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From the Editor’s Desk 

About Upendranth Ashk 

Ashk was an Indian novelist, short story writer and playwright. He was born in Jalandhar, Punjab as 

Upendranath Sharma. Later, he adopted Ashk as his nom de plume. In 1933, he wrote his second short 

story collection in Urdu called Aurat Ki Fitrat, the foreword of which was written by Munshi 

Premchand. Ashk began his literary career writing in Urdu but he switched to Hindi on the advice of 

Munshi Premchand. He settled in Allahabad in the late 40s. He was the first Hindi dramatist to receive 

the Sangeet Natak Academy Award for playwriting in 1965. (Source: Wikipedia) 

 

About this translation 

The translation is an attempt from The Writers Bug Thursday book club to bring accessibility to well-

known regional plays to its English reading audience. Here, we have to thank Vaishali for being firm in 

choosing the play for our readers. We would have lost the opportunity to enjoy humor at its best. Today 

with the influence of movies, humor as a genre is moving towards slapstick and parody rather than 

retaining the originality of vyangya (satire) and finding humor in everyday life. 

 

We are bravely trying to follow in the footsteps of Shanta Gokhale, Aparna Dharwadkar and other 

eminent translators. Since we are amateurs attempting this work, any mistakes in either interpretation 

or understanding plot, may be pardoned. 

 

Some of the words have found English meanings and others not. Some others switch back and forth. 

For example, ‘angithi’ has been used in its English and Hindi form interchangeably. Other commonly 

accepted words such as ‘dhoti’, ‘kurta’ and ‘MemSab’ have been left as is. There are other cultural 

nuances which might require explanation in today’s context. Some of the expressions such as 

‘bhaisahab’ to refer to the friend’s husband, were deeply engrained cultural phenomenon wherein the 

women would not take the name of their own or even their friends’ husband.  

 

Being a manager in a private ‘firm’ was a matter of great status, not necessarily that of wealth, so was 

owning a telephone. Knitting used to be the most popular hobby among womenfolk of the middle and 

upper-middle class, particularly during the winter months. These nuances have been retained to 

maintain the character and period of the play. 

 

Ashk’s favorite playwright format was ‘ekanki’ - set on ‘ek’ or single setting and would last from 30-40 

minutes only. He was known for deriving plots from the prevalent social order of his times and use of 

language of the commons – vocabulary from day-to-day parlance and not really in its embellished and 

purist form. This translation attempts to retain that style too. 

 

We hope that the translation brings out the flavor and humor in the original and we wish that you enjoy 

as much as we did translating it. 
 

Regards 

Vrinda Khattar 
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Basant   -  a manager in a ‘firm’ (private company) 

Madhu  -  Basant’s wife 

Suro, Chinto -  Madhu's friends 

Mangla  - The house-maid 

 

Place   - New Delhi 

 

The curtain opens to the drawing room of Basant. 

The drawing room is neither too big not too small. It is well-decorated but not too much. Basant earns 

only Rs. 250 a month ... but Rs. 250 in a city like New Delhi... but then he is a manager in a ‘firm’... 

that's why he even has a telephone... and that's why the room is also well-decorated. There is a table 

along the left wall, on which lie a few papers and a telephone. 

To a side of the table is a door which opens to a room inside. On the other side of the table, there is an 

‘angithi’  but it doesn't seem it has been put to use in a while because it is covered with a beautiful 

looking cover on the top of which are placed a few showpieces... the types that you see in the middle-

class homes. These show-pieces are not just lying around, they are tastefully arranged. Two brass 

flowerpots and few other things are also arranged around the ‘angithi’ [traditional clay room heater that 

works with wood & coal]. There is a small radio-set on a shorter table next to the ‘angithi’, the tablecloth 

of which matches the design of the cover atop the angithi. 

... and this points to the tasteful choice of Madhu. 

 

There is a wall calendar hanging directly above the angithi, looking at which we come to know that it's 

the month of November. 

Next to the angithi is a door which leads to the kitchen. 

As we when we move a little away from this door, there is a bamboo couch along the wall. There is a 

‘tipai’ or teapoy in front of it. The couch has very tasteful and pretty cushions and the cover on the 

teapoy matches with that on the angithi . 

There is a dressing table along the left wall. Basant and Madhu both use this for their toilette. There are 

a few towels hanging on hooks above it.  One each side of the table, lie one or two chairs. 

