The tramp came up with his hat and rucksack. There
was no nervousness in his movements but his eyes were
quick with fear. He took his place in the queue and pre-
tended to frown at its length. He moved his feet up and
down, now like a man made impatient by officials, now
like someone only keeping out the cold. But he was of less

‘rucksack, saw him and then didn’t see him. Th‘e ;ebanese,
" shaved and rested after their night in the diningroom,

| didn’t see hjyfat passion was over, -
- /\2} AN

interest than he thought, Hans, mountainous with his own

&é;iends. We met in the evenings on the pavement below

. One out of Many

4P | |
T am now an American citizen and I live in Washington,]
- capital of the world. Many people, both here and in India,
will feel that I have done well. Bu.

I was so happy in Bombay. I was respected, I had a cer-
tain position. I worked for an important man. The highest-.
|, in the land came to our bachelor chambers and enjoyed
- I my food and showered compliments on me. I also had miy
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of $he gallery of our chambers. Some of us, like the tailor's
bearer and myself, were domestics who lived in the street.
The others were people who came to that bit of pavement
to sleep. Respectable people; we didn’t encourage riff-raff.
In the evenings it was cool. There were few passers-by
and, apart from an occasional double-decker bus or. taxi, | -
little traffic. The pavement was swept and sprinkled, bedo{ *
ding brought out from daytime hiding-places, little oil-
lamps lit. While the folk upstairs chattered and laughed,
on the pavement we read newspapers, played cards, told ©
stories and smoked. The day pipe passed from friend to
friend; we became drowsy. Except of course during the
monsoon, 1 preferred to sleep on the pavement with. my
friends, although in our chambers a whole cupbodrd be-
low the staircase was reserved for my personal use,
It was good after a healthy night in the open to rise
before the sun and before the sweepers came. Sometimes T
saw the street lights go off. Bedding was rolled up; no one.

competition to secluded lanes and alleys and open lots to
- relieve themselves. I was spared  this competition; in our,
. chambers T had facilities. : :

Afterwards for half an hour or so I was free simply tq.'

LE.5,~2

spoke much; and soon my friends were hurrying in silent /
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stroll. T liked walking beside the Arabian Sea, waiting for
the sun to come up. Then the city and the ocean gleamed
like gold. Alas for those moming walks, that sudden ocean
- dazzle, the moist salt breeze on my face, the flap of my
‘shirt, that first cup of hot sweet tea from a stall, the taste
- of the first leaf-cigarette,

Observe the workings of fate. The respect and security

" .1 enjoyed were due to the importance of my employer. It |

was this very importance which now all at once destroyed

the pattern of my life.

© My employer was seconded by his firm to Government

service and was posted to Washington. I was happy for his
" sake but frightened for mine. He was to be away for some
- years and there was nobody in Bombay he could second
" me to. Soon, therefore, I was to be out of a job and out of

the chambers. For many years I had considered my life as -

- settled. I had served my apprenticeship, known my hard
times. I didn’t feel I could start again. I despaired. Was
there a job for me in Bombay? 1 saw myself having to re-
" turn to my village in the hills, to my wife and children

there, niot just for a holiday but for good. I saw myself -

again becoming a porter during the tourist season, racing
" after the buses as they arrived at the station and shouting
with forty or fifty others for luggage. Indian luggage, not
this lightweight American stuff! Heavy metal trunks!

I could have cried. It was no longer the sort of life for
which I was fitted. I had grown soft.in Bombay and I was
no longer young. I had acquired possessions, I was used to
the privacy of my cupboard. I had become a city man, used
- to certain comforts,

My employer said, ‘Washington is not Bombay! San-
tosh. Washington is expensive, Even if I was able to raise
your fare, you wouldn’t be able to live over there in any-
thing like your present style.

But to be barefoot in the hills, after Bombay! The
shock, the disgrace! I couldn’t face my friehds. I stopped
sleeping on the pavement and spent as much of my free

time as possible in my cupboard among my possessions, as-

- among things which were soon to be takén from me.
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My emplo‘é" said, ‘Santosh, my heart bleeds for you.’
I said, ‘Sahib, if I look a litde concerned it is only be-

- cause I worry about you. You have always been fussy, and

I don’t see how you will manage in Washington.’
‘It won’t be easy. But it’s the principle. Does the repre-

- sentative of a poor country like ours travel about with his

cook? Will that create a good impression?’
“You will always do-what is right, sahib.”
He went silent. '
' After some days he said, “There’s not only the expense,
Santosh. There’s the question of foreign exchangé. Qur

-Tupee isn’t what it was.’

Tunderstand, sahib. Duty is duty.’

A fortnight later, when I had almost given up hope, he
said, ‘Santosh, I have consulted Government. You will ac-
company me. Government has sanctioned, will arrange
accommodation. But not expenses. You will get your pass-
port and your P form. But I want you to think, Santosh.
Washington is not Bombay.”

d‘I went down to the pavement that night with my bed-
ing. o .
I said, blowing down my shirt, ‘Bombay gets hotter and -.

- hotter.

‘Df?, you know what you are doing?’ the tailor’s bearer
said, “WiIT the Americalls sroke with you? Will they sit

and talk with you in the eVenings? Will thefﬁéf&?ou by
the hand and walk Withg"fnn beside the ocean?’ .

It pleased me that he was jealous. My last-days in Bom-
bay WETE Very happy. o

I packed my employer’s two suitcases and bundled up
my own belongings in lengths of old cotton. At the airport
they made a fuss about my bundles. They said they
couldn’t accept them as luggage for the hold because they
didn’t like the responsibility. So when the time came I had
to climb up to the aircraft with all my bundles. The girl
at the top, who was smiling at everybody else, stopped
smiling when she saw me. She made me go right to the
back of the plane, far from my employer. Most of the
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seats there were empty, though, and I was able to spread
my bundles around and, well, it was comfortable.

It was bright and hot outside, cool inside. The plane
started, rose up in the air, and Bombay and the ocean
‘tilted this way and that. It was véry nice. When we settled
down I looked around for people like myself, but I could
see no one among the Indians or the foreigmers who
looked like a domestic. Worse, they were all ‘dressed as
though they were going to a wedding and, brother, I soon

! saw it wasn't they who were conspicuous. I was i my

R ordinary Bombay clothes, the loose long-tailed shirt, the

wide-waisted pants held up with a piece of string. Per-
fectly respectable domestic’s wear, neither dirty nor clean,
and in Bombay no one would have looked. But now

on the plane I felt heads turning whenever I stood .

up.
‘ PI was anxious. I slipped off my shoes, tight even without
the laces, and drew my feet up. That made me feel better.
I made myself a little betel-nut mixture and that made me
feel better still. Half the pleasure of betel, though, is the
spitting; and it was only when I had worked up a good
mouthful that I saw I had 2 problem. The airline girl saw
© too. That girl didn’t like me at all. She spoke roughly to
. me. My mouth was full, my cheeks were bursting, and I
couldn’t say anything. I could only look at her. She went
. and called a man in uniform and he came and stood over
me. I put my shoes back on and swallowed the betel juice.
It made me feel quite ill.

The girl and the man, the two of them, pushed a little

trolley of drinks down the aisle. The girl didn’t look at me
but the man said, “You want a drink, chum?’ He wasn’t a
bad fellow. I pointed at random to a bottle. It was a ki.nd
of soda drink, nice and sharp at first but then not so nice.
I was worrying about it when the girl said, ‘Five shillings
sterling or sixty cents U.S." That took me by surprise. 1
had no money, only a few rupees. The girl stamped, and
I thought she was going to hit me with her pad when 1
~ stood up to show her who my employer was. o

Presently my employer came down the aisle. He didn’t
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look very well. He said, without stopping, ‘Champagne,
. Santosh? Already we are overdoing?’ He went on to the-
; lavatory. When he passed back be said, ‘Foreign exchange,
: k’Santosh! Foreign exchange!” That was all. Poor fellow,
he was suffering too.

The journey became miserable for me. Soon, with the
wine I had drunk, the betel juice, the movement and the
noise of the aeroplane, I was vomiting all over my
bundles, and I didn’t care what the girl said or did. Later
there wege more urgent and terrible needs. I felt I would
choke in the tiny, hissing room at the back. I had a shock

;:-_ _ Lwhm I saw my face in the mirror. In the fluorescent light

it was the colour of a corpse. My eyes were strained, the
sharp air hurt my nose and seemed to get into my brain.
I climbed up on the lavatory seat and squatted. I lost
control of myself. As quickly as I could I ran back out into

had noticed. The lights were dim now; some people had
taken off their jackets and were sleeping. I hoped the
plane would crash.

