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Mabel’s drive a

Section A: PROSE
1. Mabel

W Somerset Maugham

About the Author

William Somerset Maugham (1874-1965) was
bl e _
novels, short stories and plays. He took up mec

a renowned British writer who authored several
licine as a career, before giving it up for a careerin
writing after the unprecedented success of his first novel, Liza of Lambeth (1897). He served with
the Red Cross and the ambulance corps during the First World War and then moved on to work
with the British Secret Intelligence Service. He travelled to different parts of the world in this stint,
and his world experiences are strongly reflected in his writing. His parents passed away before he
was 10, which had a profound effect on him, something that’s also reflected in his work.

About the Story

The story is about a man named George, whom the n
3 woman named Mabel for seven Iongyears. They co
stationed in Burma. When Mabel was finally to join George,
away however the determination of Mabel never falters and follows

anymore and they get married.

arrator meets in Burma. He was engaged to
uld not get married owing to George being
he gets cold feet and tries to run
him till he couldn’t get away

Mabel

nd determination is admirable and crucial to the story. She has her h
orge and based on this, she follows him throughout Asia.
hat George is determined not

eart

and mind set on marrying Ge

She simply won't give up which is admirable considering t
to be found when he tries to escape from Mabel. There is also a sense that there is no

escape for George when he is eventually tracked down by Mabel.

[ was at Pagan, in Burma, and from there I took the  steamer to Mandalay, but a couple
of days before I got there, when the boat tied up for the night at a riverside village, 1 made
up my mind to go ashore. The skipper told me that there was there a pleasant little club in
which I had only to make myself at home; they were quite used to having strangers drop
off like that from the steamer, and the secretary was a very decent chap; 1 might even get

game of bridge I had nothing in the world to do, so I got into one of the bullock-cans

a game of bridg
that were waiting at the landing-stage and was driven to the club. There was a man sitting

3
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on the veranda and as 1 walked up he nodded tome and aske whether | would have a

s [

whisky and soda or a gin and bitters. The possibility that T wao have nothing at all did
1( C

A tall, thin, bronzed
man, with a big moustache, and he wore khaki shorts and a khaki shig

not even occur to him. 1 chose the Tonger drink and sat down, e waq

never knew his

name, but when we had been chatting a little while another man came iy, who told me he

was the secretary, and he addressed my (riend as George,

"Have vou heard from your wife yel?” he asked him.

The other’s eves brightened.

Yes, 1 had letters by this mail. She’s having no end of a time.’

'Did she tell you not to fret?’

George gave a little chuckle, but was 1 mistaken in thinking that there was in it the
shadow of a sob?

'In point of fact she did. But that's easier said than done. Of course I know she wants
a holiday, and I'm glad she should have it, but it's devilish hard on a chap.’ He turned to

me. "You see, this is the first time I've ever been separated from my missus, and I'm like a
. T
lost dog without her.’

oA
‘How long have you been married?’
‘Five minutes.’

The secretary of the club laughed.

‘Don’t be a fool, George. You've been married eight years.”

After we had talked for a little, George, looking at his watch, said he must go and
change his clothes for dinner and left us. The secretary watched him disappear into the
night with a smile of not unkindly irony.

“We all ask him as much as we can now that he’s alone,” he told me. ‘He mopes so
terribly since his wife went home.”

‘It must be very pleasant for her to know that her husband is as devoted to her as
all that’

‘Mabel is a remarkable woman.’
_avtl’sa lkmarkabl

He called the boy and ordered more drinks. In this hospitable place they did not ask
you if you would have anything; they took it for granted. Then he settled himself) in his
long chair and lit a cheroot. He told me the story of George and Mabel.