There is a door along the wall to the right, which leads you outside the house. 
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When the curtain rises we see Basant sitting by the dressing table shaving... actually he has finished 

shaving and he is wiping his face with a towel. Right then, Madhu enters from the kitchen door while 

knitting a sweater. 

 

Madhu: Again… you're using Madan’s towel. I tell you... 

Basant: (While wiping his face. Stops) Well, this silly towel! I didn't even realize (giggling) the thing is 

that Madan's towels are small and for shaving... 

Madhu: (irritated) ... shaving, you can use the same, afterall they look similar. Open your eyes wide and 

see...  the shaving towels - those are so colorful and even have stripes and look at Madan's towels- they 

are so plain and... 

Basant: But furry... 

Madhu: (Sarcastically) yes both are furry.  Anybody can tell them apart with even their eyes closed! I tell 

you... 

Basant: (left speechless) actually, I wasn't paying attention. 

OK, come on. Give me the shaving towel. Where is it? I can't find it. 

 

Madhu: (Picking up a towel from the hook) Here it is, right in front of you. Still… 

 

Basant: Oh I'm not wearing my glasses and you know - without my glasses, my world... 

(Laughs sheepishly) 

Madhu: Yeah… your world. I don't even know which world you live in. Right now, you're talking about 

glasses. Would you be able to see, even if you HAD them... 

 

Basant: Ohho! You’ve again become grumpy.  Are you angry with me? 

 

Madhu: (Laughs sarcastically) No. I'm not... 

 

Basant: You think I'm a fool, I can't even read that on your face ! 

Madhu:  (Smirks again) When did I say that? 

Basant: (Leaves all the stuff as it is and turns the chair towards Madhu) I've told you so many times, you 

don't have the skill to hide your emotions well. Your irritation, your anger, all your feelings reflect on 
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your face. You don't like my habits. But I never kept you in the dark. I told you everything about my 

nature, about my habits... everything! I had placed all my cards... 

 

Madhu: …On the table (smirks again) When did I contest that? 

 

Basant: This laughter of yours is so venomous. This venom will spread and eventually will spoil your 

health. 

Madhu stays quiet. 

Basant: How do I make you believe that I myself, am a great supporter of hygiene and cleanliness. 

Madhu: (Laughs) How can I doubt that? 

Basant: And I myself don't like filth. 

Madhu only laughs 

 

Basant: But Madhu, I have not grown up in an aristocratic environment like you did. I am not 

sophisticated. We used to have one towel among all the six brothers in our family and we all shared it. 

 

Madhu: By calling me aristocrat you're making fun of me! When did I say we needed ten towels. 

 

Basant: How else do we need ten towels? One for bath, one for shave, a different one for wiping hands & 

face and yet another one for your Madan... 

 

Madhu: (Changes side) but I ask you, who is to blame? When we can afford it, why not buy ten towels? 

Tomorrow, God forbid - if we can't afford it, I would still show you how we can maintain cleanliness 

even in poverty. If not towels, at least linen, some clean piece of sheets, washed rags or even a Dhoti... 

anything can be used! But how can somebody wipe his body with a towel that's been already used by 

someone else. 

 

Basant: I'm saying, we all six brothers kept using the same towel 

Madhu: but diseases… 

Basant: but none of us got any disease. 
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Madhu: but skin disease... 

Basant: Madan and You don't have any skin disease… and diseases do not occur like this. Diseases occur 

due to weakness. When our body cannot fight back the infection causing germs... Have you heard of 

Chuha Saidanshah? 

 

Madhu: Chuha Saidanshah? 

 

Basant: Some officers went for a hunt to a place called Chuha Saidanshah. Among them were a few 

American doctors from the Rockefeller trust. They needed water for lunch. The person waiting on them  

told - there is no well in the village and people drink water from the pond. The doctors couldn't believe 

it because the pond water was quite dirty. There would hardly be any disease whose germs were not 

there in that pond water. Despite that the residents of Chuha Saidanshah were so hail & hearty, tall & 

strong... 