The girl woke me up. She was almost screaming, ‘It’s
you, isn't 1t? Isa't it?’

I thought she was going to tear the shirt off me. I pulled
back and leaned hard on the window. She burst into tears
and nearly tripped on her sari as she ran up the aisle to get -
the man in uniform.

Nightmare. And all I knew was that somewhere at the

-end, after the airports and the crowded lounges where
everybody was dressed up, after all those iake-offs and
touchdowns, was the city of Washington. I wanted the
journey to end but I couldn’t say I wanted to arrive at -
Washington. 1 was already a little scared of that city, to
tell the truth. I wanted only to be off the plane and to be
in the open again, to stand on the ground and breathe and
to try to understand what time of day it was.

At last we arrived. I was in a daze. The burden of those
bundles! There were more closed rooms and electric
lights. There were questions from officials.

‘Is he diplomatic?’
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“He’s only a domestic,’ my employer said.

‘Is that his luggage? What's in that pocket?’

I was ashamed.

‘Santosh,” my employer said.

. I pulled out the little packets of pepper and salt, the
sweets, the envelopes with scented napkins, the toy tubes
of mustard, Airline winkets. I had been collecting them
throughout the journey, seizing a handful, whatever my
condition, every time I passed the galley.

‘He's a cook,” my employer said.

‘Does he always travel with his condiments?’

‘Santosh, Santosh,” my employer said in the car after-
wards, ‘in Bombay it didn’t matter what you did. QOver
here you represent your country. I must say I cannot
understand why your behaviour has already gone so much
out of character.”

: ‘I am sorry, sahib.’
: £ ‘Look at it like this, Santosh. Over here you don’t only
TEPresent your Country, you represent me.’ :
For the people of Washington it was late afternoon or
- early evening, 1 couldn’t say which. The time and the
light didn’t match, as they did in Bombay. Of that drive
I remember green fields, wide roads, many motor cars
: travelling fast, making a steady hiss, hiss, which wasn't at

.. all like our Bombay traffic noise. I remember big build-
" ings and wide parks; many bazaar areas; then smaller
éﬁ\ houses without fences and with gardens like bush, with
the hubshi standing about or sitting down, more usually
sitting down, everywhere. Especially I remember the hub-
shi. I had heard about them in stories and had seenvone or
two in Bombay. But I had never dreamt that this wild race
existed in such numbers in Washington and were per-
mitted to roam the streets so freely. O father, what was
this place I had come to?

I wanted, I say, to be in the open, to breathe, to come
to myself, to reflect. But there was to be no openness for
me that evening. From the aeroplane to the airport build-
ing to the motor car to the apartment block to the eleva-
tor to the corridor to the apartment itself, I was forever
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enclosed, forever in the hissing, hissing sound of aircon-
ditioners.

I was too dazed to take stock of the apartment. I saw it |

as only another halting place. My employer went to bed at
once, completely exhausted, poor fellow. I looked around
for my room. I couldn’t find it and gave up. Aching for the

Bombay ways, I spread my bedding in the carpeted corri-

dor just outside our apartment door. The corridor was
long: doors, doors. The illuminated ceiling was decorated
with staxs of different sizes; the colours were grey and blue

and gold. Below that imitation sky I felt like a prisoner.

. Waking, looking up at the ceiling, I thought just for a
second that I had fallen asleep on the pavement below the
gallery of our Bombay chambers. Ther I realized my loss.
I couldn’t tell how much time had passed or whether it
was night or day. The only clue was that newspapers now
lay outside some doors. It disturbed me to think that while
I had been sleeping, alone and defenceless, I had been
observed by a stranger and perhaps by more than one
stranger. - ' - '

I tried the apartment door and found I had locked my-
self out. I didn’t want to disturb my employer. I thought
I would get out into the open, go for a walk. I remem-
bered where the elevator was. I got in and pressed the
button. The elevator dropped fast and silently and it was
like being in the aeroplane agzin. When the elevator stop-
ped and the blue metal door slid open I saw plain concrete
corridors and blank walls. The noise of machinery was
very loud. I kriew I was in the basement and the main
floor was not far above me. But I no longer wanted to try;
I gave up ideas of the open air. I'thought I would just go
back up to the apartment. But I hadn’t noted the number
and didn’t even know what floor we were on. My courage
flowed out of me. I sat on the floor of the elevator and felt
the tears come to my eyes. Almost without noise the eleva-
tor door closed, and I found I was being taken up silently
at great speed. _

"The elevator stopped and the door opened. It was my
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employer, his hair uncombed, yesterday’s dirty shirt partly
unbuttoned. He looked frightened.

‘Santosh, where have you been at this hour of morn-
ing? Without your shoes.’

I could have embraced him. He hurried me back past
the newspapers to our apartment and I took the bedding
" inside. The wide window showed the early morning sky,
the big city; we were high up,. way above the trees.

Isaid, ‘I couldn’t find my room.’

‘Government sanctioned,” my.employer sald *Are you
sure you've looked?’

We looked together. One little corridor led past the

"bathroom to his bedroom; another, shorter, corridor led

to the big room and the kitchen. There was nothing else.

‘Government sanctioned,” my employer said, moving
about the kitchen and opening cupboard doors. ‘Separate
entrance, shelving, I have the correspondence.’ He opened
another door and looked inside. ‘Santosh, do you think it
is possible that this is what Government meant?’

The cupboard he had opened was as high as the'rest of
the apartment and as wide as the kitchen, about six feet.
It was about three feet deep. It had two doors. One door
- opened into the kitchen; another door, directly opposite,
opened into the corridor.

.‘Separate entrance, my employer said. ‘Shelving, elec-
tric light, power point; fitted carpet.’

“This must be my room, sahib.’

Santosh some enemy in Government has done this to
me.’

‘Oh 10, sahib, You mustn’t say that. Besides, it is very
big. T will be able to make myself very comfortable. It is
much bigger than my little cubby-hole in the chambers.
And it has a nice flat ceiling. I wouldn’t hit my head.”
- ‘You don’t understand, Santosh. Bombay is Bombay.
~ Here if we start living in cupboards we give the wrong im-
pression, They will Ehmk we al live in cupboards in
- Bombay.’

O sahib, but they can- just look at me and see I am

ES:Z&Q.“ - a \ w.»”\\'
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d’;z/o ‘You are very good, Santosh. But these pt.
cious. Still, if you are happy, then I am hapl\

‘I am very happy, sahib.’ :
And after all the upset, I was. Tt was nice to" L\
that evening, spread my bedding and feel protectex .
hidden. I slept very well. J h

In the morning my empioyer said, “We must talk abok:
money, Santosh. Your salary is one hundred rupees a
month. But Washington isn’t Bombay. Everything is a -
little bit more expensive here, and I am going to give you
a Dearness Allowance. As from today you are getting one
hundred and fifty rupees.

‘Sahib.’

‘And I'm giving you a fortmghts pay in advance In
foreign exchange. Seventy-five rupees. Ten cents to the
rupee, seven hundred and fifty cents. Seven fifty US.

" Here, Santosh, This afternoon you go out and have a little.
walk and enjoy. But be careful. We are not among friends,

- remember.

~ So at Iast, fested, with money in my pocket, I went out
in the open. And of course the city wasn't a quarter as _

§}nghtenmg as I had thought. The buildings weren’t par-
ticularly big, not all the streets were busy, and there were
many lovely trees. A lot of the hubshi were about, very
.wild-looking some of them, with dark glasses and their
hair frizzed out, but it seemed that if you didn’t trouble
them they didn’t attack you.

I was looking for a café or a teastall where perhaps
domestics congregated. But I saw no domestics, and I was
chased away from the place I did eventuaﬂy go into. The
girl said, after I had been waiting some time, ‘Can’t you
read? We don’t serve hippies or bare feet here.’

O father! T had come out without my shoes. But what a
_country, I thought, walking briskly away, where people
care never allowed to dress normally but must forever wear

their very best! Why must they wear out shoes and finé
clothes for no purpose? What occasion are they honour-

29




ing? What waste, what presumaption! Who do they think

is noticing them all the time?

