PART   IV-B : Ramia

4.13 The Curse of  Dhangartuli

A pall of gloom and a sense of impending evil has suddenly descended on the cheerful life of Dhangartuli. Shanichara’s bamboo grove is in blossom.

No one took notice at first. How the old and dim-sighted Aklu’s mother could guess at it, is a mystery to all. No wonder people go to her for advice and guidance. When Birsa was down with the ‘bai’ fever and Rebanguni had arranged a row of twenty-one betel leaves near the patient’s bed and was chanting the mantra with his eyes shut, the old woman sat wearing a faint smile on her lips. Presently she made a paste of oil and sidnur on a banana leaf and placed it in front of Revanguni. The guni opened his eyes and then marked the ground with the sindur paste. There is no doubt that one who can remind Revanguni of the sindur would notice the bamboo flowers as well.

Never before has Dhangartuli faced a calamity of such proportions. According to a directive from Bangabangi
, a neighbourhood bamboo grove in blossom is to be interpreted as a sign of impending disaster or bad times. Don’t waste the crop of bamboo flowers. Eat rotis made from these flowers. Do not stay for more than twelve years in that place. Let the tamarind tree bear fruit for twelve times in a row. Then think of packing up and settling down in a new place. 

A panchayat meeting is held in Dhangartuli; Etowari is the morol, chief. The faces of the womenfolk are overcast with apprehension while the men wear a sad and dejected look. Are we to leave behind these trees, the bamboo grove and the well and simply go away? Today there is no more the excitement of drinking pochoi, the beat of the madal is not heard and no one feels up to singing or playing the flute. The cooking fire has not been lit in any household. Etowari and Shurkra discuss the matter between them; the rest are silent.

Finally Etowari pronounces the final verdict on the matter. The task of the morol is but a difficult one. Many an unpleasant task does Bangabangi perform through the morol. Even though you may find his words disagreeable now, it will bring good results later on. He who owns the bamboo grove shall have to leave Dhangartuli and go away.

Shanichara’s wife cries out in despair.

And all such households from where the bamboo grove can be seen, can stay on for no more than twelve years in this village. Don’t you cry, Shanichara’s wife, you leave now; we’ll follow you later.

The farther we stay from these Tatmas the better. We know that, but that dosen’t help for the heart is here. The Tatmas are right when they say that one must plant the bamboo far away from the neighbourhood. The hearth, from whence, in the morning, the bamboo grove is seen to the east, is under the evil gaze of Yama. 

It is decided in the panchayat that the Dhangars would stop planting new saplings and refrain from repairing the upright posts of their huts even if they be worm-eaten. Whatever is saved is to be kept in cash. Invest in cows and buffaloes; start increasing your livestock, fowl, goats; let Shanichara migrate to the west and work as a share cropper; to some place near the Kosi river, where the land is very fertile. The arhar (pulses) plants in fields are high enough to hide even the tuskers; even Dhania and Mouri plants have shoots as big as a man, what to speak of maize and tobacco.You find a lot of cultivable wasteland in those areas. But take care not to drink the water from the river or you run the risk of having goitre. Will the singing during the karmadharma festival ever touch a high note if Shanichara goes away?

‘Jaha khele bochabuchi cholu dekhe jai
 ”, what a tune Sanichara sets to the beat of the madal.

Shanichara does not utter a word. Continuously he scratches meaningless figures on the ground with his nails. None dare look straight at his eyes brimming with tears.

Etowari is unable to sleep that night. Lying on the reed-mat he tosses about the whole night. He can no longer bear the unpleasant burden of being the morol. Shanichara is by far the most fun-loving and jovial person in Dhangartuli; with his laughter, singing, dancing and story telling he keeps all of Dhangartuli enraptured through out the day; why should he of all persons, incur the wrath of bangabangi? Even the Tehsildar’s ire seems directed mostly at him. His wife has a problem, no doubt- chhamki aurat, very restive and easily distracted. That Samuer was after her and stalked her with the patience of a stork waiting for a kill. Can’t put the blame on Samuer alone for Shanichara’s wife is quite a flirt.A few days back he was caught; he would enter the bamboo grove at night, strike the bamboo to sound a signal and Shanichara’s wife would come over to the grove. He got a good thrashing that night and has since cooled down. Is it Shanichara’s wife that bangabangi wants thrown out from the community? Who knows? And is that the reason why He is angry with that bamboo grove? Etowari’s train of thoughts does not arrive at a solution. If it was Shanichara’s wife who was at fault why should Shanichara suffer; in any case the matter has been settled long back...

Thok! Thok! The sound is being heard for sometime now! Could it be the woodpecker bird? No, doesn’t seem like that. And it is coming from the direction of Shanichara’s house....

Etowari gets up in haste. It is better to arm oneself with a stick. No doubt, the sound does seem to originate from Shanichara’s bamboo grove.....

It is the close of night and the path through the open field is clearly visible in the moonlight. Etowari approaches the bamboo grove with caution. Presently a woman also enters the grove. Etowari watches from a distance – did seem like a woman. Tonight nothing can save Samuer....Clasping the stick firmly in his hand, Etowari is inching his way into the grove. But that sound continues – appears to be the sound of felling bamboo. Not far from Etowari, a chopped off bamboo falls through the air with a sudden crash and gets stuck – perhaps in another bamboo frond.

“Cut them down, all of them. Don’t leave a single one standing.” Shanichara’s wife’s voice, clear and audible. Shanichara is out to wreck his vengeance and uproot each one of these bamboo clumps. On what else can he direct his anger and resentment? They are uprooting him from the village like an unwanted weed.....so the couple has come here at night under the cover of darkness.

Old Etowari’s eyes moisten. Without making any sound he tip-toes back to his hut.

4.14 Mahato’s Appeal to Dhorai

Dhorai does not wish that Ramia should go out for work, like Dukhia’s mother. He does  not like the idea of Ramia visiting the babubhaiya households, like the other Tatmanis, selling palm fruit, jujube and helencha
.He knowns the problem; a single glance at the eyes of such bad types as Samuer, is enough to make things clear to him. He will not allow his Ramia to go out. But the earnings from earthwork is not good enough to keep a wife confined to the hearth. Bawa understands this as well.

So, what are you going to do about it, Dhorai?

Bawa wants Dhorai to start a grocery shop. Why don’t you answer?

Dhorai, too has given it a thought and talked it over with Ramia. The other day Ramia did calculate, in terms of anna and paisa, the cost of mustard oil, soap nuts and snuff. No doubt Ramia will be able to help a lot in running the shop – but earning with help from one’s aurat; no, Dhorai is not such a marad. Moreover the prospect of a score of people, including that Samuer, hanging about the shop for twentyfour hours, no, that can’t be tolerated.

What about a pan-biri shop. That would mean setting up shop in Jirania. Bawa suddenly remembers that the other day when he had been to the court, along with Aniruddh moktar, someone in the secretary room was talking about Mahatmaji - that an agitation, like the previous one, is in the offing. Not all that they said was understood by Bawa, but this much was clear that this time the tamasha was likely to be even more intense....Why take the risk of starting a pan-biri shop at such times.

Dhorai, then you take up driving a bullock cart on hire. Load your cart with freight and come  and go at whatever time suits you. The pair of bullocks would be kept tied at the gate of the house – bullocks, huge, vigorous and strongly built, with oiled horns – which the passerby would watch from the road. Neighbours would die of jealousy, people would be respectful. If the bullock cart is parked across the road, even the marads would be forced to bend under the cart and pass; none would dare to pull the cart to one side. People would stare at the cowdung cakes piled up in front of the house and grow envious.

Finally it was decided that Dhorai would purchase a cart and a pair of bullocks – from the Bhikhanhatti fair.

Once again the neighbourhood is excited with the new developments. What’s happening to Tatmatuli over the years; but that’s the way it is with growth when it happens – it just keeps getting bigger by the hour. Dhorai has grown to the status of Babulal. Dukhia’s mother comes over everyday to supervise work in her daughter-in-law’s household. Even Dukhia runs errands for his sister-in-law. It is only Fuljharia who does not visit Ramia. Ramia went over to call her but she refused to come. Covering her face with both hands, she had wept.

The mahato is not supposed to visit any household except on duty – it is contrary to his standing in society. Even he called on Dhorai on the pretext of having a look at his pair of bullocks. With the mahato at his doorstep Dhorai is at a loss to know what to do. Ramia sits him in the courtyard. The neighbours gather outside the house – must be Dhorai is again up to some thing; or why would mahato be at his doorstep. Or has the pachhim girl created some mischief?

Ramia gives water to mahato to wash his feet. With the two pieces of stone that Dukhia’s mother had given her to grind and paste spices, she breaks open a betelnut and offers it to mahato. Mahato is pleased but he is even more surprised. The people of Tatmatuli are not used to these pachhimi etiquette; something that mahato does not want to reveal. Hastily drinking the water meant for washing his feet, he puts the betelnut pieces into his mouth.

And when Ramia giggles, he responds saying, that’s the way to smile, but don’t do that outside the confines of the courtyard. Not like the Tatmas of  Munger whose womenfolk are known to climb up ladders. Our Konouji Tatma jhotahas would even drink their country liquour sitting in the courtyard – not in the grog-shop. Take for instance our Gudar’s wife. Has anyone seen her cry after she gets drunk, even for a day? But the poor girl is in deep trouble. You must be aware how difficult it is nowadays to get work. You are like a son to me and to Gudar’s mother. Why don’t you try and get that gangman’s work for Gudar; you have left it, haven’t you?