They became engaged when he was home on leave, and when he returned to Burma

it was arranged that she should join him in six months. But one difticulty cropped up
after another; Mabel’s father died, the war came, George was sent to a district unsuitable

for a white woman; so that in the end it was seven years before she was ableto .‘S?tart.
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He made all arrangements for (he marriape, which was to take place on the day of her

arrival, and went down 1o Rangoon (o meet her: On the morning on which the ship was

due he borrowed a motor-car and drove along to the dock. He paced the quay

Then, suddenly, withoul warning, his nerve fatled him: Tle had not seen Mabel for

_sevenyears. He had forgotten what she was like: She was a total sir. anger. He felt a terrible
sinking in the pit of his stomach and his knees bepan to wohble Fle couldn’t go through
with it. He must tell Mabel that he was very sorry, but he couldn’t, he really couldn’t
marry her. But how could a man tell a girha thing like that when she had been engaged to
him for seven years and had come six thousand miles to marry him? Fle hadn’t the nerve
for that etther. George was seized with the courage of despair. There was a boat at the
quay on the very point of starting for Singapore: he wrote a hurried letter to Mabel, and
without a stick of luggage, just in the clothes he stood up in, leaped on board.

The letter Mabel received ran somewhat as follows:

Dearest Mabel.

['have been suddenly called away on business and do not know when I shall be back.
I think it would be much wiser if you returned to England. My plans are very uncertain.

Your loving George.

But when he arrived at Singapore he found a cable waiting for him.

Quite understand. Don’t worry. Love. Mabel. Terror made him quick-witted.

‘Bv Jove, I believe she’s followin me.” he said.
He te]eomumMMppanM Rangoon and sure enough her name was on

the passenger list of the ship that was now on its way to Singapore. There was not a

moment to lose. He jumped on the train to Bangkok. But he was uneasy: she would have
no difficulty in finding out that he had gone to Bangkok and it was just as simple for her

to take the train as it had been for him. Fortunately, there was a French tramp _sa_ﬂmggg,‘it
day for Saigon. He took it. At Saigon he would be safe; it would never occur to her that he
had gone there: and if it did, surely by now she would have taken the hint. It is five day’s
)wy from Bangkok to Saigon and the boat is dirty, cramped, and uncomfortable. He
was glad to arrive and took a rickshaw to the hotel. He signed his name in the visitors’
book and a telegram was immediately handed to him. It contamed but two words Love.

_Mabel. They were enough to make him break into a cold sweat

‘When is the next boat for Hong Kong?” he asked.

Now his flight grew serious. He sailed to Hong Kong, but dared not stay there; he went
to Manila; Manila was ominous; he _went on to Shan_g_hgl Shanghai was nerve-racking;
every time he went out of the hotel he expected to run straight into Mabel’s arms; no,




~—

cteamer thal coulc

Panorania

g was to go to Yokohama. At the (3
e rand

Shanghai would never do. The only thin
= ot
—

able awaited him:
jou al Manila. Love: Mabel. \
with a fevered brow. Where w

aight to the club and ask Now»
am

Yokohamaac
to have missed |
Ning intelligence
he went str

So sorry
He scanned the shipy

(0 Shanghai. This lime

doubled back
d to hint

l.”' Love. Mabel

sy 1O calch
anelse was (alling. He could jus

B B UId ]Llht ab()Ut CatCh th €

e ]aS

l.i\"l‘l. ﬂnd lh(‘ /(
king and then no one could travel tl] th
e fol]()win

as outl of the question for a woman a]
dlOne ”
. e W

It was hande

Apriving shorl
No, no, he was nol 80 € a6 all that, He had already made h;
1S p]anS_ .

Yanglse is a long
i get up to Chung

Such a journey w

\d {rom Hankow {0 Ichang, he changed boats here and from Ichane 1. ent

Chungking. But he was desperate now, he was not goi}l o & thrOUgh

ace called Cheng-tu, the capital of Szechuan, and it was fouo take ap

ched by road, and the road was infested W‘i;l{b;z::;red
5. A

spring except by junk.
to Hankow at
the rapids went t0
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George collected chair
d walls of the lonely Chinese city. From those walls at
Sunset

he saw at last the crenellate
you could see the snowy mountains of Tibet.
He could rest at last: Mabel would never find him there. The consul h
afriend of his and he stayed with him. He enjoyed the comfort of a lux appened to be
:iogie\inl;lss ;i&z?ess T;fter that strenuous escape across Asia, and abOVZr:;Iu; :Zlfe, he
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We was as pale as death. She went up to him

"Hullo. George. I was so afrai
- afraid I'd missed you again.””
He did not know what you again.’ ‘Hullo, Mabel he faltered
to say. He looked this w. ’ '
a .
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She turned to George’s host,

‘Are you the consul?’ she asked.

‘Tam.

