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The caves are readily described. A tunnel eight feet long, five feet high, three feet wide,
leads to a circular chamber about twenty feet in diameter. This arrangement occurs again andagain throughout the group of hills, and this is all, this is a Marabar Cave. Having seen one such cave, having seen two, having seen three, four, fourteen, twenty-four, the visitor returns to Chandrapore uncertain whether he has had an interesting experience or a dull one or any experienceat all. He finds it difficult to discuss the caves, or to keep them apart in his mind, for the pattern never varies, and no carving, not even a bees'-nest or a bat distinguishes one from another.
Nothing, nothing attaches to them, and their reputation--for they have one--does not depend
upon human speech. It is as if the surrounding plain or the passing birds have taken upon
themselves to exclaim "extraordinary," and the word has taken root in the air, and been inhaled
by mankind.
They are dark caves. Even when they open towards the sun, very little light penetrates
down the entrance tunnel into the circular chamber. There is little to see, and no eye to see it,
until the visitor arrives for his five minutes, and strikes a match. Immediately another flame
rises in the depths of the rock and moves towards the surface like an imprisoned spirit: the
walls of the circular chamber have been most marvellously polished. The two flames approach
and strive to unite, but cannot, because one of them breathes air, the other stone. A mirror inlaidwith lovely colours divides the lovers, delicate stars of pink and grey interpose, exquisite
nebulae, shadings fainter than the tail of a comet or the midday moon, all the evanescent life of
the granite, only here visible. Fists and fingers thrust above the advancing soil--here at last is
their skin, finer than any covering acquired by the animals, smoother than windless water, more

The caves are not very wide. It is 5 feet high- as the height of a human being. They are numerous, not differentiable. It causes confusion. There are many things of the same kind. They do not offer any interesting enjoyment, or any sense of beauty or anything extraordinary. After visiting them, one cannot decide whether his experience is dull or interesting.  There is only very little light. There is little to see. There are two flames of light. The two flames approach and strive to unite but they cannot because of essential differences in them. one is a real flame that will die out without air, the other flame is a reflection and it is made on stone. They are identical- similar but they cannot meet. There are essential differences in their nature.  This can be caught as an example of the main theme- the theme of separation and the theme of personal relations.  
One of them is rumoured within the boulder that swings on the summit of the highest of the hills; a bubble-shaped cave that has neither ceiling nor floor, and mirrors its own darkness in every direction infinitely. If the boulder falls and smashes, the cave will smash too--empty as an Easter egg. The boulder because of its hollowness sways in the wind, and even moves when a crow perches upon it: hence its name and the name of its stupendous pedestal: the Kawa Dol.

CHAPTER XIII
These hills look romantic in certain lights and at suitable distances, and seen of an evening
from the upper verandah of the club they caused Miss Quested to say conversationally to Miss
Derek that she should like to have gone, that Dr. Aziz at Mr. Fielding's had said he would arrange something, and that Indians seem rather forgetful. She was overheard by the servant who offered them vermouths. This servant understood English. And he was not exactly a spy, but he kept his ears open, and Mahmoud Ali did not exactly bribe him, but did encourage him to come and squat with his own servants, and would happen to stroll their way when he wasthere. As the story travelled, it accreted emotion and Aziz learnt with horror that the ladies were deeply offended with him, and had expected an invitation daily. He thought his facile remarkhad been forgotten. 

This is an essential difference Forster brings as a difference between Indian and the British culture.  Indians overhear and inform others. Adela still looks forward to the trip to the Caves. 
In a conversation with Nancy Derek, Adela happens to mention that she is
disappointed that Dr. Aziz hasn't followed through on his invitation to the caves. This
is heard by a servant and intensified until, when it finally comes to Aziz's ears, he is
led to believe that the ladies are deeply offended. 
Life in the Indian community seems to be largely driven by gossip. The servants to the
British are expert spies, and once they have a tidbit, it is blown out of proportion until
it frequently creates crises. The invitation to the tea party is an example of this.
He began by securing Fielding and old Godbole, and then commissioned Fielding to approach Mrs.. Moore and Miss Quested when they were alone--by this device Ronny, their official protector, could be circumvented. Fielding didn't like the job much; he was busy, caves bored him, he foresaw friction and expense, but he would not refuse the first favour his friend had asked from him, and did as required

Aziz predicts- foresees that this trip will bring unpleasant experience. 

