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What a Brother !

Long, long ago there was in the kingdom of Khurda a Raja who was very
kind to his people. He took ordinary people in to his army. If a soldier could do
well he was promoted to the next higher position. The lowest position was a
foot soldier, he was called Paik. The highest position was given the title of
Buxi. Buxi was the head of the King's army. He was the commander of the
Raja’s army.

Every healthy young man in the kingdom of Khurda was not only sure to
join the Raja’s army as a paik but hoped to rise one day to the rank of Buxi.

In the village of Saradhapur in that kingdom there lived a farmer. He had
two sons. When the elder son, Birendra, came of age he joined the Raja’s
army. He became a Paik. He was a brave fighter. He made a name in fighting
the enemy. The Raja was happy with him. He got promotion every third year.
He rose from Paik to Sardar, Sardar to Nayak, Nayak to Adhinayak. He won
many battles with the neighbouring Rajas. The kingdom of Khurda was bigger
than ever before. The Raja promoted Birendra and made him Buxi. Now he
was at the top, for the Buxi was the highest post a paik could get those days.
All soldiers were at his command. Everybody thought, he was the luckiest
person.

By now the farmer’s younger son, Surendra, came of age. He searched
for service under the Raja. Paik was his natural choice. It was not difficult for
him to get it, for he was strong and bold. Surendra was happier when he was
placed as a Paik in the personal battalion of the Buxi. It was good to be under
one's elder brother. Whenever he saw the Buxi passing his way, his joy knew
no bounds. He had a feeling that the heavens were a palm away. Further he
had the chance of being noticed by the highest army officer of the Raja.

But his happiness was short lived. He learned that the Buxi did not want
to be known as his brother. He noticed that the Buxi did not allow him ever to
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come nearer him. Birendra was afraid, people would come to know that the
Buxi’s brother was a mere Paik. It would tar his image as the Chief of the

Army. One day he called Surendra and told him never to claim that he was his
brother. “Don’t tell any body that you are my brother.”

One night there was fun and dance in the house of the Buxi. Surendra
was given the duty of guarding the rear gate.

Many senior paiks, some nayaks, lots of businessmen and a few
zamindars were entering the Buxi's place through the rear gate. Surendra could
see that all of them were enjoying good meals. They were always on the move,
from this side to that, from talking with one to laughing with another. There was
noise from the plates and utensils when they struck each other. People were
enjoying meals amid the music and dance.

Surendra felt uncomfortable. He was disturbed at the sight of everybody
enjoying his brother’s party. All the while he was thinking, ‘Brother has forgotten

me in the gathering of people. He is drowned in happiness. And | am all alone.’
Suddenly he started crying.

A beautiful lady was passing that way at that moment, she was curious
and wanted to know why he was crying.

“Buxi is my brother. You see how he is enjoying the whole show ! He
does not even for once care to know-where am | now ! He does not have time
to think of his brother.”

He continued, “My brother is so much engrossed in dances and songs
that he doesn’t have a minute to think about me. Should | not have a morsel of
joy and happiness 7"

The lady heard the story. It is said, a woman can't keep a secret to herself.
She told whomsoever she met on her way to the party. From her to others the
words spread that the Buxi ill-treated his brother. The words travelled fill it
reached the ears of the Buxi. No sooner had the Buxi heard it than he became
red with anger.
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He thundered to some sentries near him, “Take that paik out immediately.
Give him three hundred whips on the way. Leave him in his tent.”

Who would disobey the order of the Buxi ? His order was immediately carried
out. Surendra broke down completely, not because he was whipped, but

because his own brother ill-treated him. He decided to leave the camp and
never to return.

That night he left the tent. He walked and walked as if he had closed his
eyes. He went straight ahead his nose and in the direction his eyes took him.
He walked till his legs couldn’t move any more. He took rest behind a tree.

Night passed. Morning came. Throughout the day he walked and walked.
He entered a forest. Before evening he was in the thick of the forest. He could
not walk any more, he sat down to normal breath.