Finally, the real reason for mahato’s visit, dawns on Dhorai. O.K. I’ll speak to Etowari about the matter. He is the real person – Shanichara’s gang is just a name.

On broaching the matter with Etowari, he says, but how can that be! They have to be concerned about Dhangartuli first and foremost. Of course, there is one more vacancy – that of Shanichara; but do you know how many need to be pushed in? Chhoto Birsa is out of employment, his sahib has sold his house and left the place. Then Samuer’s cousin Manuer, the one that is the bell-keeper in the church, his employment is not secure. The Padre sahibs are leaving Jirania for Dumka District. And the moment they go, the pint of milk being given to each child now, from the Church, is going to stop. Etowari goes on to list a few more cases of impending unemployment. And apart from all this, Samuer’s sahib is about to leave for good – his gardener also has to be taken care of.

Very little can be said after all this. Dhorai realises that mahato won’t be too pleased, but what can be done in any case?

4.15 Bouka Bawa’s Departure

Ever since Dhorai’s marriage, Bawa has become somewhat preoccupied. There was work to keep him busy all this while; preparations for the marriage, getting supplies of bamboo and straw for building the new house, buying the cart and the bullocks. He had even found some interest in these activities. With his own effort he has laid the foundation of a new married life for his own Dhorai. The load of responsibility that Ramji had placed on his head, he has not shirked even for a day. He is not the real doer; he has merely been instrumental in serving His purpose. But Dhorai has been a prop for all these years. Now he feels all alone. Doesn’t even feel like going out to beg; even the thought of Ramji fails to come to mind. From up above, He is observing everything. In self-reproachment he makes frequent visits to the militry thakurbari ; spending more time listening to the Ramayana recital; offering repeated  pranams to the idols of Ramasita, Lakshmanji and Mahavirji, in the thakurbari. He would puff away unmindfully at the kolke
 passed on by the Mohantaji; but, nothing seems to put his heart at rest. Dhorai and Ramia had invited him to a meal. He had refused. This had made Ramia cry but Bawa remained firm in his refusal. He always cooked his own meals
. Even then, he had never hesitated to take food touched by Dhorai. Can such considerations of ritual purity apply to someone who Ramachandraji has placed in his care to be brought up as a son; but, of course, that did not place his wife on an equal footing. This had saddened Dhorai. Unable to contain himself, he said – Bawa, are you angry because I left no chance for you to select my bride? Look, what a foolish son he is – aray, na na, that’s not true. ‘Then why would you not eat with us, Bawa?’ Dhorai’s doubt persists. Bawa avoids the question with a smile. Although he does not repent it, it occurs to Dhorai that had he been a sannyasi like Bawa, they could have stayed together in gosainthaan. But what about Ramia? She would then not have entered his life. And what would he be left with today? Even in this brief interval since marriage, he is unable to think of life without Ramia. He would not pass a single day, in his whole life, without Ramia. What if, someday, Ramia dies – Sittaram! Sittaram ! why do such gloomy thoughts keep ocurring to him?

Bawa is restless as ever; would he loose his mind in this loneliness! Everything seems just as it had been; the good old thaan, the Ramayana recitals. Only his Dhorai is missing from his presence. Someone else in the meatime is endearing him to herself. But why repent it; this is but a good thing to happen. After all he did pray that his Dhorai lead a happy life.

Strains of a chaiti
 song filter in. Must be Harkhu’s jamai, that drunkard, singing in one of his joyous and expansive moods.

......chaiet subha dinoa Rama, ho Rama....

Abi gele piyaki gamanoa
.

......the auspicious days of Chait are here Rama, and the time has come for the beloved’s dwiragaman
...... 

Everyone has converged on a spot near the bridge over the Maranadhar; over there, where the lights are burning. Last night, as well, everyone from Tatmatuli and Dhangartola had been there. The followers of Mahatmaji have selected that spot to train theselves in the business of preparing salt
. 

Those who eat the salt of the ‘rangrej’
, cannot, by that very fact, go against him. Rangrej is the lord of the Daroga and the koloster. To improve their plight the poor need to prepare their own salt. The chelas of mastersahib have gathered here to rehearse the manouvres that need to be carried out in order to prevent the kadai
 from being snatched away by the Daroga should he arrive while the salt preparation is going on. Just after sunset, Ramia, Mahato-ginni, Rabia’s wife and a host of other jhotahas have already sanctified that spot near the bridge over the Maranadhar with lighted lamps. A group of volunteers had come yesterday for the rehearsals; today it is another group. Afterwards they will all go back to their respective villages. But there will remain, on the banks of the Maranadhar, a thaan, Mahatmaji’s thaan, precisely on that spot, where the jhotahas have lighted the lamps just after sunset. It occurs to Bawa that if the place really develops into a thaan, then the gosainthaan in Tatmatuli might suffer in importance. Yesterday he has seen mastersaheb near the Maranadhar. How do the chelas of Mahatmaji suffer the confines of the jail away from their kith and kin, when Bawa, even after donning the ascetic’s garb, cannot forget his Dhorai even for a brief moment. Don’t they suffer mentally? No, the Mahatma and his chelas have in them the strength of bajrangbali. They have the blessings of Ramchandraji. But one thing still refuses to yield to Bawa’s comprehension. Some years back, during the tamasha and commotion caused by the advent of Ganhibawa, that opium-eating vakilsaheb and many musalmans quit their onion eating habit and became Ganhibawa’s chela. Can’t trust those miyas
. Bawa has heard from Misiriji that the miyas have converted Ramchandraji’s mandir in Ayodhyaji into a masjid. How impudent! Mahatmaji’s chelas hob-nobbed with those same miyas; how, then, can Ramchandraji be so gracious to the chelas of Mahatmaji? Would the sarkar ever dare arrest Mahatmaji? Ramchandraji’s blessings are with him; can the koloster Daroga confine him in a jail? Once Tulsidasji was jailed by a nawab. Lakhs of monkeys invaded the prison and set him free. And to think of someone trying to lock up Mahatmaji! On her death bed, mother had advised him to go and stay in Ayodhaji, where it is easy to get alms. But why does this thought come to him all on a sudden? May be, Ramchandraji is reminding me of my destiny. He has removed all burdens from my shoulders; even arranged money for the rail fare to Ayodhyaji; He seems to be asking, has the fate of king Bharat befallen you
?

The auspicious day has come.

......avahu babhanama, baithoho aanganama,

Gani deho piyake gaamanama

Ho Rama........
.

Come bamanthakur
, sit in my courtyard, and tell us the time and day for the beloved’s dwiragaman.

No, no, there is no need to consult the almanac or the sacred texts. Bawa is desperate to shrug off all memories of Dhorai that lie deposited, layer upon layer, in his mind. He cannot disregard the clear hint from the chaiti song, a dead mother’s injunction and Ramji’s indication. He has to tear himself free of all this or else he would suffer the same fate as king Bharat. Perhaps this was the reason why he felt so restless. Dhorai and the others have all gone to the banks of the Maranadhar to watch the tamasha of the chelas of Mahatmaji. Now is the right time – he would not wait for a moment. Holding his chimta
 and kamandalu
 he rises to his feet and offers pranaam before the altar in the thaan. As a little boy, Dhorai had pierced a hole in a half-rupee coin and strung it on the ring-handle attached to the chimta. Now, having noticed it, he tries to tear it off. No, this is not so easily wrenched off.

There is hardly any time to loose. Sittaram! Sittaram!

‘Chaiet subha dinoa Rama, 

Abi gele piyaki gamanoa.....

Ho Rama....’.
The auspicious day has come. There is not a moment to loose.......

The noise that came from the coin slipping against the chimta-handle, fades away slowly. In the thaan, the oil having nearly burnt up had caused the flame to spread to the bosom of the lamp; it dies away after a final flicker. 

4.16 The Reincarnation of Gaanhi Bawa

According to the survey records, the Bakarhatta meadows right up to Maranadhar, is the private property of the zamindarbabu of Tatmatuli. Actually, long before the Tatmas and the Dhangars came to occupy these lands, the Bakarhatta meadows was the grazing ground for the cattle of the people of Margama. This was public land ! Six years before the birth of Dhorai, when the survey
 took place, the zamindarbabu spent some money and had the land recorded in the survey as a part of his fallow land. Eversince, it was he who would farm out the jujube trees used for preparing lac; it was he who would sell the shimul trees to Kapilraja. No one ever bothered about all this. The Bakarhatta meadows, has of late, caused zamindarbabu to do some hard thinking. If the place develops into a thaan or if all this leads to some ligitation and the involvement of the police, then the question of ownership of the land, that had remained buried so long, would soon be raised. The news of lighting of lamps at that site has reached him without delay. Ratia chharidar, Parsadi nayeb, Rabia, all have decrees against their names for defaulting on payments of rent. They are all in his clutches! He sends for them the same evening.

Early next morning found Tatmatuli in the grip of a tumultous uproar. Motor borne police from the ‘lines’ accompanied by a hakim donning a rangrej hat descended on the village on their way back from the Maranadhar. This time of day, no one is near the river, but a dry patch of grass, at the site, still bore the marks of the fire that was lighted there the previous night. Last night, the young and old from Dhangartuli and Tatmatuli, according to reports received by the chowkidar and dafadar
, had assembled in large numbers near the Maranadhar. Hence the Hakim’s presence in Tatmatuli. The police, it seemed, knew the whole story. The Hakim said, we know everything. Today I shall say nothing except that what has happened  should not be repeated in the future. You will be held responsible, even if outsiders come here and do something against the government. Or else, you are warned, not a single house in Tatmatuli will be spared. Do your daily work and be happy. Or you will face the consequences. I am always ready to hear you if you have a problem; but if you hob-nob with the congress people, I will put each one of you behind bars.