The ladies accepted. It was a little inconvenient in the present press of their engagements,
still, they hoped to manage it after consulting Mr. Heaslop. Consulted, Ronny raised no
objection, provided Fielding undertook full responsibility for their comfort. He was not enthusiastic about the picnic, but, then, no more were the ladies--no one was enthusiastic, yet it took place.

He is horrified, so he enlists Fielding to invite them to tea at the caves. Professor Godbole will also be invited. Ronny is not enthusiastic about it; in fact, now no one is enthusiastic about it, not even Adela. It refers to the idea that life is not always interesting. Most of it is boring. Things happen which we do not wish to happen. 
 Aziz was terribly worried. It was not a long expedition--a train left Chandrapore just before
dawn, another would bring them back for tiffin--but he was only a little official still, and feared to acquit himself dishonourably. He had to ask Major Callendar for half a day's leave, and be refused because of his recent malingering; despair; renewed approach of Major Callendar through Fielding, and contemptuous snarling permission. He had to borrow cutlery from Mahmoud Ali without inviting him. Then there was the question of alcohol; Mr. Fielding, and perhaps the ladies, were drinkers, so must he provide whisky-sodas and ports? There was the problem of transport from the wayside station of Marabar to the caves.

Aziz asks for half a day leave from his boss. He asks Fielding to approach. His boss gave him the permission but with contempt. 
The party is planned. Preparations are complicated, what with arranging transportation and managing all the food restrictions of a Brahman, a Muslim, and the ladies. He has arranged for many servants to accompany them. They are to leave very early in the morning, long before daylight. There are some problems that have faced him. First, he has to borrow spoons and forks from Mahmoud Ali without inviting him. This was another trouble. 
There was the problem of Professor Godbole and his food, and of Professor Godbole and other people's food--two problems, not one problem. The Professor was not a very strict Hindu--he would take tea, fruit, sodawater and sweets, whoever cooked them, and vegetables and rice if cooked by a Brahman; but not meat, not cakes lest they contained eggs, and he would not allow anyone else to eat beef:a slice of beef upon a distant plate would wreck his happiness. Other people might eat mutton,
they might eat ham. But over ham Aziz' own religion raised its voice: he did not fancy other
people eating ham. Trouble after trouble encountered him, because he had challenged the spiritof the Indian earth, which tries to keep men in compartments.
At last the moment arrived.

He is inviting people with different tastes in eating and drinking together. He wants to please all their tastes. Godbole does not eat meat and object others eating it. Ham is not allowed in his religion. 
He is trying to invite people from different cultures, different temperaments, and different nature. The Indian soil is hostile to such a union. India is versified. There are so many races, people belonging to different religions, different nations who live there. The only possible way to live there possibly is that they should not mix. Aziz is going against the nature of the Indians. This trip is trying to collect people of three different races together. So, trouble starts appearing even before it starts. The Indian earth is trying to keep them in spate rooms- aloof from each other. 
His friends thought him most unwise to mix himself up with English ladies, and warned him to take every precaution against unpunctuality. Consequently he spent the previous night at the station. The servants were huddled on the platform, enjoined not to stray. He himself walked up and down with old Mohammed Latif, who was to act as major-domo. He felt insecure and also unreal. A car drove up, and he hoped Fielding would get out of it, to lend him solidity. But it
contained Mrs. Moore, Miss Quested, and their Goanese servant. He rushed to meet them, suddenly happy. "But you've come, after all. Oh, how very very kind of you!" he cried. "This is the happiest moment in all my life."
The ladies were civil. It was not the

He was worried to miss the train. He spent the night with servants and the luggage at the station to catch the train early in the morning . He expected them to arrive with Fielding. The women arrive unaccompanied by Fielding, which distresses Aziz; however, the women treat him with kindness, and he is touched. Ronny has sent his own servant with the women, but they don't like him and send him away.  Aziz already arranged servants for the ladies. There was no need for more servants. Adela asks the servant to go back but he said that his master Ronny asked him to stay close to them. They bribe him to go. It will be taken as an evidence against Aziz in the court. 
The ladies were civil. It was not the happiest moment in their lives, still, they looked forward
to enjoying themselves as soon as the bother of the early start was over. They had not seen
him since the expedition was arranged, and they thanked him adequately.


He was getting nervous again, for it was ten minutes to the time. Still, Fielding was an Englishman,and they never do miss trains, and Godbole was a Hindu and did not count, and,soothed by this logic, he grew calmer as the hour of departure approached. Mohammed Latif had bribed Antony not to come. They walked up and down the platform, talking usefully. They agreed that they had overdone the servants, and must leave two or three behind at Marabarstation.

