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reality around him. In fact, the narrative
Interest is markedly subordinate to the lyrical
or philosophical or symbolical intentions of
the writer. In insulating the character from his
Immedlate environment and confronting him,
Incidentally, with total self-revelation ; in the
Inability to solve the fundamental problem of
how to live life and, thereby, to fall to
communicate with the reader, so that he has to
understand the meaninglessness of it all, either
indirectly or through his own experience, the
impressionistic short story breaks through the
Aristotlean definition of a beginning, a middle
and an end. Instead, it achieves the condition
of a lyric. The impressionistic short story may
thus become a peculiarly romantic way of
knowing experience in a sick age which ‘can
connect nothing with nothing’.

Finally, | must express my gratitude to
Tabinda Husain for making the cover design. |
am also grateful to Mr. Shabar Husain for his
invaluable assistance In making this venture
worthwhile.

Lahore : S.J.A.
November, 1969.
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THE ADDICT

(1)

HE woke up from his deep slumber. It was evening.
As the old Chaudhri opened his eyes on his tattered,
sinful bed, he felt the growing terrors settling on his
waking life. The vacant Haveli was staring horridly
at him. He seemed to have live ~ for a hundred years
in that one evening nap.
““Shamsu ! where are you ?”’

The only servant was preparing the hooka for the
old man.

“‘Here I am Chaudhri jee."
“Where is Walayat, Shamsu 2’

““He has work to do. Already the Haveli needs
repairs.’’

““What time is it, Shamsu ?”’
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THE ADDICT

he had lain on his deceitful bed facing this cruel, hot
storm with its dusty whirlwinds as they swept into the
courtyard and against the decaying Haveli. Now as
Shamsu banged the main door after him a shadow
of ur ency crept into the place. He was feeling
wearier than ever before.

He shouldn’t have taken a larger dose, he felt.
It would surely upset his stomach. And then his son,
Walayat, would have to resort to all kinds of nasty
medicines and injections. And injections he detested.
But, then, he loved his son, who was a doctor and who
had left the city and come to 1’ ¢ with him in the
ancestral Haveli only to look after his beloved father.
All of a sudden he blurte

““I wonder what is keeping him so late in the
hospital. I don’t like this frivolous abit of
staying out of doors so late. And he knows he
has a sick father to attend ...”

He was his last passio in 1 e. He was going to
redeem the whole lecherous 2amily. So the old
man was always fussy about his prized possession.
He knew that the gaping walls of the ominous ruins
around him needed repair, which his so would
provide. And he felt regenerated and afraid at the
same time. He was wondering why Walayat had
refused Jameela’s father that day > Was he interested
in somebody else ? The old man recovered himself and
chuckled understandingly :

““He told me he will remain a bachelor all his
life. Throughout his years he has tried to be
dif rent from his progenitors.”’

The Chaudhri’s own grandfather, the one-time
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THE MASK

renowned Jagirdar, had spent no less than a fortune on
his son’s marriage. He had sold half his lands to get the

money. They had to bring all that money on a cart—
sacks full of silver coins—as well as hire a gunman.

and one day. the C}}audhri thought, he would arrange
Walavat's wedding in the same grand manner.
““But why hasn’t he come home vet 2’

And he stopped dreaming.

(1)

The sun rose above his ugl- bed. Now the dust
was getting warmer. It was beginning to suffocate

him. I : turnec the pillow sideways, clinging to the

cooler part with his mouth wide open. The Ramadan
of his abstinence was over. He felt the dust revealing
millions of pamful memories.

¢‘Shamsu, what 1s the time ?”°

‘“Your son does not want to come to the Haveli.’

‘“‘Bring me the bowl of water.”’

‘I can’t. He is asleep in the hospital.””
At this the old man clasped the blanket in pain. In
the o " 10us silence, the old Chaudhri felt as if the
Havelt was grin: ing at him with its sombre face.

“‘Shamsu, he promised his mother he wouldn’t do
it again.”’

