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We like to hear this stated, though we had not needed to be told that our home was beautiful. Here a small
verandah carries the front backwards; there a wall crowds forward, as if to see. The handsome old mouldings
round some doorway, again, are half obscured under successive coats of plaster. And everywhere their dress of
whitewash gives these substantial Indian buildings a look as of tall persons, p. But if those strangers who have
beauty in their hearts can be so affected by our Indian lane, what would they say could they see with our eyes
our zenana terrace? Has the reader, in his Western home, some favourite window, with view of lawn and trees,
and fringed in early spring with bursting bulbs, or some specially beloved ingle-nook, where fire and picture
and low seat make cosy welcome, filling him with the sense of light and peace? In that case he can understand
what our terrace is to us. Third of our four courtyards, it opens on the level of the second story. Rooms with
higher roofs surround it on three sides, and on the fourth it is enclosed by a high wall, part of which is pierced,
to form a screen. In the centre, perfect in its simplicity, a light wooden railing, with four stone corner-posts,
protects us from the danger of a fall into the court below. And from the south-east angle of the terrace a
narrow staircase, ending in a square and solid tower, climbs steeply up to the roofs and terraces above. Or we
turn in the opposite direction, and, overtopping the western wall, rise the gnarled boughs and fernlike leafage
of a neem tree. Constant breath and motion does it give. In, out, and about it play the sparrows, safe in its
hiding from all their foes, while human creatures talk, or gravely sit and watch, below. Nor are the sparrows
all its guests. On its outmost branches perch the crows--so full of humour though they cannot laugh! We take
but little notice of these aggressive gentlemen, though we are well aware that our mode of life is to them a
subject of perpetual curiosity, and they frequently warn and advise us as to the ways of their own kind, with
the friendliest intentions. And the pigeons come--the pigeons who live downstairs, in the front courtyard, and
sometimes talk the whole night long. Or a single kingfisher will arrive, and for a couple of weeks together will
give his loud clear call from the same spot at the same hour, every day, and then p. But what we love best are
the little birds, and there are many--the tiny tun-tun, so much smaller than the sparrow, and an occasional
maina, and now and then a down-swooping swallow, with other kinds whose names we do not even know.
Yes, and as in the early morning or late afternoon we watch the birds that fly in flocks, away and away to the
north, with the sunlight shining on their white breasts and under-wings, we know that if to these our
dwelling-place offer any landmark we owe it all to the neem tree that lives by our side. By its graciousness and
beauty alone are won what place we may enjoy in the lives and counsels of the birds. And something, however
little, there surely is. In India all the small birds and beasts that seek the shelter of the house are holy. They
come in the train of Lakshmi, the Goddess of Fortune, and show that her presence is about us. And it was a
yellow-clad fakir who, seated with us one day in silent watching of the loves and quarrels, the faithfulness and
mutual forgiveness of the sparrows, suddenly broke his musing with the words, "How wonderful that they can
live thus without a scripture! From west it bends some short way to the north. The way is very short, for here
begin the dwelling- p. But in this end is the perforated curtain-like screen through which the women-folk may
take a furtive look at as much of the gay world as can be seen in the neighbouring quarter. And above it, but at
some distance beyond, rise, to the sight of a watcher within the house, the tall green-turbaned heads of a line
of cocoanut palms. One behind the other they stand, a procession that faces the light as it rises in the east. An
hour passes, and it strikes level against the underside of their upright fronds, and then, for ten minutes or so, an
anthem, of light thrown back, is chanted to the ascending sun. Then all again grows grey, veiled in the
excessive radiance of the tropics, and day wears on. But the morning glory of the palm-trees is not all. The
afternoon has come, and at an hour before sunset the eastward-shining beams once more strike level with the
great green crowns. This time, however, the sun-rays are caught on the upper surface of low-hanging
down-curved leaves, and so twice every day the palm-trees worship God; and Hindu eyes, trained to seek and
respond to the cosmic spectacle, look out from secluded dwellings behind enclosing walls to note this, the
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matins and evensong of light. Earlier and later float down to us, on the terrace, the sound of bells rung in the
prayer-room of each neighbouring household at the hour of worship. Or again, in the moment of twilight, p.
