would cause so much trouble to others; besides, she wasn't
convinced that love is necessary to a successful union. If
love is everything, few marriages would survive the
honeymoon. " No, I'm all right, thanks,” she said, and,
her emotions well under control, resumed the climb,
though she felt a bit dashed. Aziz held her hand, the
guide adhered to the surface like a lizard and scampered
about as if governed by a personal centre of gravity.

"Are you married, Dr. Aziz?" she asked, stopping
again, and frowning.

' Yes, indeed, do come and sse my wife "—for he felt

it more artistic to have his wife alive for a moment.

" Thank you," she said absently.

" She is not in Chandrapore just now."

" And have you children?"

" Yes, indeed, three," he replied in firmer tones.

"'Are they a great pleasure to you? "

"Why, naturally, | adore them,” he laughed.

"1 suppose so." What a handsome little Oriental he
was, and no doubt his wife and children were beautiful
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too, for people usudly get what they dready poses
She did not admire him with any persond warmth, for

there was nothing of the vagrant in her blood, but she
guesed he might attract women of his own race and
rank, and she regretted that neither she nor Ronny had
physcd charm. It does meke a difference in a rdation-
ship—beauty, thick hair, afine skin. Probably this man
had severd wives—Mohammedans dways indst on their
full four, according to Mrs. Turton. And having no
one d=e to ek to on that eernd rock, dhe gave rein
to the subject of marriage and sad in her honest, decert,
inquistive way: "Have you one wife or more than
one?'

The question shocked the young man very much. It
chdlenged a new conviction of his community, and new
convictions are more sengtive than old. If e had sad,
" Do you worship one god or severd ?" he would not
have objected. But to ask an educated Indian Modem
how many wives he has—appdling, hideous! He wasin
trouble how to conced his confuson. " One, one in my
own paticular cass" he sputtered, and let go of her hand.
Quite a number of caves were at the top of the track,
and thinking, " Damn the English even a ther bes,"
he plunged into one of them to recover his bdance She
followed a her lesure, quite unconscious that she had
sad the wrong thing, and not seaing him, she dso weatt
into a cave, thinking with half her mind " sght-seaing
bores me," and wondering with the other half about mar-
riage.

CHAPTER XVI

E waited in his cave a minute, and lit a dgarette,
s0 that he could remark on rgjoining her, " | bolted
in to get out of the draught,” or something of the sort.
When he returned, he found the guide, done, with his
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head on one side. He had heard a noise, he said, and
then Aziz heard it too: the noise of a motor-car. They
were now on the outer shoulder of the Kawa Dol, and
by scrambling twenty yards they got a glimpse of the
plain. A car was coming towards the hills down the
Chandrapore road. But they could not get a good view
of it, because the precipitous bastion curved at the top,
so that the base was not easily seen and the car disap-
peared as it came nearer. No doubt it would stop almost
exactly beneath them, at the place where the pukka road
degenerated into a path, and the eephant had turned to
ddle into the hills.

He ran back to tell the strange news to his guest.

The guide explained that she had gone into a cave

"W hich cave?"

He indicated the group vaguely.

" Y ou should have kept her in sight, it was your duty/’
said Aziz severely. " Here are twelve caves at lead.
How am | to know which contains my guest? Which
is the cave | was in myself? "

The same vague gesture. And Aziz, looking again,
could not even be sure he had returned to the same
group. Caves appeared in every direction—it seemed
their original spawning place—and the orifices were
always the same sze. He thought, " Merciful Heavens,
Miss Quested is lost,” then pulled himself together, and
began to look for her calmly.

" Shout! " he commanded.

When they had done this for awhile, the guide ex-
plained that to shout is usdess, because a Marabar cave
can hear no sound but itsown. Aziz wiped his head, and
sweat began to stream inside his clothes The place was
so confusing; it was partly a terrace, partly a zigzag, and
full of grooves that led this way and that like snake-
tracks. He tried to go into every one, but he never knew
where he had started. Caves got behind caves or con-
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fabulated in pairs, and some were a the entrance of a
gully.

" Come herel " he cdled gently, and when the guide
was in reech, he gruck him in the fece for a punishment.
The man fled, and he was left done.  He thought, ™ This
is the end of my career, my guest is lost." And then
he discovered the dmple and auffident explanation of the

mystery. -

Miss Quested waan't log. She had joined the people
in the ca—friends of hers, no doubt, Mr. Headop per-
haps. He had a sudden dglimpse of her, far down the
gully—only a dglimpse, but there she was quite plain,
framed between rocks, and gpesking to ancther lady. He
was 0 rdieved that he did not think her conduct odd.
Accugomed to sudden changes of plan, he supposad that
e had run down the Kawa Dol impulsvey, in the
hope of alittle drive. He garted badk done towards his
camp, and dmogt a once caught sight of something which
would have disquieted him very much a moment before:
Miss Questeds fiedd glasses They were lying a the
verge of a cave, hdf-way down an entrance tunnel. He
tried to hang them over his shoulder, but the leather
grgp had broken, so he put them into his pocket insteed.
When he had gone a few deps he thought she might
have dropped something dse, 30 he went back to look.
But the previous difficulty recurred: he couldn't identify
the cave Down in the plain he heard the car starting;
however, he couldn't catch a sscond glimpse of that. So
he scrambled down the vdley-face of the hill towards
Mrs. Moore, and here he was more successful: the colour
and confuson of his little camp soon gppeared, and in
the midst of it he sav an Englishman's topi, and be-
neath it—oh, joy!l—smiled not Mr. Headop, but Field-
ing.

"Fielding! Oh, | have so wanted you!" he cried,
dropping the " Mr." for thefird time.
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And his friend ran to meet him, al so pleasant and
jolly, no dignity, shouting explanations and apologies
about the train. Fielding had come in the newly ar-
rived car—Miss Derek's car—that other lady was Miss
Derek. Chatter, chatter, all the servants leaving their
cooking to listen. Excellent Miss Derek! She had met
Fielding by chance at the post office, said, " W hy haven't
you gone to the Marabar ?" heard how he missed the
train, offered to run him there and then. Another nice
English lady. Where was she? Left with car and chauf-
feur while Fielding found camp. Car couldn't get up—
no, of course not—hundreds of people must go down to
escort Miss Derek and show her the way. The elephant
in person. . . .

" Aziz, can | have adrink?"

" Certainly not." He flew to get one.

" Mr. Fielding! " caled Mrs. Moore, from her patch of
shade; they had not spoken yet, because his arrival had
coincided with the torrent from the hill.

" Good morning again!" he cried, relieved to find all
well.

" Mr. Fielding, have you seen Miss Quested? "

" But I've only just arrived. Where is she?"

"1 do not know."

"Aziz! Where have you put Miss Quested to? "

Aziz, who was returning with a drink in his hand, had
to think for a moment. His heart was full of new happi-
ness. The picnic, after a nasty shock or two, had devel-
oped into something beyond his dreams, for Fielding had
not only come, but brought an uninvited guest. " Oh,
shels all right," he said; "she went down to sse Miss
Derek. Well, here'sluck! Chin-chin!"

" Here's luck, but chin-chin | do refuse,”" laughed Field-
ing, who detested the phrase. " Here's to Indial "

" Here's luck, and here's to England! "

Miss Derek's chauffeur stopped the cavalcade which

< was starting to escort his mistress up, and informed it



CAVES 157

that she had gone back with the other young lady to
Chandrapore; e had sait him to ssy s0. She weas
driving hersdf.

" Oh yes that's quite likely," sad Aziz. "1 knew
they'd gone for a spin.”

"Chandrapore? The man's made a mistake," Field-
ing exdamed.

" Oh no, why?" He was disgppointed, but made light
of it; no doubt the two young ladies were great friends.
He would prefer to give breskfast to al four; ill, guests
must do as they wish, or they become prisoners.  He went
away cheerfully to ingpect the porridge and the ice

" What's hgppened ? " aked Fielding, who fdt a once
that something had gone queer. All the way out Miss
Deek had chatered about the picnic, cdled it an un-
expected treat, and sad that e preferred Indians who
didn't invite her to their entertainments to those who did
it Mrs. Moore st swinging her foot, and gppeared sulky
and gsupid. She said: " Miss Derek is most unsatisfac-
tory and redless dways in a hurry, dways wanting
something new; she will do anything in the world except
go badk to the Indian lady who pays her."

Fielding,,who didn't didike Miss Derek, replied: " She
waan't in a hurry when | left her.  There was no quegtion
of returning to Chandrapore. It looks to me as if Miss
Quedted'sin the hurry.”

" Adda?—d¥s never been in ahurry in her life," said
the old lady sharply.

"1 sy it'll prove to be Miss Quested's wish, in fact
| know it is," perdged the schoolmegter. He was an-
noyed—chiefly with himsaf. He had begun by missng
a tran—a sn he was never guilty of—and now that he
did arrive it was to upsst Aziz' arangements for the
soond time.  He wanted someone to share the blame, and
frowvned at Mrs. Moore rather magisteridly. " Azizisa
charming fellow," he announced.

" | know," dhe answered, with ayawn.
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" He has taken endless trouble to make a sucoess of
our picnic.”

They knew one ancther very little, and fet rather awk-
ward at being drawn together by an Indian. The racial
problem can take subtle forms. In their case it had in-
ducad a sort of jealousy, a mutual suspicion. He tried
to goad he enthusaam; she scarcdy gooke Aziz fetched
them to breakfad.

" It is quite natural about Miss Quested," he remarked,
for he had been working the incident a little in his mind,
to get rid of its roughneses " We were having an in-
tereging talk with our guide, then the car was sen, 0
she dedded to go down to her friend." Incurably inac-
curate, he already thought that this was what had oc-
curred. He was inaccurate because he was sendtive He
did not like to rememba Miss Quesed's remark about
polygamy, because it was unworthy of a guest, 0 he put
it from his mind, and with it the knowledge that he had
bolted into a cave to ge away from her. He was in-
accurate because he dedred to honour her, and—facts
being entanged—he had to arrange them in her vicinity,
as one tidies the ground after extracting a weed. Before
breakfast was over, he had told a good many .lies " She
ran to her friend, | tomineg" hewent on, smiling. " And
now | am with my friends and they are with me and
each other, which is happiness"

L oving them both, he expected them to love each other.
They didn't want to. Fieding thought with hogtility,
" | knew theze women would make trouble” and Mrs.
Moore thought, " This man, having missd the train,
tries to blame us"; but her thoughts were feeble, dnce
he faintness in the cave she was sunk in apathy and
cynidam. The wonderful India of her opening wesks
with its cod nights and acogptable hints of infinity, had
vanished.

Fielding ran up to ss2 one cave He waa't impressed.
Then they got on the dephant and the picnic began to
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unwind out of the corridor and excaped under the preci-
pice towards the railway gation, pursued by gabs of hot
air. They came to the place where he had quitted the
car. A disagresablethought now gruck him, and he said:
" Aziz, exactly where and how did you leave Miss
Quested?"

" Up there” He indicated the Kawa Dol cheerfully.

" But hon——" A qully, or rather a aease showed
among the rocks at this place it was scurfy with cadtuses
" 1 suppose the guide hdped her."

" Oh, rather, mog helpful.”

" Isthere a path off the top? "

" Millions of paths my dear felow."

Fielding could se nothing but the cees= Every-
where dse the glaring granite plunged into the earth.

" But you saw them get down safe? "

" Yes yes she and Miss Derek, and go off in the car."

" Then the guide came badk toyou ? "

" Exactly. Got a dgarette? "

" | hope shewasn't ill," pursued the Englishman. The
aeae continued as a nullah aoross the plain, the water
draining off this way towards the Ganges

" She would have wanted me, if she was ill, to attend
her."

" Yes, that sounds sene"

" | s you're worrying, le's talk of other things" he
said kindly. " Miss Queged was aways to do what she
wished, it was our arrangement. | s you are worry-
ing on my account, but really | don't mind, | never notice
trifles

" 1 do worry on your account. | condder they have
been impolite! " said Fielding, lowering hisvoice " She
had no right to dash away from your party, and Miss
Derek had noright to abet her."

So touchy as a rule, Aziz was unassailable  The wings
that uplifted him did not falter, because he was a M ogul
emperor who had done hisduty. Perched on his dephant,
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he watched the Marabar Hills recede, and saw again, as
provinces of his kingdom, the grim untidy plain, the
frantic and fedble movements of the buckets, the white
drines, the ddlow graves the suave <y, the ke
that looked like a tree. He had given his guests as good
a time as he could, and if they care lae or left early
that was not his affar. Mrs. Moore dept, swaying
againg the rods of the howdah, Mohammed Latif em-
braced her with dfidency and repect, and by his own
dde st Fielding, whom he began to think of as ™ Cyril."

" Aziz, have you figured out what this picnic will cost
you?"

"Sh! my dear chgp, don't mention that part. Hun-
dreds and hundreds of rupees. The completed account
will be too awful; my friends servants have robbed me
right and left, and as for an dephant, she gpparently eds
gold. | can trust you not to repeet thiss. And M.L.—
pee=e employ initids, he ligens—is far the worst of
al."

" | told you hes no good.”

" He is plenty of good for himsdlf; his dishonesty will
ruin me."

" Aziz, how monstrous! "

"1 am ddighted with him redly, he has made my
gueds comfortable; besdes, it is my duty to employ him,
heismy coudn. If money goes money comes  If
days desth comes Did you ever hear that ussful Urdu
proverb ? Probably not, for | have just invented it."

" My proverbs are: A penny sved is a penny earned;
A ditch in time saves nine; Look before you leap; and
the British Empire rests on them. Y ou will never kick
us out, you know, until you osese employing M.L.'s and
such.”

" Oh, kick you out ? Why should | trouble over that
dirty job? Leave it to the politicians. . . . No, when
I was a dudent | got exdted over your damned country-
men, certainly; but if they'll let me get on with my pro-
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f esson and not be too rude to me officidly, | redly don't
ak for more.”

" But you do; you take them to a picnic.”

" This picnic is nothing to do with English or Indian;
it is an expedition of friends."

So the cavelcade ended, partly plessant, partly not; the
Brahman cook was picked up, the train arrived, pushing
its burning throat over the plain, and the twentieth can
tury took over from the sxteenth. Mrs. Moore entered
her carriage, the three men went to theirs, adjusted the
shutters, turned on the dectric fan and tried to get some
demp. Inthe twilight, dl resembled corpses, and the train
itself ssamed dead though it moved—a ooffin from the
giattific north which troubled the scenery four times a
day. Asit left the Marabars, their negty little coamos dis
gopeared, and gave place to the Marabars ssn from a
digance, finite and rather romantic. The train hated
once under a pump, to drench the gock of cod in its
tender. Then it caught sight of the main line in the dis
tance, took courage, and bumped forward, rounded the
civil gation, surmounted the leve-crossing (the rals
were scorching now), and danked to a anddtill.  Chan-
dragpore, Chandrapore! The expedition was over.

And as it ended, as they st up in the gloom and pre-
pared to enter ordinary life, suddenly the long drawn
drangeness of the morning sngpped. Mr. Haq, the In-
goector of Police, flung open the door of their carriage
and sad in ghrill tones: " Dr. Aziz, itismy highly pain-
ful duty to arrest you."

" Hullo, some migstake," sad Fielding, at once taking
charge of the Stuation.

" Sir, they ae my ingructions. | know nothing."

" On what charge do you arret him?™

" | am under indructions not to say."

" Don't ansve me like that. Produce your warrant.”

" Sir, exaue me, no warrant is required under these
paticular drcumdances. Refer to Mr. McBryde.”
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" Very wdl, so we will. Come along, Aziz, old man;
nothing to fuss about, some blunder.~

" Dr. Aziz, will you kindly come?—a dosad conveyance
gandsin readiness

The young man sobbed—his first sound—and tried to
exgpe out of the oppodte door on to the line.

" That will compd me to use force,' Mr. Haq wailed.

" Oh, for Gods ske-" caied Fielding, his own
nerves breaking under the contagion, and pulled him back
before a scandd darted, and shook him like a baby. A
sscond later, and he would have been out, whistles blow-
ing, a man-hunt. . . . " Dear fdlow, were coming to
McBryde together, and enquire what's gone wrong—hes
a deoat felow, it'sdl unintentional . . . hell gpologize.
Never, never act the criminal."

" My children and my name!" he gagped, his wings
broken.

" Nothing of the sort. Put your hat straight and teke
my arm. |'ll s you through."

" Ah, thank God, he comes" the Ingpector exdamed.

They emagad into the midday heet, arm in arm. The
gation was segthing.  Passengars and porters rushed out
of evary recess many Government sarvants, more police
Ronny escorted Mrs. Moore. Mohammed Latif began
wailing. And before they could meke their way through
the chaos Fidlding weas cdled off by the authoritative
tones of Mr. Turton, and Aziz went on to prison done.

CHAPTER XVII

HE Collector had watched the arrest from the in-
terior of the waiting-room, and throwing open its
perforated doors of zinc, he was now reveded like a god
in a shrinee. When Fielding enteed the doors dapped
to, and were guarded by a servant, while a punkah, to
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mark the importance of the moment, flgpped dirty petti-
coats over their heeds  The Collector could not goeek at
first. His face was white, fanaticd, and rather beautiful
—the expresson that al English faoes were to wear a
Chandrgpore for many days. Always brave and un-
Hfish, he was now fused by some white and generous
heat; he would have killed himsdf, obvioudy, if he had
thought it right to do so. He gooke at last. " The worst
thing in my whole career has happened,” he said. " Miss
Quested has been inaulted in one of the Marabar caves.”

" Oh no, oh no, no," gegped the other, feding sckish.

" She exgped—by God's grace”

" Oh no, no, but not Aziz . . . not Aziz . . "

He nodded.

" Absolutdly impossible, grotesque.”

"| cdled you to presrve you from the odium that
would attach to you if you were ssen accompanying him
to the Police Station,” sad Turton, paying no atention
to his protest, indeed scarcdy hearing it.

He repeated " Oh no," like a fool. He couldn't frame
other words. He fdt that a mass of madness had arisen
and tried to overwhelm them all; it had to be shoved
back into its pit somehow, and he didn't know how to do
it, because he did not understand madness he had dways
gone about sendbly and quietly until a difficulty came
right. "Who lodges this infamous charge?' he asked,
pulling himsdlf together.

" Miss Derek and—the victim hersdf. . . " He
nearly broke down, unable to repeat the girl's name.

" Miss Quesed hersdf definitdy aocuses him of——"

He nodded and turned his face away.

" Then sheés mad.”

"1 cannot pess that last remark,” sad the Collector,
waking up to the knowledge that they differed, and trem-
bling with fury. " You will withdraw it ingantly. Itis
the type of remark you have permitted yoursdf to make
evea dnce you came to Chandrapore.”
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"1'm excessively sorry, sir; | certainly withdraw it
unconditionally." For the man was half mad himself.

" Pray, Mr. Fielding, what induced you to speak to me
in such a tone? "

" The news gave me a very great shock, so | must ask
you to forgive me. | cannot believe that Dr. Aziz is
guilty.”

He slammed his hand on the table. " That—that is
a repetition of your insult in an aggravated form."

"If 1 may venture to say so, no," said Fielding, aso
going white, but sticking to his point. " | make no re-
flection on the good faith of the two ladies, but the charge
they are bringing against Aziz rests upon some mistake,
and five minutes will cdear it up. The man's manner is
perfectly natural; besides, | know him to be incapable

of infamy."
" It does indeed rest upon a mistake," came the thin,
biting voice of the other. " It does indeed. | have

had twenty-five years experience of this country"—he
paused, and " twenty-five years" seemed to fill the wait-
ing-room with their sadeness and ungenerosity—" and
during those twenty-five years | have never known any-
thing but disaster result when English people and In-
dians attempt to be intimate socially. Intercourse, yes.
Courtesy, by all means. Intimacy—never, never. The
whole weight of my authority is against it. | have been
in charge at Chandrapore for six years, and if everything
has gone smoothly, if there has been mutual respect and
esteem, it is because both peoples kept to this ssimple rule.
New-comers st our traditions aside, and in an instant
what you sse happens, the work of years is undone and
the good name of my District ruined for a generation.
|I—I—can't s=e the end of this day's work, M r. Fielding.
Y ou, who are imbued with modern ideas—no doubt you
can. | wish | had never lived to se its beginning, |
know that. It is the end of me. That a lady, that a
young lady engaged to my most valued subordinate—
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that de—an English girl fresh from England—that |
should have lived——"

Involved in his own emotions, he broke down. What
he had said was both dignified and pathetic, but had it
anything to do with Aziz? Nothing a al, if Fielding
was right. It is imposshble to regard a tragedy from two
points of view, and wheress Turton had decided to avenge
the girl, he hoped to save the man. He wanted to get
away and tak to McBryde, who had dways been friendly
to him, was on the whole sensble, and could, anyhow, be
trusted to kegp coal.

"1 came down particularly on your account—while
poor Headop got his mother away. | regarded it as the
mog friendly thing | could do. | meant to tdl you that
there will be an informal meseting a the dub this evening
to discuss the Stuation, but | am doubtful whether you
will care to come  Your vidts there are dways infre-
quent."’

"1 shdl ceatainly come dr, and | am most grateful
to you for dl the trouble you have taken over me. May
| venture to asdk—wheare Miss Queded is.”

He replied with a gesture; e weas ill.

" Worse and worse, appalling,” he sad fedingly.

But the Collector looked a him gernly, because he
weas kegping his heed. He had not gone mad at the
phrase ™ an English girl fresh from England,” he had not
ralied to the banner of reace He weas ill after faos
though the herd had decided on emotion. Nothing en-
rages Anglo-India more than the lantern of reason if it
is exhibited for one moment after its extinction is de-
ceed. All over Chandrapore that day the Europeans
were putting asde their normal persondities and sinking
themsdves in ther community. Pity, wrath, heroiam,
filled them, but the power of putting two and two together
was annihilated.

Terminating the interview, the Collector waked on to
the platform. The confuson there was revolting. A
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chuprassi of Ronny's had been told to bring up some
trifles belonging to the ladies, and was appropriating for
himself various articles to which he had no right; he was
a camp follower of the angry English. Mohammed L atif
made no attempt to resist him. Hassan flung off his
turban, and wept. All the comforts that had been pro-
vided so liberally were rolled about and wasted in the
sun. The Collector took in the situation at a glance, and
his sense of justice functioned though he was insane with
rage. He spoke the necessary word, and the looting
stopped. Then he drove off to his bungalow and gave
rein to his passons again. When he saw the coolies
adeep in the ditches or the shopkeepers rising to salute
him on their little platforms, he said to himself: "I
know what you're like at last; you shall pay for this, you
shall squeal.’

CHAPTER XVIII

M R. McBRYDE, the District Superintendent of

Police, was the most reflective and best educated
of the Chandrapore officials. He had read and thought
a good deal, and, owing to a somewhat unhappy mar-
riage, had evolved a complete philosophy of life. There
was much of the cynic about him, but nothing of the
bully; he never lost his temper or grew rough, and he
received Aziz with courtesy, was almost reassuring. " |
have to detain you until you get bail,” he said, " but no
doubt your friends will be applying for it, and of course
they will be allowed to visit you, under regulations. |
am given certain information, and haveto act on it—I'm
not your judge." Aziz was led off weeping. Mr.
M cBryde was shocked at his downfall, but no I ndian ever
surprised him, because he had a theory about climatic
zones. The theory ran: " All unfortunate natives are
criminals at heart, for the smple reason that they live
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south of latitude 30. They are not to blame, they have
not a dog's chance—we should be like them if we satled
here” Born a Karachi, he ssaned to contradict his
theory, and would sometimes admit as much with a sad,
quiet amile.

" Another of them found out," he thought, as he s
to work to draft his daemat to the Magistrate.

He weas interrupted by the arrival of Fielding.

He imparted dl he knew without reservations Miss
Derek had hersdf driven in the Mudkul car about an
hour ago, she and Miss Quested both in a terrible gate
They had gone sraight to his bungdow where he hap-
pened to be, and there and then he had taken down the
charge and arranged for the aret a the railway da
tion.

" What is the charge, precisdy? "

" That he followed her into the cave and mede insult-
ing advances  She hit a him with her fidd-glasses he
pulled a them and the drgp broke, and that is how she
got avay. When we ssarched him just now, they were
in his pocket."

" Oh no, oh no, no; it'll be deared up in five minutes,"
he cried again.

" Have a look at them."

The grgp had been newly broken, the eyepiece wes
jammed. The logic of, evidence sad " Guilty."

" Did ghe sy any more?"”

" There was an edho that gpopears to have frightened
her. Did you go into those caves ?

" | saw one of them. There was an echo. Did it gat
on her nerves?'

" | couldn't worry her overmuch with questions. Shelll
have plenty to go through in the witnessbox. They don't
bear thinking about, theze next wesks | wish the Mara-
bar Hills and al they contan were at the bottom of the
sa Evening &fter evening one saw them from the
club, and they were just a harmless name. . . . Yes, we
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gart already.” For a visiting card was brought; Vakil
Mahmoud Ali, legd adviser to the prisoner, asked to be
dlowed to == him. McBryde sgned, gave permisson,
and continued: " | heard some more from Miss Derek—
she is an old friend of us both and tadks fredy; wel—
her account is that you went off to locate the camp, and
admog a once she heard sones falling on the Kawa Dol
and sav Miss Quested running straight down the face of
a precipice Well. She dimbed up a sort of gully to
her, and found her practicdly done fo—her hdmet
off "

" Was a guide not with her?" interrupted Fielding.

" No. Shehad got among some cadusss Miss Derek
sved her life coming just then—she was beginning to
fling hersdf aout. She hdped her down to the car.
Miss Quested couldnt sand the Indian driver, cried,
' Kegp him away'—and it was that that put our friend
on the track of what had happened. They meade sraight
for our bungdow, and are there now. That's the story
as far as | know it yet. She satt the driver to join you.
| think she behaved with great sens="

" | suppose therds no possbility of my seeing Miss
Quested ?" he asked suddenly.

" | hardly think that would do. Surely." '

" | was afrad you'ld say that. | should very much
liketo."

" She is in no dae to s anyone. Besdes you don't
know her well."

"Hardly a al. . . . But you s | bdieve shes under
some hideous ddlusion, and that tha wretched boy is
innocent."

The policeman garted in surprise, and a shadow passed
over his faog for he could not bear his digpostions to be
upset. " | had no idea that was in your mind," he sad,
and looked for support a the sgned depodtion, which
lay before him.

" Those fidd-glasses upst me for a minute, but I've
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thought since: it's impossble that, having atempted to
assault her, he would put her glasses into his pocket.”

" Quite possble, I'm afraid; when an Indian goes bad,
he goes not only very bad, but very queer.”

"1 don't follow."

" How should you? When you think of crime you
think of English crime. The psychology here is differ-
ent. | dare sy you'll tdl me next that he wes quite
norma when he carne down from the hill to greet you.
No reeson he should not be Read any of the Mutiny
records;, which, rather than the Bhagavad Gita, should
be your Bible in this country. Though Fm not sure that
the one and the other are not dosdy connected. Am |
not being beedtly? But, you ssg Fielding, as I've sad
to you once before, youre a schoomeder, and conse
quently you come across these people & their best. That's
what puts you wrong. They can be charming as boys.
But | know them as they redly are, after they have
devdoped into men. Look at this, for ingdance” He
held up Aziz' pocket-ces2 " | am going through the
contents.  They are not edifying. Here is a letter from
a friend who gpparently kegps a brothel ."

"1 don't want to hear his private letters”

" I1t'll have to be quoted in Court, as bearing on his
morals. He was fixing up to s\ women a Cdcutta”

" Oh, that'll do, that'll do."

McBryde gsopped, naivdly puzzled. It was obvious to
him that any two sahibs ought to pool al they knew
about any Indian, and he could not think where the ob-
jection came in.

" | dare sy you have the right to throw dones a a
young men for doing that, but I haven't. | did the
samed hisage™

So had the Superintendent of Police, but he condd-
aed tha the conversstion had teken a turn that wes
undesrable. He did not like Fielding's next remark
ather.
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" Miss QueStad really cannot be ss;n ? You do know
that for a certainty?"

" You have never explained to me what'sin your mind
here. Why on earth do you want to s her ? "

" On the off chance of her recanting before you send
in that report and hes committed for trial, and the whole
thing goes to blazes OIld man, don't argue about this,
but do of your goodness just ring up your wife or Miss
Derek and enquire. It'll cogt you nothing."

" It's no uxe ringing up them," he replied, gretching
out for the tdephone " Callendar sHtles a quegion
like that, of course. Y ou haven't gragped that sheés seri-
oudy ill."

" He's aure to refusg, it's all he exids for," said the
other degperatdy.

The expeted ansver came back: the Major would
not hear of the patient being troubled.

" | only wanted to ak her whether she is certain, dead
certain, that it was Aziz who followed her into the cave”

" Possbly my wife might ak her that much.”

" But | wanted to ak her. | want someone who be-
lievesin himtoask her."

" What difference does that make? "

" She is among people who disbdieve in Indians.”

" Well, e tdls he own gory, doen't she?

" | know, but she tdls it to you."

M cBryde raised his eyebrows, murmuring: " A bit too
finespun. Anyhow, Callendar won't hear of you seeing
her. I'm sorry to say he gave a bad account just now.
He says that she is by no means out of danger."

They were dlent. Another card was brought into the
office—Hamidullah's. The oppodte army was gathering.

" | mug put this report through now, Fielding."

" | wish you wouldn't."

"How can | not?"

" | fed that things are rather unsatisfactory as wel as
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mos dissstrous We ae heading for a most awful
gnash. | can s= your prisoner, | suppose”

He hedtaed. " His own people ssam in touch with
himal Oright."'

"Well, when hel's done with them."

" | wouldn't kegp you waiting; good heavens, you take
precedence of any Indian visitor, of course | meant
whatsthe good. Why mix yourself up with pitch?"

'l sy hes innocent——

"Innocence or guilt, why mix yoursdf up? What's
thegood ?"

" Oh, good, good," he cried, feding that every earth
was being dopped. " Ones got to bregthe occasondly,
a leet | have. | mayn't s her, and now | mayn't see
him. | promised him to come up here with him to you,
but Turton cdled me off before | could get two Seps”

" Sort of dl-white thing the Burra Sahib would do,"
he muttered sentimentdly. And trying not to sound
patronizing, he dretched his hand over the table, and
said: " We shdl al have to hang together, old man, I'm
afraid. 1'm your junior in years, | know, but very much
your senior in service you don't hgppen to know this
poisonous gountry as wel as | do, and you must teke it
from me that the generd Stuation is going to be nesty a
Chandrapore during the next few wesks very nasty in-
deed.”

" So | have just told you."

" But a atime like this therés no room for—well—e
persond views. The man who doemt toe the line is
lost."

" | === what you mean.”

" No, you don't s= entirdly. He not only losss him-
df, he weskas his friends. If you leave the line, you
leave a gep in the line. These jackds"—he pointed at
the lawyers cards—" are looking with all ther eyes for

a gap."
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" Can | visit Aziz?" was his answer.

"No." Now that he knew of Turton's attitude, the
policeman had no doubts. " Y ou may s him on a mag-
istrate's order, but on my own responsibility | don't fed
justified. It might lead to more complications."

Fielding paused, reflecting that if he had been either ten
years younger or ten years longer in India, he would
have responded to McBryde's appeal. The bit between
his teeth, he then said, " To whom do | apply for an
order?"

" City Magistrate."

" That sounds comfortable! "

" Yes, one can't very well worry poor Heaslop."

More " evidence " appeared at this moment—the table-
drawer from Aziz' bungalow, borne with triumph in a
corporal's arms.

" Photographs of women. Ah!™"

" That's his wife," said Fielding, wincing.

" How do you know that? "

" He told me."

McBryde gave a faint, incredulous smile, and started
rummaging in the drawer. His face became inquisitive
and slightly bestial. " Wife indeed, | know those
wives! " he was thinking. Aloud he said: " Well, you
must trot off now, old man, and the Lord help us, the
Lord helpusall. ..."

As if his prayer had been heard, there was a sudden
rackety-dacket on a temple bell.

CHAPTER XIX

AMIDULLAH was the next stage. He was waiting
outside the Superintendent's office, and sprang up
respectfully when he saw Fielding. To the Englishman's
passionate " It's all a mistake," he answered, " Ah, ah,
has some evidence come? "
"Itwill come," said Fielding, holding his hand.
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" Ah, yes Mr. Fielding; but when once an Indian hes
been arrested, we do not know where it will gop.” His
manner was deferential. " Y ou are very good to greet
me in this public fashion, | gopredae it; but, Mr. Field-
ing, nothing convinces a magidrate exogpt evidence Did
Mr. McBryde make any remark when my card came in ?
Do you think my gpplication annoyed him, will prgudice
him agang my friend at al? If o, | will gladly retire.”

" He's not annoyed, and if he was, wha does it
matter?’

" Ah, it's dl very wdl for you to goeek like that, but
we have to live in this country.”

The leading barrister of Chandragpore, with the digni-
fied manner and Cambridge degree, had been rattled. He
too loved Aziz, and knew he was caumniated; but faith
did not rule his heart, and he prated of " policy " and
"evidence" in a way tha saddened the Englishman.
Fielding, too, had his anxidies—he didn't like the fidd-
dases or the disoregpancy over the guide—but he rde
gated them to the edge of his mind, and forbade them to
infect its coree.  Aziz was innocatt, and al action must
be basad on that, and the people who said he was guilty
were wrong, and it was hopdess to try to propitiate
them. At the moment when he was throwing in his lot
with Indians, he redized the profundity of the gulf that
divided him from them. They dways do something dis-
gppointing. Aziz had tried to run awvay from the police,
Mohammed Latif had not checked the pilfering. And
now Hamidullah!—instead of raging and denouncing, he
temporized. Are Indians cowards? No, but they are
bad gaters and occasondly jib. Fear is everywherg
the British Rgj reds on it; the regpect and courtesy Field-
ing himsdf enjoyed were unconstious acts of propitia
tion. He told Hamidullah to chexr up, al would end
well; and Hamidullah did chear up, and became pugna
dous and sendble  McBryde's remark, " | f you leave
theline, you leave agep inthelineg,” was being illustrated.
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" First and foremod, the quettion of bail . . ."

Application mugt be made this afternoon. Fielding
wanted to gtand surety. Hamidullah thought the Nawab
Bahadur should be gpproached.

