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"Premchand Short Story"

"Bank's Insolvency"

In the office of Lucknow National Bank, Lala Saidas was sitting on the chair & seeing the prices of shares & thinking from where will the dividends be given to the shareholders this time. Of purchasing shares of tea, coal of jute or doing betting of silver, gold or cotton, he willed sometime but couldn't decide anything off the fear of loss. In the deal of grains this time, there had been much loss, for the consolation of the shareholders, he had to show imagined an bureau of loss & profit.

But it's impossible to keep the money idle. It was necessary to invest it somewhere or the other in 1 or 2 days. Because the quarterly meeting of the Directors was due in a week. If nothing would be decided in that still, nothing would happen again in the next 3 months & the time of the biannual division of profits again that same fake action will have to be taken bearing which again & again was difficult for the bank. After remaining in this confusion for a long time, Saidas pressed the bell. On this, a Bengali officer from another room of the adjacent peeped in.

Saidas - "Write a letter to the Taaza steel company to send their fresh balance sheet."


Officers - "Those people don't need money. They don't reply the letter."

Saidas – "OK, write to the Nagpur Indigenous Mill."

Officer - "Its business is not good. Here recently only, its labourers had done strike. It had remained shut for 2 months."

Saidas - "Write somewhere. Is the entire world filled with only cheats."

Officer – "Sir, for writing, I will write everywhere, but just writing doesn't do any thing."

Lala Saidas had become the MD of the bank on the basis of his family prestige & dignity. But he was unfamiliar with the practical things. This Bengali officer only was his advisor & he had no faith on any company or factory. Due to his mistrust only, the bank's money couldn't step out of the trunk last year. & Now that same trend was seeming coming again. Saidas wasn't seeing any wayout of saving it from this difficulty. Nor he had so much courage that he could touch into any business on his own. In the condition of restlessness, he had just got up & started walking in the room that the gatekeeper came & informed that the queen of Barhal has come.

Lala Saidas got surprised. The queen of Barhal had been in Lucknow since 3-4 days, & everyone was talking of her only. Someone was impressed by her costumes, someone by her beauty, someone by her free attitude. So much so, that even her slaves & guards were subjects of their discussion. On the gate of the Royal Hotel there was queue of spectators. Many lusty, aimless people had visited her disguising as perfume-fashioners, alcohol or tobacco chewers. From wherever the cart of the queen passed, mobs of viewers assembled. What an honour it was. Such an Iraqi group would seldom ever come out from any king of rich's house leaving Your Honour. & What a decoration. Such white people aren't seen here also. The riches of here eat deer, birds & God knows what what but no one had any glow or light on his face. These people we don't know what they eat & water of which well they drink, that they all look red like apples. All this is impact of the climate.

Barhal was a province in the British Rule near Nepal in the north direction. Although, the pubilc considered it very rich but the income of that province in reality just around 2 lakh. Yes, the geographical area was very wide. A lot of the land was very infertile & barren. The settled part was also hilly & remote. The land was priced very cheap.

Lala Saidas took out silken suit immediately from the almira & wore it & came down on the desk very proudly. As if the coming of kings & queens here was some ordinary thing. The clerks of the officer also got alert. In the entire bank, the turbulence of silence spread. The gatekeeper held his hat. The guard took off his sword & stood at his position. The sweet sleep of the fan waver also broke & the Bengali officer came out of the officer to welcome the queen.

Saidas set up the outer prestige, but the inside was disturbed with hope & fear. This was the first instance of meeting a queen. He feared that the work might not be achieved. The temper of the rich remains at the sky cloud. I might miss somewhere in talking. He was feeling some weakness in himself at this time. He was unaware of the royal rules. How should they be treated, which things should be kept in mind while talking to them. How much politeness is essential to protect their dignity, with questions like these he was in confusion, & wanted that this test should be got rid of some how. With the traders, ordinary landholders or riches, he behaved with roughness & cleanliness & with the educated gentleness with decency & etiquettes. At those times he didn't need any special idea, but he was feeling much difficulty at this time, like some Lankan had reached Tibbet, of where he isn't familiar with ways & things.

Suddenly his eyes fell on the clock. It was 4 of the afternoon, but the clock was still immersed in the sleep of the afternoon. The needle of date had beaten even time in the race. He got up immediately that he would correct the clock, but then only the queen entered the room. Saidas left the clock & went to the queen to greet her. He couldn't decide whether he should shake hands with her or bow to greet. The queen freed him of confusion herself by extending her hand.

When they sat on the chairs, the secretary of the queen started the talks of practise. After narrating the old glory of Barhal, he recited those progresses, which had happened with the efforts of the queen. At this time, a fund of Rs. 10,00,000 was required to take out a branch of canals. But, she preferred dealing with an Indian bank only. Now this decision was in the hands of the National Bank whether it wanted to take advantage of this opportunity or not.

Bengali officer - "We can give the money, but can't do any thing without seeing the papers."


Secretary - "Do you want any mortgage?"


Saidas said with generosity – "Mr., for mortgage, just your commitment is sufficient."

Bengali officer – "Do you have any record of the state?"

Lala Saidas didn't like this worldly behaviour of his head clerk. He was at this time drunk in the passion or generosity. The queen's face only was a full commitment. Talking of papers & records in front of her seemed like shopkeeperness which smelled of mistrust.

In front of women, we become apostles of dignity & hesitation. Saidas said looking with cruel & strict eyes towards the Bengali officer - "The papers aren't required at all. We should just have faith."

Bengali officer - "The Directors will never agree."