‘And even while these thoughts were in my head I found
I had come to a roundabout with trees and a fountain
where — and it was like a fulfilment in a dream, not easy
" to believe — there were many people who looked like my
own people, I tightened the string around my loose pants,

held down my flapping shirt and ran through the traffic -

to the green circle, . i
Some of the hubshi were there, playing musical instru-
- ments and looking quite happy in their way. There were

some Americans sitting about on the grass and the foun- .

tain and the kerb. Many of them were in rough, friendly-

" looking clothes; some were without shoes; and I felt T had

been over hasty in condemning the entire race. But it
wasn't these people who had attracted me to the circle.
It was the dancers. The men were bearded, barefooted
and in saffron robes, and the girls were in saris and canvas
shoes that looked like our own Bata shoes. They were
shaking little cymbals and chanting and lifting their heads
up and down and going round in a circle, making a lot of
" dust. It was a little bit like 2 Red Indian dance in a cow-
boy movie, but they were chanting Sanskrit words in

" praise of Lord Krishna, _
- I was very pleased. But then a disturbing thought came
' to me. It might have been because of the half-caste appear-
. ance of the dancers; it might have been their bad San-
: skrit pronunciation and their accent. I thought that these
people were now strangers, but that perhaps once upon a
time they had been like me. Perhaps, as in some story, they
had been brought here among the hubshi as captives a
.~ long time ago and had become a lost people, like our own
- wandering gipsy folk, and had forgottén who they were.
When I thought that, I lost my pleasure in the dancing;
and I felt for the dancers the sort of distaste we feel when
we are faced with something that should be kin but turns

. out not to be, turns out to be degraded, like a deformed -

man, or like a leper, who from a distance looks whole.
I didn’t stay. Not far from the circle I saw a café which
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appeared to be serving bare feet. I went in, had a coffee -
and a nice piece of cake and bought a pack of cigarettes;
matches they gave me free with the cigarettes. It was all -
right, but then the bare feet began looking at me, and one
bearded fellow came and sniffed loudly at me and smiled
and spoke some sort of gibberish, and then some others of
the bare feet came and sniffed at me. They weren't un-
friendly, but I didn’t appreciate the behaviour; and it was
a little frightening to find, “hen I left the place, that two
or three of them appeared to be following me. They
weren't unfriendly, bue I didn't want to take any
chances. I passed a cinema; I went in. It was something
I wanted to do anyway. In Bombay I used to go once a
week. ,

And that was all right. The movie had already started
It was in English, not too easy for me to follow, and it gave
me time to think, It was only there, in the darkness, that I
thought about the money I had been spending. The prices
had seemed to me very reasonable, like Bombay prices.
‘Three for the movie ticket, one fifty in the café, with tip,
But I had been thinking in rupees and paying in dollar
In less than an hour I had spent nine days’ pay.

I couldn’t watch the movie after that. I went out and
began to make my way back to the apartment block. Many

.more of the hubshi were about now and I saw that where

they congregated the pavement was wet, and dangerous
with broken glass and bottles. I couldn’t think of cooking -

“when I got back to the apartment. I couldn't bear to look

at the view. I spread my bedding in the cupboard, lay
down in. the darkness and waited for my employer to
return,
When he did I said, ‘Sahib, T want to go home.’ 3
‘Santosh, I've paid five thousand rupees to bring you

. here. If I send you back now, you will have to work for six

or seven years without salary to pay me back.’
I burst into tears. _
‘My poor Santosh, something has happened. Tell me

“what has happened?’

‘Sahib, I've spent more than half the advance you gave
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me this morning. I went out and had a coffee and cake and
then I went to a movie.

His eyes went small and twinkly behind his glasses. He
bit the inside of his top lip, scraped at his moustache with
his lower teeth, and he said, “You see, you see. I told you
it was expensive.’ : '

I understood I was a prisoner. I accepted this and ad-
justed. I learned to live within the apartment, and I was
even calmi.

My employer was a man of taste and he soon had the
apartment looking like something in a magazine, with
books and Indian paintings and Indian fabrics and pieces
.of sculpture and bronze statues of our gods. I was careful
to take no delight in it. It was of course very pretty, especi-
ally with the view. But the view remained foreign and I
never felt that the apartment was real, like the shabby old
Bombay chambers with the cane chairs, or that it had any-

hing to do with me.

When people came to dinner I did my duty. At the ap-
propriate time I would bid the company goodnight, close
off the kitchen behind its folding screen and pretend I
was leaving the apartment. Then I would lie down quietly
in my cupboard and smoke. I was free to go out; I had my

separate entrance. But I didn’t like being out of the apart- -
ment. [ didn't even like going down to the laundry room

in the basement. .
- Once or twice a week I went to the supermarket on our
street. T always had to walk past groups of hubshi men
-+ and children. I tried not to look, but it was hard. They sat
sxon the pavement, on steps and in the bush around their
; redbrick houses, some of which had boarded-up windows.
They appeared to be very much a people of the open air,
1. with little to do; even in the mornings some of the men

were drunk.

Scattered among the hubshi houses were others just as
old but with gaslamps that burned night and day in the

dom saw these people; they didn’t spend much time on the

f\ )

i erance‘ These were the houses of the Americans. T sel- .

street, 'The lighted gaslamp was the American way of séxy_— .

ing that though a house looked old outside it was niceand =«

new inside. I also felt that it was like a2 warning to the
hubshi to keep off.

Outside the supermarket there was always a policeman
with a gun. Inside, there were always a couple of hubshi .
guards with truncheons, and, behind the cashiers, some
old hubshi beggar men in rags. There were also many

'young hubshi boys, small but muscular, waiting to carry .

parcels, as once in the hills I had waited to cairy Indian
tourists” luggage,
These trips to the supermarket were my only outings,

. and I was always glad to get back to the apartment. The

work there was light. I watched a lot of television and my
English improved. I grew to like certain commercials very
much. It was in these commercials I saw the Americans
whom in real life I so seldom saw and knew only by their
gaslamps. Up.there in the apartment, with a view of the
white domes and towers and greenery of the famous city, .
I entered the homes of the Americans and saw them -
cleaning those homes. I saw them cleaning foors and

- dishes. I saw them buying clothes and cleaning clothes,. .-

buying motor cars and cleaning motor cars. I saw them
cleaning, cleaning.. ' :

The effect of all this television on me was curious. If by
some chance I saw an American on the street T tried to fit
him or her into the commercials; and I felt T had caught
the person in an interval between his television duties. So
to some extent Americans have remained to me, as people
not quite real, as people temporarily absent from tele-
vision. O ‘ _

Sometimes a hubshi came on the screen, not to talk of
hubshi things, but to do a little cleaning of his own. That
wasn't the same. Fle was too different from the hubshi.l
saw on the street and I knew he was an actor. I knew that
his television duties were only make-believe and that he
would soon have to return to the street,

One day at the supermarket, when the hubshi girl took
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my money, she sniffed and said, ‘You always smell sweet,
baby.’ .
- Slze was friendly, and I was at last able to clear up that
" mystery, of my smell. It was the poor country weed I
smoked. Tt was a peasant taste of which I was slightly
ashamed, to tell the truth; but the cashier was encourag-
-ing. As it happened, I had brought a quantity of the weed
with me from Bombay in one .of my bundles, together
with 2 hundred razor blades, believing both weed and
_blades to be purely Indian things. I made an offering to
the girl. In return she taught me a few words of English.
. “Me black and beautiful’ was the first thing she taught
me. Then she pointed to the policeman with the gun out-
side and taught me: ‘He pig’ o
My English lessons were taken a stage further by the

Rubshi maid who worked for someone on our floor in the -

apartment block. She too was attracted by my smell, but [

Q&_ ‘soon began to feel that she was also attracted by my small-
G ness and strangeness. She herself was a big woman, broad
[in the face, with high cheeks and bold eyes and lips that

were full but not pendulous. Her largeness disturhed me; -

1 found it bettex to concentrate on her face. She misunder-
stood; there were times when she frolicked with me in a
,violent way. I didn’t like it, because I couldn’t fight her off
as well as I would have liked and because in spite of myself
1 was fascinated by her appearance. Her smell mixed with
the perfumes she used could have made me forget myself.
She was always coming-into the apartment. She dis-
turbed me while T was watching the Americans on tele-
-vision. I feared the smell she left behind. Sweat, perfume,
- my own weed: the smells lay thick in the room, and I
prayed to the bronze gods my employer had installed as
living-room ernaments that I would not be dishonoured.
Dishonoured, I say; and I know that this might seem
strange to people over here, who have permitted the hub-
shi to settle among them in such large numbers and must

. therefore esteem them in certain ways, But in our country
we frankly do not care for the hubshi. It is written in our
books, both holy and not so holy, that it is indecent and

- 4to

wrong for a man of our blood to embrace the hubshi
woman. 'To be dishonoured in this life, to be born a-<cat
or a monkey or 2 Aubshi in the next | .