‘That’s all right. I'm ready to marry him as soon as I've had a bath.”

;A:nd she did.

GLOSSARY

steamer: type of boat that is driven by steam
skipper: captain of a ship

chap: fellow, guy

bridge: (here) game played with cards

fret: be constantly or visibly anxious
chuckle: to laugh inwardly or quietly

irony: the use of words to express something other than and especially the opposite of the
literal meaning

mope: feel dejected and apathetic
hospitable: friendly and welcoming to visitors or guests
cheroot: a small type of cigar

pace: walk at a steady speed, especially without a particular destination and as an
expression of anxiety or annoyance

quay: a stone or metal platform lying alongside or projecting into water for loading and
unloading ships

despair: the complete loss or absence of hope
tramp: normally a ship carrying cargo

ominous: giving the worrying impression that something bad is going to happen;
threateningly inauspicious

brigands: a member of a gang that ambushes and robs people in forests and mountains
crenellated: provide (a wall of a building) with battlements

strenuous: requiring or using great effort or exertion

petrified: so frightened that one is unable to move; terrified

faltered: speak hesitantly



2. The Gold Frame

R K Laxman

About the Author

Rasipuram Krishnaswami lyer Laxman (19212015
“cornic strip — “You Said It"” in The Times of India, which st . . o
in college including his brother R K Narayan's stories. He published various ',‘hurt stories, essays
and articles, which can be found in the collection published as The Distorted Mirror ({00 3)- He also
wrote the novels The Hotel Riviera (1988) and The Messenger (1993) and an autobm;gmp'hy, [he
Tunnel of Time (1998). In addition, numerous collections of Laxman’s cartoons were published.

He was awarded the Padma Vibhushan in 2005, India’s second-highest civilian honour.

) was an Indian cat toonist who created the daily

arted in 1951. He also illustrated part time

About the Story
The story is about aman named Datta who runs the shop called Modern Frame Works, workingalone

with providing frames for photographs, posters, paintings and the like. He encounters a customer
one day who wanted a photograph framed. The customer explained the importance of the man in
the photograph and insisted on the best quality frame. While working on the photograph, Datta
makes a terrible error that worries him immensely. What follows is Datta’s attempt to salvage his

reputation and livelihood.
The Modern Frame Works was actually an extra-large wooden packing case mounted on wobbly

legs tucked in a gap between a drug store and a radio repair shop. Its owner, Datta, with his
concave figure, silver-rimmed glasses and a complexion of seasoned timber, fitted into his shop

with the harmony of a fixture.

The Gold Frame

He was a silent, hard-working man. He gave only laconic answers to the questions his
customers asked and strongly discouraged casual friends who tried to intrude on his zone
of silence with their idle gossip. He was always seen sitting hunched up, surrounded by a
confusion of cardboard pieces, bits of wood, glass sheets, boxes of nails, glue bottles, paint
tins and other odds and ends that went into putting a picture in a frame. In this medley
a glass-cutter or a pencil stub was often lost and that was when he would uncoil from his

posture and grope impatiently for it. Many times he had to stand up and shake his dhoti
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tint where this great soul is concerned?”

want a really go

an old man. It w
till bent over his work.

‘What sort of a frame would
e. Do you expect I would s
t a glimpse of the photograph; just another elderly
andard portraitofa grandfather, a philanthropist,
_heavy cascading turban it could be

‘The best, of cours

ave a side glance and caugh
ose days, he told himself; a st

with the inevitable whiskers and top
le came to him every month bearing similar

e to the person in the picture in the shape

Datta g
person of th

a social worker,
any one of these. At least half a dozen peop

portraits, wanting to demonstrate their homag

of a glittering frame.
tness of the old man; extravagant qualities of

nerously attributed to him in a voice that

If this world had just a few more like him,

The customer was describing the grea
nobility, compassion and charity were being ge

came close to the chanting of a holy scripture. ...
d certainly have been a different place. Of course, there are demons

believe me, it woul
me. They are out to disgrace his name and destroy his memory.

who may not agree with
But he is God in my home!’

What sort of a frame do you want?’ Datta interrupted. "Plain, wooden, lacquer gold

plastic or just enamel painted?’