 

Madhu: Are you trying to say that we also start drinking water from the pond? (Laughs) 

 

Basant: (Gets up and walks across the room) You can keep splaying your venomous laughter on this 

(halts) 

But what you don't know is that those American doctors stayed back to analyze the blood of one of the 

residents. They figured out that his body had developed the immunity to fight back all those diseases, 

Next, they analyzed the diet of those people. They gathered that most of the residents were having 

sweetened buttermilk and yogurt which was giving them the red blood cells (or antibodies) to fight back 

the diseases! You can't fight back diseases with any of this sophistication and delicate life. You have to 

develop the strength and immunity to fight back the infection (turns around and walks back) 

 

Madhu: I heard your story! Whether the dirty towels leave behind white cells or red, it doesn't matter!! I 

know that I have followed a life of hygiene and cleanliness ever since I was a child. My Mamaji 

[maternal uncle]... 

 

Basant: (rests on the table) You started the stories of your Mamajis and Mausajis [various maternal 

uncles] all over again. Agreed - they have traveled overseas but that doesn't mean whatever they say is 

sacrosanct. Just the other day, your Mausaji [the other maternal uncle] had come over. He washed his 

hands and I happen to present him with a towel! (goes near Madhu and mimics...) "I do not wipe hands 

with anyone else's towel" and he wiped his hands with his own handkerchief. Had he wiped his hands 

with that towel, what disease would he have caught? 
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Madhu: Now this is... 

 

Basant: And that Mamaji [uncle] of yours (again goes to the table and sits) I had gone to his house after 

you were gone. I spent a night there. Next day, I had to go straight to work. He asked me to shave at his 

place. When I told him that I only shave every alternate day and that I didn't need to shave that day, he 

kept on insisting! So I told him, OK - I will shave! He brought a dirty looking razor to me and told me 

(imitates) "I don't allow anyone else to use my razor, that's why I have a different razor for the guests." I 

got so mad... I somehow controlled myself and only told him to let it be and that I will go home and 

shave. 

 

Madhu: Mamaji … 

 

Basant: (Continues to talk…) I think by now he had understood that this had not gone well with me. 

Then he insisted and forced me to use his razor. Right after I had finish shaving, he throws the blade in 

the lawn, right here - in front of me and asks his servant to go and sterilize the razor (imitates Madhu 

saying Mamaji) 

 

Madhu:  I tell you, you're not familiar with his nature that's why you felt bad. Penchant for hygiene is 

like an art or for that matter poetry. 

 

Basant: (approaches her in rage) Why do you drag poetry and art into this hatred of yours? 

All you people who have grown up in this so-called sophisticated environment, what fosters is - hatred! 

hatred for body, for dirt, and may be even hatred for life, I say. 

Madhu stays quiet. 

Basant: and I do not Hate life/ the living. I do not hate my body either. And let me tell you, I don't hate 

dirt either. 

 

Madhu: (laughs) Then please seat yourself on a heap of garbage. 

Basant sits in a chair and drags it close to her. 



8 

Basant: I do not hate dirt but I do not like it either! There's a very fine difference between the two. If we 

have to face life then we will have to face dirt every day. How can you hate it then? The poor, whom you 

won't allow to even step into your courtyard, I can sit with them for hours! 

 

(Madhu laughs) 

 

Basant: And I have spent years of my life in such dirty areas, where this penchant of yours for 

cleanliness wouldn't let you even step in them. Do you even understand? 

 

Madhu: (continues to sit and knit the sweater) But now you aren’t less fortunate any more. You no 

longer live in those dirty areas. I do understand the compulsions of poverty, but this habit of  

compulsively staying dirty - this is beyond me. 

 

Basant: So you think I'm dirty by nature. 

 

Madhu: (laughs venomously) When did I say that? 

 

Basant: (rises) I have seen times when I would spend days together in a single piece of clothing, I 

wouldn't find time to even wash it. Now I change clothes twice in a day. If this is what you call being 

dirty by nature, then... 

 

Madhu: (continues to laugh venomously) When did I say that? 

 

Basant: Cleanliness isn’t bad but you take everything to the extreme and I hate excessiveness (walks 

around the room) I agree with your logic of changing clothes and towels. But if by mistake, I pick up a 

wrong towel or a wrong piece of clothing that doesn't mean that you should go all grumpy and begin to 

laugh so venomously. 

 

Madhu stays quiet. 
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Basant: (goes near the radio) You have bound yourself in such useless shackles that any sort of liberty 

taken by me, troubles you. You have taken your principles to another extreme. Ushi and Nimmo... 

 

Madhu: (drops the knitting needles) Here… You started your tales about Ushi and Nimmo all over 

again. Ushi and Nimmo... 