But I was falling. Was it idleness and solitude? I was
found attractive: I wanted to know why. I began to go to

the bathroom of the apartment simply to study my face in-

the mirror. I cannot easily believe it myself now, but in
Bombay a week or a month could pass without my looking
in the mirror; and then it wasn’t to consider may looks but

. to check whether the barber had cut off too much hair or

whetheér a pimple was about to burst. Slowly I made a dis-
covery. My face was handsome. I had never thought .of
myself in this way. I had thought of myself as unnotice-
able, with features that served as identification alone.

‘The discovery of my good looks brought its strains. I

became obsessed with my appearance, with a wish to see

myself. It was like an illness. I would be watching tele-
vision, for instance, and I would be surprised by the
thought: are you as handsorne as that man? I would have
to get up and go to the bathroom and look in the mirror.

I thought back to the time when these matters hadn’t
interested roe, and I saw how ragged I must have looked,
on the acroplane, in the airport, in that café for bare feet,
with the rough and dirty clothes I wore, without doubt or

© . question, as clothes befitting a servant. I was choked with

shame. I saw, too, how geod people in Washington had
been, to have seen me in rags and yet to have taken me for

_aInan. ,
I'was glad I had a place to hide. I had thought of myself

as a prisoner. Now I was glad I had so little of Washington
to cope with: the apartment, my cupboard, the television
set, my employer, the walk to the supermarket, the hubshi
woman. And one day I found I no longer knew whether
I wanted to go back to Bombay. Up there, in the apart-
ment, I nolonger knew what I wanted to do.

I became more careful of my appearance. There wasn’t

- much I could do. I bought laces for my old black shoes,
socks, a belt. Then some money came my way. I had under-

-

o
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stood that the weed I smoked was of value to the hubshi -

and the bare feet; 1 disposed of what I had, disadvantage-
ously as [ now know, through the hubshi girl at the super-
- market. I got just under two hundred dollars. Then, as
anxiously as T had got rid of my weed, I went out and
bought some clothes.
I still have the things I bought that morning. A green
- hat, a green suit. The suit was always too big for me.
~Ignorance, inexperience; but I also remember the feeling
of presumption. The salesman wanted to talk, to do his
job. I didn’t want to listen. T took the first suit he showed
‘me and went into the cubicle and changed. I couldn’t
think about size and fit. When 1 considered all that cloth
and all that tailoring I was proposing to adorn my simple
body with, that body that needed so little, I felt T was ask-
ing to be destroyed. I changed back quickly, went out of
the cubicle and said I would take the green suit. The sales-
man began to talk; I cut him short; T asked for a hat
When I got back to the apartment I felt quite weak and
had to lie down for a while in my cupboard.
I never hung the suit up. Even in the shop, even while
counting out the precious dollars, I had known it was a
~mistake. I kept the suit folded in the box with all its pieces
of tissue paper. Three or four tifes I put it on and walked
about the apartment and sat down on chairs and lit cigar-
ettes and crossed my legs, practising. But I couldn't bring
myself to wear the suit out of doors. Later I wore the
pants, but never the jacket. I never bought another suit;
I soon began wearing the sort of clothes I wear today,
pants with some sort of zippered jacket. i
Once I had had no secrets from my employer; it was so
much simpler not to have secrets, But some instinct told
me now it would be better not to let him know about the
green suit or the few dollars I had, just as instinct had al-
ready told me I should keep my own growing knowledge
of English to myself.
Once my employer had been to me only a presence. I
used to tell him then that beside him I was as dirt. It was
only a way of talking, one of the courtesies of our lan-

. 6

- a bottle of whisky he would have pulled down the whol

. guage, but it had something of truth. I meant that he was
- the man who adventured in the world for me, that I ex: -

perienced the world through him, that I was content to be
a small part of his presence. I was content, sleeping on the
Bombay pavement with my friends, to hear the talk of my
employer and his guests upstairs. I was more than con-

- tent, late at night, to be identified among the sleepers

and greeted by some of those guests before they drove

away. . ~
Now I fgund that, without wishing it, I was ceasing to}

see myself as part of my employer’s presence, and begin-
ning at the same time to see him as an outsider might see
him, as perhaps the people who came to dinner in the
apartment saw him. I saw that he was a man of my own
age, around thirty-five; it astonished me that I hadn’t
noticed this before. I saw that he was plump, in need of
exercise, that he moved with short, fussy steps; a man with
glasses, thinning hair, and that habit, during conversa-
tion, of scraping at his moustache with his teeth and nib-

- bling at the inside of his top lip; a man who was -

frequently anxious, took pains over his work, was sub-
jected at his own table to unkind remarks by his office

- colleagues; a man who looked as uneasy in Washington as

1 felt, who acted as cautiously as I had learned to act.

I remember an American who came to dinner. He
looked at the pieces of sculpture in the apartment and said
he had himself brought back a whole head from one of our
ancient temples; he had got the guide to hack it off.

-1 could see that my employer was offended. He said,
‘But that’s illegal.’ :

“That's why I had to give the guide two dollars. If I ha
temple for me. *

My employer's face went blank. He continued to do his.
duties as host but he was unhappy throughout the dinner.
I grieved for him.

Afterwards he knocked on my cupboard. I knew he

" wanted to talk. I was in my underclothes but I didn’t feel

underdressed, with the American gone. I stood in the door

37

It




of my cupboard; my employer paced up and down the
small kitchen; the apartment felt sad. :

‘Did you hear that person, Santosh?’ .

I pretended I'hadn’t understood, and when he explained
I tried to console him. I said, ‘Sahib, but we know these
people are Franks and barbarians.’
~ “They are Thalicious pes sh. Fhey think that
because we are a poor country we are all the same. They
think an official in Government is just the same as some
poor guide scraping together a few rupees to keep body
- and soul together, poor fellow.’

I saw that he had taken the insult only in 2 personal
way, and F was dxsappomteci I thought he had been
thinking of the temple.

A few days later I had my adventure. The hubshi
woman came in, moving among my employer's orna-
ments like a bull. I was greatly provoked. The smell was
too much; so was the sight of her armpits. I fell. She
dragged me down on the couch, on the saffron spread
which was one of my employer’s nicest pieces of Punjabi
folk-weaving. 1 saw the moment, helplessly, as one of dis-
honour. I saw her as Kali, goddess of death and destruc-
tion, coal-black, with a red tongue and white eyeballs and
. many powerful arms. I expected her to be wild and fierce;
but she added insult to injury by being very playful, as
though, because I was small and strange, the act was not
real. She laughed all the time. I would have liked to with-
draw, but the act took over and completed 1tself And then
. X{elt dreadful. :

I wanted to be forgiven, I wanted to be cleansed, I

wanted her to go. Nothing frightened me more than the .

‘way she had ceased to be a visitor in the apartment and
behaved as though she possessed it. I looked at the sculp-
‘ture and the fabrics and thought of my poor employer,
suffering in his office somewhere.

1 bathed and bathed afterwards. The smell would not
leave me. I fancied that the woman'’s oil was still on that
poor part of my poor body. It oceurred to me to rub it
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.~ came, real tears, and I was comforted.

“down with half a lemon. Penance and cleansing; but it
didn’t hurt as much as I expected, and I extended the

‘penance by rolﬁng about naked on the floor of the bath- . -+

_room and the sittingroom and howling. At last the tears

It was cool in the apartment; the alr-conchtzomng‘al—
ways hummed; but I could see that it was hot outside, like
one of our own summer da_yk in the hills, The urge came
upon me to dress as I might have done in my village on a.
religious occasion. In one of my bundles I had a dhoti-
léngth of new cotton; a gift from the tailor’s bearer that [

had never used. I draped this around my waist and be- - =

tween my legs, lit incense sticks, sat down crosslegged on
the floor and tried to meditate and become still. Soon I
?egan to feel hungry. That made me happy; I decided to
ast.

Unexpectedly my employer came in. I didn't mind be-
ing caught in the attitude and garb of prayer; it could
have been so much worse. But I wasn't expecting him till
late afternoon,

‘Santosh, what has happened?’

~ Pride got the better of me. I said, ‘Sahxb it is, what T do
‘from time to time.’