Jungle was better than the civilised world. The silence of the jungle was
better than dances and songs of Khurda. Loneliness here was much better.
He had left behind a scolding and whipping crowd. Soon Surendra found dignity
in picking fruits for his food and making a living.

- He was now mentally and physically settled in the jungle.

One day the king of Khurda went hunting into the jungle. He saw a deer
and ran after it. Quite a long distance he covered before he suddenly lost sight
of the deer. He stopped and looked everywhere, but couldn’t make out where

he was. It was trees and trees. Which way should he go ? He ran this way and
that. He couldn't find a path.

At this moment he heard somebody singing. He moved towards the source of
sound. He saw a young man in the dress of a Paik. The king did not know that
he was Surendra.

“Hi paika. What are doing are?”

Surendra didn't know the King. He also asked, “Hi, how are you here ?”

e 1 E




The King didn't give his identity. He said, “| am a Zamindar under the
Khurda king. | came on a shikar. | have lost my way. Could you show me
which way to go to Khurda ?”

“Yes, but not now. Now it is night. Khurda is very far. Stay here tonight.
Tomorrow | will take you out of the jungle.”

The King had no other option. He had to wait. With a sigh of relief he sat
down, but could not resist saying to himself, “There is not a single roof here to
take rest.”

The paik heard it and said, “Wait, we will see. There may be a house nearby.”

He climbed a tree and looked all around. At a distance he saw the
twinkling light of a lamp.

“Should we go there? We can spend the night perhaps at that place.”

While walking with the paika the King asked, “In which battalion are you
working ?”

“Hi, brother, | don’t work in any battalion. | have deserted the Khurda
Raja’'s army. | have left my job as paika.”

“What 7 But why did you leave the service ?”

The paik told the story from A to Z. He was a deserter. His brother had

ill-treated him. The King could now know that he was Surendra and his brother
Birendra was the Buxi.

Soon they reached the place of the lamp. They did not feel the distance
as they were busy in talking each other’s plight. It was a small thatched house.
The King had his horse tied there. Both entered the room.

An old woman was sitting near her fireplace. She became angry when
she saw the two. “Why are you entering this house 7" she asked.

“Aunty, won't you give us some food ? God will bless you. Don’t mind,
we can sleep in the attic or the loft.” Surendra said.
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“There is nothing here to eat.” The old woman said, disgusted at their
intrusion.

“What are you telling, Aunty ! | smell mutton curry.” was Surendra'’s reply.

While saying so Surendra went nearer the hearth. He saw some deer meat,
cooked into a curry. He also saw some rice and a few wine bottles. The King
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and Surendra were quite hungry. Both had their fill of royal food. Then they
went up the ladder to sleep in the attic.

Surendra got suspicious. He called the King, without even a doubt that
he was the king. “Look brother, there is some trouble here. Things do not seem
natural. | sense some danger. Let us keep watch. If you sleep | will keep watch.
You have to keep watch when I sleep.”

The King agreed. It was first the King’s turn. He took the sword from

Surendra and sat up to keep awake. Soon sleep was overtaking him. His eyes
were involuntarily closing. '

“Are you dozing 7" Surendra asked.

“No, | am thinking of something serious.” The King explained, trying to
forcibly keep his eyes open.

It was not too late before the King started snoring. Surendra couldn’t sleep.
He shook the whole body of the King and said,“Had you been in my battalion,

| would have straightened you up.” So saying he took the sword from him and
kept a watch.

The King now felt relieved, he slept soundly.

After a few moments Surendra heard some sound from below. It was full
of laughter and loud talk. His doubts were true. This house belonged to some
dacoits. It seemed they had returned.

“Aunty, how are you ?" Surendra heard them asking the old woman.

“Two guests have come. They have taken full meal. Nothing is left for
you four. Now they are sleeping in the attic.” The old lady was heard saying.

One of the dacoits came forward and proudly said, “Well, let me see who

is there.” He carried a sharp knife, it was shining even in the dim light of a
small lamp.

He climbed up the ladder. As soon as his head was visible, Surendra
swung his word and cut his head with one sweep. After taking the head into
the loft, he took the body up and laid it on the loft.

