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IN LOVE WITH INDULEKHA 
 
Indulekha literally means ‘new moon’. 
 
It is a tale of love penned in 1889 that brought novel form 
into Malayalam and is widely read even today which is a testimony 
to its timeless grace. 
Yet another point of interest is that the craze for translation 
is one with Indulekha. Chandu Menon’s initial plan was to 
translate Benjamin Disraeli’s Henrietta Temple into Malayalam, 
but the subtleties of an alien culture made him abandon the 
project in favour of writing an original novel, depicting a familiar 
story. 
Indulekha turned out to be the new moon of hope in Modern 
Malayalam writing. 
The fond memories of falling in love with great classics on 
reading abridged versions might have led me into taking up this 
project. Indulekha does have aesthetic, social and historical 
importance since it offers a poetic and precise portrait of Kerala 
society in a crucial period of transformation. 
I prefer to believe that this kind of a work will do something 
towards initiating young readers into the rich tradition of words 
in my own language. I am fortunate to get the support of Monsoon 
Editions, committed to this cause as well. 
I am not attempting to translate my feeling of gratitude to all 
those who stood with me to realise this craze. 
 
Premkumar K.P. 
 
11th Jan 2011 
Calicut. 
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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 
An abridged translation of Indulekha, the first novel in 
Malayalam is the first in Monsoon Edition’s ‘Classical Series’. 
There are many reasons that led us to take up this project. Firstly, 
to introduce non-Malayalee readers as well as those who are by 
inheritance Malayalees, but not adequately exposed to the Kerala 
Culture, particularly that of the erstwhile Malabar region, to the 
intricacies and characteristics of the bygone era. Secondly, to 
promote intercultural exchanges that may lead to create a 
wholesome awareness about the grand matrix of Modern cultural 
nationality evolved during the colonial period in India, 
assimilating its positive and progressive aspects and through 
the oppositions to its hegemonic interventions. And finally, this 
project is part of an attempt at documenting the regional history 
of Modern narratives in Indian languages. 
We are proud that Mr. Premkumar K. P has authentically 
abridged and translated one of the milestones in Malayalam 
fiction. To abridge a book of classical dimension and to translate 
it into a language, the cultural and historical milieu of which is 
totally different from the original, is not so easy a task. It involves 
felicity in both the languages, and an insight into the entirely 
different cultural nuances. But, he has done it with an excellence 
that only experts can claim. 
We hope this book would incite interest in our readers to 
know more about not only Indulekha but similar classics in other 
Indian languages also. Our sincere thanks are due to Premkumar 
for his effort in translation, to Sumesh Chalissery for the jacket 
design and Magic Prints for the production of this edition. 
 
Thacham Poyil Rajeevan. 
11th Jan 2011 
Calicut, Kerala. 
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1 

THE BEGINNING 

Chathera Menon: Madhavan, you should not speak such harsh words. Aye, aye, it’s not at all 

proper. Let him take the decisions according to his likes and dislikes.   Don’t we have to abide 

by the words of elders? Your words were too much.  

Madhavan: Not at all. No body should be biased like this.  I’ve decided to take Chinnan 

alongwith me to Madras, so that he could get some education there.  

Kummini Amma:  Oh, please don’t, my dear, Chinnan is not old enough to live away from 

me.  Why don’t you take Chather or Gopalan instead ? Anyway, so far the Karanavar was very 

much fond of you, but now you’ve made him angry.  

Madhavan: Hm!  Sounds quite funny ! To send Chather Ettan or Gopalan for an English 

education, at their age !  

As this conversation was taking place, a servant appeared summoning Madhavan to his uncle, 

Sankara Menon.  Madhavan hurried off to meet his uncle, without delay.  

Before taking this tale further ahead, I am required to give a brief picture of Madhavan.   

Madhavan is an extremely handsome and brilliant young man, whose excellent academic 

records throughout his education bear testimony to his intelligence. He passed all examinations 

including FA, BA and BL with First Class, besides securing several prizes and scholarships at 

school. He also had a fairly good command over both English and Sanskrit.  
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He had a charming physique that matched the brilliance of his intelligence. Describing the 

physical appearance of a man is not usually considered essential while discussing the merits 

and demerits of his character. Yet, I apprehend whether my readers would feel bad if I do not 

say something about his physical charms, so let me briefly discuss the appearance of our hero.  

Madhavan is a handsome, well-built young man, with a skin tone reaching almost golden on his 

arms, chest and calves. According to the custom, he wears his hair long, which reaches upto his 

knees. His face has a magnetic charm, the candid contours and his free bearing working as a 

charm even on the Europeans he met. He played cricket, lawn tennis and the other English 

games. Not only that, he sported a taste for hunting too. At the same time, I am sure that he 

had never slipped into the follies of adolescence.  

Sankara Menon: Madhavan, what’s happening ?  Why you had to raise your voice at the aged 

Karanavar?  Is this the way you pay him back for the English education he made available for 

you? After all the money he has spent over you, is this proper?  

Madhavan: It’s regrettable that you too are saying the same thing. I won’t tone down for fear 

but I can’t stand these things. I never asked the Karanavar to spend a single paisa from his 

personal earnings. What I demanded was only from the family property, the ancestral assets, 

that too for reasonable purposes alone.  Kummini Amma and her kids are not our servants. The 

first two sons, Chather and Gopalan, got no English education.  Kalyani Kutty too is in the same 

plight.  Now he plans to bring up Chinnan like a bull.  I can’t allow this.  I’ll send him to 

studies.  

 

Sankara Menon: Studies ! With the paltry fifty rupees you get a month?    Go to Karanavar and 

apologise. His displeasure will bring you many hurdles.  

The word ‘hurdles’ reminded Madhavan about Indulekha. He blushed slightly, but managed to 

hide it within no time.   

Madhavan: What have I done to provoke him? I said nothing unreasonable and don’t care about 

his anger.  

Sankara Menon: Don’t be crazy. You can’t forsake our customs just because of English 

education. Ok, leave it now… Had your lunch?  

Madhavan: No, I don’t feel like having food.   

At that time, Parvathi Amma, Sankara Menon’s sister and Madhavan’s mother, came in carrying 

a silver dish with some ‘paalkkanji,’ (rice porridge cooked in milk).  

Sankara Menon: Parvathi, did you hear Kuttan’s words?  

Parvathi Amma: Yes, I heard. And, it was not proper, I think.   

Madhavan: You too disapprove of me?  

Parvathi Amma: Yes, of course. You know I will never disagree with uncle and elder brother.    
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Madhavan: But, mother, shouldn’t we send  Chinnan for a good education ?  Just tell me Yes or 

No.  

Parvathi Amma: That is for the Karanavar to decide. It was he who sent you for higher 

education. He might decide to give Chinnan also a good education, if he chooses.   

Madhavan: Well, what if he decides not to ?  

Parvathi Amma: Then Chinnan won't  go to school, that’s it. .  

Madhavan:  I will never allow that to happen.  
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INDULEKHA 

I am very much aware that that my literary faculties are not adept enough for describing the 

charms of beautiful heroines. Hence, even the very thought of having to write this chapter 

made me nervous. But, since I have no choice but to write, its better that I do as much as I 

can. At the time this story begins, Indulekha was eighteen years old. Talking about the charm 

of her overall appearance is comparatively easier than trying to describe the beauty of her 

each and every feature. Beauty is something that eludes description. In my perspective, beauty 

is akin to radiance. Whatever is radiant is beautiful.  And sometimes, it blooms out of the 

strangest combinations. Black is not usually considered beautiful, but there can be many 

exceptions, especially when there are striking combinations. According to Indian concept of 

beauty, black, cascading tresses and deep, black eyes make a striking combination, while the 

English poets fall for the blonde hair and blue eyes. As far as I am concerned, both 

combinations are perfect. Whereas black hair offers the perfect match for the skin tone of 

Indian women, the golden locks complement the pale skin of the European beauties. Same is 

the case with eyes. Finally, it is the mind that creates beauty out of the combinations of the 

different features of women. So, I believe that it is difficult to take any preconceived stand on 

this.  

Now, talking about Indulekha’s complexion, I just want to make one point. That it is almost 

impossible to tell where the golden zari of her mundu worn around her waist ends and where 

her body begins without touching. Her tresses are as thick, long and dark as could be imagined. 

And her lips are as crimson as could be seen only in European women.  And nothing to tell of 

her eyes and the blaze that they shower in the hearts of the young men who happen to fall 

within the purview of her glance ! Only those who have felt the devastating power of those 

eyes would understand it.  In short, it is quite impossible to bring into words the beauty and 

charm of this young woman.    

Indulekha was also gifted with the erudition and manners that matched with her physical 

charm. She was the daughter of a Rajah (king) of Kilimanoor, who passed away when she was 

very young. Indulekha was brought up under the care of her uncle, Kochu Krishna Menon, with 

whom she lived till she was sixteen years of age. During that period, she was given the 

education that was considered befitting to an English lady of those days, including English 

literature, music, embroidery, painting and others. She also mastered Sanskrit and other 

traditional Indian teachings as well.  

But, every fortune has its limits. Kochu Krishna Menon passed away when she was just sixteen. 

Since then she is here with her mother Lakshmi Kutty Amma and Panchu Menon, her grand 

father and  the Karanavar of the rich Chempazhiyot Poovalli family.  

It is not easy for me to describe the depth of affection that Indulekha’s grandfather showered 

on her. His fondness of her sprang forth from many sources: besides her being his 

granddaughter, the innate nobility of her character and the attachment that Kochu Krishna 

Menon, his own deceased son and Indulekha’s uncle, had towards her were only a few among 
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them. He had arranged for her exclusive use a beautiful two-storeyed bunglaw all the rooms of 

which were furnished in typical European style, as per Indulekha’s taste. He was particular that 

Indulekha should never feel the absence of her uncle.   

Regarding Indulekha’s manners, daily routine and basic etiquette, I can only say that she 

maintained an excellent standard in all these, mainly because of the instructions given to her 

by her uncle. In spite of having received an English education, she never forgets the fact that 

she is a Malayali woman. She was never affected by the atheism or the cynicism that is seen in 

many educated youngsters. Her humility and affability had won the praise from all the people 

around.  Her personal tastes are also very simple and elegant. She wears very little jewellery 

for every day use, though she owns a lot of ornaments. But she was very particular about her 

clothes, demanding pure white, good quality clothing every day. Mostly she appears with her 

upper body well covered with an elegant kasavu mundu. Her daily routine was just like that of 

all Nair ladies, following the religious rituals and paying respects to the elders.  

My readers might think that the name, ‘Indulekha,’ is a little out of harmony with the names of 

the other women of this story. In fact, this was the name used by her late uncle Kochu Krishna 

Menon, because of the beauty of her form. The name given in her horoscope, as per the rituals, 

was ‘Madhavi.’ However, at the time this story begins, only one person calls her by the name 

of Madhavi. That was Madhavan. I need not tell you that these two youngsters were in love 

with each other. It could be said that, when this story begins, they were already wedded to 

each other in their souls.   

Though Indulekha had a sweet and humble character, no one in the family ever dared to cross 

or contradict her opinions, since she also had a stern disposition. At the same time, no one 

could find any fault in her behaviour or character as well.  

I am not sure whether it is enough just to mention that Indulekha and Madhavan could not help 

falling in love with each other and that their hearts already belonged to each other, without 

going into the details. But I think it is better to describe the situation in all full details.  

Indulekha’s late uncle, the noble Kochu Krishna Menon, was of the opinion that Indulekha 

herself should choose her life partner after completing her education. Yet, he had never 

spoken out his mind to anyone regarding this subject. Even from the time she was around 11 

years old, the people around had tried to know his opinion regarding her marriage, but he 

never revealed himself to any one. Even to his own father, Panchu Menon, he had said that 

Indulekha should select her own husband, though the old man never liked that opinion.  

Indulekha used to meet Madhavan even when she was living with her uncle. Kochu Krishna 

Menon had a good opinion of Madhavan and many times, she herself had heard him praising 

Madhavan to others. But, nobody was sure whether he had considered Madhavan as a 

prospective groom for Indulekha.  

After Indulekha started living at Poovarangu House, following Kochu Krishna Menon’s death, she 

and Madhavan grew closer. Whenever he came home from Madras during holidays, Madhavan 

used to spent a good deal of time with her. Slowly, the friendship developed into mutual 

affection, but neither of them revealed it to each other for some time. Indulekha curtailed her 

feelings fearing that it might affect his studies, while Madhavan’s innate timidness and the fear 

of rejection made him silent. At that time, Indulekha’s beauty and qualities were famous far 

and wide, with even kings and lords showing interest to marry her. Madhavan was afraid that 
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he, a mere student, held no chance against all those suitors. Yet, his passion for her grew day 

by day. While spending time together, both of them felt that the days were not long enough.    

Most of the people in their family circles knew about this situation and almost all of them were 

happy about it. But no one was sure whether Madhavan will ever be able to get Indulekha as his 

wife. People who were aware of the social system and customs of those days could not but 

maintain their doubts on this. Panchu Menon himself had let it known in his family circles that 

even the Maharaja of Travancore was interested in making Indulekha his official consort.  

Meanwhile, a little time ago before our story begins, Madhavan returned home after appearing 

for his B.L examination. As usual, he spent most of his days with Indulekha, reading, playing 

games and chatting. His love for her also grew day by day. In moments of intense emotion, he 

even started to think, “What Maharaja of Tranvacore?  Who cares about him ? Indulekha is my 

woman, and she should be my wife. Otherwise, I won’t live at all !” Though Madhavan wanted 

to know Indulekha’s true feelings about her, she never let him know her heart as well. But, 

since Madhavan’s nature was more open, his affection for her slowly started to get revealed 

through his words and actions. Indulekha never protested against his words, but at the same 

time, she also never revealed her mind.  

One day, as they were playing chess, Madhavan stopped half-way, gazing at her face without 

any reason.  

Indulekha: Please carry on. These days, you have become somewhat dull, Are you worried 

about the exam results ? Don’t worry about that, since the examinations are already over and 

there is no use worrying about it now.  

Madhavan: Not at all. But, I have other reasons to worry. It is very difficult to keep my mind 

under control.   

Indulekha: A man should know how to keep him mind under control. That is a man’s merit.  

Madhavan: Then, what about a woman’s merit?  

Indulekha:  The woman had not refused to play chess now, declaring her mind is not under 

control.  

Madhavan: May be, you’re able to keep your feelings under control. 

Indulekha: I have never tried keeping my mind under control, as I haven’t felt the need for that 

so far.  

Madhavan: What is the need for you to keep mind under control, when every wish of yours 

always gets gratified?  

Indulekha: My mind never desires what I can not get.   

Madhavan: Never? You have never dreamt of anything impossible?  

