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      ‘The mortals become immortals; the immortals become mortals.’
    

          

         Heraclitus

          

          

          

         
      Transformation
    

          

         
      My days are pallid with the hard pummelling of work,

my nights are incandescent with waking dreams.
    

         
      Arise from the clash of metals, O beautiful one, white fire-flame,

may the mass of matter become wind, the moon become woman,

     may the flowers of the earth become the stars of the sky.
    

         
      Arise, O sacred lotus, rise from the spirit’s stalk,

free the eternal in the unfading forgiveness of the moment,

     make the momentary eternal.
    

         
      May the body become mind, the mind become spirit,

the spirit unite with death,

     may death become body, spirit, mind.
    

          

         Buddhadeva Bose

(trans. from Bengali by Ketaki Kushari Dyson)

      

   


   
      
         
            Introduction

            
        by Pankaj Mishra
      

         

         The Immortals is one of the most mesmerising novels I have read. It is also, for that reason, one of the most mysterious books I know. Set in a highly specific time and place – Bombay in the 1980s – and seemingly faithful to the conventions of realist prose-narrative, its overall impact, however, is auditory, quite like that of the tanpura, the instrument crucial to North Indian classical music: the sound, as Chaudhuri writes, ‘shocked you every time you heard it’, its four strings combining to create not only a single vibration, but a world’ and, furthermore, ‘a world without time’.

         I must have read the novel six or seven times since its publication in 2009. But the sum of readings does not exhaust its fascination, or its mystery. On my first reading, the book touched me as only the memory of something personally experienced can: the growth and deepening of a young man’s sensibility in late twentieth-century India, his quickening awareness of himself as a simultaneously free and elusive consciousness.

         Nirmalya, the puritanical son of a corporate executive, enters the narrative sideways, after several pages that introduce us to a cast of singers from Rajasthan, members of a prestigious gharana of North Indian classical music now reduced to teaching ‘light’ music to socially ambitious dilettantes in Bombay. Once he saunters into the novel, accessorised in long hair, khadi kurta and Will Durant’s Story of Philosophy – his father’s staff car, a Mercedes, follows him discreetly as he negotiates South Bombay’s pavements – the narrative becomes largely an account of Nirmalya’s impulses, accelerated by his personal discovery of classical Indian art and literature, towards intellectual and artistic asceticism, and their isolation and solitude in India’s gaudy new landscape of aspiration and striving in the 1980s.

         We see most of the novel’s events and characters through Nirmalya’s experience of them. This gives the work its remarkable unity of perception, the perception, fundamentally, of a captivated adolescent that touches everything with a shapeless depth and an unrevealed splendour. Thus, Nirmalya, shallowly and unsatisfyingly Westernised like his adolescent peers from Bombay’s haute bourgeoisie, finds himself seized by a ‘powerful nostalgia, a thirst for another time and place almost’. He starts to discover, in the Hindi film songs of the 1950s and 1960s as well as ‘the Indian poets of antiquity and thereafter, the court poets of emperors and mendicant singers who walked barefoot through the ancient kingdoms – Kalidasa, Kabir, Chandidas, Jayadeva’, ‘the satisfaction, almost, of having invented that bygone world’. He undertakes ‘the slow, private, educative process, full of humiliation and excitement, of identifying ragas; of mistaking one for another, of being moved by a melody he didn’t know’.

         Finding inadequacy in his music teacher Shyam, he attaches himself to the latter’s feckless brother-in-law, Pyarelal. Doggedly pursuing his private counterculture, Nirmalya eventually alchemises the adolescent postures of sincerity and authenticity into a serious – and the reader is led to believe – lifelong commitment, to the point where he turns into a young fogey, exhorting his singing tutors and musically gifted mother to embrace a music uncontaminated by market imperatives. In these unusual endeavours, his mother, whose voice ‘transported, somehow, to an earlier, to a better time’, becomes an intimate ally, his father, shown ascending and then quickly descending the corporate ladder, a somewhat bemused enabler. The strongest resistance to him comes from the forces unleashed by the city’s – and India’s – social and cultural transformation in the 1980s.

         
             

         

         During that decade, the old, quite strenuous system of transmitting expertise in classical music is breaking down, and both masters and disciples increasingly take short cuts to such lucrative musicals genres as bhajans, devotional songs and romantic ghazals (‘their gorgeous banalities about drunken love, about heartbreak and desire, which inordinately moved husbands who seemed generally impervious to passion, and made them sigh’). Nirmalya himself is not wholly immune to ‘the pieties of the bhajan’. Yet he has to reckon, while learning about the medieval mendicant-poet Kabir, with ‘a faux Kabir with great lung power’, who sings with ‘his eyes bulging, his long hair falling smoothly round his face, bent over the harmonium, the whites of his eyes visible during moments of rapture’. This figure is a blatant forgery, perpetrated by Shukla, the head of HMV’s ‘light music wing’, a kingmaker in the kingdom of easy listening. Yet before this ersatz saint-poet, ‘nouveau riche society ladies trembled; they thought, This is what Kabir must have been like, or Surdas; and they were transported to antiquity without having to vacate the present, or giving up their taste for Hindi film songs’.

         These cultural heralds of today’s ‘aspiration nation’ and ‘rising superpower’ seek nothing more complicated than success: a pursuit that involves millions of women cultivating ‘the same thin voice, almost a metallic, machine-like whine’ that belonged to Lata Mangeshkar, the ‘Nightingale of India’. The gurus, lacking both steady income and confidence, have no choice but to cater to the wannabe celebrities; and the Shuklas stand ready to offer lucrative deals to the canniest among them. The Immortals is unfailingly acute on the crossbreeding between talent, private opportunism and philistine curation, and the resulting enigma of artistic durée – what gets noticed, what doesn’t, and what explains the immortals. It is possible to read the novel as a careful sociology of art, incarnating Bourdieu’s theory of taste as social weapon, which excludes the arduously achieved and the complex, and banishes the non-marketable artist to the anteroom of oblivion. Indeed, in his portrait of the musical family from Rajasthan in Bombay, who live in the shadow of a long-departed maestro, Chaudhuri reveals himself as a connoisseur of failure, of the dignity and nobility of artistic obscurity.