“Why is the comrade not returning ?” Saying so another dacoit climbed
the ladder to see what happened. He also had the same fate. Surendra made
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two pieces of him and kept them on the loft. One after another three dacoits
were finished.

Surendra had heard the old woman speaking of ‘you four’, he had already
finished three. The Sardar must be the last man.

Indeed it was the sardar who went up the ladder at the end. He wanted to
see himself why comrades were not coming back. He too met the same fate.

Sure of peace at last, Surendra slept soundly. When the King got up in
the morning he saw Surendra in deep sleep. He saw four heads and trunks
lying around. He was terrified. He shook Surendra and asked, “Hi, what have
you been doing all through the night ?”

Surendra narrated the events. At the end he scolded the King. “I have
never seen such a bad watchman. Had you kept the watch and | slept, both of
us would have been sleeping for ever.”

Both got down. They saw the old lady asleep. They shouted at her till she
got up. Surendra shook the lady and shouted again, “You are the woman who
has kept all the wealth of the dacoits, have not you ? Now, show me where
have you kept them. Or else ?”

The old lady trembled with fear. She was afraid the man looking like a
paik might kill her as he had done with the dacoits. Two rows of her teeth
banged against each other. That sound was audible to Surendra. She could
not utter a single word. She silently walked up to the piles of straw lying in one
corner. She raised two three layers of straw and showed whatever was kept
there.

“Oops !" Surendra shouted. The whole stack was full of gold mohurs.
Whatever he could pocket, he picked up. He asked the king, “Hi, brother ! You
also take some mohurs.”

The King whispered “I do not need any. You know, the King gives me a
very good salary. You may take my share too.”

Surendra was very happy. He not only fllled up his pockets he also filled
up the sheath of his sword.
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Now it was time for Surendra to show the road to the stranger who was the
real King of Khurda. Both of them fearlessly passed through the jungle. At the
end of the jungle Surendra came to a foot path. He asked the King to take that
road as that led to the Capital of the kingdom of Khurda. The Capital was not
far off. No sooner had Surendra taken leave of the King than the latter made a
request to him.

“Hello, my brother Paik. | cannot forget the good deed you have done to
me. Had you not been in the forest | would have been lost. Had you not kept
awake in the cellar, | would have lost my head. You have saved me from sure
death.”

Then he said, “Don’t you like to see the King and ask him to take you
back in service ? | will help you. You must see him. You do not have to search
for the King. Just tell the people there that you want to see Bidyadhar. Everybody
there knows me.”

Surendra was surprised at this offer. But he did not doubt that he was the
King. He said, “Hello brother ! You know | have deserted from the King's
service. Why should | go there 7 If | go, they may arrest me, would not they ?”

“Don't be afraid. The King likes me very much. | will explain the whole
matter. He will pardon you. Why don't you come tomorrow ? You can test what
| am saying. OK ?”

“I will come,” saying so Surendra went in to the jungle.

As soon as the king entered his palace, he told everybody how he had
been saved by a wandering paik of his kingdom and how the said paik must
be given respects due to a king when he would come there the next day. He
called all his guards and Paiks and told them, “Tomorrow a person will come
to meet me. If he says he wants to meet Bidyadhar, show him the respects due
to the Buxi. Welcome him and bring him to me.”

| Surendra came the next day. As he was in ordinary dress and not in his

“usual paik dress, he could not be recognised. As soon as he was at the first
gate he was stopped by the paiks. It was the Lion’s Gate, the first one to cross
before he could get inside the palace. He said he wanted to meet Bidyadhar.
All the guards at the lion’s gate saluted him. All others present there greeted
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him. Surendra was so pleased that he brought out a fistful of mohurs and gave
them to the first Paik he saw. He asked him to distribute among themselves.
They escorted him to the next gate. At that gate too he was given respects and
honours due to the Commandar- in-Chief of the king, i.e., Buxi.

When he reached the second gate, the Paiks standing there also greeted
him with military salutes. He also gave some mohurs. He thought it was his
duty to give some reward for the honour they showered on him.