" Why dragin him, though ?"

To drag in everyone was precisay the barrister's aim.
He then suggested that the lawyer in charge of the case
would be a Hindu; the defence would then make awider
goped. He mentioned one or two names—men from a
digance who would not be intimidated by locd condi-
tions—and sad he should prefer Amritrao, a Cdcutta
barrister, who had a high reputation professondly and
persondly, but who weas notorioudy anti-British.

Fielding demurred; this ssamed to him going to the
other extreme. Aziz must be deared, but with a mini-
mum of racid hatred. Amritrao was loathed at the club.
His retention would be regarded as a politica chdlenge

" Oh no, we mugt hit with dl our strength. When |
saw my friend's private pgpers carried in just now in the
arms of adirty policeman, | said to mysdf, ' Anmritrao is
the man to dear up this' "

There was a lugubrious pause  The tanple bel con-
tinued to jangle harshly. The interminable and dis
adrous day had scacdy reached its afternoon. Con-
tinuing ther work, the wheds of Dominion now pro-
pdled a messangea on a horse from the Superintendent
to the Magistrate with an offidd report of arest.
"Don't complicate, |l the cads play themsdves" en-
treated Fielding, as he watched the man disgppear into
dust. " We're bound to win, there's nothing dse we can
do. Shewill never be die to subgatiate the charge.”

This comforted Hamidullah, who remarked with com-
plete sncerity, " At a crids, the English are redly un-
equdled.”

" Good-bye, then, my dear Hamidullah (we must drop
the ' Mr.! now). Give Aziz my love when you se him,
and tel him to kesp calm, calm, calm. | shdl go back
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to the College now. If you want me, ring me up; if
you don't, don't, for | shall bevery busy.”

" Good-bye, my dear Fielding, and you actually areon
our sdeagaing your own people? "

"Yes. Definitdy."

Heregretted taking Sdes  To dink through India un-
labeled was his aim. Henceforward he would be called
" anti-British,"” " saditious" —terms that bored him, and
diminished his utility. He foresaw that beddes being a
tragedy, there would be a muddle; already he saw several
tiresome little knots, and each time his eye returned to
them, they were larger. Born in freedom, he was not
afraid of the muddle, but he recognized its exigence

This setion of the day conduded in a quexr vague
talk with Professor Godbole. The interminable affair of
the RusHl's Viper was again in quetion. Some weks
before, one of the madea's at the College, an unpopular
Parsi, had found a RusHl's Viper nosing round his dass
room. Perhaps it had crawled in of itsdf, but perhaps
it had not, and the saff sill continued to interview their
Principal about it, and to take up his time with their
theories The reptile is so poisonous that he did not like
to cut them, short, and this they knew. Thus when his
mind was bur sting with other troubles and he was debat-
ing whether he should compose a letter of apped to Miss
Queged, he was obliged to ligen to a peech which lacked
both bass and conduson, and floated through air. At the
end of it Godbole said, " May | now take my leave ? " —
always an indication that he had not come to his point
yet. " Now | take my leave, | mug tdl you how glad
| am to hear that after all you sucossded in reaching the
Marabar. | feared my unpunctuality had prevented you,
but you went (a far pleasantar method) in Miss Derek's
car. | hope the expedition was a successful one™

" The news has not reached you yet, | can se"

" Oh yes"

" No; there has bemn a terrible catastrophe about Aziz."
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"Ohyes That isal round the College.

" Well, the expedition where that occurs can scarcdy
be cdled a succesful one/' sad Fielding, with an amazed
Sare.

"1 canot say. | wes not present.”

He gared agan—a most usHess operation, for no eye
could sse what lay a the bottom of the Brahman's mind,
and yet he had amind and a heart too, and dl his friends
trusted him, without knowing why. " | am mos fright-
fully cut up,” he sad.

" So | sawv at once on entering your office | must not
detain you, but | have a amdl private difficulty on which
I want your help; | am leaving your savice shortly, as
you know."

"Yes, alasl"

" And am returning to my birthplace in Centrd India
to take charge of education there. | want to sat a High
School there on sound English lines, that shdl be as like
Government College as possble”

"Well?" he sghed, trying to take an interest.

" At present there is only vernacular education at Mau.
| shdl fed it my duty to change all that. | shdl advise
His Highness to sanction at leet a High Schoal in the
Capita, and if possble another in eech pargana”

Fielding saunk his heed on his arms; redly, Indians
were sometimes unbearable.

" The point—the point on which | desre your hdp is
this: what name should be given to the schod ?*

"A name? A name for a school?' he sad, feding
sckish suddenly, as he had done in the waiting-room.

" Yes, aname adguitabletitle, by whi"dh it can be cdled,
by which it may be generdly known."

" Really—I have no names for schods in my heed. |
can think of nothing but our poor Aziz. Have you
gragped that at the present moment he is in prison ?*"

" Oh yes Oh no, | do not expect an answver to my
question now. | only meant that when you are at leisure,
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you might think the matter over, and suggest two or three
alternative titles for schods | had thought of the' Mr.
Fielding High School/ but failing that, the ' King-Em-
peror Georgethe Fifth/"

" Godbole!”

The old fdlow put his hands together, and looked dy
and charming.

" IsAziz innocent or guilty?"

" That is for the Court to dedde The verdict will
be in grict accordance with the evidence | make no
doubt/'

" Yes, yes but your personal opinion. Heres a man
we both like, generally eteemed; he lives here quietly
doing hiswork. Well, what's one to make of it? Would
he or would he not do auch athing? "

" Ah, that israther a different question from your pre-
vious one, and aso more difficult: | mean difficult in our
philosophy. Dr. Aziz is a mog worthy young man, |
have a great regard for him; but | think you are asking
me whether the individual can commit good actions or
evil actions, and that is rather difficult for us" He gooke
without emation and in short tripping syllables

" | ak you: did he do it or not? Is that plain? |
know he didn't, and from that | gart. | mean to ga at
the true explanation in a couple of days My lag notion
is that it's the guide who went round with them. Malice
on Miss Quested's part—it couldn't bethat, though Hami-
dullah thinks s0. She has certainly had some appalling
experience But you tdl me oh no—because good and
evil arethe same”

" No, not exactly, please according to our philosophy.
Because nothing can be performed in isolation. All per-
form a good action, when one is performed, and when
an evil action is performed, all perform it To illusrate
my meaning, le me take the case in point as an example

" | am informed that an evil action was performed
in the Marabar Hills, and that a highly eteemed English
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lady is now serioudy ill in consequence My answer to
that is this. that action was performed by Dr. Aziz."
He gopped and sucked in his thin cheks " It was per-
formed by the guide” He sopped again. " It was per-
formed by you." Now he had an air of daring and of
coyness " It was performed by me" He looked shyly
down the deave of hisown coat. " And by my sudents
It was even performed by the lady hersdf. When evil
ooccurs it expresses the whole of the universe.  Similarly
when good occurs”

" And dgmilarly when suffering occurs, and so on and
90 forth, and everything is anything and nothing some-
thing,” he muttered in his irritation, for he nesded the
solid ground.

" Excuse me, you are now again changing the bads of
our discusson. We were discusing good and evil.  Suf-
fering is merdy a matter for the individual. If a young
lady has sungroke, that is a matter of no dgnificance
totheuniverses. Oh no, not at all. Oh no, not the lead.
It is an isolated matter, it only concarns herdf. If che
thought he head did not ache <he would not be ill,
and that would end it. But it is far otherwise in the
cae of good and evil. They are not what we think them,
they are what they are, and each of us has contributed to
both."

" You*re preaching that evil and good are the same”

" Oh no, exaus me once again. Good and evil are
different, as their names imply. But, in my own humble
opinion, they are both of them agpets of my Lord. He
is present in the ong absnt in the other, and the differ-
ence between pressnce and absence is great, as great as
my fesble mind can gragp. Yet absnce implies presmoce
absmeceisnot non-exigence, and we ar e ther efor e entitled
to repedt, ' Come, come, come come' " And in the same
breath, as if to cancd any beauty his words might have
contained, he added, " But did you have time to visit
any of theinteresting M arabar antiquities? "
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0 Fielding wes slent, trying to meditate and reg his
rain.

" Did you not even s the tank by the usud camping
ground ?" he nagged.

"Yes, yes" he answered didractedly, wandering over
half a dozen things a once

" That is good, then you saw the Tank of the Dagger/*
And he rdated a legend which might have bean acogptable
if he had told it a the tearpaty a fortnight ago. It
concaned a Hindu Rgah who had dan his own sger's
on, and the dagger with which he paeformed the de=d
remained damped to his hand until in the course of years
he came to the Marabar Hills, where he was thirsty and
wanted to drink but sav a thirsty cow and ordered the
waer to be offred to her first, which, when done,
" dagger fdl from his hand, and to commemorate miracle
he built Tank." Professor Godboles conversations fre-
guently culminated in a cow. Fielding recaved this one
in gloomy dlence

In the afternoon he obtained a permit and sawv Aziz,
but found him ungpproachable through misery. " You
desated me" was the only cohaat remark. He weantt
avay to write his lettar to Miss Quested. Even if it
reeched her, it would do no good, and probably the
McBrydes would withhold it. Miss Quested did pull him
up short. She was auch a dry, sasble girl, and quite
without malice the last person in Chandrapore wrong-
fully to acouse an Indian.

CHAPTER XX

LTHOUGH Miss Quested had not made hersdf
popular with the English, she brought out all that
wasfinein thar character. For a few hours an exalted
emation gushed forth, which the women fdt even more
keenly than the men, if not for so long, " What can we



180 A PASSAGE TO INDIA

do for our sister?' was the only thought of Mexdames
Cadllendar and Ledey, as they drove through the pelting
heat to enquire. Mrs. Turton was the only vidtor ad-
mitted to the sck-room. She came out ennobled by an
undfish sorrow. " She is my own darling girl,” were
the words she sooke and then, remembering that she had
cdled he " not pukka" and resented he engagement
to young Headop, she began to cry. No one had ever
s the Cdllector's wife cry. Capable of tears—yes but
aways reserving them for some adequate occason, and
now it had come Ah, why had they not all bean kinder
to the dsranger, more patient, given her not only hospi-
tality but their hearts? The tender core of the heart
that is so sddom used—they employed it for a little,
under the gimulus of remorse. If all is over (as Major
Callendar implied), wdl, all is over, and nothing can be
done, but they retained some responshbility in her griev-
ous wrong that they couldn't define If she wasn't one
of them, they ought to have made her oneg, and they could
never do that now, she had passd beyond their invita-
tion. " Why don't one think more of other people?’
dghed pleasureloving Miss Derek. These regrets only
laged in their pure form for a few hours. Before sun-
=, other condderations adulterated them, and the snse
of -guilt (so srangdy connetted with our first sght of
any suffering) had begun to wear away.

People drove into the dub with sudious calm—the jog-
trot of country gentlefolk between green hedgerows for
the natives must not sugpet that they were agitated.
They exchangaed the usual drinks, but everything taged
different, and then they looked out at the palisade of
cadusss sabbing the purple throat of the sky; they real-
ized that they were thousands of miles from any scenery
that they undergood. The dub was fuller than usual,
and sveral parents had brought their children into the
rooms reserved for adults, which gave the air of the Resi-
dency at Lucknow. One young mother—a brainless but
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mogt beautiful girl—sat on alow ottoman in the smoking-
room with her baby in her arms; her husband was avay
in the digtrict, and ghe dared not return to her bungdow
in cae the " niggers atacked" The wife of a amdl
railway offidd, she was generdly snubbed; but this eve-
ning, with her abundant figure and messes of corn-gold
hair, she symbolized dl that is worth fighting and dying
for; more permanent a symbol, perhgps, than poor Adea
" Don't worry, Mrs. Blakiston, those drums are only
Mohurram,” the men would tdl her. " Then they've
started/' she moaned, dasping the infant and rather wish-
ing he would not blow bubbles down his chin a such a
moment asthis. " No, of course not, and anyhow, they're
not coming to the club.” " And they're not coming to the
Burra Sahib's bungdow either, my dear, and that's where
you and your baby'll degp to-night,” answered Mrs.
Turton, towering by her dde like Pdlas Athene, and
determining in the future not to be such a shob.

The Cdllector dgoped his hands for dlence He was
much cdmea than when he had flown out a Fielding.
He was indeed dways cdmer when he addressed severd
people than in a tete-& -tete. " | want to tak goedidly to
the ladies™ he sid. " Not the leest caue for aarm.
Keep coal, kegp cool. Don't go out more than you can
help, don't go into the city, don't tak before your serv-
ants. That'sall.”

" Harry, is there any newns from the city ? " asked his
wife, sanding at some digance from him, and dso as
suming her public safety voicer The rest were dlent
during the august colloquy.

" Everything absolutdy normal.”

"1 had gahered as much. Those drums are merdy
M ohurram, of course"

" Merdy the preparation for it—the Processon is not
till next wesk."

" Quite 0, not till Monday."
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" Mr. McBryde's down there disguised as a Holy
M an," said Mrs. Callendar.

" That's exactly the sort of thing that must not be
said,” he remarked, pointing at her. " Mrs. Callendar,
be more careful than that, please, in these times."

"1 .. . wdl | ... She was not offended, his
severity made her fed safe.

" Any more'questions? Necessary questions.”

" Is the—where is he " Mrs. Lesley quavered.

" Jail. Bail has been refused.”

Fielding spoke next. He wanted to know whether
there was an officia bulletin about Miss Quested's health,
or whether the grave reports were due to gossip. His
question produced a bad effect, partly because he had
pronounced her name; she, like Aziz, was aways referred
to by a periphrasis.

"1 hope Callendar may be able to let us know how
things are going before long."

" | fail to sse how that last question can be termed a
necessary question,” said Mrs. Turton.

" Will al ladies leave the smoking-room now, please? "
hecried, clapping his hands again. " A nd remember what
| have said. We look to you to help us through a diffi-
cult time, and you can help us by behaving as if every-
thingisnormal. Itisallak. Canlrely onyou?"

"Yes, indeed, Burra Sahib," they chorused out of
peaked, anxious facess. They moved out, subdued yet
elated, Mrs. Blakiston in their midst like a sacred flame.
His smple words had reminded them that they were an
outpost of Empire. By the side of their compassionate
love for Adela another sentiment sprang up which was
to strangle it in the long run. Its first signs were prosaic
and small. Mrs. Turton made her loud, hard jokes at
bridge, Mrs. Lesley began to knit a comforter.

When the smoking-room was clear, the Collector sat
on the edge of a table, so that he could dominate without
formality. His mind whirled with contradictory im-
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pulsss He wantted to avenge Miss Quested and punish
Fielding, while remaining scrupuloudy fair. He wanted
to flog every native that he saw, but to do nothing that
would leed to ariot or to the necessty for military inter-
vention. The dread of having to cdl in the troops was
vivid to him; soldiers put one thing straight, but leave a
dozen others crooked, and they love to humiliate the
civilian administration. One soldier wes in the room this
evening—a dray subdtern from a Gurkha regiment; he
was a little drunk, and regarded his presance as providen-
tia. The Callector sghed. There ssaned nothing for it
but the old weary busness of compromise and modera-
tion. He longed for the good old days when an Eng-
lishman could saisfy his own honour and no questions
asked afterwards.  Poor young Heedop had teken a gep
in this direction, by refusng bail, but the Collector
couldn't fed this was wise of poor young Headop. Not
only would the Nawab Bahadur and cothers be angry,
but the Government of India itsalf dso waches—and be-
hind it is that caucus of cranks and cravens, the British
Parliament. He had congantly to remind himsdf that,
in the gyes of the law, Aziz was not yet guilty, and the
effort fatigued him.

The others, less respondble could behave naturdly.
They had sated spesking of " women and children "—
that phrese that exampts the mde from sanity when it
has bexn repested a few times. Each fdt that dl he
loved best in the world was a sake, damanded revenge,
and weas filled with a not unpleasing glow, in which the
chilly and half-known features of Miss Quested vanished,
and were replaced by dl that is svegtet and wamest
in the private life. " But it's the women and children,”
they repeated, and the Collector knew he ought to stop
them intoxicating thensdves, but he hadn't the heart.
"They ought to be compdled to give hodages" €c.
Many of the said women and children were leaving for
the Hill Sation in a few days and the suggetion was
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made that they should be packed off at once in a gedal
train.

" And a jolly suggegtion,” the subaltern cried. " The
army's got to come in soone or later. (A eda train
was in his mind insgparable from troops) This would
never have happenad if Barabas Hill was under military
control. Sation a bunch of Gurkhas at the entrance of
the cave was all that was wanted."

" Mrs. Blakigon was saying if only there were a few
Tommies" remarked someone

" English no good,” he cried, getting his loyalties
mixed. " Native troops for this country. Give me the
soorting type of native, give me Gurkhas, give me Raj -
puts, give me Jats give me the Punjabi, give me Skhs,
give me Marathas, Bhils, Afridisand Pathans, and really
if it comes to that, | don't mind if you give me the
sums of the bazaars. Properly led, mind. 1'd lead them
anywhere——"'

The Cadllector nodded at him pleasantly, and said to
his own people " Don't gart carrying arms about. |
want everything to go on precisdy as usual, until therés
cauxe for the contrary. Get the womenfolk off to the
hills, but do it quietly, and for Heaven's sske no more
tak of geda trains. Never mind what you think or
fed. Possbly | have fedings too. One isdlated Indian
has attempted—is charged with an attempted crime” He
flipped his forehead hard with hisfinger-nail, and they all
realized that he fdt as degply as they did, and they loved
him, and determined not to inarease his difficulties " Act
upon that fact until there are more facts" he conduded.
" Assume every Indian is an angd."

They murmured, " Right you are, Burra Sahib. . . .
Angds . . . Exactly. . . . From the subaltern:
" Exactly what | said. The natives all right if you get
him alone Ledey! Ledey! You renembe the one |
had a knock with on your Maidan lag month. Well, he
was all right. Any native who plays polo is all right.
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What you've got to gamp on is thexe educated dasses
and, mind, | do know what Im talking about this time."

The smoking-room door opened, and let in a feminine
buzz. Mrs. Turton cdled out, " She's better,” and from
both sedtions of the community a sigh of joy and relief
rose. The Civil Surgeon, who had brought the good
news care in. His cumbrous, pesy fece looked ill-
tempered. He surveyed the company, saw Fielding
crouched bdow him on an ottoman, and sad, "H'm! "
Everyone began pressng him for details " No onés
out of danger in this country as long as they have atem-
perature” was his answer. He gppeared to resent his
patient's recovery, and no one who knew the old Mgjor
and his ways weas surprised a this.

" Squat down, Calendar; tel usdl aout it."

" Take me some time to do thet."

"How'stheold lady?"

" Temperature.”

" My wife heard she was sinking."

" So e may be | guarantee nothing. | redly cant
be plagued with quedions, Ledey."

" Sorry, old man."

" Headop's just behind me."

At the name of Headop a fine and beautiful expresson
weas renewved on evaery face Miss Quested was only a
victim, But young Headop was a martyr; he was the
recipient of al the evil intended againg them by the
country they had tried to serve; he was bearing the sahib's
coss. And they fretted because they could do nothing
for him in return; they fdt so craven dtting on softness
and attending the course of the law.

"1 wishto God | hadn't given my jewd of an assdant
leave. I'ld cut my tongue out fire. To fed I'm re
soondbleg, that's what hits me To refuse, and then give
in under pressure. » That iswhat | did, my sons that is
what 1*did."

Fielding took his pipe from his mouth and looked at it
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thoughtfully. Thinking him afraid, the accompany the
"1 undergood an Englishman weas to accompany the
expedition. That iswhy | gavein."

" No one blanes you, my dear Cdlendar," sad the
Callector, looking down. " We ae al to blame in the
s tha we ought to have ssn the expedition was
insufficdently guaranteed, and sopped it. | knew about
it mysdf; we lent our ca this morning to teke the
ladies to the gtation. We are al implicated in that ssnss
but not an atom of blame ataches to you persondly.”

"1 don't fed that. | wish | could. Responghility is
a very awful thing, and I've no ue for the man who
shirks it." His eyes were directed on Fielding. Those
who knew that Fielding had undertaken to accompany
and missed the early train were sorry for him; it was
what is to be expedted when a man mixes himsdf up
with natives, dways ends in some indignity. The Col-
lector, who knew more, kept dlent, for the offidd in him
still hoped that Fielding would toe the line. The con-
versation turned to women and children again, and under
its cover Magjor Cdlendar got hold of the subdtern, and
=t him on to bat the schoolmeder. Pretending to be
more drunk than he redly was, he began to meke semi-
offensgve remarks.

"Heard about Miss Quested's servant?' reinforced
the Major.

"N o, what about him?"

" Heaedop warned Miss Queseds sarvant last night
never to lose sght of her.  Prisoner got hold of this and
managed to leave him behind. Bribed him. Heedop has
just found out the whole story, with names and sums—a
wdl-known pimp to those people gave the money, Mo-
hammed Latif by name So much for the servant.
What about the Englishman—our friend here ? How did
they get rid of him? Money again."

Fielding rose to his feat, supported by murniurs and
exclamations, for no oneyet sugpetted hisintegrity.
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" Oh, I'm being misunderstood, gpologies” sad the
Mgjor offendvdy. "I didn't mean they bribed Mr.
Fielding."

" Then what do you mean ?"

" They pad the other Indian to meke you late—God-
bole. He was saying his prayers. | know those
prayers!

" That's ridiculous . . ." He st down again, trem-
bling with rage; person after person was being dragged
into the mud.

Having shot this bolt, the Magjor prepared the next.
" Heedop d<o found out something from his mother.
Aziz paid a herd of ndives to auffocate her in a cave
That was the end of her, or would have been only she
got out. Nicdy planned, waan't it? Neat. Then he
could go on with the girl. He and she and a guide, pro-
vided by the same Mohammed Latif. Guide now can't
be found. Pretty." His voice broke into aroar. " It's
not the time for dtting down. It's the time for action.
Cdll in the troops and dear the bazaars.™

The Magjor's outburds were dways discounted, but he
mede everyone uneesy on this occason. The aime was
even worsesthan they had suppossd—the ungpeskable
limit of cyniciam, untouched snce 1857. Fielding forgot
his anger on poor old Godboles behdf, and became
thoughtful; the evil was propagating in every direction,
it ssamed to have an exigence of its own, goat from
anything that was done or sad by individuds, and he
understood better why both Aziz and Hamidullah had
been inclined to lie down and die. His adversary saw
that he was in trouble, and now ventured to sy, " | sup-
pose nothing that's sad indde the dub will go outsde
thedub ?" winking the while a Ledey.

"Why should it?" responded Ledey.

" Oh, nothing. | only heard a rumour that a certain
membea here presnt has been seang the prisoner this
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afternoon. You can't run with the hare and hunt with
the hounds, at least not in this country."”

' Does anyone here present want to? "

Fielding was determined not to be drawn again. He
had something to say, but it should be at his own mo-
ment. The attack failed to mature, because the Collector
did not support it. Attention shifted from him for a
time. Then the buzz of women broke out again. The
door had been opened by Ronny. .

The young man looked exhausted and tragic, also
gentler than usual. He always showed deference to his
superiors, but now it came straight from his heart. He
semed to appeal for their protection in the insult that
had befallen him, and they, in instinctive homage, rose to
their feet. But every human act in the East is tainted
with officialism, and while honouring him they condemned
Aziz and India. Fielding realized this, and he remained
seated. It was an ungracious, a caddish thing to do, per-
haps an unsound thing to do, but he felt he had been
passive long enough, and that he might be drawn into the
wrong current if he did not make a stand. Ronny, who
had not seen him, said in husky tones, " Oh, please—
please all sit down, | only want to listen what has been
decided."

' Heaslop, I'm telling them |I'm against any show of
force," said the Collector apologetically. " | don't know
whether you will fed as | do, but that is how | am sit-
uated. When the verdict is obtained, it will be another
irntter."

"You are sure to know best; | have no experience,
Burra Sahib."

' How isyour mother, old boy? "

' Better, thank you. | wish everyone would sit down."

' Some have never got up,” the young soldier said.

" And the Major brings us an excelent report of Miss
Quested," Turton went on.

"1 do, | do, I'm satisfied."
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"You thought badly of he earlier, did you not,
Major? That'swhy | refused bail."

Callendar laughed with friendly inwardness, and said,
" Headop, Headop, next time bail's wanted, ring up the
old doctor before giving it; his shoulders are broad, and,
eaking in the drictes confidence, don't take the old
doctor's opinion too serioudy. He€s a blithering idiot,
we can always leave it at that, but he'll do the little he
can towards kegping in quod the——" He broke off
with affeted poditeness " Oh, but he has one of his
friends here"

The subaltern called, " Stand up, you swine"

" Mr. Fielding, what has prevented you from sand-
ingup?" said the Collector, entering the fray at lagt. It
was the attack for which Fielding had waited, and to
which he mug reply.

" May | make a gatement, sir?"

" Certainly."

Seasoned and sdf-contained, devoid of the fervours of
nationality or youth, the schodmage did what was for
him a comparativey easy thing. He sood up and said,
" | beieve Dr. Aziz to be innocent."

" You have a right to hold that opinion if you choose
but pray is' that any reason why you should insult Mr.
Heaslop?"

" May | condude my gatement ? "

" Certainly."

" | am waiting for the verdict of the courts If he is
grilty I redgn from my service and leave India. |
resign from the dub now."

" Hear, hear! " sad voices not entirdy hogile, for
they liked the fdlow for speaking out.

" You have not ansvered my question. W hy did you
not ¢and when M r. Headop entered?"

" With all deference, dr, | am not here to answer
quegions, but to make a personal gatement, and | have
oconduded it."
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" May | ask whether you have taken over charge of
this District?"

Fielding moved towards the door.

" One moment, Mr. Fielding. Y ou are not to go yet,
pleese. Before you leave the club, from which you do
very well to resign, you will express some detestation of
the crime, and you will apologizeto Mr. Heaslop."

" Are you speaking to me officialy, sir?"

The Collector, who never spoke otherwise, was so in-
furiated that he lost his head. He cried, " Leave this
room at once, and | deeply regret that | demeaned myself
to meet you at the station. Y ou have sunk to the level
of your associates; you are weak, weak, that is what is
wrong with you——"

"1 want to leave the room, but cannot while this
gentleman prevents me," said Fielding lightly; the subal-
tern had got across his path.

" Let him go," said Ronny, amost in tears.

It was the only appedl that could have saved the situa-
tion. Whatever Heaslop wished must be done. There
was a slight scuffle at the door, from which Fielding was
propelled, a little more quickly than is natural, into the
room where the ladies were playing cards. " Fancy if
I'd fallen or got angry,” he thought. Of course he was
a little angry. His peers had never offered him violence
or caled him weak before, besdes Heaslop had heaped
coals of fire on his head. He wished he had not picked
the quarrel over poor suffering Heaslop, when there were
cleaner issues at hand.

However, there it was, done, muddled through, and to
cool himself and regain mental balance he went on to the
upper verandah for a moment, where the first object he
saw was the Marabar Hills. At this distance and hour
they leapt into beauty; they were Monsalvat, Walhalla,
the towers of a cathedral, peopled with saints and heroes,
and covered with flowers. What miscreant lurked in
them, presently to be detected by the activities of the
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law? Who was the guide, and had he bean found yet?
What was the "echo" of which the girl complained?
He did not know, but presently he would know. Great
is information, and she shall prevail. It was the lag mo-
ment of the light, and as he gazed at the Marabar Hills
they ssemead to move gracioudy towards him like a queen,
and ther charm became the ky's. At the moment they
vanished they were everywhere, the coo benediction of
the night descended, the gars goarkled, and the whole
universe was a hill. Lovely, exquiste moment—but pass
ing the Englishman with averted face and on swift wings.
He experienced nothing himsdlf; it was as if someone had
told him there was such a moment, and he was obliged
to bdieve And he fdt dubious and discontented sud-
denly, and wondered whether he was really and truly
auccessful as a human being. After forty years experi-
ence he had learnt to manage his life and make the best
of it on advanced European lines, had devdoped his per-
sonality, explored his limitations, controlled his pasions
—and he had doneit all without becoming ether pedantic
or worldly. A creditable achievement, but as the moment
passd, he fdt he ought to have ben working at some
thing d<e the whale time—he didn't know at what, never
would know, never could know, and that was why he felt
sad.

CHAPTER  xxi

ISMISSING his regrets, as inappropriate to the

matter in hand, he accomplished the lagt section of
the day by riding off to his new allies He was glad that
he had broken with the dub, for he would have picked
up scraps of gosdp there, and reported them down in the
city, and he was glad to be denied this opportunity. He
would miss his billiards, and occasonal tennis, and aacks
with McBryde, but really that was all, so light did he



A PASSAGE TO INDIA

travel. At the entrance of the bazaars, a tiger made his
horse gwy—a youth dressed up as a tiger, the body striped
brown and yellow, a mask over the face  Mohurram wes
working up. The city best a good many drums, but
samad good-tempered.  He wes invited to ingoect a amdl
tezia—a flimsy and frivolous erection, more like a crino-
line than the tomb of the grandson of the Prophet, done
to death & Kerbda. Excited children were pasting col-
oured pgper over its ribs. The ret of the evening he
Foatt with the Nawab Bahadur, Hamidullah, Mahmoud
AH, and others of the confederacy. The campaign was
dso working up. A tdegram had been sat to the
famous Amritrao, and his acogptance recaeved.  Applica
tion for bail was to be renewed—it could not wel be
withheld now that Miss Quested was out of danger. The
conference was s=rious and sendble but marred by a
group of itinerant muscdans, who were dlowed to play
in the compound. Each hed alarge eartherware jar, con-
taining pebbles, and jerked it up and down in time to a
doleful chant. Digracted by the noise, he suggested their
dismisA, but the Nawab Bahadur vetoed it; he sad that
musicians, who had waked many miles, might bring good
luck.

Late at night, he had an inclination to tdl Professor
Godbole of the tacticd and mora error he had mede in
being rude to Headop, and to hear what he would say.
But the old fdlow had gone to bed and dipped off un-
molesed to his new job in a day or two: he dways did
posess the knack of dipping off.

CHAPTER  xxn

DELA lay for severd days in the McBrydes® bunga
low. She had bean touched by the sun, dso hundreds
of cadtus soines had to be picked out of her flesh. Hour
after hour Miss Derek and Mrs. McBryde examined her
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through magnifying glesses dways coming on fresh
colonies, tiny hairs that might sngp off and be drawn into
the blood if they were neglected. She lay pessve be-
neeth their fingers, which devdoped the shock that had
begun in the cave Hitherto she had not much minded
whether ghe was touched or not: her sanses were abnor-
madly inert and the only contact de anticipated was thet
of mind. Everything now wes transferred to the surface
of her body, which began to avenge itsdf, and fead un-
hedthily. People ssanad very much dike, exogat that
some would come dose while others kept away. " In
goece things touch, in time things part,” she repedied to
hersdf while the thorns were being extracted—her brain
0 week that ghe could not dedde whether the phrase was
a philosophy or a pun.

They were kind to her, indeed over-kind, the men too
respectful, the women too sympathetic; wherees Mrs.
Moore, the only visitor she wanted, kept avay. No one
understood her trouble, or knew why she vibrated between
hard commonsense and hydteria  She would begin a
goach as if nothing particular had heppened. ' | went
into this deetable cave” she would say dryly, " and |
remember scratching the wall with my finger-nail, to gart
the usud echo, and then as | was saying there was this
shedow, or sort of shedow, down the entrance tunnd,
bottling me up. It ssamed like an age, but | suppose the
whole thing can't have lagted thirty ssconds redlly. | hit
a him with the gasses he pulled me round the cave
by the strap, it broke, | exgped, that's all. He never
actudly touched me once It al ssams such nonsense”
Then her eyes would fill with tears. " Naturdly I'm
ups, but | shdl get over it.” And then she would bresk
down entirely, and the women would fed dshe was one
of themsdves and cry too, and men in the next room
murmur: " Good God, good God! " No oneredized that
dhe thought tears vile, a degradation more subtle than
anything endured in the Marabar, a negation of her ad-
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vanced outlook and the natural honesty of her mind.
Adda was aways trying to " think the incident out,”
always reminding hersdf that no harm had been done
There wes "the shodk,” but what is that? For a time
her own logic would convince her, then she would hear
the echo again, wes, dedare she was unworthy of Ronny,
and hope her assailant would ga the maximum penalty.
After one of thee bouts she longed to go out into the
bazaars and ak pardon from everyone she met, for she
fdt in some vague way that she was leaving the world
worse than she found it. She fdt that it was her crime,
until the intdlect, reawakening, pointed out to her that
she was inaccurate here, and s&t her again upon her gerile
round.

If only she could have ssen Mrs. Moore! The old lady
had not ben wel ather, and was disndined to come out,
Ronny reported. And consequently the echo flourished,
raging up and down like a nerve in the faculty of her
hearing, and the noise in the cave, so unimportant intel-
lectually, was prolonged over the aurface of her life. She
had grudk the polished wall—for no reason—and before
the comment had died away, he followed her, and the
dimax was the falling of her fidd-gassss The sound
had spouted after her when she exaped, and was going
on gill like ariver that gradually floodsthe plain. Only
Mrs. Moore could driveit back to its source and sl the
broken reservoir. Evil was loose . . . she could even
hear it entering thelives of others . . . And Adda sent
days in this atmosphere of grief and depresson. Her
friends kept up their spirits by demanding holocaugts of
natives, but she was too worried and wesk to do that.

When the cactus thorns had all been extracted, and her
temperature fallen to normal, Ronny came to fetch her
away. Hewasworn with indignation and suffering, and
she wished she could comfort him; but intimacy ssamed
to caricature itsdf, and the more they goke the more
wretched and sdf-consdious they became  Practical talk
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was the leeg painful, and he and M cBryde now told her
one or two things which they had conceeled from her
during the crigs, by the doctor's orders. She learnt for
the firg time of the Mohurram troubles. There had
nearly been ariot. The lag day of the fettival, the great
procession left its offidal route, and tried to enter the
civil gation, and a tdephone had bean cut because it
interrupted the advance of one of the larger paper towers.
McBryde and his padlice had pulled the thing graight—a
fine piece of work. They passad on to another and very
painful subject: the trial. She would have to appear in
court, identify the prisoner, and submit to cross-examina-
tion by an Indian lawyer.