All tremble with fear. So these chelas of Mahatmaji and the chelas of Mastersaheb are ‘caangris’ people. Even Misiriji, for somedays past, have been muttering something like ‘caangris caangris’ during his recital of the Ramayana. Now, even the SDO saheb is saying the same thing. Now it makes sense; caangris for the babubhaiyas and sarkar for the Daroga hakim! And a fight between them ! But is the Hakim trying to mislead us – for he never seems to mention the name of Mahatmaji....

Dhorai salutes the Hakim, huzoor mai-baap
. We want to make a petition to you. The Tehsildar has done injustice to us in assessing our chowkidari tax; Babulal chaprasi has been assessed for twelve annas, the same as that of Rabia’s. How can that be possible ? Everyone is amazed at Dhorai’s show of courage. Its the Hakim he is talking to, in the presence of the Daroga and complaining against the Tehsildar! A reprimand from the Hakim seems imminent. But the Hakim asks, ‘who is the Tehsildar’?

‘Fudanlal of Mahitola, huzoor.’

Babulal chaprasi’s voice is heard – ‘this young lad has set up a home of late. What does he know about chowkidari tax?’

Hakim rebukes Babulal – ‘who has asked for your opinion?’ Then he tells Dhorai, ‘give me a written application. All will be set right. But watch out if I find any anti-government activities -–not a single soul from Tatmatuli will stay outside of jail.’

SDO saheb glances at his wrist watch. A group of naked boys have finally gathered courage and now they stood in front of the police van. Water from the motor’s engine fall to the ground in drops; the boys whisper among themselves, ‘pitroul is oozing out, a balm for pains.’

The motor van drives away. Its wheels kick up dust that is now carried by the hot wind towards the Maranadhar, perhaps to cover up the stain and stigma of last night’s activities.

No one will cook all day long as long as the hot winds blow – the straw huts might catch fire. That day, no one from Tatmatuli goes out for work. They discuss all eventualities the day long. Gaanhi maharaj, the Gaanhi Bawa of yore, has all on a sudden transformed into Mahatmaji
. Mastersaheb’s son, who had come to the riverside yesterday; said that the lack of gainful work for the Tatmas is to be blamed on the rangrej sarkar. It seems that sometime in the distant past, the sarkar had cut off the thumb of all Tatmas. What an atrocious act! But there is no denying the one advantage to be derived from the absence of a thumb – none can forcibly get a thumb impression on a white paper .....neither Aniruddh moktar, nor Sauji, no, not even Zamindarbabu....It was only after that fateful event that the Tatmas lost their craft of weaving....in the kaliyuga.

‘Nripa paap-parayana dharma nahi.

Kari danda vidamba praja nitahi.’

No wonder, then, that Mahatmaji has brought an injunction on eating the salt of the rangrej. He does indeed see through all this. The jamai of Kapilraja, could carry on his trade in cow hides, sitting here in Tatmatuli, only because of the salt of the rangrej.....

Now, now, enough of this discussion. Have you noticed that our village affairs get reported to the Daroga. Who could have reported the happenings of the night before yesterday to the police? Was it someone from Dhangartola? Haria has seen Ratia Chharidar and Basua Nayeb in the company of  the ‘Dafadar’ in Jirania! What could possibly be their business with the Dafadar? Where are those two? Strange, they are missing since morning.

Haria says that he had questioned them yesterday; they replied that they had been discussing the chowkidari tax.

How strange! What about village practices. You don’t discuss matters with Chowkidars and Dafadars instead of notifying the panchayati ! Dhorai’s blood boils with anger.

How could one report against the village people to the Dafadar; even if he be a Nayeb? Tell us Mahato, would you take up this case in the panchayati? No vague rubbish, tell us clearly whether or not this case will be admitted in the panchayati. Or is only such trifle matter as carrying the lota to the maidan fit for your panchayati deliberations?

All root for Dhorai. Noticing the looks in the eyes of all the villagers and their defiant manner of speaking, Mahato turns pale. That callow and upstart Dhorai has the cheek to step forward and speak up on behalf of the villagers! The lad is inflated like the bellows with the hot pride of his new found wealth. But when I requested him to get a job for Gudar in the labour gang, he failed. I had to send Gudar to work with the Mugeria Tatmas as a mason; so that my daughter-in-law become one among those ladder-climbing
 Mungeria Tatma women. A housewife from a Kanouji Tantrimachhatri family climbs up ladders in a town – such bad days have befallen us. Where is the need to rake up this troublesome business involving the police at times such as these......Mahatmaji’s chelas, would surely create trouble at the grog-shop, as they had done last time. That’s an added nuisance in these hot summer days
! ....but. let that be! Do people have the money to visit the grog-shop.......

Today, Dhorai’s biggest moment of happiness is that he has spoken to the Hakim. And while speaking he didn’t lose his nerve, not a bit. He could get across smartly all that he had planned. The Hakim did listen to him; and snubbed Babulal who tried to intervene......Now, Dhorai can speak to any Hakim that may come his way. And today, in the eyes of the people, he has risen in esteem higher than Babulal. By the grace of Ramji, one of his lifelong wishes has been fulfilled. He was a bit saddened by the activities of Ratia chharidar and Basua nayeb. These thoughts occupy his mind as he walks home; haven’t had a chat with Ramia for a long time.

Ramia is mixing water with the cow-dung. She refuses to obey even if she is told not to step out of the house for such chores.

Who’s that? Isn’t it Samuer!

‘Here comes the proud owner of the bullocks. I was on my way home when I noticed the pair of bullocks from the road.’

Then follows a bit of small talk.....Some serious incident seems to have happened in your locality. I would have stayed back in saheb’s kothi if I had been forewarned. My saheb is also going away next week. It may have something to do with all this chaos around Mahatmaji...

In that event, you would be getting a lot of money, won’t you?

I am told that I would be paid seven hundred, says Samuer. Your pair of bullocks look majestic...

Why don’t you buy a similar cart and bullocks......

Humming the song of the ‘patli kamaria
’, Samuer resumes his way to Dhangartuli. 

A sense of bitterness, whose cause he cannot fathom, fills Dhorai’s heart.

Ramia was the first to speak. ‘Didn’t find Bawa at the thaan.’ She knows that Dhorai never fails to respond to any mention of Bawa. Rather strange that during the tumultous happenings through the day, the thought of Bawa, never occurred to Dhorai. Where has he vanished? Must have run away on seeing the police cars in the morning. But he should have returned by now.

He will be back soon.

Dhorai makes a few trips to the thaan looking for Bawa. Today the conversation with Ramia fails to gather momentum. After sunset, when the westerly winds die down, he lights the fire in the thaan; prepares the dough of marua
 to be baked into littis. Footsteps are heard; that must be Bawa.

Ramia comes up and says, ‘Bawa hasn’t come as yet. Why don’t you come home and have your meal.’

‘You must be feeling hungry.’

Ramia feels embarrassed.

Could he have gone off to the Ganges for a holy dip? Or has he stayed back in the militry thakurbari for the prasad?

Ramia was the first to notice that Bawa’s blanket was missing. Where could he have gone taking his blanket along, in this summer? May be he has gone off somewhere for a few days. But, why did he not tell us?.....

4.17 Dhorai’s Self-realization

After days of waiting Bawa does not return. For reasons unknown to him, Dhorai holds himself responsible for this. But, is he really to blame? His love for Bawa has not waned, not a bit. He has not failed in his duties towards Bawa. Bawa did not disapprove of his getting married. At the same time he realizes that his marriage has something to do with Bawa’s departure; but what great offence has he committed that Bawa did not even speak to him before he went away.

Says Ramia – perhaps I am the cause of his going away. Dhorai stops the discussion in haste. True, Bawa could never quite approve of Ramia. Or else why did he refuse to eat food touched by her? Why did he remain so aloof ever since the marriage. Who knows where he must be wandering now, in this heat and dust. Not once since his childhood, has Bawa remained out of sight of Dhorai. It is a different thing if Bawa were around; for even if they never actually met, Dhorai could rest assured that he could see him whenever he wished. Even without Bawa’s active involvement, his mere presence would fill him with confidence; that there was some one to count on. Bawa would surely have come and stood by his side at times of distress to his family.....Such thoughts never fail to depress Dhorai......the days of parting have arrived in the world of Dhorai. Shanichara went away from Dhangartuli; he too, did not come and meet him before going. He got the news from Etowari, the day they came over to Misiriji to put their thumb impression on the petition regarding the chowkidari tax. The day they left, they cried and cried; Shanichara and his wife. They would simply stare at the house and cry out loud...That day the news of Shanichara’s departure gave a wrench to his heart.....Only Shanichara could have endured it. Dhorai cannot even think of going away from Tatmatuli. He was indeed a nice person. They have worked together on the pakki for days on end. And through this shared experience of the work, come closer to each other; a relationship that was bound to last........It was Etowari, who informed him the other day, that Samuer was saying that he intended to use the money he received from the saheb to buy a hire-car, a tomtom – a bullock cart under no circumstances; that he had to be a cut above Dhorai; what is the reason for jealousy he has with you I cannot figure out. He had better buy the horse and the tomtom before he manages to gamble away the money in Nepal; for he does indeed possess such virtues! Dhorai feels that everyone, even the local leaders, is trying to alienate him. Babulal and Dukhia’s mother have stopped coming to his house since the day he spoke to the Hakim about the chowkidari tax. About the Mahato nothing need be said. Ratia chharidar and Basua nayeb, since the day the police came, have stopped talking to him......that leaves out only Ramia - , Rampiari. He has utterly immersed himself in Ramia. The rest of the world, occur to him but as flashing light from a mirror, now there and now gone the next moment. He likes everything about Ramia. She stands out among the other Tatmanis, in the way she holds the hukka, or even in the way she emits puffs, while she smokes tobacco; seems so charming to Dhorai. Her capacity for banter! She would make you choke with laughter. To Dhorai, she refers to Samuer as monkey and pass funny remarks. God has made him a bit different from a monkey, she would say; while creating him, God had unmindfully, poured the colour red on his face.....The two would roll with laughter. But all this laughter is precisely what makes Dhorai feel uneasy. He asks Ramia to remain indoors but who cares. The day long she loves to flutter around; jesting with all those gathered around the fouji well; unabashed even when she meets the menfolk. A peculiar sort! Dhorai could well have his way with everyone else; with Ramia he is a bit soft. A ‘pachhimvali’ woman, smarter than him; how much could one force oneself on her. But even as his mind lies immersed in Ramia, his outlook is expanding slowly and with it his own world, ever since he bought the bullock cart. While working on the pakki he would meet the wayfarer on the road. Now, loading his cart with goods, he himself goes far afield, five kos, seven kos, to the East, to the West, to the holy dip in the Ganges at Kaharabola or to the fairs at Maboili or Kurbaghat. People may well belong to different castes but everywhere they lead the same life. Just that, in the villages to the west, the impact of Mahatmaji’s agitation and police action are greater. Barring the leaders of the locality, everyone comes to hear the stories of far flung villages, whenever he returns from a journey..........