““But why did he sleep in the hospital, Chaudhri
jee 27’

16



THE ADDICT

If he had stayed in the city he could have earned a
lot more and far more quickly. He should have lived
away from the Haveli, this callous, inhuman enemy of
his forefathers. He knew this. Then why did he choose
to be a deliberate victim. He could have escaped
heredity. He was different. He was not like him
at all. Then why had he slept all night in the
hospital ? The patients could have turned him mad.
And then morphine !... He knew Walayat shouldn’t
have been born. And throughout his years he thought
he was going to be different ! And yet he will be similar
to that filth, that horrible infection in his blood.

““Yes, Shamsu, let him sleep. We must not
repair the ruins of L_is heartless coquette. We
shall have no more marriages. We must let these
walls crumble to dust.”

Now the burden of life dr ted away. He saw it all.
He was the wound and the blade ; he was the victim
and the executioner. But he was feeling relieved.
He had nothing to hope for. As usual in this Haveli,
life had given birth to death. And he saw it all as
clearly and vividly as an early morning dream.

“Shamsu, give me that bowl,”” he said loudly.
Grabbing it from the servant, he flung the clay utensil
far into the courtyard. It hit one of the parched
walls, splashing some water on the dust, and landed
gn tlﬁe floor. Uncanny as it seemed, the bowl did not

reak.
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ELECTRA

‘Uncertain and cruel.” He hurled a mute curse
at the sky.

‘It is bitter cold for the month of...’

He was shivering, Sickness in the heart. The light
from a nearby lamp-post cast a brilliant reflection 1n
the water. That whirring noise again. The images
furiously disturbed.  Footsteps. ~More [footsteps.
Steadily the reflections cleared. Dark nooks of memory.
He remembered everything !

The dinner was to go until twelve that night.
The marriage was being celebrated with eclat. Despite
the sparkling gaiety a sombre mood prevailed. Oddly
enough, Aslam exhibited odd manners of repressed
anxiety. The way he talked to young girls, tapping
them on their backs and drawing himself perilously
near to them, made him look rather frivolous. She
watched him with a strange terror in her eyes, then
quietly slipped to her room with an excuse. Aslam
explained confidentially to him that she suffered
from some periodical fits. ¢ = ad loved Jallal, who
had betrayed her. Vaguely he felt something swrong
somewhere. As for Aslam, he was already amusing
himself in his alarmingly vulgar fashion. Turning to
the crowd, he was saying :

““They sleep in separate beds tonight. You
know she has a headache ! Don’t worry, boy, you’ll
have the fun...”” He had had too many pegs of
Champagne. Or so it seemed.

Late that night, when he was seeing off the
guests, his wife locked up in her room and Aslam
drunk asleep, he felt fear as the last parting guest
went striding off into the night,
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TH MASK

with each other in the garden... The cold air. The
frozen sweat on his brow. Wasn’t he supp-sed to be
drunk ? The door of the Operation Thecatre had
opened slowly. Two ‘jamadars’ dragged the trolly

with the stretcher to the mortuary. The creaking
noise from the wheels. Pain,

Death. Pain. Desolation. f.ave you ever laughed
at death. Well he had...... What else did he remember?

A car stopped near the age-old footpath. A thick
voice filled the air:

: ‘Lift p :ase.” Silence. The car
sped in o the night. \ ay down across the wide road,
he felt, " e cou st . hear the muffled echo from the
g aveyard :

‘Ha ! Ha! Ha V’
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YOUTH

‘““What shall we do tomorrow ?
What shall we ever do 7’ [T.S. Eliot]

E returned home for the vacations. The sudden

break from the monotony « Un’ ersity life brought
a juvenile freshness to him—a somewhat wistful,
romantic agony. It was an altogether new feeling.
Before that, life had been none too pleasing. How he
longed for a change from the tedium. No wonder he
had grown restless, lately. And now, as he watched
the summer clouds sailing in the warm breeze, he felt
elated. Even as he breathed the sweet-stale air he
felt young. This August he would be twenty. The
music stirred in his mind, variously nostalgic, muted,
silently youthful. He felt lonely.

Home at last with his old friends—they who knew
him from childhood. Those lusty voices he never
forgot! ‘“You haven’t ct nged old boy, not the
least.”” chuckled Aslam. “How do you know ?”
he asked. ‘““How do I know Ah!...you see Mr.
Shahid, we know you more than you know yourself !’
And Ejaz added : “Why, man, you are still without
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THE MASK

girl friends, I suppose.” ““Of course not 1”” and he lied.
Life is all lies. If you tell the truth you are a fool.
ccAlas !"’ sighed Ejaz in desperatc condemnation, “none
of us is pure.”’  Yusuf had no aqdlencc : “What about
the party you promised us, Shahid > Nan. you have to
stick us tonight...”