Indulekha: I think it’s a natural state of my mind. But, I do not what you understand by 

‘impossible.’  
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Madhavan: I’ll tell you an example. Suppose, you see a beautiful and fragrant flower. You know 

that it’s beyond your grasp, yet you feel a longing to take it in your hand and experience its 

fragrance, won’t you?  

Indulekha: If I realise that the flower is lovely and fragrant, I’ll be content merely by enjoying 

its sight. I will never feel the desire to make it my own, unless I’m sure that it’s worthy and 

available to me.  

Madhavan: In short, you agree with what I said ! If you feel happy merely seeing it, the urge to 

possess it is underlying that happiness. But, you are able to control the desire to possess it 

through applying patience and courage to your mind.  

Indulekha: No, you haven’t got my meaning. First of all, your simile of that flower itself is 

inept. I can give you a better one. I am a young woman, and I happen to see a handsome young 

man. But, I’m also sure that my mind will never desire that man, unless I’m fully convinced 

that he’s qualified enough to be my husband. In this case, I do not need to restrain my feelings, 

as such feelings do not arise at all.  

Madhavan: I can’t agree with what you say. At the same time, I don’t feel like continuing this 

argument. I don’t enjoy arguing with you, unlike before. I think I’m unfortunate, in every 

sense. Getting sad for no reason is enough misfortune, isn’t it ? Can you help me resolve that 

sadness?  

Indulekha: If you’d tell me what is your sadness, I could try to solve it.  

Madhavan: No, and I don’t want to continue playing chess now. Let me take some rest.  

Saying this, Madhavan lay down on the couch, and Indulekha, with a smile on her face, took the 

play, ‘Sakunthalam,’ and started to read it.  

As she read aloud a verse describing the beauty of Sakuntala, Madhavan exclaimed;  

Madhavan: God, only if I could also get that vision !  

Indulekha: How can you see Sakuntala now ? Keep your eyes closed, and try to dream her ! Or, 

should I get some English books?  

Madhavan: I don’t want to read anything. Please don’t make fun of me, that’s all I wish !  

Indulekha: Then, let me play the veena for a while.  

Madhavan: I don’t want to listen to any veena.  

Indulekha: Then, go to sleep ! And dream of her… Sakunthala !  

Madhavan: I feel unwell. I’m sick at heart, and don’t feel interested in anything at all ! Do you 

mind sitting down on this coach near me ?  

Indulekha: Yes, I do mind ! Because we’re not children any more. You’re a grown up man, and 

I’m a woman ! It’s not proper for us to sit together.  

Madhavan soon left, disappointed that he could was unable to open up his heart to Indulekha.  
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I can not describe how Madhavan spent the following days.  Finally, one day, he poured out all 

his feelings and emotions into a sheet of paper and left it on Indulekha’s writing desk. The next 

morning, on arriving at Indulekha’s house, Madhavan asked her, ‘I’d left a paper here, did you 

read it ?” Indulekha replied nonchallantly, “I don’t know anything about that !” Madhavan’s 

depressed countenance had no effect on Indulekha’s heart. She continued to conceal her 

affection towards Madhavan successfully.  

On a moon-lit night, Indulekha, looking down from her window, happened to see Madhavan 

strolling in the compound. She called up to him, and after exchanging a few casual words, went 

downstairs, to join him. A fresh jasmine garland was in her hand. Seeing the lovely figure of 

Indulekha standing next to him, in that ethereal moonlight, Madhavan felt a flurry of emotions 

sweeping through him. He could not help thinking, “My God ! Only if this beauty would return 

my love, then I’d be the luckiest man alive ! If not, there’s no meaning in my continuing to live 

at all ! It’s best to end my life, in that case !”  

Indulekha also could not help strong emotions sweep through her heart. She had been 

succeeding in controlling her emotions very well, yet the magic of the moonlit night was too 

strong upon her. Standing alone in the night, close to this handsome young man for whom she 

had an immense amount of love, and who had already displayed his passion for her, was 

equally painful for her. Yet, she continued to hide her feelings quite well. For a long time, 

both of them stood there, gazing at the moon, without exchanging any words. Then, Indulekha 

told him, “See, I’ve brought this garland for you, I’ve made it by myself. Please put it in your 

hair.” Madhavan accepted the garland, but Indulekha felt his hand was shivering a little. 

Indulekha: Why, your hand is shivering?  

Madhavan: It’s the shiver of fear. Isn’t this the arrow of Kama ? Well, I’ll wear only a small 

piece of the garland. The rest should adorn your locks. 

Indulekha: You can do as you wish.  

Madhavan: Do you agree for me doing everything according to my wishes ?  

Indulekha: You can do as you like only with this garland !  

Madhavan broke the garland into two, put the smaller piece in his kuduma (side knot of hair), 

then looked at her, holding the other piece in his hand.  

Madhavan: Can I put it in your hair ?  

Indulekha: In my hair ? By your hand?  

Madhavan: Yes.  

She did not reply, but kept smiling. Madhavan placed the garland in her hair, decking it up 

neatly. (The next moment) 

Indulekha: Oh ! This is improper ! It’s true we’re cousins, and that we grew up together, as 

childhood friends, but, take care, we’re not kids any more ! 
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Madhavan: When I put this garland on your hair, I never thought we were kids. I did it as a 

young man !  

Indulekha: How could you touch me, then?  

Madhavan: Didn’t you see? I did touch you !  

Indulekha: That’s why I said it’s improper.  

Madhavan: (with tears in his eyes) Why do you make me suffer like this ? I don’t want to live in 

this earth even for a moment, without you !  

Indulekha: (controlling her own surging emotions) Who told you that you should live without 

me? Well, it’s getting late…. And getting cold too. You should go to bed. Please join me for 

breakfast tomorrow morning.  

Madhavan: How can I get any sleep ? I’m too hurt to sleep, both my mind and body aches 

terribly.  

Indulekha: Then, take some medicines to alleviate the pain.  

Madhavan: I know of one medicine, but it’s within your power to give it to me. Will you give 

me that medicine ?  

Indulekha: Not now ! See, it’s getting late….. am taking my leave. Madhavan, don’t act as if 

you’re out of your mind.  

Madhavan: Ok, but, will I ever get that medicine ? Just tell me a word that I will. Please don’t 

make me suffer like this.  

Indulekha: I’m feeling really sleepy, let me take my leave.  

Saying this, Indulekha hurried up to her room.  

Madhavan stood forlorn, gazing up at the staircase. Meanwhile, upstairs in her room, Indulekha 

also kept looking at Madhavan through the window, till he also left the courtyard.  

If I’m required to describe all these chats and repartees between Madhavan and Indulekha, it’ll 

take up a lot of space, I’m sure. Moreover, all this is meant only as a backgrounder of the 

situation when our story begins. Yet, as I want to tell my readers about one particular 

encounter between them, let me describe that.  

As days passed, Madhavan began to get more and more tormented by the pangs of love for 

Indulekha. One night, as he lay down sleepless, as usual, Madhavan suddenly started to think 

like this: “ Why am I tormenting myself like this ? In case Indulekha had real love for me, she 

would have been ready to be wife much before. Many people, richer and more qualified than 

me, are among her suitors, and she herself might be thinking that it was better to make an 

alliance with any of them. How can one read the mind of women? I should not waste my time 

thinking about her from now on.”  Thinking thus, he closed his eyes, when suddenly the vision 

of her beautiful countenance rose before him. He sat up in the bed and decided, “I will never 

think of Indulekha any more.” At that moment, he saw a woman standing before the door of his 

room. 
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Madhavan: Who’s that?  

Saying, “This is me, a garland has been sent to you from Poovarangu,” the woman, who was 

Ammu, Indulekha’s maid, came in and handed over to Madhavan a beautiful garland of fragrant 

flowers.  

Ammu:  You’re requested to come over in the morning for breakfast.  

Madhavan: Early morning tomorrow, I’ll be going out for hunting. And will return only after 

sunset. Please convey this to her.  

The maid went back, but returned to Madhavan’s room immediately, even as he was caressing 

the garland.  

Ammu: Amma (Indulekha) is knitting a special cap. She says that you should wear it while going 

for the hunting tomorrow. In case you don’t want to go to her room before morning, please 

wait in the courtyard below the window and she will throw it down.  

Madhavan: Then, why can’t she send it right now ?  

Ammu: It is not yet finished. She might be working on it the whole night.  

Madhavan: Why, is she engaged in knitting the whole night?  

Ammu: Yes, these days, she spends the whole night reading books and embroidering or 

knitting, hardly getting any sleep at all.  

Madhavan: Why is it so ?  

“I don’t know,” Ammu told Madhavan with a blushing smile.  

The next morning, Madhavan got up early and made all the preparations to go out for hunting. 

As he got below Indulekha’s room, Madhavan looked up to see her face shining like the moon in 

the light of the lamp and was quite dazzled. Indulekha called down to him to send his gun up 

through his servant, so that she can take a look at it. As the servant took the gun to her room, 

she locked it up inside an almirah.  

Indulekha: Well, let it be there. The cap is not yet ready. You can go hunting tomorrow 

morning, or the day after, when the cap is ready. Now, go and sleep.  

Madhavan: Why, shouldn’t I go for hunting today?  

Indulekha: Because the cap is not ready. That’s all.  

Madhavan: Why are you hurting me like this? I don’t like this childish act at all  

Indulekha: Why not? I’m still a child ! And, I can’t help feeling that Madhavan is also a child 

now ! So, let’s play with each other as we used to play when we were kids.  
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Saying this, Indulekha went out for her bath. By the time she returned it was already morning. 

She took Madhavan upstairs and invited him for tea. He joins her reluctantly.  

Madhavan: If you want to play childish games, please find someone else. I can not tolerate this 

for long. I will tell you frankly. If you go on making fun of me like this, I will take leave of this 

place.  

Indulekha: Okay, if you go away from here, you won’t have any of these feelings? Does that 

mean, you have such feelings only if you see me in person? Well, what if I do not feel anything 

for you ? In that case, what’d you do?  

Madhavan: I will never believe that you do not have any feelings for me.  

Indulekha: Then, what’s the problem?  

Madhavan: The problem…. I will tell you. First of all, I’m not yet well-placed in life. Secondly, 

everyone knows, including you, that you have a lot of suitors, including landlords and kings.  

Indulekha: I never imagined that you could so naïve. If I had any fancy for any of these ‘lords or 

kings,’ I’d have already married any of them ! This foolishness is really surprising, indeed. In 

these matters, I don’t care for money at all ! I will marry only the man whom I have a genuine 

passion for.  

Madhavan: Have you felt such a passion for anyone, so far?  

Indulekha: Even if I have, why should I reveal it to the foolish Madhavan?  

Madhavan: Why are you insulting me like this?  

Indulekha: Enough of that ! This quite funny itself ! Madhavan, you’re sure that I’ve affection 

for you. Yet, you fear that I might choose a husband for money, because many rich people are 

vying for my hand. Oh ! I never thought that Madhavan could be so foolish. If you thought I was 

such a silly woman, then, why did you love me, in the first place ?   

On hearing these words from Indulekha, tears roll down from Madhavan’s eyes. I leave it to my 

readers to decide whether he was crying out of sorrow, or happiness.  

Indulekha: Why are you crying, instead of answering my question?  

Madhavan: Not because I don’t have any answer for you. I joined you here only because you 

had compelled me. But, even though I accepted your invitation, after sitting down here, you 

haven’t told me even one sweet word, with affection. All these Malayali women are adept at 

making fools of their men !  

Indulekha: How should I make my words sweeter, should I take some honey? Or, you can take 

some honey instead, while I’m talking, so that you can feel the sweetness as you listen. There 

is no point in complaining bout the bitterness or sourness of the words if you say something 

foolish, and get sharp retorts for the silly words. Who will care for such complaints? Now, 

what’s wrong with Malayali women?  
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Madhavan: They are not chaste, like the women in other places. They take husbands as they 

please and get rid of them when they feel like it. They enjoy a lot of freedom, which has made 

them arrogant.  

Indulekha: Shame, shame ! How can you, with all your education, speak words like this ?  

A smart Malayali lady would have responded thus to Madhavan:  

Malayali women are chaste, like the women all over the world. Do you think Malayali women 

have loose morals ? I can not agree lesser. If you accuse that a woman is not faithful to her 

husband, it means she has loose morals. But, will you charge that the majority of women in 

Kerala are with loose morals? Malayali women are chaste, just like women all over the world. 

But, prostitution is there in every society, all over the world. If you presume that Nair women 

are immoral just because they move around freely and get educated, I can not agree with you. 

Think in terms of women in Europe and America. There, women get equal opportunities for 

education, information and the freedom to travel, like men. But, does that mean all these 

women have weak morals? Here, if an educated young woman talks with men, people go on 

assuming that all those men are her paramours. If some men go to listen to a woman singing, 

people would gossip that all of them are her secret lovers. Even those men would pretend that 

it is so ! A woman can have friendship with men without losing her character. I’m really sad 

that Madhavan too fell into this trap, joining all these gossip ! If you ask me, it’s the lack of 

freedom that often leads women astray. You accuse that women take husbands and divorce 

them quite whimsically. Some senseless women might be resorting to such practices, at the 

same time, that freedom to do so is something remarkable, in deed. Even European women do 

not enjoy this right. Such a freedom should be used with discrimination, it is true. Still if it is 

misused by someone, it is not the fault of this privilege, but of those who misuse it.  

Madhavan: I do not think that the freedom for husband and wife to separate according to their 

whims is a good idea. In that case, such a marriage will be nothing more than a contract. No 

happiness could be found in it. This is not upto my taste.  

Indulekha: (smiling) So, you do not have a taste for the matrimonial system followed in our 

country? In that case, go to some other country, as you’d told before.  

Madhavan: Yes, that’s what I mean to do. Will you give me permission to go?  

Indulekha: Why you need my permission?  

Madhavan: If I’d get Indulekha as my wife, this country of Malayalam will be heaven to me.  

As their conversation continued thus, Indulekha’s mother came upstairs and started teasing  

both of them.  

Let me tell this story briefly.  

Slowly Madhavan became more and more lovelorn. He started to lose sleep and appetite. One 

day, she happened to learn from Madhavan’s mother that he was not eating or sleeping 

properly these days. Indulekha sent for him, and Madhavan came to her room. She enquired 

after his health, and he replied that he feels more unwell on seeing her.  
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At that moment, a postman arrived, with a telegram. Indulekha opened the telegram and 

found that it contained the news of Madhavan graduating in Bachelor of Law (BL) course with 

merit. Indulekha was ecstatic on reading the news, but Madhavan remained  indifferent. Even 

to Indulekha’s repeated querries, his answers were listless. He told her that this success in 

examination could not make him happy as her hard-hearted stand was breaking his heart. 

Saying this, he broke into tears again.  