4.18 Mahato’s Lamentations

 For some time now, things are moving faster than what is normaly justified. The series of events are having an impact on the Tatma society, on the Tatma consciousness. It started all on a sudden; exactly when, Mahato cannot recollect – may be a year or an year and a half. What has set fire to people’s minds or what new current has engulfed everything, Mahato cannot even fathom, to say nothing of keeping pace with it. 

Each passing day, Tatmas returning from work in town, bring back fresh reports......Beluchi horsemen are patrolling the streets in the town. The Padresahebs are leaving; now, only one native padre will remain in Jirania. Hey, listen, no more free milk for the kiristaan Dhangars; padresaheb was your cow from which got you milk; . Now’s the time to cry your hearts out, your cow is leaving you....Today I found the hospital, run by the padre-mems clad in black gowns, wearing a deserted look. Six kiristaan families in Dhangartola have become hindus again; they say they won’t go to the church any more; if the padresahebs are not going to find us employment or give us milk, then what for do we remain kiristaans......Even Samuer has become a hindu; Misiriji has performed the expiation rites for him; a whole group of sadhus wearing topis have come from Bhagalpur to do such work. Nearly all the sahebs have left; now the Dhangars and the kiristaans will have a taste of reality; your days of sitting at home and making bouquets of colourful fragrant flowers are numbered. But the glimmering colour of Samuer’s ‘shampony
’ catches the eye. Tahasildar saheb had come to inform that again the time has come for a population count and each house will be numbered; last time, after the counting, half the village died of some disease; the only redeeming feature was that the dead were mostly musalmans; let’s see what we have in store this time around. During the census, let not anyone say anything to the Tahsildar; let the shala do whatever he can; the chowkidari tax petition, implicating him, is already lying with the SDO saheb. I have no idea whatever happened to that application. Why does Dhorai not approach his dear Hakim now; everytime I mention  this to Aniruddh moktar, he says that while Mahatmaji’s agitation is going on, the Hakim has no time to look into such matters. Mahatmaji’s chelas are right when they say - as the sarkar is so will the Hakim be....... How does the society function if no one is ready to heed others? Dhorai’s group asks – whom should they listen to? That Ratia chharidar or Basua nayeb? Both of them are, indeed, the Dafadar’s informers. Moreover, I am told, that chharidar and Basua are going to stand witness against Mastersaheb’s son, in the Hakim’s court. Mastersaheb’s son has supposedly hit someone on the head with a liquor bottle in the kalali
, and they have supposedly seen this with their own eyes. That’s why Dhorai and his gang are angry with them. Arrey! Why speak of Ratia chharidar; I am the Mahato and even then they sniffed the oil bottle that I was carrying on my way back. They said that everyone knows what you carried back for Gudar’s mother, in that oil bottle. That, then, is how people behave with their Mahato. And you put on airs with me! Let’s see you fight with the dafadarsaheb and prove your worth. Let’s see you perform the marriage of the Distiboad fouji well and prove your mettle.....Only the other day, the embarassment I had to suffer at the hands of the babubhaiyas, for my people! This time during the dusserah
, everyone, Tatmas, Dhangars, Chamars, Dusads, were allowed entry into the chamber of the Bhagavatti
 idols; the sons of the babubhaiyas were actually requesting everyone to step inside; only, while Chhattisbabu’s burha-maiji (old mother) was offering puja, Chhattisbabu’s widowed sister stood firm holding a stout branch of sajna – so long as burha-maiji’s puja is not over, should any Tatma, Dhangar or Dusad steps inside, I will break this stick on his back. Dhorai had left that place with his gang. Later the babubhaiya lads had come to Tatmatuli to appease them. They even offered to extend a formal invitation and take them back. I earnestly pleaded with them; to heed the pleas when it comes from all the babubhaiyas! You, who never had the chance to step into the Bhagavatti’s thaan, have it now. And you kick up a row just because of this single instance of some maiji who has made a slight deviation. Arrey! Dhorai the moment you say yes, all your dummies will follow suit. At this they erupted angrily. Achha baba, do what you think best. Indeed! how ably have you upheld our prestige with the babubhaiyas. And I was questioned how, Ratia chharidar’s standing witness against Mahatmaji’s chela, would enhance the prestige of the Tola? Won’t you rather be a mahato who stops that, than be a Mahato who is happy licking the feet of the babubhaiyas.

....No, no, there is hardly any spoils of office of a Mahato, as it used to be in the earlier days; neither is there any respectability nor a moments peace.....Even the nayebs and chharidars have become unreliable. It is hard to understand who, among them, will take which side. Everyone went against the Mahato on that issue about Ramia carrying the lota to the maidan to relieve herself; the reason why mahato did not even raise the issue in the panchayat. In the chowkidari tax issue all nayebs are against Babulal; about standing witness in the trial, all nayebs are against chharidar and Basua nayeb....the question is whom to appease? Whom to look upon as companion?.......And problems are aplenty. People are moving out of Tatmatuli.  Batua’s sister moved out with a musalman. Haria is back from Malda
 district where, lured by money, he gave his daughter in marriage. He is also speaking of his intention to go there and take to farming. Today my own son, Gudar, has started working as a helper of mugeria Tatma brick-masons. May be one day he would move to the mungeria Tatma village of Margama.... Everyone seems to be slipping out my grip. Has he the power to stop anyone?....For instance, this new trouble created by Dhorai’s gang. That father of Hurkhoo – the one who use to oil his body and lie naked all day near that machan overflowing with dhodhol flowers; only the other day, Gosain gathered him unto Himself. A nice thing to happen – the old people of Tatmatuli never seem to know death. No wonder, for its only the small children who are more vulnerable to the power of witches! Ever since the sacred thread ceremony, Dhorai and his gang are clamouring for the ‘terahama’ instead of the ‘tirsa’
. Now if the old do not die then the whole village never gets an opportunity to shave their heads. For a long time now, the only occurrence of death was of old Mahavira; but he died of snake bite; which meant that there was no need of performing the kiria-karam (rites). This time, that wicked Dhorai and his gang are going to create a nuisance on the 13th day. I won’t let that happen. You, who are so vociferous, are you in the know of what causes what? If there is even a slight deviation in the offering of oblations of water to our forefathers, all of you would be driven from your hearth, the huts will catch fire for no apparent cause; a small dark spot will first appear in the thatch roof and then it will emit smoke; so don’t you dare provoke the departed souls. Don’t you need to lift the calf’s tail and first find out if its a bull or a cow, before you quote a price?..... Mahato is out of his depth; has he really grown so old in one year?.......Let them go to hell, what shall happen shall happen. ‘Tumhasan mitahi ki vidhi ke angka’
 – Will Providence change His script because of your wishes?.......The people of the village insist on being shown the account of the funds accruing from panchayati fines! Strange! Tatmatuli is changing overnight. He feels as if his feet were sinking in the sands of the maranadhar......

Suddenly the neighbourhood is disturbed by the cries of Ratia chharidar’s wife. Mahato is up on his feet. These days, the mahato hardly gets any opportunity to sit back and relax a for a moment. Must be the chharidar bashing his wife; had it been a case of fire it would be visible.

Everyone runs to Ratia chharidar’s house. His wife, holding a lamp, points to a cut above chharidar’s eyebrows, for everyone to see. A little bit of blood is still oozing from the wound. He sits resting against a bamboo post. He was on his way back from the town, a little late in the night as he usually does these days. Just as he reached Kapildeo’s mango grove on the outskirts of the town, a volley of stones started raining on him........Chharidar couldn’t see a soul what to speak of identifying anyone. But footsteps he has heard.