Those neglected children, who never went beyond
matric, had now thrown themselves into the dungeon
of office-life. Now they had got used to it : no work,
excess of tea, filthy language, « rty pubs and, of course,
prostitution. Our hero pitied them, He explained :

“N in is weak...very weak. We are the hollow
men. You go after evil desires; let me tell you that
none of us actually needs a girl. Most of our longing
is exhibitionism.”” _Ie continued after a short pause :
““I know z.. of us are tempted to behave in that
manner. But in re: ity one does not nced a girl. I
do not need one at 1.’ Once again he was lying.
He knew it. He :It a strange want.

()

When his friends were gone he mused : ‘Evil
communications corrupt good manners.” Two Yyears
back they were less involved in lechery. Now they
were sex-maniacs.  But who isn’t ? He shrugged his
shoulders. At college, he had been an omnivorous
reader. He | \d buried himself in books, sublimating,
so to say, his base desires. He L d a smart habit of
proclaiming himself an atheist. But let’s not di ress.
Whenever he saw some beautiful girl he felt an intense
desire to kiss her or, shall we say, to press her bare
arm. But he knew that it was a pose. He didn't
actuallyneeda irl. At worst, ran one of his maxims,
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one necds love and not flesh or sex or what have you ?
Besiclcs, he was always acutely short ol time. Perhaps
he hated courting. And then he was aware of the
politics and intrigue that always found their way Into
modern amorous cncounters. Gone were the days...
“Fool I’ he sighed. But why had he watched from his
win. >w those pretty looking schoolgirls sweep in rows
on the road below him ? He had always liked to look

at them, all of them......

With a touch of irritation, our hero shook oﬂ'.thc
sentimental mood and stepped out of the house into
the open air. As usual, a gentle breeze was blowing.

And he was twenty.

1)

At the night club, a sumptuous dinner had been
ordered, which was being duly swallowed. Before
that all had, except him, a roaring toast ol whisky.
Somecone said : ““It is believed that wine is to be [reely
distributed in Heaven. Isn’t it foolish to wait for
God’s Heaven when this world can be trar formed into
Heaven?”’ Amidst laughter another interposed :
““Wine and women sayeth the Lord...will make you
healthy., The consen as of opinion agrees with you,
sir, that man is weak, very weak as you say. Now
when you admit that he is weak, how do you expect
him to refrain from his greatest weakness ? You know
what I mean ?”> And Ejaz grew emotional ;
‘““Remember, Shahid,...all our philosoplies are rotten,
Without woman no philosophy is complete. Without
her life is barren. [ tell you I want woman all the
time. I tell you, I tell you...you cannot sleep without
them. O Cleopatra : Age cannot wither...She make
hungry wh re most she satisfies !”







THE MASK

I HAVE not written for a long time now. After

that night, I had made up my mind never to write
again, But you know we are all apt to break pledges.
And then, I have changed in this long, dreary period.
Now I enjoy with holding the so-called moments of
inspiration. 1 have ceased to feel. One thing, I am
no longer disgusted. Yes, I am not fed up with life
any more. Only, I have grown to be something
different, different from all that has been. The
absurd, romantic longing to inquire into the mystery
of my heart, beating so wild, so deep within me, has
faded into the quagmire of a new barren emotion
almost cruel. Now I hate myself. Around me
lingers the shadow of my mask. Perhaps, this is too
inadequate an emotion for modern times ? No, you
don’t think so. This hobble of being alive is not so
serious after all ! W 1at if you suffer and you are alone :
magna civitas, magna solitudo.