By this time, Indulekha could not control herself. Her heart overflowing with the passion for 

Madhavan and the sorrow on seeing his plight, Indulekha could not control the emotions she 

was bridling for so long. She went to him, standing close and taking his face in her hands, 

kissed his lips, saying thus,  

“Oh, my husband ! Why do you remain sad like this? I’d already made you my own two years 

back. My body and soul belong to none other, but you. Please remain happy. Never did I have 

any desire for anyone else but you, and never would I desire any one again.” She lay on his 

chest for a second, wiped his tears with her hands and stood up.  

Madhavan heard only the first three or four words of what she said. That was enough for him. 

afterwards, it was as if he turned dumb and deaf with joy. After a while, he stood up from the 

couch, as if in a stupor.   

Madhavan: Now you can go and tell everyone that I came out of the examinations very well. 

For me, life held any meaning only if I had Indulekha with me to share all my joys. Now that 

it’s possible, you can tell everyone about my success.  

This is how they had exchanged their hearts.  
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THE VOW OF AN ANGRY MAN 

 

The quarrel between Panchu Menon, the Karanavar and Madhavan, that was mentioned in the 

opening chapter left the former fuming with rage. Panchu Menon is hot tempered by nature. 

He was the head of the rich family called Champazhiyottu Poovalli. His family was traditionally 

well-off and more riches were amassed by the heads of the family down the generations.   

At the time this story was happening, the annual revenue from the family estates amounted to 

around 28,000 para-s (a measurement) of rice and Rs. 15,000 as lease. By nature, Panchu 

Menon was somewhat miserly, yet he could not help but maintain the routines established by 

the ancestors who were more or less lavish by his standards. The family maintains two 

oottupura-s, serving free meals for Brahmins, as well as a Bhagavathy Temple, besides 

providing for the expenses of the servants. Though he hates to spend even a rupee 

unnecessarily, Panchu Menon took care to provide amply well for the maintenance of his 

daughter, Laskhmikutti Amma (Indulekha’s mother) as well as for his own wife, Kunjukutti 

Amma. Indulekha, with her mother and grandmother (Kunjukutti Amma) lives in the same 

house called, ‘Poovarangu,’ where Panchu Menon and his son Govinda Menon also lives. The 

family house, ‘Poovally,’ is about 300 yards away from this house, but sharing the same 

compound wall.  

When this story begins, Panchu Menon is around seventy years of age. Around thirty years back, 

he was employed as a Tahsildar, but he quit that job long ago. He is quite fair, short and 

plump, with a bald pate, and fierce, reddish eyes. A thick chain of gold runs around his waist, 

fastening the mundu, and, another chain, with a rudrakasham, adorns is neck. He wears a 

woollen cap, and carries a long stick with silver edges. The dominant humour was anger, but he 

never used to get angry with Indulekha. Everyone gets the taste of his vitriolic tongue once or 

twice everyday.  

The row with Madhavan took place at the tharavadu house, Poovally, at six in the morning. 

Immediately after that, he came to Poovarangu, where he resides and ran into his daughter 

Lakshmikutti Amma at the verandah.  

Panchu Menon: That scoundrel – stupid fellow – he insulted me, didn’t you know?  

Lakshmikutti Amman: Who ?  

Panchu Menon gave her a blown up version of Madhavan’s words. By that time, Kesavan 

Namboothiri, Lakshmikutti Amma’s husband, also came out.  

Panchu Menon: (to Kesavan Namboothiri) I will never give the hand of Indulekha to this rogue ! 

Why don’t you say anything, Lakshmikutti?  

Lakshmikutti Amma: What should I say?  
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Panchu Menon: Then I will say. In the name of Sri Porkkali Bhagavathi, I swear that I will never 

give Indulekha to Madhavan in marriage !  

The very next moment of taking this oath, the old man began to repent his action. He knew 

very well about the courage and determination of Indulekha. And he also knew of the mutual 

affection of Madhavan and Indulekha. “In that case, how could this vow be maintained ? In case 

I couldn’t keep it, what a shame would be that !” he began to wonder.  

A little while later, he struck an idea and immediately summoned Kesavan Namboothiri, and 

started a conversation confidentially.  

Panchu Menon: The other day, you were mentioning about that Moorkkillathu Soori 

Namboothirippad, that he was interested in an alliance with Indulekha. Is he handsome ?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Handsome ? What a question ? He has the complexion of pure gold, more 

than Indulekha, even ! I’ve never seen such a man. And he’s rich too.  

Panchu Menon: Will Indulekha accept him?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: (touching his sacred thread) I can swear upon this sacred thread !  

She would certainly accept him even at the very first sight.  

Panchu Menon: Then, please make the arrangements to let him arrive. Send a letter, but be 

very careful about the words you use in them. You know she knows English and all, and she’s 

quite adamant too. She will not obey me, so it should be arranged so as to make her fall for his 

charms and riches.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: For sure. Let the Namboothiri speak with Indulekha for a mere two 

hours, and if she has not fell for him, I’m sure the sun will rise in the south.  
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A SEPARATION 

Madhavan: Amma, please pack my things and keep everything ready. I’ve to start for Madras 

tomorrow morning.  

Parvathi Amma: Your father wants you to meet him.  

Govinda Panikker, father of Madhavan, is an intelligent, rich, decent and kind man. Since he 

has no relatives except for his wife and son, Govinda Panikker has been able to retain a good 

deal of his wealth.  

Govinda Panikker: So, you’re leaving for Madras tomorrow itself? If you want to go, proceed 

according to your wishes. There is no need to ask the Karanavar for any money. I will meet 

your expenses. See, I’ve brought you a new pair of ‘kadukkans’ (ear studs worn by men in 

Kerala in the past). It’s a gift from me, on your success in the examinations.   

On his way back, Madhavan saw Ammu, Indulekha’s maid coming towards him.  

Madhavan: What’s up?  

Ammu: Amma (Indulekha), is in the pond, for her bath. She asks you if its possible for you to 

come over there.  

Madhavan: Who else is there ?  

Ammu: Nobody.  

Madhavan: Ok, I will come after you.  

As Madhavan came into the bathing house by the pond, Indulekha was getting ready for her 

bath. Without any reservations, Madhavan embraced her deeply, and Indulekha kissed him in 

return. Soon, she tried to break free from his arms.  

Madhavan: I heard there was an oath of some sorts here, yesterday.  

Indulekha: I too heard of that. But it all happened without my knowledge. Though I’m supposed 

to obey grand father’s dictates, in certain matters, I can only follow my own decision. 

Unfortunately, this oath is related to one such matter.  

Madhavan: Oh, my dear, the Karanavar will kick you out.  

Indulekha: I’d be the happier for it. Yesterday, he disowned by husband, if he disowns me too, 

we will get the divine grace that comes the way of those who’re expelled by their families. 

But, why should we wait more ? Should we not tell everybody and get things done properly? If 

you’re ready to take me to Madras, I will come with you tomorrow itself.  

Madhavan: That won’t be proper. Only God knows my suffering for leaving you like this, yet I 

can not bear to hear people gossiping about you. I’ve got information that soon I will be getting 
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a good job in Madras. If I get it, the next moment, I will come for you. Whatever wealth we 

have at home, or even if my father will provide for me, I don’t want to take you to Madras 

without having an income of my own.  

Indulekha: What’s in your hand?  

Madhavan: Oh, that’s a gift from my father. A red ear stud. Take a look ! 

Indulekha: Oh, great ! Please sit down there, and let me put it in your ears by myself !  

Madhavan obeyed and she put them on in his ears. Then, Indulekha also tied up his top knot 

neatly. Then, looking at his face, she showered him with fervent kisses.  

At that time, Lakshmikutti Amma came in and told Madhavan that his father was waiting at 

home as Madhavan had promised to join him for lunch.  

Madhavan rushed to his father’s house immediately. When he reached there, Govinda Panikker 

was already sitting down to have his lunch.  

Madhavan: Sorry, I was talking with some one, and because of that, your lunch got delayed all 

this while.  

Govinda Panikker: Better say that my lunch got delayed because of you and Indulekha ! Oh, 

you’re already wearing the kadukkan ! This also must be the discretion of Indulekha.  

After lunch, Govinda Panikker summoned Madhavan to his room.  

Govinda Panikker: Well, do you have any worries over Indulekha ? If you feel so, let me assure 

you, there is no need for worry. I know her very well. She is an intelligent girl. More than her 

beauty, it’s her intelligence and courage that continue to amaze me. She will never accept 

anyone but you, in this life. Not even Lord Brahma can change her decision. By the bye, are 

you taking Chinnan to Madras with you?  

Madhavan: I wish I could do so. But, before taking any decision, I’d like to know your opinion in 

that matter.  

Govinda Panikker: You can do as you wish. If you’re taking him, I’m ready to bear all his 

expenses. You don’t have to ask Karanavar for that. And, don’t worry that will cause any 

financial burden upon me, as I don’t have any other expenses. In any case, you should get the 

permission of the Karanavar. You do not need to go to the Karanavar for that, send Seenu 

Pattar, Chinnan’s father to him. But, you should also say good bye to the Karanavar. In case he 

scolds you or say something bad, just keep silence. Don’t answer back.  

As they were talking thus, Seenu Pattar, Chinnan’s father, appeared. Govinda Panikker 

instructed him of the need to inform the Karanavar about sending the boy to Madras for higher 

studies. Following Panikker’s instructions, he approached the Karanavar and told him that he 

had decided to send his son to Madras, with Madhavan. At this, the Karanavar fumed with rage.  

Karanavar: Send him to any hell, and educate there ! 
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Seenu Pattar: No, not to hell, but to Madras ! 

Karanavar: You, bloody upstart, what did you say? Are you insulting me ? Get out of here !  

As decided earlier, Madhavan left for Madras in the morning. He did not go to see the 

Karanavar to say good-bye, as he heard the old man was still fuming over the incident.   
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5. 

PANCHU MENON’S ANGER 

 

Following his nephew Shinnan being taken to Madras without his permission, and with Sheenu 

Pattar daring to make bold retorts to him, Panchu Menon got fuming with anger. Rage became 

his basic mood, and he started to shower anyone who came within his vicinity with curses and 

rebukes. Those who were younger to him, or subservient in position, also faced the threat of 

thrashing. When his nephew Gopalan (elder brother of Shinnan), tried to answer back, Panchu 

Menon started to beat him with his walking stick. Fortunately, Sankara Menon, another 

nephew, intervened and saved Gopalan.  

Panchu Menon: Sankara, everything’s gone wrong here. The power of Kaliyuga ! Didn’t you 

here, that disobedient Madhavan insulted me. It’s entirely my mistake, sending him for an 

English education. See, now even this silly boy, Gopalan has started talking back to me !  

Sankara Menon: It’s better not to talk to youngsters these days. Nobody has any sense of 

propriety. I don’t even talk with them.  

After a show-down with all other nephews, when he threatened that all the wealth given to his 

nephews will be taken back, Panchu Menon set to the house of Madhavan’s father Govinda 

Panikker, deciding to have a few words with him. On the way, he came across Sheenu Pattar.  

Panchu Menon: Do you remember what you spoke before me the other day?  

Sheenu Pattar:  No, I don’t. The only thing I remember is that when you asked me to send my 

boy to the gallows, I said that he will be sent to Madras, to be educated and not to the gallows.  

Panchu Menon: From today, you’re not allowed to step into my house !  

Sheenu Pattar: Of course, no problem, I agree not to ! 

Panchu Menon: Not even into the Oottupura or the temple  !  

Sheenu Pattar: You don’t have the power to make such orders. A Brahmin can enter any 

Oottupura or temple.  

Panchu Menon raised his hand to beat Sheenu Pattar, but Shankara Menon, again, intervened 

and prevented him. His anger still seething, Panchu Menon reached Govinda Panikker’s house. 

Knowing that the tactful Govinda Panikker would handle the fury of Panchu Menon smoothly, 

Shankara Menon did not follow him. Govinda Panikker, with great diplomacy, received Panchu 

Menon politely, with all the respect due for the head of the family and seated him accordingly.  

Panchu Menon: Alas ! Madhavan has come to this state ! Panikker, you heard everything? 
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Govinda Panikker: He has become arrogant these days.  Just getting an English education 

makes the young people somewhat haughty. And, nothing to tell, if they succeed in 

examinations and live in Madras for long durations. Anyway, I never asked him anything about 

it, there’s no use, you know.  

Panchu Menon: Panikker, do you know, when I was a young boy, at the age of this Madhavan, I 

didn’t even dare come before my Uncle. Even today, the mere thought of him makes me 

tremble. You know, those days, a friend of mine gifted me a pair of slippers. I’d dared to wear 

it only without my uncle knowing, wrapping it up in a clothe and carrying till I got a safe 

distance away from home. When returning, I’d remove the slippers far home and carry it, again 

wrapped up. One day, as I was returning with the clothes bundle in my hands, my Uncle was 

standing in the poomukham (front portion of the house). He enquired about the packet, and 

examined it by himself. How furious he was to find the chappal ! “You scoundrel, wearing 

chappals ?” he asked, caught hold of my kuduma, dragged me to the verandah and started 

beating me. He almost beat the life out of me, until another uncle intervened. I had to be 

given ayurvedic treatment and massage so that the injuries inflicted due to the thrashings ! He 

ordered that my chappals be burned down. Since then, I’ve never worn a chappal. And I’d 

never wanted to, either. Even today, the mere sight of chappals make me shiver. But, look at 

these children – see, Madhavan, wears chappals all the time, even inside the house, at times ! 

Giving English education to the youngsters is the most inappropriate thing, I know believe. Look 

at the case of Indulekha, only if she was not taught English, what a good-natured girl would she 

have been !  

Panchu Menon lamented for some more time about the disobedience of the present generation 

and how his generation had grown up fearing their elders. Govinda Panikker agreed with 

everything he said, trying to pacify the old man.  

Panchu Menon: Do you know, one day, I saw Indulekha reading an English book and out of 

curiosity, I asked her what the story was. She told me the story in brief ! My God ! I became 

almost dead, hearing that.  

Govinda Panikker: What was the story?  

Panchu Menon: I’ll tell you. She said it’s not a real incident, but only a made-up story, yet.. 

just listen. Once upon a time, an Englishman had a daughter. I forgot the names. The daughter 

decides to marry her cousin, her father’s nephew. The father does not approve of the 

relationship. So, he opposes it. And, he makes the nephew marry another woman. Now, the 

daughter refuses to marry anyone her father would choose. Finally, the father dies of a broken 

heart ! See, are these the type of stories that our girls should read ?  

Govinda Panikker: Alas ! Alas ! What to do ? We gave them English education, now, can we take 

that away !  