It happened at all the doors he crossed. Surendra wondered why was
he being given so much respect. When he wanted to know the reason, all the
Paiks said, “You are our Chief.”

Surendra thought they were joking. He thought of the stranger’s words
when he left him on the path to the Capital of Khurda. He got angry with himself.
He believed, that rascal of a friend must have told these fellows that he had
lots of gold mohurs. These sentries were showing him honours to extract some
gold mohurs. “They must be saluting me for sake of getting some mohurs.”

He crossed seven doors before he reached the Raja’s place. He was
amazed to see many Paiks gathered there and with them some high ranking
Sardars and Naiks whom he had seen at his brother’s party. He was most
amazed to see his brother Buxi bowing to that stranger he met in the jungle.
Lo, and behold ! The stranger was the sitting in the throne and all were standing
in respect for him.

“My God!” Surendra uttered within himself. “This man himself is the King.
Yesterday he was in jungle, not finding his way. Today he is the King. | did not
treat him like a King. What fate awaits me ! What an ill luck !" Surendra
bemoaned. In reality his ill luck had run out. The King himself came down
from his Throne and embraced him. The King spoke to the audience the story
of his being lost in the jungle and the valour of Surendra. He described how
without that brave paik’s presence of mind his life would not have been saved.
At the end the King proclaimed, “From today you are the Buxi.”

Everybody was happy except one person. He was Birendra, Surendra’s
brother. Do you know why ? The King had demoted him from the post of Buxi
to the lowest rank of a Paika.
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Gopal Fights the Yama, the God of Death

Not many years ago, it happened in one of the schools of our State.

It was the 30th of the month of September. The Puja holidays would begin
next day. Durga puja, Gandhiji’s birthday and Lakshmi puja - all together made
20 days. It would be a long period of holidays. It was not proper for a student
to be absent on the day before the long holidays began. That day one was also
told when the school would reopen.

Gopal was no exception. All good students think that way. Whatever
happens he will go to the school. Gopal thought the same way. He had never
been absent for a day from his classes. He studied well. His parents, class
teachers and his neighbours, every body, liked him.

Parents called him Tuna. That was his nickname. When he got up from
bed that morning Tuna was not feeling well. His mother put her palm over his
forehead. She felt it warm. She said, ‘You are having temperature. You are
sick. Don't go to school today.’

Tuna insisted that he would go to the school. That was the last day before
the Puja holidays began. He would miss his friends for so many days, if he did
not go to his school. He would talk to them and know their plans on-how to
spend the holidays and which places they would go and when. Teachers might
give home works. His father did not wish to hurt Tuna’s feelings. He advised
his mother, ‘Put some warm dress. Cover it with school uniform. Don’t hurt his
wishes.’

It was another day for Tuna. Sadhu took him on the bicycle and left him
at the school. Sadhu was employed by Tuna’s parents to carry Tuna to the
school and bring him back home. Sadhu heard from others that the school
would close at 3 O’ Clock in the afternoon. He decided not to wait so long. He
went away to do some shopping. He would come back to the school in time to
take Tuna home.
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The next day the school would be closed for 20 days for the Puja holidays.
Happiness was in the air. The teachers were excited and classes relaxed. The
class teacher came and took attendance. Tuna felt uneasy. He was having
high temperature. The first period in the class was blank. No teacher came.
When the class teacher came in the second period Tuna went up to her and
said, ‘Miss, am having fever. Shivering.' She knew it was not the time for Tuna'’s
guardian to send somebody to take him back. She asked him to take down the
home task and take rest. He had to do it in the holidays.

Tuna felt restless. The class teacher brought the first aid box, took one tablet
and asked Tuna to swallow it with some water. She asked Tuna to lie down in
the last bench. Tuna obeyed. He lay in the last bench. He could not see what
Miss was saying to others. Four to five rows of empty benches and desks lay
ahead of him. Beyond them the students, girls in the last three rows and boys
in the front five rows. He was not worried. He could see legs only, if he looked
through the benches. When he raised his head he could see the top of the
black board, one or two lines of writing in chalk. Lying on the bench he could
see once or twice the teacher’s right hand and her fingers moving on top of the
black board. He could not however see her face. Nor could the teacher see
him. The rows of benches kept him hidden. Soon he closed his eyes, they
were tired. He did not know when he felt asleep.

