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THE NIGHT TRAIN AT DEOLI

The Night Train at Deoli

RUSKIN BOND

When I was at college I used to spend my summer vacations in Dehra, at my
grandmother's place. I would leave the plains early in May and return late in
July. Deoli was a small station about thirty miles from Dehra; it marked the
beginning of the heavy jungles of the Indian Terai.
The train would reach Deoli at about five in the morning, when the station would
be dimly lit with electric bulbs and oil-lamps, and the jungle across the railway
tracks would just be visible in the faint light of dawn. Deoli had only lone
platform, an office for the stationmaster and a waiting room. The platform
boasted a tea stall, a fruit vendor, and a few stray dogs; not much else, because
the train stopped there for only ten minutes before rushing on into the forests.
Why it stopped at Deoli. I don't know. Nothing ever happened there. Nobody
got off the train and nobody got in. There were never any coolies on the
platform. But the train would halt there a full ten minutes, and then a bell
would sound, the guard would blow his whistle, and presently Deoli would be
left behind and forgotten.
I used to wonder what happened in Deoli, behind the station walls. I always felt
sorry for that lonely little platform, and for the place that nobody wanted to
visit. I decided that one day I would get off the train at Deoli, and spend the day
there, just to please the town.
I was eighteen, visiting my grandmother, and the night train stopped at Deoli. A
girl came down the platform, selling baskets.
It was a cold morning and the girl had a shawl thrown across her shoulders. Her
feet were bare and her clothes were old, but she was a young girl, walking
gracefully and with dignity.
When she came to my window, she stopped. She saw that I was looking at her
intently, but at first she pretended not to notice. She had a pale skin, set off by
shiny black hair, and dark, troubled eyes. And then those eyes, searching and
eloquent, met mine.
She stood by my window for some time and neither of us said anything. But when
she moved on, I found myself leaving my seat and going to the carriage door, and
stood waiting on the platform, looking the other way. I walked across to the tea
stall. A kettle was boiling over on a small fire, but the owner of the stall was busy
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serving tea somewhere on the train. The girl followed me behind the stall.
'Do you want to buy a basket?' she asked. 'They are very strong, made of the
finest cane ...'
'No,' I said, 'I don't want a basket.'
We stood looking at each other for what seemed a very long time, and she said,
'Are you sure you don't want a basket?'
'All right, give me one,' I said, and I took the one on top and gave her a rupee,
hardly daring to touch her fingers.
As she was about to speak, the guard blew his whistle; she said something, but it
was lost in the clanging of the bell and the hissing of the engine. I had to run
back to my compartment. The carriage shuddered and jolted forward.
I watched her as the platform slipped away. She was alone on the platform and
she did not move, but she was looking at me and smiling. I watched her until the
signal- box came in the way, and then the jungle hid the station, but I could still
see her standing there alone .
I sat up awake for the rest of the journey. I could not rid my mind of the picture
of the girl's face and her dark, smouldering eyes.
But when I reached Dehra the incident became blurred and distant, for there
were other things to occupy my mind. It was only when I was making the return
journey, two months later, that I remembered the girl.
I was looking out for her as the train drew into the station, and I felt an unexpected
thrill when I saw her walking up the platform. I sprang off the footboard and
waved to her.
When she saw me, she smiled. She was pleased that I remembered her. I was
pleased that, she remembered me. We were both pleased, and it was almost like
a meeting of old friends.
She did not go down the length of the train selling baskets, but came straight to
the tea stall; her dark eyes were suddenly filled with light. We said nothing for
some time but we couldn't have been more eloquent.
I felt the impulse to put her on the train there and then, and take her away with
me; I could not bear the thought of having to watch her recede into the distance
of Deoli station. I took the baskets from her hand and put them down on the
ground. She put out her hand for one of them, but I caught her hand and held it.
'I have to go to Delhi,' I said.
She nodded. 'I do not have to go anywhere.'
The guard blew his whistle for the train to leave and how I hated the guard for
doing that.
'I will come again,' I said. 'Will you be here?'
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She nodded again, and, as she nodded, the bell clanged and the train slid forward.
I had to wrench my hand away from the girl and run for the moving train.
This time I did not forget her. She was with me for the remainder of the journey,
and for long after. All that year she was a bright, living thing. And when the
college term finished I packed in haste and left for Dehra earlier than usual. My
grandmother would be pleased at my eagerness to see her.
I was nervous and anxious as the train drew into Deoli, because I was wondering
what I should say to the girl and what I should do. I was determined that I
wouldn't stand helplessly before her, hardly able to speak or do anything about
my feelings.
The train came to Deoli, and I looked up and down the platform, but I could not
see the girl anywhere.
I opened the door and stepped off the footboard. I was deeply disappointed, and
overcome by a sense of foreboding. I felt I had to do something, and so I ran up to
the station-master and said, 'Do you know the girl who used to sell baskets here?'
'No, I don't,' said the station-master. 'And you'd better get on the train if you
don't want to be left behind.'
But I paced up and down the platform, and stared over the railings at the station
yard; all I saw was a mango tree and a dusty road leading into the jungle. Where
did the road go? The train was moving out of the station, and I had to run up the
platform and jump for the door of my compartment. Then, as the train gathered
speed and rushed through the forests, I sat brooding in front of the window.
What could I do about finding a girl I had seen only twice, who had hardly
spoken to me, and about whom I knew nothing - absolutely nothing - but for
whom I felt a tenderness and responsibility that I had never felt before?
My grandmother was not pleased with my visit after all, because I didn't stay at
her place more than a couple of weeks. I felt restless and ill-at-ease. So I took the
train back to the plains, meaning to ask further questions of the station-master
at Deoli.
But at Deoli there was a new station-master. The previous man had been
transferred to another post within the past week. The new man didn't know
anything about the girl who sold baskets. I found the owner of the tea stall, a
small, shrivelled-up man, wearing greasy clothes, and asked him if he knew
anything about the girl with the baskets.
'Yes, there was such a girl here, I remember quite well,' he said. 'But she has
stopped coming now.'
'Why?' I asked. 'What happened to her?'
'How should I know?' said the man. 'She was nothing to me.'
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And once again I had to run for the train.
As Deoli platform receded, I decided that one day I would have to break journey
there, spend a day in the town, make enquiries, and find the girl who had stolen
my heart with nothing but a look from her dark, impatient eyes.
With this thought I consoled myself throughout my last term in college. I went
to Dehra again in the summer and when, in the early hours of the morning, the
night train drew into Deoli station, I looked up and down the platform for signs
of the girl, knowing, I wouldn't find her but hoping just the same.
Somehow, I couldn't bring myself to break journey at Deoli and spend a day
there. (If it was all fiction or a film, I reflected, I would have got down and cleaned
up the mystery and reached a suitable ending for the whole thing). I think I was
afraid to do this. I was afraid of discovering what really happened to the girl.
Perhaps she was no longer in Deoli, perhaps she was married, perhaps she had
fallen ill ...
In the last few years I have passed through Deoli many times, and I always look
out of the carriage window, half expecting to see the same unchanged face smiling
up at me. I wonder what happens in Deoli, behind the station walls. But I will
never break my journey there. It may spoil my game. I prefer to keep hoping
and dreaming, and looking out of the window up and down that lonely platform,
waiting for the girl with the baskets.
I never break my journey at Deoli, but I pass through as often as I can.