Panchu Menon: That’s what I’m also saying. How many good, ancient books are there in our 

family collection at Poovally ! No body is interested even to touch those manuscripts. Most of 

them are getting damaged. Once, I asked Madhavan to take care of those old manuscripts, he 

hasn’t done it so far ! They won’t touch books not made of paper.  
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Govinda Panikker: It’s the power of Kaliyuga ! Nothing else !  

Panchu Menon: Studying all this English, I’m afraid if they’d even decide to accept their 

religion !  

Govinda Panikker: Even I’m afraid of that possibility. The King is English, who will hear our 

complaints ?  

Panchu Menon: I will tell you something more. Madhavan wishes to marry Indulekha. She is also 

interested in it. But, I’ve decided to oppose that alliance. Madhavan is too young for Indulekha, 

and it’s too early for him to start a married life. Not only that, it’s more appropriate that 

Indulekha is married to some rich land lord. Hence, because of all that, I’ve decided to arrange 

Indulekha’s marriage to an affluent land-lord. He will be arriving here soon. But, the problem is 

to get Indulekha’s consent for this alliance. You should support me in this.  

Govinda Panikker: Oh ! Of course, as you like. But, who’s that lord ?  

Panchu Menon: Kannazhy Moorkkillathu Manakkal Soori Namboothirippad. A very wealthy man, 

a superman himself !  

Govinda Panikker: Well, let him arrive.  

Panchu Menon soon returned from Govinda Panikker’s house, without having resorted to any 

fret or fury and after confiding his covert plans on Indulekha’s wedding to Panikker.  

Within a couple of days, his anger simmered down. Yet, his desire to conduct Indulekha’s 

wedding with Soori Namboothirippad increased day by day.  
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6. 

PANCHU MENON’S REMORSE 

 

Almost a week after Madhavan left for Madras, as he was sitting down for dinner, Panchu 

Menon saw Kesavan Namboothiri entering the house. He summoned Namboothiri for a 

discussion.  

Panchu Menon: Haven’t you sent the messenger yet ? Why there’s no reply so far ?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: The messenger was sent the same day, but he came back informing that 

the Namboothirippad was travelling somewhere and will be returning only after four or five 

days. In case he has returned today, he will reach here tomorrow itself.  

Then, Panchu Menon summoned his daughter, Lakshmikutti Amma. 

Panchu Menon: Lakshmikutti, have you told her the news?  

Lakshmikutti Amma: What news ?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: She doesn’t know anything. I haven’t told her so far, letting it remain a 

secret for the time being.  

Panchu Menon: It’s alright. I’ve decided on a ‘sambandham’ (marital alliance) for Indulekha 

with Moorkillathu Manakkal Soori Namboothirippad. What do you think of this decision ? And, 

will Indulekha give her consent ?  

Lakshmikutti Amma: How can I tell whether she’d give her consent or not... 

As Panchu Menon got up after having dinner, a servant appeared at the door, with a letter for 

Kesavan Namboothiri. Kesavan Namboothiri, read the letter aloud,  

“Received your letter and very much glad about it. I will reach there early morning, 

accompanied by others including Cherusseri Namboothiri. I’ve already heard a lot about the girl 

you’ve mentioned and am really delighted to meet her. Rest in person.”  

Panchu Menon: Good ! Now, let’s go to Indulekha. She’s not yet asleep, so we can inform her 

directly.  

As they entered her room, Indulekha was lying down on a coach, reading a book, she 

immediately got up, seeing the elders. Kesavan Namboothiri sat on a chair, while Panchu 

Menon sat on the couch, made Indulekha sit beside him and patting her back, said,  

“Girl, what’re you reading ? Something like the story you told me the other day? “  
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Indulekha: No, grandfather, this is Shakunthalam. Its type is very small and difficult to read.  

Panchu Menon: Why don’t you get a book with good types? I’ll give you money.  

Indulekha: I don’t know if there are any copies printed in larger font. I’ll enquire and let you 

know.  

Panchu Menon: Then, print one in larger font.  

Indulekha: (smiling) That’s very difficult, grandfather, it’ll cost a lot. Also, we don’t know if 

there are larger fonts than this.  

Panchu Menon: I don’t know anything about such things. Now, we’ve come to inform you of 

certain matters. According to our custom, you need not be told of such matters beforehand, 

but because the times are changing, we’re a bit worried about going forward in this matter 

without telling you. This is Kaliyuga, isn’t it?  

Indulekha: Grandfather, please do things according to the custom. I want to know about it only 

when it takes place.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: (to Panchu Menon) yes, good answer. That’s enough, let’s go to sleep.   

Panchu Menon: But, what if some problem arises at that time ?  

Indulekha: How can we know at this moment whether any problem will arise at that time?  

Panchu Menon: See, she’s started talking ‘English !’  

Indulekha: Grandfather, I was speaking in Malayalam !  

Kesavan Namboothiri: We’ve decided to arrange a ‘sambandham’ for you.   

Indulekha: Okay, let it be decided.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Won’t you give your consent for that ?   

Indulekha: Why do you need my consent for something already decided ? If you wanted my 

consent, you should’ve asked before deciding.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: This is not something that needs to be asked to you beforehand. 

Indulekha: Then, in that case, why ask me now?  

Panchu Menon began to get irritated at her bold retorts. But, as he looked at her brilliant face 

and saw the courage emanating from it, he calmed down and sat silent for some time.  

Panchu Menon: It’s all complicated. Let Lakshmikutti talk to her tomorrow. We can leave now.  

Though Kesavan Namboothiri was planning to open a discussion with his wife Lakshmikutti 

Amma about getting Indulekha’s consent for this alliance, he got absorbed in a discussion with 

her regarding the merits and demerits of English education and the secrets of the machinery 

used by the English people to run the factories and railways. Only when Lakshmikutti Amma fell 
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asleep, did Kesavan Namboothiri realise his stupidity in having lost the opportunity to ask her 

opinion about the alliance for Indulekha.  

 

 

 

 

7. 

KANNAZHI MOORKKILLATHU MANA SOORI NAMBOOTHIRIPPAD 

 

Under normal circumstances, a writer need not entertain any concern as to whether the stories 

and facts to be described in his book would cause affront to anyone. However, since this book  

belongs to a totally new genre of writing in Malayalam, some readers might be led to 

misunderstand my intentions relating to any of the incidents to be narrated. In that case, I 

choose to give a little explanation regarding the characters and incidents to be described 

hereafter.  

In this chapter, and in some of the following chapters, I will have to narrate the story of a 

Namboothiri, who is somewhat fickle-minded and of a promiscuous nature. However, 

Namboothiri-s in general, are a highly respected community in Kerala, with many of them being 

highly intelligent and good-natured individuals, including some of my close friends. All castes 

and communities have their share of equally good and bad individuals. Though Soori 

Namboothirippad, who is going to be described in this story is a little bit foolhardy, his friend 

and constant companion Cherusseri Namboothiri is just the opposite. His wit and presence of 

mind are quite commendable. From this, my scrupulous and unbiased readers can rightly 

conclude that I harbour no ulterior motive of lampooning the entire Namboothiri community, 

who is traditionally regarded with the highest esteem in the social structure of Kerala.  

The characters who might appear in similar fiction in English literature are usually European 

men and women, usually hailing from different walks of life. In some cases, even people who 

are alive at the time will also be ridiculed or criticised, but no body has known to be making an 

issue of such criticisms. Hence, I too presume that not many people would find the contents of 

my book as objectionable.  

The letter read out by Kesavan Namboothiri to Panchu Menon was from this aforementioned 

Soori Namboothirippad.  

‘Kannazhi Moorkkillathu Mana,’ is a Namboothiri household that is famed throughout the land 

of Kerala, in wealth and aristocracy. He is the second in the family, but since the eldest 

member was old and infirm, Soori Namboothirippad was endowed with the responsibilities to 

run all the family matters including the property. At the time this story takes place, he was 

forty five years old. He had received no formal education since from a young age, he had to 

take up the family responsibilities. Somewhat promiscuous by nature, he had avoided entering 

into a proper wedlock, preferring to have loose liaisons with many women. He was fair in 
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appearance, but could not be called particularly handsome or charming. At the same time, he 

was not ugly as such. His features were quite ordinary, but one specific characteristic was the 

way his mouth lips stretched out almost all the way to his ears whenever he laughed. His nose 

was structurally correct, yet unfit for his face. His gait was also somewhat uncouth. Basically, 

Namboothirippad was a naïve, good person, but not many people knew it as his bad characters 

overshadowed everything else. Just like many other silly rich men, he always maintained an 

exalted opinion of himself. Cherussery Govindan Namboothiri, whom he considers as a close 

friend and confidant, is, on the other hand, a witty and intelligent person. Cherussery is in fact 

the friend of Soori Namboothirippad’s younger brother, Narayanan Namboothirippad who is a 

smart and intelligent, unlike his brother. But, since Soori Namboothirippad is powerful and had 

the authority to cause troubles for anyone whom he disliked, Cherussery, like many others was 

forced to maintain an apparent admiration for him, hiding his extreme scorn for the foolishness 

of the rich land lord. In fact, the acidity of Cherussery’s sarcastic tongue is a terror to anyone 

but blockheads who would hardly be able to read beneath the lines. Soori Namboothirippad, 

who has no ability to read between lines, had no fear of Cherussery at all, since he never 

understood the meanings of his jibes. Some twenty days before, Cherussery had met Indulekha 

and Madhavan when he was visiting Kesavan Namboothiri at Chempazhiyottu. That day, 

Kesavan Namboothiri had also tried to brainwash him into bringing off an alliance between 

Indulekha and Soori Namboothirippad, but the wise Cherussery had refused to fall into that 

trap.  

Soori Namboothirippad received the letter from Kesavan Namboothiri as he was preparing for 

his bath. He immediately sent for Cherussery to consult about the topic with him. And, without 

losing any time, he also started fantasizing about the beauty of Indulekha, whom he believed 

to have obtained as his own. He even refused to attend some legal matters pertaining to the 

family property, intent on dreaming about his pending fortune.  

Meanwhile, Cherussery, getting Soori Namboothirippad’s summons through the servant boy, 

Govindan, reached the Moorkkillathu Mana in no time. Soori Namboothirippad, who was 

engaged in some half-hearted discussion about property matters with his managers saw 

Cherussery arriving from a distance.  

Namboothirippad: Cherussery, come fast ! Don’t be so slow. Don’t you want to hear the news ? 

Haven’t you heard of a woman called Indulekha ? I’m going to have a ‘sambandham,’ (marital 

alliance) with her. However, it’s not like the ordinary ‘sambandham,’ I’m supposed to take her 

here the very next day ! And, she’s not any ordinary woman at all. She has learnt English ! I 

haven’t so far met any woman who can speak English ! And, more than anything else, she’s a 

ravishing beauty, I’ve heard. Just fifteen, and see, I’m 45 years old. I’ve started to grow old, 

Cherussery ! Hey, we should leave right now !  

Cherussery Namboothiri: Aye, aye, you’re just 45, that’s not an age at all ! If you’re charming 

in the twenties, it’ll stay for the forties too. Believe me ! All the women around will surely lose 

their sleep over you, at least till you’re eighty ! 

Namboothirippad: Have you really seen Indulekha ? Does she speak English?  
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Cherussery: Yes, I’ve seen her once. She knows English very well and it really adds to her 

charms. She will never fall for an ordinary person. But, you’re different, I think. If she just sees 

you, I’m sure she will be attracted to you the moment.  

Namboothirippad: Please don’t flatter me, unnecessarily ! Have you seen Neelathu Lakshmi ? 

Or, Koppattu Kummini? Is Indulekha lovelier than all of them ?  

Cherussery Namboothiri: Sorry, but I haven’t seen any of them.  

Namboothirippad: Tell me, Cherussery, who’s the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen so 

far ?  

Cherussery Namboothiri: Why, Indulekha, no doubt on that !  

Namboothirippad: Is she fairer than me ?  

Cherussery Namboothiri: Her colour is like that of pure gold, but, your’s is something different. 

No comparisons ! Well, when are we leaving ?  

Namboothirippad: Tomorrow morning itself. Please come with me. We’ll take along two cooks, 

my manager Narayanan, six people to carry the palanquin and you. We should take along a 

separate palanquin for Indulekha, along with eight bearers for it.   

Cherussery Namboothiri: There’s no need for that. There are at least five or six palanquins at 

her house itself.  

Namboothirippad: Okay, then. Please inform my uncle about the whole events.  

Meanwhile, Soori Namboothirippad, who was also an avid fan of Kathakali, was torn between 

attending a Kathakali performance slated for the next day and his adoration for the yet-to-be-

seen Indulekha. Presenting various arguments, Cherussery Namboothiri succeeded in making 

him postpone the journey to the next day, after the Kathakali performance.  

Suppressing his contempt and scorn for the foolish Soori Namboothirippad, Cherussery 

Namboothiri informed the head of the family of the developments, and shared the humour of 

the situations with Soori Namboothirippad’s younger brother and his close friend, Narayanan 

Namboothirippad. Though Narayanan Namboothirippad also knew of Indulekha and Madhavan, 

seeing the excitement of his elder brother and learning of the promise given by Kesavan 

Namboothiri, he could not help believing that Soori Namboothirippad may success in marrying 

Indulekha.  

Cherussery Namboothiri: You think so because you haven’t met Indulekha and Madhavan. My 

only doubt is how much taunts our Namboothirippad will have to bear from her ! That alone 

needs to be known.  
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8. 

AN ARRIVAL FROM MADRAS 

 

The next morning, following the incidents narrated in the Chapter 6, Panchu Menon, Kesavan 

Namboothiri and others stood awaiting the grand arrival of Moorkkillathu Manakkal Soori 

Namboothirippad. At that time came the letter informing them of his postponing the arrival for 

the next day and every one, accordingly, dispersed, to go on their own businesses. A little 

while later, Indulekha came out, getting ready for her bath. Her mother, Lakshmikutti Amma 

also came out. As they were speaking at the poomukham, Indulekha’s uncle Govindankutti 

Menon and his retinue of servants arrived, on their way back from Madras.  

Indulekha: Oh, here comes ‘Kochammaman,’ (the younger uncle). 

Govindankutti Menon: Hope you’re fine, Indulekha.  

Indulekha: I’m quite fine seeing you return.  

And, the three of them went inside. Here, I should tell a few words about Govindankutti Menon 

to my readers.  His intelligence was sharp, but it could be doubted whether he lacked modesty 

a little bit. Not that he was outrageous in any way. All who had known him held Govindankutti 

Menon in great esteem. He was extremely handsome. Like his late elder brother, Govindankutti 

Menon also had great tenderness towards Indulekha.  

After completing his morning ablutions and visiting his parents, Govidankutti Menon went up to 

Indulekha’s room.  

Govindankutti Menon: Madhavan reached Madras all safe and sound. It seems he will soon be 

employed at the Secretariat, with a salary of Rs. 150 per month. Have you finished the novel 

I’d given you ?  