As an English man, Fielding is very punctual. He never do miss the train. If Godbole misses the train, it is not important. 
Three will be Europeans, one a Hindu, which must not be forgotten. Every attention must be paid to Professor Godbole, lest he feel that he is inferior to my other guests."
"I will discuss philosophy with him."
 He is very careful to be jealous and attentive for everybody. 
The train came. There are certain carriages where ladies have to sit. 
This is the
happiest moment in all my life."
The ladies were civil. It was not the happiest moment in their lives, still, they looked forward to enjoying themselves as soon as the bother of the early start was over. They had not seen him since the expedition was arranged, and they thanked him adequately.

"Merciful God!" cried Mohammed Latif. He flung himself at the train, and leapt on to the
footboard of a carriage. Aziz did likewise. It was an easy feat, for a branch-line train is slow to
assume special airs. "We're monkeys, don't worry," he called, hanging on to a bar and laughing.
Then he howled, "Mr. Fielding! Mr. Fielding!"
There were Fielding and old Godbole, held up at the level-crossing. Appalling catastrophe!

The gates had been closed earlier than usual. They leapt from their tonga; they gesticulated,
but what was the good. So near and yet so far! As the train joggled past over the points, there
was time for agonized words.
"Bad, bad, you have destroyed me."
"Godbole's pujah did it," cried the Englishman.
The Brahman lowered his eyes, ashamed of religion. For it was so: he had miscalculated thelength of a prayer.
"Jump on, I must have you," screamed Aziz, beside himself.
"Right, give a hand."
"He's not to, he'll kill himself," Mrs. Moore protested. He jumped, he failed, missed his
friend's hand, and fell back on to the line.."

Mrs. Moore, Miss Quested, our expedition is a ruin." He swung himself along the footboard,
almost in tears.
"Get in, get in; you'll kill yourself as well as Mr. Fielding. I see no ruin."
"How is that? Oh, explain to me!" he said piteously, like a child.
"We shall be all Moslems together now, as you promised."
She was perfect as always, his dear Mrs. Moore. All the love for her he had felt at the
mosque welled up again, the fresher for forgetfulness. There was nothing he would not do for
her. He would die to make her happy.
"Get in, Dr. Aziz, you make us giddy," the other lady called. "If they're so foolish as to miss
the train, that's their loss, not ours."
"I am to blame. I am the host."
"Nonsense, go to your carriage. We're going to have a delightful time without them."
Not perfect like Mrs. Moore, but very sincere and kind. Wonderful ladies, both of them, and
for one precious morning his guests. He felt important and competent. Fielding was a losspersonally,being a friend, increasingly dear, yet if Fielding had come, he himself would have remained in leading-strings. "Indians are incapable of responsibility," said the officials, and Hamidullah sometimes said so too. He would show those pessimists that they were wrong.

The train is ready to leave and Fielding and Godbole are held up at the level−crossing, so they have to leave without them. They missed the train.  Aziz is distressed, but Mrs. Moore soothes him. Adela joins in, so they are off. 
Aziz heard his officer many times saying that the Indians are incapable of responsibility. They cannot fulfill the responsibility. It is a challenge for him . he wants to show them how he can fulfill his responsibility. 
"Mohammed Latif, by the way, what is in these caves, brother? Why are we all going to see
them?"
Such a question was beyond the poor relative's scope. He could only reply that God and the
local villagers knew, and that the latter would gladly act as guides.

Aziz asks Mohammed Latif, a relative and servant of his, "by the way, what is in these caves? Why are we all going to see them?" Mohammed is unable to answer, but assures Aziz that the local villagers will act as guides.
When Aziz asks what is in the caves, Forster is foreshadowing the disaster to come. Aziz's lack of experience with and knowledge of the caves contributes to the unfortunate outcome.
CHAPTER XIV
Most of life is so dull that there is nothing to be said about it, and the books and talk that
would describe it as interesting are obliged to exaggerate, in the hope of justifying their own existence. Inside its cocoon of work or social obligation, the human spirit slumbers for the mostpart, registering the distinction between pleasure and pain, but not nearly as alert as we pretend.

When books say that life is interesting, books exaggerates. Our happiness is not that great and our sorrows are not such  distressful. They are less than what we show. We always exaggerate in showing or happiness and our sorrows. 