But I didn't find merit in his eyes. He was far too agi-
tated to notice me properly. He took off his lightweight
fawn jacket, dropped it on the saffron spread, went to the
refrigerator and drank two tumblers of orange juice, one
after the other. Then he looked out at the view, scraping
at his moustache. ’

‘Oh, my poor Santosh, what are we doing in this place?
Why do we have to come here?” '

I looked with him. I saw nothing unusual. The wide
window showed the colours of the hot day: the pale-blue
sky, the white, almost colourless, domes of famous build-
ings rising out of dead-green foliage; the untidy roofs of
apartment blocks where on Saturday and Sunday morn-
ings people sunbathed; and, below, the fronts and backs

- of houses on the treedined street down which I walked to

| the supermarket.

39




My employer turned off the air-conditioning and all
noise was absent from the room. An instant later I began
to hear the noises outside: sirens far and near. When my
employer slid the window open the roar of thé disturbed
<city rushed into the room. He closed the window and there
was near-silence again, Not far from the supermarkeE 1
saw black smoke, uncurling, rising, swiftly tuming colour-
Iess. This was not the smoke which some of the apartment
blocks gave off all day. This was the smoke of a real fire.

“The hubshi have gone wﬂd Santosh. They are buming
down Washington.'

* Ididn't mind at all. Indeed, in my mood of prayer and
repentance, the news was even welcome. And it was wi_th
a feeling of release that I watched and heard the city
burn that afternoon and watched it burn that night. I
‘watched it burn again and again on television; and I
. watched it burn in the morning. It burned like a famous
city and I didn't want it to stop burning. I wanted the
fire to spread and spread and I wanted everything in the
city, even the apartment block, even the apartment, even

myself, to be destroyed and consumed. I wanted escape to

be impossible; I wanted the very idea of escape to become
absurd. At every sign that the burning was gomg to stop
Itelt disappointed and let down.

For four days my employer and [ stayed in the apart-
ment and watched the city burn. The television continued
to show us what we could see and what, whenever we slid
the window back, we could hear. Then it was over. The
view from our window hadn’t changed. The famous build-
ings stood; the trees remained. But for the first time since

‘1 had understood that I was a prisoner I found that I

wanted to be out of the apartment and in the streets.
The destruction lay beyond the supermarket. I had
never gone into this part of the city before, and it was

strange to walk in those long wide streets for the first time,

to see trees and houses and shops and advertisements,
everything like a real city, and then to see that every sign-

board on every shop was burnt or stained with smoke, that-

the shops themselves were black and broken, that flames

t
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- of movement, I found myself in one of those leafy streets

had burst through some of the upper windows and

~ scorched the red bricks. For mile after mile it was like

that. There were hubshi groups about, and at first when
passed them I pretended to be busy, minding my o
business, not at all interested in the ruins. But they smiled
at me and I found I was smiling back. Happiness was on
the faces of the hubshi. They were like people’ amazed
they could do so much, that so much lay in their power.
‘They were like people on holiday. I shared their exhilara-
tion,

The idea of escape was a simple one, but it hadn’t occur-
red to me before. When 1 adjusted to my imprisonment I
had wanted only to get away from Washington and to

return to Bombay But then I had become confused. I had

looked in the mirror and seen myself, and I knew it wasn't
possible for me to retwrn to Bombay to the sort of job Iay
had had and the life I had lived. I couldn't easily become {?
part of someone else’s presence again. Those evening chats "¢
on the pavement, those morning walks: happy times, but
they were like the happy times of childhood: I didn't .
want them to return. ’

I had taken, after the fire, to. gomg for long walks in the

- city. And one day, when I wasn’t even thinking of escape,

when I was just enjoying the sights and my new freedom

where private houses had been turned into business pre-
mises. 1 saw a fellow countryman superintending the rais-
ing of a signboard on his gallery. The signboard told me

. that the building was a restaurant, and I assumed that the

man in charge was the owner. He looked worried and
slightly ashamed, and he smiled at me. This was unusual,
because the Indians I had seen on the streets of Washing-
ton pretended they hadn’t seen me; they made me feel that
they didn’t like the competition of my presence or didn't
want me to start asking them difficult questions.

I complimented the worried man on his signboard and
wished him good luck in his business. He was a small man
of about fifty and he was wearing a double-breasted suit

LS.~ 3
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. gave his. It wayPriya

with oldfashioned wide lapels. He had dark hollows be-
low his eyes and he looked as though he had recently lost
. alittle weight. I could see that in our country he had been
a man of some standing, not quite the sort of person who
would go into the restaurant business, I felt at one with
him. He invit e to look around, asked my name and

Just past the gallofy was the loveliest and richest room I
had ever seen, Th€ wallpaper was like velvet; I wanted to

* - pass my hand over it. The brass lamps that bung from the

ceiling were in a lovely cut-out pattern and the bulbs were
‘of many colours. Priya looked with me, and the hollows
under his eyes grew darker, as though my admiration was
increasing his worry at his extravagance. The restaurant
hadn’t yet opened for customers and on a shelf in one
* corner I saw Priya’s collection of good-luck objects: a
~ brass plate with a heap of uncooked rice, for prosperity; a
little copybook and a little diary pencil, for good luck with
the accounts; a little clay lamp, for general good luck.

‘What do you think, Santosh? You think it will be all

right?’
- ‘Ttisbound tobe all right, Priya.’

‘But I have enemies, you know, Santosh. The Indian
restaurant people are not going to appreciate me. All
mine, you know, Santosh. Cash paid. No mortgage or any-
thing like that. I don’t believe in mortgages. Cash or noth-
g/ S

I understood him to mean that he had tried to get a .

mortgage and failed, and was anxious about money.
‘But what are you doing here, Santosh? You used to.be
in Government or something?’ ‘
‘You could say that, Priya.’ ' -
‘Like me. They have a saying here. If you can't bea
them, join them. I joined them. They are still beating me.’
He sighed and spread his arms on the top of the red wall-

seat. ‘Ah, Santosh, why do we do it? Why don’t we re-’

nounce and go and meditate on the riverbank?’ He waved
about the room. “The yemblems of the world, Santosh.
© Just yemblems.’ : ‘
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I didn’t know the English word he used, but I under-
stood its meaning; and for a moment it was like being
‘back in Bombay, exchanging stories and philosophies
with the tailor’s bearer and others in the evening,

‘But I am forgetting, Santosh. You will have some tea or
coffee or something?’

I shook my head from side to side to indicate that I was

- agreeable, and he called out in a strange harsh language to

someone behind the kitchen door.

‘Yes, Santosh. Yem-blems!’ And he sighed and slapped
the red seat hard.

A man carmpe out from the kitchen with a tray. At first he

. looked like a fellow countryman, but in a second I could

tell he was a stranger.

‘You are right,” Priya said, when the s r went back
to the kitchen. ‘He is not of Bharat. #fe is a2 Mexican>But
what can I do? You get fellow count TYMer, you fix up

their papers and everything, green card and everything,
And then? Then they run away. Run-run-runaway.
Crooks this side, crooks that side, I can't tell you. Listen,

Santosh, I was in cloth business before. Buy for fifty -

rupees that side, sell for fifty dolars this side. Easy. But
then. Caftan, everybody wants caftan. Caftan-aftan, I say,
I will settle your caftan. I buy one thousand, Santosh.
Delays India-side, of course. They come one year later.

Nobody wants caftan then. We're not organized, Santosh. -
We don't do enough consumer research. That’s what the

fellows at the embassy tell me. But if 1 do consumer re-
search, when will I do my business? The trouble, you
know, Santosh, is that this shopkeeping is not in my blood.
'The damn thing goes against my blood. When I was in
cloth business I used to hide sometimes for shame when a
customer came in. Sometimes I used to pretend I was
a shopper myself. Consumer research! These people
make us dance, Santosh. You and I, we will renounce.
We will go together and walk beside Potomac and medi-
tate,
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1 loved his talk. I hadn’t heard anything so sweet and




philosophical since the Bombay days. I said, Priya, I will
cook for you, i you want a cook.’

T feel T've known you a long time, Santosh. I feel you
are like a member of my own family. I will give you a
place to sleep, a little food to eat and a little pocket

. money, as much as I can afford.

Isaid, ‘Show me the place to sleep.’

He led me out of the pretty room and up a carpeted:
staircase. I was expecting the carpet and the new paint to
stop somewhere, but it was nice and new all the way. We
entered a room that was like a smaller version of my em-
ployer’s apartment.

‘Built-in cupboards and everything, you see, Santosh.’

I went to the cupboard. It had a folding door that
opened outward. I said, ‘Priya, it is too small. There is
roorn on the shelf for my belongings. But I don’t see how
Lcan spread my bedding inside here. It is far too narrow.’

that we are of the same family already.’

.~ Then it came to me that T was being offered the whol
rooi. I was stunned.