EXERCISE

Choose the correct answer from the alternatives given :

1. Where does the narrator meet the young girl in the story?
a)  On a crowded bus stop b)  In a bustling marketplace
c)  On the railway platform at Deoli d)  In a quiet park

2. What is the narrator captivated by in the young girl?
a)  Her bright and cheerful personality b)  Her loud and assertive voice
c)  Her quiet dignity and dark, d) Her expensive and colorful
     troubled eyes      clothes

3. What does the narrator's repeated visits to Deoli station suggest?
a)  He needs to catch a train there b)  He enjoys the scenery of the
     frequently.       place.
c)  He hopes to meet the young d)  He has business dealings in
     girl again.       the town.
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A P J  A B D U L  K A L A M

I was born into a middle-class Tamil family in the island town of Rameswaram
in the erstwhile Madras state. My father, Jainulabdeen, had neither much

formal education nor much wealth; despite these disadvantages, he possessed
great innate wisdom and a true generosity of spirit. He had an ideal helpmate in
my mother, Ashiamma. I do not recall the exact number of people she fed every
day, but I am quite certain that far more outsiders ate with us than all the members
of our own family put together.

My parents were widely regarded as an ideal couple. My mother�s lineage
was the more distinguished, one of her forebears having been bestowed the title
of  �Bahadur� by the British.

I was one of many children�a short boy with rather undistinguished looks,
born to tall and handsome parents. We lived in our ancestral house, which was
built in the middle of the 19th century. It was a fairly large pucca house, made of
limestone and brick, on the Mosque Street in Rameswaram. My austere father
used to avoid all inessential comforts and luxuries. However, all necessities were
provided for, in terms of food, medicine or clothing. In fact, I would say mine
was a very secure childhood, materially and emotionally.

I normally ate with my mother, sitting on the floor of the kitchen. She would
place a banana leaf before me, on which she then ladled rice and aromatic sambar,
a variety of sharp, home-made pickle and a dollop of fresh coconut chutney.