There are periods in the most thrilling day during which nothing happens, and though we
continue to exclaim, "I do enjoy myself," or, " I am horrified," we are insincere. " As far as I feel
anything, it is enjoyment, horror "--it's no more than that really, and a perfectly adjusted organismwould be silent.

Adela and Mrs. Moore are talking to each other about their plans after the marriage. 
Adela criticizes other English ladies when it is summer, they leave their husbands alone and go back to England- to live in cold areas then they complain that they are not in touch
Mrs. Moore and Adela have long since lost their excitement and curiosity about seeing
India, but they are amused that Mahmoud Ali's butler manages to serve them tea and poached eggs on the train.
Adela discusses the plans for the wedding as they travel, but Mrs. Moore is not feeling well and falls asleep. 
The train crossed a nullah. "Pomper, pomper, pomper," was the sound that the wheels made as
they trundled over the bridge, moving very slowly. A hundred yards on came a second nullah,
then a third, suggesting the neighbourhood of higher ground. "Perhaps this is mine; anyhow,
the road runs parallel with the railway."


When she awoke, Adela had ceased to plan,
and leant out of a window, saying, "They're rather wonderful."
Astonishing even from the rise of the civil station, here the Marabar were gods to whom
earth is a ghost. Kawa Do! was nearest
"I'ld not have missed this for anything," said the girl, exaggerating her enthusiasm. "Look,
the sun's rising-- this'll be absolutely magnificent--come quickly--look. I wouldn't have missed
this for anything. We should never have seen it if we'd stuck to the Turtons and their eternal
elephants."

Dr. Aziz, what's happened to your hills? The train has forgotten to stop."
"Perhaps it is a circular train and goes back to Chandrapore without a break. Who knows!"

Having wandered off into the plain for a mile, the train slowed up against an elephant.
There was a platform too, but it shrivelled into insignificance. An elephant, waving her painted
forehead at the morn! "Oh, what a surprise!" called the ladies politely. Aziz said nothing, but he
nearly burst with pride and relief. The elephant was the one grand feature of the picnic, and
God alone knew what he had gone through to obtain her


When daylight dawns, they can see the Marabar. Aziz comes and wishes them good morning and advises them to put on their topis (insulated helmet−like hats worn especially for protection from the sun). He has arranged for an elephant to take them to the picnic spot near the caves. He has everything planned−an hour to get there, two hours for the caves, and an hour to get back. He tells them that they will be back in time for their tiffin, their midday meal.
That an elephant should depend from so long and so slender a string filled Aziz with content, and with humorous appreciation of the East, where the friends of friends are a reality, where everything gets done sometime, and sooner or later every one gets his share of happiness. 

"It takes an hour to get there, an hour to get back, and two hours for the caves, which we
will call three," said Aziz, smiling charmingly. There was suddenly something regal about him.
"The train back is at eleventhirty, and you will be sitting down to your tiffin in Chandrapore with
Mr. Heaslop at exactly your usual hour, namely, one-fifteen. I know everything about you. Four
hours—quit a small expedition--and an hour extra for misfortunes, which occur somewhat frequently among my people. My idea is to plan everything without consulting you; but you, Mrs.
Moore, or Miss Quested, you are at any moment to make alterations if you wish, even if it
means giving up the caves.

   It is the technique of foreshadowing. He tries to calculate the time needed to complete this expedition.  
Everything seemed cut off at its root, andtherefore infected with illusion. For instance, there were some mounds by the edge of the track,
low, serrated, and touched with whitewash. What were these mounds--graves, breasts of the
goddess Parvati? The villagers beneath gave both replies. Again, there was a confusion about a
snake which was never cleared up. Miss Quested saw a thin, dark object reared on end at the
farther side of a watercourse, and said, "A snake!" The villagers agreed, and Aziz explained:
yes, a black cobra, very venomous, who had reared himself up to watch the passing of the elephant.But when she looked through Ronny's fieldglasses, she found it wasn't a snake, but the withered and twisted stump of a toddy-palm. So she said, "It isn't a snake." The villagerscontradicted her. She had put the word into their minds, and they refused to abandon it. Aziz admitted that it looked like a tree through the glasses, but insisted that it was a black cobra really, and improvised some rubbish about protective mimicry. Nothing was explained, 