         Given its close attention to the material – and materialistic – world, it is possible, too, to read, and savour, The Immortals as a social novel in which a corporate aristocracy, inconceivably perk-rich in a poor country but secretly cashpoor, is being overtaken by hard-nosed entrepreneurs as Anglo-America’s main 1980s ideology of private wealth-creation seeps into India. Nirmalya’s father is aware of his precarious world being slowly dismantled: ‘Money was like a sea-breeze blowing inland; gentle now, but threatening to uproot everything. He, Mr Sengupta, had never really seen money except in its genteel aspects, had never seen its unbridled form; but he could smell its distant agitation.’ Chaudhuri records these early tremors from India’s moral and political earthquake in varied settings: a new five-star hotel and a temple for culturally and religiously assertive Hindus in the steadily encroaching suburbs, music and dance concerts, a local train, and the wedding party at a fake village hosted by a new tycoon (glamorously haloed with rumours of criminality):

         
            Chanchal Mansukhani stood, in black suit and dark spotted tie, welcoming the guests, smiling at them whether he recognised them or not, doing namaskar, sometimes taking the palms of their hands uninsistingly in his own, not holding them, but cradling them for a few moments.

         

         With this proprietorial mode of greeting, India is moving very far away from the unaffected namaskar of a Bengali singer of Tagore’s songs that Chaudhuri introduces early in the novel: ‘a gentle, ordinary-looking, bespectacled man who hadn’t lost his air of small means and limitations’ and whose ‘low-key modesty was more a sense of surprised, genuine gratitude at what luck had given him’. While the painter increasingly favoured by the rich is still ‘a gentle soul in a white sari with a green border, unsure of whether to maternally cherish or to broker her brood – the family of images – that surrounded her’, Pyarelal, remuneratively showcasing classical dance and music at a five-star hotel, is settling into a posture: ‘Bowing, but gazing above the audience’s heads, he did an elaborate namaskar, almost as much part of the performance as the dance itself.’

         Performance becomes almost an obligation for most of the novel’s characters as the decade ends. Emancipated from traditional constraints, they avidly try out new roles (‘Can’t I be a singer? Can’t it be me?’) with wildly varying degrees of competence and plausibility – even Nirmalya briefly fancies himself marrying a lower-middle-class Muslim. There is a special frisson of recognition here for the Indian reader who lived through the 1980s in Chaudhuri’s recounting of the pushy impresarios of bhajans and ghazals, aspiring actresses who know that dancing skills are the key to success in Bollywood, and the occasional political chancer, such as Hanuman Rao who commissions Nirmalya’s music tutor to compose the soundtrack to a film titled Naya Rasta Nayi Asha (‘a new road, new hope’), starring Rao himself as a peasant insurgent. (This minor episode can be seen as prefiguring the organised downgrading of Bollywood’s actors by Narendra Modi, the aspiration nation’s most garish and successful impersonator. Masquerading, whether in politics or cinema, has suppressed the obligations of talent and hard work and today infiltrates and coarsens all dimensions of public life in India.)

         
             

         

         For a relatively short novel, The Immortals contains a vast range of characters and locations from different classes and parts of Bombay. On each of them – a housemaid, a former babysitter with an uncannily beautiful daughter in films, a Malabar Hill penthouse, bohemian digs in Khar – Chaudhuri trains a gaze that can be dry but is always equanimous, and often tender; in one sense, this is the Bombay novel, denser with social implication and with broader egalitarian sympathies than such wrist-spraining claimants to the distinction as Midnight’s Children, A Fine Balance and Sacred Games. His notations are precise – video libraries spring up ‘irrepressibly in the interstices of the new buildings’ but have ‘brief and bright lives, like fireflies’ – and often witty: Nirmalya notices ‘society ladies, saris dipping at the pelvis, the navel peering out with such a gaze of intimacy that he returned it in public’. But the substance of the book is not social satire, delicious though it is, or even the birth of artistic talent in uncongenial settings. For one, Chaudhuri declines to linger on even the relatively big events – the illness and death of Nirmalya’s guru, and his own exile as a student in England – that could have helped dramatise, as in Buddenbrooks, the tragic denouement of a business bourgeoisie.

         An experience of The Immortals can also seem overdetermined by Chaudhuri’s prose, which in its poise and adjectival aplomb seems to make an exclusive claim on the reader’s attention. ‘Sentences must stir in a book like leaves in a forest,’ wrote Flaubert, ‘each distinct from each, despite their resemblance.’ Distinguished sentences rustle on every page of The Immortals. I opened at one randomly to find this:

         
            And, after the shower, the gulmohur blossoms would have fallen from branches on certain parts of the road with a particular exactness and economy, precise carpets of bright red only in those sections of the lane where the gulmohur trees stood, then, an hour later, becoming pink, then, after another hour, a soiled pink fading into the tarmac’s perennial, unsentimental grey.

         

         Compare this to the aftermath of a snowfall in An Enigma of Arrival:

         
            Rabbits came out to play on the snow, or to feed. A mother rabbit, hunched, with three or four of her young. They were a different, dirty color on the snow. And this picture of the rabbits, or more particularly their new color, calls up or creates the other details of the winter’s day: the late-afternoon snow light; the strange, empty houses around the lawn becoming white and distinct and more important.

         

         Chaudhuri’s closing words – ‘perennial, unsentimental grey’ – are as spine-tinglingly apt as Naipaul’s ‘white and distinct and more important’. Yet while Naipaul records what is fundamentally an English pastoral scene, Chaudhuri is attempting a stranger sort of beauty, out of the routine collision between rain (the aspect of the pastoral most ecstatically celebrated in Indian arts) and insentient suburban tarmac. Here, and in so many other places, Chaudhuri seems a literary exponent of what the Russian writer Svetlana Boym called the ‘off-modern’ – an experimental style and sensibility that develops deep within the ruins of a never-finished modernity.