Even the very mention of Madhavan made Indulekha blush. Govindankutti Menon, who knew 

that she would be embarrassed to speak about Madhavan in front of him, had changed the 

subject abruptly after giving her the much-awaited information.  

Indulekha: Yes, I finished that novel.  

Govindankutti Menon: Your mother said you’re spending whole night reading books.  Don’t take 

too much strain.  

Indulekha: No, I don’t take that much strain. The other day, I was reading Shakunthalam, when 

Grandfather and Kesavan Namboothiri came up. They saw me reading and must’ve told mother.  

It is needless to say that Govindankutti Menon knew of Panchu Menon’s oath, through 

Madhavan.  Still, he asked Indulekha playfully about this. “Why did they come to your room?” 

At that moment, Indulekha’s beautiful eyes were filled with tears.  

 



                                                                                         INDULEKHA  

34 

 

Govindankutti Menon: Aye, aye, why do you cry like this, seeing all this silly acts? You should 

laugh.  

Indulekha: Okay, I will not cry any more.  

Then she told him in detail about the whole conversation that happened in her room when 

Panchu Menon and Kesavan Namboothiri came up to talk with her. Govindankutti Menon silently 

appreciated the intelligence of his niece.  

Indulekha: This Namboothirippadu is arriving tomorrow, I heard.  

Govindankutti Menon: Well, let him come, nothing will happen.  

Saying this, Govindankutti Menon left to meet Govinda Panikker.  
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9. 

THE ARRIVAL OF NAMBOOTHIRIPPAD AND OTHER INCIDENTS 

 

Next night, in the middle of the Kathakali performance, Soori Namboothirippad got up from the 

couch and summoned Govindan, his servant.  

Namboothirippad: Govindan ! I’m going to start right now. Where’re the palanquin bearers? 

Wake up them all.  Quick ! Quick ! Where’s Cherusseri ?  

Govindan went in search of Cherusseri Namboothiri who was almost asleep in his room. Hearing 

Namboothirippad’s decision to start the journey immediately, Cherussery Namboothiri got up 

immediately, determined to find some excuses to postpone the journey till dawn at least.  

When he reached the quarters of Soori Namboothirippad, he was all excited. An array of 

valuable clothes, ornaments and other knick-knacks were lined up on a table and 

Namboothirippad was scurrying here and there restlessly. On the table were a dozen or more so 

golden shawls, a number of good quality ‘mundu-s,’ a lot of golden rings, of various sizes and 

shapes, a rare ‘chellam,’ (special vessel carrying the betel leaves and nuts) of pure silver, 

decked with gold, a golden pocket watch, velvet robes with gold and silk drapes, a silver vessel 

for sandal paste, a mirror mounted on a golden frame, a rose water spray made in pure gold, 

vials of attar (Persian perfume) and what not !  

Lining up all these decorations on the table, Namboothirippad was pacing up and down, 

restlessly summoning his servants when Cherussery Namboothiri entered.  

Namboothirippad: Cherussery, what sort of a Karyasthan you’d make ! Shouldn’t we start now ? 

You can sleep after reaching there.  

Cherussery Namboothiri: What do you mean ? Start, at this hour of night ? We have to pass 

three and a half furlongs at this midnight, and the way is very much bad.  

Namboothirippad: You always make things so complicated. If the way is bad, you shouldn’t 

worry about that. The palanquin bearers will take the brunt. Let’s start, at this moment !  

Cherussery Namboothiri was in no mood to start the journey at that godforsaken hour. At the 

same time, he knew there was no point in trying to reason with Soori Namboothirippad. He 

racked his brain for a way out.  

Cherussery: Alright, let’s leave right now. I’m ready.  

Namboothirippad became almost ecstatic. He began to summon the servants, making such a 

hue and cry that the whole place appeared like a house on fire.  

Soori Namboothirippad: Cherussery ! Look at the silver ‘chellam.’ Have you seen it before ?  
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Cherussery Namboothiri had seen it at least a hundred times, still he faked surprise to please 

Soori Namboothirippad.  

Cherussery: Beautiful ! I haven’t seen anything like this so far !  

Thus, Cherussery pretended to exclaim over each and every item laid out on the table. Finally, 

he took a specially crafted mirror and said, “What a wonderful mirror !”  

Soori Namboothirippad: That’s a gift from the Prince of Kochi, last year, on Thrissur Pooram.  

Cherussery remembers very well that Namboothirippad had not gone to Thrissur for the Pooram 

last year.  

Still, he pretended to agree with the Namboothirippad, put down the mirror and stroked his 

chin, with a smile.  

Namboothirippad: Why do you smile, Cherussery?  

Cherussery: Nothing much, I should’ve shaved this stubble yesterday itself, had I known of this 

journey tonight. Or, why should I bother ? I’m not the groom ! It’s Indulekha’s husband who 

should be well-groomed, isn’t it ! Thinking that, I couldn’t help smiling.  

Soori Namboothirippad whose stubble was a few days older than Cherussery, and which 

included a good number of grey hairs also, consulted the mirror immediately.  

Soori Namboothirippad: Oh ! I too haven’t shaved. Good that you reminded me, otherwise, it’d 

have been really embarrassing. See, there’re grey hairs as well. Cherussery, I’m getting old ! 

Why don’t we call the barber right now ?  

Cherussery: According to scriptures, shaving is not allowed at night. Moreover, we’re going for 

an auspicious matter. It’s better to start without shaving.  

Soori Namboothirippad: No, no, in that case, we’ll leave in the morning, after the shave. But, 

after shaving, a bath is mandatory, isn’t it ?  

Cherussery: Yes, of course. So, after bath, why don’t we have breakfast too, since it’ll be time 

for breakfast by then ? 

Soori Namboothirippad: Then, make arrangements for all that. 

Thus, next morning, Soori Namboothirippad, Cherussery Namboothiri and their convoy set out, 

around half past eight, after having breakfast.  

Panchu Menon and Kesavan Namboothiri waited till almost 12 noon, without even having a 

bath, as they were informed Soori Namboothirippad would be arriving for breakfast. A lavish 

feast was prepared for Namboothirippad on the second day as well. By noon, Panchu Menon 

started to get angry.  

Panchu Menon: What’s this ! I’m going for my bath. This Namboothirippad seems a little 

inconsistent.  
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Kesavan Namboothiri: No, no ! I haven’t seen a man more prompt than him. You’ll know the 

state of affairs only if you visit his house. You should see the bustle over there. What all things 

he has to manage ! The other day, he even got made a tethering chain for his elephant in pure 

gold ! What a wonder !  

Panchu Menon: With gold ! But I’m a little worried, if Indulekha will be rude to him, causing 

affront to all of us.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Don’t worry about that. Just let her talk half an hour with him, she will 

request us to conduct this alliance.  

These words assured Panchu Menon. He thought like this: Let Namboothirippad talk with 

Indulekha, if she agrees, all will be fine. In case she does not, it is the flaw of Namboothirippad 

that he failed to attract her. Anyway, the oath was against giving Indulekha to Madhavan, and 

not that she’ll be given to this Namboothirippad. If he fails to win her, there’ll be some one 

else. What else !  

Immediately, he decided to share these thoughts with Kesavan Namboothiri, in the presence of 

Govindankutti Menon and did so.   

A little while later, the hue and cry of Namboothirippad’s arrival began to be heard, with the 

humming of the palanquin bearers echoing from a distance. All members of the family, except 

Indulekha and Govindankutti Menon came out, to take a look at the commotion. All the men 

rushed to receive the special guest, while women crowded at the upstairs windows. The 

brahmins enjoying a siesta at the Oottupura jumped up and rushed out to see what was 

happening. As the palanquin reached the compound, Kesavan Namboothiri opened its doors, to 

reveal a golden statue popping out, dazzling the eyes of all beholders. He was covered in gold 

from head to toe, golden cap, golden shirt, golden dhoti, golden sandals, golden rings on all 

ten fingers and a golden looking glass. Noticing the awe-struck look of people around, 

Namboothirippad lingered in the bright sunshine for a few more moments, all the while, 

darting glances around to see whether Indulekha was among the women crowding around.  

After Namboothirippad was duly seated and honoured, everyone left for a bath. While having 

lunch later, Panchu Menon instructed his wife Kunjikutti Amma to go talk with Indulekha to 

know whether she would agree to this alliance.  
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10.  

A LETTER FROM MADRAS 

 

Soon after Panchu Menon finished his lunch, Kunjikutti Amma went to Indulekha’s room. 

Indulekha, who was stitching a cap got up and received her grandmother.  

Kunjikutti Amma: My daughter, you’re indeed lucky. Didn’t you see the procession?  

Indulekha: Procession? Is there a festival at the temple today? Why didn’t you call me? How 

many elephants were there?  

Kunjikutti Amma: Not of the temple, but the arrival of Namboothirippad.  

Indulekha: I didn’t.  

Kunjikutti Amma: You should’ve. What a handsome man ! Even his dress is pure gold ! He will 

soon come up to meet you, be polite to him. I want to see you make a good match. Good 

women should see to it that their families benefit out of their marital alliances. It’s the money 

that matters most. Nothing comes over that. When I was young, many handsome men wanted 

me, but you know, my parents gave me to your grandfather, as he was the richest. See, our 

family has prospered for that. Now, you’re most beautiful girl in our family. And it’s your 

responsibility to see to it that you too make a good match. This is the best alliance we can get. 

It’s your fortune, I tell you.  

Indulekha: Of course, I agree. Let me go to sleep.  

Kunjikutti Amma: No, no, you shouldn’t sleep during day time. I’ll get you some good 

ornaments. You should wear all that when Namboothirippad comes here.  

Indulekha: No, I will never wear anything but what I’m already wearing.  

Kunjikutti Amma: Ok, then.  

As Kunjikutti Amman went down, Indulekha’s mother Lakshmikutti Amma came up. Both 

mother and daughter exchanged glances and smiled.  

Lakshmikutti Amma: What a grand arrival ! Seems he’s a total idiot. Soon, he’ll come up here. 

And will ask to marry you.  

Indulekha: Let him. My maid Ammu will give him the answer.  

Lakshmikutti Amma: Well, Madhavan too should’ve been here !  

Hearing Madhavan’s name, Indulekha blushed. Seeing this, Lakshmikutti Amma changed the 

subject, and soon left her.  
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A little while later, Indulekha’s maid Ammu came up with two letters. She took them with 

trembling hands. One was addressed to Govindankutti Menon and it was opened. It reads as 

follows:  

Dear Kuttan, the same day as you left here, I got a letter from Mr. Gilham, informing me that I 

was appointed at the Secretariat. I’ve joined on duty today. Hope you’re doing well. I’m 

planning to take a week’s leave and come there, within three or four days. Please handover 

the other two letters to my father and to Madhavi.  

On reading the letter, Indulekha’s eyes brimmed with tears. And, then, she read the letter 

addressed to her. At first, I thought I will not reveal how she behaved on reading that letter, 

but later, decided that my liking for Indulekha should not be a hindrance for the complete 

narration of our story. So, what happened was, after reading Madhavan’s letter, she kissed that 

paper many times, and then locked it up in her writing desk.  

Hearing the news from Govindankutti Menon, Lakshmikutti Amma came up.  

Indulekha: Thanks God ! Now, I will go to Madras as soon as possible.  

Lakshmikutti Amma: But, what about the oath?  

Indulekha: You know that grandfather loves me very much. If I beg his pardon, he will never 

refuse.  

Parvathi Amma, Madhavan’s mother, came up by then.  

Parvathi Amma: Is it true my dear ? The only thing that worries me, is he’ll have to live there 

now. He’s been away from me for so long !  

Indulekha: Don’t worry. He’ll soon get a transfer here. Or, you could go to Madras.  

Parvathi Amma: Me, alone?  

Indulekha: Then, I too will come with you ! 

Parvathi Amma: Let it be so. May there be no hindrances for that !  

Govindankutti Menon also joined them for a brief while and was extremely glad to see 

Indulekha joyful. Like his late brother Kochukrishna Menon, Govindankutti Menon was also very 

much fond of his niece. He assured Indulekha that Panchu Menon will never force her to marry 

Namboothirippad, and that the Namboothirippad was invited only to see if she will change her 

mind after meeting him.  

After cheering up Indulekha with his words, Govindankutti Menon visited Madhavan’s father, 

Govinda Panikker, and both of them decided to visit the latter’s farm house for a couple of 

days so as to avoid the situations that might arise out of Soori Namboothirippad’s visit.   
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11 

WHAT THE PEOPLE SPOKE ABOUT NAMBOOTHIRIPPAD 

 

Muthu: Oh ! What a tumult ! I’ve never seen such a well-dressed person ! And, so charming ! 

Even that shawl might cost one thousand rupees, at least.  

Shankara Shasthrikal: What’s charming? His shirt or shawl ? He has a horse’s face !  

Manu: Don’t be jealous. I was standing close. His colour is just like gold. And, what a gold chain 

he’s wearing !  

Shankara Shasthrikal: Whatever be his chain, his face looks exactly like a horse’s !  

A passer-by who just arrived: When will be the wedding ceremony?  

Subbukutti: Tomorrow, I heard.  

Shankara Shasthrikal: Who said that ?  

Subbukutti: I don’t know. That’s what I heard.  

Fed up of the banter, Shankara Shasthrikal went to the temple, and tried to catch some sleep 

at the northern entrance to the temple. But, the temple priest Embranthiri and a group of 

people were making a hue and cry about the same topic. Shasthrikal became unhappy with all 

the talk, as being a good friend of Madhavan, he too was among those who wished to see a 

match between Indulekha and Madhavan.  

Even at Poovally House, people were talking about Namboothirippad. Kummini Amma extolled 

the greatness of Namboothirippad to Chathara Menon, who ridiculed her, and declared that 

Indulekha will never give her consent to this marriage.  

At the pond also, a group of people were discussing the grandeur of Namboothirippad. 

Meanwhile, Indulekha, who was unusually happy following the arrival of Madhavan’s letter, 

gifted a golden ornament to a maid, who immediately announced it among all the other 

servants and family members. The act was immediately interpreted as a token of Indulekha’s 

happiness at the arrival of Soori Namboothirippad.  

Meanwhile, Shankara Shasthrikal, who tried to visit Indulekha at her room, was prevented by 

Kunjikutti Amma who informed him that Indulekha was quite happy to accept 

Namboothirippad.  
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THE FIRST MEETING BETWEEN INDULEKHA AND NAMBOOTHIRIPPAD 

 

After lunch, Kesavan Namboothiri intimated Soori Namboothirippad that it was time to meet 

Indulekha.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: We should start now, it’s only four o clock now.  

Namboothirippad: Of course. I should wear the dress, shouldn’t I ? Even earlier, it suited me 

very well, I felt.  

