SARAN


Saran, a well-known dice player, was a resident of the city of Avanti. The game of dice was, so to say, a passion with him, and in this, he squandered his all.  He was now literally starving, and yet he could not start any business for want of capital, so he turned into a house-breaker.  One day, he reached the house of a merchant where the father and the son were talking, as follows:


Father: “I want to store ten thousand gold coins in some safe place to be used in case of unforeseen contingencies.”


Son: “It is a laudable idea, Sir, but what will be the safe place for this ?”


Father: “I think the cremation ground.”


Saran at once transferred himself to the cremation ground, and, attired like a monk, he controlled his breathing and lay like a corpse in one corner.


Meanwhile, the merchant and his son came there. The merchant asked his son to check around carefully, for he knew that if anybody was in hiding in the neighborhood, his whole plan would fall through. In fulfilling his assignment, the son carefully searched the entire neighborhood but found no living person anywhere, only a corpse.  He checked him carefully, touched him, turned him, but found no trace of life, though the body bore no mark of any wound. The son came back and apprised his father. The merchant said at once,  “Maybe he is an expert cheat. You go again and examine him once more.”


The son returned and examined the body again, this time more carefully than before, but found nothing to alter his previous finding. Then he held his leg and dragged him to some distance.  Saran bore everything with patience and did not give up control of his breathing.  The son came back and reported to the father. The father said,  “Surely this fellow is a class one rogue. He has carefully spread his trap to cheat us. We need to be very careful about him. So go again, my son, and cut his nose and ears this time. If he is alive, he will give a shriek. If he does nothing, then we shall be fully assured.”


The son did as instructed, but Saran bore even the cut and did neither move nor shriek. Now, the merchant had no doubt that it was a corpse and not a living being. So the father and the son dug a ditch, buried the treasure, and returned home.


After they had left, Saran did his own job.  He dug out the entire treasure and brought it home.


Days passed. One day, the merchant sent his son to check if the treasure was intact. But the son discovered only an empty ditch.  Very much depressed, he came back home and reported. The merchant said,  “Surely, that one was a cheat and not a dead man.  He had very effectively spread the trap to rob us. He must be a very strong fellow that he patiently bore the physical pain of the nose-cut and the ear-cut. Now, in the city, we must be on the lookout for a man who is without a nose and ears.  That will be the easy way to detect the thief.”


In a few days, the merchant caught the man he was looking for.  He held him by the hand, took him aside, and said,  “You must be a great man. Such a daring act is not possible for an ordinary mortal. I know, man, how you lost your nose and ears.”


The man was neither ashamed nor alarmed, nor did he strive to hide anything.  In a very normal tone, he retorted,  “Sir, no pain is high enough to acquire a treasure.”


“Worthy hero ! May I make you a request ? Whatever still remains unspent or unsquandered, you should restore to me. I shall properly reward you.”


“You may take the whole of it, but let it not reach the king’s ears.”


The merchant rewarded the thief and reacquired whatever portion of his treasure was still there.