         
             

         

         Again and again in The Immortals, its author reveals himself not so much as a self-conscious noticer, like Flaubert or Naipaul, but as a temperament, a mood; through all that is randomly, complexly human it naturally flows, and merges with the nonhuman. This long paragraph is one of many in the novel that inventories the eclectic and overflowing contents of consciousness:

         
            Although, like everyone else, Pyarelal believed it was only a matter of time before his brother-in-law was better, he’d begun to feel a subterranean fear; was it an intuition of the end? It came to him in the middle of the tedious and demanding everyday, while scratching his stubble or nagging at a tooth, or boarding a BEST double-decker in the afternoon, standing at attention with a self-conscious jerk of the head if he didn’t get a seat, this unsettling intimation of the void. But it didn’t last long; Bombay said to him, as the bus lurched ahead: ‘Don’t be silly. Life goes on; it has always gone on.’ But then, when he’d finally found a seat, there might be a delay; the bus coming to a halt, the cars next to it frozen, their occupants’ elbows sticking resignedly out of the windows; impatient, grandiosely peremptory, always as if he were playing a part, he’d glance at his steel-banded wristwatch, shake his head; then – thank God! – the bus would begin to inch forward, and menacingly approach, then pass by, a roadside congregation of people, strangely, for the most part, focused and silent; an accident, the windshield of the Fiat was smashed; this time, there was no intimation, no premonition, just the urge to return to, as soon as possible, the homeward-bound traffic, a quick averting of the eyes and the obligatory muttering of a prayer for no one – no one known, encountered, or imagined – another solitary, wondering shake of the head (again, as if an audience were looking), and the perspiration on the forehead drying as the bus picked up speed and a sea-breeze blustered in through the window. So Pyarelal, in his better moments humming a film tune that had been following him persistently all day, returned home.

            
                

            

            Or take this animated still life from a Bombay club:

            
                

            

            Nirmalya and his mother sat on one of the sofas, waiting for early afternoon to dilate to teatime. Others were immobile, holding the first evening papers in their hands, with digestion. The nets hadn’t succeeded in keeping the club cat-free; they crept to the tables and meowed persuadingly, begging adeptly, without desperation; and the smaller children, who’d already finished school, and were sitting oddly alone in their uniforms, their ‘house’ colours displayed on sashes or badges, or had been briefly reunited with a parent, dropped bits of steak sandwich in their paths, pleased to be showering them frugally with their teatime snacks, which the cats pawed without eagerness. And, on the whole, there were few ‘dress restrictions’; grown-up men danced slowly past in shorts and strapped sandals; and once, a handsome, well-built teenage boy, taking a short cut between the bathroom and the pool, ran across in swimming trunks, a towel over his shoulders, his hair ink-black and wet, raising a few eyebrows and titters. At half past four, when an ageing gentleman at a neighbouring table had begun to doze, Apurva Sengupta arrived, his jacket folded over the crook of one arm. ‘Ah, there you are!’ said Mallika Sengupta, savouring the accident of suddenly spotting him. And Nirmalya, seeing his father in his post-retirement incarnation, of the world of corporations and yet not quite of it, content to be part of the ghostly transitoriness of the afternoon and teatime as he wouldn’t have been before – Nirmalya could sense, almost, as he used to when he was a schoolboy, that they had something in common, which he didn’t try to put a name to.

         

         The exactness of physical and emotional detail – elbows sticking resignedly out of cars, the untargeted prayer for the anonymous dead or injured, or the simultaneously supplicant and uneager cats – offer, of course, a superb instance of the kind of prose that stuns readers into admiration of the writer’s cognitive mastery of the known world. But the packed paragraph is also an invitation to a surrender of the rational self, and an immersion in the multiple, overlapping and unknown dimensions of reality; the stops and starts of the bus, and of Pyarelal’s consciousness, alert us to the evanescence, the ‘ghostly transitoriness’ rather than the solidity of what we call reality.

         Trying to grasp the truth of my experience of The Immortals, I have come to see the novel as markedly different from others, especially those it has been compared to. Unlike what its paperback covers claim, there isn’t much of the Proustian about The Immortals. Though partly drawn from the author’s experience, the novel is not an attempt to recover time lost from a vantage point in disillusioned youth or middle age. In fact, time is weirdly almost absent from a book so full of conventional referents to it, especially from the static moments – a walk, a reverie, an attempt to sing a monsoon raga – it describes in short chapters. The white spaces between the chapters might hint at something else that is happening, but the novel seems to repudiate a linear chronology. It has very few ‘scenes’ of the kind novelists mount to emphasise themes and thicken plots. In any case, Chaudhuri always blunts anything overly sharp in his portrayals, and he is never interested in simply unfolding a story. Instead, as the novel proceeds, the scattered instants come to be embedded, little by little, into a whole – a slow, repetitive, tireless movement that resembles, in its depth and voluminousness, the sound of the tanpura.

         Like the tanpura’s sound, Chaudhuri’s novel seems to exist in an eternal present – that might be the true meaning of its title. It explains the odd sensation I have had reading it: that the text, entrancingly repetitive, seems to be constantly effacing and rewriting itself, and the more you go forwards the more you seem to be going backwards. Indifferent to realist verisimilitude, or the usual circumstances in which human beings and things exist, the novel instead seems to be seeking the unknown, a strange experience of fascination beyond language and representation. It is as though Nirmalya’s purist aesthetic has been incarnated in a pure novel, constituted by its intrinsic relations rather than anything external to it. And, perhaps, herein lies the source of its mystery and singularity: The Immortals is that rare novel that defines its own internal logic – and then triumphantly follows it.
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        The notes of Bhimpalasi emerged
      

            * * *

         

         The notes of Bhimpalasi emerged from a corner of the room. Panditji was singing again, impatient, as if he were taking his mind off something else. But he grew quite immersed: the piece was exquisite and difficult. He’d composed it himself seven years ago.

         From not far away came the sound of traffic; the roundabout, bewildering in its congestion. Bullocks and cars ground around it. The bulls looked mired in their element; the buses and dusty long-distance taxis were waiting to move. The car horns created an anxious music, discordant but not indifferent.

         The Panditji wasn’t there: he’d died two years ago, after his third cardiac seizure. They had rushed him to Jaslok Hospital; on the way, in the car, he’d had his second heart attack. He had died in Jaslok, to the utter disbelief of his relatives: they hadn’t thought that he’d been admitted to a hospital to die. Now, his presence, or his absence, persisted in the small seven-hundred-square-feet house. The singing had come from the tape recorder, from the tape the grandson had played accidentally, thinking it was a cassette of film songs.

         ‘Yeh to dadaji ke gaane hai,’ remarked the boy, recognising his grandfather’s singing; was he surprised or disappointed? Next to him hung a portrait of his dadaji, enlarged from a photograph taken when he was fifty-seven. The face was an austere one, bespectacled, the oiled hair combed back. It was the face of – by common consensus in the family – a great man. The large forehead had been smeared with a tilak, as if someone had confused the portrait with a real person.