Cherussery: What a question ! Isn’t it pure golden silk worth ninety-five rupees per yard ?  

So, decked up in silks and gold, and accompanied by his retinue of servants, Namboothirippad 

headed towards Indulekha’s bungalow. Kesavan Namboothiri rushed ahead to inform Indulekha 

of the arrival. Indulekha, who was writing a letter, received Kesavan Namboothiri with 

unconcealed irritation, but warned him that she did not know how to speak with proper 

courtesy to be maintained while addressing Namboothirippad.  

Kesavan Namboothiri rushed down and ushered Namboothirippad upstairs, all the while warning 

him that Indulekha, being educated in European style, did not know the traditional forms of 

courtesy practiced in Kerala.  

Namboothirippad: Even after learning all this English? Okay, I’ll give her enough training in all 

that once she becomes my wife.  

As he entered the upstairs hall, Namboothirippad came face to face with Indulekha, who was 

standing casually in a corner, and felt as if he was struck by a lightning. Instantly, he was 

infatuated with her completely and stood dumbfounded. “My God ! What a beauty ! Only if I 

could make her my own, I’ll never even look at any other woman !” he thought.  

Meanwhile, Indulekha continued to look at him steadily, without showing any signs of timidness 

or trepidity. We cannot say she was ‘staring’ at Namboothirippad, since she did not know how 

to ‘stare’ at someone. Finally, Namboothirippad found his tongue.  

Namboothirippad: You were downstairs when I arrived, weren’t you? Seems I saw you… 

Indulekha: No, I wasn’t there.  
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That she was using the first person form of referring to herself instead of the traditional 

courtesy word, ‘Adiyan,’ that Nair women had to use while addressing a Brahmin, at first 

shocked Namboothirippad somewhat. It was for the first time in his life that a Nair woman was 

addressing him thus. Yet, enamoured of her beauty, he forgot all about his caste pride and 

continued to chat.  

Namboothirippad: You must’ve waited for me yesterday. Sorry I couldn’t come. I had to finalise 

a deal worth some eighty thousand rupees. But, I had sent a letter.  

Indulekha: I didn’t see the letter.  

Namboothirippad: I’d grown so restless hearing about your beauty.  

Indulekha: Why should my  beauty make you restless?  

Namboothirippad: Yesterday, Cherussery recited a sloka. I want to recite it for you, it’s a little 

tough. Do you know Sanskrit ? If you can’t follow the sloka, I’ll tell you the meaning.  

However, Namboothirippad could not remember the sloka, and he had to see the help of 

Cherussery who sent it up, written on a palm leaf, as was the practice in those days. But, 

Namboothirippad, who could not see without his spectacles and reluctant to use them in front 

of Indulekha, still blabbered till Indulekha, bored by this time, recited the sloka which she 

knew very well.  

Namboothirippad: Okay, are you crazy about Kathakali?  

Indulekha: So far, I’ve never been crazy at all, not only for Kathakali… 

Namboothirippad: I’m crazy.  

Indulekha: (giggling) That I understood.  

Namboothirippad: How come ? You’ve already heard about me, haven’t you? 

Indulekha: I’ve never heard about you. I didn’t try at all !  

Namboothirippad: Not even about my arrival here ?  

Indulekha: I think I heard something about that.  

Namboothirippad: Of course, you know why I came?  

Indulekha: No.  

Then, the foolish, impertinent Namboothirippad blurted out.  

Namboothirippad: It’s my wish to remain in your company all the time.  

Indulekha: That’s an impossible wish, if you ask me.  

By this time, Kesavan Namboothiri came up, and Indulekha used the opportunity to slip away, 

with the excuse that it was time for her to go to the temple. While going down, she cast a 

burning glance at Kesavan Namboothiri, who felt singed as if he was hit by a red hot iron. 
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Namboothirippad, who has a little ill at ease, planned to wait till Indulekha returned. Kesavan 

Namboothiri dissuaded him, promising him that Indulekha has a habit of singing at night after 

dinner and that Namboothirippad can come up and listen to her singing.   

Meanwhile, Indulekha met Cherussery Namboothiri downstairs.  

Cherussery: Indulekha, I’m helpless. Please don’t misunderstand me.  

Indulekha: That’s alright. Why didn’t come upstairs? 

Cherussery: He didn’t ask me to ! By the bye, I heard Madhavan has got a good job.  

Indulekha: (a little bashfully) Yes, he arrives within two days. And when returning, most 

probably….  

Cherussery: You too will join him, isn’t it so?  

Smiling, Indulekha walked away. Cherussery Namboothiri became happy seeing the affection 

between Indulekha and Madhavan. Meanwhile, Soori Namboothirippad came down, dreaming of 

the concert at nine o clock, at night, and sat down with Cherussery, constantly talking about 

the beauty of Indulekha. Meanwhile, Indulekha’s mother, Lakshmikutti Amma, who happened 

to pass that way, came into his field of vision. I need not tell you that Indulekha’s mother is a 

beautiful lady in her thirties. Immediately on seeing her, Namboothirippad asked Kesavan 

Namboothiri, “Who’s that woman?” Kesavan Namboothiri felt a wave of fear. He was very much 

fond of his wife, and he also knew the weakness of Namboothirippad very well.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: That’s Indulekha’s mother.  

Namboothirippad: Oh, your wife ! I’ve to talk to her, call her here now itself.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Of course, you can talk to her when we go up to listen to Indulekha’s 

singing at night. Isn’t it better?  

Cherussery: I think it’s better now. How can we talk while listening to the music?  

Cherussery had said this purposefully, in order to increase the discomfort of Kesavan 

Namboothiri, whom he disliked for bringing about the proposal of Soori Namboothirippad for 

Indulekha.  

Namboothirippad wanted to go to the room of Lakshmikutti Amma immediately to talk to her. 

A reluctant Kesavan Namboothiri led him there. On entering Lakshmikutti Amma’s chamber, 

Namboothirippad saw Indulekha’s maid Ammu and mistook her to be the mother.  

Namboothirippad: Oh, your wife is so young ! You look as young as Indulekha herself. Don’t be 

so shy, Lakshmi, turn around, come near ! Your daughter was not so shy.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: This is not Indulekha’s mother, but her maid.  

Namboothirippad: Oh ! I got confused ! Karuthedam, please summon Lakshmi.  

Kesavan Namboothiri went out, and as Ammu tried to follow him,  
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Namboothirippad: Wait, wait, you ought not to be just a maid, you’re too beautiful for that. Do 

you have any partners ?  

Ammu: Master, let me go, it’s getting late.  

Namboothirippad: Okay, your mistress has got any secret liaisons with anybody?  

Ammu: I don’t know anything.  

Namboothirippad: When I take Indulekha home, you too should accompany her.  

Kesavan Namboothiri, still worried over Namboothirippad’s interest in his wife, found 

Lakshmikutti Amma returning from temple and managed to inform her of Namboothirippad’s 

wish to meet her. Lakshmikutti Amma responded casually, “So, is he after me now ?”  

Kesavan Namboothiri: No, no, nothing like that. He just wants to meet Indulekha’s mother, 

that’s all.  

As Lakshmikutti Amma stood behind the door, almost half hidden, Namboothirippad asked 

Kesavan Namboothiri for a lamp to be brought, so that he could take a better look at her.  

Namboothirippad: You’re real Goddess Lakshmi herself. Karuthedam, you’re really a lucky man 

!  

Kesavan Namboothiri’s discomfort kept increasing all this while.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: I think it’s time for supper.  

Namboothirippad: Oh, no, not yet. Lakshmi, how old are you?  

Lakshmikutti Amma: Thirty five.  

Namboothirippad: Young, indeed ! Karuthedam, how did you manage this ? Lakshmi, your first 

husband was a Raja of Kilimanoor, wasn’t he?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: It’s really getting late for the evening puja and bath !  

Namboothirippad: No, no, it can wait till seven. How old is Indulekha?  

Lakshmikutti Amma: Eighteen.  

Namboothirippad: That means, you had her when you were seventeen, isn’t it? I’m really 

jealous of Karuthedam now. Last day, Cherussery was reciting a sloka, about one man meeting 

another one’s wife and feeling jealous with the other man and all. Can’t recall it. Where’s 

Cherussery?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: It’s getting late really.  

Namboothirippad: Okay, let’s go. I will come back at nine to listen to Indulekha’s singing. 

Then, we can talk.  

Namboothirippad proceeded towards the dining hall. At the poomukham, he met Panchu 

Menon.  
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Namboothirippad: Panchu, you’re indeed blessed. I saw Indulekha, and your daughter Lakshmi. 

It looks like both are vying with each other for the beauty crown. Karuthedam is really luck, 

both are extremely beautiful !  

These words irritated Panchu Menon, but he controlled himself. Soon, he summoned Kesavan 

Namboothiri.  

Panchu Menon: I don’t think our plans will work. This Namboothirippad stands no chance 

winning Indulekha. He doesn’t even know how to behave. And, just imagine, he was waxing 

eloquent about the beauty of Indulekha and Lakshmikutti to me ! Should have more sense of 

propriety !  

Kesavan Namboothiri: They’re all rich people. They can afford anything.  

Panchu Menon: If they do so, they’ll have to bear the responses too.  

Meanwhile, Namboothirippad was talking to Cherussery.  

Namboothirippad: Cherussery ! I like Indulekha’s mother more than Indulekha herself. She’s 

intelligent. And what a beauty ! 

Cherussery: Of course, with age also, she’s a good match for you. 

Namboothirippad: Do you think I’m not a good match for her ?  

Cherussery: No, no. She’s already yours. No need to worry about that at all.  

Namboothirippad: I’m sure that Lakshmikutti has fallen for me. What’s the way out?  

Cherussery: There’re many ways out. Stop meeting her, is the best.  

Namboothirippad: Nonsense ! What’s the need to come here, if that’s the way out !  

Cherussery: We came here because you were infatuated with Indulekha.  

Namboothirippad:  True, but now I’m infatuated with both mother and daughter.  

Cherussery: You mean, you could have a liaison with both mother and daughter ! It isn’t proper 

at all !  

Namboothirippad: The liaison is with Indulekha. But…. 

Suddenly Kesavan Namboothiri appeared by them at the pond, forcing Namboothirippad to stop 

his chattering. Then, again getting enamoured by the thoughts of Indulekha’s beauty, he sent 

up Govindan with a letter carrying a sloka. But, Indulekha refused to accept any letter from 

Soori Namboothirippad. Govindan duly returned, but did not divulge the insult before 

Namboothirippad as he was in the company of others and slipped off from his presence to avoid 

further questions. Only a little while later when Namboothirippad was alone in the bath house 

did Govindan reveal the fate of the letter.  
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Meanwhile, Kesavan Namboothiri was still worried over Namboothirippad’s interest over his 

wife and to hide his consternation, he assured Cherussery Namboothiri that Indulekha will 

surely sing that night for Namboothirippad.  

By nine at night, Namboothirippad got again decked up, to attend the concert. He questioned 

Kesavan Namboothiri about Indulekha’s singing and was a little taken aback when he was 

informed that Indulekha sings sitting on a chair.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: She plays the veena box (piano), sitting on a chair, with her hands. Not 

sitting cross-legged on a mat.  

Namboothirippad: Hey, that’s not proper. Tell Panchu to ask her to sing sitting on the floor 

today.  

However, when Namboothirippad and his retinue arrived at Indulekha’s living quarters, Kesavan 

Namboothiri found, much to his chagrin, her door closed. He was informed by Lakshmikutti 

Amma that Indulekha was already asleep. With Lakshmikutti Amma refusing to wake up 

Indulekha, Kesavan Namboothiri tried to get Panchu Menon intervene in the matter. Panchu 

Menon also refused flatly. 

Namboothirippad: Why wait? Let’s go up.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: (after a long silence) I’m afraid she’s not well... the door is closed and 

she’s asleep.  

Namboothirippad: Try to wake her up.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: I called but no use. Let’s postpone it to tomorrow morning.  

Namboothirippad:(crestfallen)Are you sure? Okay, then what about your wife? Doesn’t she sing?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: No, no. And, she’s also asleep.  

Reluctantly, Namboothirippad withdrew to the room given to him. But he could not get any 

sleep. A few hours later, he summoned Govindan.  

Namboothirippad: How can I sleep when Indulekha is in that building ? And, I doubt whether 

she’s playing tricks on me, out of greed ! May be she refused to accept the letter because I 

took away the golden watch after showing her.  

He kept on chattering about such silly matters until Govindan intervened with a different idea.  

Govindan: Master, let me tell you a secret. Indulekha’s character is not good. She’s a secret 

affair. And, she’s defiant too, with her English education and all. It won’t be easy to 

accommodate her within our customs. I have another idea. There’s another beautiful girl here, 

niece of Panchu Menon. I saw her at the temple this evening. Good looking, no English 

education or anything and good character too. She won’t refuse you, and Panchu Menon will 

also agree. Now, as you like.... 

Namboothirippad: Govindan, you’re really smart ! Are you sure she hasn’t learnt English at all?  
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Govindan: Not at all. She’s the daughter of that Sheenu Pattar who was helping around during 

lunch time. .  

Namboothirippad: Okay, can I see that girl?  

Govindan: Let it be morning.  

By that time, it was already morning, yet Namboothirippad fell asleep for some time.  
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13 

THE SECOND MEETING BETWEEN INDULEKHA AND NAMBOOTHIRIPPAD 

 

Namboothirippad woke up just half an hour later, summoned Govindan and made him repeat 

everything he said the night before. That news made Namboothirippad happy.  

Namboothirippad: Govindan, I’ll meet Indulekha one more time this morning. If she doesn’t 

relent, we’ll leave tomorrow itself, but with the other girl, okay? But, the public should think 

we’re taking Indulekha with us. Spread the news that I’m marrying Indulekha and taking her 

with me immediately. Well, in case she agrees, that’s another matter... meanwhile, I want to 

take a look at the other girl.  

Govindan rushed out and discovered that the other girl, Kalyanikutti, was at the pond and 

informed Namboothirippad who set out immediately without any pomp or splendour.  

Kalyanikutti is familiar to my readers only as a name given in the index of this book. She is 

thirteen and the daughter of Sheenu Pattar. She was good looking though in no way comparable 

to Indulekha. Being brought up in the traditional way, she just knew to read and write, and to 

sing a little, nothing more.  

As she came out of the bath house, Namboothirippad barged in, meeting her head on, ogled at 

her from head to toe and reported back his satisfaction to Govindan.  

Namboothirippad: Great ! She’s beautiful. Now, I don’t want Indulekha at all. Outrageous girl 

who has learnt the language of beef-eaters !   

After lunch, Namboothirippad engaged Sheenu Pattar in a conversation. As he was banned by 

Panchu Menon from entering the house, Sheenu Pattar had no idea of the happenings at all.  