Once he woke up, but that was when there was noise of falling duster.
The black board shook. It was resting on a tripod. On front two legs of that
three legged stand were two wooden nails which supported the board. The
black board was kept standing against the slope of the two arms of a tripod. It
was half hidden behind the chair of the teacher. An almirah was in the other
corner of the class room. It faced the teacher. It was full of teaching materials.
Having turned his eyes all around once Tuna slept again. This time it was
deep sleep. '

Everybody in the class was anxious for holidays and enquired when the
classes would close. All were in a holiday mood. Nobody cared if Tuna was
there at all. In fact, nobody bothered about the other in the class. The teachers
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too were eager to go home. None of them were in any mood to teach. They
urged the Head Mistress to close the school early. She delayed it on good
grounds. She told them, students would only crowd in the street. If she closed
the school earlier, most of the parents would not have come to fetch their children
home. It would be a bad scene on the road. There might be a traffic problem.
But she could not resist their demand much longer. She declared the school
closed at two thirty, half an hour before the time she had indicated in the morning.

Now a long holiday lay ahead. Boys and girls were so happy ! Their joy
knew no bounds. They jumped over the benches, over the desks; just to be
ahead of the others and get through the gate and then on to the road. Ten
minutes and there were vacant classes. The whole compound of the school
was also empty. No sooner had the Headmistress announced closure than the
teachers found their way in the melee of the students and took to their
conveyances.

The chowkidar of the school did his last round. He went round each class
room. It was his duty to see that there was no body inside the school before he
locked up the rooms. He had a good peep into every room. When he had
finally made sure that his job had come to an end, he closed rooms one by
one.

He had all he more reason to do so that day, because 20 days would
pass by before anybody saw the rooms again. In no time the school bore a
deserted look.

Sadhu was aghast to see that nobody in the school when he returned on
bicycle at three o'clock. The school was closed as if it never functioned. He
enquired from the chowkidar and got the reply that every student had left the
school. Tuna must have headed home.

Parents of Tuna were thunder-struck when they heard Sadhu. Maybe
Tuna was coming with some classmates, they surmised. They waited a few
minutes. They sent Sadhu on an errand, that he should check with other students
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on the road heading home if any of them knew where Tuna might be. He
returned with no clue. Tuna’s parents began their search. They thought it better
to check with the class teacher. They came to the school chowkidar to get her
address. They reached her house only to know that she had locked it. The
neighbours said, no sooner had she reached the house than she boarded the
town bus en route to her village. Why should she stay longer here if the school
had closed for a long puja holiday ? Both the parents explained to each other.

Parents could not know who took Tuna or if he hired a rickshaw. All bad
thoughts entered their mind. Nowadays child-theft was a common news. What
if a kidnapper had taken him ! They had heard news of children being drugged
and their limbs taken away and sold to ill-reputed hospitals. They wanted to
act quickly and check if Tuna had been taken to railway station or bus stand.
They took a car on hire and went wherever they thought they might get any
clue. A number of times they went to a spot just to get a negative answer.
People said they had not seen any child fitting the description of Tuna. They
did not spend a moment there and immediately returned home, lest Tuna should
have returned home and standing in front of the door they had locked.

In no time evening came. They never thought darkness would come so
early. Now was time, they thought, to lodge an FIR with the police station.
They knew, without a first information report the police would not move. All the
while tears were rolling down the cheeks of Tuna’s parents. Anxieties were
written large on their faces. The Thana Babu, the officer in charge of the police
station, felt sorry for them. Something had to be done before it was too late.
The parents were breaking down with heavy heart. The Thana Babu quickly
went into the jeep and reached the school. Then he went to the door of the
class three room. He put ears to the door. He heard no sound. All was silent.
Thana Babu went to the chowkidar of the school. Tuna’s parents followed Thana
babu wherever he went.

