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With Eyjes like boi!ed CE8S, a gaunt, .hunched old man appears
sunk sitting on a stringy charpoy stuck in the rubble—a pulverized
heap of his own house. We wouldn’t have called his dwelling a
house but its mossy broken brick walls were still erect, as was the
pantiled roof and the rusty swinging tin door. Peering through a
hole made by a few missing bricks, one would see a niche where
a brightly lit candle in a brass bowl threw patterns of light on the
walls. A sigrhi' smouldered on the raised earthen platform outside.

Of late, the old man remains sunk on his decrepit charpoy,
so called merely because of its four legs. Jute and cotton ropes
and even pajama strings have been tied to the charpoy’s worn
nylon straps, giving it a patchwork feel. Close by is a seat made
of about ten bricks fixed one atop the other, on which the old
woman would place a glass of tea, covered with a bowl. The old
man would spend hours pouring tea into the bowl, blowing on i,
slurping it sip by sip.

Some papers lay scattered on the charpoy like leaves; the
old man would bring them close to his nose and smell, peering
at them until his head reeled in the sun. He couldn’t see the
shape of any letter properly without glasses; but he didn’t have
4 pair—perhaps they lay buried in the rubble. He remembered
everything written on the yellowed papers.

He has a map as well. The old woman removes the I:Ubble
and pulls out 2 crushed and squeezed tin can. She holds it In heir
220d, turns it all around and looks at it intently. Then she places g
" her ramshackle household, which has been pushed on to the roa

Rubble 71