" Can Mrs. Moorebewith me?" wasall she said.

" Certainly, and | shall be there mysdf," Ronny re-
plied. " The cae won't come before me; they've ob-
jected to me on personal grounds. It will be at Chandra-
pore—we thought at one time it would be transferred
dsawhere”

" Miss Quested redlizes what all that means though,"
said McBryde sadly. " The cae will come before
Das."

Das was Ronny's assigant—own brother to the Mrs.
Bhattacharya whose carriage had played them false lag
month. He was courteous and intdligent, and with the
evidence before him could only come to one concdlusion;
but that he should be judge over an English girl had con-
vulsed the gation with wrath, and some of the women
had snt a tdegram about it to Lady Mdlanby, the wife
of the Lieutenant-Governor.

" | mug come before someone”

" That's—that's the way to face it. You have the
pluck, Miss Queged." He grew very bitter over the ar-
rangements, and called them " the fruits of democracy.”
In the old days an Englishwoman would not have had
to appear, nor would any Indian have dared to discuss
her private affairs. She would have made her depostion,
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and judgment would have followed. He gpologized to
her for the condition of the country, with the result that
she gave one of her sudden little shoots of teers.  Ronny
wandered misarably about the room while she cried, tread-
ing upon the flowers of the Kashmir capet that so in-
evitably covered it or drumming on the brass Benares
bowls. "I do this less every day, | shdl soon be quite
well," de sad, blowing her nose and feding hideous.
"What | need is something to do. That iswhy | kegp
on with this ridiculous crying/*

" It's not ridiculous, we think you wonderful,” sad the
policeman very sncerdy. " It only bothers us that we
can't hdp you more. Your sopping here—at such a
time—is the greates honour this house—" He too
was overcome with emotion. " By the way, a letter came
here for you while you were ill," he continued. "I
opened it, which is a srange confesson to maeke. Will
you forgive me? The drcumdances are peculiar. It is
from Fielding."

" Why should hewriteto me ?*"

" A mogt lamentable thing has hgppened.  The defence
got hold of him."

" Hesacrank, acrank,” said Ronny lightly.

"That's your way of putting it, but a man can be a
crank without being a cad. Miss Quested had better
know how he behaved to you. If you don't tdl her,
somebody ds= will." He told her. " He is now the
maingay of the defence, | neednt add. He is the one
righteous Englishman in a horde of tyrants. He recaves
deputations from the bazaar, and they al dew betd nut
and swveer one another's hands with scent. 1t is not essy
to enter into the mind of such aman. His dudents are
on drike—out of enthusaam for him they won't learn
their lesons.  If it weren't for Fielding one would never
have had the Mohurram trouble. He has done a very
grave dissrvice to the whole community. The letter lay
here a day or two, waiting till you were wel enough,
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then the Stuation got s0 grave that | decided to open it
in case it was useful to us™

"lIsit?" de sad fedhly.

" Not a adl. He only has the impertinence to suggest
you have mede a migtake."

" Would that | had! " She glanced through the letter,
which was careful and formd in its wording. " Dr.
Aziz is innocent,” dhe reed. Then her voice began to
tremble again. " But think of his behaviour to you,
Ronny. When you had dready to beer so much for my
skel It was shocking of him. My dear, how can |
repay you? How can one repay when one has nothing
to give? What is the use of persond reationships when
everyone brings less and less to them? | fed we ought
al to go bak into the desat for centuries and try and
get good. | want to begin a the beginning. All the
things | thought 1'd learnt are just a hindrance, they're
not knowledge at all. 1'm not fit for persond relation-
ships. Well, let'sgo, let'sgo. Of course Mr. Fidding's
letter doent count; he can think and write what he
likes, only he shouldn't have been rude to you when you
had so much to bear. That's what matters. . . . | don't
want your .arm, |'m a magnificent waker, so don't touch
me, plees=”

Mrs. McBryde wished her an afectionate good-bye—a
woman with whom de had nothing in common and
whose intimacy oppressed her. They would have to meet
now, year after year, until one of their hustands was
superannuated. Truly Anglo-India had caught her with
a vengeence and perhaps it sarved her right for having
tried to take up aline of her own. Humbled yet repdled,
she gave thanks. " Oh, we mug hdp one another, we
must teke the rough with the smooth,” sad Mrs.
McBryde. Miss Derek was there too, still making jokes
about -her comic Mahargjah and Rani. Required as a
witness a the trial, de had refused to sad bak the
Mudkul car; they would be frightfully sck. Both Mrs.
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McBryde and Miss Derek\kissed her, and caled her by
her Christian name. Then Ronny drove her back. It was
early in the morning, for the day, as the hot weather ad-
vanced, swedled like a monster at both ends, and left less
and less room for the movements of mortals.

Asthey neared his bungalow, he said: " Mother's look-
ing forward to seeing you, but of course she's old, one
mustn't forget that. OIld people never take things as one
expects, in my opinion.” He seemed warning her against
approaching disappointment, but she took no notice. Her
friendship with Mrs. Moore was so deep and real that
she fdt sure it would last, whatever dse happened.
" What can | do to make things easier for you? It's you
who matter," she sighed.

" Dear old girl to say so."

" Dear old boy." Then she cried: " Ronny, she isn't
ill too?"

He reassured her; Major Callender was not dissatis
fied.

" But you'll find her—irritable. We are an irritable
family. Well, you'll sse for yourself. No doubt my
own nerves are out of order, and | expected more from
mother when | came in from the office than she felt able
to give. She is sure to make a specid effort for you;
still, 1 don't want your home-coming to be a disappoint-
ing one. Don't expect too much."

The house came in sight. It was a replica of the
bungalow she had left. Puffy, red, and curiously severe,
Mrs. Moore was revealed upon a sofa. She didn't get
up when they entered, and the surprise of this roused
Adela from her own troubles.

" Here you are both back," was the only greeting.

Adela st down and took her hand. It withdrew, and
she felt that just as others repelled her, so did she repel
Mrs. Moore.

"Are you all right? You appeared all right when |
left,” said Ronny, trying not to speak crosdy, but he
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had ingructed her to give the girl a plessant wdoome, and
he could not but fed annoyed;

"1 am dl right," she saidheavily. " As a mate of
fact | have been looking a my return ticket. It is inter-

e 0 | have a much larger choice of boas home
than | thought"

" We can go into that later, can't we?"

" Ralph and Sdla may be wanting to know when |
arrive."

" There is plety of time for al sauch plans. How do
you think our Addla looks?"

"l am counting on you to hdp me through; it is
such a blessing to be with you again, everyone ds is a
stranger,” sad the girl rapidly.

But Mrs. Moore showed no inclination to be hepful.
A sort of resentment emanated from her.  She seamed to
say: “Am | to be bothered for ever?' Her Chrigtian
tendaness had gone, or had devdoped into a hardness,
a just irritation agang the human race, she had taken
no interest a the ares, asdked scacdy any quedions,
and had refused to leave her bed on the awful last night
of Mohurram, when an atack was expected on the
bungd ow.

"1 know it's dl nothing; | must be sendble | do
try——" Adda continued, working again towards tears.
"1 shouldn't mind if it had happened anywhere dse; at
leet | redly don't know where it did happen.”

Ronny supposed that he understood what she meant:
she could not identify or describe the paticular cave,
indeed dmogt refusaed to have her mind deared up about
it, and it was recognized that the defence would try to
make capita out of this during the trial. He reassured
her: the Marabar caves were notorioudy like one another;
indeed, in the future they were to be numbered in
sguence with white paint.

"Ves, | mean that, at leest not exactly; but there is
thisechothat | kegp on hearing."
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" Oh, wha of the echo?' asked Mrs. Moore, paying
atention to her for the firg time.

"1 can't get rid of it." '

" | don't suppo=e you ever will."

Ronny had emphasized to his mother that Adelawould
arrive in a morbid dae, yet she was bang postivdy
mdicious.

" Mrs. Moore, what isthisecho ?"

" Don't you know ? "

" No—what is it? oh, do say! | fdt you would be
able to explain it . . . this will comfort me o. . . .

" If you don't knovv, you don't know; | can't tdl you."

" 1 think you're rather unkind not to say."

" Say, sy, say," sad the old lady bitterly. " As if
anything can be said! | have spent my life in saying or
in lisening to sayings; | have ligened too much. It is
time | wes left in peece Not to die" she added sourly.
" No doubt you expect me to die, but when | have sean
you and Ronny married, and ssen the other two and
whether they want to be married—I'll retire then into a
cave of my own." She amiled, to bring down her remark
into ordinary life and thus add to its bitterness. "' Some-
where where no young people will come asking questions
and expecting ansvars.  Some shdf.”

" Quite so, but meantime a trial is coming on," sad
her son hotly, " and the notion of most of us is that
wed better pull together and hdp one another through,
indead of being disagreesble Are you going to tak
like that in the witness-box?"

" Why should | be in the witnessbox ? "

" To confirm certain points in our evidence"

" | have nothing to do with your ludicrous law courts,"
she said, angry. " | will not be dragged in at all.”

"1 won't have her dragged in, either! | won't have
any more trouble on my account,” cried Addla, and again
took the hand, which weas again withdrawn. " Her evi-
dence is not the leest essential "
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" | thought she would want to give it. No one blanes
you, mother, but the fact remains that you dropped off
a the firg cave, and encouraged Adela to go on with
him done, wheress if you'd been wdl enough to kegp on
too nothing would have happened. He planned it, | know.
Still, you fdl into his trgp just like Fielding and Antony
beforeyou. . . . Forgive me for goegking so plainly, but
you've no right to take up this high and mighty attitude
about law courts.  If you're ill, that's different; but you
sy you're dl right and you seam 0, in which cae |
thought you'ld want to teke your part, | did redly.”

"1'll not have you worry he whether shes wdl or
ill," said Adeda, leaving the sofa and taking his arm;
then dropped it with a Sigh and st down again. But he
was pleesad de had rdlied to him and surveyed his
mother patronizingly. He had never fet essy with her.
She was by no means the dear old lady outsders sup-
posed, and India had brought her into the open.

" | shdl atend your marriage, but not your trial,” she
informed them, tapping her knee, she had become very
redless and rather ungraceful. " Then | shdl go to
England."

" Y ou cant go to England in May, as you agreed.”

" | have changed my mind."”

" Well, wed better end this unexpected wrangle," sad
the young man, striding about. " Y ou gypear to want
to be left out of everything, and that's enough.”

" My body, my miserable body,” she sghed. " Why
isn't it strong? Oh, why cant | wadk avay and be
gone? Why can't | finishmy duties and be gone? Why
do | gtt heedaches and puff when | wak? And dl the
time this to do and that to do and this to do in your
way and that to do in her way, and everything sympathy
and confuson and bearing one ancther's burdens. Why
cant this be done and that be done in my way and they
be done and | at pesoe ? W hy has anything to be done, |
cahnot =2 Why dl this marriage, marriage? . . . The
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human race would have become a sngle person centuries
ago if marriage was any us2 And dl this rubbish about
love, love in a church, love in a cave as if there is the
leet diffarence and | hdd up from my busnes over
such trifles!™

"What do you want?' he said, exagperated. " Can
you dae it in smplelanguage? If o, do."

" | want my pack of patience cards.

"Very wdl, ge them."

He found, as he expected, that the poor girl weas crying.
And, as dways, an Indian dose outdde the window, a
mdi in this case picking up sounds Much ups, he st
dlent for a moment, thinking over his mother and her
gile intrusons. He wished he had never asked her to
vigt India, or become under any obligation to her.

"Well, my dear girl, this isn't much of a home-com-
ing,"” he sad a las. " | had no idea she had this up
her deave"

Adda had gopped crying. An extraordinary expres
son was on her facg half rdief, half horror. She re-
pegted, " Aziz, Aziz."

They dl avoided mentioning that name. It had become
synonymous with the power of evil. He was " the pris-
oner," " the parson in quedion," " the defence" and the
sound of it now rang out like the firg note of a new sym-
phony.

"Aziz .. . have | made a mistake?'

" You're over-tired," he cried, not much surprised.

" Ronny, hes innocent; | made an awful mistake."

" Well, st down anyhow." He looked round the room,
but only two sparrows were chasng one ancther. She
obeyed and took hold of his hand. He sroked it and
she amiled, and gesped as if she had risen to the surface
of thewater, then touched her ear.

" My echo's better."

"That'sgood. You'll be perfectly wel in a few days,
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but you mugs save yoursdf up for the trial. Das is a
very good felow, we shall all bp with you."

" But Ronny, dear Ronny, perhaps there oughtn't to
be any trial."

" | don't quite know what you're saying, and | don't
think you do."

"1f Dr. Aziz never did it he ought to be let out.”

A shiver like impending death passed over Ronny. He
said hurriedly, " He was |l out—until the Mohurram
riot, when he had to be put in again." To divert her,
he told her the story, which was hdd to be amusng.
Nureddin had goen the Nawab Bahadur'scar and driven
Aziz into a ditch in the dark. Both of them had fallen
out, and Nureddin had cut his face open. Their wailing
had bean drowned by the cries of the faithful, and it was
quite a time before they were rescued by the police
Nureddin was taken to the Minto Hospital, Aziz resored
to prison, with an additional charge againg him of dis
turbing the public peace " Half a minute" he remarked
when the anecdate was over, and went to the tdephone
to ak Callendar to look in as soon as he found it con-
venient, because she hadn't borne the journey well.

When he returned, she was in a nervous crigs, but it
took a different form—she clung to him, and sobbed,
" Help metodowhat | ought. Azizisgood. You heard
your mother say 0."

" Heard what?"

" Hes good; I've been so wrong to aoccuse him."

" Mother never said 0."

" Didn't e?" <he aked, quite reasonable open to
every suggegion anyway.

" She never mentioned that name once"

" But, Ronny, | heard her."

" Pureilluson. You can't be quite wdl, can you, to
make up athing likethat."

" | auppose | can't. How amazing of mel"
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" 1 was ligening to all she said, as far as it could be
ligened to; she gets very iincoherent.”

" When her voice dropped she said it—towardsthe end,
when she talked above love—love—I couldn't follow, but
just then he said: ' Doctor Aziz never did it/ "

"Those words?"

" The idea more than the words."

" Never, never, my dear girl. Complete illuson. His
name was hot mentioned by anyone. L ook here—you
are confusng this with Fidding's letter.

" That's it, that's it,” <he cried, greatly rdieved. " |
knew Fd heard his name somewvhae | am so grateful
to you for dearing this up—it's the sort of migake that
worries me, and proves Fm neuratic.”

" So you won't go saying heés innocent again, will you?
for every servant Fve got is a oy." He went to the
window. The mali had gone, or rather had turned into
two amall children—impossible they should know Eng-
lish, but he sent them packing. " They all hate us" he
explained. " It'll be all right after the verdict, for |
will say this for them, they do acogpt the accomplished
fact; but at present they're pouring out money like water
to catch us tripping, and a remark like yours, is the very
thing they look out for. It would enable them to sy it
was a put-up job on the part of us offidas You se
what | mean."

Mrs. Moore camsback, with the same air of ill-temper,
and sat down with a flump by the card-table To dear
the confuson up Ronny asked her point-blank whether
she had mentioned the prisoner. She could not under-
dand the quegtion and the reason of it had to be ex-
Elained. She replied: "I never said his nameg" and

began to play patience

" | thought you said, ' Aziz is an innocent man,’ but it
wasin Mr. Fidding's letter."

" Of course he is innocent,” she answvered indifferently:
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it wes the first time she had expressed an.opinion on the
point.

"You sse Ronny, | wasright,” sad thegirl.

" Y ou were not right, e never sad it."”

" But de thinks it."

" Who cares what e thinks?"

" Red nine on black ten——" from the card-table.

" She can think, and Fieldi ng too, but theréds such a
thlng as evidence, | suppose”

"l know, but——"

"lIs it again my duty to talk?' asked Mrs. Moore,
looking up. " Apparently, as you kep interrupting me."

" Only if you have anything sensbleto say.”

" Oh, how tedious . . . trivial . . ." and as when she
had scoffed & love, love, love, her mind ssaned to move
towards them from a great digance and out of darkness.
" Oh, why is everything still my duty ? when shdl | be
free from your fuss? Woas he in the cave and were you
inthe cave and on and on . . . and Unto us a Son is
born, unto us a Child isgiven . . . and am | good and
is he bad and are we saved ? . . . and ending everything
the echo."

" | don't hear it so much," said Adela, moving towards
her. " Yoir send it away, you do nothing but good, you
are so good.”

"1 am not good, no, bad." She sooke more camly
and reumed her cards, saying as e turned them up, " A
bad old woman, bad, bad, deedable | usad to be good
with the children growing up, dso | mest this young man
in his mosque, | wanted him to be happy. Good, happy,
sndl people They do not exid, they were a dream.

. But I will not hdp you to torture him for what he
never did. There are different ways of evil and | prefer
mineto yours."

"Have you any evidence in the prisoner's favour?'
sad Ronny in the tones of the just officdd. " If so, itis
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your bounden duty to go into the witnessbox for him
ingead of for us. No one will gop you."

" One knows pexyles charaders as you cal them,"
she retorted disdainfully, as if she redlly knew more than
character but could not impart it. " | have heard both
English and Indians gpesk wel of him, and | fdt it isn't
the sort of thing he would do."\

" Fesble, mother, fesble”

" Mogt fesble"

" And mog incongderate to Addla.”

Adda said: " It would be so appalling if 1 was wrong.
I should take my own life."

Heturned on he with: " What was | warningyou just
now? You know you're right, and the whoe sation
knowsit."

"Yes he ... Thisisvery, very awful. I'm as cer-
tain as eva he folowed me . . . only, wouldn't it be
possble to withdraw the cass? | dread the idea of giving
evidence more and more, and you are al so good to
women here and you have so much more power than in
England—look at Miss Derek's motor-car. Oh, of course
it's out of the quegtion, I'm ashamed to have mentioned
it; pleese forgive me"

" That's all right,” he said inadequatdy. *' Of course
| forgive you, asyou cal it. But the case has to come
before a magidrate now; it realy mug, the machinery
has darted.”

"She has garted the machinery; it will work to its
end.”

Adda indined towards tears in consquence of this
unkind remark, and Ronny picked up the lig of seam-
ship sailings with an exadlent notion in his head. His
mother ought to leave India at once she was doing no
good to herdf or to anyone dsethere

*
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CHAPTER XXIIILADY MELLANBY , wifeto th

" of the Province, had been gratified by the goped ad-
dressed to her by the ladies of Chandrapore. She could
not do anything—besdes se was saling for England;
but she dedred to be informed if she could show sym-
pathy in any other way. Mrs. Turton replied that Mr.
Heaedop's mother weas trying to get a passsge but had
ddayed too long, and dl the boas were full; could Lady
Mdlanby use her influence? Not even Lady Mdlanby
could expand the dimensons of a P. and O., but she
was a very, very nice woman, and she actudly wired
offering the unknown and obscure old lady accommoda:
tion in her own resarved cabin. It was like a gift from
heaven; humble and grateful, Ronny could not but re-
flect that there are compensations for every woe. His
name weas familiar a& Government House owing to poor
Adda, and now Mrs. Moore would samp it on Lady
Mdlanby's imagination, as they journeyed acoss the
Indian Oceen and up the Red Sea He had a return of
tenderness for his mothe—as we do for our reaives
when they recave conspicuous and unexpected honour.
She was not negligible, she could ill arrest the attention
of a high offidd's wife.

So Mrs. Moore had al she wished;, she exgpad the
trial, the marriage, and the hot weather; she would re-
turn to England in comfort and digtinction, and s her
other children. At her son's suggestion, and by her own
dedre, e depated. But she acogted her good luck
without enthusaam. She had come to that date where
the horror of the universe and its andiness are both
visble a the same time—the twilight of the double vision
in which so many ddely people are involved. If this
world is not to our taste well, a al eveais there is
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Heaven, Hell, Annihilation—one or other of those large
things, that huge scenic background of gars fires blue
or black air. All heroic endeavour, and all that is known
as art, asumes that there is such a background, just as
all practical endeavour, when the world is to our tage,
asumes that the world is all. But in the twilight of
the double vison, a spiritual muddledom is st up for
which no high-sounding words can be found; we can
nether act nor refrain from action, we can neither ignore
nor repet Infinity. Mrs. Moore had aways indined
to redgnation. As soon as she landed in India it ssaned
to her good, and when she saw the water flowing through
the mosguetank, or the Ganges, or the moon, caught in
the shawl of night with all the other gars it ssamed a
beautiful goal and an easy one To be one with the
universel So dignified and dmple But thee was
always some little duty to be performed fird, some new
card to be turned up from the diminishing pack and
placed, and while she was pottering about, the Marabar
druck its gong.

What had gpoken to her in that scoured-out cavity of
the granite? What dwdt in thefirg of the caves? Some-
thing very old and very amall. Before time, it was be
fore goace alsn.  Something snub-nosed, incapable of gen-
erogty—the undying worm itsdf. Snce hearing its
voice, she had not entertained one large thought, she was
actually envious of Adda. All this fus over a fright-
enad girl! Nothing had happened, " and if it had,” she
found hersdf thinking with the cyniciam of a withered
prietess, " if it had, there are worse evils than love"
The ungpeakable attempt presnted itsdf to her as love:
in a cave in a church—Bourn, it amounts to the same
Visions are supposd to entail profundity, but Wait
till you get one dear reader! The abyss also may be
petty, the srpent of eternity made of maggots;.her con-
gant thought was. " Less attention should be paid to my
future daughter-in-law and more to me, there is no sor-
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row like my sorrow," athough when the atention was
paid she rgected it irritably.

Her son couldn't escort her-to Bombay, for the loca
situation continued acute, and dl offidds had to remain
a their pots Antony couldn't come dther, in cae he
never returned to give his evidence So she travdled
with no one who could remind her of the past. This
was a relief. The heat had drawn back a little before
its next advance, and the journey was not unplessant.
As ghe left Chandrapore the moon, full again, shone over
the Ganges and touched the shrinking channds into
threeds of slver, then veered and looked into her window.
The swift and comfortable mail-train did with her
through the night, and al the next day she was rushing
through Central India, through landscgpes that wee
baked and bleached but had not the hopdess mdancholy
of the plain. She wached the indestructible life of man
and his changing faces and the housss he has built for
himsdf and God, and they gopeared to her not in tarms
of her own trouble but as things to ss2a  There was, for
indance, a place cdled Asirgarh which she pessed a
ana and idatified on a mgp—an enormous fortress
among wooded hills. No one had ever mentioned Asir-
garh to her, but it had huge and noble bagtions and to
the right of them was a mosque. She forgot it. Ten
minutes later, Asirgarh regppeared. The mosgue was
to the left of the bagions now. The train in its descent
through the Vindyas had described a samidrde round
Asirgarh. What could she comnet it with exogt its
own name? Nothing; she knew no one who lived there.
But it had looked at her twice and seamed to say: " | do
not vanish." She woke in the middle of the night with
a dart, for the tran was fdling over the western diff.
Moonlit pinnades rushed up at her like the fringes of a
seg; then a brief goisode of plain, the red s=g and the
soupy dkwn of Bombay. " | have not sen the right
places" she thought, as e sav embayed in the plat-
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forms of the Victoria Terminus the end of the rails that
had carried her over a continent and could never carry
her back. She would never visit Asirgarh or the cther
untouched places, neither Delhi nor Agra nor the Raj-
putana dties nor Kashmir, nor the obscurer marvds that
had someimes shone through men's speech: the bilingual
rock of Girnar, the gatue of Shri Begoala, the ruins of
Mandu and Hampi, temples of Khajraha, gardens of
Shdimar. As she drove through the huge city which
the West has built and abandoned with a gesture of
despair, she longed to stop, though it was only Bombay,
and disentangle the hundred Indias that pessad each other
in its srets.  The feg of the horses moved her on,
and presently the boat sdiled and thousands of coconut
pams gopeared dl round the anchorage and dimbed the
hills to wave her farewdl. " So you thought an echo
was India; you took the Marabar caves asfind ?" they
laughed. " What have wein common with them, or they
with Asirgarh? Good-bye! " Then the seemer rounded
Coalaba, the continent swung about, the diff of the Ghats
mdted into the haze of a tropic ssa Lady Mdlanby
turned up and advised her not to gand in the heat: " We
are safdy out of the frying-pan,’ sad Lady Mdlanby,
" it will never do to fdl into the fire."

CHAPTER XXIV

AKING sudden changes of gear, the heat accd-
gad its advance ater Mrs. Moor€e's departure

until exisgence had to be endured and crime punished with
the thermometer a a hundred and twdve. Electric fans
hummed and spa, waer soashed on to sreas ice
dinked, and outsde these defences betwean a greyish
sky and a ydlowish earth, douds of dust moved hes-
exquidte firesde myths have resulted—Bdder, Per-
tatingly. In Europe life rereats out of the cold, and
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sephone—hut here the retreat is from the source of life,
the treecherous sun, and no poetry adorns it because dis
illusonment cannot be beautiful. Men yearn for poetry
though they may not corfess it; they desre that joy shdl
be graceful and sorrow august and infinity have a form,
and India fals to accommodae them. The annud
hdter-skdter of April, when irritability and lust soread
like a canker, is one of her comments on the orderly hopes
of humanity. Fish manage better; fish, as the tanks dry,
wriggle into the mud and wait for the rains to uncake
them. But men try to be harmonious dl the year round,
and the reaults are occasondly dissstrous. The trium-
phant machine of civilization may suddenly hitch and be
immobilized into a car of done, and a such moments
the degtiny of the English sears to reamble thar prede-
cesors, who dso entered the country with intent to re-
fashion it, but were in the end worked into its pattern
and covered with its dust.

Adela, after years of intdlectudiam, had resumed her
morning kned to Christianity. There ssemed no harm
in it, it was the shortest and eeset cut to the unseen,
and she could tack her troubles on to it. Just as the
Hindu deks aked Lakshmi for an increese in pay, so
did ghe implore Jehovah for a favourable verdict. God
who saves the King will surely support the police Her
deity returned a consoling reply, but the touch of her
hands on her face gated prickly heat, and she ssamed
to swdlow and expectorate the same insipid dot of air
that had weighed on her lungs all the night. Also the
voice of Mrs. Turton disturbed her. " Are you ready,
young lady?" it peded from the next room.

" Half a minute,* she murmured. The Turtons had
recaeived her after Mrs. Moore left. Their kindness was
incredible, but it was her podtion not her character that
moved them; she was the English girl who had had the
terrible exparience, and for whom too much could not
be done. No one, except Ronny, had any idea of what
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pesx=d in her mind, and he only dimly, for where there
is offiddisam every human rdationship auffars  In her
sadness she sad to him, " | bring you nothing but trou-
ble; | was right on the Maidan, we had better just be
friends/' but he protested, for the more she auffered the
more highly he vadued her. Did she love him? This
guestion was somehow draggled up with the Marabar, it
had bean in her mind as she entered the fatd cave Was
she cgoable of loving anyone?

" Miss Quested, Adela, what dye cdl yoursdf, it's
hdf-past seven; we ought to think of sarting for that
Court when you fed inclined."

" Shels saying her prayers” came the Callector's voice.

" Sorry, my dear; take your time . . . Was your
chota hazri dl right? "

" | cant edt; might | have a little brandy? " she asked,
desarting Jehovah.

When it was brought, she shuddered, and sad she was
ready to go.

" Drink it up; not a bad notion, a peg.”

" | don't think it'll redly hdp me, Burra Sahib."

"You snt brandy down to the Court, didn't you,
Mary?"

" | should think | did, champagne too."

" 1'll thank you this evening, I'm dal to pieces now,"
sad the girl, forming eech syllable carefully as if her
trouble would diminish if it were accurady defined. She
was afraid of reicence in caee something that she hersdf
did not pacave took shape beneath it, and e had re-
hearsed with Mr. McBryde in an odd, mincing way her
terrible adventure in the cave, how the man had never
actudly touched her but dragged her about, and so on.
Her am this morning was to announce, meticuloudy,
that the strain was appdling, and she would probably
break down under Mr. Amritrao's cross-examination and
disgrace her friends. " My edho has come back again
badly," shetold them.
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" How about aspirin?"

" It isnot a headache, it is an echo.'

Unable to digpd the buzzing in her ears Major Cal-
lendar had diagnosed it as a fancy, which mug not be
encouraged. So the Turtons changed the subject. The
codl little lick of the bresze was pasing over the earth,
dividing night from day; it would fail in ten minutes, but
they might profit by it for ther drive down into the
city.

" | am sureto break down," she repeated.

" You won't, said the Codllector, his voice full of
tenderness

" Of course he won't, shes a real ort.”

" But, Mrs. Turton . . ."

"Yes, my dear child?"

" If I do breek down, it is of no conssquence It
would matter in some trials, not in this | put it to
mysdf in the following way: | can really behave as |
like, cry, be absurd, | am sure to get my verdict, unless
Mr. Dasismogd frightfully unjust.”

" You're bound to win," he said calmly, and did not
remind her that there was bound to be an appeal. The
Nawab Bahadur had financed the defence, and would
ruin himsdf soone than let an " innocent Modem per-
ish,” and other interegs lessreputable, werein the back-
ground too. The case might go up from court to court,
with consquences that no offical could foresse Under
his very eyes the tempea of Chandrapore was altering.
As his car turned out of the compound, there was a tap
of dlly anger on its paint—a pebble thrown by a child.
Some larger fones were dropped near the mosgque.  In
the Maidan, a squad of native pdice on motor cydes
waited to exoort them through the bazaars. The Coallector
wasirritated and muttered, " McBryde'san old woman " ;
but Mrs. Turton said, " Really, after Mohurram a show
of force will do no harm; it's ridiculous to pretend they
don't hate us; do give up that farce" He replied in an
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odd, sad voicg, " | don't hate them, | don't know why,"
and he didn't hate them; for if he did, he would have
had to condemn his own carexr as a bad invetment. He
retained a contemptuous affection for the pawns he had
moved about for so many years they must be worth his
pains. " After all, it's our women who make everything
more difficult out here”" was his inmog thought, as he
caught sight of some ocbsoenities upon a long blank wall,
and benesth his chivalry to Miss Queded resntment
lurked, waiting its day—perhaps there is a grain of re-
sntment in all chivalry. Some gudents had gathered
in front of the City Magidratés Court—hyserical boys
whom he would have faced if aloneg, but he told the driver
to work round to the rear of the building. The sudents
jeered, and Rafi (hiding behind a comrade that he might
not be identified) caled out the English weare cowards.

They gained Ronny's private room, where a group of
their own sort had odledted. None were cowardly, all
nervy, for queer reports kept coming in. The Swegpa's
had just gruck, and half the commodes of Chandrapore
remained desdlate in conssquence—only half, and Sweep-
es from the Disrict, who fdt less strongly about the
innocence of Dr. Aziz, would arrive in the afternoon,
and break the drike, but why should the grotesque inci-
dent occur? And a number of Mohammedan ladies had
sworn to take no food until the prisoner was acquitted;
their desth would make little difference, indeed, being
invisble, they ssamed dead already, neverthdess it was
disquieting. A new spirit ssamed abroad, a rearrange
ment, which no one in the gern little band of whites
could explain. There was a tendency to se Fielding at
the back of it: the idea that he was weak and cranky
had bem dropped. They abusad Fielding vigorousdy:
he had bean s=en driving up with the two counsds Amri-
trao and Mahmoud AH; he encouraged the Boy .Scout
movement for saditious reasons, he recaved letters with
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foreign ¢amps on them, and was probably a Japanee
$y. This morning's verdict would break the renegade,
but he had done his country and the Empire incalculable
dissrvice. While they denounced him, Miss Quested lay
badk with her hands on the arms of her chair and her
e/es dosed, reserving her drength.  They noticed her
after a time, and fdt ashamed of making so much noise

" Can we do nothing for you?" Miss Derek said.

" | don't think 0, Nancy, and | seam able to do nothing
for mysdf."

" But you're grictly forbidden to talk like that; you're
wonder ful.”

" Yes, indead," came the reverent chorus

" My old Dasis all right,” said Ronny, starting a new
subject in low tones

" Not one of them's all right/' contradicted M ajor
Callendar.

" Dasis really."

" You mean héds more frightened of acquitting than
convicting, because if he acquits h€ll lose his job," said
Ledey with a dever little laugh.

Ronny did mean that, but he cherished " illusons™
about his own subordinates (following the finer tradi-
tions of hi's srvice here), and he liked to maintain that
his old Das redlly did poses moral courage of the
Public School brand. He pointed out that—from one
point of view—it was good that an | ndian was taking the
cax Conviction was inevitable, o bete le an Indian
pronounce it, there would be less fuss in the long run.
Interesed in the argument, he let Adela become dim in
his mind.

" In fact, you disapprove of the appea | forwarded
to Lady Mdlanby," said Mrs.Turton with condderable
heat. " Pray don't apologize, Mr. Headop; | am accus
tomed to being in the wrong."

" | 'didn't mean that . . ."
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" All right. | said don't apologize"

" Those awine are aways on the lookout for a griev-
ance" said Ledey, to propitiate her.

" Swine | should think 0" the Major echoed. " And
what's more, 1'll tdl you what. What's happened is a
damn good thing really, barring of course its application
to present company. It'll make them squeal and it's time
they did squedl. ['ve put the fear of God into them at
the hospital anyhow. You should se the grandson of
our -cdled leading loyalig." He tittered brutally as
he dexribed poor Nureddin's present appearance " His
beauty's gone, five upper tegth, two lower and a nostril.
. . . Old Panna Lai brought him the looking-glass yes-
terday and he blubbered. . .. | laughed; | laughed, |
tdl you, and so would you; that ussd to be one of thee
buck niggers, | thought, now hées all sgptic; damn him,
blagd his soul—er—I bdieve he was unspeakably im-
moral—er——" He subdded, nudged in the ribs, but
added, " | wish I'd had the cutting up of my late as
sgant too; nothing'stoo bad for these people™

" At lad some sn is being talked,” Mrs. Turton
cried, much to her husbhand's discomfort.

"That's what | say; | sy ther€s not such a thing as
crudty after a thing like this"

" Exactly, and remembea it afterwards, you men.
You're weak, weak, weak. Why, they ought to crawl
from here to the caves on ther hands and kness when-
ever an Englishwoman's in dght, they oughtn't to be
gooken to, they ought to be at at, they ought to be
ground into the dugt, weve bemn far too kind with our
Bridge Parties and the ret."