.........mahatmaji’s chelas don’t eat meat, fish or onion and garlic. How could such men think of physically assaulting somebody?......There! Another new episode in the village! Watch out chharidar, you had better not inform the dafadar about this incident.......The mere thought of thana-police causes Mahato’s heart to sink in fear.......Must be the handiwork of Dhorai and his gang. But all of them are right here....Chharidar’s wife was still at it, crying out loudly – I’ll get the whole gang of haramis
 handcuffed......Outside, the thun-thun ringing of bells around a horse’s neck, can be heard. Samuer is returning home in his carriage; he takes this road through Tatmatuli, everyday on his way back, ever since the liquor shop closed down. Oh! Then it’s quite late in the night. Come, let’s all go and let chharidar get some sleep. The milk from the shaora
 tree has been applied on the wound; it should heal up tomorrow. 

4.19 The Dak-peon comes to Tatmatuli

Ever since he became a hindu, Samuer commands more respect in Tatmatuli; merely owning  a horse is not reason enough for a kiristaan to get acknowledged. Even the Mahato and the nayebs talk about it; that, no doubt, they were hindus in the past. Can someone ever lose one’s caste? ‘Soan a nahi jaraichhe’; gold can only get purer and lustrous if it is fired. The man, after all, does not seem to be as bad as everyone took him to be earlier. When he drives his carriage to town in the morning, he offers a ride to Mahato, nayeb, chharidar, whoever he meets on the way. Prior to this, did anyone in Tatmatuli ever get to ride a horse drawn carriage? Even the Tatma children are mad about a ride. Nowadays the kiristaan Samuer has come to be known to all as ‘Samuer-bhai’. Once, even Mahato-ginni treated him to some pickle made from amloki. While driving his carriage to town and while coming back from there, he passes through Tatmatuli; and nowadays he seems very keen on striking up a conversation with everyone. He would tell such jucy stories about padresaheb that everyone would burst out laughing.

 ‘You are making up your stories, Samuer’.

‘Then listen to one more.’ And saying this, he would relate yet another implausible story about the padre-mem clad in black gowns. 

Whenever he is passing by, he would call – ‘Dhorai, are you home?’

Ramia replies from within the house, ‘No, he’s gone out early morning on his bullock cart and till now there is no trace of him.’

Whether Dhorai has gone out for work can be easily made out by the presence or other wise of the bullock and cart which are always kept outside the house. But he would invariably ask the question. Even to Mahato-ginni, this has struck as somewhat odd!

Dhorai dislikes this intimacy with Samuer. He cannot entertain Ramia and make her laugh with funny stories quite the way Samuer does. Dhorai is aware of this and it makes him feel diffident. He does not remember making Ramia laugh with his stories; but the way Samuer narrates his stories, Ramia rolls with laughter; Dhorai dislikes this immoderation. Since his childhood, Samuer must have eaten a lot of chicken and eggs at the saheb’s residence. And this thought makes Dhorai feel nauseated. The smell of garlic persists in the belched gas long after it is digested. In his earlier days, Samuer must have eaten many such disgusting food; his body must retain traces of such things even now. And to think of being so intimate with such a person......

Ramia must be alone. 

Many thoughts cross his mind as he makes his way back from chharidar’s house.

Outside the gate of his house Samuer has parked his car. That explains why the sound of the bells around the horse’sneck had stopped from sometime now. 

Ramia was the first to speak, ‘Come, hear it from him; the dak-peon was looking for you.’

‘Dak-peon, why?’

Samuer said that, in the town, the dak-peon enquired of him about Dhoraidas. There is a ‘moni-utter’ (money order) in your name.

‘Moni - utter?’

‘Yes, yes, money.’

Does the dak-peon deliver money? Dhorai dosen’t know what to do. Who could send money? How much money, Samuer can’t say. He can only say that the dak-peon was enquiring.

After Samuer leaves, asks Ramia, ‘Could it be Bawa, who sent the money?’

It had occurred to Dhorai as well as Samuer. Whenever it is a question of rupees who else could Dhorai think of? Not only Dhorai, all Tatmas know that what one earns by working is to be reckoned in annas – not rupees. People get rupees only by chance – by Ramji’s compassionate glance. No doubt it is Bawa who has sent it. So, Bawa does remember him even now.

That creates a stir in Tatmatuli – ‘moni-utter’, ‘moni-utter’! The  Mahato and the nayebs feel uneasy with envy in their hearts, fearing that Dhorai would grow even higher in stature now that he has brought the dak-peon into their midst.

Ramia holds forth to a courtyard filled with jhotahas who listen to her story in deep respect. That night neither Ramia nor Dhorai can sleep. They spend the whole night talking of money and talking of Bawa.

A few days later the peon arrives late when it is nearly dark. Misirji was then preparing to leave for home, disgusted with having to wait for hours for the arrival of the peon. From Babulal’s house comes the kajrouti
. The peon hands over three rupees from a cloth bag and a piece of paper torn from the ‘moni-utter’.

From Ayodhyaji, Bawa has sent three rupees for a ‘olayati’
 lantern. Nothing else is written in the piece of paper. A letter touched by Bawa’s hand – Dhorai turns it over and eyeing it from all directions. Memories of early childhood come back. Unnoticed by Ramia he smells the piece of paper – hoping to get the smell Bawa’s jata
. Then he carefully puts it away in the katha that Ramia had woven from bena grass.

Says the Mahato, ‘Its expensive – I mean this business of using a lantern. Its hard to say whether Bawa has done you a favour or not.’

Chharidar concurs, ‘ If a person has to be ruined, the zamindarbabus talk him into buying an elephant. Then let him bear the expenses.’

Haria’s son says, yes this is one of those things that should be financed by the panchayat. Then it would prove useful to all during social functions. To this the young group retorts angrily, ‘Enough of that. We have been hearing since our childhood that a chatai
 would be bought by the panchayat which it has failed to do till today. Now, you expect the panchas to perform a jugira and balvahi
 dance under a olayati lantern ! What happens to the large sums of money that are paid as fines?’

Mahato wants to hush-up this topic.

‘Dhorai, inspect the market and make sure you buy a good lantern. Don’t forget to sound the chimney glass – thonn! thonn!’

‘Do I have any experience in such matters? Why don’t you come along Mahato and the nayebs to help me buy a vilayati lantern.’

Ratia chharidar signals something to Mahato, with the eye beneath the bandaged eyebrow,.

‘No, no, it does not suit us tomorrow. We have some work....’

 - You think you are smart, arrey, you are half my age. I have not merely grown in years without learning a thing or two
. You are trying to get rid of us so that you can perform the teraha of Harkhoo’s father, tomorrow morning. You think I don’t realize this simple thing?.....

‘Dhorai, its better you take a lift in Samuer’s carriage when he is on his way to work early tomorrow morning. He has lots of experience of lighting lanterns in saheb houses and moreover if you go to Chhattisbabus shop in a carriage, you will be offered the genuine item, strong and lasting.
4.20 The Conflict of the Teraha and Tirsa

Heeding Mahato’s advice, Dhorai does go with Samuer to buy the lantern, but not in the morning but late in the afternoon. How could he go in the morning? However smart the elders imagine themselves to be, Dhorai and his gang, can read their evil designs even before they speak.

Dhorai, khabardar, don’t go in the morning. Or else we won’t be able to manage those five wild buffaoes – why five, its six, counting the chharidar.

Next morning, the ceremony of shaving of heads, gets done, amidst a lot of quarrelling and hurling of abuse. Puran, the designated barber of the Tatma kiriakarams, had been warned by the mahato and the nayebs, not to shave any head on the teraha of Harkoo’s father. Dhorai had fetched the son of the barber of Margama.

- the young barber would have hardly listened to anyone, had Dhorai not been present. Dhorai had taken a cart-load of goods to the mela of Kushi-snan
, where he met this barber’s son. The grindstone he bought at the fair, was hauled, free of cost, right upto his doorstep by Dhorai. The barber could hardly then be expected, now, not to heed Dhorai’s request. 

Dhorai had also contacted the priest of the Mungeria Tatmas of Margama but, in the end, his services were not required. Misirji himself agreed to do the puja. Ratia chharidar had threatened Misirji saying that he would get the Ramayana paath at the thann discontinued. In reply Dhorai had merely asked, ‘Chharidar, would you take the help of the dafadar to stop the Ramayana paath?’ This raised a laugh which prevented the chharidar from giving a proper reply.

Dhorai was lucky to have taken along Samuer to buy the lantern. Or he would have been cheated outright – only because Samuer was there, could he alert him that it to the fact it was the most usual thing for the shopkeepers to cheat on the wick; make sure you get a wick with a blue border. That night Samuer had lighted the vilayati lantern in Dhorai’s house. There was not much crowd. The mahato and the nayebs were angry and visiting Dhorai could be considered improper under the circumstances. And Dhorai’s own gang was at Harkhoo’s busy making arrangements for the feast of the teraha.

‘Isn’t it just like daylight?’ says Ramia.

Samuer tell Dhorai, ‘the light you have purchased, Dhorai, is just the thing that lights a shop. Now you ought to open a shop. Your wife will be the grocer; she will weigh the goods, Ramay – Ram – Ram; Ramay – do - do; duye-teen-teen
...’. 

(One-one-one; One-two-two; Two-three-three...)

Ramia rolls with laughter.

Dhorai dosen’t like these funny remarks of Samuer; not in in the least. Neither can he say anything to him; after all he has put in so much effort to help him buy the lantern. Dhorai remembers Bawa whose gift in the shape of a lantern now floods his courtyard with light. In fact everything is his gift – hut, cart, bullocks, Ramia, in short everything in this world that is dear to Dhorai’s heart. Bawa has not forgotten him even after going over to the land of Ramji. How many times has he, on his part, thought of Bawa? During the past one month, not for once did he think of going to gosainthaan and all for this girl who just cannot stop giggling everytime that Samuer opens his mouth.