Namboothirippad: Sheenu, if everything works out by tonight, we would start tomorrow 

morning. Don’t they have the palanquin ready for Indulekha?  

Sheenu Pattar: Yes, there’re four or five here.  
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Sheenu Pattar lost no time in spreading word about what he could surmise from this dialogue, 

that Soori Namboothirippad is to make Indulekha his wife and that he is to take her back to his 

residence the next day itself.  Everyone who heard it believed him too, including Shankara 

Shasthrikal who was saddened by the news.  

Meanwhile, Namboothirippad, accompanied by Cherussery, arrived at Poovarangu House, and 

sent Kesavan Namboothiri to inform Indulekha of his arrival. But, Kesavan Namboothiri, 

remembering the previous day’s incidents, could not muster enough courage to face Indulekha. 

Finally Lakshmikutti Amma stepped in, seeing his plight and went up.  

Lakshmikutti Amma: Daughter, just let him come in. After all,  he’s a Brahmin and don’t let his 

curse fall on our family. You don’t have to worry. Even your grandfather has lost all opinion 

about him. Nobody will force you to take any decision against your will. Only, just do not insult 

him.  

Indulekha: I don’t have any wish to insult him if he behaves properly. I don’t mind even playing 

music for him for a while, only if he won’t express the wish to marry me.  

Lakshmikutti Amma: Namboothiri-s are, by nature, a little bit difficult. And, it is well known 

that this one is a total idiot. Why get angry with a fool like him ?  

Indulekha: Ok, let him… 

On getting the permission of Indulekha, Namboothirippad went up, deciding that he will 

maintain poise before her, pretending that he was not affected by her beauty. But, 

immediately on seeing Indulekha, he lost all the determination and started to blabber.  

Namboothirippad: How old are you?  

Indulekha: Eighteen.  

Namboothirippad: How old do you think I’m?  

Indulekha: I can’t predict people’s age.  

Namboothirippad: Still, try to guess.  

Indulekha: Past fifty?  

Namboothirippad: Aye, ay, not at all, much younger than that. See, I never had a veli 

(marrying a Namboothiri woman according to the rituals and customs). I’ve had many 

relationships. But nothing permanent, so far. I came here after getting a letter from Panchu, 

written by Karuthedam offering you in marriage to me. But, I’m really sad.  

Indulekha: That’s good.  

Namboothirippad: What? Me being sad ? See, I do not want to have any other woman but 

Indulekha from now own.  

Indulekha: Of course.  
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On hearing this, Namboothirippad jumped up and down, while Indulekha ridiculed him 

somewhat.  

Indulekha: What nonsense !  

Namboothirippad: Nonsense ! It’s my fortune ! I’ve got your consent !  

Indulekha: Please do not talk such nonsense again. I’ll never be your life in this life. If you 

desire me against my will, I’m helpless about it. Right now, I’m busy.  

With these words, she went in. Namboothirippad immediately came downstairs. It is doubtful 

whether his offended by Indulekha’s outright rejection at least till he reached downstairs. By 

that time, he started to dream, at first about Lakshmikutti Amma and then, about Kalyanikutti. 

Without wasting another second, he summoned Govindan and arranged to meet Panchu Menon 

immediately, declaring to Govindan that the chapter of Indulekha was closed.  
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14 

THE WEDDING OF NAMBOOTHIRIPAD 

    

Namboothirippad: Panchu, I’ve to confide something in you.  

Panchu Menon: As you like.  

Namboothirippad: I want to make Panchu’s niece Kalyanikutti my wife, and I want it to be 

solemnised tonight itself, so that I can leave tomorrow at dawn itself with her. Indulekha has 

asserted that she will never be my wife. She doesn’t like me at all. I saw this Kalyanikutti this 

morning, and she’s alright for me. You should give permission for this, otherwise, I’d be really 

insulted that I’d to return barehanded. And it should be solemnised tonight itself, that’s a 

must.  

Panchu Menon, surprised, yet a bit confused, requesting Namboothirippad’s leave for a few 

minutes to take the decision, came down and sat brooding in his room.  

“Well, this man came with a proposal for Indulekha, now he plans to leave with Kalyanikutti. 

Will this be a topic for gossip ? I don’t think so. Even if someone passes remarks, that’d be at 

the Namboothirippad himself. It was he who came for Indulekha and got rejected by her, then 

he marries Kalyanikutti. There’s no reason for Indulekha to get insulted in this situation. And, 

it’s a good alliance for Kalyanikutti as well. Though a fool, Namboothirippad is rich, and 

aristocratic. A relationship with him is good for the family in every way. It’s an honour. 

Anyway, let me discuss with Shankaran.  

Meanwhile, Kunjikutti Amma, hearing Panchu Menon’s comment that the wedding will be 

solemnised that night itself, promptly spread the word among the servants and other family 

members that Namboothirippad was to wed Indulekha. Soon, it spread outside also. Shankara 

Shasthrikal, whose sadness increased on hearing the confirmation of this news, decided to 

leave for his home for a few days.  

Panchu Menon: Shankaran, where were you? There’s something to discuss. That 

Namboothirippad wants to marry our Kalyanikutti. I haven’t given him the word. Shouldn’t we 

talk with Govinda Panikker and others?  

Shankara Menon: Is that so ? But, Govinda Panikker is at the farm house. He’s gone on a hunting 

trip with Govindankutti and will be back only after few days. So, is he particular that the 

wedding should be held tonight itself?  
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Panchu Menon: (chuckling) Yes, it seems. Let it be so, our responsibility will be over. The only 

that I don’t like is that this fortune is going to Kummini’s line. All her sons are disobedient.  

Shankara Menon: It’s the boys who’re bad, this girl is good-natured.  

So, Shankara Menon conveyed Panchu Menon’s consent to the Namboothirippad through 

Govindan.  Namboothirippad was walking restless like a leopard waiting for its prey. 

Immediately, Namboothirippad set out for his evening ablutions, following which he was to give 

dakshina to the brahmins assembled at the Oottupura.  

Near the temple, he met two Namboothiris and Shankara Shasthrikal who were on their way to 

the railway station.  

Namboothirippad: Hey, Kilimangalam, where’re you going now?  

Kilimangalam: To the railway station. I’ve got an urgent matter in the court. Heard the good 

news. So, you’re leaving in the morning with Indulekha?  

Namboothirippad: Yes, of course. Have you ever seen Indulekha? Come to my Mana (home) and 

meet her some day.  

Meanwhile, Shankara Menon conveyed the news to Kummini Amma, Kalyanikutti’s mother, who 

was quite happy at the news. She informed Parvathy Amma who in turn, told Indulekha of this 

news. Hearing this news, Indulekha broke out laughing for a long time.  

Indulekha: Who told you this?  

Parvathy Amma: Shankara Menon. There, they’re all busy, setting up the room and getting all 

the lamps and everything.  

Indulekha: Has anyone told Kalyanikutti about this ?  

Parvathy Amma: I don’t think so. I haven’t seen her.  

Indulekha: What a pity ! Shouldn’t she be told about her own wedding ! Just a minute, I’ll 

come over there soon.  

Coming out, Indulekha herself informed Cherusseri Namboothiri who was sitting there, about 

this news and both of them laughed at the antics of Namboothirippad.  

Meanwhile, Kesavan Namboothiri, without knowing the details, doubted that something was up 

in the air. Meeting Cherusseri Namboothiri, he asked what was happening.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Heard that the Namboothirippad was giving away dakshina. So, has 

Indulekha given her consent ?  

Cherusseri: Yes, the wedding will take place tonight. But not for Indulekha !  

Hearing this, Kesavan Namboothiri was in shock. Within a second, he felt sure that 

Namboothirippad was going to wed his own wife, Lakshmikutti Amma. Somehow, he sat down 

and gulped down a lot of water. Seeing his consternation, Cherusseri, who was irritated with 
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him for bringing up the proposal of Soori Namboothirippad, decided to teach him a lesson and 

taunted him further.  

Cherusseri: Why stare at me ? You started all this, didn’t you?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Cherusseri, it’s all my fate ! What else to say ! I’m taking leave of this 

place immediately. And, I won’t step into that fellow’s threshold till my death. I’m not his 

slave and I can live without his charity. Never did I think he can be that cruel.  

Cherusseri: (after enjoying Kesavan Namboothiri’s anxiety) Why should you leave the place 

when he weds Kalyanikutti?  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Kalyanikutti? I thought something else… ! 

Cherusseri: Well, you didn’t ask me the details, but started to worry, imagining things !  

Kesavan Namboothiri felt relieved.  

Soon, Namboothirippad, accompanied by Cherusseri and Kesavan Namboothiri, reached 

Poovarangu. Then, at the invitation of Panchu Menon, the groom moved onto Poovalli House. In 

the customary way, Namboothirippad washed his feet and entered a chamber on the Western 

side of the house and reclined on a special silk bed. The eastern door was closed. Then, all the 

women in that house crowded in front of the other door and pushed the hapless girl into the 

room, like caging a live pig, and shut the door from outside. Thus, the wedding was 

solemnised.  

Govindan had made all preparations for the early morning journey. Everyone was instructed to 

pretend that it was Indulekha who was inside the palanquin. Three or four hours before 

sunrise, all of them woke up, Panchu Menon and Kesavan Namboothiri came out of the house. 

The girl was duly locked up in a palanquin. Cherusseri and Kesavan Namboothiri also started 

with the party. Making a lot of hue and cry, the whole retinue started on their journey.  
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15. 

A CALAMITY 

  

By daybreak, the procession of Namboothirippad and party reached the Oottupura where 

Shankara Shasthrikal and two other Namboothiris had spent the night. It was maintained by 

Panchu Menon, and though Kesavan Namboothiri suggested that they could stop for breakfast 

there, Namboothirippad did not want that.  Govindan made the servants hurry as they neared 

the Oottupura. Hearing the commotion, Sasthrikal and others came out and found Govindan 

who was at the rear. Sasthrikal summoned Govindan. 

Shasthrikal: Govindan, why doesn’t the party stop here for the morning meals? Of course, the 

place is maintained by your relative.  

Govindan: That was the first plan. But, then someone insisted on reaching Namboothirippad’s 

Mana before the next meal.  

Shasthrikal: Who? Indulekha?  

Govindan: Who else !  

Shasthrikal: I’ve never seen a more hard-hearted woman !  

Govindan: But what to do? Namboothirippad has fallen for her completely. The same for her 

too.  

Shasthrikal: She’s pretending it, for the sake of his money.  

Govindan ran to join the moving retinue, while Shasthrikal and others started towards the 

railway station.  

Madhavan, who had taken the train from Madras the previous day of the wedding, alighted at 

the station at eleven ‘o clock. Tired, he entered a nearby dining hall maintained by a Brahmin 

for a meal and happened to overhear a conversation. “It’s all Indulekha’s fortune !”  

Madhavan: Which Indulekha?  

Namboothiri: Oh, Indulekha, a woman from the village of Chembazhiyottu. Why, do you know 

her?  

Madhavan: What’s her fortune you’re talking about?  

Namboothiri: She got married yesterday… with Moorkillathu Manakkal Namboothirippad. 
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These words sent a shock wave up Madhavan’s entire being. For a long time, he could not utter 

a word. Seeing his semi-conscious state, a woman at the dining hall offered him some water. 

Soon, he took out his father’s letter, which carried these words: “All are trying to marry 

Indulekha off to this Namboothirippad. But, I don’t think anything will happen. Don’t worry, 

Kuttan.” He thought like this: “Can it be true. Might not be. But, why Madhavi has not written 

to me so far? She used to write everything. May be, this is woman’s nature. Perhaps he’d be 

better than me.” As he stood confused, Shankara Shasthrikal appeared before him. 

Madhavan: Shasthrikal, is it true, what I heard about Madhavi ?  

Shasthrikal: Yes.  

Madhavan: Uncle must’ve compelled her.  

Shasthrikal: No, it was her own choice. That too, this blockhead ! What a nasty fellow !  

Madhavan: Enough, enough. I’m going back immediately.  

Shasthrikal: That’s a good idea.  

Madhavan caught the train back to Madras, and reached the city next morning. Straightaway he 

went to Mr. Gilham, his superior, who was surprised to Madhavan return so soon after availing 

of leave for getting married. Immediately he realised that something must be amiss and tried 

to console Madhavan.  

Madhavan: Sir, will you please grant me leave for one year. I feel like travelling.  

Mr. Gilham: Travel is the best way to lighten a heavy heat. Where do you plan your trip to? In 

Europe it’s winter, not a good time.  

Madhavan: Then I’d prefer north of India and Burma.  

Mr. Gilham: Okay, do one thing. I’ll grant you leave for four months now. If you need extension 

after that, inform me.  

Madhavan wrote a letter to his father, handed it to Shinnan and sent him home with his 

servants. Next evening, he left for Bombay by train.  

Shinnan and the two servants reached home. As one of the servants arrived at Govinda 

Panikker’s house, Panikker was alarmed at the sudden arrival without Madhavan. The servant 

handed over Madhavan’s letter to Panikker.  

The letter read as follows:  

“I came to know everything from Shankara Shasthrikal and others. Nobody can fathom human 

wickedness. I’ve decided to go on a tour. Don’t worry, I won’t take my life or anything. When I 

feel better, I’ll return. Please convince Amma. I’m leaving Madras tomorrow – Madhavan.”  

On reading this letter, Govinda Panikker fainted. Govindankutti Menon who was with him 

snatched the letter and read it, sprinkled some water on Panikker’s face to revive him. 
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Govindankutti Menon: What’s this? I thought something had happened to Madhavan, from your 

reaction. He says he’s just left Madras to travel. We can find him easily.  

Govinda Panikker: No doubt about that. I won’t have a meal before we leave Malabar.  

By then, Indulekha, hearing the news about the arrival of Shinnan and servants rushed to 

Govinda Panikker’s house, followed by her mother, grandmother and servants.  

Indulekha: Shinnan told me about the letter. Where’s it?  

After reading the letter, she went inside, threw herself on a bed and broke down. Parvathy 

Amma started to sob loudly. No one could comfort her.  

Soon, Govindankutti Menon and Govinda Panikker started to make preparations for their 

journey in search of Madhavan.  

Panchu Menon, on hearing the news, was happy at first as he felt Madhavan deserved it, for his 

disobedient ways. But, he was not sure why it happened. After dinner, Govinda Panikker and 

Govindankutti Menon, with four servants, set out for Madras.  
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16. 

MADHAVAN’S JOURNEY 

 

From Madras, Madhavan had boarded a train for Bombay. He had packed light for the journey. 

His clothes were more or less European and he carried just a suitcase, a chest for his guns, 

some books and money. A revolver was kept in his pocket. On reaching Bombay, Madhavan told 

the ear studs that his father had gifted. In the afternoon, he proceeded to the Bombay 

harbour, and stood watching the sights. The port of Bombay was indeed a world of wonder, 

especially for those who had seen only the sea shores of Calicut or other ports of Malabar. 