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And Parikshit on a certain day, being out hunting and pursuing a deer, outstripped all his companions and
wandered alone in a dense dark forest, far away from human habitations. Now the king was both weary and
a-hungered, and seeing the cool shadows, and catching sight of a beautiful pool, he pushed forward and
plunged in, with the idea of bathing and resting. And when both he and his horse were cool and refreshed, he
gathered lotus leaves and sterns and placed them before the animal, and he himself lay down on the short grass
beneath the trees. As he lay there, between sleeping and waking, he heard the sound of a sweet voice singing.
In his astonishment he sat up, to see who could be in his neighbourhood, for nowhere had he seen the
footprints of men, nor had he supposed that he was near human dwellings. As he watched he saw, through the
bushes, a maiden gathering p. Presently, in her quest of flowers, she drew unwittingly near the king, and he
held his breath with sheer delight at the beauty of her voice and features. At last he resolved to speak. I belong
to none. Unless I had this promise, I could not wed. From the moment that thou art mine, I promise thee never
to ask thee to cast thine eyes on water. And finding him thus in the company of a newly-affianced bride, a
state carriage was brought, and the two entered it, and were driven back to the capital together. Now from this
time forward, it was as if some strange enchantment had been woven about the king. He was always in the
private apartments with his newly-wedded queen. And instead of his absorption in her growing less, it seemed
to become stronger and stronger, till none could obtain access to him, and the royal ministers were refused
audience. When this was on the verge of becoming a public scandal, the chief minister sent for one of the
waiting-women about the palace, and questioned her closely concerning the nature of her who had so
infatuated their sovereign. And the maid said: In charm and loveliness she is without a peer. But one thing
about her is very strange. The king was able to marry her only after promising that he would never show her
water. And in a hidden place within the park he dug a beautiful bathing-pool, filled with water that was sweet
as nectar, and well covered with a net of pearls. And when it was finished he came privately one day to the
monarch and said, "Here is a delightful forest without water. Let it be used for the royal pleasure. And at last,
being tired and spent, and not altogether free from hunger and thirst, the king caught sight of a charming
bower, all festooned with the white and fragrant bells of creeping plants. But when he was within, the king
saw that the bower only covered the bathing-stairs of a bathing pool, which was shaded by some sort of roof
that looked like cobweb, and being unspeakably attracted by all the surroundings and the sparkling coolness of
the waters, he turned to his wife and said gently, "Surely no harm would happen to you if you bathed here!
Would you not like to do so? The waters closed over her as she dived, and Parikshit waited, half doubtfully,
for p. Alas, it was in vain. She did not reappear. The wife he adored was lost to him, it seemed, for ever. Mad
with anxiety, the king ran hither and thither, searching for his beloved. Nowhere could he recover any trace of
her. He had the lake dragged, but even her body was not to be found. Then he ordered that the waters should
be baled out. But when this had been done, nothing was discovered, save a large frog sitting beside a hole. At
this sight the king leapt to the conclusion that his wife had been devoured by frogs, and his wrath against the
whole race was without bounds. Wherefore he promulgated an order that throughout his dominions they were
to be slain, and that no one was to appear before him without a tribute of dead frogs. Soon in the world of
frogs this state of things became evident. Not one of them could appear above ground without the fear of
instant death. And the whole tribe was afflicted with unspeakable terror. In their extremity they went in
embassy, with the story of their wrongs, to their own king, and he in the guise of a begging friar appeared
before the throne of Parikshit, and urged him in the name of religious gentleness and mercy to rescind his
cruel order for the destruction of the poor frogs. But Parikshit, with his whole soul p. Had the frogs, he said,
not swallowed up one who was to him as the heart of his heart? Why then should he ever forgive them? Rather
than do so he would continue to slay them with a continually renewed fury. It was surely very far from fitting
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that a learned man should intercede on their behalf. As the monarch spoke of the loss he had suffered the
seeming beggar before him looked pained and startled. It was clear that he suddenly understood the situation. I
am Ayu, the king of the frogs, and she who was thy wife is my daughter Susobhana. She has cast a glamour
over thee, who art of the race of men and not of our kindred. She hath indeed the power to cast enchantments.