- in earlier days this girl had such enthusiasm about going to gosainthaan to light the lamp. nowadays she dosen’t even think of it. No, no, he is being unfair to her; after all she lights the lamp daily at the tulasi-tala  in the courtyard. He has himself told him not to step outside the house.

Samuer is busy telling some funny story; Ramia sits listening with open mouth. If only Dhorai could be such a teller of stories.

He gets up suddenly, picking up the lantern.

‘I’m off; I’ll show the light at Bawa’s thaan and then be on my way to the feast at Harkhoo’s house. Let this present from Bawa be of use to others.’

· He keeps to himself the desire to show off the lantern to the neighbourhood.

The feast at Harkhoo’s house has drawn quite a crowd. People, squatting
 in eight rows of bamboo mats are having their food. Some more wait for their turn in the next batch. Dhorai and his friends had never imagined such a thumping defeat of mahato and the nayebs. Dhorai is applauded and his name is heard on every lip. It was he who brought the barber, his was the lantern, he is no doubt the key figure; the others are ‘hidden behind the mountain’..... Hearing his praise on every lip, Dhorai is beginning to feel himself as big as mahato. Scenes from a world of dreams come flooding in – he is elected the mahato by the community when the present mahato dies; he is using the funds accruing from fines, to buy a chatai for Tatmatuli; a dholok for the group of bhajan singers; a huge cauldron for use in festive meals; Ratia chharidar has been summarily dismissed and Harkhoo appointed to the post; Bawa will come and find that his Dhorai has become the mahato of the village; Ramia will be referred to as Mahato-ginni; true she does resemble a ginni
 these days....

He remembers all on a sudden that the poor girl is all alone at home. He gets restless.

As soon as he is over with washing his hands after the meals, Dhorai says, ‘ let the light remain here. It will be required for the next batch.’

‘Dhorai can’t wait anymore’ – everyone breaks into laughter.
4.21 The Hero
 of the Teraha-Yajna bashes his wife

Dhorai is walking back home at a swift pace. The clamour issuing from the house of the feasting has grown dim. A pall of mist hung about on all sides. It is the end of the month of kartik
; chhath
 puja is due the day after tomorrow. Ramia must have gone off to sleep by now; how long could one stay awake, alone. The cold sand beneath the feet and the grass wet with ‘dew, drew quivering and chill’
. In his hands he held the ‘mukhsudh’
 that was served at the meal’s end; a piece of this, he’ll put in the mouth of a sleeping Ramia and only then wake her up. What’s that huge thing in front! Oh, a carriage, Samuers! The horse, untethered is grazing on the roadside. So Samuer hasn’t left. He is still here, so late in the night! He had come around evening and he is till gossiping; that makes his blood boil. Ought to show at least some outward sense of decorum! So clever, yet so unmindful is Ramia! What will the neighbours think; to be gossiping late into the night with a wretch like Samuer! Looking into the courtyard from outside the gate he finds no one; but their voices are heard. The words cannot be made out from this distance. The sound of Ramia’s laughter, that tittering mirth, can be heard. Perhaps they were laughing at Dhorai.

On entering the house, Dhorai finds them gossiping, seated on the porch. They are not clearly visible in the faint light from the lamp at the Tulasi-tala
. Samuer stands up as Dhorai makes his entry. ‘I was standing guard over your wife. You seemed to be arriving...forever. I sure haven’t waited for you a little while. You’ve left behind the vilayati lantern, haven’t you?’

Dhorai does not reply to his words. Solemnly draws water from the earthen pot and sits down to wash his feet. 

“Achha, then, let me take my leave. Its quite late already.’

Dhorai or Ramia, neither makes a reply.

She knows only too well that Dhorai gets angry whenever she gossips with Samuer. And Dhorai had made that clear on many previous occasions. Ramia never paid heed to these sentiments. But today, Dhorai seems a little too solemn. She laughs inwardly; after we lie down, it will take only a few nice words to calm down his anger.

As soon as Samuer leaves, Dhorai enters the room, walking in firm, brisk steps.

‘Ramia!’

From the tone of his voice, Ramia could make out that today his anger was somewhat in excess of what she had gauged. ‘Must be due to his recent triumph in the Teraha affair.’

‘If I find you talking to Samuer, I’ll skin you raw.’

‘Why?’

‘You have the cheek to ask ‘why’!’ Dhorai is aflame with rage. Holding her by the tuft of her hair, he whacks her a couple of times, across her face and on her head. ‘She talks like pachhima Misirji but behaves like a Tatmatuli jhotaha. The audacity to retort back! I’ll use the bullock whip and thrash you sober. The courtyard wasn’t enough; had to get on to the porch and do the flirting all this while.’

Ramia was stunned at first. She had never even dreamt that Dhorai would have the guts to beat her up. Blood rushes to her head in anger. She stands up. ‘Don’t take me as one of those women of your brutish Tatma clan; those frail-bodied jhotahas carrying their weeding spades. Bawa’s money has puffed you up! The beggar has chanced upon wealth; so he desires to lock up his wife indoors like the way the babubhaiyas do. To do that, at least you need to learn the cultured ways of the babubhaiyas....’. Ramia leaves the house shouting and abusing. ‘My parents haven’t taught me to keep house with such marads....’

‘Well, your parents, we know enough about them! Try your luck with Samuer. See you coming back in no time like a bitch.’.....

Slowly, the neighbours gather around. It is a common enough affair in Tatmatuli. Especially before the start of the harvesting season, the jhotaha bashing becomes more frequent. The neighbours intervene and stop the fight. A little later the two have their meals and lie down in their bed, as if nothing untoward ever happened. But this is the first incidence of a fight in Dhorai’s house and that is why the neighbours are more inquisitive. Dhorai goes straight to bed without answering any questions. From the conversation among the crowd it is learnt that Ramia has gone to Rabia’s house where she is shouting herself hoarse. After a while Dhorai’s courtyard is cleared out.

The mist grows denser and settles firmly on the bosom of Tatmatuli. 

4.22 Test by Fire

Next morning, finding Ramia still not coming back, Dhorai finally goes over to Rabia’s house. By then he is filled with remorse. What has he done in a fit of rage! Tomorrow is chhath parav and today Ramia is supposed to be fasting. Did she have her meal last night? How could she when Samuer had been sitting there since evening.

Rabia’s wife tells him that Rabia has taken her early in the morning to Mahato; Ramia will seek the panchayat’s verdict. Rabia’s wife has no time to talk. All the preparations for the chhath festival remains to be done; when she hardly has time to breathe how could she be expected to sit down for a chat with Dhorai.

Dhorai’s self respect is hurt; not merely self-respect, his self confidence too takes a hit.

Ramia is such a fool! It’s their personal affair that she has taken up with the Mahato and the nayebs! Where was the need to blow up this simple matter? Has she forgotten that tomorrow is the chhath-parav? The first chhath parav in their married life. Dhorai has no idea of the various and sundry items that need to be brought to be used in preparation for the festival. What a pity that his young wife should stay out of the house during the chhath-parav, engaged in filing a complaint against him. His colourful world is slowly fading into darkness.

That day Dhorai does not go out with his cart to work fearing that Ramia may come back and not find him home. The moment she returns home, he will ask for forgiveness. With a smile at the corner of her lips, she will sit down to start the fire and cook the rice for Dhorai. No, no, there is no question of cooking rice today. Today after a bath, she will set about washing the wheat for preparing the thekua
 for the chhath puja. From Dhangartuli, Dhorai will get batabi-lebu
, sugarcane, and from Sauji’s shop, jaggery and oil for frying the thekua......

Sitting in the courtyard, Dhorai is lost in thought. Time stands still and he feels very lonely. Ramia, Ramia, Ramia. The katha woven from bena grass, the Tulasi-tala and the earthen stove neatly plastered with gobar
, in short everything in the household has something of Ramia.

The mooing of the bullocks is heard from outside. Oh! Haven’t given the bullocks any fodder or water today. Completely forgotten about it.

Dhorai get up in haste.

While he is feeding the bullocks, Ratia chhharidar comes to inform him that the panchayat will deliberate on Ramia’s complaint tonight; that he should present himself there.

If it was a matter of public concern, as in the teraha case, Dhorai could well go against the wishes of the mahato and the nayebs; but this complaint is filed by Ramia herself. Dhorai has done wrong; he will admit all his mistakes in the panchayat. He was already feeling stifled and longed for a respite from the empty house. Dhorai will fetch a drummer from Margama to escort Ramia tomorrow, at close of night, when she goes to the Maranadhar to float the chhath-lamp
, just as way it is with the babubhaiyas. Even if it requires an expenditure of eight annas or even ten annas! Let the jhotahas of Tatmatuli witness the grandeur of the chhath, performed by a pachhima woman. How is she going to do to all the work after returning from the panchayat. She has to wash the clothes with the saji-mati
, clean the room and courtyard with gobar, grind the wheat, the umpteen tasks related to the chhath-parav. To help her with the work, in advance, he sets about cleaning the courtyard with gobar. Ramia will be taken aback when she returns home. While cleaning the porch, he remembers the spot where Ramia sat last night. He applies a larger quantity of gobar to the spot where Samuer sat; that shala is the root of all evil. Dhorai wants to forget him.

The courtyard, cleaned to a shine by Dhorai’s own hands, vibrate with colourful shades, as it catches the light of the evening sky. With unaccustomed hands he lights the lamp in the Tualsi-tala. He fills the lamp with oil, so that it keeps burning till Ramia comes home. A little bit of oil, he leaves in the bottle; Ramia cannot take bath without oil, even for a single day.....