         
             

         

         Already, the Panditji was becoming a sort of myth. It wasn’t as if a large number of people knew him; but those who did divulged their knowledge with satisfaction. How well he sang Malkauns, for instance; how even Bade Ghulam Ali hesitated to sing Malkauns at a conference in Calcutta after Panditji had the previous day. How Panditji was a man of stark simplicity, despite his weakness for the occasional peg of whisky in the evening.

         But it was certain that Panditji was proud, a man of prickly sensitivity. He had been a man silently aware of the protocol between student and teacher, organiser and performer, musician and musician. If slighted or rebuffed, he sealed off that part of the world that rebuffed him.

         This severity had probably cost him. There was a story of how Lata Mangeshkar wanted a guru to train her in the finer points of classical music, and of how she had thought of him, Ram Lal, having heard his abilities as a teacher praised highly. ‘You must call her, Panditji,’ said a wellwisher. ‘She is waiting for your call.’ Panditji did not call. ‘She should call me,’ he said. ‘If she wants to learn from me, she will call me.’ The call did not come. In the meantime, Amir Khan telephoned her and said that he was at her disposal. Word spread quickly; Lata turned to the distinguished ustad; and Amir Khan became known as the man who had taught Lata Mangeshkar the subtler intricacies of classical music.

         
             

         

         And yet, for all that, his reputation as a teacher had remained intact when he died; like something small and perfect, it had neither been subtracted from nor added to. People outside the family remembered him less and less; if asked ‘Where did you learn that beautiful bandish?’ they might say in a tone of remembrance, ‘Oh I had learnt that from Pandit Ram Lal,’ for people used to drift in and out of Panditji’s life, and some became students for brief spells of time.

         Shyamji’s life was to be different. This was a simple determination, but it was not a conscious plan. Consciously, Panditji’s life was the ideal life; when Shyamji mentioned it, it was as if he were speaking of a saint, and not of his father. That was all very well; but it was a life that could not be repeated.

         
             

         

         Tonight was a night of upaas and jagran, an absurdity enforced ritually by the women. Shyamji succumbed meekly to being a witness. The abstention from food by the women, the singing of bhajans till dawn: these were necessary observances. Done repeatedly, they were meant to lead to betterment. Instead, they led to acidity, and a grogginess and lack of focus that lasted two days. But they were undertaken in light-hearted camaraderie.

         The children and the men were fed. Then night came; and they began to sing the bhajans. The children had fallen asleep without any prompting, as usual, in the midst of the chatter, their eyes closed in the bright light of the tube-light. The low, droning singing began; not tuneless, because this was a family of musicians, but strangely soothing. Half-asleep, Shyamji watched his wife and his sister and, with them, an older daughter, Neha: they were about to lull him to sleep. Nisha, his youngest daughter, had desperately wanted to stay awake, and join the chorus; but she had fallen asleep at a quarter to eleven. His mother sat in a corner, in a plain white sari, with an absent look, yet entirely alert. Shyamji had a dream into which was woven the sound of the chorus; in which his father was also present, both as a living person and as a portrait, hanging in a reddish light. This dream, about the vicissitudes of Shyamji’s life, continued for a long time, taking one shape, then another. When he woke briefly, it was dawn; the women had vanished: they must have gone to bed, probably after having taken a glass of milk to break the fast. The room was silent, except for the noises coming in from outside.

         
             

         

         Late one evening the door must have been left ajar – early evenings the doors were anyway wide open, to let in a continual trickle of visitors; people coming in and going out – but late one evening when the door was ajar, the rat must have got in. No one had noticed. But it was Neha who saw it later that night, as she was stepping out of the bathroom. It had jumped out, and scooted behind the pots in the kitchen once again. Expectedly, Neha almost fainted. It was really a bandicoot; cats were scared of them. They ran down the gutters and, at night, scurried down the narrow passage that connected the houses of the colony. They had the aggressiveness and urgency of touts.

         The children danced, half in fear and in excitement at an undefined peril. Shyamji’s wife, never known to be particularly violent, had managed to chase it out with a jhadu; it darted through the kitchen window. Shyamji, not moving from the divan, was a picture of patience, and kept saying, as he did during most crises, ‘Arrey bhai, pareshan mat hona, don’t get agitated.’

      

   


   
      
         
            
        On the way to the city
      

            * * *

         

         On the way to the city in the mornings, he’d stop at Peddar Road sometimes, at his wife’s brother’s place; going up a steep incline and entering a compound that was not visible from the main road. Here, they lived in a singlestorey house not far from a posh girls’ school.

         ‘Hari om,’ he said as he entered. It was an old joke, this invocation to God, a part of Shyamji’s ‘fun’ mode: it meant he was hot, and that he was here, needing attention. ‘Water, jijaji?’ asked the woman sitting near the doorstep; she had covered part of her face with her sari the moment he had stepped in. Shyamji nodded; then added affectionately: ‘Cold.’ He lowered himself onto the mat and sighed.

         
             

         

         It was in this house, oddly, that he’d first seen Lata Mangeshkar. She, sitting on the little divan in her white sari, talking to the members of the household in her baby-like voice. She had seemed tiny to Shyamji. He glanced at her; although her songs often floated about in his head, he was, at that moment, curious about what she looked like, sounded like. They brought her puris and potatoes on a plate – it seemed she’d asked for them specifically – and she ate them carefully and said: ‘I love eating anything Arati makes.’ Arati was married to Motilal, Shyamji’s wife’s brother: everyone knew she was a good cook. A small cordon of family members, of children and cousins intermittently talking to each other, had formed itself around Lata. He was introduced to her as Ram Lal’s son, and at this she showed a passing flicker of interest. When you are introduced to the great, you have a fleeting impression that they have taken in your features and your name, and that they’ll remember you the next time you meet. Shyamji was happy to pay his respects with a namaskar, then retreat into the background.

         Later, when she was practising a song with Motilalji – without accompaniment, without harmonium – he was surprised that he could not hear her. He then went a little closer; the familiar voice became audible, small and sharp. So this is what a microphone could do!

         
             

         

         Motilalji himself was a marvellous singer, astonishingly accomplished; but this was the pinnacle of his achievement – to have his talent mutedly applauded by Lata, to give her a few tunes for the bhajans she sang, to accompany her on the harmonium at the occasional public concert she gave, and to act as a filler during those concerts: that is, to sing a song or two when she wasn’t singing, and the audience was distracted, going out for coffee or to the toilet. At first, they’d all thought it was a miracle – a result of ‘bhagya’, fate – this conjunction with Lata Mangeshkar, and it was expected that, when the time came, she’d surely ‘do’ something for him. But she hadn’t ‘done’ anything for him; he had continued to be her filler, he hadn’t become a music director. What could she do? explained the family. But the relationship with Lata, to all outward purposes, was cordial; it could even be described as ‘particularly close’.