The Shiva temple, which made Rameswaram so famous to pilgrims, was
about a ten-minute walk from our house. Our locality was predominantly
Muslim, but there were quite a lot of Hindu families too, living amicably with
their Muslim neighbours. There was a very old mosque in our locality where my
father would take me for evening prayers. I had not the faintest idea of the
meaning of the Arabic prayers chanted, but I was totally convinced that they

Strong Roots

predominantly : mostly
amicably: in a friendly manner
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reached God. When my father came out of the mosque after the prayers, people
of different religions would be sitting outside, waiting for him. Many of them
offered bowls of water to my father, who would dip his fingertips in them and
say a prayer. This water was then carried home for invalids. I also remember
people visiting our home to offer thanks after being cured. Father always smiled
and asked them to thank Allah, the merciful.

The high priest of Rameswaram temple, Pakshi Lakshmana Sastry,  was a
very lose friend of my father�s. One of the most vivid memories of my early
childhood is of the two men, each in traditional attire, discussing spiritual matters.
When I was old enough to ask questions, I asked my father about the relevance
of prayer. My father told me there was nothing mysterious about prayer. Rather,
prayer made possible a communion of the spirit between people. �When you
pray,� he said, �you transcend your, body and become a part of the cosmos,
which knows no division of wealth, age, caste, or creed.�

My father could convey complex spiritual concepts in very simple, down-
to- earth Tamil. He once told me, �In his own time, in his own place, in what he
really is, and in the stage he has reached�good or bad�every human being is
a specific element within the whole of the manifest divine Being. So why be
afraid of difficulties, sufferings and problems? When troubles come, try to
understand the relevance of your sufferings. Adversity always presents
opportunities for introspection.�

�Why don�t you say this to the people who come to you for help and advice?�
I asked my father. He put his hands on my shoulders and looked straight into
my eyes. For quite some time he said nothing, as if he was judging my capacity
to comprehend his words. Then he answered in a low, deep voice. His answer
filled me with a strange energy and enthusiasm: �Whenever human beings find
themselves alone, as a natural reaction, they start looking for company. Whenever
they are in trouble, they look for someone to help them. Whenever they reach
an impasse, they look to someone to show them the way out. Every recurrent
anguish, longing, and desire finds its own special helper. For the people who

invalids: people with incapacities
communion: a special communication
adversity: hardship
introspection: thinking deeply about oneself
impasse : a situation which allows no progress
distress : sadness
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come to me in distress, I am but a go-between in their effort to propitiate  demonic
forces with prayers and offerings. This is not a correct approach at all  and should
never be followed. One must understand the difference between a fear-ridden
vision of destiny and the vision that enables us to seek the enemy of fulfilment
within ourselves.�

I remember my father starting his day at 4 am by reading the namaz before
dawn. After the namaz, he used to walk down to a small coconut grove we
owned, about four miles from our home. He would return with about a dozen
coconuts tied together thrown over his shoulder, and only then would he have
his breakfast. This remained his routine even when he was in his late sixties.

I have, throughout my life, tried to emulate my father in my own world of
science and technology. I have endeavoured to understand the fundamental truths
revealed to me by my father, and feel convinced that there exists a divine power
that can lift one up from confusion, misery, melancholy and failure, and  guide
one to one�s true place. And once an individual severs his emotional and physical
bond, he is on the road to freedom, happiness and peace of mind.

EXERCISE

Choose the correct answer from the alternatives given :
1. What is the significance of the title "Strong Roots" in this extract?

a)  It refers to the author's family tree
b)  It symbolizes the important values instilled in the author during his childhood
c)  It describes the strong trees near his childhood home
d)  It foreshadows the author's future achievements

2. Who is Jainulabdeen in the extract?
a)  A close friend of the author's father b)  The author's grandfather
c)  The author's father d)  A teacher of the author

3. What lesson does the author learn from his father's words about
troubles and sufferings?
a)  To avoid difficulties at all costs.
b) To view challenges as opportunities for growth and self-discovery.
c)  To rely on others for help during difficult times.
d)  To blame God for misfortune.

propitiate : appease
namaz : Urdu word for prayer
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OUR CASUARINA TREE