Steamers sailed in round the clock and round the year there. The evening scene was ethereal, 

really.  

At one spot, you could see noble people setting out for voyages being seen off by their kith and 

kin. At another place, you can see a husband welcoming his wife, whom he was meeting after a 

long break, or parents caressing children who were coming to them from abroad.  

Madhavan felt light and relieved. He had an urge for sailing. Immediately he booked a ticket 

for a steamer, Mary Ann, leaving for Calcutta at nine that night. He boarded early. But, he had 

forgotten to check the travel route of the ship or the arrival date in Calcutta. The ship turned 

out to have a long route, with too many stopovers in between. Within just two days, he was 

struck down by seasickness and a fever. After nine days, as the ship was passing the coast of 

Malabar, Madhavan stood gazing at his homeland through a telescope. The thought of his father 

and mother wrought his heart, but suddenly he thought of Indulekha, and immediately his 

heart hardened. He decided that for a long time, he did not want to set foot on the land of 

Malabar. Even if he were to die in the ship, he’d prefer that his body was thrown to the sea 

than be buried on the soil of his home country, Madhavan decided. After a long voyage of 

twenty-three days, the ship anchored at the port of Calcutta. By that time Madhavan was 

completely recovered, and he got down from the ship.  

In Calcutta, certain chance circumstances happened to bring Madhavan into the company of a 

wealthy gentleman named Babu Gobind Sen, as well his business partner, Gopinatha Banerjee. 

Impressed by Madhavan’s appearance and good manners, Gobind Sen took him home and 

insisted that he should be Sen’s guest for a few days. His brother Babu Chitra Prasad and son 

Babu Kesab Chandra Sen gave Madhavan good company.  

Babu Gobind Sen was one among the richest men of Calcutta. His mansion, named Amaravathy, 

paralleled the abode of Indra in name and appearance. Madhavan stayed there for about ten 

days.  

It was now about twenty days since Govinda Panikker and Govindankutti Menon set out in 

search of Madhavan. I have only a few words to describe their condition now. Even though 

Govindankutti Menon had set out with the overconfidence of being able to trace Madhavan 
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quickly as there were railways and posts all over India, by this time, his haughtiness had waned 

completely. He understood that a stroke of luck was also most necessary in such matters.  

Immediately on arriving in Madras, they had met Mr. Gilham, after which they set out for 

Bombay. From Bombay they went to Varanasi, but as Govinda Panikker fell ill, they had to stay 

there for ten days. Then, Govindankutti Menon felt that Madhavan might have left for England, 

and immediately they returned to Bombay, for checking the records of passengers to England 

at the port. But even after going through all the records they could not find Madhavan’s name. 

Then they doubted if Madhavan was travelling under a different name. But, in truth, 

Madhavan’s name was in the list of the passengers to Calcutta and they were checking the lists 

of passengers to England. So, how could they find him? Only if they had turned the other side 

of the ledger, Madhavan’s name would have stared at Govindankutti Panikker. Anyway, they 

decided to continue staying at Bombay itself for a few more days, as Govinda Panikker again 

fell ill.  

Meanwhile, they had already published some advertisements in newspapers for the information 

of Madhavan. But, these must have appeared while Madhavan was on his voyage to Calcutta 

and must have missed it.  
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17 

HOW MADHAVAN IS FOUND 

 

Madhavan enjoyed Gobinda Sen’s hospitality for ten days. After that, he decided to continue 

the tour of northern India, as planned earlier. Promising to visit Babu Gopinatha Banerjee who 

was away on his place of business, and Kesav Chandra Sen, Gobinda Sen’s son in Bombay, 

Madhavan started his journey. Gobind Sen took him to the railway station and they bid a 

touching farewell there. Madhavan gave his home address to his host and boarded the train.  

 

In the train, Madhavan met a smart and handsome young man who introduced himself as Shiyar 

Ali Khan, the sub judge of Allahabad. Believing all that he said about himself and taking him to 

be an honest gentleman, Madhavan accepted his offer of having refreshments from a platform 

restaurant at the next station. After making elaborate orders for food, the ‘sub judge’ 

disappeared. Soon Madhavan realised that he was cheated by a fraudster who got away with 

Madhavan’s luggage with the help of some associates. Left penniless, Madhavan ran up and 

down the platform. I will never be able to describe to my readers the extent of his nervousness 

and shock at that moment. Then he approached the station master intending to make a 

complaint, but received hardly any help. The butler from the restaurant was running after him 

demanding money for all the food ordered by the ‘sub judge,’ though Madhavan did not eat 

even a morsel out of it. As a final attempt, he sought the help of the station master again, this 

time to send a telegram. ‘To whom?’ asked the station master who was complying to the 

request half-heartedly. ‘Babu Gopinatha Banerjee,’ said Madhavan. “He’s my friend and I’m 

going to visit him.” On hearing Banerjee’s name, the station master’s demeanour changed. 

‘What ! His friend ! And, going to meet him ?” Within no time came the telegraphic reply from 

Banerjee and the station master did everything in his command to make Madhavan 

comfortable. Next day, Gopinatha Banerjee arrived and took Madhavan to his home.  

  

I had said earlier that Govindankutti Menon and Govinda Panikker were staying in Bombay 

itself. They were now toying with the idea of proceeding to Burma in search of Madhavan. One 

evening, as Govindankutti Menon was strolling near the esplanade, Babu Kesaba Chandra Sen 

happened to see him. Finding a striking similarity with Madhavan, Kesaba Chandra Sen 

approached him.  

 

Kesaba Chandra Sen: Where’re you from, Sir?  
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Govindankutti Menon: From Malabar.  

Kesaba Chandra Sen: I thought so. So, do you know one Madhavan hailing from there?  

Govindankutti Menon:  My God ! Where’s he now? He’s my close relative and had left home two 

months back. His father and I are searching for him.  

Kesab Chandra Sen explained everything to them. “I think he has already left Calcutta now, but 

I’ll inform my father immediately to get the details.” He took both of them and their retinue 

home.  

By around eight at night, Gobinda Sen’s reply telegram arrived, carrying the news that 

Madhavan would have reached Gopinatha Banerjee by this time. On contacting Banerjee, they 

got the reply that Madhavan left for Bombay and will meet Kesab Chandra Sen soon.  

Govinda Panikker and Govindankutti Menon were ecstatic with joy when they got this news.  

Meanwhile, Kesab Chandra Sen decided to throw a surprise for Madhavan. He went to the 

station alone to pick up Madhavan, instructing Panikker and Menon to wait at home and also to 

keep away from Madhavan till he summoned them. After meeting Kesab Chandra Sen, 

Madhavan recounted his experiences during the journey.  

Kesab Chandra Sen: Don’t worry about the money you lost. Now, what’re your next plans ? Any 

idea of returning to Malabar ?  

Madhavan: Not now. But tomorrow I’ll go to Madras and will come back here within eight or ten 

days.  

Kesab Chandra Sen: Then why not go to Malabar to see your father and other relatives?  

The mention of his father made Madhavan sad for a little while, but soon the other memories 

surged in and increased his determination not to set his foot on the soil of Malabar.  

Kesab Chandra Sen: Two of my friends will join us for dinner. Hope you’d be happy to meet 

them.  

Madhavan: Of course, your friends and mine also.  

As Madhavan came in for dinner, Kesab Chandra Sen pointed out Govinda Panikker and 

Govindankutti Menon to him, saying that these two are the friends he mentioned.  

It is needless to describe what followed. All of them broke into tears and embraced each other. 

Kesab Chandra Sen left them to themselves, joining them a little while for dinner.  

Govinda Panikker: Sent a telegram home, immediately. I have no idea whether that girl and his 

mother are still alive or not !  

Madhavan: Girl ? Which girl is to die of sorrow for me?  

Govindankutti Menon: Why? My niece, Indulekha ! What nonsense you’re talking and doing, 

Madhavan !  
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Madhavan could hardly believe his ears. He was stunned beyond belief. Kesab Chandra Sen 

immediately made the arrangements for the telegram to be sent. After finishing dinner, all of 

them sat together. He still could not believe what was happening.  

Madhavan: Everything feels like a tale from the Arabian Nights !  

Tears rolled down his cheeks.  

The next morning, they boarded the train to Malabar.  

  



                                                                                         INDULEKHA  

62 

 

 

 

 

19 

WHAT HAPPENED BACK HOME WHILE MADHAVAN WAS AWAY 

  

I can not help telling you a little about the grief of Indulekha after Madhavan left Madras. She 

was sad for two reasons. Firstly, she was  distressed thinking that Madhavan had failed to 

understand her properly. Secondly, she was afraid whether he would take his life. But, she 

managed to keep these fears to herself. Most often, she was seen sitting with Parvathy Amma, 

Madhavan’s mother who was equally distraught at her son’s departure. Parvathy Amma was 

fully aware of the affection between Indulekha and Madhavan and she had no doubt that both 

of them should be able to live together. Two or three days after Govinda Panikker and 

Govindankutti Menon left in search of Madhavan, Indulekha posted a servant at the railway 

station to bring any telegram from Madras immediately. One night, Parvathy Amma spoke to 

her.  

Parvathy Amma: Daughter, did you write any letter that might’ve hurt him?  

Indulekha: Never, and he knows very well that I won’t marry anyone but him.  

Parvathy Amma: Does he know that?  

Indulekha: Better than myself.  

Parvathy Amma: Then, no doubt, my son will come back safely.  

Thus, the days passed. By this time, the news of Madhavan leaving home became known all 

over the place. The talk was that Shankara Shasthrikal had spread gossip about Indulekha being 

married to Soori Namboothirippad. When Shasthrikal returned he could not step outside fearing 

the scolding of every other passerby. However, Indulekha bore no grudge towards him as she 

had already learnt the truth. Hearing of Shasthrikal’s return, Indulekha sent for him. Though 

ashamed to face her, Shasthrikal reached Indulekha’s house and described everything that 

happened to her in detail.  

Indulekha:  What was his response when you told him that I got married ?  

Shasthrikal: He had already heard the gossip, and asked me if everything he heard was true. 

When I replied yes, he was almost unconscious.  

Indulekha could not bear to hear more and started sobbing.  
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One evening, as she lay dozing on the couch, tired due to lack of sleep and stress, Indulekha 

suddenly woke up screaming, “Alas ! Alas ! My husband is stabbed by one Mussalman !”  

Everyone at home, including the aged Panchu Menon, rushed to her room and found her shaking 

all over. She had caught a raging fever also. After drinking some water, she instructed 

everyone except her mother to leave the room.  

Indulekha: Mother, I had a bad dream. While Madhavan was travelling somewhere in Bengal, a 

Mussalman stabbed him to death and looted all his possessions.  

At this point, I have to tell something to my readers. Indulekha’s bad dream had occurred 

almost at the same time as when Madhavan was cheated by the ‘sub judge.’ After Madhavan 

returned, both of them discussed the events and discovered this similarity. Dear  readers, 

please do not surmise that I support the view of dreams being portentous. I have not yet 

reached a conclusion on these metaphysical occurrences. Still, I do believe that the human 

mind has certain capacities that are not yet fully fathomed. Three or four years after this 

incident, Gopinatha Banerjee wrote to Madhavan describing how a thief arrested in connection 

with a murder, had admitted to many cases of robbery including that of Madhavan. And he had 

admitted to the police that if his trick had not worked, he would have even killed Madhavan.  

As Lakshmikutti Amma came down the steps, sobbing, Panchu Menon enquired about 

Indulekha’s lament and he was told the truths.  

Panchu Menon: My God ! Is this girl so much attached to Madhavan? Does she know about my 

oath?  

Lakshmikutti Amma: Yes, she does.  

Panchu Menon: So that must be adding to her grief. I should try to solve at least that part of 

her suffering. Please summon Kesavan Namboothiri.  

Kesavan Namboothiri appeared and Panchu Menon asked him whether any retribution could be 

made to make the oath null.  

Kesavan Namboothiri: Let’s make enquiries.  

Thus, Kesavan Namboothiri enquired some Vedic scholars about the ‘praayaschitham,’ 

(penitentiary act to compensate for the cancelling of an oath), and was told that those who 

made the oath should get all the letters of the oath carved out in pure gold which should gifted 

ceremoniously to Brahmins, followed by a feast for the Brahmins and some offerings at the 

temple.  

Accordingly, Panchu Menon made the arrangements for all these rituals. And, he told 

Indulekha, the moment Madhavan came back, he will make preparations for their wedding.  

The day when the letters of the oath were made in gold, came a man who was sent to wait for 

the telegram.  

Indulekha: Any telegram?  

Lakshmikutti Amma: Yes, the station master said it carried happy news.  
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Indulekha read the telegram aloud, “Met Madhavan. He’s fine. We’re starting tomorrow. – from 

Bombay.”  

Waves of joy spread through the whole household. And, nothing to tell of Indulekha’s happiness 

!  

Panchu Menon: (to Kesavan Namboothiri) See, this is the power of my penance !  

Kesavan Namboothiri: No doubt ! Everything is the result of the blessings of God and the 

Brahmins !  
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20 

THE END 

 

Govinda Panikker, Madhavan and Govindankutti Menon arrived in Madras from Bombay. 

Madhavan met Mr. Gilham and informed him about the events, who in turn laughed out at the 

turn of incidents. He informed Madhavan that soon, the gazette notification on Madhavan being 

selected for the Civil Service would be published. Soon, three of them left for Malabar, 

reaching home the next day. I need not tell you about Indulekha’s joy on hearing about his 

arrival.  

Immediately on arrival, Madhavan met his mother and learnt all the news, including uncle 

revoking his oath. After meeting his uncle, Madhavan arrived at Indulekha’s room. Lakshmikutti 

Amma, with a smile, informed Indulekha of his arrival and went downstairs.  

Indulekha: (from the room) Please come inside. I can’t walk up to there.  

Madhavan stepped in and saw Indulekha who was in sick bed. Tears rolling down his cheeks, the 

two of them spent a lot of time together, exchanging the news during Madhavan’s absence.   

On the seventh day of his arrival, Madhavan made Indulekha his life mate in a ‘swayamvara.’ I 

do not hesitate to use the word, ‘swayamvara,’ since it was truly a ‘swayamvara,’ where the 

bride and groom discover each other. Panchu Menon offered a grand feast for the Brahmins. 

The same day, they received a gift hamper from Gobind Sen, containing many rare and 

precious gift items. On seeing all this, Indulekha rejoiced much. Barely a month after the 

wedding, Madhavan got the order informing of him getting selected for the Civil Services. Soon, 

Indulekha, Madhavan and Madhavan’s parents shifted to Madras and lived there happily ever 

after. Thus, this story comes to a conclusion here.  
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