it tells us that things are not clear in India. It is fusion, mystery, muddle, illusion.  There is nothing that is clear cut as reality. There is always illusion mixed to it. There is possibility of different interpretations. She put the idea into their minds- that she saw a snake. They refused to abandon this idea. This shows the incapacity to judge logically. She admitted that it looked like a tree through the field glasses.  Aziz says that it looks as a tree but he insists that it is a snake. 
the first of the caves. Three hills encircled the tray. Two of them pumped
out heat busily, but the third was in shadow, and here they camped.
"A horrid, stuffy place really," murmured Mrs. Moore to herself.
It is a stuffy place. Mrs. Moore did not like it. 
"This breakfast? Did you think I should treat you so strangely?" He had been warned that
English people never stop eating, and that he had better nourish them every two hours until asolid meal was ready.
"How very well it is all arranged."
"How quick your servants are!" Miss Quested exclaimed
Adela appreciates the servants. They have tea near the caves before their expedition, 
The expedition was a success, and it was Indian; an obscure young
man had been allowed to show courtesy to visitors from another country, which is what all Indians long to do-- even cynics like Mahmoud Ali--but they never have the chance. Hospitality had been achieved, they were "his" guests; his honour was involved in their happiness, and any
discomfort they endured would tear his own soul.
Like most Orientals, Aziz overrated hospitality, mistaking it for intimacy, and not seeing that
it is tainted with the sense of possession. It was only when Mrs. Moore or Fielding was near him
that he saw further, and knew that it is more blessed to receive than to give.
"Do you ever remember our mosque, Mrs. Moore?"
"I do. I do," she said, suddenly vital and young.
"And how rough and rude I was, and how good you were."
"And how happy we both were."
"Friendships last longest that begin like that, I think. Shall I ever entertain your other children?""Do you know about the others? She will never talk about them to me," said Miss Quested,
unintentionally breaking a spell.

Aziz and Mrs. Moore recollect about their meeting at the mosque. Adela is surprised to find that he knows about Mrs. Moore's other children, and she does not. 
I feel like the Emperor Babur."
"Why like him?" she enquired, rising.
"Because my ancestors came down with him from Afghanistan.
Tell us something about Akbar."
"Ah, you have heard the name of Akbar. Good. Hamidullah--whom you shall meet--will tell
you that Akbar is the greatest of all. I say, 'Yes, Akbar is very wonderful, but half a Hindu; he
was not a true Moslem,' which makes Hamidullah cry, 'No more was Babur, he drank wine.' But
Babur always repented afterwards, which makes the entire difference, and Akbar never repented
of the new religion he invented instead of the Holy Koran."
He tells them how honored he is to have them as his guests, that they have honored him and he feels "like the Emperor Babur." He is a great admirer of the Moguls, and talks about them frequently. He says that some will say Akbar is the greatest of all, but he was not a true Muslim. He was half Hindu. Adela asks, "But wasn't Akbar's new religion very fine? It was to embrace the whole of India." Aziz replies, "nothing embraces the whole of India, nothing, nothing, and that was Akbar's mistake." 
She answers that there must be something universal in this country−how else will barriers be broken down. 
The tensions among the various religions in India is very much a part of this story and has played a significant role in the history of India. When Aziz states that nothing embraces the whole of India, he is highlighting the conflicts and the themes of the story. Hoping for peace in a country that is made up of so many different religions and cultures is bound to be somewhat futile at best, and it has been the cause of much violence in the twentieth century.
"Take my own case," she continued--it was indeed her own case that had animated her. I
don't know whether you happen to have heard, but I'm going to marry Mr. Heaslop."
"On which my heartiest congratulations."
"Mrs. Moore, may I put our difficulty to Dr. Aziz--I mean our Anglo-Indian one?"
"It is your difficulty, not mine, my dear."
"Ab, that's true. Well, by marrying Mr. Heaslop, I shall become what is known as an Anglo-
Indian."
She discusses her concerns about becoming like the other women once she has married Ronny. He replies that she is certain to be happy with any relative of Mrs. Moore's. He tells her that she will never be rude to the Indian people because it is not in her nature. She does not want to develop the mentality of the Indian women. 
He held up his hand in protest. "Impossible. Take back such a terrible remark."
"But I shall! it's inevitable. I can't avoid the label. What I do hope to avoid is the mentality.
Women like--" She stopped, not quite liking to mention names; she would boldly have said
"Mrs. Turton and Mrs. Callendar" a fortnight ago. "Some women are so--well, ungenerous andsnobby about Indians, and 1 should feel too ashamed for words if I turned like them, but--andhere's my difficulty--there's nothing special about me, nothing specially good or strong, whichwill help me to resist my environment and avoid becoming like them. I've most lamentable defects.
That's why I want Akbar's 'universal religion' or the equivalent to keep me decent and
sensible. Do you see what I mean?"
"Oh, my happiness--that's quite another problem. I want to consult you about this Anglo-
Indian difficulty. Can you give me any advice?"
"You are absolutely unlike the others, I assure you. You will never be rude to my people."
"I am told we all get rude after a year."
"Then you are told a lie," he flashed, for she had spoken the truth and it touched him on
the raw; it was itself an insult in these particular circumstances.