 

Basant: (laughingly) I met them in the market yesterday. I asked- "Why haven't you visited us in all 

these days, Nimmo?" She answered "I am afraid of Chachi [paternal aunt]" (laughs looking at her) 

 

Madhu: (laughs again venomously) As if I will swallow her. 

 

Basant: (he is near the teapoy) You won't harm them, but they are just little girls... 

 

Madhu: little girls... (laughs sarcastically) 

 

Basant: (ignores her tone and sits on the teapoy) Laughter comes naturally to them. When they laugh... 

it could be for something very simple, totally mindless ... while your etiquettes hold them back, keep 

them under strict control all the time! Ughhh... (shakes his head desolately) if a man cannot eat to his 

free will, cannot share a laughter with others, what can he do in life, after all? As if the difficulties and 

worries of life are not enough that you have to bind yourself further, with even more shackles of 

etiquettes and manners. Do this, don't do that, talk like this, don't talk like that! Is there ever an end to 

this! 

 

Madhu stays quiet 

 

Basant: And where goes that warmth among your etiquettes? Before you came, I and Dev Narayan used 

to snuggle in the same blanket. Just imagine a morning or an evening during winters, four-five friends 

sitting curled up, covered till knees in the same blanket… Chit-chatting, sharing the joys and sorrow 

over a cup of tea. There is so much happiness, so much warmth even in the sheer thought of it. 

Now, when friends come over, they sit far apart on these chairs.  It feels so much like a forced, tedious 

task. You wouldn’t even let a bug fly by the bed. I am getting suffocated of this formality. 

(Comes to the dressing table and begins to arrange the shaving items properly) 
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Madhu: I myself do not like formality. But when they do not bother about cleanliness then one has to 

tell them about it. You tell me - how many people have a habit of keeping clean? How many would wash 

their feet like us, before getting under the blanket? 

 

Basant: (stays put) THAT’S EXACTLY what I am saying. You despise me. You despise my nature. Your 

lifestyle despises mine! 

 

Madhu: (with same venomous smirk) You may say that. 

 

Basant: You despise everything about me. The way I eat or drink, the way I move, the way I laugh and 

talk ... when I laugh, I do it aloud.... that is why Ushi and Nimmo... 

 

Madhu: (dumps the knitting aside) You started the tale of Ushi and Nimmo again. I do not detest 

laughter. But one must have some sense of timing and situation. Just the other day, as soon as they 

entered the party, Ushi came straight and pinched me on my ear and Nimmo blindfolded me. Was it 

any time for that kind of fun? I do not despise playfulness, I do despise being ill-mannered. 

 

Basant: Ushi... 

 

Madhu: is an ill-mannered and uncivil girl of the highest order. They all had come for Madan's 

anniversary. Nimmi is so naughty, but that day she came and sat by my side. Sat in such a princely 

manner, legs spread out, right in front of me... with her filthy shoes almost touching my saree. You may 

like this uncivil behaviour, not me! Someone who cannot conduct herself civilly can only be an animal 

and not human. 

 

Basant: (roars) Animal? So you think I am an animal? A beast? You want to keep the natural human 

emotions bound with shackles of principles so much so the soul itself may collapse. I do not adhere to 

all this and that's why you despise me. I understand how much hatred lies behind this venomous 

laughter of yours. And I am afraid if I do behave beastly some day for real. Right now, I feel like 

throwing this disgusting towel away ... and ... I feel like strangling that venomous laughter of yours. 

Hate - you hate EVERYTHING about me... you think of me as a beast. 

 

Madhu: (picks up the sweater, speaks with a voice as if sobbing) Unnecessarily, you direct everything 

towards your own self. You imagine those things in my mind, those - which I won't even dream of, in 
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real! I do not know if I hate you or not! But I do know that you definitely hate me. I know you married 

me. I also know why you did so. Having agreed for the wedding does not mean that you don't hate me. 

You can vent out the angst of it on my cleanliness, or my clothes or my nature.  

 

Basant: You... 

 

Madhu: I believed I could bring joy to your life. Add some system to your disorganised life. But I can see 

all my efforts have failed. You find joy in this disarray and filth. You dislike my orderliness and 

cleanliness. I shall not be a part of your world. I shall leave today itself.  

(Rises. Telephone rings. Basant rushes to take the call) 

Basant: Hello. Hello. Yes. Yes... 

Madhu: (calls out to the house-maid) Mangla... 

Mangla: MemSab [Madam], you... 

Madhu: Fetch all that I ask you to. 