Uttering the name of Ramji, in reverence, Dhorai sets out fron home. On reaching mahato’s house, he finds that mahato and the nayebs have already come in. He had expected to find Ramia there, as well; but Ramia is not there. Perhaps she is inside mahato’s house, talking to Fuljharia. Dhorai is surprised most to find Samuer there. Why is this ‘kiristaan-to-the-core’ lecher sitting beside the mahato and the nayebs, in silence, like a bagula-bhakat
? Has Ramia cited Samuer as a witness? That would mean that everyone knows already that Samuer is the cause of yesterday nights quarrel. Dhorai feels extremely ashamed.

‘Sit down, Dhorai’. Chharidar points to a place to sit. ‘Listen Dhorai, we better finish the business fast; tomorrow is chhath. Where is Ramia?’ 

Rabia’s wife answers from outside. ‘The whole day she has been keeping the fast of chhath and now she isn’t feeling well. She hadn’t eaten last night as well. Moreover she has ‘swollen feet’
. We told her that she needn’t go there since we will be present. In any case she has already said everything to the mahato and the nayebs in the morning. Sit at home and guard the wheat-jaggery and the fruits. These belong to the Sun-maharaj and cannot be kept indoors.
’

‘All right, that’s enough’

Dhorai’s trial begins. ‘Swollen feet’! Dhorai feels surprised. Dhorai admits that he has beaten Ramia in a fit of rage.

‘He scolds my daughter all day. Doesn’t let her go out of the house. Beats her up if she talks to any male; even when she has ‘swollen feet’. You are the pancha; malik of the community. Quell his pride of money; money that he got by chance and not with his own effort.’ - Rabia’s wife starts weeping exaggeratedly. 

No one knows better than Dhorai that the mahato and the nayebs are against him. He knows the real reason each one of them has for being angry with him. Even then he is willing to accept, without a protest, whatever punishment the panchas decide on. From now on he will try not to be suspicious with Ramia. He will let her go everywhere. She has ‘swollen feet’; this had not occurred to Dhorai before.

‘Despite her ‘swollen feet’, the pachhima girl cannot get rid of her flirting,’ says Babulal, trying to turn the tide of the conversation.

Says the asthamatic Tetor, even as he coughs, ‘that epithet of pachhima girl is just empty sound; actually she is worse than our jhotahas.’

Outside, the raucous conversation of the jhotahas, suddenly subsides. Mahato is about to speak. Chup, Silent all of you!

‘We are your well wishers, Dhorai.’ Everyone nods assent to this comment of Mahato – arrey, Dhorai is but our own son.

Dhorai stares at the faces around him in amazement. Never in his life has he seen the Mahato and the nayebs take this attitude; and he never expected them to show any sympathy for him. He is at a loss to understand anything. He looks at Babulal, but Babulal quickly averts his eyes. He is in unable to comprehend what is going on

‘To deal with a pachhima girl, is quite beyond our capabilities. She is a difficult thing to ‘digest’.’

Mahato ginnis voice is heard from outside. That time around, the nayebs had easily ‘digested’ that affair about Ramia carrying the lota to the maidan to relieve herself. On that occassion, one could understand Dhorai’s madness for a young girl, but how could you stomach the insult to the community? 

‘Who has given you the permission to speak in the panchayati? Chharidar! Remove everyone from here.’ Rabia’s wife protests loudly – it has to deal with our daughter; how can you prevent us from hearing the proceedings?

‘Achha, achha, let them stay.’

‘Yes, so you see Dhorai, we had warned you, in advance, about the marriage. The girl is as strong and unyielding as an elephant, reared in a different clime – the pachhima pani. ka na karai abala prabal’
......Mahato is cut short by Babulal, who fills in the next line – ‘ke hi jag kaalu na khai’
 . Balulal wants to impress on everyone that he is no newcomer to the Ramayan.

Neither is the asthamatic Tetor far behind when it comes to quoting the Ramayan; he too joins in –

‘Nij pratibimbu baruku gahi jaee |

Jani na jaee nari gati bhai || ‘

While it may still be possible to catch hold of ones reflection in a mirror, the mind of a woman may never be known. 

Nothing seems to make sense to Dhorai. What are the Mahato and the nayebs upto? Why is no one saying anything against Dhorai? Everyone seems bent on speaking against Ramia. And why are the people in the panchayat so unusually quiet? Why is no one abusing him?...... .....‘Ramia came herself to tell us that she will never go back to you.’.......Slowly, the faces of the people assembled in the panchayat, fade away from Dhorai’s eyes. He hides his face in his knees. He is unable to sit straight anymore, bent down by the weight of a head that has grown too heavy. He felt as if he was sitting on top of a wheat-crushing grindstone wheel that went round and round. And over the din of the grindstone, the voice of Rabia’s wife, choking with tears, reached his ears. 

‘My daughter, the coercion and bullying she suffers at the hands of Dhorai. Not for a moment is she allowed to rest. She is not allowed to smile; not allowed to step outside the house, not even to the fouji well. Is she a parrot that she’ll be kept locked up in a cage? Everyday my daughter used to complain to me in tears. She has suffered enough at the hands of that son-of-a-beggar turned rich fellow. Even the women of the babubhaiya households, go out on the streets of Jirania, hawking Mahatmaji’s salt
; and this ‘honourable’ person wants to lock up my daughter inside the house. Spent his life begging and now he wants to show off his vilayiti lantern to us. Why should I shut up? When he beats up my pregnant daughter and breaks her bones should I be the one to keep shut? You are the pancha, the five elders and our lords. I pray you don’t ask my daughter to go back to that rouge. Let him take back the amount of money he paid as dowry to the girl.’ The words that follow from Rabia’s wife are stifled by the sound of crying, and cannot be made out.

The mention of money shocks Dhorai. The sound of the grindstone in his ears, stops suddenly; and with it the revolving. How strange! Rabia’s wife offering to pay the money; when the zamindar’s decree (for non-payment of rent) is hanging over her head. The grains of rice, that Misirji counted during their marriage, were actually odd in numbers; Dhorai had not been mistaken then. That matter is now settled beyond doubt.

Finally Babulal speaks up. ‘You seem to suggest that the girl will not stay with Dhorai. With whom will such a grown-up girl stay? The problem may not be of immediate concern as the harvesting season is near at hand, but what about thereafter?’

Rabia’s wife, her face hidden behind the veil, replies sobbing, ‘ That girl would rather die than go back to Dhorai. Pray, now, you settle her marriage with someone else.’ 

At this point, Mahato clears his throat –

- ‘Since the topic is raised let me say certain things very clearly. We are going to allow that girl to marry again in Tatmatuli. We have already suffered once for our indulgence...’

A huge stone has ensconced itself inside Dhorai’s head blocking all words and thoughts that are trying to gain entry. He feels somewhat weak. The water used for the marriage ceremony was drawn from the fouji well - the well which is not given in marriage. Why did he not object to it then?

‘This pregnant girl will be difficult to give in marriage elsewhere. Among our community such marriages are acceptable to a degree. But will outsiders heed what our elders rule on this matter....’

Dhorai is sweating all over. A cold dizziness has settled somewhere near the centre of his head. Marriage.....Ramia......words, which mean something that constanly keep slipping from his grasp.

‘What is more, the money Dhorai has spent for his marriage, ought to be recovered too. He may, as well, need it if he wishes to marry again.’

‘Yes, that was a fair comment you made in the spirit of justice, Mahato.’

In the midst of this conversation, Samuer had not said anything all the while. Sitting in a corner, he had been picking at his teeth with a stalk of grass and occasionally spitting. He says with a gulp, ‘If you all agree, I am willing to shell out Dhorai’s money.’ Dhorai’s ears prick up. Even if Samuer did not say it in as many words that he is willing to marry Ramia, his words are unambiguous....... 

The rage smouldering within Dhorai bursts into flames. What dare you say? I’ll pull out your tounge. I’ll ‘beat you till I loosen all your veins’
. Dhorai is on his feet; his eyes spitting fire.

Mahato is a trifle alarmed. ‘Dhorai, sit down and take it easy. Samuer, its not only a matter of your offering the money. It needs to be ascertained whether Ramia is willing, as well.’.....

Rabia answers on behalf of Samuer – ‘Only this evening, she has said in front of the chharidar that she is willing.’

The muscles on Dhorai’s hands and shoulders have hardened and bulged out. Is he about to leap like a tiger on the panchas.....

‘They have been bribed into colluding against me, this gang of cheats!’ Dhorai shouts at the top of his voice. Innumerable sparks as from a lightning radiate from his ferocious eyes. His body, his arms, have come to possess the unbounded strength of bajrangbali
 Mahavirji. He seems to have grown considerably in size
. With a blast from the mouth, he is capable of blowing into disarray, in an instant, these hafat-rangi
 ants in front of him; capable of grabbing and flinging them as far he wishes; with a single exhalation, blowing them away just as the storm does to the simul-cotton in the Bakarhatta meadows; tear into pieces that dog, Samuer. This herd of panchayati goats run to graze on any patch of green they catch sight of. But does he have the time to deal with these lice now?....Ramia......first of all Ramia....that pachhima bazari-aurat
 Ramia; - Ramia wants to marry Samuer......has been deceiving him for all these days......said that Samuer looked like a monkey.....The people assembled in the room move out of his way in fear. He himself does not realize when and how he comes out of Mahato’s house; the entire universe seems to have dissolved from his view. The pachhima snake he had nurtured in his bosom has finally struck. With him, she even makes fun of Samuer, calling him a brown-eyed cat....... I failed to see the truth, for all these days!.... The universe is engulfed in fire ......shaking violently, whirling round, the ground beneath the feet is slipping away......let it slip away, but no one has the power to stop him from getting to that snake, not even Mahavirji or Gosainji, nor Ramchandraji Himself! The cosmic winds have been hushed into silence by the rupturous dance in every vein in his body. His fingers are clenching into fists; now it can pulverize the universe into dust; each and every atom of this universe has acted against him, throughout his life....has made what is sweet, turn sour and tasteless....