         
             

         

         Part of Motilalji’s problem was drink; no use blaming others for a self-inflicted problem. Drink made him more solitary; late in the evening, he would sit alone, talking to himself. The rest of the day, if he was sober, he was abrasive; as if the world somehow displeased him. And his talent became a problematic responsibility he did not know what to do with; it was as if, having given so much to his gift – hard work, practice – he wanted something in return; and not having got that ‘something’, whatever it might be, he had decided to punish both himself and everyone around him.

         Motilalji came into the room, looked around him, and appeared barely to notice his brother-in-law. But he had noticed him of course; ‘Bhaiyya, at this time of the morning?’ he said.

         ‘No, I had a moment,’ said Shyamji, ‘and I thought I’d stop for a glass of water.’

         ‘Well, did you get it?’

         ‘I did, and it gave much ananda,’ said Shyamji. Motilalji seemed to mull over this remark and dismiss it. He came to Shyamji and for the first time looked him in the eye.

         ‘Where are you going now?’ he asked; Shyamji smelled drink on his breath. Although the smell revolted Shyamji, he kept his expression amenable. He noticed that Motilalji’s teeth, bared briefly, had flecks of paan on them.

         ‘I was going to see a chela of mine at twelve o’clock, but I’m in no hurry – he’ll wait.’

         Shyamji thought of this student of his, an enthusiastic young man whose voice kept going off-key, and put him out of his mind.

         Motilalji patted his hair and smoothed his creased kurta. ‘Come with me then,’ he said, glancing at a mirror, and then at his watch.

         It turned out that they were going to Cumballa Hill. This was not far away, and they might have walked it in half an hour. But Motilalji had lavish tastes; as they descended from the small hill on which the house stood, he hailed a taxi. They sat at the back, Shyamji wondering if they could have taken a bus. ‘Arrey, who will take a bus for such a short distance! And these buses tire me – I am not well.’ He looked distractedly before him.

         Besides, no bus would have taken them straight to the building. Motilalji began to hum with a sour expression on his face, as if he was never on holiday from his talent and vocation, and resented the fact, as the taxi made the round from Peddar Road to Kemp’s Corner, and then turned right at the Allah Beli Café and continued down the straight lane. Shyamji, by contrast, was wide-eyed and curious, as if he was still not bored by this area. He was also silent. The small intermission of the journey seemed to have mixed up daydream and reality for him. He watched the sunlight fall on the different buildings; the old, deceptively homely but expensive shops on Kemp’s Corner; the multi-storeyed buildings in the lane in which mainly Gujaratis lived, with their sense of crowdedness; then the sense of spaciousness again as they turned into the hill, with its older buildings.

         They came now to an old, large, three-storeyed house. ‘Arrey, dekho,’ said Motilalji, ‘I have only two rupees change in my pocket. These fellows will never have change for a hundred rupee note. Give him five rupees, will you, Shyam?’ and with that he got out of the taxi. Shyamji noticed, as he fished resignedly in his kurta pocket, that Motilalji’s dhoti was quite shabby. But he was not drunk; he was walking straight. They went up a single floor in an old lift, one that apparently never caught the sunlight. In a way that was both unworldly and dramatic, Motilalji rang the bell next to a large door with a brass nameplate.

         The door was opened by an ageing bearer, a grey-haired Malyali, who’d grown inured to the incursion of people like Motilalji into the flat. Certain skills brought you into contact with the well-to-do, he’d decided; and in his thirty years as cleaner, boy, and bearer, he’d seen a range of skills. Besides, the lady of the house liked singing; the people he’d worked for had always had interesting hobbies, and he preferred the employers that had hobbies to the ones that didn’t have any. He was accomplished enough to feign a look of tolerance and respect toward Motilalji; he didn’t know the other man. Then, with an approximation of childlike enthusiasm, he padded off barefoot towards the bedroom to say, ‘Memsaab, music teacher has come!’

         Motilalji sat on the sofa with a sort of half-smile on his face, while Shyamji turned his head momentarily to look at the flat; glancing back quickly over his shoulder, he saw the potted plants in the veranda. Motilalji leaned towards him to say something; but the lady was approaching them; he cleared his throat.

         ‘Mallika,’ he said, ‘I hope you don’t mind that I brought my dewar with me!’

         The dewar, the brother-in-law, looked a bit startled; he felt, more than ever, that he was in someone else’s house, and that he’d been manipulated by Motilalji for a reason only he knew. He was also surprised, and mildly offended, that Motilalji referred to the lady by her name, rather than ‘Mallikaji’ or ‘didi’.

         The lady smiled and nodded at Shyamji. John came out of the room with a harmonium, and placed it on the carpet.

         ‘She’s been learning from me for seven–eight months now,’ said Motilalji. ‘You should listen to her – she has a good voice. She’s very proud though.’

         Shyamji quailed. He pretended he hadn’t heard.

         ‘My dewar’s name is Shyam – Shyam Lal,’ said Motilalji. ‘The late’, and he glanced at the heavens, ‘Pandit Ram Lal’s son. He’s quite a good singer, and a teacher too. He’s still young, though.’

         The lady and Motilalji sat down to sing. First the parping sound of the harmonium, not very musical; then the lady began singing, while Motilalji sat there, feigning boredom. Her voice was full-throated, surprisingly melodious.

         ‘Wah, didi!’ said Shyamji after she’d finished; then Motilalji went through the motions – they could be called nothing else – of a lesson without bothering to raise his voice, but almost humming her a tune, which she followed assiduously, nodding appreciatively.

         There was a break, and John brought them tea. Shyamji stirred his cup thoughtfully, and Motilalji declaimed,

         ‘You must practise this song, Mallika! And you have to get the pronunciation right!’

         
             

         

         Mallika Sengupta had been trying to get the pronunciation right. In every way she liked being in Bombay; but as a singer she’d been temporarily unmoored, and had to find her bearings, and explore avenues she’d once never thought of exploring. These avenues mainly comprised bhajans and ghazals, so popular in Bombay. She’d had to take a deep breath to get round to them, of course. She’d never taken Hindi songs seriously when growing up; even though she’d heard the Hindi songs of Saigal and Kananbala, they were film songs, there was a prejudice against them in her family. Now, more than thirty years later, she found herself faced with these languages; the onus was on her, in the daytime loneliness of her flat, to get her tongue round Hindi and Urdu vowels and consonants.