Priya looked stunned too. He sat down on the edge of

A _the soft bed. The dark hollows under his eyes were almost

black and he looked very small in his double-breasted
jacket. “This is how they make us dance over here, San-
tosh. You say staff quarte'rs and they say staff quarters.
"This is what they mean.’

‘For some seconds we sat silently, I fearful, he gloomy,

‘mieditating on the ways of this new world.

Someone called from downstairs, ‘Priya!l’

His gloom gone, smiling in advance, winking at me,
PI‘IY& calied back in an accent of the country, "Hi, Babl’

I followed him down.

‘Priya,” the American said, ‘I've brought over the
menus.” ,

He was a tall man in a leather jacket, with jeans that
rade up above thick white socks and big rubber-soled
shoes. He looked like someone about to run in a race. The

. menus were enormous; on the cover there was a drawing
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He giggled nervously. ‘Santosh, you are a joker. I feel ‘

of a fat man with a moustache and a plumed turban,
something like the man in the airline advertiserents. '

“They look great, Bab.’

‘I like them myself. But what's that, Priya? What’s that.
shelf doing there?’

. Moving like the front part of 2 horse, Bab walked to the
shelf with the rice and the brass plate and the little clay
lamp. It was only then that I saw that the shelf was very
roughly made.

Priya logked penitent and it was clear he had put the
shelf up himself. It was also dear he didn’t intend 16 take
it down,

‘Well, it's yours,’ Bab said. I suppose we had to have a
touch of the East somewhere. Now, Priya~' -

" ‘Money-money-money, is it?’ Priya said, racing the
words together as though he was making a joke to amuse a

child. ‘But, Bab, how can you ask me for money? Anybody

hearing you would believe that this restaurant is mine.
But thls restaurant isn’t mine, Bab. This restaurant is
yours.’

It was only one of our courtesies, but it ‘puzzled Bab
and he allowed himself to be led to other matters.

1 saw that, for all his talk of renunciation and business
failure, and for all-his jumpiness, Priva was able to cope
with Washington. I admired this strength in him as much
as I admired the richness of his talk. I didn’t know how
much to believe of his stories, but I liked having to guess
about him. I liked having to play with his words in my

. mind. T liked the mystery of the man. The mystery came

from his solidity. I knew where I was with him. After the
apartment and the green suit and the hubshi woman and
the city-burning for four days, to be with Priya was to feel
safe. For the first time since I had come to Washington I
felt safe.

I can’t say that I moved in. I simply stayed. I didn't
want to go back to the apartment even _to collect my be-
longings. 1 was afraid that something might happen to
keep me a prisoner there. My employer might turn up and
demand his five thousand rupees. The hubshi woman
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might claim me for her own; I might be condemned to a
life among the hubshi. And it wasn't as if I was leaving
" behind anything of value in the apartment. The green
suit I was even ha ~But.

Priya paid week. After what I
.. was gettmg, threédgllars and sefenty-five cents, it seemed
: . alot; and it was more enough for my needs. I didn’t
have much temptation to spend, to tell the truth. I knew
that may old employer and the hubshi woman would be
wondering about me in their respective ways and I
" thought I should keep off the streets for a' while. That was
no hardship; it was what I was used to in Washington.
Besides, my days at the restaurant were pretty full; for the

- - first time in my life I had little leisure.
The restaurant was a success from the start, and Priya
~ was fussy. He was.always bursting into the kitchen with
one of-those big menus in his hand, saying in English,
" ‘Prestige job, Santosh, prestige.” I didn’t mind. I liked to

o - _fsel Lhad to do things perfectly; I felt I was earning my
Though I was in hiding, and though I worked
DG ddy until midnight, I felt I was much more in charge

of myself than I had ever been.

Many of our waiters were Mexicans, but when we put
turbans on them they could pass. They came and went,
" like the Indian staff. I didn’t get on with these people.
" They were frightened and jealous of one another and

very treacherous. Their talk amid the biryanis and the
~ pillaus was all of papers and green cards. They were
* - always about to get green cards or they had been cheated
out of green cards or they had just got green cards. At fixst
I didn’t know what they were talking about. When I
understood I was more than depressed.

I understood that because 1 had escaped from my em-
plover I had made myself illegal in America. At any
moment I could be denounced, seized, jailed, deported,
disgraced. It was a complication. I had no green card; 1
didn’t know how to set about getting one; and there was
no one I could talk to. :
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I felt burdened by my secrets. Once 1 had none; now I

had so many. I couldn’t tell Priva 1 had no green card. I
couldn’t tell him I had broken faith with my old employer

and dishonoured myself with a hubshi woman and lived .

in fear of retribution. I couldn’t tell him that T was afraid
to leave the restaurant and that nowadays when I saw an
Indian I hid from him as anxiously as the Indian hid from
me. I would have felt foolish to confess. With Priya, right

. from the start, I-had pretended to be strong; and I wanted

it to reraain like that, Instead, when we talked now, and
he grew philosophical, I tried to find bigger causes for be-
ing sad. My mind fastened on to these causes, and the
effect of this was that my sadness became like a sickness of
the soul.

it was worse than being in the apartment, because now
the responsibility was mine and mine alone. I had decided
to be free, to act for myself. It pained me to think of the
exhilaration I had felt during the days of the fire; and I
felt mocked when I remembered that in the early days of
my escape I had thought I was in charge of myself.

The year turned. The snow came and melted. I was
more afraid than ever of going out. The sickness was
bigger than all the causes. I saw the future as a hole into
which I was dropping. -Sometimes at night when I

perspiration break all over,

I leaned on Priya. He was my only hope, my only link
with what was real. He went out; he brought back stories.
He went out especially to eat in the restaurants of our
competitors.

He said, ‘Santosh, I never believed that running a res-
taurant was a way to God. But it is true. I eat like a scien-

awakened my body would burn and I would feel the hot '.

tist. Every day I eat like a scientist. I feel I have already =

renounced.’
“This was Priya. This was how his talk ensnared me and
gave me the bigger causes that steadily weakened me. 1

became more and more detached from the men in the

kitchen. When they spoke of their green cards and the
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__jobs they were about to get I felt like asking them: Why?
- Why? '
' Azad every day the mirror told its own tale. Without
exercise, with the sickening of my heart and my mind, I
was losing my looks. My face had become pudgy and sal-
low'and full of spots; it was becoming ugly. I could have
" cried for that, discovering my good looks only to lose
- them. It was like a punishment for my presumption,
. the punishment I had feared when I bought the green
surit, .
Priya said, ‘Samtosh, you must get some exextcise. ﬁ.{ou
"are not looking well. Your eyes are getting like mine.
' What are you pining for? Are you pining for Bombay or
.,..your family in the hills?’

T places. o
' Priya said one Sunday mormning, ‘Santosh, I am g<31ng_to
take you to see a Hindi movie today. All the Indians of
. Washington will be there, domestics and everybody else’.
) 1 was very frightened. I didn't want to go and I couldn’t
tell him why. He insisted. My heart began to beat fast as
soon as I got into the car. Soon there were no more hou.ses
with gas-lamps in the entrance, just those long wide
burnt-out hubshi streets, now with fresh leaves on the
trees, heaps of rubble on bulldozed, fen;gd—in lpts,
boarded-up shop windows, and old smoke-stained sign-
boards announcing what was no-longer true. Cars raced
. along the wide roads; there was life only on the roads. I

thought I would vomit with fear.

I said, “Take me back, sahib.’

1 had used the wrong word. Once I had used the word a
hundred times a day. But then I had considered myself a
- small part of my employer's presence, and the word was
not servile; if was more like a name, like a reassuring
sound, part of my employer’s dignity and tk{erefore part
of mine. But Priya’s dignity could never be mine; that was
not our relationship. Priya I had always called Priya; it
* was his wish, the American way, man to man. With Priya
the word was servile. And he responded to the word. He

{ But now, even in my mind, I was a stranger in those

did as I asked; he drove me back to the restaurant. I never
called him by his name again.

I was good-looking; I had lost my looks. I was a free
man; I had lost my freedom. :

One of the Mexican waiters came into the kitchen late
one evening and said, “There is a2 man outside who wants
to see the chef.” .

No one had made this request before, and Priya was at
once agitated. ‘Is he an American? Some enemy has sent
him. here. Sanitary-anitary, health-ealth, they can inspect’
my kitchens at any time.’

‘He is an Indian,’ the Mexican said.

1 was alarmed. 1 thought it was my old emplover; that
quiet approach was like him, Priya thought it was a rival.
Though Priya regularly ate in the restaurants of his rivals
he thought it unfair when they came to eat in his. We
both. went to the door and peeked through the glass win~
dow into the dimly lit dining-room.