She paused.  Profiting by her wrath, the heat had in-
vaded her. She subsded into a lemon squash, and con-
tinued beween the dps to murmur, " Weak, weak."
And the process was repeated.  The issues Miss Qjuested
had raised were s much more important than she was
herdf that people inevitably forgot her.
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Presently the case was called.

Their chairs preceded them into the Court, for it was
important that they should look dignified. And when
the chuprasses had made all ready, they filed into the
ramshackly room with a condescending air, as if it was
a booth at a fair. The Collector made a small official
joke as he sat down, at which his entourage smiled, and
the Indians, who could not hear what he said, felt that
some new cruelty was afoot, otherwise the sahibs would
not chuckle.

The Court was crowded and of course very hot, and
the first person Adela noticed in it was the humblest of
all who were present, a person who had no bearing offi-
cially upon the trial: the man who pulled the punkah.
Almost naked, and splendidly formed, he sat on a raised
platform near the back, in the middle of the central gang-
way, and he caught her attention as she came in, and he
seemed to control the proceedings. He had the strength
and beauty that sometimes come to flower in Indians of
low birth. When that strange race nears the dust and is
condemned as untouchable, then nature remembers the
physical® perfection that she accomplished esewhere, and
throws out a god—not many, but one here and there, to
prove to society how little its categories impress her.
This man would have been notable anywhere: among the
thin-hammed, flat-chested mediocrities of Chandrapore
he stood out as divine, yet he was of the city, its garbage
had nourished him, he would end on its rubbish heaps
Pulling the rope towards him, relaxing it rhythmically,
sending swirls of air over others, receiving none himself,
he seemed apart from human destinies, a male fate, a
winnower of souls. Opposite him, also on a platform,
sat the little assistant magistrate, cultivated, self-con-
scious, and conscientious. The punkah wallah was none
of these things: he scarcdy knew that he existed and did
not understand why the Court was fuller than usual,
indeed he did not know that it was fuller than usual,
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didn't even know he worked a fan, though he thought
he pulled a rope.  Something in his doofness impressed
the girl from middle-dass England, and rebuked the nar-
rovness of her aufferings.  In virtue of what had she
collected this roomful of people together? Her particu-
lar brand of opinions, and the suburban Jehovah who
sandtified them—by what right did they dam so much
importance in the world, and assume the title of civili-
zation ? Mrs. Moore—she looked round, but Mrs. Moore
was far avay on the seg it was the kind of question
they might have discussad on the voyage out before the
old lady had turned disagressble and quesr.

Whilethinking of Mrs. Moore she heard sounds, which
gradudly grew more diginct. The epoch-making tria
had garted, and the Superintendent of Police was open-
ing the casefor the prosecution.

Mr. McBryde was not a pans to be an interesting
spesker; he left doguance to the ddfence, who would
requireit. Hisattitude was " Everyone knows the man's
guilty, and | am aobliged to say so in public before he goes
to the Andamans." He made no moral or emctiond ap-
ped, and it was only by degress that the studied negli-
gaxe of his manner mede itsdf fdt, and lashed part of
the audience to fury. Laborioudy did he desibe the
genesis of the picnic. The prisoner had mat Miss Quested
a an ettatanment given by the Principa of Govern-
ment College, and had there concaved his intentions con-
cerning her: prisoner was a man of loose life, as docu-
meants found upon him a his arrest would testify, dso
his fdlow-assgat, Dr. Panna Lai, was in a podtion to
throw light on his character, and Magjor Cdlendar him-
sdf would speek. Here Mr. McBryde paussd. He
wanted to kegp the proceedings as deen as possble, but
Oriental Pathology, his favourite theme lay around him,
and he could not resg it. Taking off his goedtades as
was his habit before enundating a general truth, he
looked into them sadly, and remarked that the darker
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races are phydcdly atracted by the fairer, but not vice
versa—not a mater for bitterness this, not a matter for
abue but just a fact which any sdentific observer will
confirm.

" Even when the lady is so uglier than the gentleman ?"

The comment fell from nowhere, from the ceiling per-
hgps It was the firg interruption, and the Magistrate
fdt bound to cenaure it. " Turn tha man out,” he sad.
One of the native policamen took hold of a man who had
sad nothing, and turned him out roughly. Mr. McBryde
resumed his goedades and procesded.  But the comment
had upsst Miss Quested. Her body resented being cdled
ugly, and trembled.

" Do you fed faint, Adda?" asked Miss Derek, who
fended her with loving indignation.

"1 never fed anything ds2 Nancy. | shdl get
through, but it's awful, awful."

This led to the first of a sies of s;enes  Her friends
began to fuss around her, and the Mgjor cdled out, " |
mudg have better arrangements than this made for my pa
tient; why isnt de given a st on the platfform? She
getsno air.”

Mr. Das looked annoyed and said: " | shdl be hgppy
to accommodate Miss Queded with a char up here in
view of the particular drcumgances of her hedth.” The
chuprasses passad up not one chair but severd, and the
entire party followed Adelaonto the platform, Mr. Field-
ing being the only European who remained in the body
of the hall.

" That's better,” remarked Mrs. Turton, as she sdtled
hersdf.

" Thoroughly dedrable change for severd reasons™
replied the Mgjor.

The Magidrate knew that he ought to censure this
remak,, but did not dare to. Cdlendar sawv that he was
afraid, and cdled out authoritatively, " Right, McBryde,
go aheed now; sorry to have interrupted you."
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" Are you all right yoursdves?" asked the Superin-
tendent.

" We ghdl do, we shdl do."

" Go on, Mr. Das, we are not here to disturb you,’
sad the Collector patronizingly. Indeed, they had not
s0 much disturbed the trial as teken charge of it.

While the prosecution continued, Miss Quested exam-
ined the hal—timidly at firet, as though it would scorch
her eyes  She obsarved to left and right of the punkah
man many a haf-known face Beneath he weae gath-
ered dl the wreckage of her slly atempt to s India—
the people she had met a the Bridge Party, the man and
his wife who hadn't sat ther carriage, the old man who
would lend his car, various savants, villagers, dffidds
and the prisoner himsdf. Thee he sa—sdrong, nest
little Indian with very black hair, and pliant hands. She
viewed him without pedd emotion. Since they last met,
she had devaed him into a principle of evil, but now he
s=amed to be what he had dways been—a dight acquaint-
ace Hewas negligible, devoid of sgnificance, dry like
a bone, and though he was " guilty " no amosphere of
sin surrounded him. " | suppose he is guilty. Can |
possbly have made a migake?" she thought. For this
guestion ill occurred to her intdlect, though snce Mrs.
Moore€'s departure it had ceesed to trouble her consdence

Pleeder Mahmoud Ali now aross, and asked with
ponderous and ill-judged irony whether his dient could
be accommodated on the platform too: even Indians
fet unwedl sometimes, though naturally Major Calendar
did not think so, being in charge of a Government Hos-
pital. "Another example of their exquiste s of
humour," sang Miss Derek. Ronny looked at Mr. Das
to s== how he would handle the difficulty, and Mr. Das
became agitated, and shubbed Pleader Mahmoud Ali
Kverdy.

" Excuse me——" It was the turn of the eminent
barriger from Calcuttaa He was a fine-looking man,
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large and bony, with grey dosdy cropped hair. " We
object to the presmce of sb many European ladies and
gentlemen upon the platform," hesaid in an Oxford voice
" They will have the eéfet of intimidating our witnesses
Their place is with the res of the public in the body of
the hall. We have no objection to Miss Quested remain-
ing on the platform, snce she has been unwell; we shall
extend every courtesy to her throughout, despite the scien-
tific truths revealed to us by the District Superintendent
of Palice; but we do object to the others"

" Oh, aut the cadkle and let's have the verdict/' the
Major growled.

The diginguished vidtor gazed at the Magistrate re-
spectfully.

" | agree to that," said Mr. Das, hiding his face des
peratdy in some papeas " It was only to Miss Quested
that | gave permisson to st up here. Her friends should
be 0 excessivdy kind as to dimb down."

" Well done, Das, quite sound," said Ronny with devas-
tating honesty.

" Climb down, indeed, what incredible impertinence! "
Mrs. Turton cried.

" Do come quietly, Mary," murmured her hushand.

" Hi! my 'patient can't be left unattended.”

" Do you object to the Civil Surgeon remaining, Mr .
Amritrao?"

" | should object. A platform confers authority."

" Even when it's one foot high; so come along all,”
said the Cdllector, trying to laugh.

"Thank you very much, dr,” said Mr. Das, greatly
rdieved. " Thank you, Mr. Headop; thank you, ladies
al."

And theparty, including Miss Quested, descended from
its rash eminence The news of ther humiliation spread
quickly, and people jeered outsde. Their gedal chairs
followed them. Mahmoud Ali (who was quite slly and
usdess with hatred) objected even to these by whose
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authority had special chairs been introduced, why had
the Nawab Bahadur not been given one? etc. People
began to talk all over the room, about chairs ordinary
and special, strips of carpet, platforms one foot high.

But the little excursion had a good effect on Miss
Quested's nerves. She felt easer now that she had seen
all the people who were in the room. It was like know-
ing the worst. She was sure now that she should come
through " all right "—that is to say, without spiritual
disgrace, and she passed the good news on to Ronny and
Mrs. Turton. They were too much agitated with the
defeat to British prestige to be interested. From where
she sat, she could se the renegade Mr. Fielding. She
had had a better view of him from the platform, and
knew that an Indian child perched on his knee. He was
watching the proceedings, watching her. When their
egyes met, he turned his away, as if direct intercourse
was of no interest to him.

The Magistrate was also happier. He had won the
battle of the platform, and gained confidence. Intelli-
gent and impartial, he continued to listen to the evidence,
and tried to forget that later on he should have to pro-
nounce a verdict in accordance with it. The Superin-
tendent trundled steadily forward: he had expected these
outbursts of insolence—they are the natural gestures of
an inferior race, and he betrayed no hatred of Aziz,
merely an abysmal contempt.

The speech dealt at length with the " prisoner's dupes,”
as they were called—Fielding, the servant Antony, the
Nawab Bahadur. This aspect of the case had always
scemed dubious to Miss Quested, and she had asked the
police not to develop it. But they were playing for a
heavy sentence, and wanted to prove that the assault was
premeditated. And in order to illustrate the strategy,
they produced a plan of the Marabar Hills, showing the
route that the party had taken, and the " Tank of the
Dagger " where they had camped.
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The Magidrate digplayed interest in archaeology.

An devation of a goecdmen cave was produced; it was
lettered " Buddhist Cave."

" Not Buddhi«, | think, Jain. . . ."

" In which cave is the dffence dleged, the Buddhist or
the Jain?" asked Mahmoud Ali, with the air of unmask-
ing a consiracy.

" All the Marabar caves are Jain."

"Yes, sr; then in which Jain cave?"

" You will have an opportunity of putting such ques
tions later.”

Mr. McBryde amiled faintly at their fatuity. Indians
invariably cdlgose over some such point as this. He
knew that the defence had some wild hope of establishing
an dlibi, that they had tried (unsuccessfully) to identify
the guide, and that Fielding and HamiduUah had gone
out to the Kawa Dol and paced and measured dl one
moonlit night. " Mr. Ledey says they're Buddhist, and
he ought to know if anyone does. But may | cdl aten-
tion to the shape?' And he dexribed what had oc-
curred there. Then he gooke of Miss Derek's arrival, of
the scramble down the gully, of the return of the two
ladies to Chandrapore, and of the document Miss Quested
sgned on her arrival, in which mention was mede of the
field gdesses And then came the culminating evidence:
the discovery of the field-glasses on the prisoner. " |
have nothing to add a present,” he conduded, removing
his goedtades " | will now cdl my witnesses The fads
will goeek for themsdves The prisoner is one of those
individuals who have led a double life. | dare sy his
degeneracy gained upon him gradualy. He has been very
cunning a conceding, as is usud with the type, and pre-
tending to be a repectable member of sodety, getting a
Government position even. He is now entirely vicious
and beyond redemption, | am afraid. He behaved most
cruely, mog brutally, to another of his gueds another
English lady. In order to get rid of her, and leave him
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free for his crime, he crushed her into a cave among his
savants. However, that is by the way."

But his lagt words brought on another storm, and sud-
denly a new name, Mrs. Moore, burst on the court like
awhirlwind. Mahmoud Ali had been enraged, hisnerves
snapped; he grieked like a maniac, and agked whether
his dient was charged with murder as wel as rape, and
who was this second English lady.

" | don't propose to cdl her."

" Y ou don't because you can't, you have smuggled her
out of the country; se is Mrs. Moore, she would have
proved his innocence, she was on our sde, she was poor
Indians friend."

" Y ou could have cdled her yoursdlf," cried the Magis-
trate. " Neather dde cdled her, nather must quote her
as evidence"

" She was kept from us until too late—I learn too
lae—this is English judice, here is your British Rgj.
Give us back Mrs. Moore for five minutes only, and she
will save my friend, ge will save the name of his sons;
don't rule her out, Mr. Das; teke back those words as
you yoursdlf are a father; tel me where they have put
her; oh, Mrs. Moore. . . ."

" If the point is of any interet, my mother should
have reeched Aden,"” sad Ronny dryly; he ought not
to have intervened, but the ondaught had gartled him.

" Imprisoned by you there because she knew the truth.”
Hewas dmost out of his mind, and could be heard saying
above the tumult: " | ruin my caresr, N0 Mmatter; we are
all to be ruined one by one."

" This is no way to defend your cass” counsdled the
Magistrate.

"1 am not defending a cass, nor are you trying one.
We are both of us daves™"

"Mr. Mahmoud Ali, | have dready warned you, and
unless you st down | shdl exerdse my authority."

"Do so; this tria is a farce, | am going.”" And he
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handed his pgpers to Amritrao and left, cdling* from the
door higtrionically yet with intense passon, " Aziz, Aziz
—farewd| for ever.” The tumult incressed, the invoca
tion of Mrs. Moore continued, and people who did not
know what the sylldbles meant repested them like a
charm. They became Indianized into Esmiss Esmoor,
they were teken up in the drest outsde. In vain the
Magigrate threatened and expdled. Until the magic ex-
haugted itsdlf, he was powerless.

" Unexpected/ remarked Mr. Turton.

Ronny furnished the explanation. Before e saled,
his mother had taken to tak about the Marabar in her
demp, expedidly in the afternoon when servants were on
the veranda, and her digointed remarks on Aziz had
doubtless been s0ld to Mahmoud Alifor a fev annas.
that kind of thing never ceesss in the East.

"1 thought they'd try something of the sort. Ingen-
ious." He looked into their wide-open mouths. " They
ot just like that over ther religion,’ he added camly.
" Start and can't gop. I'm sorry for your old Das, hes
not getting much of a show."

" Mr. Headop, how disgraceful dragging in your dear
mother,” said Miss Derek, bending forward.

"It's just a trick, and they hgppened to pull it off.
Now one ssss why they had Mahmoud Ali—just to make
a e on the chance It is his soecidty.” But he dis
liked it more than he showed. It weas revolting to hear
his mother travestied into Esmiss Esmoor, a Hindu god-
dess

" Esmiss Esmoor
Esmiss Esmoor

Esmiss Esmoor
Esmiss Esmoor. . ."

" Ronny——"

"Yes od girl?"

" lsn't it Al queer.”

" I'm afraid it's very upsetting for you."



226 A PASSAGE TO INDIA

" Not the leed. | don't mind it."

" Well, that's good."”

She had gooken more naturaly and hedthily than usudl.
Bending into the middle of her friends, e said: " Don't
worry about me, 1'm much better than | was; | don't fed
the leegt faint; | shdl be dl right, and thank you all,
thank you, thank you for your kindness” She had to
shout her gratitude, for the chant, Esmiss Esmoor,
went on.

Suddenly it stopped. It was as if the prayer had been
heard, and the rdics exhibited. " | gpologize for my
colleegue” said Mr. Amritrao, rather to everyones sur-
prise. " He is an intimate friend of our dient, and his
fedings have carried him away."

"Mr. Mahmoud Ali will haveto gpologizein person,”
the Magistrate said.

" Exactly, dr, he must. But we had just learnt that
Mrs. Moore had important evidence which she desired to
give. She was hurried out of the country by her son be-
fore she could give it; and this unhinged M r. Mahmoud
Ali—coming &as it does upon an atempt to intimidate
our only other European witness, Mr. Fielding. Mr.
Mahmoud Ali would have sad nothing had not Mrs.
M oore been damed as a witness by the police” He sat
down.

" An extraneous demat is being introduced into the
cae' sad the Magidrate. " | must repeet that as a
witness Mrs. Moore does not exist. Neither you, Mr.
Amritrao, nor, Mr. McBryde, you, have any right to
surmise what that lady would have said.  She is not here,
and consequently she can say nothing.”

"Well, | withdraw my reference” sad the Superin-
tendent wearily. " | would have done so fifteen minutes
ago if | had been given the chance She is not of the
leest importance to me."

" | have dready withdrawn it for the defence” He
added with forensdc humour: " Perhaps you can persuade
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the gentlemen outsde to withdraw it too,” for the refrain
in the dreat continued.

" | am afraid my powers do not extend so far,” sad
Das, amiling.

SO0 pesce wes restored, and when Adela came to give
her evidence the amosphere was quieter than it had been
snce the beginning of the trial. Experts were not sur-
prised. There is no day in your native. He blazes up
over a minor point, and hes nothing left for the criss.
What he sxks is a grievance, and this he had found in
the supposed abduction of an old lady. He would now
be less aggrieved when Aziz was deported.

But the crigs wes dill to come

Adela had dways meant to tel the truth and nothing
but the truth, and she had rehearsed this as a difficult
task—difficult, because her dissgter in the cave wes con-
nected, though by a thread, with ancother part of her life,
her engagement to Ronny. She had thought of love just
before she went in, and had innocently asked Aziz what
marriage was like, and she supposed that her question
had roused evil in him. To recount this would have been
incredibly painful, it wes the one point she wanted to
kegp obscure; she was willing to give detals that would
have disressed other girls, but this story of her private
failure e dared not dlude to, and she dreeded being
examined in public in case something came out. But as
00N as she rose to reply, and heard the sound of her own
voice, she feared not even that. A new and unknown
snsion protected her, like magnificent armour.  She
didn't think what had hgpopened or even remember in
the ordinary way of memory, but she returned to the
Marabar Hills, and gooke from them across a sort of
darkness to Mr. McBryde. The fad day recurred, in
every detal, but now dhe weas of it and not of it at the
same time, and this double relation gave it indescribable
splendour. W hy had she thought the expedition * dull * ?
Now the sun rose again, the dephant waited, the pde
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maeses of the rock flowed round her and presented the
fira cave de entered, and a match was reflected in the
polished wdls—dl beautiful and sgnificant, though she
had been blind to it a the time. Quedions weare asked,
and to eech she found the exadt reply; yes she had
noticed the " Tank of the Dagger,” but not known its
name, yes Mrs. Moore had been tired after the first
cave and st in the shadow of a great rock, neer the
dried-up mud. Smoothly the voice in the digance pro-
cssded, leading aong the paths of truth, and the airs from
the punkah behind her wafted her on. . . .

". . . the prisoner and the guide took you on to the
Ka/vaDoI no one d<e being present?”

" The mogt wonderfully shaped of those hills. Yes."
As dhe g0ke, de cegted the Kawa Dol, sawv the niches
up the curve of the gone, and fdt the hest drike her
face And something caused her to add: " No one dse
was present to my knowledge. We gppeared to be adone.”

" Very wdl, thee is a ledge hdf-way up the hill, or
broken ground rather, with caves scataed near the
beginning of anullah.”

" | know where you mean."

" Y ou went done into one of those caves? ™

" That is quite correct.”

" And the prisoner followed you."

" Now weve got 'im," from the Major.

She wes dlent. The court, the place of question,
awated her reply. But she could not give it until Aziz
entered the place of answer.

" The prisoner followed you, didn't he ?" he repeated
in the monotonous tones that they both used; they were
employing agreed words throughout, o thet this part of
the proceedings held no surprises.

"May | have half a minute before | reply to that,
Mr. McBryde?'

" Certainly."

Her vison wes of severd caves She saw hersdf in
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one, and she was dso outdde it, watching its entrance,
for Azizto psssin. She faled to locate him. It was the
doubt that had often vigted her, but solid and attractive,
like the hills, " | am not——" Speach was more difficult
than vison. " | am not quite sure."

"I beg your pardon?' sad the Superintendent of
Police.

"1 canhnot be sure . . "

"1 didn't catch that answer." He looked scared, his
mouth shut with a sngp. " Y ou are on that landing, or
whatever we term it, and you have entered a cave |
suggest to you that the prisoner followed you.™

She shook her head.

" What do you mean, peese ?"

" No," she sd in a flat, unattractive voice. Slight
noises began in various parts of the room, but no one
yet understood what was occurring exoept Fielding. He
saw that she was going to have a nervous breskdown and
that his friend was saved.

"What is that, what are you saying? Spesk up,
pleese” The Magistrate bent forward.

" Fm afraid | have made a mistake."

" What nature of mistake? "

" Dr. Aziz never fallowed me into the cave™

The Superintendent dammed down his pgpeas then
picked them up and said calmly: " Now, Miss Quested,
let usgoon. | will reed you the words of the deposition
which you sgned two hours later in my bungaow.”

" Excuse me, Mr. McBryde, you cannot go on. | am
spesking to the witness mysdf. And the public will be
dglent. If it continues to tak, | have the court deared.
Miss Quested, address your remarks to me, who am the
Magistrate in charge of the casg and redize thar ex-
treme gravity. Remambea you soeek on oath, Miss
Quested."

" Dr. Aziz never——"

" | gop these proceedings on medical grounds,”" cried
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the Mgjor on a word from Turton, and dl the English
roxe from their chairs a once, large white figures behind
which the little magigrate was hidden. The Indians rose
too, hundreds of things went on a once, 0 that after-
wards eech person gave a different account of the catas
trophe.

" Y ou withdraw the charge ? Answer me," shrieked
the representative of Judtice.

Something that she did not undersand took hold of
the girl and pulled her through. Though the vison was
over, and she had returned to the indpidity of the world,
e remembeared what dhe had learnt. Atonement and
confesson—they could wait. It was in hard prosac
tones that e sad, " | withdraw everything/!

" Enough—sit down. Mr. McBryde, do you wish to
continue in the face of this?"

The Superintendent gazed a his witness as if e was
a broken maching, and sad, " Are you mad?"

"Don't quedion her, sir; you have no longer the
right."

" Give me time to condde——"

" Sahib, you will have to withdraw; this becomes a
scandd,” boomed the Nawab Bahadur suddenly from the
beck of the court.

" He dhdl not,” shouted Mrs. Turton agang the gath-
ering tumult. " Call the other withesses, were none of
us sfe——" Ronny tried to dek her, and de gave
him an irritable blow, then screamed inaults a Addla

The Superintendent moved to the support of his
friends, saying nonchdantly to the Magistrate as he did
0, " Right, | withdraw."

Mr. Das rose, nearly dead with the strain. He had
controlled the casg just controlled it. He had shown
that an Indian can preside. To those who could hear
him he sad, " The prisoner is rdeased without one ain
on his character; the question of cogts will be decided
dsawhere”
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And then the flimsy framework of the court broke up,
the shouts of derison and rage culminated, people
sreamed and cursed, kissed one another, wept passion-
aey. Here were the English, whom their servants pro-
tected, there Aziz fainted in Hamidullah's arms.  Victory
on this dde, defeat on tha—ocomplete for one mMoment
was the antithesis.  Then life returned to its complexities,
person after person druggled out of the room to their
various purposes, and before long no one remained on
the soae of the fantasy but the beautiful naked god.
Unaware that anything unusua had occurred, he con-
tinued to pull the cord of his punkah, to gaze a the
empty das and the overturned gpedd chars and
rhythmicaly to agitate the douds of descending dust.

CHAPTER XXV

ISS QUESTED had renounced her own people
Turning from them, e was drawn into a mess

of Indians of the shopkegping dass and carried by them
towards the public exit of the court. The fant, inde-
scribable §ndl of the bazaars invaded her, swvegtea than
a London dum, yet more disquieting: a tuft of scented
cotton wool, wedged in an old man's ear, fragments of
pan baween his black teeth, odorous powders, oils—the
Scented East of tradition, but blended with human swveat
as if a great king had been entangled in ignominy and
could not free himsdf, or as if the heat of the sun had
boiled and fried dal the glories of the earth into a sngle
mess They paid no atention to her. They shook hands
over her shoulder, shouted through her body—for when
the Indian does ignore his rulers, he becomes genuindy
unaware of their exigencer Without part in the uni-
verse ghe had created, e was flung againgt Mr. Fielding.

"What do you want here?"
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Knowing him for he enemy, she passsd on into the
sunlight without speaking.

He cdled after her, " Where are you going, Miss
Quested?"

"I don't know."

" You can't wander about like that. Wher€'s the car
you came in? "

"1 dhall walk."

" What madness . . . ther€s aupposad to be a riot on
. . . the pdice have gruck, no one knows what'll hap-
pen next. Why don't you kegp to your own people? "

" QOught I to join them?" <he said, without emation.
She fdt emptied, valudess there was no more virtue
in her.

" You can't, it's too late How are you to get round
to the private entrance now ? Come this way with me—
quick—I'll put you into my carriage.

" Cyril, Cyril, don't leave me" cdled the shattered
voice of Aziz.

" I'm coming back. . . . Thisway, and don't argue.”
He gripped he arm. " Excuse manners, but | don't
know anyonés podtion. Send my carriage back any time
to-morrow, if you plea="

" But wheream | togoinit?"

" Whereyou like. How should | know your arrange-
ments?"

The victoria was safe in a quiet dde lang, but there
were no horses for the sais not expecting the trial would
end s0 abruptly, had led them away to vist a friend.
She got into it obediently. The man could not leave her,
for the confudon increased, and sas of it sounded
fanatical. The main road through the bazaars was
blocked, and the English were gaining the civil gation
by by-ways, they were caught like caterpillars, and could
have been killed off eadly.

"What—what have you bean doing?" he aited sud-
denly. " Playing a game, studying life, or what? "
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" Sir, | intend thexe for you, dr," interrupted a Sudent
running down the lane with a garland of jaamine on his
arm.

" | don't want the rubbish; ga out."

" Sir, | am a horse, we shall be your horses” anothe
cried as he lifted the shafts of the victoria into the air

" Fetch my sais, Rafi; therés a good chap."

" No, gr, thisis an honour for us"

Fielding wearied of his gudents The more they hon-
oured him the less they obeyed. They lassoed him with
jasmine and rosss, sratched the gplash-board againg a
wall, and recited a poem, the noise of which filled the
lane with a crowd.

"Hurry up, sir; we pull you in a proceson.
And, half affectionate, half impudent, they bundled hirr
in.

" | don't know whether this suits you, but anyhow
you're safe”" he remarked. The carriage jerked into the
main bazaar, where it cested some sensation. Miss
Quesed was 0 loathed in Chandrapore that her recan-
tation was discredited, and the rumour ran that she hac
bemn dricken by the Deity in the middle of her lies Bui
they cheered when they saw he dtting by the heroc
Principal (some addresssd her as Mrs. Moore!), and
they garlanded her to match him. Half gods, half guys
with sausages of flowers round their necks the pair were
dragged in the wake of Aziz' victorious landau. In the
applause that gregted them some derison mingled. The
English always gick together! That was the criticiam
Nor was it unjust. Fielding shared it himsdf, and knew
that if some misunderstanding occurred, and an attadk
was made on the girl by his allies he would be obliged
to die in her defence. He didn't want to die for her, he
wanted to be rgoicing with Aziz.

Where was the processon going? To friends tc
enemies to Aziz' bungalow, to the Callector's bungalow
to the Minto Hospital where the Civil Surgeon would
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et dust and the paients (confused with prisoners) be
rdessed, to Delhi, Smla. The sudeants thought it was
going to Government College When they reeched a
turning, they twisted the victoria to the right, ran it by
sde lanes down a hill and through a garden gate into the
mango plantation, and, as far as Fielding and Miss
Quested weare concerned, al weas peeoe and quiet. The
tress were full of glossy foliage and dim green fruit, the
tank dumbered; and beyond it rose the exquiste blue
aches of the gaden-house. " Sir, we fach the others;
gr, it is a somewha heavy load for our arms," were
heard. Fielding took the refugee to his offioe and tried
to tdephone to McBryde. But this he could not do; the
wireshad beencut.  All his sarvants had decamped. Once
more he was unable to desat her. He assigned her a
ocouple of rooms, provided her with ice and drinks and
biscuits, advisad her to lie down, and lay down himsdf—
there was nothing ds= to do. He fdt redless and
thwarted as he ligened to the retreating sounds of the
processon, and his joy was rather spoilt by bewilderment.
It was a victory, but such a quesr one.

At that moment Aziz was crying, " Cyril, Cyril . . ."
Crammed into acarriage with the Nawab Bahadur, Hami -
dullah, Mahmoud Ali, hisown little boys, and a hegp of
flowers, he was not content; he wanted to be surrounded
by al who loved him. Victory gave no plessure, he had
auffered too much. From the moment of his arest he
was done for, he had dropped like a wounded animal;
he had despaired, not through cowardice, but because he
knew that an Englishwoman's word would dways out-
weigh hisown. " It is fae" he said; and, " It is fate,
when he was imprisoned anew after Mohurram. All that
exisged, in that terible time, was dfection, and affection
wes all that he fdt in the first painful moments of his
freedom. "Why isn't Cyril following? Let us turn
back." But the processon could not turn back. Like a
sqnake in a drain, it advanced down the narrow bazaar
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towards the basin of the Maidan, where it would turn
about itsdlf, and decide on its prey.

" Forward, forward," shricked Mahmoud Ali, whose
evay utterance had become a yel. " Down with the
Collector, down with the Superintendent of Police.”

"Mr. Mahmoud Ali, this is not wise" implored the
Nawab Bahadur: he knew that nothing wes gained by
attacking the English, who had fdlen into their own pit
and had better be left there; moreover, he had great
possessions and deprecated anarchy.

" Cyril, again you desert," cried Aziz.

"Yet some orderly demongration is necessary,” said
Hamidullah, " otherwise they will gill think we are
afraid.”

" Down with the Civil Surgeon . . . rescue Nured-
din."

"Nureddin?"

" They are torturing him."

" Oh, my God . . ."—for this, too, was a friend.

" They ae not. | will not have my grandson mede
an exauxe for an atack on the hospital,” the old man
protested.

" They are. Cdlendar boaged so before the trial. |
heard through the tatties; he said, ' | have tortured tha
nigger/ "

" Oh, my God, my God. . . . He cdled him a nigger,
did he?"

" They put pepper ingead of antisgptic on the wounds.”

"Mr. Mahmoud Ali, impossble; alittle roughnesswill
not hurt the boy, he neads discipline.”

" Pepper. Civil Surgeon sad so. They hope to de-
sroy us one by oneg; they shdl fail."

The new injury lashed the crowd to fury. It had bean
amless hitherto, and had lacked a grievance. When they
reeched the Maidan and saw the slow acades of the
Minto they shambled towards it howling. It was neasr
midday. The earth and sky were insandy ugly, the spirit
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of evil agan grode abroad. The Nawab Bahadur done
struggled agang it, and told himsdf that the rumour
must be untrue. He had ssen his grandson in the ward
only lagt wesk. But he too was caried forward over
the new precipice To rescue, to mdtrest Mgjor Cal-
lendar in revenge, and then was to come the turn of the
civil gation generdly.

But dissster was averted, and averted by Dr. Panna
Lai.

Dr. Panna La had offered to give witness for the
prosecution in the hope of pleasing the English, dso be-
caue he hated Aziz. When the cage broke down, he was
in a very painful podstion. He sawv the crash coming
sooner than most people, dipped from the court before
Mr. Das had finished, and drove Dapple off through the
bazaars, in flight from the wrath to come In the hos
pital he should be ssfe, for Mgjor Cdlendar would pro-
tect him. But the Major had not come and now things
were worse than ever, for here was a mob, entirdy de-
srous of his blood, and the orderlies were mutinous and
would not hdp him over the back wall, or rather hoiged
him and le him drop back, to the saidfaction of the
patients. 1N agony he cried, " Man can but die the once,’
and waddled across the compound to medt the invasion,
sdaaming with one hand and holding up a pde ydlow
umbrdla in the other. " Oh, forgive me," he whined
as he gpproached the victorious landau. " Oh, Dr. Aziz,
forgive the wicked lies | told.” Aziz was dlent, the
others thickened their throats and threw up their chins
in token of scorn. " | was afraid, | was midaid,” the
suppliant continued. " | was midaid here, there, and
everywhere as regards your character. Oh, forgive the
poor old hakimwho gaveyou milk whenill! Oh, Nawab
Bahadur, whoever merciful, is it my poor little digpensary
you require? Take every cursed bottle” Agitated, but
alert, he saw them gmile a his indifferent English, and
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suddenly he garted playing the buffoon, flung down his
umbréela, trod through it, and sruck himsdf upon the
nox He knew what he was doing, and so did they.
There was nothing pathetic or eternal in the degradation
of such a man. Of ignoble origin, Dr. Panna Lal pos
s==d nothing that could be diggraced, and he wisdy
decided to make the other Indians fed like kings, be
cause it would put them into beter tempers. When he
found they wanted Nureddin, he kipped like a goat, he
suttled like a hen to do their bidding, the hospital was
saved, and to the end of his life he could not under stand
why he had not obtained promotion on the morning's
work. " Promptness, dr, promptness smilar to you,"
was the argument he employed to M ajor Callendar when
claiming it.

When Nureddin emerged, his face all bandaged, there
was a roar of rdief as though the Badille had fallen.
It was the crigs of the march, and the Nawab Bahadur
managed to get the Stuation into hand. Embracing the
young man publicly, he began a gexch about Judice
Courage, Liberty, and Prudence, ranged under heads
which coded the passon of the crowd. He further an-
nounced that he should give up his British-conferred title,
and live as'aprivate gentleman, plain Mr. Zulfigar, for
which reason he was ingantly proceeding to his country
sxt. The landau turned, the crowd accompanied it, the
crisswas over. The Marabar caves had bemn a terrible
drain on the local administration; they altered a good
many lives and wrecked several careers but they did not
break up a continent or even didocate a digrict.