         Her metier was the Bengali song, the Tagore-song – naturally. Everything she said in Hindi, thus, sounded a bit like Bengali. But the Bengaliness of her voice – its rounded full-throatedness – is also what made her sound charming to her music teachers; they would prick up their ears and search for analogies: ‘You sing like Kanandevi,’ they’d say; or, ‘You sing like Geeta Dutt!’ Kanandevi had long turned to religion; Geeta Dutt had gone out of circulation prematurely; in the age of Lata, Mrs Sengupta’s voice was certainly different.

         Mrs Sengupta’s voice evoked a ‘golden age’. When people heard it in this drawing room, when they closed their eyes they couldn’t believe it, they felt they’d been transported, somehow, to an earlier, to a better time. Secretly, one or two of them might think the voice ‘old fashioned’; but it wasn’t at all; it was simply out of place in the zeitgeist. The zeitgeist was Lata’s voice, thin, small, and, to Mrs Sengupta’s ears, shrill. This was the reigning definition of a female singing voice. Mallika Sengupta’s voice’s moment had passed, at least for now, though neither she nor anyone else could be conscious of this fact; passed, unless it was rediscovered in the distant, as-yet unimaginable future, unless a change of taste were brought about by a future generation and it cared to remember Mallika Sengupta.

         Her beginnings were in a small town in North Bengal where her father had been an advocate. Her family had had social pretensions in the small town, but had swiftly fallen from grace after her father’s death when she was twelve. The family struggled; but the cultural pretensions survived, as did the talent and intelligence. Her own talent was least nurtured, because she was a girl. It was almost a lucky break that she met and married Apurva Sengupta.

         At first she’d refused him; she laughed now when she thought of it. She laughed; but at the time it had been no laughing matter. She was not in love, she thought; and, even as the daughter in a large family run only partly successfully by a widowed mother, she had this impractical desire – not only to be loved, but also to love the person she would marry. Then there was the matter that he was her brother’s friend at college, and that was how she thought of him; and the fact that although her family looked up to him, both for being a ‘nice boy’ and for belonging to a wealthy zamindari family, their odd cultural snobbery made them look down on his family, as not being cultured enough. But the tumult of Partition and Independence had made these histories and their nuances, her brothers’ prejudices, absurd and dreamlike; the landscape changed permanently; she wisely accepted his offer, largely because she respected him, but also because she decided, shrewdly, that life with him would allow her to pursue her singing. Here she was in Bombay now, with her husband, as if they’d come from nowhere, freshly created from morning dew, the future a clean slate.

         ‘John!’ she said.

         ‘Memsaab!’ he responded urgently, emerging into the drawing room, a duster in one hand. Everything for him was a form of theatre.

         ‘Please remove the harmonium. Is baba’s food ready – the mutton stew?’ The smell of the stew had drifted into the hall. She was now waiting for her son to arrive.

         ‘Yes memsaab baba stew ready!’ exclaimed John in English; then stooped toward the harmonium.

         Motilalji and his brother-in-law had left twenty minutes ago; her attention was focussed on the boy returning from school. She’d feel an inward restlessness, as if at a job left undone, until he’d come back and eaten.

         The music was a constant trickle in her life, not allowed to disturb her routine; in fact, the routine went on, and now and then paused decorously to make time for the music, at which point it was consigned to someone else’s hands – John, or the cook; but it wasn’t allowed to stop. She never consented to losing her grip on it, to handing the reins to someone else, except temporarily.

         
             

         

         Nirmalya came in busily at twenty to one. He was seven years old. Immediately, food was served on a trolley in the air-conditioned bedroom. It was what he liked best; daal and rice and fried fish.

         Ten minutes after Motilalji had left, she’d had John shut the windows of the bedroom, in anticipation of her son’s arrival, and switch on the air conditioner. The temperature would be just right by the time he was here. Her mind kept going back to Motilalji’s little performance – you could call it nothing else – and the way his personality always exacerbated her. ‘She’s very proud,’ he’d said, or ‘she thinks very highly of herself,’ or words to that effect; and boasted the next moment, ‘Do you see how she holds that steady note? None of the others can do it!’ She was pleased by his praise, coming as it was from someone whose gift she respected; but she wasn’t certain how long she could cope with his personality.

         Now, with Nirmalya before her, dangling his legs from the divan, eating from the trolley, a different set of pleasures and anxieties replaced the previous one.

         ‘Do you like the fish? How was your day?’

         She always asked these or similar questions; but she also viewed him, always, with a mixture of excitement and foreboding. She felt he was special; more special than other children. If asked to explain herself, she probably couldn’t have done so; but, from the moment he was born, she’d held the belief with conviction. Nothing he’d done – at school or at home – had necessarily proved her right. In fact, the time he’d spent at school, until recently, had been miserable. This only strengthened her conviction – the teachers didn’t have the insight to understand him.

         He scraped the white fish and its black skin off the bone. He was bright and sunny – thoughts racing in his head – as he always was when he came back home; as if the reluctant boy of the morning had gone to never return.

         ‘I want to go and fetch Baba today!’ he said.

         ‘Yes, yes.’

         Mrs Sengupta saw this homecoming as an apogee of something; she didn’t quite know what. Next morning it would go bad again; there would be the usual waning of enthusiasm. She would have to cope with the transformation. It repeated itself on every weekday morning.

         
             

         

         Once or twice a week, a maulvi saheb came to the flat, a man who looked exactly like a ‘maulvi saheb’ should. He was an extremely polite man with hidden reserves of personality, a thin man with a small skull cap on his head and a beard.

         From the start, this had been a bad idea; but the maulvi saheb was such a patient man that he almost turned it into a good one. He taught her Urdu; slowly, patiently. She had no patience, but she was determined in the interests of her new life in Bombay; she must get her tongue around the words in the ghazals. ‘Not jim,’ he said. ‘Jeem.’

         In her notebook, she wrote aliph, be, and te. She forgot them the next time he came. ‘Oh maulvi saheb,’ she said, embarrassed but not unduly concerned, ‘I’ve forgotten them.’ He was not so much stoic as calm; he was used to rich students paying him for the ritual of learning Urdu; though he wished he had more well-to-do students. Sometimes he wished he had more; sometimes, when he grew tired, he longed for serious students.