Saidas - "I don't care for this, I can give the money on personal guarantee."

The queen looked towards Saidas with thankful eyes, she had mild smile on her face.

But the Directors preferred to see the account / records, & this job was assigned to Lala Saidas only because no one in the office had time for this that he would have investigated an entire officer. Saidas followed the instruction. For 3-4 days, he kept probing the records. Then he wrote report according to his satisfaction. The deal was finalised. The document's written, the money's given, 9% p.a. was fixed the interest.

Till 3 years the bank's business flourished much. Every 6 month, without any reminder or notification bag of Rs. 35,000 reached the office. Traders were given interest @ 5% p.a. & the shareholders @ 7% p.a.

Every one was happy with Saidas, all appreciated his presence of mind. So much so, that even the Bengali officer became his fan. Saidas used to say to him – "Trust has neither disappeared from the world, nor it will. Trusting on truth is every man's duty. The person whose soul has lost trust, he should be considered a dead. He feels I am surrounded by enemies from all sides. Even the biggest of saints appear wolfs to him. The truest of patriots appear hungry of fame in his eyes. The world appears full of fraud & deceit to him. So much so that even the faith of God vanishes from his heart. It is a saying of a famous philosopher that unless you have clear proof against a person, you should consider him innocent. The current governance system is based on this principle only. & Hatred shouldn't be done with any one at all. I don't say that there isn't fraud & deceit in this world, but the resolution of it isn't with mistrust, but with the knowledge of human character. I don't claim this, but I have belief that I indentify the people by their outer conducts. Howmuchever any one changes guise, does fabrication, but can't escape my inner eyes. This should also be remembered that trust breeds trust & mistrust breeds mistrust."

Bengali officer had no reply to these philosophical arguements.

It was the 1st date of 4th year. Lala Saidas was waiting for the postman sitting in the office. Today 35,000 will come from Barhal. Now his intention was that some objects of decoration should also be purchased. Till now there was no telephone in the bank. Order of that also was placed. The glow of hope was radiating from the face. He said jokingly to Bengali officer - "On this date, my hands start itching. Today also, the palm is itching." Sometime he said to the clerk - "O Mr., think of some gift. Is only interest coming or some present / thanks also for the officers?" The hope perhaps impacts the place also. The bank also appeared open today.

The postman came on time. Saidas looked negligently towards him. He took out many registeries from his bag. Saidas glanced the envelopes with flowing view. There was no envelop of Barhal. Neither insurance, nor that stamp, nor that writing. Some disappointment was felt. He wished to ask the postman whether some registry has got lost somewhere, but such impatience was improper in front of the office clerks. But when the postman started leaving, he couldn't sustain. He asked – "Has any envelop of insurance got lost? It should have come today." The postman said – "Sir, can such fault happen? Mistake can happen in some other place, but not in your work."

Saidas got disappointment. As if water is spilled on raw colour. When the postman went, he asked Bengali officer – "Why this delay? It never happened like this."

Bengali officer replied indifferently – "It must've got delayed due to some reason. There's nothing to worry."

Disappointment makes the impossible possible. Saidas at this time remembered that the money might be coming through parcel also. It's possible the parcel of 3,000 coins might have been made. Although he couldn't dare to express this to others, but he kept hoping till the postman had gone back. Finally, in the evening, in the condition of restlessness he got up. Now there's wait for letter of telegram. A few times he got up frustrated, & thought that he should write a reprimanding letter & tell clearly that not keeping the promise in the matter of money is betrayal. The delay of even a day can be fatal for the bank. This will ensure this that that opportunity of complaint won't come in the future. But he stopped thinking something.

The evening dusked, many friends came. Talks started. Soon the postman came with the evening post. Usually, he earlier opened the newspapers earlier, but opened the letters first today. But there was no mail of Barhal. Then he opened an evening newspaper steaming out. Reading the title of the first mail only his blood froze. It's written – "Yesterday evening Barhal's queen passed away after illness of 3 days."

After this, it was written in a brief note – "The untimely death of the Barhal queen isn't just a sad news for the politics, but also the entire state. Even the biggest of doctors hadn't been able to catch the aiment yet, that the death finished its job. The queen was always concerned about the state's progress. The developments that have happened in the state in even her short term, they'll be remembered for ever. Although it was a known fact that the state will go into the hands of someone else after her, still this never obstructed her beauty path. According to the rule, she didn't have power to take loan on state's mortgage. But for the welfare of the state she had to violate this rule many times. We have belief that if she had stayed alive for even sometime more, she would have made the state debt free. But this untimely death has pushed the matter in others' courts. It should be seen what happens to be the result of these debts. We have found from trustable sources that the new king, who is in Lucknow these days, has refused to pay the debts with consultation of his lawyers. We have fear that this decision will instigate heavy turbulence in the trader community & many riches will get this teaching how destructive the greed of interest is."

Lala Saidas kept the newspaper on the desk & looked towards the sky, which is the ultimate shelter of disappointment. The other friends also read this news. Debate started on these questions. Saidas started receiving bullets from all sides. All the blame was put on his head & his efficiency & competence of eternity got dusted down. The bank was incapable of bearing such a big loss. Now this idea was presented how its provinces could be saved.

Immediately on this report spreading in the city, people got desperate to take their money back. From morning to evening, the creditors remained queued up. Those people whose account was current, they were soon cleared. It was the result of that newspaper's article only that the bank's prestige was destroyed. If they had acted with patience, the bank would have saved. But which boat can stay in storm & cyclone. In the end the cashier dumped the treasure. So many blood streams of the veins came out that it became lifeless.