My glance darted into the night. The headlights
roi te on the brown, dusty gravel of the nightclub and
illumit  white poppies at the far end of the lawn. I
sl tl o’d __oothness of the steering clenched
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THE MASK

and yet I love him. It is a strange attachment. |
admire the unsensational brilliance of his petty
trickeries, knowing full well that it is he who has
inflicted this mask on me and transformed me into a
dumb sufferer. Each evening, I imagine the volleying
rain and the tossing breeze torture my soul. Yes!
Yes ! The past never dies. It returns. And lost
memories always haunt you. 1 see the wound afresh.
I have discovered its meaning, its pang: the poisoned
chalice is always before me in the night. For the
first time I am telling you the truth. You don’t
believe me ? 1 can see that. I don’t care for what

yvou believe. After that night I have never been the
same again,

Bu why have . to tell you all this ? I should not
come here every night. I must leave now. I hear
the n gigg':. Yes, I m st leave. But wait. What
about this mask of ambiguity? Yes I need more
ambiguity ! I an no longer afraid of life ! Tonight |
don’t want to feel like a stranger in their midst. I

wi . listen to their filthy gossip with remarkable ease..,
And then, I will have her,
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DIRGE OF TEE
STONES

THE bus went whining up the curling road in

second gear—groaning as it went. The massive
frame shook desperately as it crawled on the sloping
nill-side ! With remarkable efficiency the driver cut
his way through blind turns and deep, narrow ridges.
In the distance the thick black coating of the hills
could clearly be discerned, looming against the dark
patches of the monsoon clouds. ‘“The wings of sum-
mer !>’ exclaimed Shahid. He sat apart from his three

friends, solitary in his pleasure, reading a book of
Verses :

Beside our springs

Sit down, and in our mossy valley, on
Some bank beside a river clear, throw thy
Silk draperies off, and rush into the stream !

The bus was entering a gigantic cavern. It wasa
spectacular sight : The road winding, above and
below and among t! . mountains. Closing his book,
Shahid peered through the window down into the
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THE MASK

endle: monotony of the: in. Steadily it fell with g,
damp malignity dumbing the nerves with an awe that
was impossible to tolerat . Around him his friends
slept forgetfully, plunged deep into the warm drifts of
sleep. He heard the howling wind shrieking desol-
ately in he chimney and under the door, with »
sound that was painfully enigmatic. And then there
was that regular peal of thunder. He felt his bloogd
racing under his skin, ashing furiously, without
find ag an outlet. Su denly in the raging storm he
heard the sto es shriek in the wilderness : a bubbling
n i1se muted with a epressed agony. It was the
same. sad and silent whisper of despair that he had
heard in the bus and then again on the terrace.

: From
his «« awer he picked up his note-book and read :

n the grey, evening air
By the frosty si ence ¢ the hill-side ;
I hear a mour! "u. whisper !
“Tis the dirge of the stones.
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GRAVE, WHERE IS THY VICTORY ?

the cover of night. The little ammunition that
was in store was time-bombed ! The city of Murzuq
slept forgetfully. Mr. Hammonds was trictly guarded
by the Officer Com ianding. Priggs slept soundly as
his fri adst1 .1 ated in the dark.

(1V)

A drastic explosion awakened Priggs. Looking
through the window by his bed-side he saw the
barracks on fire. l.e was petrified ! Suddenly a
buzzing sound became audible. ‘Bombers,”” he
gasped ! In the streets people were running, a little
madly. Priggs stood stunned ! His eyes swung round
to the desert in front of him. In the dim twilight he
discerned a massive black coating advancing from the
north. The Allies’ tanks were fast approaching !

The priest lit his lan . All his papers were
missing. Wearing his priestly robe he dashed into the
street. There was a breathless hush everywhere.
Priggs was betrayed into the enemies hands. As he
rushed towards the church hLe saw the owner of the
Grand Hotel pulling down the po: rait of Hitler.

The church-gate was locked. With trembling
hands Priggs opened the lock and entered. Behind
him the door shut itself with a loud barg! Locking it
from within, he approached the altar. The church
looked majestic, austere, bare, solemn. lts tall roof
he could not gaze at ; but the walls round him apj ar-
ed heroic and divine to him.,

Priggs knelt. He was praying. Alone he prayed
in deep sighs. Occasionally his melodious voice srew
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GRAVF, WHERE IS THY VICTORY ?

(Iv)

St. Paul's church had been originally built by a
Christian missionary of the eighteenth century.

Though it had been burnt up a totterir wall still
remained. But the Allies had plans to rebuild it.