         
             

         

         Their business was conducted at this centre table, in this small area in the drawing room, where, you could say, many of her daytime pursuits – call them work, or hobbies – were confined. Here, too, tea came and interrupted them. He always accepted tea tentatively, with the fastidiousness a Victorian Englishwoman might have had. He was clearly thrown off-balance by the prospect of having tea with Mrs Sengupta; he didn’t know what relationship he should have to this interregnum, this moment, and to her during it: was he her equal, her co-tea-drinker, or still the ‘maulvi saheb’? She made it slightly easier for him by ignoring him completely as she finished her tea.

         
             

         

         Half her mind, of course, was on whether the furniture had been dusted, whether the decorations had been moved inadvertently from their shelves. Then she would find that her eyes were staring at ‘jeem’ and ‘che’.

         ‘Bas, maulvi saheb,’ she’d say, ‘enough today. I’ll see you again next week.’

         
             

         

         A large sofa with floral upholstery; a patterned carpet with a rectangular centre table whose pug marks showed if it moved slightly out of place; the two dignified armchairs on either side; the shelves on the wall-unit which had been bare and became quickly populated with miniatures and objects – urns, brass lamps – released from their expected uses; the momentarily listless curtains; the dining table glimmering in the distance – this, at least for now, was her house.

         
             

         

         Sometimes the boy, when he came home from school early, or on a holiday, would see the maulvi saheb and his mother, and approach them. He found the maulvi saheb uncommunicative. Yet he felt he might tell him something. He always felt that visitors from a clearly different background were his natural allies; that when they were pretending not to notice him, they were waiting for the right moment.

         
             

         

         ‘But why should I sing the ghazal?’ she asked herself one day. Would giving it up mean she had failed? But wasn’t her forte the bhajan, the devotional; isn’t that what they said? Then why was she struggling to sing these love songs? She’d never get them right, and, anyway, they were, in a sense, absolutely foreign to her; she’d never be able to enter their mood, their spirit. Once she realised this, it was as if a burden she’d carried without knowing it had gone. Overnight, the letters ‘aliph’ and ‘jeem’ began to disappear from her memory. She discontinued her lessons with ‘maulvi saheb’.

         
             

         

         That evening, they went out for dinner – the company secretary was visiting from Calcutta. Mr Deb was in a room at the old Taj; although it was still not the old Taj – the idea for the new Taj had been floated, but it had still not been built. The old Taj was alone, and had an inviolability about it.

         They went to the Crystal Room for dinner. It was good to see Mr Deb again; they ordered naan, palak chicken, daal. The boy was there too; he sometimes accompanied his parents on these occasions. They sat, talking about Calcutta, about the company, about Bombay. When food was served, the dim light almost concealed the colours on the plate; the yellow of the daal, the green of the palak. Yet, though they tore the naan with enthusiasm, they didn’t seem interested in the food. Only Mrs Sengupta said she liked the taste of the daal. Where Mr Deb was concerned, there was always, for them, a sense of waiting and watching. They were not conscious of this, though; but it was almost certain that once Mr Deb retired, Mr Sengupta would take his place. This, perhaps, gave these meetings an air of deferral, where a lot was said, but something couldn’t be.

         
             

         

         ‘Sir, the bill.’ The bill was settled by Mr Deb; easier for him, as he was staying at the hotel. But, outside this little ritual, it came to the same thing: the meal would be paid for by the company. They – Mr and Mrs Sengupta – had just begun to get used to, to take for granted, the freedom of gesture this represented.

         Two months later, taking them by surprise, Mr Deb died. Death had nipped retirement in the bud by two years. He would now be fifty-six years old for eternity; he was quietly cremated in Calcutta. The company settled the dues. A chest pain, wrongly diagnosed by a family doctor as flatulence, had been followed by a heart attack. They could now talk about it – the mistaken diagnosis – forever. Mr Sengupta flew into Calcutta, on work, but also made his visit coincide with Mr Deb’s shraddh. Mr Deb was, in a small way, part of his private mythology; he’d been one of the people who interviewed Mr Sengupta. He felt, within the constraints of the circumstances, the context of flux in the company the departure of one person created, a sense of bereavement. Mrs Deb, in a white sari, gave a general impression of whiteness, as her hair was almost all white. She spoke to him as someone who was not quite a relative, someone she had got to know, but risked losing. ‘You must stay for dinner, Apurva,’ she said.

      

   


   
      
         
            
        The company office was on Tulsi Pipe Road
      

            * * *

         

         The company office was on Tulsi Pipe Road. This was a curious address – not a very distinguished address – for a company of standing. They were framed by the old, declining industrial landscape, by a sense of grease and iron, and of funnels of smoke from chimneys in deathless mills. But now, for two years, the office had become the head office; the head office had moved from Calcutta. It was strange to see, in these surroundings, Mr Dyer emerge from the entrance, debonair, balding, not too long after his pretty secretary, Pamela, had left, and advance towards his car. Apurva Sengupta, too, could be seen coming out not too much later, his jacket on one arm.

         Sometimes the boy would come to pick up his father (this was a momentous event in the week) and sit in the car watching the procession of company employees coming out of the incongruous art deco building, the secretaries in their long skirts, the junior executives in chattering groups, invisible as individuals, the directors getting into cars. One day, as they were going back home, a man in rags fell across the bonnet of the car as it paused at the turning; with one arm he banged the windshield, and turned to stare, for one protracted second, inside the car. The driver swore. Ignoring him, the man rose, and, as if he had more important things to do, swayed to the other side of the road. ‘He’s drunk too much,’ said the driver, starting the engine. ‘Bewda!’ Nirmalya didn’t know what it meant to have drunk too much; he didn’t know what had happened for the man to become like this, or what the strangely unseeing stare meant. He sat motionless; inwardly, he shrank with terror. Only when his father, who’d been smiling with astonishment, began to talk about the party in the evening did his sense of being at home – in the car, in the world – flow back to him; the moment receded, like a dream that no longer had the power to touch him.

         
             

         

         Some people said that Mr Dyer had affairs with his secretaries; but most of them would have admitted there was more exaggeration in this than truth. But they chose to suspend belief and disbelief, and continued to inhabit a mental realm in which these affairs – plunged into at some hour of the day that lay outside the flow of time as they knew it; probably when he was dictating, behind the shut door, a long letter to either Pamela or Doris – were possible.