‘Do you know that person, Santosh?’

‘Yes, sahib.’ ' .

It wasn't my old employer. It was one of his Bombay
friends, a big man in Government, whom I had often
served in the chambers. He was by himself and seemed to
have just arrived in Washington. He had a new Bombay
haircut, very close, and a stiff dark suit, Bombay tailoring,

- His shirt looked blue, but in the dim multi-coloured light.

of the dining-room everything white looked blue. He
‘didn’t Jook unhappy with what he had eaten. Both his
elbows were on the curry-spotted tablecloth and he was
picking his teeth, half closing his eyes and hiding his
mouth with his cupped left hand.

‘I don't like him,” Priya said. ‘$till, big man in Govern-

- ment and so on. You must go to him, Santosh.’

But I couldn’t go.

"Put on your apron, Santosh. And that chef’s cap. Pres-
tige. You must go, Santosh.’

Priya went out to the dining-room and I heard him say
in English that I was corning.
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I ran up to my room, put some oil on my hair, combed

-+ my hair, put on my best pants and shirt and my shining

shoes. It was s0, as a man about town rather than as a
cook, I went to the dining-rcom.

The man from Bombay was as astonished as Priya. We
- exchanged the old-courtesies, and I waited. But, to my ve-
lief, there seemed little more to say. No difficult questions
were put to me; I was grateful to the man from Bombay
for his tact. I avoided talk as much as possible. I smiled.

 ~The man from Bombay smiled back. Priya smiled un-

. easily at both of us. So for a while we were, smiling in the
_dimblue-red light and waiting. ‘
. The man from Bombay said to Priya, ‘Brother, I just

- have a few words to say to my old friend Santosh.’

Priya didn’tlike it, but he left us.

I waited for those words. But they were not the words I
feared. The man from Bombay didn’t speak of my old em-
ployer. We continued to exchange courtesies. Yes, I was
well and he was well and everybody else we knew was well;
and I was doing well and he was doing well. That was-all.
Then, secretively, the man from Bombay gave me a dollar.
A dollar, ten rupees, an enormous tip for Bombay. But,
" from him, much more than a tip: an act of graciousness,
part of the sweetness of the old days. Once it would have
meant so much to me. Now it meant so little. I was sad-

dened and embarrassed. And I had been anticxpatmg '

hostility!

Priya was waiting behind the kitchen door. His Tittle
_face was tight and serious, and I knew he had seen the
- money pass. Now, quickly, he read my own face, and with-

out saying anything to me he huxried out into the dining-
TOOIN.
I heard him say in English to the man from Bombay,

- “Santosh isa good fellow. He's got his own room with bath

and everything. T am giving him a hundred dollars 2 week
‘from next week. A thousand rupees a week. This is a first-
" class establishment.’
A thousand chips a week! I was staggered. It was much
more than any man in Government got, and I was sure the

KO

man from Borﬁbay was also staggered, and perhaps re-

" -gretting his good gésture and that precious dollar of

foreign exchange

‘Santosh,’ Priya said, when the restaurant closed that
evening, ‘that man was an enemy. I knew it from the
moment I saw him. And because he was an enemy I did.
something very bad, Santosh.’

‘Sahib.’

4T lied, Santosh. To protect you. I told him, Santosh,
that I was going to give you seventy-five dollars a week
after Christmas.’ :
~ ‘Sahib.’

‘And now I have to make that lie true. But, Santosh,

-you know that is money we can’t afford. I don’t have to

tell you about overheads and things like that. Santosh,
1 will give you sixty.

I said, ‘Sahib, I couldn’t stay on for less than a hundred
and twenty-five.”

Priya’s eyes went shiny and the hollows below his eyes
darkénet-FIE FiEstedand piEEe oyt Bis ips. At (he end
of tIaT Week 1 got a hundred dollars. And Priva, iya, good man

aThe was, bore me 1o gmdge JU6 qmite

Now herewas avictory.Itwas onlyafter it happened that
I realized how badly I had needed such a victory, how far,
gaining my freedom, I had begun to accept death not as

-the end but as the goal, I revived. Or rather, my senses re-

vived. But in this city what was there to feed my senses?
There were no walks to be taken, no idle conversations

- with understanding friends. I could buy new clothes. But
" then? Would 1 just look at myself in the mirror? Would I

go walking, inviting passers-by to look at me and my
clothes? No, the whole business of clothes and dressing up
only threw me back into myseif.

There was a Swiss or German woman in the cakeshop

. some doors away, and there was a Filipino woman in the
¢ kitchen. They were neither of them attractive, to tell the

truth. The Swiss or German could have broken my back
with aslap, and the Filipino, though young, was remark-
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ably like one of our older hill women. Still, T felt I owed
something to the senses, and I thought I rnight frolic with
these women. But then I was frightened of the responsi-
bility.. Goodness, I had learned that 2 woman is not just
a roll and a frolic but a big aeature weighing a hun-
dred-and-so-many pounds who is going to be around

- afterwards. 4
So the moment of victory. passed without celebration.

‘And it was strange, I thought, that sorrow lasts and can
make a man look forward to death, but the mood of vic-
tory fills 2 moment and then is over, When my moment
of victory was over I discovered below it, as if waiting
- for me, all my old sickness and fears: fear of my illegality,
my former employer, my presumption, the hubshi woman.
I saw then that the victory I had had was not something
I had worked for, but luck; and that tuck was only fate’s

- cheating, giving an illusion of power.
But that illusion lingered, and I became restless, I de-
cided to act, to challenge fate. ¥ decided I would no longer
" stay in my room and hide. I began to go out walking in
the afterncons. I gained courage; every afternoon I
walked a little farther. It became my ambition to walk to
that green circle with the fountain where, on my first day

out in Washington, I had come upon those people in-

Hindu costumes, like domestics abandoned a long time
ago, singing their Sanskrit gibberish and doing their
strange Red Indian dance. And ore day I got there.

- One day I crossed the road to the circle and sat down on
a bench. The hubshi were there, and the bare feet, and
the dancers in saris and the saffron robes. It was mid-
afternoon, very hot, and no one was active. I remembered
how magical and inexplicable that circle had seemed to
me the first time I saw it. Now it seemed so ordinary and
tired: the roads, the motor cars, the shops, the trees, the
careful policemen: so much part of the waste and futility

_that was our world. There was no longer a mystery. I felt
1 knew where everybody had come from and where those
cars were going, But I also felt that everybody there felt
like me, and that was soothing. I took to going to the

k2

circle every day after the lunch rush and sitting unt11 it
was time to go back 1o Priya’s for the dinners.

Late one afternoon, among the dancers and the musi-
cians, the hubshi and the bare feet, the singers and the
police, I saw her. The hubshi woman. And again I won-

- dered at her size; my memory had not exaggerated. I de-

cided to stay where I was. She saw me and smiled. Then,
as if remembering anger, she gave me a look of great
hatred; and again 1 saw her as Kali, many-armed, goddess
of death ard destruction. She looked hard at my face; she
considered my clothes. I thought: is it for this Ibought
these clothes? She got up. Shé was very big and her tight
pants made her much more appalling. She moved to-
wards me. I got up and ran. I ran across the road and
then, not looking back, hurried by devious ways to the
restaurant. ’

Priya was doing his accounts. He always looked older
when he was doing his accounts, not worried, just older,
like 2 man to whom life could bring no further surprises.

" I envied him.

‘Santosh, some friend brought a parcel for'you,

It was a big parcel wrapped in brown paper. He handed
it to me, and I thought how calm he was, with his bills and
pieces of paper, and the pen with which he made his neat
figures, and the book in which he would write every day
until that book was exhausted and he would begin a new
one.

I took the parcel up to my room and opened it. Inside
there was a cardboard box; and inside that, still in its
tissue paper, was the green suit.

I felt a hole in my stomach. I couldn’t think. I was glad
I had to go down almost immediately to the kitchen, glad -
to be busy until midnight. But then I had to go up to my

. room again, and I was alone. I hadn’t escaped; T had never

been free. I had been abandoned. I was like nothing; I

" had made myself nothing. And T couldn’t turn back.

In the morning Priya said, “You don’t look very well
Santosh.”
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His concern weakened me further. He was the only man
I could talk to and I didn’t know what I could say to him.
I felt tears coming to my eyes. At that moment I would
have liked the whole world to be reduced to tears. I said,
‘Sahib, I cannot stay with you any longer.’