" We will have rgaoicings to-night,” the old man said.
" Mr.Hamidullah, | depute you to bring out our friends
Fielding and Amritrao, and to discover whether the
latter will require goeda food. The otherswill kegp with
me  We shall not go out to Dilkusha until the cod of
the evening, of course | do not know the fedings of
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other gentlemen; for my own part, | have a dight heed-
ache and | wish | had thought to ask our good Panna
Lai for aspirin.”

For the heat was claming its own. Unable to madden,
it dupefied, and before long mos of the Chandrgpore
combatants were adegp.  Those in the civil gation kept
watch a little, fearing an atack, but presently they too
entered the world of dreems—that world in which athird
of eech man'slife is gpent, and which is thought by some
pessmigsto be a premonition of eternity.

CHAPTER XXVI

ENING goproached by the time Fielding and Miss
Quested met and had the firg of ther numerous
curious conversations He had hoped, when he woke
up, to find someone had fetched her away, but the Col-
lege remained isolated from the rest of the universe. She
asked whether e could have " a sort of interview,”
and, when he made no reply, sad, " Have you any ex-
planation of my extraordinary behaviour?"
" None," he sad curtly. " Why make such a charge
if you were going to withdraw it?"
"Why, indeed."
"1 ought to fed grateful to you, | suppose, but——"
" | don't expect gratitude. | only thought you might
cae to heer what | have to say.”
" Oh, wdll," he grumbled, feding rather schoolboyish,
" | don't think a discusson betwean us is dedrable. To
gfoJt_it frankly, | bdong to the other dde in this ghadly
ar.
" Would it not interest you to heer my sde ?"
" Not much.”
" | shouldn't tdl you in confidence, of course. . So you
can hand on dl my remarks to your dde, for there is
one great mercy that has come out of all to-day's misery:
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I have no longer any ssarels My echo has gone—I cdl
the buzzing sound in my ears an echo. You s | have
been unwel ever snce that expedition to the caves and
possibly before it."

The remark interesed him rather; it wes whet he hed
omaimes sugpected himsdf. " What kind of illness?™
heenquired.

She touched her head a the sde, then shook it.

" That was my firg thought, the day of the arrest:
halucination.”

" Do you think that would be so?" de asked with
great humility. " What should have given me an hallu-
cination ?"

" One of three things certainly hgppened in the Mara-
bar," he sad, getting drawn into a discusson agand his
will. " One of four things. Either Aziz is guilty, which
is what your friends think; or you invented the charge
out of mdice, which is what my friends think; or you
have had an hdlucination. I'm very much indined "—
getting up and striding about—" now that you tel me
that you fdt unwell before the expedition—it's an im-
portant piece of evidence—l bdieve that you yoursdf
broke the drgp of the fidd-glasses you were done in
that cave the whole time."

" Can you remember when you firg fdt out of sorts?”

"When | came to tea with you there, in that garden-
house."

" A somewha unlucky party. Aziz and old Godbole
were both ill after it too."

"1 was not ill—it is far too vague to mention: it is
dl mixed up with my private difars | enjoyed the
snging . . . but just aout then a sort of sadness began
that | couldnt dgect at the time . . . no, nothing as
s0lid as sadness: living a half pressure expresses it bes.
Half pressure. | remember going on to polo with Mr.
Headop a the Maidan. Various other things heppened



A PASSAGE TO INDIA

—it doemn't matter what, but | was under par for all
of them. | was certainly in that gate when | saw the
caves and you sugges (nothing shodks or hurts me)—
you sugges that | had an hallucination there, the sort of
thing—though in an awful form—that makes some
women think they've had an offer of marriage when none
was made"

" You put it honestly, anyhow."

" | was brought up to be honest; the trouble is it gets
me nowherg"

Liking her better, he amiled and said, " It'll get usto
heaven."

"Will it?"

"1 f heaven exiged."

" Do you not bdieve in heaven, Mr. Fielding, may |
ak?" dhesad, looking at him shyly.

" | donot. Yet | bdieve that honesy ges ustllere.”

" How can that be?"

" Let us go bak to hallucinations. | was watching
you car efully through your evidence this morning, and if
I'm right, the hallucination (what you call half presure
—quite as good a word) disappeared suddenly.”

She tried to rememba what she had fdt in court, but
could not; the vision disappeared whenever she wished to
interpret it. " Events pressnted themsdves to me in their
logical squence” was what she said, but it hadn't bean
that at all.

" My bdief—and of course | was ligening carefully,
in hope you would make some dip—my bdief is that
poor McBryde exorcised you. As soon as he asked you
a straightforward quegion, you gave a straightforward
answer, and broke down."

" Exorcisein that sme | thought you meant |1'd seen
a ghost."

" | don't goto that length! "

" People whom | repedt very much bdieve in ghogs”
she said rather sharply. " My friend Mrs. Moor e does"
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" Shésan old lady."

" | think you need not be impolite to her, as wel as
to her son."

" 1 did not intend to be rude. | only meant it is diffi-
cult, as we ga on in life, to resg the supernatural. |'ve
fdt it coming on me mysdf. | ill jog on without it,
but what a temptation, at forty-five, to pretend that the
dead live again; onés own dead; no one dsgs matter."

" Because the dead don't live again."

"1 fear not."

" Sodo I."

There was a moment's dlence, auch as often follows
the triumph of rationalism. Then he apologized hand-
somdy enough for his behaviour to Headop at the dub.

"What does Dr. Aziz sty of me?" <he aked, after
ancther pause

" He—he has not been capable of thought in his misery,
naturally hes very bitter,” said Fielding, a little awk-
ward, because such remarks as Aziz had made were not
merdy bitter, they were foul. The underlying notion
was, " It disgraces me to have been mentioned in connec-
tion with such a hag." It enraged him that he had bemn
accused by a woman who bad no personal beauty; sex-
ually, he was a snob. This had puzzled and worried
Fiedding. Sensuality, as long as it is straightforward,
did not repd him, but this derived sensuality—the sort
that dasees a midress among motor-cars if she is beau-
tiful, and among eyeflies if she imn't—was alien to his
own emations, and he fdt a barrier baween himsaf and
Aziz whenever it aros= It was, in a new form, the old,
old trouble that esats the heart out of every civilization:
sobbery, the dedre for posessions creditable appen-
dages; and it isto exape this rather than the lugds of the
flesh that saints retreat into the Himalayas. To change
the subject, he said, " But le¢ me condude my analyss
We are agreed that he is not a villain and that you are
not one, and we aren't really sure that it was an hallucina-
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tion. , There's a fourth possbility which we must touch
on: wasit somebody dse ?"

" The guide."

" Exactly, the guide. | often think so. Unluckily Aziz
hit him on the faog, and he got a fright and disgppeared.
It is mogt unsatisfactory, and we hadn't the padlice to help
us, the guide was of no interest to them."

" Perhgps it wes the guide” she sad quietly; the
question had logt interest for her suddenly.

" Or could it have been one of that gang of Pathans
who have been drifting through the digtrict? "

" Someone who was in another cave, and followed
me when the guide was looking away? Possibly."

At that moment Hamidullah joined them, and ssamed
not too pleesed to find them dossted together. Like
everyone d=e in Chandrgpore, he could meke nothing of
Miss Quegeds conduct. He had overheard ther last
remark. " Hullo, my dear Fielding,"” he said. " So |
run you down &t last. Can you come out at once to Dil -
kusha?"

"At once?

" | hope to leave in a moment, don't let me interrupt,”
sad Adela.

" The tdephone has bean broken; Miss Quested can't
ring up her friends,' he explained.

" A great ded has been broken, more than will ever
be mended,” sad the other. " Still, there should be
ome way of trangporting this lady back to the civil
lines. The resources of civilization are numerous."” He
gooke without looking a Miss Quested, and he ignored
the dight movemett she made towards him with her
hand.

Fielding, who thought the meeting might as wdl be
friendly, said, " Miss Quested has been explaining allittle
about her conduct of this morning."

" Perhaps the age of mirades has returned. One must
be prepared for everything, our philosophers say."
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" It must have ssamed a miradle to the onlookers,” said
Adda, addressng him nervoudy. " The fat is that |
redized before it was too lae that | had made a mis-
take and had just enough presance of mind to say 0.
That is al my extraordinary conduct amounts to."

" All it amounts to, indeed," he retorted, quivering
with rage but kesping himsdf in hand, for he fdt she
might be satting another trgp. " Speaking as a private
individual, in apurdly informal conversation, | admired
your conduct, and | was ddighted when our warm-
hearted students garlanded you. But, like Mr. Fielding,
I am surprised; indeed, surprise is too wesk a word. |
se you drag my best friend into the dirt, damage his
hedth and ruin his progoects in a way you cannot con-
cdave owing to your ignorance of our sodely and religion,
and then suddenly you get up in the witness-box: ' Oh
no, Mr. McBryde, after dl | am not quite sure, you
may as wdl le him go." Am | mad? | kegp asking
mysf. Isit adream, and if so, when did it sat? And
without doubt it is a dream that has not yet finished. For
I gather you have not done with us yet, and it is now the
turn of the poor old guide who conducted you round the
caves"

" Not a al, we were only discussng possbilities,”
interposed Fielding.

" An interesting pastime, but a lengthy one. There are
one hundred and seventy million Indians in this notable
peninaula, and of course one or other of them entered
the cave Of course some Indian is the culprit, we must
never doubt that. And dnce my deaxr Fielding, these
possibilities will take you some time "—here he put his
arm over the Englishman's shoulder and swvayed him to
and fro gently—" don't you think you had better come
out to the Nawab Bahadur's—or | should say to Mr.
Zulfigar,s, for that is the name he now requires us to call
him by."

"Gladly, in a minute . . .
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"1 have just sdtled my movements' sad Miss
Quested. " | shdl go to the Dak Bungaow."

" Not the Turtons' ?" sad Hamidullah, goggle-eyed.
" | thought you were ther guest."

The Dak Bungdow of Chandrapore was bdow the
average, and certainly savatless  Fielding, though he
continued to sway with Hamidullah, was thinking on in-
dependatt lines, and sad in a moment: " | have a better
idea than that, Miss Quested. You must dop here at
the College. | shdl be away a leet two days, and you
can have the place entirdy to yoursdlf, and meke your
plans a your convenience.

" | don't agree a all," sad Hamidullah, with every
symptom of dismay. " Theideaisathoroughly bad one.
There may quite wel be another demongtration to-night,
and sauppoe an atack is made on the College You
would be hdd responsble for this lady's safety, my dear
fellow."

" They might equdly atack the Dak Bungalow."

" Exactly, but the respongbility there ocseses to be
yours."

" Quiteso. | have given trouble enough.”

" Do you hear? The lady admits it hersdf. It's not
an atack from our people | fea—you should s thear
orderly conduct at the hospital; what we must guard
agand is an atack sorely arranged by the police for
the purpose of discrediting you. McBryde kegs plenty
of roughs for this purposs, and this would be the very
opportunity for him."

" Never mind. She is not going to the Dak Bunga
low," sad Fielding. He had a naturd sympathy for the
down-trodden—that was partly why he rdlied from Aziz
—and had become determined not to leave the poor girl
in the lurch. Also, he had a new-born regpect for her,
conseguent on their tak. Although her hard school-
mistressy manner remained, she was no longer examining
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life, but being examined by it; she had become a real
person.

" Then whereis she to go? We shall never have done
with her!" For Miss Quested had not appedled to
Hamidullah. If she had shown emation in court, broke
down, beat her bread, and invoked the name of God, she
would have summoned forth his imagination and gen-
erodty—he had plenty of both. But while réieving the
Oriental mind, she had chilled it, with the reault that he
could scarcdy bdieve she was snoere and indeed from his
dandpoint she was not. For he behaviour rested on
cold judice and honesty; she had fdt, while she recanted,
no passon of love for thoee whom she had wronged.
Truth is not truth in that exacting land unless there go
with it kindness and more kindness and kindness again,
unless the Word that was with God a0 is God. And
the girl's saxifice—so creditable according to Western
notions—was rightly rgected, becauss though it came
from he heart, it did not indude he heart. A few
garlands from gudents was all that India ever gave her
in return.

" But where is dhe to have her dinner, where is she to
dep? | sy hee here and if e is hit on the head
by roughs, she is hit on the head. That is my contribu-
tion. Well, Miss Quesed ?"

" You are very kind. | should have said yes | think,
but | agree with Mr. Hamidullah. | mus give no more
trouble to you. | bdieve my bet plan is to return to
the Turtons, and se if they will alow me to desp, and
if they turn me away | mug go to the Dak. The Col-
lector would take me in, | know, but Mrs. Turton said
this morning that she would never s&¢ me again." She
gooke without bitterness, or, as Hamidullah thought,
without proper pride. Her aim was to cause the mini-
mum of annoyance

" Far better 4op here than expose yoursaf to insults
from that preposterous woman."
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" Do you find her prepogerous? | used to. | don't
now."

" Well, herés our solution," sad the barrister, who had
terminated his dightly minatory caress and srolled to
the window. " Here comes the City Magigrate. He
ocomes in a third-dass band-ghari for purposss of dis
guise, he comes unattended, but here comes the City
Magistrate."

" At lad," said Adda shaply, which caused Fielding
to glance a her.

" He comes he comes hecomes | cringe. | tremble.”

" Will you ask him what he wartts, Mr. Fielding ?"

" He wants you, of course

" He may not even know |'m here."

" FIl sse himfirgt, if you prefer.”

When he had gone, Hamidullah sad to her bitingly:
" Redlly, redly. Need you have exposad Mr. Fielding to
this further discomfort? He is far too consgderae”
She made no reply, and there was complete dlence be-
tween them until their host returned.

" He has some news for you,"” he said. " You'll find
him on the verandah. He prefers not to comein.”

" Does hetdl meto come out to him ?*"

" Whether he tdls you or not, you will go; | think,"
sad Hamidullah.

She paused, then said, " Pearfectly right,” and then said
a few words of thanks to the Principal for his kindness to
her during the day.

"Thank goodness, that's over,” he remarked, not
ecorting her to the verandah, for he hdd it unnecessaxy
to =& Ronny again.

" It was insulting of him not tocomein.”

"He couldn't very wdl after my behaviour to him
a the Club. Headop doesnt come out badly. Beddes,
Fate has treated him pretty roughly to-day. He hes
had a cable to the effect that his mother's deed, poor old
sotil "
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" Oh, redly. Mrs. Moore. I'm sorry,' said Hami-
dullah rather indifferently.

" She died & 2"

" The hest, | suppos=”

" Presumably.”

" May is no month to dlow an old lady to trave in."

" Quite so. Headop ought never to have let her go,
and he knows it. Shall we be off ? "

" Let uswait until the happy couple leave the compound
dexr . . . they redly ae intderdble dawdliing there
Ah wdl, Fielding, you don't bdieve in Providence, | re-
member. | do. This is Headop's punishment for ab-
ducting our witness in order to dop us establishing our
aibi."

"You go rather too far there. The poor old lady's
evidence could have had no vaue, shout and shriegk M ah-
moud AH as he will. She couldn't see though the Kawa
Dol even if e had wanted to. Only Miss Quested could
have saved him."

" She loved Aziz, he ssys, dso India, and he loved
her."

" Love is of no vaue in awitness, as a barrister ought
to know. But | se there is about to be an Esmniss
Esmoor legend at Chandrapore, my dear Hamidullah, and
I will not impede its growth.”

The other smiled, and looked at his waich. They both
regretted the degth, but they were middle-aged men, who
had invested their emotions dsawhere, and outbursts of
grief could not be expetted from them over a dight ac-
gquantance. It's only ones own deed who matter. If
for a moment the snse of communion in sorrow came
to them, it pesssd. How indeed is it possble for one
human being to be sorry for dl the sdness that meds
him on the face of the earth, for the pain that is endured
not only by men, but by animds and plants, and perhgps
by the"dones? The soul is tired in a moment, and in
fear of losing the little she does underdand, e retregts
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to the permanent lines which habit or chance have dic-
tated, and suffers there  Fielding had met the dead
woman only two or three times, Hamidullah had seen her
in the digance once and they were far more occupied
with the coming gathering at Dilkusha, the " victory "
dinner, for which they would be mog victorioudy late
They agread not to tdl Aziz about Mrs. Moore till the
morrow, because he was fond of her, and the bad news
might spail his fun.

" Oh, thisisunbearablel " muttered Hamidullah. For
Miss Quesed was back again.

" Mr. Fidding, has Ronny told you of this nev mis
fortune?"

He bowed.

" Ahmel " She st down, and ssamad to giffen into
a monument.

" Headop is waiting for you, | think."

"1 do s0 long to be alone  She was my bet friend,
far more to me than to him. | can't bear to be with
Ronny ... | can't explain . . . Could you do me the
very great kindness of letting me gop after all? "

Hamidullah swore violently in the vernacular.

" 1 should be pleasd, but does M r. Headop wish it? "

"1 didn't ak him, we are too much upsst—it's 0
complex, not like what unhappiness is upposed to be
Each of us ought to be along, and think. Do come and
g2 Ronny again.”

" | think he should come in this time" said Fielding,
feding that this much was due to his own dignity. " Do
ak him to come™

She returned with him. He was half misxable half
arrogant—indeed, a grange mix-up—and broke at once
into uneven esch. " | came to bring Miss Quested
away, but her vist to the Turtons has ended, and there
is no other arrangements so far, mine are bachdor quar-
ters nov——"

Fielding sopped him courteoudy. " Say no more,
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Miss Queded dops here. | only wanted to be assured
of your approval. Miss Quesed, you had bete send
for your own servant if he can be found, but | will leave
orders with mine to do all they can for you, ao I'll let
the Scouts know. They have guarded the College ever
dnce it was dosad, and may as wdl go on. | redly
think you'll be as safe here as anywhere. | shall be back
Thursday.'

Meanwhile Hamidullah, deter mined to oare the enemy
no incdental pain, had said to Ronny: " We hear, dr,
that your mother has died. May we ak where the cable
came from?"

" Aden."

" Ah, you were boaging she had reached Aden, in
court."

" But she died on leaving Bombay," broke in Adda.
" She was dead when they called her name this morning.
She mug have been buried at s «

Somehow this gopped Hamidullah, and he desged
from hisbrutality, which had shodked Fielding morethan
anyoneds= He remained dlent while the details of Miss
Queded's occupation of the College were arranged,
merdy remarking to Ronny, " It is dearly to be under-
dood, gr, that nether Mr. Fielding nor any of us are
respondble for this lady's safety at Government College”
towhich Ronny agreed. After that, he watched the sami-
chivalrous behavings of the three English with quiet
amusement; he thought Fielding had bean incredibly slly
and week, and he was amazed by the younger peopleés
want of proper pride. When they were driving out to
Dilkusha, hours late, he said to Amritrao, who acocom-
panied them: " Mr. Amritrao, have you consdered what
aum Miss Quested ought to pay as compensation ? "

" Twenty thousand rupeess”

No morewas then said, but theremark horrified Field-
ing. Hfc couldn't bear to think of the quer hones girl
losing her money and possbly her young man too. She
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advanced into his consdousness suddenly.  And, fatigued
by the merdless and enormous day, he lost his usud sne
view of human intercourse, and fdt that we exis not in
ourselves, but in teems of eech others minds—a notion
for which logic offers no support and which had atacked
him only once before, the evening after the catastrophe,
when from the verandah of the dub he saw the figs and
fingers of the Marabar swdl until they induded the whole

night sky.

CHAPTER XXVII

"\ ZIZ, ae you awake?"
" No, s0 |l us have a talk; |l us dream plans
for the future."

" | am uHess a dreaming.”

" Good night then, dear fellow."

The Victory Banguet was over, and the revdlers lay
on the roof of plan Mr. Zulfigar's manson, adesp, or
gazing through mosguito nds a the sars.  Exactly above
their heads hung the congdlation of the Lion, the disc of
Regulus s0 large and bright that it resambled a tunnd,
and when this fancy was acogted dl the -other dars
ssamed tunnels too.

" Are you contett with our day's work, Cyril ?" the
voice on his left continued.

"Areyou?"

" Except that | ae too much. ' How is somach, how
heed ?'— | sy, Panna Lai and Callendar'll get the sack.”

" Therell be a generd move at Chandrapore.”

" And you'll g& promotion.”

"They cant wdl move me down, whaeve thear
fedings"

" In any ceee we oend our holidays together, and visit
Kashmir, posibly Persa, for | shdl have plenty of
money. Paid to me on account of the injury sugsained
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by my cnaracrer,’ he explaned with cynicd cdm.
" While with me you shdl never spend a sngle pie
This is what | have dways wished, and as the reault of
my misfortunes it has come."

"Y ou have won a gredt victory . . . " began Fielding.

" | know, my dear chap, | know; your voice nesd not
become so solemn and anxious. | know what you ae
going to say next: Let, oh le Miss Quested off paying,
0 that the English may sy, ' Here is a native who has
actudly behaved like a gentleman; if it was not for his
black face we would dmogt dlow him to join our dub.
The gpprovad of your compdriots no longer interests
me, | have become anti-British, and ought to have done
0 sooner, it would have saved me numerous misfor-
tunes.”

" Including knowing me."

" | say, shdl we go and pour water on to Mohammed
Latifs face? He is so funny when this is done to him
adesp”

The remark was not a question but a full-stop. Field-
ing acogted it as such and there was a pause, pleasantly
filled by a little wind which managed to brush the top
of the house The banqudt, though rictous, had been
agreedble, and now the blessings of lesure—unknown to
the West, which ether works or ides—descended on
the motley company. Civilization drays about like a
ghogst here, revisiting the ruins of empire, and is to be
found not in great works of art or mighty desds but in
the gestures wdl-bred Indians meke when they st or
lie down. Fielding, who had dressed up in native cos
tume, learmnt from his excessive awkwardness in it that
al his mations were makeshifts, whereas when the Nawab
Bahadur dretched out his hand for food or Nureddin
gpplauded a song, something beautiful had been accom-
plished which nesded no devdopment. This restfulness
of gesture—it isthe Peace that passsth Under standing,
after all, it is the soda equivalent of Yoga. When the
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whirring of action ceesss it becomes vigble, and reveds
a civilization which the West can disturb but will never
acquire.  The hand dretches out for ever, the lifted knee
has the eternity though not the sadness of thegrave. Aziz
wes full of civilization this evening, complete, dignified,
rather hard, and it was with diffidence that the other said:
"Yes, catanly you mug le off Miss Quested eadly.
She mugt pay dl your cods that is only fair, but do not
treat her like a conquered enemy.”

" Is she wedthy! | depute you to find out.”

" The sums mentioned a dinner when you all got so
exated—they would rum her, they are pafectly prepos
terous Look here . .

" | am looking, though it gets a bit dark. | s Cyril
Fielding to be avery nice chep indeed and my best friend,
but in some ways a fool. Y ou think that by letting Miss
Quegted off eeglly | shdl make a better reputation for my-
sdf and Indians generdly. No, no. It will be put down
to weskness and the atempt to gain promotion officidly.
| have dedded to have nothing more to do with British
India, as a matter of fact. | shdl sk savice in some
Modem State, auch as Hyderabad, Bhopd, where Eng-
lishmen cannat insult me any more. Don't counsd me
otherwise."

" In the course of along tak with Miss Quested . . ."

" | don't want to hear your long talks."

" Be quiet. In the course of a long tdk with Miss
Queded | have begun to underdand her charecter. It's
not an essy one, she being a prig. But de is pafectly
genuine and very brave. When she saw she was wrong,
she pulled hersdf up with a jerk and sad so. | want
you to redize what that meens  All her friends around
her, the entire British Rg] pushing her forward. She
gops sends the whole thing to amithereens.  In her place
I should have funked it. But she gopped, and dmost did
she become a nationd heroine, but my students ran us
down a dde dred before the crowd caught flame. Do
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treat her condderatdy. She really mustn't get the worst
of both worlds. | know what all thee"—he indicated
the shrouded forms on the roof—" will want, but you
musn't ligen to them. Be merciful. Act like one of
your six Mogul Emperors, or all the six rolled into one™"

" Not even Mogul Emperors showed mercy until they
recaived an apology."”

" Shéelll apologize if that's the trouble" he cried, dtting
up. " Look, I'll makeyou an offer. Dictate to me what-
eve form of wordsyou like, and thistime to-morrow I'll
bring it back dgned. This is not ingead of any public
apology she may makeyou in law. It'san addition.”

" ' Dear Dr. Aziz, | wish you had come into the cave;
I am an awful old hag, and it is my lag chance' Will
she dgn that ? "

" Well good night, good night, it's time to go to dep,
after that.”

" Good night, | suppose it is"

" Oh, | wish you wouldn't make that kind of remark,"
he continued after a pause " It isthe one thing in you |
can't put up with."

" | put up with all things in you, so what is to be
done?"

" Well, you hurt meby sayingit; good night."

There was dlence, then dreamily but with degp feding
the voice said: " Cyril, | have had an idea which will
satidfy your tender mind: | shall consult Mrs. Moore."

Opening his eyes and beholding thousands of dars
he could not reply, they slenced him.

"Her opinion will solve everything; | can trust her
0 absolutdy. If she advises me to pardon this girl, |
shal do 0. She will counsd me nothing againg my
real and true honour, asyou might."

" Let usdistuss that to-morrow morning.”

"lIsit.not grange? | kexpp on forgetting she has left
India. During the shouting of her name in court |
fanded she was present. | had shut my eyes | confused
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mysdf on purpose to deeden the pain A Now this very
indant | forgot again. | shdl be obliged to write. She
is now far away, wdl on her way towards Ralph and
Stella.”

"Towhom?"

" To those other children.”

"1 have not heard of other children.”

" Jud as | havetwo boysand agirl, so hes Mrs. Moore.
She told me in the mosque.™

" | knew her so dightly."”

"1 have ssen her but three times, but | know she is
an Oriental.”

"You ae so fantadtic. . . . Miss Quested, you won't
treat her generoudy; while over Mrs. Moore there is
this daborate chivalry. Miss Quested anyhow behaved
decently this morning, wherees the old lady never did
anything for you a al, and it's pure conjecture that she
would have come forward in your favour, it only ress on
servants gossip.  Your emotions never ssam in propor-
tion to their objects, Aziz."

" Is emotion a sadk of potatoes, so much the pound, to
be messured out? Am | a machine? | shdl be told |
can ue up my emotions by using them, next.”

" | should have thought you would. It sounds common
sn You cant et your cke and have it, even in the
world of the spirit.”

" If you ae right, there is no point in any friend-
ship; it dl comes down to give and take, or give and
return, which is disgusting, and we had better al legp
over this pargpet and kill oursdves  |s anything wrong
with you this evening that you grow so materidistic ?"

" Your unfarness is worse than my materiaism.”

"1 s Anything further to complain of?" He was
good-tempered and dfectionate but a little formidable.
Imprisonment had mede channds for his cheracter, which
would never fluctuate as widely now as in the pad.
"Because it is far better you put al your difficulties
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before me, if welare to be friends for ever. Y ou do not
like Mrs. Moore, and are annoyed because | do; how-
ever, you will like her in time."

When a person, redly deed, is supposad to be dive,
an unhedthiness infects the conversation.  Fielding could
not dand the tenson any longer and blurted out: " I'm
sorry to ssy Mrs. Moored dead.”

But Hamidullah, who had been ligtening to dl their
tak, and did not want the fetive evening spoailt, cried
from the adjoining bed: " Aziz, he is trying to pull your
leg; don't beieve him, the villain.”

"1 do not bdieve him," sad Aziz; he was inured to
precticd jokes, even of this type

Fielding said no more. Facts are facts, and everyone
would learn of Mrs. Moore's degth in the morning. But
it sruck him that people are not redly dead until they
are fdt to be deed. As long as there is some misunder-
standing about them, they possess a sort of immortality.
An experience of his own corfirmed this. Many years
ago he had log a great friend, a woman, who bdieved
in the Christian heaven and assured him that after the
changes and dhances of this morta life they would meet
in it again. Fielding was a blank, frank atheis, but he
repected every opinion his friend held: to do this is
esentid in friendship. And it ssamed to him for atime
that the dead awaited him, and when the illusion faded
it left behind it an emptiness that was dmogt guilt: " This
redly is the end,” he thought, " and | gave her the find
blow." Hehad tried to kill Mrs. Moore this evening, on
the roof of the Nawab Bahadur's house, but she ill
duded him, and the amosphere remained tranquil.
Presently the moon rose—the exhaused aexat that
precedes the sun—and shortly after men and oxen began
their interminable labour, and the gracious interlude,
which he had tried to curtail, came to its natural con-
cluson. "
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CHAPTER XXVIII

EA D she was—committed to the desp while still on
the southward track, for the boas from Bombay
canot point towards Europe until Arabia has bemn
rounded; she was further in the tropics than ever achieved
while on shore, when the sun touched her for the lagt time
and he body wes lowered into yet another India—the
Indian Ocean. She left behind her sore discomfort, for a
death gives aship abad name. WhowasthisMrs. Moore ?
When Aden weas reached, Lady Mdlanby cabled, wrote,
did al that was kind, but the wife of a Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor does not bargain for such an experience and she
repeated: " | had only ssn the poor creature for a few
hours when dhe wes taken ill; redly this has been need-
ledy digressing, it gooils onds home-coming." A ghost
followed the ship up the Red Sea, but faled to enter the
Mediterranean. Somewhere about Suez there is dways a
socdd change the arangements of Asia wesken and
those of Europe begin to be fdt, and during the transi-
tion Mrs. Moore was shaken off. At Port Said the grey
blusery north began. The weasthar was %o cold and
bracing that the passangas fdt it must have broken ih the
land they had left, but it became hotter steedily there in
accordance with its usud law.

The degth took subtler and more lasting shgpes in
Chandrgpore. A legend sorang up that an Englishman
had killed his mother for trying to save an Indian's life—
and there was just enough truth in this to cause annoy-
ance to the authorities. Sometimes it was a cow that had
been killed—or a crocodile with the tusks of a boar had
crawvled out of the Ganges.  Nonsense of thistype is more
difficult to combat than a solid lie. It hides in rubbish
hegps and moves when no one is looking. At one period
two digtinct tombs containing Esmiss Essmoor’'s remains



CAVES 57

were reported:one by the tannery, the other up near the
goods gation. M r, McBryde vidted themn both and saw
dgns of the beginning of a cult—earthenware sauocas
and so on. Being an experienced official, he did nothing
toirritate it, and after a wesk or 0, the rash died down.
" Therées propaganda behind all this" he said, forgetting
that a hundred years ago, when Europeans ill made
their home in the country-side and appedled to its imagina-
tion, they occadonally became local demons after death—
not a whole god, perhaps, but part of one adding an
epithet or gedture to what already exiged, just as the
gaods contribute to the great gods, and they to the philo-
sophic Brahm.

Ronny reminded himsdf that hismother had left I ndia
at hea own wish, but his consdence was not dear. He
had behaved badly to her, and he had dather to repent
(which involved a mental overturn), or to perds in
unkindness towards her. He diose the latter course
How tiresome she had bean with her patronage of Aziz!
What a bad influence upon Adelal And now she ill
gave trouble with ridiculous " tombs" mixing hersdf
up with natives She could not hdp it, of course, but
e had attempted smilar exagperating expeditions in
her lifetime, and he reckoned it againg her. The young
man had much to worry him—the heat, the local tension,
the approaching visit of the Lieutenant-Governor, the
problems of Adela—and threading them all together into
a grotesque garland were thexe Indianizations of Mrs.
Moore. What does happen to onés mother when she
dies? Presumably she goes to heaven, anyhow she dears
out. Ronny'srdigion was of the serilized Public School
brand, which never goes bad, even in the tropics Wher-
eva he entered, mosque, cave, or temple, he retained the
spiritual outlook of the Fifth Form, and condemned as
"weakening " any attempt to undergand them. Pulling
himsdf* together, he dignissed the matter from his
mind. In due time he and his half-brother and dger
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would put up a tablet to her in the Northamptonshire
church where she had worshipped, recording the dates of
her birth and death and the fact that she had bean buried
a sa  This would be suffident.

And Adda—she would have to depart too; he hoped
she would have made the suggestion hersdf ere now. He
really could not marry her—it would mean the end of his
carexr. Poor lamentable Addla. . . . She remained at
Government College, by Fidding's courtes/—unsuitable
and humiliating, but no one would recave her at the civil
dation. He pogponed all private tak until the award
againg her was decided. Aziz was suing her for damages
in the sub-judged court. Then he would ak he to
rdeese him. She had killed his love, and it had never
ben very robugt; they would never have achieved be
trothal but for the acddent to the Nawab Bahadur's car.
She bdonged to the callov academic period of his life
which he had outgrown—Grasmere, serious taks and
walks, that sort of thing.

CHAPTER XXIX

HE vidt of the Lieutenant-Governor of the Province

formed the next gage in the decompostion of the
Marabar. Sir Gilbert, though not an enlightened man,
hed enlightened opinions. Exempted by a long career in
the Secretariate from personal contact with the peoples
of India, he was able to goeek of them urbandy, and to
deplore racdia prgudice. He applauded the outcome of
the trial, and congratulated Fielding on having taken
" the broad, the sendble the only possble charitable
view from the fird. Speaking confidentially ..." he
proceeded. Fielding deprecated confidences but Sir
Gilbert indged on imparting them; the affair had bean
" mishandled by certain of our friends up the Kill" who
did not redlize that " the hands of the dock move for-
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ward, not back,Vetc, éc. One thing he could guarantee:
the Principal would recdve a mogt cordial invitation to
regoin the dub, and he begged, nay commanded him, to
acoept. He returned to his Himalayan dltitudes wel
stidied; the amount of money Miss Quested would have
to pay, the predse nature of what had happened in the
caves—theze were local details, and did not concern him.