H :
o waved a casual hand towards the pictures on the wall. The customer silentl

surveyed the various frames. After some time Datta heard him mumble, ‘I want the best
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‘Tdon’t have any second-rate stuff in my shop,” Dalta said. He was shown a number of
samples; plain, decorative, (loral, peometrical, thin, hefty and so forth. The customer was
baffled by the variety. He examined the selection before him for a long time as if he was
unsure of his judgement and was afraid of enshrining his saviour for ever in some ugly
cheap frame.

Datta came to his rescue and recommended one with a profusion of gold Jeaves and
winding creepers and, in order to clear any lingering doubt he might still harbour in

regard to its quality, added: ‘It is German! Imported!’

The customer at once seemed impressed and satisfied. Datta next asked, “You want a plain
mount or a cut mount?” and watched the puzzled look return. Again he helped the man out

by showing his various mounts and suggested that a cut mount looked more elegant.

All right, let me have a cut mount then. Is that a cut mount? he asked, pointing to
a framed picture on the wall of a soulful looking lady in an oval cut mount. T like that

shape. Will it cost much?”No. Frame, mount, glass all will cost seventeen rupees.’

The customer had expected it would be more. He pretended to be shocked all the same
and tried to bargain. Datta withdrew to his corner without replying and began to cut a
piece of plywood.

The customer hung about uncertainly for some time and finally asked, "'When will you
have it ready?’ and barely heard the reply over the vibrating noise of the saw on the
plywood, Two weeks from today.’

—_— s
Datta had learnt by long experience that his customers never came punctually. They

came days in advance and went away disappointed or came months later, and some never
turned up at all and their pictures lay unclaimed in a box, gathering dust and feeding
cockroaches and silver fish. Therefore he made frames for those who came to him and
visited him at least twice before he actually executed their orders.

Ten days later the tall, rustic-looking man appeared and enquired, 'Has the picture
been framed? I was passing by and thought I could collect it if it was ready.’

Datta cast a side look at him and continued with his work.

‘Tknow I have come four days early,” the customer grinned nervously. "Will it be ready

by Tuesday?’
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<o violently that he upset a tin containing white enamel paintand it fell right on the sacred

photograph of the old man, emptying its thick, slimy contents on it.

Data stood transfixed and stared at the disaster at his feet as if he had suddenly |t
all faculty of movement. He could not bring himself even to avert his eyes from the
horror which he seemed to be cruelly forced to view. Then his spectacles clouded with

perspiration and helpfully screened his vision.

When at last he fully recovered his senses he set about rescuing the picture in such
desperate hurry that he made a worse mess of it. He rubbed the picture so hard with a
cloth that he peeled off thin strips of filmy coating from its surface. Before he realised
what he had done half the old man’s face and nearly all of his turban were gone. Datta
helplessly looked at the venerable elder transformed into thick black specks sticking to the

enamel smeared on the rag in his hand.

He sat with both hands clutching his head; every nerve in his head throbbed as if it
would tear itself apart if he did not hold it down. What answer was he going to offer to
the customer who had a fanatic devotion to the photograph he had just mutilated beyond
recovery? His imagination ran wild, suggesting nightmarish consequences to his own

dear self and to the fragile inflammable shop.

He racked his brain for a long while till sheer exhaustion calmed his agitated nerves
and made him accept the situation with a hopeless resignation. Meanwhile the plethora
of gods, saints and sages gazed down at him from the walls with a transcendental smile
and seemed to offer themselves to him to pray to. With a fervent appeal in his heart he
stared at them.
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In his state of mind it did not register for quite a while thata particular photograph of a
person on the wall had held his attention rather more than it was qualified to do. It was an
ordinary portrait of a middle-aged man in a dark suit and striped tie, resting his right arm
jauntily on a studio prop made to look like a fluted Roman pillar. Datta was amazed to see
that he had a faint likeness to the late lamented old man. The more he gazed at the face the
more convincing it appeared to him. But he dismissed the odd resemblance he saw as one
of those tricks of a thoroughly fagged-out mind. All the same, at the back of his mind an

idea began to take shape; he saw the possibility of finding an acceptable substitute!