         He was a charming man. A great part of his charm lay in his physique and his manner: his height, the way he stooped forward slightly, his sideburns – that narrow, perfect-shaped fleece of gold; all things that made the fact that he was balding almost irrelevant.

         He gave the impression of listening to you very carefully, his blue eyes fixed over your shoulders, his eyebrows slightly raised in interest and concern, the deep alluring lines creasing his tanned forehead. Behind this manner, he was a dictator who left final and important decisions to no one else, and carried the company, like a personal possession he didn’t want to misplace, in his pocket. But he had been specially charming with Mr Sengupta: he gave him exactly what he wanted – a chauffeur-driven car, a flat, servants, a decent salary – so as to preclude permanently the possibility of Apurva Sengupta one day moving elsewhere. Mr Sengupta didn’t think of his being here as necessarily permanent; but he was beginning to become happy in the company. He suppressed his instinct that his boss was a type of extraordinary and somewhat disrespectable English adventurer: everyone knew it was largely Dyer who’d made the company the success it now was.

         ‘Well, A.B.,’ he said one afternoon, leaning over his desk (he’d begun the practice of referring to his colleagues by their initials, perhaps to conceal the fact that he had trouble getting their names right; he himself was known to them by his first name – Philip), ‘you know that, with poor Deb gone, there’s a vacancy.’ He smiled; lines appeared round his eyes. An expression almost like kindness; a moment’s deference to the death, but also a sensitivity to the window it had opened up. ‘I’ve thought about it, and I don’t want to advertise. I’ve been looking at your work, and I think you’re the right man for the job, don’t you?’

         At these moments, in the air-conditioned isolation of his office, Mr Dyer’s style was pressing: he was a seducer. He was Mephistophelean; but he made it clear that he wasn’t interested in being Mephistopheles to everybody; and the alternative (which induced nervousness in those who’d seen it) was a blankness in the blue eyes.

         ‘If you say so, Philip,’ said Apurva Sengupta, outwardly still but quietly elated. He saw the window as well, open, the light shining. ‘I’ll do my best.’

         ‘Good man! I’m very pleased.’

         
             

         

         Dyer, people knew, cared for presentability and appearance as much as – or perhaps more than – he did for ability. He was an aesthete of executive appearance; he wanted decent-looking people in the upper echelons of the company. And this was part of the reason he had his eye on Apurva Sengupta from the beginning: he had the right kind of looks – a sort of measured elegance and modest style, an appearance, at once, of slightness and control, which convinced Dyer.

         Parties too – this was part of the Senguptas’ gradual education – were important in the scheme of things; and Dyer’s tolerance for hot Indian food – another feature of his uniqueness, his charm, his slightly scandalous air – was high. When the Senguptas threw a party, he’d stand in a corner alone, perspiring, eating Mrs Sengupta’s fish preparations.

         ‘What are you making today?’ Mr Sengupta asked this tensely sometimes before a party. ‘Are you making that fish?’ It was Dyer, who seemed to have been weaned on curries, that Apurva Sengupta was thinking of. He cautiously sniffed the air in the flat. Pumpkin and coriander: the smell had filled the drawing room and barely arrived at the bedroom, as he stood there, still in his jacket. It soon occupied the entire flat.

         
             

         

         Around this time, when Mr Sengupta was promoted, they decided to move office – all the way to that new reclamation on Marine Drive, that puny strip called Nariman Point. One evening, when this strip was still coming into existence, the boy and his parents had walked down it, past coconut and peanut vendors, towards where it petered out into hunched boulders and, further, the fury of the waves. Nirmalya discovered he was scared of the ocean. The sea here had an ancient energy, as it swirled round the finger extending into the water. On both sides, as mother, father, and son stood there for a moment, Nirmalya threatened by blasts of wind, couples moved dimly and mysteriously, unperturbed, as if inside a foyer in a large building. This – the phantasmagoria of roaring, maddened waves and darkness – was what stood behind, at least momentarily, the city they were becoming intimate with.

         
             

         

         This area, which had been water not very long ago, became very quickly populated with towers and offices. The building the company moved to was called Udayan. The offices were on the sixteenth floor. One day, in the afternoon, when he’d gone again to pick up his father, Nirmalya stood before the building, separate among the other buildings, and measured it with his eyes. He felt thrilled by it, as if it were a sword that had, strangely, pierced him painlessly. ‘How tall it is!’ It was a significant moment in his own brief life – a grand, inward episode in the unfolding epic of his father’s employment. This time, the stream of employees emerging was somehow different, larger and more diffuse. It was full of people he didn’t recognise, small men in white shirts, women in saris, both going in and coming out, and then, in the midst of them, he’d spot, from the car, the suited, elegant figure of his father, shorter than Dyer but in his own way striking, then Dyer, and other known faces; his father and Mr Dyer seemed strangely untouched by the crowd around them; they were at ease but inviolable.

         Here, the ethos was that of the busy daylight world of the city; at once indifferent and absorbed, focussed and reckless. Nirmalya quickly forgot Nariman Point as he’d first stood on it nervously at night, threatened by waves. And he had no reason to visit Tulsi Pipe Road, where the old office building had been, again.

         
             

         

         ‘She sings good, but pronunciation must improve.’ The person who said this was Laxmi Ratan Shukla, a stocky man whose thick bifocals made his eyes seem twice their size, and also indistinct. It seemed the whites of the eyes were melting behind the glasses. He spoke very softly, and hardly ever smiled. He was nondescript and boring, and this was a dimension of his dangerousness. ‘The words still sound like Bengali. See – “barsat” is sounding like “borsat”.’ He performed this parody of Mrs Sengupta’s Hindi pronunciation without malice or self-consciousness.

         He was, of course, not dangerous at all; or he was as dangerous as he, or any human being, could be made dangerous by others. It depended on you. He was, really, a sort of bureaucrat, the head of HMV’s Light Music wing. But the problem was he was a bureaucrat who thought he was an artist – he composed tunes; he taught young women; he would have liked to create acolytes who said, ‘I was taught this song by Laxmi Ratan Shukla.’ Somehow, it hadn’t happened; but, secretly, he wanted to be more than just an office man.

         
             

         

         He sat now with two luchis before him, and a cup of tea. Of course, he was unused to luchis; he pierced one with his finger; then he tore a piece and ate it. ‘She has stopped the maulvi saheb, that is okay,’ he said. ‘She can sing bhajan.’ He referred to her in the third person in her presence, as if she was a child of ten. But he spoke so softly that no one could accuse him of being impolite.
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