By this her conduct I am deeply grieved! I desire nothing save her return. How fortunate I am! Now the King
of the Frogs had parted from his daughter in sorrow and grave disapproval of the spell originally cast by her,
whereby the innocent king and all her own people suffered so deeply; and in the moment of farewell, as is the
wont of fathers, he had looked into the future, and instead of blessing her, had sternly said, "The fruit of the
enchantment that thou so wrongfully hast practised will be seen as a flaw in the kingly honour of thy children,
until the magic spell shall be redeemed. And they lived happily together, and had three sons, whose names
were Sala, Dala, and Vala. And in fulness of time King Parikshit gave up the world, and, placing his eldest son
upon his throne, himself retired into the forest. Now it happened that Sala, the new king, while out hunting one
day, saw a very fleet deer, and p. But the charioteer answered, a It is impossible. Only a pair of Vami horses
could have enabled us to overtake that deer! And when the king heard of them he became possessed of a
desire to be driven by them, and, going to the ashrama of Vamadeva, he begged that he would lend them to
him that he might capture a fleet deer. Alas, the Vami horses proved so excellent that the king coveted them,
and forgot his promise, but kept them when his business of hunting was over and locked them up in secret
stables attached to his palace! After waiting for a month, he sent a disciple to the sovereign to receive from
him the Vami steeds. But the king told the young man that these horses were fit only for the use of kings, and
that he could not understand why holy men and scholars should expect to possess them. Then Vamadeva
himself appeared before the monarch and pleaded with him to render back his property, which he had
promised, moreover, to return when his need should be over. But the king was obdurate, being unable, by
reason of the blemish on his birth, to perceive in their fulness the obligations of the royal honour. He offered
the rishi anything out of his own stables that he might choose to take; he undertook to appoint Vamadeva the
chief priest of the kingdom; he promised anything and everything, only he would not give back to their
rightful owner the horses he coveted. Then Vamadeva called upon four terrible demons to appear and slay the
impious king, and even as he was speaking they arose suddenly, armed with lances, and, advancing from the
four quarters, felled him to the earth. Thus died Sala the king, and Dala his brother reigned in his stead. Now
as soon as there was a convenient time, Vamadeva came before the new king and asked that the pair of Vami
horses now in the royal stables should be bestowed upon him. But Dala, instead of answering, turned to his
charioteer and ordered him to bring one of his finest arrows, tempered with poison, that he might kill
Vamadeva. But when he raised his arm to point the p. Rather is thine arrow pointed against thine own son,
Senajit; him art thou about to slay. Suddenly the wail of mourning was heard, and a panic-stricken messenger
arrived to give the king the news of the disaster to his line. But the death of his son seemed only to drive Dala
to a frenzy of anger. Demanding another arrow, he called upon gods and men, his own subjects and the
denizens of the heaven, to be witnesses of the death he was about to deal; and again he raised his arm to take
the fatal aim. To the amazement of all present, except the Brahmin, who stood as he was, with eyes fixed on
the sovereign, without moving--the bow was not twanged, nor was the arrow shot forth. At last with a groan
he said, "I am defeated. I am unable to bring about the death of Vamadeva! Thus mayst thou be purified from
the fruit of thy sin. And when she came she did reverence to the sage Vamadeva, and stretched out her hand to
take the poisoned arrow. And the holy man was much touched by the nobility of her bearing and the grace of
her salutation, and blessing her, he said, "O thou that art without fault, ask thou of me an incomparable boon.
It is mine to grant thee whatever thou shalt ask! With thee is the curse departed that was spoken by Ayu, the
father of Susobhana. What woman doomed, a woman hath redeemed. Rule thou, O princess, over the hearts of
these thy kinsmen, thy husband and thy son, and over this great kingdom of Ayodhya. Never, while they
honour thee, shall there be loss of kingly honour in the race of Parikshit!
3: Eastern Washington University
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