He brought down the old wooden box in which he had kept all the photographs
unclaimed over the years. As he rummaged in it, panicky cockroaches and spiders
scurried helter-skelter all over the floor. Unmindful of them, Datta anxiously searched
for the brownish photographs of the old man’s vintage. Soon there was a pile before him;
he was surprised he could pick up so many which qualified to take the old man’s place.
But he had to reject a lot of them. In most of the portraits the subjects sported a very
conspicuous flower vase next to them, or over-dressed grandchildren sat on their laps and

therefore had to be rejected.

Luckily, there was one with which Datta felt he could take a fair risk; the print had
yellowed a bit noticeably but he calculated that the total effect when put in a dazzling gold
frame would render it safe.

After a couple of hours’ concentrated work he sat back and proudly surveyed the
old man’s double, looking resplendent in his gold frame. He was so pleased with his
achievement that he forgot he was taking perhaps one of the greatest risks any framemaker
ever took! He even became bold enough to challenge the customer if his faking was
discovered. ‘Look, my dear man’, he would say, ‘I don’t know who has been fooling you!

That's the picture you brought here for framing. Take it or throw it away!’

The days that followed were filled with suspense and anxiety. Datta feared that the
customer would surprise him at an unguarded moment, making him bungle the entire,
carefully-thought-out plot. But the man turned up promptly a couple of days later. At that

moment Datta was bent over a piece of work and slightly stiffened as he heard the voice,

shrill with expectation, ask, 'Is it ready?’

Datta’s heart began to race and to compose himself he let a whole minute pass without

answering. Then he put aside the scissors in his hand with slow deliberation and reached

out to take the neatly wrapped package in a corner.
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Datta finally revealed the glittering frame and held it towards him. The Customer

seemed visibly struck by its grandeur and fell silent like one who had entered the i
sanctum of a temple.
Datta held his breath and watched the man’s expression. With every second that passeq

he was losing his nerve and thought that in another moment he would betray the big hoax
he had played.

Suddenly he saw the customer straighten, the reverential look and benevolentexpression
vanished from his face. ‘What have you done?” he demanded, indignantly. For Datta the
moment seemed familiar for he had already gone through it a thousand times night and
day since he splashed the white paint on the original photograph. Several times he had
rehearsed his piece precisely for this occasion. But before he could open his mouth the
customer shouted with tremendous authority in his bearing, Now, don’t deny it! I clearly

remember asking for a cut mount with an oval shape. This is square. Look!”

GLOSSARY

wobbly: to move unsteadily from side to side

concave: having an outline or surface that curves inwards like the interior of a circle
or sphere

laconic: (of a person, speech, or style of writing) using very few words

medley: a varied mixture of people or things

grope: search blindly or uncertainly by feeling with the hands

jostling: push, elbow, or bump against (someone) roughly, typically in a crowd

sepia: a reddish-brown colour associated particularly with monochrome photographs of
the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries

antiquity: an object, building, or work of art from the ancient past

philanthropist: a person who seeks to promote the welfare of others, especially by the

lonation of money causes
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cascading: fall or hang in copious quanlities

homage: special honour or respect shown publicly

extravagant: spending much more than is necessary or wise; wasteful
lacquer: a protective coaling,
<

: consisting of a resin, cellulose ester, or both, dissolved in a
volatile solvent, sometime

s with pigment added
baffled: to be confused, bewildered
profusion: an abundance or large quantity of something

transfixed: to become motionless with horror, wonder or astonishment

avert: turn away (one’s eyes or thoughts)

venerable: accorded a great deal of respect, especially because of age, wisdom or character
mutilated: inflict a violent and disfiguring injury on

plethora: a large or excessive amount of something

resplendent: shining brilliantly; gleaming; splendid

exuberance: the quality of being full of energy, excitement and cheerfulness

benevolent: willing to help and generous towards people

COMPREHENSION

A. Answer the following questions in 30-40 words.
1 Describe Datta’s shop.
Describe the man in the customer’s photograph.
Which mount did the customer want and why?
Why did Datta not take the new customer seriously in the beginning?

2
3
4.
5. How did Datta spoil the photograph?

B. Write short notes on the following in about 40-50 words.
1. Datta.
2. Datta’s mode of work process.
3. Datta’s attempt to fix the spoiled photograph.
4. The customer’s response to Datta’s work.

C. Answer in detail in 120-140 words.

1. Discuss the story as a criticism on the sense of prestige and class in
Indian society.

2. Comment the use of satire in the story.
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