(Mangla exits. Basant continues on the phone) 

Basant: Yes. Hmmm… Alright. (Laughs and places the receiver back) I am telling you that while you are 

planning to pack your bags, do pack my bags before that. I need to depart for Benaras by the very next 

train. Boss has just ordered. You pack your stuff later. (Laughs) 

(Curtain closes) 

 

The curtain opens in a while – it is the same room. Same Furniture. The only difference being that the 

table has been replaced by a bed and the telephone is placed by its head side on a side-table. The table 

has moved to replace the dressing table and the toiletries and dressing table along with the chair has 

shifted further right.  

Madhu is lying listless on the bed, half covered with the blanket. 

After a while she looks at the calendar. When you follow her glance, you realise it's the month of 

January in the New Year, which means we are seeing Madhu after a gap of two months. 

Main door is ajar and cold wind is blowing in. Madhu pulls the blanket up to her shoulders and calls out 

to the house-maid, "Mangla. Mangla." 

The voice is so faint, probably it never reaches Mangla. Madhu slips down further in the blanket. Then 

Mangla arrives by herself. 
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Mangla: MemSab [Madam], why are you so sad? 

Madhu: (Bows her head, while lying down) Go - close the door. Such a chilly wind is blowing in. 

Mangla: (closes the door and talks) You didn't answer me MemSab. 

Madhu: Nothing much. Perhaps not in a good mood. 

Mangla: Did you receive any letter from Saab [boss]? 

Madhu: Yes. Perhaps he will be back in a day or two. 

Mangla: then... 

Madhu: (laughs desolately) Not feeling too good. Maybe due to the cold... 

(Knock on the door) 

Madhu: (rises a bit) Who is it? 

Suro: (from outside) Open the door. 

Madhu:(sits up) Mangla, Go - open the door. 

(Mangla opens the door and Suro and Chinti enter) 

Madhu:(puts the blanket away) Hey Suro and Chinti, how come you are here? 

Suro: We touched down this morning only. 

Chinti : Mataji [Mom] was off to Prayag. Our friend Sarita suggested we take a tour through Delhi as 

well. 

Madhu: Where are you put up? 

Chinti: With Malik uncle at the Connaught Place. He had been pleading for a long time, whenever we 

visit Delhi... 

Madhu: … and you didn't even bother to drop a word to me? I had been pursuing for so long for you to 

visit me in Delhi. 

Suro: You are the very first we are visiting in Delhi. Mataji [Mom] wanted to visit Qutub Minar... 

Chinti: I told her, nothing outpasses our friend Madhu. 

(Madhu laughs out loud) 

Suro: and we have been struggling to locate you over last two hours.  

Madhu:  but, my address... 
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Chinti: Our friend Suro forgot it. She instructed the tangewala [coachman for horse carriage] to take us 

to the Bhairo temple.  

Madhu: (surprised) Bhairo temple.. 

Chinti: and the tangewala [coachman] took us to the vegetable market somewhere near the Tees Hazari 

church. 

Madhu: Near the church... (laughs even harder) 

Chinti: (continues to talk) Then it occurred to her that the temple is that of Hanuman! Then we came 

back to New Delhi. 

(Madhu laughs out loudly yet again) 

Suro: and then we realised that we were troubled unnecessarily. Your house was actually quite close by.  

Madhu: By God, you all... (breaks into laughter) 

Suro: from where have you learned to laugh so much? You were such an eccentric forever.  

Chinti: Bhaisahab [Honorable brother, referring to Basant] has taught you to break into such peals of 

laughter! Where is he? 

Madhu: He has been gone to Benaras... for the last two months. The manager there, had fallen sick. He 

should be back in a day or two. 

Chinti: Hope he is fine? 

Madhu: He is fine. Absolutely. But why are you still standing? Come here to the bed. (Calls out to the 

house-maid) Mangla, Mangla... 

(Suro and Chinti begin to sit on the chairs) 

Madhu: C’mmon leave the chairs. Just come along. Let's sit here with the blanket.  

Suro: Look at my feet (laughs) and I can't wash them. 

Madhu: What happened to your feet? Anyway you are wearing socks. 

Chinti: But your bed? 

Madhu: Doesn't matter. Stop worrying about my bed. Just come over. Suro, close the door... such a cold 

wind is blowing in. 

(Mangla enters) 

Mangla: You called for me MemSab? 
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Madhu: Mangla, get some tea for us.  