‘They were just words, part of my mood, part of my wish
for tears and relief. But Priya didn’t soften. He didn’t even
look surprised. “Where will you go, Santosh?’

‘How could I answer his serious question?’

‘Will it be different where you go?’

He had freed himself of me. I could no longer think of
tears. I said, ‘Sahib, I have enemies.’

He giggled. “You are a joker, Santosh. How can a man
like yourself have enemies? There would be no profit in
it. I have enemies. It is part of your happiness and part of
the equity of the world that you cannot have enemies.
That’s why you can runsun-runaway.’ He smiled and

. made the running gesture with his extended palm.

So, at last, I told him my story. I told him about my old

employer and my escape and the green suit. He made me

feel I was telling him nothing he hadn’t already known. I - :.

told him about the hubshi woman. I was hoping for some
rebuke, A rebuke would have meant that he was con-
" cerned for my honour, that I could lean on him, that
rescue was possible.

ut he 531d, T5anfosh, ave no problems. Marry th
kubshi. That will automatically make you a citizen. The
you will be a free man.’

. alone forever. I said, ‘Sahib, T have a wife and children in
the hills at home.’ o
‘But this is your home, Santosh. Wife and children in
the hills, that is very nice and that is always there. But
that is over. You have to do what is best for you here.
. You are alone here. Hubshi-ubshi, nobody worries about
. that here, if that is your choice. This isn’t Bombay. No-
+ body looks at you when you walk down the street. N obody
cares what you do.’ C
He was right. T was a free man; I could do anything I
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at I was expecting. He was asking me tobe |

wanted. I could, if it were possible for me to turn back, go
to the apartment and beg my old employer for forgiveness.
I could, if it were possible for me to become again what { -
once was, go to the police and say, ‘I am an illegal immi-
grant here. Please deport me to Bombay.' I could run
away, hang myself, surrender, confess, hide. It didn’t
matter what I did, because I was-alone. And I didn’t know
what I wanted to do. It was like the time when I felt Iy
senses revive and 1 wanted to go out and enjoy and I

found there was nothing to enjoy.

To be empty is not to be sad. To be empty is to be -
calm. It is to renounce. Priya said no more to me; he was
always busy in the mornings. 1 left him and went upto my
‘room. It was still a bare room, still like 2 Toom that in
half an hour could be someoné else’s. I had never thought

of it as mine. T was frightened of its spotless painted walls -

- and had been careful to keep them spotless. For just such
2 moment. '

I tried to think of the particular moment in my life, the
particular action, that had brought me to that room. Was

. it the moment with the hubshi woman, or was it when

the American came to dinner and insulted my employer?
Was it the moment of my escape, my sight of Priya in
the gallery, or was it when I looked in the mirror and
bought the green suit? Or was it much earlier, in that

~ other life, in Bombay, in the hills? I could find no one

moment; every moment seemed important. An endless
chain of action had brought me to that room. It was
frightening; it was burdensome. It was not a time for new

. decisions. It was time to call a halt.

I'lay on the bed watching the ceiling, watching the sky.

' The door was pushed open. It was Priya.

‘My goodness, Santosh! How long have you been here?
You have been so quiet I forgot about you.’

He looked about the room. He went into the bathroom .
and came out again.

“Are you all right, Santosh?’ '
He sat on the edge of the bed and the longer he stayed
the more I realized how glad I was to see him. There was
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this: when I tried to think of him rushing into the room
I couldn’t place it in time; it seemed to have occurred only
in my mind. He sat with me. Time became real again. [
felt a great love for him. Soon I could have laughed at his
agitation. And later, indeed, we laughed together.

I said, ‘Sahib, you must excuse me this morning. I want
to go for a walk. I will come back about tea time.’

- He looked hard at me, and we both knew I had-
truly. '

‘Yes, yes, Santosh. You go for a good long walk. Make
yourself hungry with walking. You will feel much
better.’ , ‘

Walking, through streets that were now so simple to me,
I thought how nice it would be if the people in Hindu
costumes in the circle were real. Then I might have joined
them. We would have taken to the road; at midday we
would have halted in the shade of big trees; in the late
afternoon the sinking sun would have turned the dust
clouds to gold; and every evening at some village there
would have been welcome, water, food, a fire in the night.
But that was a dream of another life. I had watched the
people in the circle long enough to know that they were of
their city; that their television life awaited them; that

- their renunciation was not like mine. No television life
awaited me. It didn’t matter. In this city I was alone and
it didn’t matter what I did,

As magical as the. circle with the fountain the apart-
ment block had once been to me. Now I saw that it was
plain, not very tall, and faced with small white tiles. A

" glass door; four tiled steps down; the desk to the right,
letters and keys in the pigeonholes; a carpet to the left, up-
.holstered chairs, a Iow table with paper flowers in the
“vase; the blue door of the swift, silent elevator. I saw the
siraplicity of all these things. I knew the floor I wanted.
In the corridor, with its illuminated star-decorated ceiling,
an imitation sky, the colours were blue, grey and gold. I
knew the door I wanted. I knocked.

‘The hubshi woman opened. I saw the apartment where
she worked. I had never seen it before and was expecting
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- something like my old employer’s apartment, which was
on the same floor. Instead, for the first time, I saw some-

 thing arranged for a television life. ,
I thought she might have been angry. She locked only
puzzled. I was grateful for that,

I'said to her in English, ‘Will you marry me?’ ]

And there, it was done. ‘

‘It is for the best, Santosh,’ Priya said, giving me tea
when I got back to the restaurant. ‘You will be a free
man. A citizen, You will have the whole world before™

K </

'\ " Twas pleased that he was pleased. 7
. _ Solam now a citizen, my presence is legal, and I live in
- Washington. I am still with Priya. We do not talk together
‘as much as we did. The restaurant is one world, the parks
and green streets of Washington are another, and every
evening some of these streets take me to a third. Burnt- |
out brick houses, broken fences, overgrown gardens; in a
¢ levelled lot between the high brick walls of two houses, a
- sort of aitistic children’s playground which the hubshi-
- children never use; and then the dark house in which I
. now live. T~ '
Its smells are strange, everything in it is strange. But my
strength in this house is that I am a stranger. I have closed
my mind and heart to the English language, to news-
- Papers and radio and television, to the pictures of hubshi
| runners and boxers and musicians on the wall. I do not
-~ want to understand or learn any more.
o Tama simple man who decided to act and see for him- -
- self, and it is as though I have had several lives. 1 do not
wish to add to these. Some afternoons T walk to the circle
. with the fountain. I see the dancers but they are separated
“from me as by glass. Once, when there were rumours of
. new burnings, someone scrawled in white paint on the
| . pavement outside my house: Soul Brother. I understand
. the words; but I feel, brother to what or to whom? I was
once part of the flow, never thinking of myself.as z D3

e T

“sence, Then TTo6Ked in-thé niirror and decided to b
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All _\iw&e_iidom has brought me is the knowledge that

' 1 have a face afid have a body, that I must feed this body

and clothe this body for a certain number of years, Then
it will be over.

2
2

Tell Me Who to Kill

Just like my brother. He choose a bad morning to get mar-
ried. Cold and wet, the little country parts between towns
_white rathér than green, mist falling like rain, fields soak-
ing, sometimes a cow standing up just like that. The little:
strearns have a dirty milky colour and some of them are

full of empty tins and other rubbish. Water everywhere,

just like back home after a heavy shower in the rainy.
season, only the sky is not showing in the places where the
water collect, and the sun is not coming out to heat up
everything and steam it dry fast. : '
The train hot inside, the windows running with water,

- people and their clothes smelling. My old suit is smelling

too. It is too big for me now, but it is the only suit I have

‘and it is fron: the time of money. Oh my God. Just little

bits of country between the towns, and sometimes I see a
house far away, by itself, and I think how nice it would be
to be there, to be watching the rain and the train in the

> early morning. Then that pass, and it is town again, and
- fown again, and then the whole place is like one big

town, everything brown, everything of brick or iron or

] “xusty galvanize, like a big wet rubbish dump. And my

heart drop and my stomach feel small.
Frank is looking at me, watching my face. Frank in his
nice tweed jacket and grey flannel trousers. Tall, thin,

~ going a littde bald. But happy. Happy to be with me,

happy when people look at us and see that he is with me.

© Heisa good man, he is my friend. But inside he is puffed

up with pride. No one is nice to me like Frank, but he is

50 happy to make himself small, bringing his knees to-
-+ gether as though he is. carrying a little box of cakes on
- them. He don’t smile, but that is because he is so wise and
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