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.poem n. i, #3C

.insect n. B,
s
.velvet n. 4%, i

. bungalow n. ‘¥

Last week I wrote a story,
and all the time [ was writing it [
thought it was a good story; but
when it was finished and I had read
it through, I found that there was
something missing, that it didn’t
ring true. So [ tore it up. I wrote a
poem ', about an old man sleeping
in the sun, and this was true, but
it was finished quickly, and once
again I was left with the problem
of what to write next. And I
remembered my father, who taught
me to write; and [ thought, why not
write about my father, and about
the trees we planted, and about the
people I knew while growing up,
and about what happened on the
way to growing up...

And so, like Alice, I must
begin at the beginning, and in
the beginning there was this red
insect 2, just like a velvet * button,
which I found on the front lawn of
the bungalow . The grass was still
wet with overnight rain.

I placed the insect on the
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palm ' of my hand and took it into
the house to show my father.

“Look Dad,” I said. “I haven’t
seen an insect like this before.
Where has it come from?”

“Where did you find it?” he
asked.

“On the grass.”

“It must have come down from
the sky,” he said. “It must have
come down with the rain.”

Later he told me how the insect
really happened but I preferred his
first explanation %. It was more fun
to have it dropping from the sky.

[ was seven at the time, and my
father was thirty-seven, but, right
from the beginning, he made me
feel that I was old enough to talk
to him about everything—insects,
people, trees, steam-engines, King
George, comics °, crocodiles *, the
Mahatma *, the Viceroy ¢, America,
Mozambique 7 and Timbuctoo .
We took long walks together,
explored old ruins ?, chased '’
butterflies ' and waved to passing

1. palm n. £EAE

2. explanation n. fi#

B, UiM,

.comic n. F

. crocodile n. fE4

.Mahatma n. %A

. Viceroy n. B

.Mozambique n.
EW (HE4L)

8. Timbuctoo ZE 3¢

B (L B Es )

9.ruin n. #E

10. chase n. i&jt
11. butterfly n. ig
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L.dim adj. %, &
HISRICAL A W

2. Arab dhows n. i
FLAH I b—Fp s i
LA

3. trampsteamer n.
ASE BT Ba it

trains.

My mother had gone away
when I was four, and I had very
dim ' memories of her. Most other
children had their mothers with
them, and I found it a bit strange
that mine couldn’t stay. Whenever
I asked my father why she’d gone,
he’d say, “You’ll understand when
you grow up.” And if I asked
him where she’d gone, he’d look
troubled and say, “I really don’t
know.” This was the only question
of mine to which he didn’t have an
answer.

But I was quite happy living
alone with my father; [ had never
known any other kind of life.

We were sitting on an old
wall, looking out to sea at a
couple of Arab dhows? and a
trampsteamer °, when my father
said, “Would you like to go to sea
one day?”

“Where does the sea go?” 1
asked.

“It goes everywhere.”






1. roundness n. [,
5 3iA

2.fly n. &

3. water-melon n. /i
JI

4. comparison n. tt
B, G

5. tiny adj. TN

6. Norway n.
(HEKH2)

“Does it go to the end of the
world?”

“It goes right round the world.
It’s a round world.”

“It can’t be.”

“It is. But it’s so big, you can’t
see the roundness '. When a fly *
sits on a water-melon ?, it can’t
see right round the melon, can it?
The melon must seem quite flat to
the fly. Well in comparison * to the
world, we’re much, much smaller
than the tiniest > of insects.”

“Have you been around the
world?” I asked.

“No, only as far as England.
That’s where your grandfather was
born.”

“And my grandmother?”

“She came to India from
Norway ¢ when she was quite
small. Norway is a cold land, with
mountains and snow, and the sea
cutting deep into the land. I was
there as a boy. It’s very beautiful,
and the people are good and work
hard.”
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“I"d like to go there.”

“You will, one day. When you
are older. I’1l take you to Norway.”
“Is it better than England?”

“It’s quite different.”

“Is it better than India?”

“It’s quite different.”

“Is India like England?”

“No, it’s different.”

“Well, what does ‘different’
mean?”

“It means things are not
the same. It means people are
different. It means the weather is
different. It means trees and birds
and insects are different.”

“Are English crocodiles
different from Indian crocodiles?”

“They don’t have crocodiles in
England.”

“Oh, then it must be different.”

“It would be a dull ' world if
it was the same everywhere,” said
my father.

He never lost patience ? with
my endless ’ questioning. If he
wanted a rest, he would take

1. dull  adj. Z¥f,
FhiR A

2. patience n. &%,
i, Ef

3.endless adj. L/&
19, Tk



1. pipe n. 13}

2. jewel n. EAf

3.crown n. £

4.nanny n. /NEAR
/i

5.comment v. iFit

out his pipe ! and spend a long
time lighting it. If this took very
long, I’d find something else to do.
But sometimes 1’d wait patiently
until the pipe was drawing, and
then return to the attack.

“Will we always be in India?” I
asked.

“No, we’ll have to go away one
day. You see, it’s hard to explain,
but it isn’t really our country.”

“Ayah says it belongs to the
King of England, and the jewels *
in his crown ' were taken from
India, and that when the Indians
get their jewels back the King
will lose India! But first they have
to get the crown from the King.
But this is very difficult, she says,
because the crown is always on his
head. He even sleeps wearing his
crown!”

Ayah was my nanny ‘. She
loved me deeply, and was always
filling my head with strange and
wonderful stories.

My father did not comment °
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on ayah’s views. All he said was,
“We’ll have to go away some day.”

“How long have we been
here?” I asked.

“Two hundred years.”

“No, I mean us.”

“Well, you were born in India,
so that’s seven years for you.”

“Then can’t I stay here?”

“Do you want to?”

“I want to go across the sea.
But can we take ayah with us?”

“I don’t know son. Let’s walk
along the beach.”