Fielding found himsdf drawn moreand moreinto Miss
Queded's affairs.  The Cdlege remained dossd and he
ate and dept at Hamidullah's, s0 there was no reason
she should not gop on if she wished. In her place he
would have deared out, sooner than submit to Ronny's
half-hearted and digracted civilities, but she was waiting
for the hour-glass of her sojourn to run through. A
house to live in, a garden to walk in during the brief
moment of the cool—that was all she asked, and he was
ableto providethem. Disager had shown her her limita-
tions, and he realized now what a fine loyal character
shewas Her humility was touching. She never repined
at getting the worst of both worlds; she regarded it as
the due punishment of her gupidity. When he hinted to
her that a personal apology to Aziz might be ssamly, she
said sadly: " Of course | ought to have thought of it
mysdf, my ingincts never hdp me Why didn't | rush
up to him after thetrial ? Yes, of course | will write him
an apology, but pleese will you didate it?" Betwean
them they oconcodted a letter, sncere and full of moving
phrasss but it was not moving as a letter. " Shall |
write another?" sheenquired. " Nothing matters if |
can undo the harm | have caused. | can do this right,
and that right; but when the two are put together they
comewrong. That's the ddfect of my character. | have
never realized it until now. | thought that if | was just
and aked quegtions | would come through every diffi-
culty.” Hereplied: " Our letter is a failure for a smple
reason which we had better face you have no real affec-
tion for Aziz; or Indians generdly." She assnted.
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" The firg time | saw you, you were”wanting to se
India, not Indians, and it occurred to maf: Ah, that won't
take us far. Indians know whether they are liked or not
—they cannat be fooled here.  Jugice never stidfies them,
and that iswhy the British Empirerestson sand." Then
sdhesaid: " Do | like anyone, though?" Presumably she
liked Headop, and he changed the subject, for this sde
of her life did not concarn him.

HisIndian friends were, on the other hand, a bit above
themsdves Victory, which would have made the Eng-
lish sanctimonious, made them aggressve. They wanted
to devdop an offensve, and tried to do o0 by discovering
new grievances and wrongs, many of which had no exis
tence They auffered from the usual dislluson that
attends warfare. The aims of battle and the fruits of
oconquest are never the same the latter have ther value
and only the saint rgects them, but ther hint of immor-
tality vanishes as soon as they are hdd in the hand.
Although Sir Gilbert had bemn courteous amog
obsequious, the fabric he represented had in no wise
bowed its head. British offidalism remained, as all-
pervading and as unpleasant as the sun; and what was
next to be done againg it was not very obvious, even
to Mahmoud Ali. Loud talk and trivial lavmesness were
attempted, and behind them continued a genuine but
vague dedre for education. " Mr. Fidding, we mug all
be educated promptly."

Aziz was friendly and domineering. He wanted
Fielding to " give in to the Eagt,” as he calad it, and
live in a condition of affectionate dependence upon it.
" You can trust me, Cyril." No quegion of that, and
Fielding had no roots among his own people Yet he
really couldn't become a sort of Mohammed L atif. When
they argued about it something racial intruded—not
bitterly, but inevitably, like the colour of ther <kins
coffee-colour veraus pinko-grey. And Aziz would con-
dude: " Can't you se that I'm grateful to you for your
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hdp and want ip reward you ? " And the other would
retort: " If you want to reward me, led Miss Quesed
off paying.”

The insengtiveness about Adeda digpleased him. It
would, from every point of view, be right to treat her
generoudy, and one day he had the notion of appealing
to the memory of Mrs. Moore. Aziz had this high and
fantagic etimate of Mrs. Moore. Her death had bemn
areda grief to his warm heart; he wept like a child and
ordered his three children to wep also. There was no
doubt that he repetted and loved her. Fidding's firg
attempt was a failure. The reply was. " | se your
trick. | want revenge on them. Why should | be insulted
and auffer the contents of my podkets read and my wifes
photograph taken to the pdice gation? Also | want the
money—to educate my little boys, as | explained to her."
But he began to weaken, and Fielding was not ashamed
to pradise a little necromancy. Whenever the quegion
of compensation came up, he introduced the dead woman's
name Jud as other propagandids invented her a tomb,
0 did he raise a quegtionable image of her in the heart
of Aziz, saying nothing that he bdieved to be untrue, but
producing something that was probably far from the
truth. Aziz yidded suddenly. He fdt it was Mrs.
Moor€'s wish that he should gare the woman who was
about to marry he son, that it was the only honour he
could pay her, and he renounced with a pasionate and
beautiful outburs the whole of the compensation money,
claiming only cogs It was fine of him, and, as he fore-
saw, it won him no credit with the English. They ill
bdieved he was guilty, they bdieved it to the end of ther
careers and retired Anglo-Indiansin Tunbridge Wells or
Chdtenham <ill murmur to each other: " That Marabar
cas= which broke down because the poor girl couldn't
face giving her evidence—that was ancther bad case™

When the affair was thus dfficially ended, Ronny, who
was about to be trandferred to ancther part of the
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Province, approached Fielding with his usual congraint
and sid " | wish to thank you for the hdp you have
given Miss Queged. She will not of course trepass on
your hogpitality further; she has as a matte of fact
dedided to return to England. | havejust arranged about
her passage for her. | undersand she would like to se
you/'

"1 shadl go round at once"

On reaching the Callege, he found her in some upse.
He learnt that the engagement had bean broken by Ronny.
" Far wis of him," dhe said pathetically. " | ought to
have gpoken mysdf, but | drifted on wondering what
would happen. | would willingly have gone on spoiling
his life through inerti:—one has nothing to do, one
bdongs nowhere and becomes a public nuisance without
realizing it." In order to reassure him, she added: " |
ek only of India. | am not agray in England. 1 fit
in there—no, don't think | shall do harm in England.
When | am forced badk there, | shall sdtle down to some
carer. | have auffident money left to gart mysdf, and
hegps of friends of my own type | shall be quite all
right." Then sighing: " But oh, the trouble I've brought
on evayone hee ... | can never ga over it. My
carefulness as to whether we should marry oY not . . .
and in the end Ronny and | part and aren't even sorry.
We ought never to have thought of marriage. Weren't
you amazed when our engagement was originally
announced ?"

" Not much. At my age onés sddom amazed,” he
said, amiling. " Marriage is too absurd in any cae It
begins and continues for such very dight reasons The
s0cial budness props it up on one sde, and the theological
busness on the other, but ndther of them are marriage,
are they? |I've friends who can't remember why they
married, no more can their wives. | sugpedt that it mostly
happens haphazard, though afterwards various noble
reasons are invented. About marriage | am cynical."
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"l amnot. Thisfdse gart hasbeen dl my own fault.
I was bringing td Ronny nothing that ought to be brought,
that was why ha rgected me redlly. | entered that cave
thinking: Am | fond of him? | have not yet told you
that, Mr. Fielding. | didn't fed judtified. Tenderness,
regpect, persond intercourse—I tried to make them take
the place—of ——"

" 1 no longer want love," he sad, supplying the word.

"No more do |. My expaiences here have cured me.
But | want others to want it."

" But to go badk to our firs tak (for | sauppose this is
our last one—when you entered tha cave, who did
follow you, or did no one follow you? Can you now
say? | don't like it I&ft in air.”

" Let us cdl it the guide,” she sad indifferently. " It
will never be known. It's as if | ran my finger dong
that polished wal in the dark, and cannot ge further.
I am up againg something, and so are you. Mrs. Moore
—she did know."

" How could she have known what we don't ? "

" Teepathy, possbly."”

The pert, meagre word fdl to the ground. Tdepathy ?
What an explanation! Better withdraw it, and Adda
did so. She weas a the end of her spiritua tether, and
o was he  Were there worlds beyond which they could
never touch, or did dl that is possble enter their con-
sioumness? They could not tdl. They only redized
that their outlook was more or less smilar, and found in
this a stisfaction. Perhaps life is a myseay, not a
muddle; they could not tell. Perhgps the hundred Indias
which fuss and sguabble so tiresomdy are one, and the
universethey mirror isone. They had not the appar atus
for judging.

" Write to me when you g& to England.”

" | shall, often. Y ou havebem excessvdy kind. Now
that Yth going, | realizeit. | wish | could do something
for you in return, but | se you've all you want"
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" | think so,"' he replied after apausa " | have never
fdt more happy and sacure out here. | f edly do get on
with Indians, and they do trust me It's pleesat that |
haven't had to resgn my job. It's pleesant to be prased
by an L.-G. Until the next earthquake | remain as |
am.

" Of course this degth has been troubling me."”

" Aziz was s0 fond of her too."

" But it has made me remamber that we must al die:
al these persond rdationswetry to live by are temporary.
| used to fed death sHeted people it is a notion one
gas from novds because some of the characters are
usudly left talking a the end. Now ' desth spares no
one' begins to be rea .

" Don't l& it become too red, or you'll die yoursdlf.
That is the objection to meditating upon desth. We
are subdued to what we work in. | have fdt the same
temptation, and had to sheer off. | want to go on living
a hit."

"Sodol."

A friendliness, as of dwarfs shaking hands, was in the
air. Both man and woman were at the height of their
powers—senghble, honest, even aubtle They gioke the
same language, and hdd the same opinions® and the
variety of age and sx did not divide them. Yet they
were disstisfied. When they agreed, " | want to go on
livingabit," or, " | don't bdievein God," thewordswere
followed by a curious backweash as though the universe
had displaced itsdf to fill up a tiny void, or as though
they had saan their own gestures from an immense height
—dwarfs talking, shaking hands and assuring each other
that they sood on the same footing of insght. They
did not think they were wrong, because as soon as honest
people think they are wrong ingability ssts up. Not for
them was an infinite goa behind the stars, and they never
sought it. But wigfulness desoended on them now, as
oh other occasons, the shedow of the shedow of a dream
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fel over ther dear-cut interets, and objects never sen
again ssemed messages from another world.

"And | do likl you so very much, if | may sy 0"
he affirmed.

" 1I'm glad, for | likeyou. Let's mes again."

" Wewill, in England, if | ever take home leave™

" But | suppose you're not likely to do that yet."

" Quite a chance | have a shane on now as a mader
of fact.

" Oh, that would be very nice"

So it paeed out. Ten days later Adela went off, by
the same route as he dead friend. The final beat up
before the monsoon had come  The country was gricken
and blurred. Its houses trees and fidds were all moddled
out of the same brown pagse, and the sea at Bombay did
about like broth againg the quays Her lag Indian
adventure was with Antony, who followed he on to
the boat and tried to blackmail her. She had been Mr.
Fidding's midress, Antony said. Perhaps Antony was
discontented with his tip. She rang the cabin bdl and
had him turned out, but his datement aeated rather a
scandal, and people did not ek to hea much during the
firs part of the voyage. Through the Indian Ocean and
the Red Sea she was left to hersdf, and to the dregs of
Chandrapore.

With Egypt the atmosphere altered. The dean sands
heaped on each dde of the canal, ssamed to wipe off every-
thing that was difficult and equivocal, and even Port
Said looked pure and charming in the light of arose-grey
morning. She went on shore there with an American
missonary, they walked out to the Lesps datue they
drank the tonic air of the Levant. " To what duties,
Miss Queded, are you returning in your own country
after your tade of the tropics?' the missonary asked.
" Observe, | don't say to what do you turn, but to what
do you return. Every life ought to contain both a turn
and areturn. This cdebrated pioneer (he pointed to the
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gaue) will make my quesion dear. He turns to the
East, he returns to the West. You cat se it from the
aute pogtion of his hands, one of whidr holds a string of
susges”  The missonary looked at her humoroudy, in
order to cover the emptiness of his mind. He had no
idea what he meant by " turn" and " return,’ but he
often used words in pairs, for the sske of mord bright-
nes " | s dereplied. Suddenly, in the Mediter-
ranean darity, she had ssen.  Her firgt duty on returning
to England was to look up those other children of Mrs.
Moore's, Raph and Sdla then she would turn to her
professon. Mrs. Moore had tended to kegp the products
of her two mariages gpat, and Addla had not come
across the younger branch <o far.

CHAPTER XXX

NOTHER locd oconsquence of the trial was a
Hindu-Modem entente. L oud protegtations of amity
were exchanged by prominent citizens, and there went with
them a genuine desire for a good understanding. Aziz,
when he was a the hopitd one day, recaived avisit from
rather a sympathdtic figure: Mr. Das. The magidrae
sought two favours from him: a remedy for shingles and
a poaem for his brother-in-law's new monthly magazine.
He acocorded both.

" My dear Das, why, when you tried to send me to
prison, should | try to send Mr. Bhatacharya a poem?
Eh? That is naturaly entirdy ajoke. | will write him
the best | can, but | thought your magazine was for
Hindus."

"It isnot for Hindus, but Indians generally,' he sad
timidly.

" Thereis no such person in exigence as the general
Indian."

"There was not, but there may be when you have
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written a poem. You ae our hero; the whole city is
behind you, irregpective of creed.’

"1 know, but Will it last?"

"1 fear not,"” sad Das, who had much mentd dear-
'ness " And for that reason, if | may say 0, do not intro-
duce too many Perdan expressons into the poem, and
not too much about the bulbul."

"Half a s¢" sad Aziz, biting his pencil. He wes
writing out a prexription. " Here you ae. . . . Is
not this better than a poem ?"

" Happy the man who can compose both."

"You are full of compliments to-day."

"I know you bear me a grudge for trying that case"
sad the other, dretching out his hand impulsvdy.
" You are so kind and friendly, but dways | detect irony
beneath your manner."

" No, no, what nonsensa! "' protested Aziz. They shook
hands, in a hdf-embrace that typified the entete
Beween people of digant dimes there is dways the
posshbility of romance but the various branches of
Indians know too much about eech other to surmount the
unknowable eadily. The gpproach is prosac. " Excd-
lent,” said Aziz, petting a sout shoulder and thinking,
"1 wish they did not remind me of cow-dung"; Das
thought, " Some Modems ae very violent." They
gmiled wigtfully, eech spying the thought in the other's
heart, and Das, the more aticulate, said: " Excuse my
migakes, redize my limitations. Lifeis not eesy as we
know it on the earth.”

" Oh, wdl, about this poeam—how did you hear | some-
times scribbled?' he asked, much plessed, and a good
ded moved—for literature had dways been a sdace to
him, something that the ugliness of facts could not spoail.

" Professor Godbole often mentioned it, before his
depature for Mau."

"How did he hear?"

" He too was a poet; do you not divine each other? "
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Hattered by the invitation, he got to work that eve-
ning. The fed of the pen beaiwean his fingers generated
biilbuls a once His poem wes agaiir aout the decay
of Idam and the brevity of love; as sad and snvedt as he
could contrive, but not nourished by persond experience,
and of no interest to thee exadlent Hindus. Feding
dissstidfied, he rushed to the other extreme, and wrote a
satire, which was too libdlous to print. He could only
express pathos or venom, though most of his life had
no concarn with ether. He loved poery—sdence was
merely an acquisition, which he laid asde when unob-
saved like his European dress—and this evening he
longed to compose a new song which should be acdamed
by multitudes and even sung in the fidds. In what
language shdl it be written ? And what shdl it announce ?
He vowed to sse more of Indians who were not M oham-
medans, and never to look backward. It is the only
hedthy course. Of what help, in this latitude and hour,
are the glories of Cordova and Samarcand? They have
gone, and whilewe lament them the English occupy Delhi
and exdude us from East Africa. Idam itsdf, though
true, throws crosslights over the path to freedom. The
song of the future must transcend creed.

The poem for Mr. Bhatacharya never got written,
but it had an &fedt. It led him towards the vague and
bulky figure of a mother-land. He was without natura
dfection for the land of his birth, but the Marabar Hills
drove him to it. Half dodng his gyes, he atempted to
love India. She must imitate Jgpan. Not until sheisa
nation will her sons be treated with repect. He grew
harder and less gpoproachable. The English, whom he
had laughed at or ignored, persecuted him everywhere;
they had even thrown nets over his dreams. " My great
mistake has bean taking our rulers as ajoke," he sad to
Hamidullah next day; who replied with a sigh: "It is
far the wisst way to take them, but not possble in the
longrun. Sooner or later a disaster such as yours occurs,
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and revedls their soret thoughts about our character.
If God himsdf dexended from heaven into their dub
and said you weo innocent, they would disbdieve hj*ft.
Now you sse why Mahmoud AH and sdf wage so much
time over intrigues and assodate with creatures like Ram
Chand."

" | cannot endure committees | shall go right away."

" Whereto ? Turtons and Burtons, all are the same™

" But not in an Indian date”

"1 bdieve the Politicals are obliged to have better
manners. It amounts to no more."

" | dowant to ga away from British India, even to a
poor job. | think | could write poetry there. | wish |
had lived in Babur's time and fought and written for
him. Gone, gone, and not even any use to say ' Gone,
gone' for it weskens us while we sy it. We nead a
king, Hamidullah; it would make our lives easer. As
it is, we mugd try to appredate thexe quaint Hindus. My
notion now is to try for some pog as doctor in one of
their dates™

" Oh, that is going much too far."

" It isnot going as far as Mr. Ram Chand."

" But the money, the money—they will never pay an
adequate salary, thoe savage Rajas.”

"e] chal never be rich anywhere, it is outsde my
character "

"I1f you had ben sendble and made Miss Quested

" 1 choxe not to. Discussion of the pag is usdess”
he said, with sudden sharpness of tone " | have allowed
her to kep her fortune and buy hersdf a husband in
England, for which it will be very necessary. Don't
mention the matter again."

" Very wdl, but your life must continue a poor man's;
no holidays in Kashmir for you yet, you mus gidk to
your professon and rise to a highly paid pog, not retire
toajunglegate and writepoems Educate your children,
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read the latex sdentific periodicals, compd European
doctors to regpect you. Acoept the conssquencss of your
own actions likea man." f

Aziz winked at him dowly and saisd " We are not in
the law courts There are many ways of being a man;
mine is to express what is degpet in my heart."

" To auch a remark there is certainly no reply,” said
Hamidullah, moved. Recovering himsdf and amiling, he
said: " Have you heard this naughty rumour that
Mohammed Latif has got hold of?"

"Which?"

" When Miss Quested gopped in the Callege, Fielding
usd to visit her . . . rather too late in the evening, the
FErvants sy

"A pleesant change for her if he did,” said Aziz,
making a curious face

" But you understand my meaning! "

Theyoung man winked again and said: " Just! $till,
your meaning doesn't hdp me out of my difficulties. |
am daemined to leave Chandrapore. The problem is
for where? | am deermined to write poetry. The
problem is, about what? You give me no assgdance"
Then, surprisng both Hamidullah and himsdf, he had
an exploson of nerves " But who does give me assg-
ancs? No oneis my friend. All are traitors, even my
own children. | have had enough of friends."

" | was going to suggest we go behind the purdah, but
your three treacherous children are there, so you will not
want to."

" | am sorry, it isever ancel wasin prison my temper
is grange; take me, forgive me"

" Nureddin's mother isvisiting my wifenow. That is
all right, I think."

"They ocome before me sgparatdy, but not so far
together. You had beter prepare them for the united
shock of my face™

"No, le us surprise them without warning, far too
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much nonsense ill goes on among our ladies. They
pretended at the time of your tria they would give up
purdah! indeed, those of them who can write composgKa
document to that &fedt, and now it ends in humbug.
Y ou know how degply they all repect Fielding, but not
one of them has ssen him. My wife says she will, but
dways when he cdls there is some excuse—dhe is not
feding wdll, she is ashamed of the room, she has no nice
swvedts to offer him, only Elephants Ears, and if | sy
Elephants Ears are Mr. Fidlding's favourite svest, she
replies that he will know how badly hers are mede, <0
she cannot s him on ther account.  For fifteen years,
my dear boy, have | argued with my begum, for fifteen
years, and never ganed a point, yet the missonaries
inform us our women are down-trodden. If you want a
aubject for a poem, take this: The Indian lady as e is
and not as she is supposd to be.™

CHAPTER XXXI

ZIZ had no s of evidence The sequence of his

L emoations decided his bdiefs, and led to the tragic
coolness between himsalf and his English friend. They
had conquered but were not to be crowned. Fielding was
awvay at a conference, and after the rumour about Miss
Queded had been with him undisturbed for a few days,
he assumed it was true. He had no objection on moral
grounds to his friends amusing themsdves and Cyril,
being middle-aged, could no longer expect the pick of the
famde market, and must take his amusament where he
could find it. But he resented him making up to this
particular woman, whom he gill regarded as his enemy;
dso, why had he not been told? What is friendship
without confidences? He himsdf had told things some-
times regarded as shocking, and the Englishman had
ligened, tolerant, but surrendering nothing in return.
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He mea Fielding at the railway gation on his return,
agread to dine with him, and then garted taxing him
by the oblique method, outwardly m/rry. An avowed
European scandal there was—Mr. McBryde and Miss
Derek. Miss Derek's faithful attachment to Chandra-
pore was now explained: Mr. McBryde had bean caught
in her room, and his wife was divorcing him. " That
pure-minded fdlow. However, he will blame the I ndian
dimate Everything is our fault really. Now, have |
not discovered an important piece of news for you,
Cyril ?"

" Not very,” sad Fielding, who took little interes in
digant dns. " Ligen to mine" Aziz'sfacelit up. " At
the conference, it was settled.”

" This evening will do for schodmagery. | should go
graight to the Minto now, the cholera looks bad. We
begin to have local cases as wel as imported. In fad,
the whole of life is somewhat sad. The new Civil Sur-
geon is the same as the lagt, but does not yet dare to be
That is all any adminidrative change amounts to. All
my suffering has won nothing for us But look here,
Cyril, while | remember it. There€s gosip about you as
wel as McBryde. They say that you and Miss Quesed
became a9 rather too intimate friends. To goeek per-
fectly frankly, they say you and she have bemn guilty
of impropriety.”

" They would sy that."

" It's all over the town, and may injure your reputa-
tion. You know, every one is by no means your sup-
porter. | havetried all 1 could to dlence such a sory."
" Don't bother. Miss Quested has deared out at
lagt."

" It is those who €op in the country, not those who
leave it, whom such a gory injures. Imagine my disnay
and anxiety. | could scarody get a wink of demp. First
my name was coupled with her and now it is yours."

" Don't use such exaggerated phrasss"
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" As what?"

" As dismay and anxiety."

" Havel not lived all my lifein India? Dol not know
what produces a bad impresson here?" His voice shot
up rather crosdy.

" Yes, but the scale the scale You always get the
saewrong, my dear fdlow. A pity thereisthisrumour,
but such a very amall pity—so small that we may as well
talk of something dse"

" You mind for Miss Quesed's sake though. | can sse
from your face"

" Asfar as| domind. | travd light."

" Cyril, that boagfulness about travelling light will be
your ruin. It is raisng up enemies againg you on all
ddes, and makes me fed excessvdy uneasy.”

"What enemies?’

Snce Aziz had only himsdf in mind, he could not
reply. Feding a fool, he became angrier. " | have
given you lig after lig of the people who cannot be
truged in this city. In your podgtion | should have the
sne to know | was surrounded by enemies You
observe | ek in a low voice It is because | s your
sis is new. How do | know he isn't a spy?" He
lowered his .voice " Every third servant isa sy."

" Now, what isthe matter?" heasked, smiling.

" Do you contradict my lag remark?"

" It dmply doemn't affed me Spies are as thick as
mosquitoes, but it's years before | shall megt the one that
killsme You've something dsein your mind."

" I've not; don't be ridiculous."

"You have You're aoss with me about something
or other."

Any direct attack threw him out of action. Presently
he said: " So you and Madamsdl Adda used to amuse
one ancther in the evening, naughty boy."

Those drab and high-minded talks had scarcdy made
for dalliance Fielding was so gartled at the gory being
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taken serioudy, and s0 didiked being cdled a naughty
boy, that he log his heed and cried: " Y ou little rotter!
Well, I'm damned. Amusement indeed. Is it likdy at
auch atime?"

" Oh, | beg your pardon, I'm sure. The licentious
Oriental imagination was a work," he replied, spesking
gally, but cut to the heart; for hours after his misake he
bled inwardly.

"You s Aziz, the draumdances . . . d<0 the girl
was gill engaged to Headop, d<o | never fdt . . "

"Yes, yes but you didn't contradict what | sad, so
I thought it wes true. Oh dear, East and West. Most
mideading. Will you pleese put your little rotter down
at his hospitd ?"

" You're not offended? "

" Most catanly | am not."

" If you are, this must be deared up later on.”

"It hes been,” he answered, dignified. " | bdieve
abolutdy what you say, and of that there nead be no
further question.”

" But the way | sad it must be deared up. | was un-
intentionaly rude. Unresarved regrets.”

" The fault is entirdy mine."

Tangles like this ill interrupted their intercourse. A
pause in the wrong place, an intonation misunderstood,
and a whaole conversation went awry. Fielding had bean
gatled, not shocked, but how convey the difference?
There is dways trouble when two people d© not think
of = a the same moment, dways mutua resentment
and surprise, even when the two people are of the same
race  He began to recgpitulate his fedings about Miss
Quegted. Aziz cut him short with: " But | bdieve you,
| bdievee. Mohammed Latif shdl be severdy punished
for inventing this."

" Oh, leave it done, like Al gossp—it's merdy one of
those hdf-dive things that try to crowd out»red life.
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Take no notice, it'll vanish, like poor old Mrs. Moore's
tombs."

" Mohammed] Latif has taken to intriguing. We are
dready much displeased with him. Will it satisfy you if
we send him back to his family without a present ? ™

"We'll dscuss M. L. at dinner.”

His eyes went dotted and hard. "Dinner. Thisis
most unlucky—I forgot. | have promised to dine with
Das."

" Bring Das to me."

"He will have invited other friends."

"Y ou are coming to dinner with me as arranged,”
sad Fielding, looking avay. " | don't dand this. Y ou
are coming to dinner with me. Y ou come™

They had reached the hospitd now. Fielding continued
round the Maidan done. He was annoyed with himsdf,
but counted on dinner to pull things sraight. At the
pog dffice he saw the Collector. Their vehides were
parked dde by dde while their servants competed in the
interior of the building. "Good morning; so you ae
back,” sad Turton icily. " | should be glad if you wiill
put in your gopearance a the dub this evening.”

"1 haye aocogted re-dection, sr. Do you regard it
as necessay | should come? | should be glad to be
excused; indeed, | have a dinner engagement this eve
ning."

" It is not a question of your fedings, but of the wish
of the Lieutenant-Governor. Perhgps you will ak me
whether | goeek officidly. | do. | shdl expect you this
evening a sx. We shdl not interfere with your subse-
gquent plans.”

He atended the grim little function in due course
The skdetons of hospitdity rattled—" Have a peg, have a
drink."” He tdked for five minutes to Mrs. Blakiston,
who was the only surviving femde He tdked to
McBryde, who was defiant about his divorce, consdous
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that he had snned as a sahib. He talked to Major
Roberts, the new Civil Surgeon; and to young Milner,
the new City Magigtrate; but the more the dub changed,
the more it promised to be the same thing. " It is no
good,"” hethought, as he returned pags the mosgue, " we
all build upon sand; and the more modern the country
gets the wor2ll be the crash. In the old eghteenth
century, when crudty and injudtice raged, an invidgble
power repaired ther ravages Everything echoes now;
therés no sopping the echo. The original sound may be
harmless but the etho is aways evil." This reflection
about an etho lay at the verge of Fidding's mind. He
could never devdop it. It bdonged to the universe that
he had missed or rgected. And the mosgque missed it
too. Like himsdf, those shallow arcades provided but a
limited asylum. " There is no God but God " doem't
carry us far through the complexities of matter and
spirit; it is only a game with words, redlly, a reigious
pun, not a reigious truth.

He found Aziz overtired and dispirited, and he deter-
mined not to allude to their misundersanding until the
end of the evening; it would be more acogptable then.
He made a dean breagt about the dub—said he had only
gone under compulgon, and should never aténd again
unlesstheorder wasrenewed. " In othe words, probably
never; for | am going quite soon to England.”

" | thought you might end in England,"” he said very
quietly, then changed the conversation. Rather awk-
wardly they ate their dinner, then went out to st in the
Mogul garden-housa

" 1 am only going for a little time. On offidal bus-
ness My service is anxious to get me away from Chan-
drapore for a bit. It is obliged to value me highly, but
does not care for me The dgtuation is somewhat
humorous."

" What is the nature of the busness? Will it leave
you much gparetime?"
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" Enough to see my friends."

" | expected you to meke such a reply. You ae a
faithful friend. Shall we now tdk about something
else? J

" Willingly. What subject?”

" Poetry,” he sad, with tears in his eyes " Let us
discuss why poetry hes log the power of making men
brave. My mother's father was dso a poet, and fought
agang you in the Mutiny. | might equa him if there
was another mutiny. As it is, | am a doctor, who hes
won a ceee and has three children to support, and whose
chief subject of conversation is offidd plans.

" Let us tdk about poetry.” He turned his mind to
the innocuous subject. " Y ou people are sedly circum-
danced. Whatever are you to write about? Y ou can-
not sy, ' The rose is faded/ for evermore. We know
it's faded. Yet you cant have patriotic poetry of the
* India, my India’ type, when it's nobody's India.”

"1 like this conversation. It may lead to something
interesting.”

" You ae quite right in thinking that poetry must
touch life. When | knew you first, you used it as an
incantetion.”

"1 was a child when you knew me first. Everyone
was my friend then. The Friend: a Perdan expresson
for God. But | do not want to be areligious poet ether.”

" | hoped you would be."

"W hy, when you yoursdlf are an atheist?"

" There is something in religion that may not be true,
but has not yet been sung.”

" Explain in detail ."

" Something that the Hindus have perhgps found.”

" Let them sing it."

" Hindus are unable to sing."”

"Cyril, you sometimes meke a sendble remark. That
will do .for poetry for the present. Let us now return to
your Englishvisit."
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" We haven't discussed poetry for two ssconds” said
the other, smiling.

VBut Aziz weas addicted to cameos He hdd the tiny
conversation in his hand, and fdt if epitomized his
problem. For an ingant he recalled his wife, and, as
happens when a memory is intensg, the pas became the
future, and he saw her with him in a quie¢t Hindu jungle
native date, far away from foreigners. He said " |
uppose you will vist Miss Quested.”

" If | have time It will be grange seding her in
Hampstead."

"What is Hampgead?"

" An artigic and thoughtful little suburb of Lon-
don——"

" And there shelivesin comfort: you will enjoy ssdng
her. . . . Dear meg Fve got a headache this evening.
Perhaps | am going to have cholera. With your per-
misson, I'll leave early."

" When would you like the carriage? "

" Don't trouble—I'll bike"

" But you haven't got your bicyde My carriage
fetched you—et it take you away."

" Sound reasoning,” he said, trying to be gay. " |
have not got my bicyde But | am sen too. often in
your carriage. | am thought to take advantage of your
generosty by Mr. Ram Chand." He was out of sorts
and uneasy. The conversation jumped from topic to
topic in a broken-backed fashion. They were affectionate
and intimate, but nothing dicked tight.

" Aziz, you have forgiven me the supid remark |
made this mor ning?"

" When you called mealittlerotter ?"

" Yes, to my eerna confuson. Y ou know how fond
I am of you."

" That is nothing, of course we all of us make mis-
takes In a friendship such as ours a few dipsare of
Nno consequence
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But as he drove off, something depresssd him—a dull
pain of body or mind, waiting to rise to the surface
When he reached the bungalow he wanted to return and
sy something very affectionate ingead, he gave the
sais a heavy tip, and sat down gloomily on the bed, and
Hassan massaged him incompetently. The eyeflies had
colonized the top of an almeira; the red gains on the
durry were thicker, for Mohammed L atif had dept here
during hisimprisonment and goat a good deal; the table
drawer was scarred where the palice had forced it open;
everything in Chandrapore was used up, including the
air. The trouble rose to the aurface now: he was sus
picious, he sugpetad his friend of intending to marry
Miss Quested for the sske of her money, and of going to
England for that purpose

" Huzoor? " —for he had muttered.

" Look at those flies on the celing. Why have you
not drowned them ?*

" Huzoor, they return.”

" Like all evil things."

To divert the conversation, Hassan redated how the
kitchen-boy had killed a shake, good, but killed it by
cutting it in two, bad, because it becomes two sakes

" When he breaks a plate, does it become two plates ? "

" Glases and a new tegpot will similarly be required,
as for mysdf a coat”

Aziz 9dghed. Each for himsdf. One man nesds a coat,
another a rich wife; each approaches his goal by a dever
detour. Fielding had saved the girl afineof twenty thou-
sand rupees, and now followed her to England. If he
desred to marry her, all was explained; she would bring
him a larger dowry. Aziz did not bdieve his own sus
picdons—better if he had, for then he would have
denounced and deared the dtuation up. Suspicion and
beief could in his mind exig dde by sde They sprang
from different sources, and need never intermingle. Sus
picion in the Oriental is a sort of malignant tumour, a
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mental malady, that makes him sdf-conscious and un-
friendly suddenly; he trusts and mistrusts at the same
time .in a way the Westerner cannot comprehend. It is
his demon, as the Westerner's is hypocrisy. Aziz was
seized by it, and his fancy built a satanic castle, of which
the foundation had been laid when he talked at Dilkusha
under the stars. The girl had surely been Cyril's mistress
when she stopped in the College—Mohammed L atif was
right. But was that all? Perhaps it was Cyril who
followed her into the cave. . . . NoO; impossible. Cyril
hadn't been on the Kawa Dol at all. Impossible. Ridic-
ulous. Yet the fancy left him trembling with misery.
Such treachery—if true—would have been the worst in
Indian history; nothing so vile, not even the murder of
Afzul Khan by Sivaji. He was shaken, as though by a
truth, and told Hassan to leave him.

Next day he decided to take his children back to
Mussoorie. They had come down for the trial, that he
might bid them farewell, and had stayed on at Hami-
dullah's for the rejoicings. Major Roberts would give
him leave, and during his absence Fielding would go off
to England. The idea suited both his beliefs and his
suspicions. Events would prove which was right, and
preserve, in either case, his dignity.

Fielding was conscious of something hostile, and be-
cause he was really fond of Aziz his optimism failed him.
Travelling light is less easy as soon as affection is in-
volved. Unable to jog forward in the serene hope that
all would come right, he wrote an elaborate letter in the
rather modern style: " It is on my mind that you think
me a prude about women. | had rather you thought any-
thing ds= of me. If | live impeccably now, it is only
because | am well on the forties—a period of revision.
In the eighties | shall revise again. And before the
nineties come—I shall be revised! But, alive or dead, |
am absolutely devoid of morals. Do kindly grasp this
about me." Aziz did not care for the letter at all. It hurt
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his ddicacy. He liked confidences however gross but
generalizations and comparisons always repdled him.
Life is not a sdentific manual. He replied coldly, regret-
ting his inability to return from Musoorie before his
friend saled " But | mug take my poor little holiday
while I can. All mug be economy henceforward, all
hopes of Kashmir have vanished for ever and ever.
[When you return | shall be daving far away in some new
pog.”