A few weeks later British tractors were tugging
away the large heaps of sand, when a soldier discerned
a corpse. The face had been scarred. In the right
hand there was a burnt photog aph of a teenage boy
and the left hand graspe the remaining pages of a
‘glowing’ Bible. His thick robe had not all been
burnt up. And his tongue was stretched out rather

comically on his dusty brown lips.

They could not recognise him. Presumably he
was some sort of a priest. Well, that was w at his
dress indicated. That very morning before a group
of humble people the British priest gave the following

sermon ;

““O Lord, Thou art my God ; I will exalt Thee,
I will praise Thy name ; for Thou hast done

wonderful things...”’

_In the clear heat of the morning the rich, virile
voice went on :

““In the midst of life we are in death !’

Just then a coffin was placed before the audience.
Unfortunately, there had been a controversy over this
burial. Neve._theless, the emotional lecti e went on :
from v_se to vc__e of the Bible :
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BA [ HAVELI

< ‘here is Sheela mother, where is Raju ? Where
have you forced them out ?”

Radho w: not the least perturbed, as she replied:

I don’t know;” and then with a pause she
continued, ‘‘Have they left > What a pity ! I feel so
worried without R -ju...Oh, yes! it is Sheela’s marriage
that is to take place in her village.”

Radho stopped, for she discerned a horrible expre-
ssion in her son’s face. Suddenly Mohan yelled. His
face was all pale, his eyes all red as he spoke these
words of extreme anguish :

] know who has done it. Ik >w it, mother...
know it... MOTHER ! ** as he rushed out of t € room.

Radho shouted, ‘‘Mohan, } shan, Mohan...... ”
as he vanished. Just then, the huge T"aveli tremt :d,
but presently, it grinned and looked on.

The secrets of ‘Bari Haveli,” which for years had
been drowned in its majestic walls, spattered among
the huts of the ‘kasba’. Mohan, who had lost the
passion for life, was now lowering its honour. The
hungry soul longed for such thrill and pleasure as
lifted him from a life of emotional monotony and
suffocation. Crippled and frustrated, Mohan wan-
dered in the fields, looking into the houses with
searching eyes, turning the corners of dirty streets,
ever in search of Sheela. These frantic wanderings
had such a bitterness in them that the naturalistic
background appeared a demon to him, a wretched
demon he desperately wanted to escape ! The villagers
saw ‘‘Chhotay Sarkar buy that pleasure from
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THE MASK

slavegirls which Radho had snatched aw y from him,
And then they remembered the ghastly words of

Sheela’s mother.

«“Beware of this [avel1...... It is replete with
death............7”

In the beginning, Radho thought nothing of the
approaching _isaster. She was content to see Sheela
away from her son. But, despite all her efforts,
Moh 1 lived in solitude. His days were spent in the
streets, his nights in his attic, drinking to drown
himself into oblivion. Gradually an unknown fear
s-~rang in the mind of Radho. One day as Mohan was
away, as usual, she directed her feet to his deserted
room. As she opened his shelf full of bottles, she saw
some lines written on the wooden background. Asshe
looked closer in the di 1 daylight, they read :

I walk on the soft green grass

With a sunken eart that swells ;

Anon those days will pass

Whose memory my mind doth shells !

Alone, alone 1 wander, for thou

Art, O love, no more with me ;

Fair breeze, shake not that woeful bough

Oh, it reminds me of the lovely she !

Beyond that point the poem had been rubbed off.
The curious mother followed the faint verses. The
last few lines co 1d be clearly read :

Fear to my heart a horror brings
As 1 behold hollowness in all things ;
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BARI HAVELI

The passing flux of time may grind
The memory of this mortal mind.

But oh ! night fills the skies above

And my thoughts sail to you, my love !

Radho read these words with anguish. A strange
force overcame her and she felt a grave horror 1ssuing
from the very walls of the ominous Haveli. When
she thought of her son, an unknown fear _of a
mysterious calamity enveloped her and she shrieked
in pity and terror. For a while, she felt like Mohan
and her heart longed desperately for Sheela. The
inwardly weak mother finally succumbed to her son’s
ideal. The passion of a desperate lover had overcome
the weak mind of a mother. At last Radho resolved

to bring back Sheela.