( Chinti shuts the door. All three of them sit comfortably in bed snuggled in the blanket) 

Suro: Pushpa is getting married the next month. 

Madhu: (exclaims) with Lieutenant Virendra? 

Chinti: (laughs) Not everyone is like you. She will keep loving Lieutenant Virendra all her life but will 

get married to Professor Munshiram only. 

Madhu: but Munshiram... 

Suro: Out of sight, out of mind! Lieutenant Virendra visits once or twice in a year while Professor 

Munshiram is at the service round the clock, every day of the year like a ghost. 

Chinti: That lean, stick-like man! He may get blown away by a sheer slight of wind. I wonder how he 

even fell for a fatso like Pushpa. 

Madhu: and I am surprised as to how Pushpa even likes him. I can't tolerate him for even five minutes. 

He looks so ugly and it seems... 

Chinti: ...as if he hasn't washed for years together! 

Suro: She has to deal with it. Professor Munshiram has gained her father's favour in a big way. He 

helped Professor to study and got him employed at the College. Virendra took four years to complete his 

BA while Munshiram broke all records.  

(Mangla appears with tea on a tray) 

Mangla: Where do I serve the tea, MemSab? 

Madhu: Place it on the table. And serve it to us one by one. Move this teapoy/side table and place the 

biscuits on it. 

Suro: (surprised) Madhu?! 

Madhu: Oh, why will you get up and move out? Stay put. Afterall, the joy of having hot tea will be lost if 

we sneak out of the warm bed to reach the dining table. 

Chinti: (tries to get up and speaks with derision) Madhu... 

Madhu: Let go! Keep sitting here. 

Chinti: (sarcastically) So the Queen has given up all her principles. Now you have tea in bed instead of 

dining table and do you have meals in the bed too! 

Suro: There was a time when she used to rush to the dining room for even a glass of water... 

Madhu: Oh! What's there in so much formality? Truthfully speaking, who wants to get out of the soft & 

cozy bed to head to the dining table. C’mmon let's have tea before it goes cold.  
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(Everyone picks their cup and continues chatting along with tea) 

Suro: What if the tea drops on the bed? 

Madhu: So what? The sheet can be washed. Afterall, we can't give away our day-to-day joy and comforts 

in anticipation of an accident that may occur ‘some’ day.  

Suro: Joy and comforts! (Smirks) You consider having tea in bed a matter of great joy and comfort? 

(Laughs again) 

Chinti: and what about being civilised, cultured etc? 

Madhu: The new layers that keeping adding each day to the most fundamental human emotions is what 

is civilisation. One section of the society will always remain uncivilised and ill-mannered for another 

section of the society. So how far shall one pursue it? 

Suro: What are you saying? After evolving so much, do you want us humans to regress and go back to 

being uncouth and savage all over again? 

Madhu: No, there's no need to being a savage. What’s the need to move along the extremes? Why can't 

we take the middle path... neither so liberated to be called a savage nor too shackled to be called an 

eccentric. Mahatma Buddha had said... 

Suro: (laughing) Mahatma Buddha? What's wrong with you? You want to apply the rotten age-old 

principles of centuries ago to the modern civilisation. 

Chinti: Mankind is progressing by the minute, by the second. The principles of today will not work 

tomorrow and those of tomorrow shall not hold later... Bernard Shaw... 

Madhu: (Smirking) Bernard Shaw - leave it. What a futile discussion we are having. Mangla, prepare 

some more tea. 

Chinti: That’s enough. It's time for us to leave now. It's been so long here. Mangla, help us wash our 

hands.  

Madhu: C’mmon, let's have one more cup of tea. 

Suro: No, thanks. It's time we should be going. Everyone must be waiting for us. We had told them that 

we were off to simply see your place and we would be back in an hour. However we spent two hours 

trying to reach only.  

Chinti: Where is the bathroom? We will go and wash our hands there. 

Madhu: Oh! Why wash hands in this chilly winter? 

Suro: We are surely to wash our hands. They are so sticky, afterall.  

Madhu: (with ridicule) Then, go for it! Mangla, get them to wash hands.  

Suro: Bathroom... 
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Madhu: Why goto the bathroom? Wash them right here in the verandah. 

(Both open the door and wash their hands. Madhu finishes sipping her tea) 

 

Suro: (returns with wet hands) Where are the towels? 

Madhu:  Didn't Mangla hand you the towels?  Ok, take the one on the hook up there. 