And Fielding went, and in the lag gutterings of Chan-
drapore—heaven and earth both looking like toffee—the
Indian's bad fandes were confirmed. His friends en-
ocouraged them, for though they had liked the Principal,
they fdt uneasy at his getting to know s0 much about
their private affairs. Mahmoud Ali soon dedared that
treachery was afoot. Hamidullah murmured, " Cer-
tainly of late he no longer addressed us with his former
frankness" and warned Aziz " not to expect too much—
he and dhe are, after all, both members of another race”
" Where are my twenty thousand rupess?' he thought.
He was absolutdy indifferent to money—not merdy
generous with it, but promptly paying his debts when
he could remembe to do so—ye thex rupess haunted
his mind,'because he had been tricked about them, and
dlowed them to exgpe overseas like s much of the
wedlth of India. Cyril would marry Miss Queted—he
grew certain of it, all the unexplained resdue of the
Marabar contributing. It was the natural condusion of
the horrible ssnsHess picnic, and before long he persuaded
himsdf that the wedding had actually taken place

CHAPTER XXXII

GYPT was charming—a green drip of carpa and
walking up and down it four sorts of animals and
one sort of man. Fidding's busness took him there for
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afew days Here-embaked at Alexandria—bright blue
Ky, condat wind, dean low coadt-ling, as agang the
intricacies of Bombay. Crete wdcomed him next with
the long snowy ridge of its mountain, and then carme
Venice. As he landed on the piazzetta a cup of beauty
wes lifted to his lips, and he drank with a sse of dis
loydty. The buildings of Venice, like the mountains of

Crete and the fidds of Egypt, sood in the right place
wheaess in poor India everything was placed wrong.
He had forgotten the beauty of form among idol tanples
and lumpy hills; indeed, without form, how can there be
beauty? Form sammered here and there in a mosque,
became rigid through nevousess even, but oh thee
Italian churches San Giorgio sanding on the idand
which could scarcdy have risen from the waves without
it, the Sdute holding the entrance of a cand which, but
for it, would not be the Grand Canal! In the old under-
graduate days he had wrapped himsdf up in the many-
coloured blanket of St. Mark's, but something more
precious than mosaics and marbles weas offered to him
now: the harmony bewean the works of man and the
earth that upholds them, the civilization that has excagped
muddle, the spirit in a reesonable form, with flesh and
blood subssting. Writing picture post-cardsto his Indian
friends, he fdt that al of them would miss the joys he
expaienced now, the joys of form, and that this con-
stituted a serious barrier.  They would see the sumptuous
ness of Venice, not its shgpe and though Venice was
not Europe, it was part of the Mediterranean harmony.
The Mediterranean is the human norm. When men
leave that exquiste lake, whether through the Bosphorus
or the Rillars of Hercules, they goproach the monstrous
and extraordinary; and the southern exit leeds to the
srangest experience of all. Turning his back on it yet
again, he took the train northward, and tender romantic
fandes that he thought were dead for ever, flowered when
he saw the buttercups and daises of June



PART IIl: TEMPLE
CHAPTER XXXI1I

M E hundreds of miles westward of the Marabar

Hills, and two years later in time, Professor Narayan
Godbaole gands in the presmce of God. God is not born
yet—that will occur at midnight—but He has also been
born centuries ago, nor can He ever be born, because He
isthe L ord of the Universe, who transcends human proc-
e Heis wasnot, is not, was. He and Professor
Godbole sood at opposte ends of the same drip of
car pet.

"Tukaram, Tukaram,
Thou art my father and mother and everybody.
Tukaram, Tukaram,
Thou art my father and mother and everybody.
Tukaram, Tukaram,
Thou art my father and mother and everybody.
Tukaram, Tukaram,
Thou art my father and mother and everybody.
Tukaram. . . ."

This corridor in the palace at M au opened through other
corridors into a courtyard. It was of beautiful hard
white succo, but its pillars and vaulting could scarcdy
be s=n behind coloured rags, iridescent balls, chanddiers
of opaque pink glass and murky photographs framed
crookedly. At the end was the snall but famous shrine
of the dynagtic cult, and the God to be born was largdy
a dlver image the sze of a teagpoon. Hindus st on
dther dde of the carpet where they could find room, or
overflowed into the adjoining corridors and the court-
yard—Hindus, Hindus only, mild-featured men, mogly
villagers" for whom anything outsde their villages passed
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in a dream. They were the toiling ryot, whom some
cal the real India. Mixed with them sat a few trades-
men out of the little town, officids, courtiers, scions of
the ruling house. Schoolboys kept inefficient order. The
assembly was in a tender, happy sae unknown to an
English crowd, it seethed like a beneficent potion. When
the villagers broke cordon for a glimpse of the silver
image, a most beautiful and radiant expression came into
their faces, a beauty in which there was nothing personal,
for it caused them all to resemble one another during the
moment of its indwelling, and only when it was with-
drawn did they revert to individual clods. And so with
the music. Music there was, but from so many sources
that the sum-total was untrammelled. The braying
banging crooning melted into a single mass which trailed
round the paace before joining the thunder. Rain fell
at intervals throughout the night.

It was the turn of Professor Godbole's choir. As
Minister of Education, he gained this specid honour.
When the previous group of singers dispersed into the
crowd, he pressed forward from the back, already in full
voice, that the chain of sacred sounds might be uninter-
rupted. He was barefoot and in white, he wore a pale
blue turban; his gold pince-nez had caught in a jasmine
garland, and lay sideways down his nose. He and the
six colleagues who supported him clashed their cyhibals,
hit small drums, droned upon a portable harmonium, and
sang:

"Tukaram, Tukaram,
Thou art my father and mother and everybody.
Tukaram, Tukaram,
Thou art my father and mother and everybody.
Tukaram, Tukaram. . . ."

They sang not even to the God who confronted them,
but to a saint; they did not one thing which the non-
Hindu would fed dramatically correct; this approaching
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triumph of Indiawas a muddle (as we cdl it), a frustra
tion of resson and form. Where was the God Himsalf,
in whose honour the congregetion had gathered? Indis-
tinguishable in the jumble of His own dtar, huddled out
of sght amid images of inferior descent, smothered under
roseleaves overhung by oleographs, outblazed by golden
teblets representing the Rgjah’'s ancestors, and entirely
obscured, when the wind blew, by the tattered foliage
of a banana Hundreds of dectric lights had been lit
in His honour (worked by an engine whose thumps
destroyed the rhythm of the hymn). Yet His fece could
not be ssen. Hundreds of His slver dishes were piled
around Him with the minimum of effet. The inscrip-
tions which the poets of the State had compossd were
hung where they could not be read, or had twitched their
drawing-pins out of the succo, and one of them (com-
posad in English to indicate His universality) consged,
by an unfortunate dip of the draughtsman, of the words,
"God si Love.™
God s Love. Isthis the fird messsge of India?

" Tukaram, Tukaram . . .,"

continued the choir, reinforced by a squabble behind the
purdah™ curtain, where two mothers tried to push their
children a the same moment to the front. A little girl's
leg shot out like an ed. In the courtyard, drenched by
the rain, the smdl Europeanized band sumbled off into
awadtz. " Nights of Gladness" they were playing. The
sngers were not perturbed by this rival, they lived
beyond competition. It was long before the tiny frag-
ment of Professor Godbole that attended to outdde things
decided that his pince-nez was in trouble, and that until
it was adjuged he could not choose a new hymn. He
laid down one cymbd, with the other he dashed the air,
with hisfree hand he fumbled at the flowers round his
neck. A codleague assded him. Singing into one an-
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other's grey moudaches, they disentangled the chain from
thetinsd into which it had sunk. « Godbole consulted the
music-book, sad a word to the drummer, who broke
rhythm, mede a thick little blur of sdund, and produced
anew rhythm. This was more exciting, the inner images
it evoked more definite, and the sSnges expressons
became fauous and languid. They loved dl men, the
whole universe, and sogps of ther padt, tiny glinters
of detail, emerged for a moment to mdt into the universd
warmth. Thus Godbole, though ghe was not important
to him, remembered an old woman he had met in Chan-
drapore days. Chance brought her into his mind while
it was in this heated gae, he did not sdet her, she hap-
pened to occur among the throng of soliciting images, a
tiny splinter, and he impdled her by his spiritua force
to that place where completeness can be found. Com-
pleteness not recongruction. His sawsss grew thinner,
he remembered a wasp saan he forgot where, perhgps on
a gone He loved the wasp equdly, he impdled it like-
wise, he was imitating God. And the gone where the
wasp dung—could he . . . no, he could not, he had bemn
wrong to atempt the done logic and conscious effort
had seduced, he came back to the strip of red capet and
discovered that he was dancing upon it. Up and down,
a third of the way to the dtar and back again, dashing
his cymbds, his little legs twinkling, his companions
dancing with him and eech other. Noise, noise, the
Europeanized band louder, incense on the dtar, swved,
the blaze of lights, wind in the bananas, noise, thunder,
devenfifty by his wrist-watch, ssn as he threw up his
hands and detlached the tiny reverberation that was his
soul. Louder shouts in the crowd. He danced on. The
boys and men who were squatting in the aides were lifted
forcibly and dropped without changing their shgpes into
the lgps of their neighbours. Down the path thus deared
advanced a litter.
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It was the aged ruler of the date, brought againg the
advice of his phyddans to withess the Birth ceremony.

No one gregted the Rajah, nor did he wish it; this
was no moment for human glory. Nor could the litter
be =t down, let? it defiled the temple by becoming a
throne. He was lifted out of it while its fest remained
in air, and deposted on the carpet dose to the altar,
his immense beard was draightened, his legs tucked under
him, a pape containing red powda was placed in his
hand. There he s, leaning againg a pillar, exhauged
with illness his eyes magnified by many unshed tears

He had not to wait long. In a land whee all ds
was unpunctual, the hour of the Birth was chronometri-
caly obsarved. Three minutes before it was due a
Brahman brought forth a modd of the village of Gokul
(the Bethlehem in that nebulous story) and placsd it in
front of the altar. The modd was on a wooden tray
about a yard square; it was of day, and was gaily blue
and white with dreamers and paint. Here, upon a chair
too anall for him and with a head too large, st King
Kansa, who is Herod, directing the murder of some
Innocents, and in a corner, smilarly proportioned, sood
the father and mother of the Lord, warned to depart in
a dream. .The modd was not holy, but more than a
decoration, for it diverted men from the actual image
of the God, and incdeased their sacred bewilderment.
Some of the villagers thought the Birth had occurred,
saying with truth that the Lord mus have bean born,
or they could not ss= Him. But the dodk gruck mid-
night, and dmultaneoudy the rending note of the conch
broke forth, followed by the trumpeting of dephants all
who had packes of powder threw them at the altar,
and in the rosy dugt and incense, and clanging and shouts
Infinite Love took upon itsaf the form of SHRI KRISHNA,
and saved the world. All sorrow was annihilated, not
only for. Indians, but for foreigners, birds, caves rail-
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ways and the gars, dl became joy, dl laughter; there
had never been dissase nor doubt, misunderstanding,
crudty, feer. Some jumped in the air, others flung them-
sves prone and embraced the bare fest of the universa
lover; the women behind the purdah dgpped and shrieked,;
the little girl dipped out and danced by hersdf, her black
pigtails flying. Not an orgy of the body; the tradition
of tha shrine forbade it. But the human spirit had
tried by a degperate contortion to ravish the unknown,
flinging down sdexe and history in the struggle, yes
beauty hersdf. Did it sucoesd? Books written after-
wads sy " Yes" But how, if there is such an evat,
can it be remembered afterwards? How can it be ex-
presed in anything but itsdf? Not only from the
unbdiever are mygeries hid, but the adept himsalf cannot
retan them. He may think, if he chooses tha he hes
been with God, but as soon as he thinks it, it becomes
history, and fdls under the rules of time

A cobra of pgpier-mache now gppeared on the carpe,
aso awooden cradle swinging from a frame. Professor
Godbole gpproached the latter with a red dlk napkin in
his ams. The napkin was God, not that it was and
the image remained in the blur of the dtar. It was just
a napkin, folded into a shgpe which indicated a baby's.
The Professor dandled it and gave it to the Rajah, who,
making a great effort, sad, " | name this child Shri
Krishna," and tumbled it into the cradle Tears poured
from his eyes because he had san the Lord's sdvation.
He was too wesk to exhibit the slk baby to his people
his privilege in former years. His atendants lifted him
up, a new path was deared through the crowd, and he
was caried awvay to a less saored pat of the pdece
There, in a room accessble to Western saee by an
outer gaircase, hisphydcian, Dr. Aziz, awaited him. His
Hindu physcian, who had accompanied him to the shrine,
briefly reported his symptoms.  As the ecdasy.receded,
the invalid grew fretful. The bumping of the seam
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engine that worked the dynamo disturbed him, and asked
aked for what reason it had bem introduced into his
home They replied that they would enquire and
adminigered a sdative

Down in the sacred corridors, joy had ssghed to
jollity. It was their duty to play various games to amuse
the newly born God, and to smulate his sports with the
wanton dairymaids of Brindaban. Butter played a prom-
inent part in theee When the aradle had been removed,
the principal nobles of the date gathered together for an
innocent frolic. They removed their turbans, and one
put a lump of butter on his forehead, and waited for
it to dide down his nose into his mouth. Before it could
arrive, ancther gde up behind him, snatched the melting
morsd, and swallowed it himsdf. All laughed exultantly
at discovering that the divine snse of humour coincided
with ther own. " God d love!" There is fun in
heaven. God can play practical jokes upon Himsdf, draw
chairs away from beneath His own pogteriors st His own
turbans on fire and geal His own peticoats when He
bathes By sacrificing good tage this worship achieved
what Chrigtianity has shirked: the induson of merri-
ment. All spirit as wdl as all matter mug participate
in salvation, and if practical jokes are banned, the drde
is incomplete  Having swallowed the butter, they played
ancther game which chanced to be graceful: the fondling
of Shri Krishna under the smilitude of a child. A pretty
red and gold ball isthrown, and he who catches it chooses
a child from the crowd, raises it in his arms, and carries
it round to be caressed.  All droke the darling cresture
for the Creators sske, and murmur happy words. The
child is regored to his parents the ball thrown on, and
another child becomes for a moment the World's desre
And 'the Lord bounds hither and thither through the
aides chance and the sport of chancg irradiating little
mortals' with His immortality. . . . When they had
played this long enough—and being exempt from bore-
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vdom, they played it again and again, they played it again
and agan—they took many gicks and hit them together,
whack anadk, as though they fought the Pandava wars,
and threshed and churned with them, and later on they
hung from the roof of the temple, in a nét, a great black
earthenware jar, which was painted here and there with
red, and wreethed with dried figs. Now came arousing
goort.  Springing up, they druck at the jar with thar
dicks It cracked, broke, and a mass of gressy rice and
milk poured on to ther faces They ae and sneared one
another's mouths and dived beween each other's legs
for what had been pashed upon the capet. This way
and that goread the divine mess until the line of school-
boys, who had somewha fended off the crowd, broke for
their share.  The corridors, the courtyard, were filled
with benign confusion. Also thefliesanvoke and damed
their share of God's bounty. There was no quarrelling,
owing to the nature of the gift, for blessed is the man
who confers it on another, he imitates God. A nd those
" imitations" those " subgtitutions,” continued to flicker
through the assembly for many hours, awaking in eech
man, according to his cgpadity, an emotion that he would
not have had otherwise. No definite image survived; at
the Birth it was quettionable whether a slver' doll or a
mud village, or a dlk ngpkin, or an intangible spirit, or a
pious resolution, had bean born. Perhgps dl these things!
Perhgps none!  Perhgps dl birth is an allegory! Still,
it was the main event of the rdigious year. It causd
grange thoughts. Covered with greese and dudt, Pro-
fessor Godbole had once more devdoped the life of his
spirit.  He had, with increesng vividness, agan sen
Mrs. Moore, and round her fantly clinging forms of
trouble. He was a Brahman, de Christian, but it made
no difference it made no difference whether e was a
trick of his memory or a tdepathic goped. It weas his
duty, as it was his desire, to place himsdf in the podtion
of the God and to love her, and to placehimsdf in her
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position and to sy to the God, " Come, come como,
come.” This was dl he could do. How inadequeate!
But eech according to his own cgpacities and he knew
that his own were smdl. " One old Englishwoman and
ore little, little wasp,” he thought, as he segpped out of
the temple into the grey of a pouring wet morning. " It
does not ssam much, dill it is morethan | am mysdf.”

CHAPTER XXXIV

R. AZIZ |€eft the pdace a the same time. As he
returned to his house—which good in a plessat
garden further up the main dreat of the towvn—he could
se his old patron paddling and cgpering in the dush
ahead. " Hullo! " he cdled, and it was the wrong re-
mark, for the devotee indicated by circular gestures of his
ams that he did not dedre to be disturbed. He added,
" Sorry," which was right, for Godbole twisted his heed
till it didn't belong to his body, and sad in a srained
voice that had no connection with his mind: " He arrived
a the European Guest House perhgos—a leedt possibly.”

"Did he? Snce when?"

But, tirtie was too definitee He waved his arm more
dimly and disgppeared. Aziz knew who " he" wes—
Fielding—but he refused to think about him, because it
digurbed his life, and he ill trusted the floodsto prevent
him from arriving. A fine little river issued from his
garden gate and gave him much hope. It was impossble
that anyone could get across from Deora in such weather
asthis. Fieding's vist wes officdd. He had been trans
fared from Chandrapore, and sat on a tour through
Centrd India to sse what the remoter dates weare doing
with regard to English education. He had married, he
had done the expected with Miss Quested, and Aziz had
no wish to sse him again.

" Dear old .Godbole" he thought, and smiled. He had
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no rdigious curiosty, and had neve discovered the
meaning of this annual antic, but he was wdl assured
that Godbole was a dear old man. He had come to
Mau through him and remained on his account. With-
out him he could never have gragped problems o totally
different from those of Chandrapore. For here the
deavage was baewean Brahman and non-Brahman;
Moaodems and English were quite out of the running, and
omeimes not mentioned for days Snce Godbole was
a Brahman, Aziz was one also for purposss of intrigue:
they would often joke about it together. Thefissuresin
the Indian soil are infinite: Hinduism, so solid from a
digance is riven into saats and dans, which radiate and
join, and change their names according to the agpet
from which they are approached. Study it for years
with the bet teaches and when you raise your head,
nothing they have told you quite fits Aziz, the day of
his inauguration, had remarked: " | study nothing, |
regpect” —making an excdlent impresson. There was
now a minimum of pregudice againg him. Nominally
under a Hindu doctor, he was really chief medicine man
to the court. He had to drop inoculation and such
Western whims, but even at Chandrapore his professon
had been a game, centering round the operating, table,
and here in the backwoods he let his ingruments rust,
ran his little hospital at half geam, and caussd no undue
alarm.

His impulse to exgpe from the English was sound.
They had frightened him permanently, and there are
only two reactions againg fright: to kick and sream
on committees or to retreat to a remote jungle, where
the sshib sddom comes His old lawyer friends wanted
him to go0p in British India and hdp agitate, and might
have prevailed, but for the treachery of Fielding. The
news had not surprised him in the leet. A rift had
opened between them after the trial when Cyril had not
joined in his processon; those advocades of the girl
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had increasd it; then came the pog-cards from Venice,
0 cold, 0 unfriendly that all agreed that something
was wrong; and finally, after a dlence the expected
letter from Hampsead. Mahmoud Ali was with-him at

the time. " Sade news that will surprise you. | am
to marry someone whom you know. . . . He did not
read further. " Hereit comes ansve for me—" and

he threw it to Mahmoud Ali. Subssquent letters he
degroyed unopened. It was the end of a foolish experi-
ment. And though someimes at the badk of his mind
he fdt that Fielding had made sacrifices for him, it was
now all confused with his genuine hatred of the English.
"1 am an Indian at lagt,” he thought, sanding motion-
lessin therain.

Life passad pleasantly, the dimate was healthy s0 that
the children could be with him all the year round, and
he had married again—not exactly a marriage, but he
liked to regard it as one—and he read his Perdan, wrote
his poetry, had his horse, and sometimes got some shikar
while the good Hindus looked the other way. His poams
were all on one topic—Oriental womanhood. " The
purdah mus go,” was their burden, " otherwise we shall
never be free" And he dedared (fantagtically) that
India ,would not have bean conquered if women as wel
a8 men had fought at Plassy. " But we do not show our
women to the foreigner "—mnot explaining how this was
to be managed, for he was writing a poem. Bulbuls and
roses would «ill perdg, the pathos of defeated Idam re-
mained in hisblood and could not be expdled by moder ni-
ties lllogical poems—like their writer. Yet they gruck
a true note: there cannot be a mother-land without new
homes In one poem—the only one funny old Godbole
liked—he had ipped over the mother-land (whom he
did not truly love) and gone sraight to internationally.
“Ah, that isbhakti; ah, my young friend, that is different
and very good. Ah, India, who ssans not to move, will
go graight there while the other nations wage ther time
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May | trandate this particular one into Hindi ? In fact,
it might be rendered into Sanskrit dmog, it is so en-
lightened. Yes, of coursg al your other poans are very
goad too. His Highness was saying to Colond Maggs
lagt time he came that we are proud of you "—smpering
dightly.

Colond Maggs was the Political Agent for the neigh-
bourhood and Aziz' dgected opponett. The Criminal
Investigation Department kept an eye on Aziz ever snce
the tridl—they had nothing actionable against him, but
Indians who have been unfortunate must be watched, and
to the end of his life he remained under observation,
thanks to Miss Quested's mistake. Colond Maggs learnt
with concen that a sugpect was coming to Mau, and,
adopting a playful manner, rdlied the old Rgah for per-
mitting a Modem doctor to gpproach his sacred person.
A few years ago, the Rgah would have taken the hint,
for the Political Agent then had bean a formidable figure,
descending with dl the thunders of Empire when it was
most inconvenient, turning the polity insde out, requiring
motor-cars and tiger-hunts, trees cut down that impeded
the view from the Guest House, cows milked in his pres-
ae and generdly arrogating the control of interna af-
fairs. But there had been a change of padlicy, in high
quarters. Local thunders were no longer endorsed, and
the group of little gates that composed the agacy dis
coveared this and began comparing notes with fruitful
result. To see how much, or how little, Colond Maggs
would stand, became an agresdble game a Mau, which
wes played by al the depatmentsof Sae He had to
stand the gppointment of Dr. Aziz. The Ragjah did not
take the hint, but replied that Hindus were less exdu-
sve than formerly, thanks to the enlightened commands
of the Viceroy, and he fdt it his duty to move with the
times.

Y es, all had gonewdl hitherto, but now, when the rest
of the gate was plunged in its festival, he had a crigs
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of avery different sort. A note awaited him at his house.
There was no doubt that Fielding had arrived overnight;
nor much doubt that Godbole knew of his arrival, for the
note was addressed to him, and he had read it.before
sending it on to Aziz, and had written in the margin, " Is
not this delightful news, but unfortunately my religious
duties prevent me from taking any action." Fielding
announced that he had inspected Mudkul (Miss Derek's
former preserve), that he had nearly been drowned at
Deora, that he had reached M au according to time-table,
and hoped to remain there two days, studying the various
educational innovations of his old friend. Nor had he
come aone. His wife and her brother accompanied him.
A nd then the note turned into the sort of note that always
did arrive from the State Guest House. Wanting some-
thing. Noeggs. Mosquito nets torn. When would they
pay their respects to His Highness? Was it correct that
a torchlight procession would take place? If so, might
they view it? They didn't want to give trouble, but if
they might stand in a balcony, or if they might go out
in a boat. . . , Aziz tore the note up. He had had
enough of showing Miss Quested native life. Treacher-
ous hideous harridan! Bad people altogether. He hoped
to avoid, them, though this might be difficult, for they
would' certainly be held up for severa days at Mau.
Down country, the floods were even worse, and the pale
grey faces of lakes had appeared in the direction of the
Asirgarh railway station.

CHAPTER XXXV

O N G before he discovered M au, another young M o-
hammedan had retired there—a saint. His mother

said to him, " Free prisoners." So he took a sword and
went up to the fort. He unlocked a door, and the pris-
oners streamed out and resumed their previous occupa



29 A PASSAGE TO INDIA

tions, but the palice were too much annoyed and cut off
the young man's head. Ignoring its assence he made
his way over the rocks that separate the fort and the town,
killing. pdicemen as he went, and he fdl outdde his
mother's house, having accomplished her, orders. Conse-
guently there are two ghrines to him to-day—that of the
Head above, and that of the Body bdow—and they are
worshipped by the ferv Mohammedans who live near, and
by Hindusdso. " Thereisno God but God "; that sym-
metrica injunction mdts in the mild airs of Mau; it
bdongs to pilgrimages and univerdties, not to feuddism
and agriculture. When Aziz arrived, and found that even
Idam was idolatrous, he grew scornful, and longed to
purify the place like Alamgir. But soon he didn't mind,
like Akbar. After dl, this saint had freed prisoners, and
he himsdf had lain in prison. The Shrine of the Body
lay in his own garden and produced a weskly crop of
lamps and flowers, and when he sawv them he recdled his
aufferings. The Shrine of the Head made a nice short
wdk for the children. He wes off duty the morning
after the great pujah, and he told them to come  Jemila
hdd hishand. Ahmed and Karim ran in front, arguing
what the body looked like as it came staggering down,
and whether they would have been frightened if they
met it. He didn't want them to grow up superditious,
0 he rebuked them, and they answvered yes, father, for
they were wdl brought up, but, like himsdf, they were
impervious to argument, and after a polite pause they
continued saying what their natures compdled them to

.

A dim, tall eight-sded building stood at the top of the
dope, anong some bushes. This was the Shrine of the
Head. It had not been roofed, and weas indeed merdly a
sreen.  Indde it crouched a humble dome, and indde
that, visble through a grille, was a truncated gravestone,
swvathed in cdico. The inner angles of the sreen were
cumbered with bess nests, and a gentle shower of broken
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wings and other aerial oddments kept falling, and had
strewn the damp pavement with their flue. Ahmed, ap-
prized by Mohammed L atif of the character of the bee,
said, " They will not hurt us, whose lives are chase”
and pushed boldly,in; his Sster was more cautious. From
the shrine they went to a mosque, which, in sze and de-
sign, resembled a fire-screen; the arcades of Chandrapore
had shrunk to a flat piece of ornamental stucco, with pro-
tuberances at either end to suggest minarets. The funny
little thing didn't even stand straight, for the rock on
which it had been put was slipping down the hill. It,
and the shrine, were a strange outcome of the protests of
Arabia.

They wandered over the old fort, now deserted, and
admired the various views. The scenery, according to
their standards, was delightful—the sky grey and black,
bellyfuls of rain all over it, the earth pocked with pools
of water and slimy with mud. A magnificent monsoon—
the best for three years, the tanks already full, bumper
crops possible. Out towardsthe river (theroute by which
the Fieldings had escaped from Deora) the downpour
had been enormous, the mails had to be pulled across by
ropes. They could just se the break in the forest trees
wher e the gorge came through, and the rocks above that
marked the dte of the diamond mine, glistening with wet.
Close beneath was the suburban residence of the Junior
Rani, isolated by floods, and Her Highness, lax about
purdah, to be seen paddling with her handmaidens in the
garden and waving her sari at the monkeys on the roof.
But better not look close beneath, perhaps—nor towards
the European Guest House ether. Beyond the Guest
House rose another grey-green gloom of hills, covered
with temples like little white flames. There were over
two hundred gods in that direction alone, who visited
each other constantly, and owned numerous cows, and all
the betel-leaf industry, besides having shares in the Asir-
garh motor omnibus. M any of them were in the palace
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at this moment, having the time of their lives; others, too
large or proud to travel, had sent symbols to represent
them. The air was thick with religion and rain.

Their white shirts fluttering, Ahmed and Karim ran
about over the fort, shrieking with jov. Presently they
intersected a line of prisoners, who were looking aim-
ledy at an old bronze gun. " Which of you is to be
pardoned ? " they asked. For to-night was the procession
of the Chief God, when He would leave the pdace
exorted by the whole power of the State, and pess by
the Jail, which sood down in the town now. As He did
90, troubling the waters of our civilization, one prisoner
would be rdessaed, and then He would proceed to the
great Mau tank that dretched as far as the Guet House
garden, where something dse would heppen, some find
or subsgdiary gpotheoss, after which He would submit
to the expeaience of degp. The Aziz family did not grasp
as much as this, being Modem, but the visit to the Jail
was common knowledge. Smiling, with downcast eyes
the prisoners discussed with the gentry their chenoes of
savation. Except for the irons on their legs they re
smbled other men, nor did they fed different. Five of
them, who had not yet been brought to trial, could expect
no pardon, but dl who had been convicted were full of
hope They did not diginguish between the God and
the Rgjah in their minds, both were too far ebove them;
but the guard wes better educated, and ventured to en-
quire after His Highnesss hedth.

" It dways improves,' replied the medicine man. As
a matter of fact, the Ragjah wes deed, the ceremony over-
night had overtaxed his strength. His desth was being
conceded legt the glory of the festivd were dimmed. The
Hindu physician, the Private Secretary, and a confidentid
servant remained with the corpse, while Aziz had assumed
the duty of being sen in public, and mideading people
He had liked the ruler very much, and might not prosper
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under his successor, yet he ocould not worry over such
problems yet, for he was involved in the illuson he hdped
to ceste The children continued to run about, hunting
for a frog to put in Mohammed L atifs bed, the little
fools. Hundredsf)f frogs lived in ther own garden, but
they mugt neads catch one up on the fort. They reported
two topis bdow. Fielding and his brother-in-law, in-
dead of reding after their journey, were climbing the
dope to the saint's tomb!

" Throw gones? " asked Karim.

" Put powdered dassin ther pan? "

" Ahmed, come here for auch wickedness" He raised
his hand to amite his firgborn, but alowed it to be kissd
ingead. It was svet to have his sons with him at this
moment, and to know they were affectionate and brave.
He pointed out that the Englishmen wae Sate gueds
O mug not be poisoned, and recaved, as aways gentle
yet enthudagic assnt to his words.

The two vidtors entered the octagon, but rushed out
at once pursued by some bess  Hither and thither they
ran, beating their heads the children shrigked with de-
rison, and out of heaven, as if a plug had bemn pulled,
fdl ajolly dollop of rain. Aziz had not meant to grest
his former, friend, but the incident put him into an excd-
lent'temper. He fdt compadt and srong. He shouted
out, " Hullo, gentlemen, are you in trouble? "

The brother-in-law exclaimed; a bes had got him.

" Lie down in a pool of water, my dear sr—here are
plenty. Don't come near me . .. | cannot control them,
they are State bees complain to His Highness of their
behaviour/" There was no real danger, for the rain was
increasing. The swarm retired to the shrine. He went
up to the sranger and pulled a couple of gings out of his
wrigt, remarking, " Come, pull yoursdf together and be
aman.”

" How do you do, Aziz, after all thistime? | heard
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you were sttled in here,' Fielding cdled to him, but not:

in friendly tones " | suppose a couple of gings don't
signify.”
" Not the lesst. 1I'll send an embrocation over to the

Guest House. | heard you were sdttled in there."

" Why have you not answvered my letters? " he asked,
going straight for the point, but not reaching it, owing
to buckets of rain. His companion, new to the country,
cried, as the drops drummed on his topi, that the bess
were renewing their atack. Fielding checked his antics
rather sharply, then said: " Is there a short cut down to
our cariage? We must give up our walk. The weather's
pestilentid .”

"Yes. That way."

" Areyou not coming down yoursdlf ?"

Aziz sketched a comic sdaam; like dl Indians, he was
skilful in the dighter impertinences. " | tremble, | obey,"
the gesture said, and it was not lost upon Fielding. They
wadked down arough path to the road—the two men firs;
the brother-in-law (boy rather than man) next, in adae
over his arm, which hurt; the three Indian children lag,
noisy and impudent—all six wet through.

"How gossit, Aziz?"

"In my usud hedth."

" Are you making anything out of your life here?"

" How much do you meke out of yours? "

"Who is in charge of the Guet House?' he asked,
giving up his dight effort to recgpture their intimacy, and
growing more officid; he was older and gerner.

" His Highness's Private Secretary, probably.”

"Whereis he, then?"

" | don't know."

" Because not a soul's been near us snce we arrived.”

" Redly."

"1 wrote beforehand to the Durbar, and asked if a
visit was convenient. | was told it was, and arranged my
tour accordingly; but the Guest House servants gopear
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to have no ddfinite ingructions, we can't ge any eggs,
also my wife wants to go out in the boat."

" There are two boats"

" Exactly, and no oars."

" Colond Maggfc broke the carswhen here lagt.”

"All four?"

" Heisa mos powerful man."

"I f the weather lifts, we want to s your torchlight
procession from the water this evening,” he pursued. " |
wr ote to Godbole about it, but he has taken no natice; it's
a place of the dead."

" Perhaps your letter never reached the Minister in
quegtion.”

" Will there be any objection to English people watch-
ing the procession? "

"1 know nothing at all about the reigion here |
should never think of watching it mysdf."

" We had a very different recegption both at Mudkul
and Deora, they were kindness itsdf at Deora, the
Maharajah and Maharani wanted us to s everything."

" You should never have left them."”

"Jump in, Ralph "—they had reached the carriage.

" Jumpin,Mr.Quesed,and Mr . Fielding."

" .Wh60OnearthisMr. Quested?"

" Do | mispronounce that wel-known name? Is he
not your wifésbrother?"

" Who on earth doyou suppoI'vemarried? "

" 1'm only Ralph Moore," said the boy, blushing, and
at that moment there fell another pailful of the rain, and
made a mig round ther feg. Aziz tried to withdraw,
but it was too late

" Quested? Quested? Don't you know that my wife
wasMrs. Mooresdaughter ?"

He trembled, and went purplish grey; he hated the
news, hated hearing the name M oor e.

" Perhapsthis explains your odd attitude ? "

" And pray what iswrongwith my attitude? "
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" The prepogerous letter you dlowed Mahmoud Ali to
write for you."

" Thisis a very usdess conversation, | consider.’