Though Radho had been overcome, the Haveli
had something else in store. Pure love could not
prosper within its murky grasp. Those evil walls had
stored in them the sighs of many an afflicted virgin.
The ‘illustrious predecessors’ of the family had all
played with this sacred pleasure of nature. They had
bought love always. For centuries Bari 1_aveli had
remained barren of pure love. Lately it had grown
thirsty, and in its thirst for evilit had crushed the hopes
of a passionate lover. It threw him into a2 wilderness
and carried his footsteps where his progenitors had
often been. Radho knew all this. But, as she hurried
her footsteps downstairs with a new determination
the Haveli grinned for the last time as it looked on !

(1v)

The spring lay in its final bloom. Mohan’s heart
was like the sea in its vitality dashing against the lonely
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beach trying, in vain, for its fulfilment. Sheela |
been lost forever. Radho’s secret efforts to brip ;ad
back proved futile. No one could make out where %\ ler
had taken his daughter. The mother wept in solitlilillu
to see her despairing son wasting away. but llothine
could she do to retrieve her cruel deed. The ‘Bareg
Sarkar’ had long left his wife to pay alone for he);
mis« d>ings! Mohan continued his wanderings. Little
did h discern the sympathetic affection of his mother
Sometimes, when the mistress called aloud “Mohan.
N 1 .an, Mohan...... come to me, my son!’’> the Haveli
shuddered, for it knew t..e horror that would chill ijts
wa ; for thirty vears to come !

Night was approaching and the heavens grew
dark. Mohan stoot on the terrace in front of his attic
with the moon shining on the perfume-laden flowers.
Sud len_y 't appea ed to him that he saw Sheela. He
was not wrong. Love gives an extra eye. A lover’s eye
is seldom deceived in discerning his beloved. She was
run ng on the road far away leading towards the
gar« n. M n stood stunned. In a moment she dis-
appeared among the groves and then a little later, as
he stood gazing down, he felt a short quiver. Sheela
stood beside him in the jalcony. As he faced her, a
shriek issued from his mouth. Sheela was bleeding !
Her face was cut, black and horrible.

‘‘Sheela ......!"> he gasped.

‘““Mohan, they are following me... Raju wants me
to marry...Tonight is my marriage. I don’t want to
marry anyone. I told him. But...he...beat me and
said...he...he would kill me. | > I ran...”’ As she said
these words she fainted.



BARI H VELI

““Oh “heela !”’ burst out Mohan.

The doctor in him, dormant for so many years,
burst out again and he nursed his love. Within two
hours Sheela had recovered her senses. But before
th 7 could speak, a heavy thud of footsteps was heard.
Raju came sauntering into the four walls of the Barl
Haveli. Then the footstt  came up the stairs. Mohan
had locked the doors 1 windows by then. Ina
moment Raju and six men, with la is, appeared on
the terrace. At once they started banging on the door.
Mohan and Sheela clung desperately to each other.

“Open the door, Sheela. 1 shall kill you !”’ cried
the old man.

Hearing no reply, the men fell up o the door and
broke it into pieces. Sheela clung nearer to Mohan in
terror, her wide eyes beaming wildly in the darkness.
The door being crushed, the men grabbed the horror-
stricken girl, struck down the passionate Mohan, and
after locking the second door descended, making a loud
noise as they went. Meanwhile, however, Radho
came to know what was happening. Determined as
she was, Radho collected a band ¢ loyal servants

and before the men came downstairs, she stood before
them !

““Raju, what are you doing ? Please listen to me.

Kindly come back. I am very sorry for my harsh
treatment.”’

The old man kept quiet. Then suddenly he
spoke !

“Bibi Ji, it is too late now. Let us be on the
moy , friends.”’
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into the darkness, as the sound of the horses died into
the terror of the night......

The Haveli was weeping. The shock proved
too much for Radho. She did not recognize her son
and instead roamed about the Haveli, her eyes frozen
with ghastly terror, a terror full of death. ‘Barey
Sarkar,’ the romance-monger, knew little of what had
happened. But the untimely death of his son,
accompanied by the insanity of his beautiful wife,
drove him from the Haveli into some other arena of
joy. Radho wasle” alone in the big house, to shriek
against those tyrant walls that had swallowed up her
son. People heard her say.