TORU DUTT

Like a huge Python, winding round and round
The rugged trunk, indented deep with scars,
Up to its very summit near the stars,
A creeper climbs, in whose embraces bound
No other tree could live. But gallantly
The giant wears the scarf, and fl owers are hung
In crimson clusters all the boughs among,
Whereon all day are gathered bird and bee;
And oft at nights the garden overfl ows
With one sweet song that seems to have no close,
Sung darkling from our tree, while men repose.
When fi rst my casement is wide open thrown
At dawn, my eyes delighted on it rest;
Sometimes, and most in winter,�on its crest
A gray baboon sits statue-like alone
Watching the sunrise; while on lower boughs
His puny off spring leap about and play;
And far and near kokilas hail the day;
And to their pastures wend our sleepy cows;
And in the shadow, on the broad tank cast
By that hoar tree, so beautiful and vast,
The water-lilies spring, like snow enmassed.
But not because of its magnifi cence
Dear is the Casuarina to my soul:
Beneath it we have played; though years may roll,
O sweet companions, loved with love intense,
For your sakes, shall the tree be ever dear.
Blent with your images, it shall arise
In memory, till the hot tears blind mine eyes!
What is that dirge-like murmur that I hear
Like the sea breaking on a shingle-beach?
It is the tree�s lament, an eerie speech,
That haply to the unknown land may reach.

Our Casuarina Tree
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Unknown, yet well-known to the eye of faith!
Ah, I have heard that wail far, far away
In distant lands, by many a sheltered bay,
When slumbered in his cave the water-wraith
And the waves gently kissed the classic shore
Of France or Italy, beneath the moon,
When earth lay trancèd in a dreamless swoon:
And every time the music rose,�before
Mine inner vision rose a form sublime,
Thy form, O Tree, as in my happy prime
I saw thee, in my own loved native clime.
Therefore I fain would consecrate a lay
Unto thy honor, Tree, beloved of those
Who now in blessed sleep, for aye, repose,
Dearer than life to me, alas! were they!
Mayst thou be numbered when my days are done
With deathless trees�like those in Borrowdale,
Under whose awful branches lingered pale
�Fear, trembling Hope, and Death, the skeleton,
Source URL: https://poets.org/poem/our-casuarina-tree
And Time the shadow;� and though weak the verse
That would thy beauty fain, oh fain rehearse,
May Love defend thee from Oblivion�s curse.

EXERCISE
Choose the correct answer from the alternatives given :
1. Who is the speaker in the poem?

a)  A gardener tending the Casuarina tree
b)  A bird singing in the branches of the tree
c)  A person reminiscing about childhood memories under the tree
d)  A traveler admiring the beauty of the tree

2. What feeling(s) does the speaker associate with the Casuarina tree?
a)  Fear and danger b)  Indifference and boredom
c)  Comfort, security, and happy d)  Loneliness and isolation
     memories

3. What is the tone of the poem "Our Casuarina Tree"?
a)  Angry and resentful b)  Sarcastic and mocking
c)  Bittersweet and nostalgic d)  Playful and lighthearted
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Ulysses

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON

It little profits that an idle king,
By this still hearth, among these barren crags,
Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole
Unequal laws unto a savage race,
That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.
I cannot rest from travel: I will drink
Life to the lees: All times I have enjoy'd
Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those
That loved me, and alone, on shore, and when
Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades
Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;
For always roaming with a hungry heart
Much have I seen and known; cities of men
And manners, climates, councils, governments,
Myself not least, but honour'd of them all;
And drunk delight of battle with my peers,
Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.
I am a part of all that I have met;
Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'
Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades
For ever and forever when I move.
How dull it is to pause, to make an end,
To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!
As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life
Were all too little, and of one to me
Little remains: but every hour is saved
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From that eternal silence, something more,
A bringer of new things; and vile it were
For some three suns to store and hoard myself,
And this gray spirit yearning in desire
To follow knowledge like a sinking star,
Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

         This is my son, mine own Telemachus,
To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle,�
Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil
This labour, by slow prudence to make mild
A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees
Subdue them to the useful and the good.
Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere
Of common duties, decent not to fail
In offices of tenderness, and pay
Meet adoration to my household gods,
When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.

         There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:
There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,
Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me�
That ever with a frolic welcome took
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed
Free hearts, free foreheads-you and I are old;
Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;
Death closes all: but something ere the end,
Some work of noble note, may yet be done,
Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.
The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:
The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
'T is not too late to seek a newer world.
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Push off, and sitting well in order smite
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths
Of all the western stars, until I die.
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,
And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.
Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'
We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

EXERCISE

Choose the correct answer from the alternatives given :

1. What is the speaker in "Ulysses" longing for?
a)  A peaceful and quiet retirement
b)  New adventures and experiences
c)  The comfort of his family
d)  Forgiveness for past mistakes

2. What phrase from the poem best reflects Ulysses' restless spirit?
a)  "Grow old along with me"
b)  "Much have I seen and known"
c)  "I yearn for the old familiar ways"
d)  "To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield"

3. What is the significance of the "far-off lands" mentioned in the poem?
a)  They represent a lost love.
b)  They symbolize the speaker's regrets.
c)  They represent the unknown and the call for continued exploration.
d)  They represent the speaker's yearning for death
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