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The Story of Muhammad Din

Rudyard Kipling

This is a very touching and sad story about a little child, who is
full of life and whose endearing ways win him many friends,
He keeps himself busy with various kinds of games and finds
happiness in ordinary things. But his life is cut short by an
iliness and his loss is felt even by the narrator who is a white
man and who has himself shown kindness in many different
Wavs. |

Behind this simple narrative, one can see the colonial situa-
tion in the relationship between the master and the servants.
The relationship is clearly demarcated by fear and authority. It

is only the little child who is able to cross it in some measure.
He is a little ‘man’.

Who is the happy man? He that sees in his own house at
home, little children crowned with dust, leaping and fall-
ing and crying. S

—Munichandra, translated by Professor Peterson

The polo-ball was an old one, scarred, chipped, and dinted. It
stood on the mantelpiece among the pipe-stems which Imam
Din, khitmatgar, was cleaning for me.

‘Does the Heaven-born want this pall?” said Imam Din,
defcrentially.

The Heaven-born set no particular store by it; but of what
use was a polo-ball to a khitmatgar?

‘By Your Honour's favour, I have a little son. He has seen
this ball, and desires it to play with. I do not want it for myself.

No one would for an instant accuse portly old Imam Din, of
wanting to play with polo-balls. He, carried out the battered
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"This boy,” said Imam Din, judicially, ‘is a budmash—, big
budmash. He will, without doubt, go to the jail-khana for his
behaviour.” Renewed yells from the penitent and an elaborate
apology to myself from Imam Din.

Tell the baby;’ I said, ‘that the Sahip IS not angry, and take
him away.” Imam Din conveyed my forgiveness to the offender,
who had now gathered all his shirt round his neck, stringwise,
and the yell subsided into a sob. The two set off for the door
Lhéscgfnfzeziss:/;d ;mam Din, as though the name were part of
present dyr 1hammad Din, and he is a budmash.’ Freed from
arms, and Sfifir’ :\1\? };ar?]m_ad Din turned round in his father ;
Din, Tahip, butg] an‘:‘ Y, It1s true that my name is Muhamma

From that day dateréOt y budm“fh, [ am a man! Din

CVEr again did he c my vauamt.ance with Muhammad u-.
tral groung of the ome into my dining room, but on the ne
£ 48, though oy, c 8arden, we greeted each other with m“?l},

cawersation was confined to ‘Tulaam, ok

fI'Om hlS .
Side, ang ‘Salaam, Muhammad Din’ from mine. Daily



The Story of Muhammad Din 3

on my return from office, the little white shirt and the fat little
body used to rise from the shade of the creeper-covered trellis
where they had been hidden; and daily I checked my horse here
that my salutation might not be slurred over or given unseemlyf

Muhammad Din never had any companions. He used to trot
about the compound, in and out of the castor-oil bushes, on
mysterious errands of his own. One day I stumbled upon some
of his handiwork far down the grounds. He had half buried the
polo-ball in dust, and stuck six shrivelled old marigold flowers
in a circle round it. Outside that circle again was a rude square,
traced out in bits of red brick alternating with fragments of bro-
ken china; the whole bounded by a little bank of dust. The
waterman from the well-curb put in a plea for the small architect,
saying that it was only the play of a baby and did not much
disfigure my garden.

Heaven knows that I had no intention of touching the child’s
work then or later; but, that evening, a stroll through the gar-
den brought me unawares full on it; so that I trampled, before I
knew, marigold-heads, dust-bank,and fragments of broken soap-
dish into confusion past all hope of mending. Next morning, 1
came upon Muhammad Din crying softly to himself over the
ruin I had wrought. Someone had cruelly told him that the Sahib
was very angry with him for spoiling the garden, and had scat-
tered his rubbish, using bad language the while. Muhammad
Din laboured for an hour at effacing every trace of the dust-
bank and pottery fragments, and it was with a tearful and apolo-
getic face that he said, ‘Talaam, Tahib,’ when I came home from
office. A hasty inquiry resulted in Imam Din informing

Muhammad Din that, by my singular favour, he was permitted
to disport himself as he pleased. Whereat the child took heart

and fell to tracing the groundplan of an edifice which was to
eclipse the marigold polo-ball creation. _
For some months, the chubby little eccentricity revolved 1n

his humble orbit among the castor-oil bushes and in the dust;
stale flowers thrown

always fashioning magnificent palaces from ' |
away by the bearer, smooth water-worn pebbles, bits of broken
glass, and feathers pulled, I fancy, from my fowls—always alone,
and always crooning to himself. last
A gaily spotted seashell was dropped one day close to the las

of his little buildings; and I looked that Muhammad Din should
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. Glossary
scarred—full of marks
chipped—broken
dinted—dented
deferentially—with respect
hurricane—storm
portly—bulky
crooning—humming, singing
admonishing—warning, scolding
judicially—with great wisdom; impartially like a judge
penitent—repentant
trellis—wooden structure ma
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