" However did you make such a migake?" sad Field-
ing, more friendly than before, but sfathing and scorn-
ful. " It's dmog unbdievable | should think | wrote
you haf a dozen times, mentioning my wife by name
Miss Quested| What an extraordinary notion! " From
his amile, Aziz guessed that Stella wes beautiful. " Miss
Queged is our beg friend, she introduced us, but . . .
whet an amazing notion. Aziz, we mus thrash this mis-
underganding out later on. It is dearly some deviltry
of Mahmoud Ali's. He knows perfectly wel | married
Miss Moore. He cdled her ' Heaedop's Sder ' in hisinso-
lent letter to me.'

The name woke furiesin him. " So e is, and hereis
Headop's brother, and you his brother-in-law, and good-
bye,"” Shame turned into a rage that brought beck his
Hf-repect. " What does it mater to me who you
marry? Don't trouble me here & Mau is al | ask. |
do not want you, | do not want one of you in my private
life, with my dying bresth | sy it. Yes, yes | made
a foolish blunder; despise me and fed cold. | thought
you married my enemy. | never reed your letter. Mah-
moud Ali decaved me. | thought you'd golen my money,
but"—he dgoped his hands together, and his children
gathered round him—" it's as if you dole it. | forgive
Mahmoud Ali al things, because he loved me” Then
pausing, while the rain exploded like pigols, he said, " My
heart is for my own people henceforward,” and turned
away. Cyril followed him through the mud, apologizing,
laughing a little, wanting to argue and recondruct, point-
ing out with irrefragable logic that he had married, not
Headop's betrothed, but Heedop's 9der. What differ-
ence did it make at this hour of the day? He had built
his life on a migake, but he had built it. Spesking in
Urdu, that the children might understand, he said:
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" Pleaze do not follow us, whomever you marry. | wish
no Englishman or Englishwoman to be my friend."”

He returned to the house excited and happy. It had
bean an uneasy, uncanny moment when Mrs. Moor€s
name was mentioned, <irring memories " Egmiss
Esmoor . . "—as though she was coming to hdp him.
She had always been s0 good, and that youth whom he
had scarcdy looked at was her son, Ralph Moore, Sdla
and Ralph, whom he had promised to be kind to, and
Sdla had married Cyril.

CHAPTER XXXVI

LL thetime the palace csased not to thrum and tum-
turn. The revdation was over, but its efedt laged,

and its dfedt was to make men fed that the revdation
had not y¢ come Hope exiged deypite fulfilment, as
it will be in heaven. Although the God had bean born,
His processon—oosdy supposad by many to be the birth
—had not taken place  In normal years, the middle hours
of this day were dgnalized by peformances of great
beauty in the private apartments of the Rajah. He owned
a consxVafad troupe of men and boys, whose duty it was
to dance various actions and meditations of his faith
before him. Seated at his ease he could witness the
Three Seps by which the Saviour asocended the universe
to the discomfiture of Indra, as the death of the dragon,
themountain that turned into an umbrdla, and the saddhu
who (with comic results) invoked the God before dining.
All culminated in the dance of the milkmaidens before
Krishna, and in the ill greater dance of Krishna before
the milkmaidens, when the musc and the musdans
swirled through the dark blue robes of the actors into
ther tinsd crowns, and all became one. The Rajah and
his guets would then forget that this was a dramatic
performance, and would worship the actors. Nothing of
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the sort could occur to-day, because death interrupts. It
interrupted less here than in Europe, its pathos was less
poignant, its irony less cruel, There were two claimants
to the throne, unfortunately, who were in the palace now
and suspected what had happened, yet they made no
trouble, because religion is a living force to the Hindus,
and can at certain moments fling down everything that
is petty and temporary in their natures. The festival
flowed on, wild and sincere, and all men loved each other,
and avoided by instinct whatever could cause inconven-
ience or pain.

Aziz could not under stand this, any more than an aver-
age Christian could. He was puzzled that M au should
suddenly be purged from suspicion and sdf-seeking.
Although he was an outsider, and excluded from their
rites, they were always particularly charming to him at
this time; he and his household received small courtesies
and presents, just because he was outside. He had noth-
ing to do all day, except to send the embrocation over to
the Guest House, and towards sunset he remembered it,
and looked round his house for a local palliative, for the
dispensary was shut. He found a tin of ointment belong-
ing to Mohammed L atif, who was unwilling it should be
removed, for magic words had been spoken over it while
it wasbeing boiled down, but Aziz promised that he would
bring it back after application to the stings: he wanted an
excuse for a ride.

The procession was beginning to form as he passed the
palace. A large crowd watched the loading of the State
palanquin, the prow of which protruded in the form of a
silver dragon's head through the lofty half-opened door.
Gods, big and little, were getting aboard. He averted
his eyes, for he never knew how much he was supposed
to see, and nearly collided with the Minister of Educa-
tion. " Ah, you might make me late"—meaning that
the touch of a non-Hindu would necesstate another bath;
the words were spoken without moral heat. " Sorry,’
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sad Aziz, The other amiled, and again mentioned the,
Gues House party, and when he heard that Fielding's
wife was not Miss Quested after dl, remarked " Ah, no,
he married the 9ger of Mr. Headop. Ah, exadly, |
have known that for over a year "—ds0 without hedt.
" Why did you 'not tell me? Your dlence plunged me
into a pretty pickle” Godbole, who had never bean
known to tel anyone anything, smiled again, and sad
in deprecating tones: " Never be angry with me. | am,
as far as my limitations permit, your true friend; besides,
it ismy holy fedtival,! Aziz dways fdt like a baby in
that drange presence, a baby who unexpectedly recaves
atoy. He amiled dso, and turned his horse into a lane,
for the crush increesed.  The Swegpers Band wes arriv-
ing. Playing on deves and other emblems of their pro-
fesson, they marched straight a the gae of the pdace
with the air of a victorious army. All other mudc was
dlent, for this wes ritualy the moment of the Despised
and Regected; the God could not issue from his temple
until the undean Swegpas played their tune, they were
the spot of filth without which the spirit cannot cohere
For an indant the soane was magnificent. The doors
were thrown open, and the whole court was ssen insde,
barefoot and dressed in white robes; in the fairway stood
the Ark of the Lord, covered with doth of gold and
flanked by pescodk fans and by 4iff circular banners of
crimson. It was full to the brim with sauettes and
flowers. As it rose from the earth on the shoulders of
its bearers, the friendly sun of the monsoons shone forth
and flooded the world with colour, so that the ydlow
tigers painted on the padeace wdls ssemad to spring, and
pink and green skeins of cloud to link up the upper sky.
The paanquin moved. . . . The lane was full of State
dephants, who would follow it, their howdahs empty out
of humility. Aziz did not pay atention to these sanc-
tities, for they had no connection with his own; he fdt
bored, 'dightly cynicd, like his own dear Emperor Babur,
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who came down from the north and found in Hindustan
no good fruit, no fresh water or witty conversation, not
even a friend.

The lane led quickly out of the town on to high rocks
and jungle. Here he drew rein and examined the great
Mau tank, which lay exposad benegth him to its remotest
curve. Reflecting the evening douds, it filled the nether-
world with an equd splendour, so that earth and sky
leant toward one another, about to dash in ecdasy. He
oa, cynicd again, more cynicd than before. For in
the centre of the burnished cirde a amdl black blot was
advancing—the Guest House boat. Those English had
improvised something to take the place of oars, and were
proceeding in their work of patrolling India. The sight
endeared the Hindus by comparison, and looking back at
the milk-white hump of the pdace he hoped that they
would enjoy carrying their idol about, for a al eveits
it did not pry into other peopleslives. This pose of " s
ing India" which had seduced him to Miss Quested at
Chandrapore was only a form of ruling India; no sym-
pathy lay behind it; he knew exactly what was going onin
the boat as the party gezed a the ggps down which the
image would presantly descend, and debated how near
they might row without getting into trouble officidly.

Hedid not give up his ride, for there would be sarvants
at the Guest House whom he could question; a little in-
formation never comes amiss. He took the path by the
sombre promontory that contained the royal tombs. Like
the pdacg, they were of snowy succo, and gleamed by
their internd light, but their radiance grew ghostly under
gpproaching night. The promontory was covered with
lofty trees, and the fruit-bats were unhooking from the
boughs and making kissng sounds as they grazed the
surface of the tank; hanging upsde down al the day,
they had grown thirsty. The dgns of the contented
Indian evening multiplied; frogs on al sdes, cow-dung
burning eternally; aflock of bdaed hornbills overheed,
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looking like winged skdetons as they flgpped across the
gloaming. There was degth in the air, but not sadness
a compromise had been mede betwean destiny and desire,
and even the heart of man acquiescad.

The Europeah Guest House stood two hundred fegt
above the water, on the crest of arocky and wooded spur
that jutted from the jungle. By the time Aziz arrived,
the water had pded to afilm of mauve-grey, and the boat
vanished entirdly. A sentry dept in the Guest House
porch, lamps burned in the cruciform of the deserted
rooms. He went from one room to ancther, inquisitive,
and mdicious. Two letters lying on the piano rewarded
him, and he pounced and read them promptly. He wes
not ashamed to do this. The sanctity of private corre-
goondence has never been ratified by the East. More-
over, Mr. McBryde had read al his letters in the pad,
and goreed their contents  One lette—the more inter-
egting of the two—was from Headop to Fielding. It
threw light on the mentdity of his former friend, and it
hardened him further against him. Much of it was about
Ralph Moore, who gppeared to be dmost an imbedile
" Hand on my brother whenever auits you. | write to
you because he is aure to make a bad bunderbust.” Then:
" .1 quite agree—life is too short to cherish grievances,
dso I'm rdieved you fed able to come into line with the
Oppressors of India to some extent. We need dl the
support we can get. | hope that next time Stdla comes
my way she will bring you with her, when | will make you
as comfortable as a bachdor can—it's certainly time we
met. My dder's marriage to you coming after my
mother's desth and my own difficulties did upset me, and
I was unreesonable. It is about time we meade it up
properly, as you say—let us leave it at faults on both
ddes. Glad about your son and heir. When next any
of you writeto Adela, do give her some sort of messege
from* me for | should like to make my peace with her
too. You.are lucky to be out of British India at the
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present moment. Incident after incident, all due to
propaganda, but we can't lay our hands on the connect-
ing thread. The longer one lives here, the more certain
one gets that everything hangs together. My personal
opinion is, it's  the Jews." !

Thus far the red-nosed boy. Aziz was distracted for
a moment by blurred sounds coming from over the water;
the processon was under way. The second letter was
from Miss Quested to Mrs. Fielding. It contained one
or two interesting touches. The writer hoped that
" Ralph will enjoy his India more than | did mine,” and
appeared to have given him money for this purpose—
" my debt which | shall never repay in person." What
debt did Miss Quested imagine she owed the country?
He did not relish the phrase. Talk of Ralph's health. It
wasall " Stellaand Ralph,” even " Cyril" and " Ronny"
—all so friendly and sensible, and written in a spirit he
could not command. He envied the easy intercourse that
is only possible in a nation whose women are free. These
five people were making up their little difficulties, and
closing their broken ranks against the alien. Even Heas-
lop was coming in. Hence the strength of England, and
in a spurt of temper he hit the piano, and since the notes
had swollen and stuck together in groups of threes, he
produced a remarkable noise.

" Oh, oh, who is that? " said a nervous and respectful
voice; he could not remember where he had heard its
tones before. Something moved in the twilight of an
adjoining room. He replied, " State doctor, ridden over
to enquire, very little English," dipped the letters into
his pocket, and to show that he had free entry to the
Guest House, struck the piano again.

Ralph M oor e came into the light.

W hat a strange-looking youth, tall, prematurely aged,
the big blue eyes faded with anxiety, the hair impover-
ished and tousled! Not a type that is often exported
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imperially. The doctor in Aziz thought, " Born of too
old amother,' the poat found him rather beautiful.

" | wasunableto call earlier owingto pressure of work.
How are the odebrated beegings? " he akked patroniz-
ingly.

" | — | wasresting, they thought | had better; they
throb rather."

His timidity and evident " newvnes" had complicated
dfets on the malcontent. Speaking threateningly, he
said, " Come here, pleasg, allow me to look." They were
practically alone, and he could treat the patient as Cal-
lendar had treated Nureddin.

" You said this morning—"

" The bet of doctors make migakes Come hereg,
pleese for the diagnoss under the lamp. | am pressed
for time"

« Aough——"

" What is the matter, pray ? "

" Your hands are unkind."

He garted and glanced down at them. The extiaordi-
nary youth was right, and he put them behind his back
before replying with outward anger: " What the devil
have my hands to do with you? Thisis a mog grange
remarje, | am a qualified doctor, who will not hurt you."

" | don't mind pain, thereisno pain."

"No pain?"

" Not really."

" Excdlent news" sexred Aziz.

" But thereiscrudty.”

" | have brought you some salve, but how to put it on
in your present nervous gate beocomes a problem,” he con-
tinued, after a pause

" Pleae leave it with me"

" Certainly not. It returnsto my digpensary at once™
He dreiched forward, and the other rereated to the
farther 9de of atable " Now, do you want me to treat
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your gings, or do you prefer an English doctor? There
is one & Asirgarh. Asirgarh is forty miles away, and
the Ringnod dam broken. Now you se how you ae
placed. | think | had better ss2e Mr. Fielding about you;
this is redly greast nonsense, your present behaviour.”

" They are out in a boat,” he replied, glancing about
him for support.

Aziz feigned intense surprise. " They have not gone
in the direction of Mau, | hope. On a night like this the
people become mogt fandticd." And, as if to confirm
him, there was a s0b, as though the lips of a giant had
parted; the processon was gpproaching the Jail.

" You should not treat us like this," he chdlenged,
and this time Aziz was checked, for the voice, though
frightened, was not week.

"Like what ?"

" Dr. Aziz, we have done you no harm."

" Aha, you know my name, | ss2 Yes, | amn Aziz.
No, of course your great friend Miss Quedted did me no
harm at the Marabar."

Drowning his last words, al the guns of the State went
off. A rocket from the Jail garden gave the sgnd. The
prisoner had been rdessad, and was kissing the feat of
the sngers Roseleaves fadl from the houses saored
gacss and coco-nut ae brought forth. . . . It was the
hdf-way moment; the God had extended His temple, and
paussd exultantly. Mixed and confused in their pesssge
the rumours of savation entered the Guest House. They
were gatled and moved on to the porch, drawn by the
sudden illumination. The bronze gun up on the fort
kept flashing, the town was a blur of light, in which the
houses ssemad dancing, and the paace waving little wings.
The water bdow, the hills and sky above, were not in-
volved as yet; there was Hill only a little light and song
struggling among the shgpdess lumps of the universe
The song became audible through much repetition; the
choir was repeating and inverting the names of datfes
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" Radhakrishna Radhakrishna,
Radhakrishna Radhakrishna,
Krishnaradha Radhakrishna,
Radhakrishna Radhakrishna,"

they sang, and. woke the deeping sentry in the Guest
House; he leant upon his iron-tipped speer.

" | must go back now, good night," said Aziz, and held
out his hand, compledy forgetting that they were not
friends, and focusng his heart on something more dis-
tant than the caves something beautiful. His hand wes
taken, and then he remembered how detestable he had
been, and said gently, " Don't you think me unkind any
more?"

' No."

" How can you tdl, you srange fdlow ?"

" Not difficult, the onething | dways know."

" Can you dways tdl wheha a dranger is your
friend?"

" Yes"

" Then you ae an Oriental.” He undagped as he
sooke, with a little shudder. Those words—he had sad
them to Mrs. Moore in the mosgue in the beginning of
the cyde, from which, after so much suffering, he had
got free. Never be friends with the English! Mosgue,
caves mogue, caves  And here he was darting again.
He handed the magic ointment to him. " Take this,
think of me when you useit. | shdl never want it back.
I must give you onre little present, and it is dl | have
got; you are Mrs. Moore's son."

"1 am that,” he murmured to himself; and a part of
Aziz' mind that had been hidden ssamed to move and
force its way to the top.

" But you are Headop's brother dso, and das, the two
nations cannot be friends."”

"1 know. Not yet."

" Did your mother goeek to you about me ? "

"Yes.",And with a siverve of voice and body that
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Aziz did not follow he added, " In her leters in her
letters  She loved you."

" Yes, your mother was my bet friend in all the
world."' He was dlent, puzzled by his own great grati-
tude. What did this edernal goodness .of Mrs. Moore
amount to ? To nothing, if brought to the tes of thought.
She had not borne witness in his favour, nor visted him
in the prison, yet she had gden to the depths of his
heart, and he alwaysadored her. " Thisisour monsoon,
the best weather," he said, while the lights of the pro-
cession waved as though embroidered on an agitated
curtain. " How | wish she could have ssn them, our
rains. Now isthe time when all things are happy, young
and old. They are happy out there with ther savage
noise, though we cannat follow them; the tanks are all
full s0 they dance and this is India. | wish you were
not with offidals then | would show you my country, but
| cannot. Perhaps | will just take you out on the water
now, for one short half-hour."

Was the cyde beginning again? His heart was too
full to draw back. He mug dip out in the darkness, and
do this one act of homageto Mrs. Moore's son. He knew
where the oars were—hidden to deter the visitors from
going, out—and he brought the sscond pair, in eese they
met the other boat; the Fiedings had pushed themsdves
out with long poles and might get into difficulties, for
thewind wasrising.

Once on the water, he became easy. One kind action
was with him always a channd for another, and soon
the torrent of his hospitality gushed forth and he began
doing the honours of Mau and persuading himsdf that
he undergood the wild processon, which inceased in
lights and sounds as the complications of its ritual de
veoped. There was little ned to row, for the freshen-
ing gale blew them in the direction they desred. Thorns
sratched the ked, they ran into an idet and sartled
ome cranes The drange temporary life of 'the August
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flood-water bore them up and ssamed as though it would
lag for ever. The boat was a rudderless dinghy. Hud-
dled up in the gern, with the sare pair of oars,in his
arms, the guest aked no quegions about details There
was presently a flash of lightning, followed by a ssoond
flash—little red sratches on the ponderous sky. " Was
that the Rajah?" he asked.

"What—what do you mean?"

" Row back."

" But therés no Rajah—nothing——"

"Row badk, you will s what | mean."

Aziz found it hard work againg the advancing wind.
But he fixed his eyes on the pin of light that marked the
Guest House and backed a few grokes

" There . . "

Floating in the darkness was a king, who sat under a
canopy, in shining royal robes . . .

" 1 can't tdl you what that is |'m sure” he whispered.
"His Highness is dead. | think we should go back at
once"

They were dose to the promontory of the tombs, and
had looked draight into the chhatri of the Rajah's father
through an opening in the trees  That was the explana-
tion. HE had heard of the image—made to imitate life
at enormous expense—but he had never chanced to se
it before, though he frequently rowed on the lake There
was only one oot from which it could be ssen, and Ralph
had directed him to it. Hagtily he pulled away, feding
that his companion was not so much a vistor as a guide.
Heremarked, " Shall we go back now? "

" There is ill the procession.”

Id rather not go nearer—they have such grange
cugoms and might hurt you."

" A little nearer."

Aziz ocbeyed. He knew with his heart that this was
Mrs. Moores son, and indeed until his heart was in-
volved he knew nothing. " Radhakrishna Radhakrishna
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Radhakrishna Radhakrishna Krishnaradha," went the
chant, then suddenly changed, and in the intersice he
heard, dmog certainly, the syllables of sdvation that had
sounded during his trial at Chandrapore.

" Mr. Moore, don't tdl anyone that the Rgjah is dead.
It is a st ill, | am supposad not to say. We pre-
tend he isdive until after the festival, to prevent unhappi-
ness Do you want to go ill nearer? ™

"Yes."

He tried to kegp the boat out of the glare of the torches
that began to da the other shore Rockes kept going
off, dso the guns. Suddenly, dosar than he had cdou-
lated, the pdanquin of Krishna gopeared from behind
aruined wall, and descanded the carven glistening water-
deps. On dther dde of it the sngers tumbled, a woman
prominent, a wild and beautiful young saint with flowers
in her hair. She was praising God without attributes—
thus did she gpprehend Him. Others praised Him with-
out atributes, seesing Him in this or that organ of the
body or manifestation of the sky. Down they rushed to
the foreshore and stood in the smdl waves, and a sacred
med was prepared, of which those who fdt worthy par-
took. Old Godbole deteted the boat, which was drifting
in on the gde, and he waved his ams—whether in wrath
or joy Aziz never discovered. Above stood the secular
power of Mau—dephants, artillery, crowds—and high
above them a wild tempes garted, confined at firgt to the
upper regions of the air. Gusts of wind mixed darkness
and light, shedts of rain cut from the north, stopped, cut
from the south, began rising from bdow, and across them
struggled the singers, sounding every note but terror, and
preparing to throw God away, God Himself, (not that
God can be thrown) into the ssorm. Thus was He
thrown year ate year, and were others thrown—little
images of Ganpati, baskats of ten-day corn, tiny tazies
after M ohurram—scapegoats, husks, emblems of { lessege
a passage not easy, not now, not here, not', to be appre-
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hended exogpt when it is unattainable the God to be
thrown was an emblem of that.

The village of Gokul reappeared upon itstray. It was
the aubgitute for the dlver image, which never left its
haze of flowers, on behalf of another symbadl, it was to
perish. A servitor took it in his hands, and tore off the
blue and white greeamers He was naked, broad-shoul-
dered, thin-waisted—the I ndian body again triumphant—
and it was his hereditary dffice to dose the gates of sal-
vation. He entered the dark waters, pushing the village
before him, until the day dolls dipped off ther chairs
and began to gutter in therain, and King Kansa was con-
founded with the father and mother of the Lord. Dark
and solid, the little waves dpped, then a great wave
washed and then English voices cried " Take care!™

The boats had collided with each other.

The four outsders flung out their arms and grappled,
and, with oars and pdes gicking out, revolved like a
mythical monger in the whirlwind. The worshippers
howled with wrath or joy, as they drifted forward hep-
ledy againg the servitor. Who awaited them, his beau-
tiful dark face expressonless and as the lad morsds
mdted on histray, it gruck them.

The draopk was minute, but Stela, neares to it, shrank
into her husband's arms, then reached forward, then
flung hersdf againg Aziz, and her motions capszed them.
They plunged into the warm, shallow water, and rose
struggling into a tornado of noise The oars the sacred
tray, the leters of Ronny and Adea, broke loose and
floated confusedly. Artillery was fired, drums beaten,
the dephants trumpeted, and drowning all an immense
pedl of thunder, unaccompanied by lightning, cracked like
a mallet on the dome

That was the dimax, as far as India admits of one
The rain stled in geadily to its job of wetting every-
body and everything through, and soon spoiled the doth
of gold on .the palanquin and the codly disc-shaped
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banners. Some of the torches went out, fireworks didn't
catch, there began to be less singing, and the tray re-
turned to Professor Godbole, who picked up a fragment
of the mud adhering and smeared it on his forehead
without much ceremony. Whatever had happened had
happened, and while the intruders picked themsdves up,
the arowds of Hindus began a desultory move badk into
the town. The image went back too, and on the follow-
ing day underwent a private degth of its own, when some
curtains of magenta and green weae lowered in front of
the dynadic shrine The singing went on even longer
e o o ragged edges of reigion . . . unsatisactory and
undramatic tangles . . . " God si love" Looking back
at the great blur of the lag twenty-four hours, no man
could say where was the emotional centre of it, any more
than he could locate the heart of a cloud.

CHAPTER XXXVII

RIENDS again, ya aware that they could megt no
more, Aziz and Fielding went for their lag ride in

the Mau jungles. The floods had abated and the Rajah
was Offidally dead, s0 the Guet House party were de
parting next morning, as decorum required. What with
the mourning and the fedtival, the vist was a failure.
Fielding had scarcdy ssn Godbole, who promised every
day to show him over the King-Emperor George Fifth
High Schoal, his main objective, but always made some
excue This afternoon Aziz let out what had happened:
theKing-Emperor had bean converted intoagranary, and
the Minister of Education did not like to admit this to
his former Principal. The schod had been opened only
lag year by the Agent to the Governor-General, and it
gill flourished on paper; he hoped to gart it again before
its absmeoe was remarked and to cdlect its schoars be
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fore they produced children of their own. Fieding
laughed at the tangle and wage of energy, but he did
not trave as lightly as in the past; education was a con-
tinuous concern to him, because his income and the com-
fort of his family depended on it. He knew that few
Indians think education good in itsdf, and he deplored
this now on the widest grounds. He began to ssy some
thing heavy on the subject of Native Sates but the
friendliness of Aziz digracted him. This recondiliation
was a aocosss anyhow.  After the funny shipwreck there
had been no more nonsense or bitterness, and they went
back laughingly to ther old rdationship as if nothing
had happened. Now they rode bewean jolly bushes and
rocks. Presently the ground opened into full sunlight
and they saw a grassy dope bright with butterflies also
a cobra, which crawled across doing nothing in particu-
lar, and dissppeared among some cudard apple tress
Therewere round white douds in the sky, and white pools
on the earth; the hills in the digance were purple  The
e wias as park-like as England, but did not ceese being
quexr. They drew rein, to give the cobra ebow-room,
and Aziz produced a letter that he wanted to send to Miss
Queged. A charming letter. He wanted to thank his
old. ee'lhy for he fine behaviour two years back: per-
fectly plain was it now that she had behaved wdl. " As
| fdl into our largest M au tank under crcumsances our
other friends will rdate, | thought how brave Miss
Quesed was and dedided to tell he 0, degpite my im-
perfect English. Through you | am happy here with my
children ingead of in a prison, of that | make no doubt.
My children shall be taught to spesk of you with the
greates affection and respect.”

" Miss Quested will be greatly pleased. | am glad you
have ssen her courageat lagt."

" 1 want to do kind actions all round and wipe out
the wretched busdness of the Marabar for ever. | have
ben 0 diggracefully hagy, thinking you meant to get
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hold of my money: as bad a migake as the cave itsdf."

" Aziz, | wish you would talk to my wife. Shetoo be-
lieves that the Marabar iswiped out."

"How so?"

" | don't know, perhaps she might tdl you, she won't
tel me She has ideas | don't share—indesd, when I'm
away from her | think them ridiculous. When I'm with
her, | suppose because I'm fond of her, | fed different,
| fed half deed and half blind. My wifes after some-
thing. You and | and Miss Quested are, roughly spesk-
ing, not after anything. We jog on as decently as we
can, you a little in front—a laudable little party. But
my wife is not with us"

"What are you meaning? Is Sdla not faithful to
you, Cyril? Thisfillsmewith great concern.”

Fielding hestated. He was not quite happy about his
marriage. He was passonate phydcally again—the final
flare-up before the dinkers of middle age—and he knew
that his wife did not love him as much as he loved her,,
and he was ashamed of pesering her. But during the
vigt to Mau the stuation had improved. There ssamed
a link between them at lag—that link outsde ether par-
ticipant that is necesssary to every rdationship. In the
language of theology, their union had bemn blgsTd. .He
could asure Aziz that Stedla was not only faithful to
him, but likely to become more s0; and trying to express
what was not dear to himsdf, he added dully that dif-
ferent people had different points of view. " If you
won't talk about the Marabar to Sela, why won't you
talk to Ralph? He is a wie boy redlly. And (same
metaphor) heridesa little behind her, though with her."

" Tell him aso, | have nothing to say to him, but he
is indeed a wise boy and has always one Indian friend.
| partly love him because he brought me badk to you to
say good-bye. For this is good-bye, Cyril, though to
think about it will spoil our ride and make us sitf."

" No, we won't think about it." He top!fet that this
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was their lagt free intercourse. All the stupid misunder-
gandings had bemn deared up, but sodally they had no
medting-place He had thrown in his lot with Anglo-
India by marrying a countrywoman, and he was acquir-
ing some of its limitations, and already fdt surprise at
his own pag heroism. Would he to-day defy all his own
people for the sske of a dray Indian? Aziz was a me
mento, a trophy, they were proud of each other, yet they
mug inevitably part. And, anxious to make what he
could of this lag afternoon, he forced himsdf to gesk
intimately about his wife, the person mogt dear to him.
He said: " From he point of view, Mau has bemn a
ucoess It calmed her—both of them auffer from redt-
lesness  She found something soothing, some solution
of hea quex troubles here” After a dlence—myriads
of kises around them as the earth drew the water in—
hecontinued: " Do you know anything about thisKrishna
busness? "

" My dear chap, offidally they call it Gokul Ashtami.
All the Sates dffices are dosad, but how dse should it
oconcern you and me ? "

" Gokul is the village where Krishna was born—wéll,
more or less born, for theres the same hovering between
it and ancther village as beéwean Bethlehem and Naz-
areth. 'What | want to discover is its spiritual dde, if
it has one"

" It isusHess discussng Hinduswith me. Living with
them teaches me no more. When | think | annoy them,
I donot. When | think | don't annoy them, | do. Per-
haps they will sadk me for tumbling on to ther dolls-
house; on the other hand, perhaps they will double my
slary. Time will prove. Why so curious about them ? "

" It's difficult to explain. | never really undersood or
liked them, exoept an occadonal srap of Godbole.  Does
the old fdlow «ill say ' Come, come? '

"Oh, presumably.”

Fielding sghed, opened his lips, shut them, then said
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with a little laugh, " | can't explain, because it isn't in
words at all, but why do my wife and her brother like
Hinduism, though they take no interes in its forms?
They won't tak to me about this. They know | think a
catan sde of ther livesisamisake, and are shy. That's
why | wish youwould tak to them, for at dl eventsyou're
Oriental."

Aziz refused to reply. He didn't want to met
Stella and Ralph again, knew they didn't want to mest
him, was incurious about their secrets, and felt good old
Cyril to be abit dumsy. Something—not a sght, but a
sound—flitted pagt him, and caused him to reread his
letter to Miss Quested. Hadn't he wanted to sy some-
thing ds= to her? Taking out his pen, he added: " For
my own part, | shdl henceforth connect you with the
name that is very ssared in my mind, namdy, Mrs.
Moore." When he had finished, the mirror of the scen-
ey was shdatered, the meedow disntegrated into butter-
flies A poem aout Mecca—the Cadba of Union—the
thornbushes where pilgrims die before they have seen the
Friend—they flitted next; he thought of his wife; and
then the whole semi-mydtic, sami-sensuous overturn, O
characteridic of his spiritua life, came to end like aland-
dip and reded in its due place, and he found himsdf rid-
ing in the jungle with his dear Cyril.

" Oh, shut up,"” he sad. " Don't spoil our last hour
with foolish quesions. Leave Krishna adone, and tak
about something sengble”

They did. All the way back to Mau they wrangled
about politics. Each had hardened snce Chandrapore,
and a good knock about proved enjoyable. They trusted
eech other, dthough they were going to part, perhaps be-
cau=they ware going to part.  Fielding had " no further
use for paliteness he said, meaning that the British Em-
pire redly can't be abolished because it's rude. Aziz re-
torted, " Very wdl, and we have no use for you," and
glared at him with abdract hate Yidding sad:" Away
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from us, Indians go to seed a once  Look at the King-
Emperor High School! Look a you, forgetting your
medicine and going badk to chams. Look a your
poems."—" Jolly good poams, Fm getting published Bom-
bay sde—" Yes, and what do they say? Free our
women and India will be free Try it, my lad. Free
your own lady in the firgd place and sse who'll weeh
Ahmed, Karim and Jemilds feces A nice situation! ™

Aziz grew more excited. He rose in his dirrups and
pulled & his horsgs head in the hope it would reer.
Then he should fed in a battle He cried: " Clear out,
al you Turtons and Burtons. We wanted to know you
ten years back—now it's too late.  If we s you and St
on your committees, it's for politica reesons, don't you
meke any migake” His horse did rear. " Clear out,
deer out, | say. Why are we put to so much suffering?
We usd to blane you, now we blame ourselves we
grow wiser. Until England is in difficulties we kegp
dlent, but in the next European wa—aha, ahal Then
is our time He paused, and the scenery, though it
smiled, fdl like a gravestone on any human hope. They
cantered pagt a temple to Hanuman—God o loved the
world that he took monkey's flesh upon him—and past
a Savitc temple, which invited to lugt, but under the
smblance of eternity, its obscenities bearing no relation
to those of our flesh and blood. They silashed through
butterflies and frogs; great trees with leaves like plaes
rose among the brushwood. The divisons of daily life
were returning, the shrine had dmost shut.

" Who do you want ingead of the English? The Jgpa
nese?’ jeered Fielding, drawing rein.

" No, the Afghans. My own ancestors.™

"Oh, your Hindu friends will like that, won't they?"

" 1t will be arranged—a conference of Oriental dates
men."

" It will indeed be arranged.”

" Old storv of We will rob every man and rgpe eve®
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woman from Peshawar to Cdcutta, | supposs, which
you get some nobody to repest and then quote every
wek in the Pioneer in order to frighten us into retain-
ing you! We know! " Still he couldn't quite fit in
Afghans a Mau, and, finding he was in a corner, made
his horse reer again until he renembefed that he had,
or ought to have, a mother-land. Then he shouted:
" India shdl be a nation! No foreigners of any sort!
Hindu and Modem and Sikh and dl shdl be onel
Hurrah! Hurrah for Indiad Hurrah! Hurrah! "

India anation! What an gpotheodd Last comer to
the drab ningeenth-century sisterhood! Waddling in at
this hour of the world to take her seat!  She, whose only
per was the Holy Roman Empire, she shdl rank with
Guatemdaand Belgium perhapd Fielding modked again.
And Aziz in an awful rage danced this way and that,
not knowing what to do, and cried: " Down with the
English anyhow. That's certain. Clear out, you fdlows,
double quick, | say. We may hae one another, but we
hate you mogt. If | don't make you go, Ahmed will,
Karim will, if it's fifty-five hundred years we shdl get
rid of you, yes we shdl drive every blasted Englishman
into the sea, and then "—he rode againg him furioudy—
"and then,' he conduded, half kissng him, "you and |
shdl befriends."

" Why can't we be friends now ?" sad the other, hold-
ing him affectionady. " It's what | want. It's what
you want."

But the horses didn't want it—they swerved apart;
the earth didn't want it, sending up rocks through which
riders must pess sngle fileg the teamples the tank, the
jail, the pdace the birds, the carrion, the Guest House,
that came into view as they issued from the gep and saw
M au benegth: they didn't want it, they sad in their hun-
dred voices " NoO, not yet,” and the ky said, " No, not
there"

WEYBRIDGE, JQ24.
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