Suro: (with anger) Madhu, you know it very well... 

Madhu: Mangla, fetch some freshly-washed clean towels for them. 

(By then Chinti also enters with wet hands. Mangla brings clean towel and both wipe their hands with 

it) 

Madhu: You should have stayed back a bit longer. 

Chinti: Not now. We will try to come tomorrow.  

(Leaves the towel on the back of the chair after wiping hands) 

Madhu: Don't just try. Make sure you do come tomorrow and have lunch here with me.  

Suro: Yes, surely we will come. 

(Madhu makes an effort to rise) 

Suro: Now don't bother to get up. Stay put in your warm blanket. We will close the door. Such a chilly 

wind is blowing in.  

(They depart laughing and closing the door) 

Madhu: Prepare another cup of tea for me, Mangla. 

Mangla: (makes another cup and gives) Who were they, MemSab? 

Madhu: My friends. From college. We used to be together in the hostel as well.  

(Madhu sips her tea silently for a while and then-) 

Madhu: Mangla… 

Mangla : Yes, MemSab. 

Madhu: Mangla, look at me and tell me if you feel I have changed for real? 

(Mangla stays quiet) 

Madhu: (as if talks to herself) My friends say I have changed. Even the neighbors say so. Look at me 

Mangla and tell me if I have really changed.  
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Mangla: I live with you round the clock, MemSab. How would I know? 

 

Madhu: (continues to talk) Look into my eyes and tell me if I have changed. Can you see slightest of 

hatred in them? 

 

Mangla: (surprised) hatred? 

 

Madhu: Does my behaviour reflect any formality and show-off? 

 

Mangla: (continues to be surprised) formality and show-off? 

 

Madhu: Formality, show-off and hatred- I want to shun away these three from myself. (As if talking to 

self) he had left two months ago after we quarreled over these issues. 

Mangla: What are you saying MemSab? Saab [boss], afterall... 

Madhu: (thoughtfully looking nowhere) He hasn't cooled off yet. He hasn't written even one letter to me 

in the past two months.  

Mangla: Not written even one letter... but... 

Madhu: (sarcastically) "I am fine here. Let me know of your well-being." Or "Manager is unwell. I will 

return as soon as he recovers". In no way, can you call these letters. He is upset with me. He believes 

that I hate him.  

Mangla: (unable to make any sense of this) Hate, hatred! 

Madhu: How am I to blame, if I have grown up in an environment where a lot of care is taken about 

etiquettes and cleanliness. (Almost sobbing) He calls my penchant for cleanliness and orderliness as 

hatred. I try really hard to let go of this cleanliness business. Give up on the old ways. Sometimes, I even 

feel disgusted at my own self trying to do that. (Heaving a deep sigh) It is not so easy to let go of the old 

habits and childhood ways. (All of a sudden, willfully) but no, I will get rid of these. I will rid myself of 

old habits. He believes that I hate him.  

Mangla: What are you saying MemSab? 

Madhu: He believes that I hate his nature, his lifestyle, his mannerism, everything about him. (Sobs) I 

have changed myself in these two months. Completely transformed myself.  

(The door opens and Basant enters) 
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Basant: Hel-lo Madhu. How are you doing Madam? What's up? (to Mangla) Mangla, get the luggage 

from the ‘tanga’[horse carriage]. And here (taking out money from his pocket), take this money and pay 

to the ‘tangewala’ [coachman].  

(Mangla takes the money and exits) 

Basant: (comes close to Madhu) You tell - how are you doing? Why do you look so glum? Are you not 

feeling well? 

Madhu: (who has gotten up from the bed by now and trying to smile) It’s been such a dry winter this  

year. I have been having cold for last 3-4 days. 

Basant: I have told you so often, to take care of your health. Health. Health. Health. There is nothing 

more important in this world, than health. Nothing else will help you more in this life than good health, 

not even your cleanliness, orderliness and your sophistication. What good are they if you can't keep 

healthy? And if you are healthy, you don't need them at all. (Relishes the idea of what he has just 

uttered. Looks around the room, as if he has seen it for the first time) Oh! What a changeover?! How 

come the bed has come into the drawing room? And this tray and these cups... 

Madhu: I have moved the bed here only so you and your friends do not have any trouble. You all can sit 

comfortably snuggled in the blanket. Even the telephone will be by your side.  

Basant: (excitedly) Wow! I tell you... you... you are... sooooo nice! 