When Tuna woke up from sleep the room was dark, it was dark
everywhere. He could see a faint light coming from the joint of the two halves
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of the class room door. Slowly he got up, found his way to the door. The door

was closed. He gave blows the door. He got bruised. He gave loud cries,

repeatedly called Papa and Ma. He knocked on the door so much that his

hands got swollen. No body opened the door. It was getting darker all around.

Ma was always in his thoughts. Where is she? Why Ma is not coming to

me ?Then Tuna remembered Ma’s advice: when in difficulty, call in Lord
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Almighty, he would help. Ma had told him, Lord heard people’s prayers. Tuna
went on praying, O Lord, please, please, take me to my Ma.

Suddenly Tuna heard some people talking. He could hear even the
chowkidar’s voice. It seemed to come from a distance. Tuna though they must
be talking about him. He had chowkidar saying, he was sure there was no
body when he locked the class room. Gopal, for that was Tuna'’s good name,
was not in the room.

Tuna took this opportunity and beat the door heavily so that people might
hear him and open the door. He gave heavier blows to the door with his legs
and shook the door with his hands. The more he shook the door, more his
hands and feet ached. But he forgot the pains when he used to keep silent just
to listen if any body was coming his way. He put his ears to know if any body
was opening the door. No. Nobody came. No. Nobody was talking. Perhaps
they had left.

With so much force | gave blows to the door, still they couldn't here !
Tuna blamed himself and his bad luck. All was silent on the road. It was just
behind his class. Now he heard a bullock cart making noise. If he could hear
the cart moving, why couldn’t any body hear him beating the door ?

When there was slight delay in returning home Ma used to be so much
anxious. She would send people to search for me. She scolded Sadhu why he
was not keeping time. Papa used to run to my school to fetch me. Why have
they today forgot me ? Why can't they think that | am a prisoner in this room ?
Such thoughts raced through the mind of Tuna.

While the sound of bullock cart melted away in the distance Tuna could
hear his Ma crying. Ma, why are you crying ? Can’t you imagine that | am
present in this room ? Can’t you think that | don’t have strength to break this
door ? O Lord, take me to my Ma.

Chowkidar's hut was a little away. Tuna knew it, but sound of his beating
the door was not reaching him. There was no sound nor any body coming this
way. “How can | get out, if door is not opened” thought Tuna. He lay on the
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bench, tired and hopeless. Streams of thoughts drowned his mind. That Ma
would be crying made Tuna forget his hunger and fever. He lay motionless.
But his mind was fully awake. The whole night he was thinking of plans of
escape.

The morning sun rose. The sunlight came through the gaps in the door
and through the sky lights. Tuna had surveyed the room times without number.

The roof of the room was of the traditional style. It was covered with terra-
cotta tiles. About a cubit below the roof was the sky light. Through its glass
light was coming to the room. If he could break the glass in some way ! He
planned how to climb up to that point ? He had to go up above the almirah and

break the sky light and then he could slip down into the back yard facing the
road.

The teachers used a small table. With much difficulty Tuna took the small
table and placed it next to the almirah. Sometimes he pushed it, sometimes he
pulled. With the table next to the almirah, he put the chair on it. He put the
black board against the wall, its bottom resting against the leg of the chair. He
picked up the duster and went up on the table, then climbed the chair, put one
leg on one arm of the chair and the other leg on the edge of the black board.
Now he took the duster in hand and climbed the almirah. Standing there he
repeatedly beat the sky light with the duster. The glass broke into pieces and
fell down outside the wall. It was strange, nobody heard it. Tuna thought. Yet
he was determined, whether anybody came or not, he would just slip down.
That was the only way of reaching his parents, his chance to see his Ma.

He took out the shirt, tore it into pieces and made a rope. He tied one end
of the rope to the hook of the sky light and held on to the other end of the rope.
He climbed on to the sky light and sat on its wooden frame. When he looked
down at the ground, what a height ! One fall and his hands and legs would
become powder. But he resolved to slip down. He let the rope slowly drop as
he slipped along the wall. He was not afraid if in the process his hands and
legs fractured. He must go to Ma.
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