““Mohan 1s coming tonight. Ie is to bring his
wife with him. You know he is going to be the most
qualified doctor in this country. I e will not live in
this old house. I will tell him to build a new one.
Yes, he will do as I ask him. And then I will marry

him to Sheela.”

But as soon as the last word was uttered she would
burst into a savage laughter and with that her speaking
trance would be over. She would start weeping and
cursing the Haveli, or roam about the big rooms call-

ing for Mohan,

““Mohan, Mohan, Mohan, come to me. My son,
come to me ! till she was exhausted and fell asleep

somewhere !

Thus the years passed. The mad, {rantic woman
yell.d on in her sorrowful agony. Her horrible
scr ams echoed through the walls of ‘Bari Haveli,’ re-
sounding I' ¢ misery to the outside world. The people
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Silence

We are all dumb little creatures
Our existence a bleak, pantomime pageant :
Silence weighs on us
Nothing is spoken, nothing said
All remains unheard.

It is a dumb world.

in the gloomr labyrinth of my solitary self
The mind is lapped in opaque darkness
Stray shadows of thought loom

Blurred, inaudible.

There is a mysterious haz in my soul
Noises crawling endlessly

Rising and shattering

Against the numbness of a dull,

Mute destiny.

It is a cr | world.

{






My La t Love

| sit here frozen like a carcass
Dying by degrees

Waiting for the fin: darkness.
And you thought we loved ?
Ah ! But now | know

What | should have known
The day | first met you.

Though they tempt me again :

The bluish glasses of your eyes

And those livid and parted " is-

Let me be a hermit and worsn/ 1t e sun rise

Or else, brood o’er and drink life’s chagrins.
| cannot love you now

| know your sex, | know them all.

| was a fool when | took you to be different
Different from all that has been ;

| thought | had discovered myself!
But you have made life a cheat for me:

| can feel every dead thing now, a languid philistine
Clinging to common sent tions

~'utted with all that always has been.
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THE MASK

| do not need you any longer

You can leave now

But wait ! w..y d 1 | ever love you ?
Orevenher? ......t ey? . . . All?

Yes, they v :re a alik ; alwa, ; like you
None was pu  t..s, nor will it ever be

Will it ever be ?




Evening

| am alone in the room-

The house is brooding in darkness

For | have put out the “ights.

The big iron gates of the garage

Strike vacantly against the cemented walls.
No one is home

They have all gone to the club.

The book on the table lies open

A short while ago

| read some pages

Of dusty facts worn-out through the ages
Now | can read no more!

My servant looks at me

Dismayed, worried.

The ash of cigarettes is befc e me
Always this same futile ash

When | am alone in the room.

| notice there is a storm in the lawn
Dusty storm that sweeps into the courtyard ;
| listen to what the wind says :

A howling tune that whispers in agony
And | rejoin in pain

1






The Di. ty Dwellers

| see rotting slums, grey and cold
Where the hungry, the desolate suffer
Amidst the gaunt mud-houses old
Disgusted mothers, weary and withered
Squeal in anguish, and scold

Their sons bred in misery

Those grimy packs of human fold

An old beggar coughs hideously

The dogs prow! angrily

A widow expires in the foulest gut
Mocked by a few crumbs, starved to death

In the murky darkness of the street

There is no light

Blaring across the corners greet

Howls of pietistic virulence

The boors and rascals are praying

Hoping to cheat their God, without success-
All ' who pray are holy, they once were told.

Will they dwell for ever
In hunger, mit ry and shame ?
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Religion and Eteraity

“Time devours all”’ Leonardo da Vinci.

Man is full of maniac dreams

But his soul beneath his self gleams

With love, with virtue, with heave ly showers !
While raging his steps on the torrent of time
He is led to Wilderness

The ignorance of Passion, the Reason sublime
All are bound by Darkness.

Here sits man to ponder, and beguile

His mind, on the unplumbed depths of his being

To see such light, which for a while

Satisfies his mortal anguish.

But oh ! how weak is man !

His quests beyond his mortal flight

How high the intellectt 1 wings do span

Dwindle and stagger, lost in the burden and heat of the
day.
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