Madhu: I myself sat in this very blanket with my friends.  

Basant: (excited and overwhelmed) Really? 

Madhu: (looks at him lovingly seeking approval) and we even had tea there.  

Basant: (enthused) W..o..w!! I tell you... Now you have understood the mystery of life. The gist of life is 

not in the show-off outside but in the strength within. If... if we can maintain our strength & 

resistance... 

Madhu: Will you have your tea here only, in your soft and fluffy bed.  

Basant: (extremely excited) Very good! Then you must ask Mangla to prepare tea immediately. 

Madhu: Now you ain't angry with me na? 

Basant: Angry? (with a hint of surprise) 

Madhu: You could stay angry for so long, I hadn't even dreamt of it. 

Basant: (even more surprised) Angry? 

Madhu: You didn't write a single decent letter to me in all of the last two months.  

Basant: But I had... 
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Madhu: ... written letters. Yes. “I am fine here. Let me know of your well-being” - is that what you call 

writing letters? 

Basant: (laughs out aloud) So you thought that I was mad at you?! You fool, Who can get angry with 

you? 

Madhu: But two lines... 

Basant: Be thankful that I did find time to write those two lines atleast.  

Madhu: Okay. Now you go wash up. I shall prepare the tea.  

Basant: I tell you... you are so... so nice! So very nice! 

Madhu: (smiling) It's okay. Go, wash yourself and change.  

Basant: You again are - after changing clothes? 

Madhu: Why, won't you change clothes? You have travelled for one full day and one night in the train. 

You are full of filth, of all that travelling. C’mmon, get going. Go, wash and change your clothes. 

Meanwhile I will prepare tea for you. (pushes Basant towards the bathroom door and calls out to the 

house-maid) Mangla, Mangla! 

Mangla: (peeps in from the other door) yes, MemSab! 

Madhu: Have you got the luggage or not? 

Mangla: Yes, MemSab 

Madhu: Pick up these cups and saucers. This water for tea must have gone cold by now. Saab [boss] has 

gone to wash up. I will go heat some more water for tea. In the mean time you throw this water away 

and wash these cups and tea pot properly.  

(Mangla picks up the tray, a spoon falls from it) 

Madhu: (in a harsh tone) You have dropped the spoon again? I have told you umpteen times to not drop 

the spoon on the floor. The floor gets all sticky. Now go keep the tray in its place and get a wet cloth to 

wipe the floor. 

Basant: (from the bathroom) Where's the soap? 

Madhu: Look carefully, it must be right there on the shelf.  

Basant: (from the bathroom) and what about the towel? 

Madhu: Wash and come out. You can take a fresh dry towel here, from this room.  

(Mangla brings a wet cloth and begins to wipe the floor) 

Madhu: You clean the floor and then wash the teapot and cups, while I heat the water for tea. 
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(Exits from the kitchen door. Mangla goes on wiping the floor. Basant enters folding the sleeves of his 

kurta. He is humming a song) 

Few happy lines from a song... 

And in the flow, begins to wipe his face with the towel kept on the back of the chair- the one that Suro 

and Chinti had used earlier. 

Madhu: (from the kitchen) How have you kept this kettle, Mangla? It has got so much grease. (Enters 

holding the kettle) Will you ever learn to clean the vessels, Mangla? How often I have told you about 

cleanliness... (suddenly finds Basant using the towel that was earlier used by Suro and Chinti. And 

almost screams aloud) This - you have taken a fresh dry towel? I am surprised - you can't even make out 

a dry towel from a wet one? Just a while ago, Suro and Chinti had wiped their hands after tea with this 

very towel.  

Basant: (afraid) but fresh... 

Madhu: Fresh towel is there in that room... 

Basant: Oh God! These silly towels. I can never make out. Actually both the towels are clean, I... 

Madhu: Yea… they are clean. Open your eyes properly and see the difference between wet and dry... 

Basant: (laughs sheepishly) I am not wearing my glasses, you see! And you know my world without 

glasses... 

Madhu: Yea, your world! Don't know which world you live in?! Now you don't have glasses. But how is 

it different even when you do have them on? 

(Makes a grumpy face and slumps in the couch) 

Basant: Ohho. You have again made a grumpy face. Are you angry? 

Madhu:  (smirks) No, I am not angry.  

Basant: (shouts) You think I am such a fool, I can't even make that out! 

(The curtain closes) 