The dog that hangs around Rabia’s house, lets out a sharp sudden cry and runs away.

A lamp is burning in the courtyard. Ramia is drowsing, propped up against a bamboo pole. After a whole day of fasting, she has dozed off while guarding the items collected for chhath puja.......

Jhuththi
 .....bazari aurat. pachhima kutti
. Dhorai does not find words to express the terrible anguish that was tormenting his mind. But of what use are words?.......take it...take this kick......these blows and whacks...take it; take it here...here....here....on the head, face, back...all over the body.....the stalk of sugarcane, kept ready for the chhath parav, breaks with a snap.

He wants to trample upon, tear up, smash and pulverize the body of the haramzadi
 - now it hardly stirs even when pushed by the feet......

Dhorai has left Rabia’s house and stepped into the dark night. What need he care for the world which has gone against him. Rabia’s dog is barking somewhere behind him; there is a movement of lights in the direction of the thaan. Perhaps everybody is out searching for him with his own lantern.....There was a gash on Ramia’s forehead....Dhorai is moving towards darkness along his ‘pakki’. Far away in Revan-guni’s house a flickering lamp is burning. A thought ocurrs to him all on a sudden; that night – that distant night – Revan-guni had asked him to pay his dues without delay. No, he doesn’t wish to remain indebted to none. He pulls out a one-anna paisa tucked in his waist cloth and naming Ravan-guni as the intended beneficiary, throws it into the darkness. On the pakki-stone, it produces only a faint clack, not quite loud enough to interrupt, even for a moment, the drone of a cricket somewhere near by.

Thok, thok! Thok, thok! Thok, thok! - the sound of the incessant hammering of the kamar-pakhi
 heard, somewhere in the distance...in Tatmatuli.

� AF:  God of the Dhangars


� Where the male crocodile and the female crocodile frolic in the water, let us go and see.  


� A water weed with medicinal properties, its botanical name in Enhydra fluctuance Lour.


� TF: earthen bowl used for smokinh tobacco


� TF: a practise followed by the spritually initiated.


� TF: a genre of folk poetry sung during the month of chaitra (March-April) that usually speak of love. This also is the month of Ramnavami – the birth of Ramji – and the invocation ‘ho Rama’ is commonly found in chaiti songs.


� AF: A traditional chaiti song sung in Tatmatuli.


� TF: the second and final return of the bride from her father’s home marking the end of the marriage ceremony.


� TF: The reference is to the salt satyagraha of 1930. 


� angrej or Britisher.


� a metal pan to be used here for heating water.


� musalmans


� There are several kings by the name ‘Bharat’ in puranic lore; (a) son of Shakuntala and Dushyant, (b) son of Dasaratha and Kaikeyi and younger brother of Rama, and finally (c) son of Rhishavadev and Jayanti. The present allusion is probably to king Bharat (c) whose episode is found in the Bhagvata-puranas. This pious king was undergoing a life of an asetic in a forest, when one day he saves the life of a new born deer. He it with a lot of love and affection and slowly becomes so infatuated with the deer that he neglects his own spiritual activities as an asetic. This is somewhat ironic since Bharat had left his own wife and sons to lead the life of an asetic.


� AF: Another line from the chaiti song sung in Tatmatuli.


� Brahmin who ascertains the auspicious hour for any ritual. 


� fire tongs


� asetic’s bowl


� AF: the Government’s Cadastral Survey


� A superior of chowkidars


� literally, mother and father; you are our sole protector and benefactor.


� TF: The ‘Gaanhi Bawa’ in the earlier part of the story, reappears as Mahatmaji; It may be noted that between the first advent of Gandhi in Champaran (1917) to the salt satyagraha (1930) the title of ‘Mahatma’, first conferred on him by Tagore in 1919, had become popular.


� AF:A king who is given to sin and has lost his righteousness (dharma), causes distress by punishing his subjects – Tulsidas.


� AF: The Tatmas of Tatmatuli call themselves Kanouji Tatmas. The Tatmas who work as brick-masons are referred to as Mungeria Tatmas. While engaged in construction work, the women of the Mungeria Tatmas have to climb ladders and are hence looked down upon by the women of Tatmatuli. 


� AF: People in these parts believe that drinking during the summer days keeps one healthy.


� AF: song about a girl with a ‘slim waistline’.


� AF: a variety of corn mainly eaten by the poor. ‘Litti’ is something very similar to a roti.


� AF: horse drawn carriages for hire are known by this name in Jirania.


� the grog-shop


� Durga puja


� The deity, Durga


� a bordering district in West Bengal


� AF: After they were invested with the sacred thread, the Tatma community witnessed a sharp division of opinion regarding the timing of the obsequial rites; as to whether it ought to be done 13 days or 30 days after the event of death. The 30th  day rule was being followed traditionally. Among those local communities who had newly become twice-born, this has been the bone of contention, often leading to factionism, fighting and even police intervention. The pro-change faction wants to have the rites performed on the 13th day, as is the practice among the Brahmins and Kshatriyas.


� probably a quote from Tulasidas


� low born


� streblus asper; a large shrub or tree which oozes a milky fluid when its leaves are torn or  its  bark cut.


� an small metal container with a lid, used for  collecting carbon soot by placing it over an oil lamp. The finely deposited carbon black is applied to the eyes of a child. Presumably the carbon black is to be used for putting the thumb impression of the receiver of the money order.


� Vilayati 


� matted hair


� a reed mat


� AF: Jugira and Balvahi are two types of folkdance.


� the expression used translated literally goes as follows: my grey hair isn’t merely on account of exposure to the sun.


� The ceremony of bathing in river Kushi.


� a manner of keeping count while measuring; Ram here stands for the number one, Do is two, Teen is three. 


� AF: for dining in company, a narrow strip of bamboo matting is laid on the ground for the people to place their feet on and sit on their heels. 


� an experienced and respectable housewife


� The word in the text is ‘kulapati’ which means head of the kula or clan; it may also mean an acharya or preceptor/teacher. Kulapati is here associated with a yajna, an association which is not common. The various participants and actors in a yajna are (1) yajman – who is the beneficiary of the yajna, (2) Ritwik or yajak – he who supervises and/or performs the yajna, these could be of three types - Hota ( rig-vedic ) or  Adhwaryu (Yayur-vedic ) and Udgata (sam-vedic ). Since the Teraha ceremony signifies an elevation of caste status for the Tatmas, and since Dhorai is the prime mover and key figure in the whole process, he is in a sense the originator (pati) of a ‘new’ clan (kula). In terms of the yajna as social metaphor, Dhorai, it would seem, is a ritwik. We have chosen to keep it simple by using ‘hero’ in place of ‘kulapati’.


� mid November


� AF: sixth day of the bright half of the moon; worship of the Sun.


� with due acknowledgements to Emily Dickinson ( Because I could not stop for Death)


� AF: a mouth freshening thing : betel nut or paan.


� the space below the tulasi tree which is kept clean for puja and lighting the lamp.


� AF: a dry cake made from wheat flour and jaggery; used in chhath puja.


� citrus decumana; grape fruit, a large sized lemon named thus on account of its origins in Batavia.


� solution of cow-dung, earth and water, used for cleaning and plastering earthen floors and walls.


� AF: the day after the chhath parav, before dawn, the women float lighted lamps on rivers or lakes, as offering to Goddess shashthi and the Sun-god. On this occassion, on their way to the river, women from all households, in keeping with their means, present a display of grandeur.


� Fuller’s earth 


� literally “as devout as an egret”, meaning ‘a thief in a saints garb’.


� AF: she is pregnant


� AF: chhath is a vulgar form of the word shashthi (a goddess). But the worshipping is both of Shashthi and Sun-god. The general public consider the Sun worship as the main chhath puja. The various items used in this puja are kept and handled with the greatest ritual purity. The Tatmas know it too well that any lack of cleanliness and ritual purity, in these undertakings, will cause Sun-god to curse them with leprosy.


� AF: there is no telling what a powerful women is capable of doing - Tulasidas


� AF: there is no worldy object that Time does not destroy. The complete line from Tulasidas is as follows – ‘ka na karai abala prabal ke hi jag kalu na khai’.


� AF : It may still be possible to catch hold of ones reflection in a mirror, but the mind of a woman may never be known. – Tulasidas.


� Gandhiji’s salt satyagraha.


� AF: In the local lingo, it is used in the sense of – ‘beat you to a pulp’.


� AF: Mahavirji is known as the one who is strong and possessing an adamantine body. (TF: Hanuman, the foremost disciple of Ramchandraji, is renowned for the three qualities of infinite physical strength, utter devotion and supreme knowledge)


� as in the Ramayana, where Hanuman adopts this technique of outsizing his enemies and then proceeds to demolish them.


� AF: those who change colours every week; fickle minded


� AF: a licentious woman


� AF: liar


� AF: dog.


� the low-born wretch


� AF: a type of owl; from a distance its cry resembles the sound of hammering.
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