She says that she would like to remain individual in a group of people. She should have very prominent distinctive characteristics which should impress others. She does not have distinctive characteristics that would help her to be individual. 
Marabar cave had been horrid as far as Mrs Moore was concerned, for she had nearly
fainted in it, and had some difficulty in preventing herself from saying so as soon as she got
into the air again. It was natural enough: she had always suffered from faintness, and the cave had become too full, because all their retinue followed them. Crammed with villagers and servants,the circular chamber began to smell. She lost Aziz and Adela in the dark, didn't knowwho touched her, couldn't breathe, and some vile naked thing struck her face and settled on her mouth like a pad. She tried to regain the entrance tunnel, but an influx of villagers swept her back. She hit her head. For an instant she went mad, hitting and gasping like a fanatic. For not only did the crush and stench alarm her; there was also a terrifying echo.
There
are some exquisite echoes in India; there is the whisper round the dome at Bijapur; there are
the long, solid sentences that voyage through the air at Mandu, and return unbroken to their
creator. The echo in a Marabar cave is not like these, it is entirely devoid of distinction. Whatever is said, the same monotonous noise replies, and quivers up and down the walls until it is absorbed into the roof. "
"I don't think I shall go on to there. I dislike climbing."
"Very well, let's sit down again in the shade until breakfast's ready."
"Ah, but that'll disappoint him so; he has taken such trouble. You should go on; you don't
mind."
"Perhaps I ought to," said the girl, indifferent to what she did, but desirous of being amiable.
Mrs. Moore does not enjoy the cave visit; she feels suffocated, and there is an echo that disturbs her. She feels that someone has touched her; she is detached from Adela and Aziz and feels frantic. She makes her way out with some difficulty. Once outside, she realizes that what had touched her had been a baby held on its mother's hip. She knows that there is nothing evil in the cave, but she decides to go and sit in the shade instead of going into another cave. So Adela and Aziz go on alone. At Mrs. Moore's suggestion, they leave the crowd of villagers behind and take only one servant with them.
The crush and the smells she could forget, but the echo began in some
indescribable way to undermine her hold on life. Coming at a moment when she chanced to be fatigued, it had managed to murmur, "Pathos, piety, courage--they exist, but are identical, and so is filth. Everything exists, nothing has value.

She lost all interest in life. There is no clear demarcation between good and evil for her. Even religion- Christianity cannot sooth her now.
 and she realized that she didn't
want to write to her children, didn't want to communicate with anyone, not even with God. She sat motionless with horror, and, when old Mohammed Latif came up to her, thought he would notice a difference. For a time she thought, "I am going to be ill," to comfort herself, then she surrendered to the vision. She lost all interest, even in Aziz, and the affectionate and sincere words that she had spoken to him seemed no longer hers but the air's.

She did not want to communicate with anyone even with God. She lost all interest even in Aziz. 
Forster deliberately writes a lot of ambiguity into this story, and what happens to Mrs.
Moore in the cave is an instance of that. From this time forward, she is no longer herself. Because she is a very spiritual person, we must conclude that what happened was a spiritual crisis of some sort. The caves as supernatural force−even an evil one−seems to be suggested here. Mrs. Moore acknowledges that the force that she had felt in the cave has a simple explanation, but it doesn't change its effects. She does not recover from this experience.
CHAPTER XV
The day has heated up, and as the trio climb, there is little conversation. Adela is thinking about the upcoming wedding and her life in Chandrapore. She suddenly comes to the realization that she does not love Ronny.
She asks Aziz whether he is married, and he replies in the affirmative and invites her to come and see his wife. He also tells her he has children and that they are a great pleasure to him. Then she asks him whether he has more than one wife, and he is shocked that she would ask such a question. He is so upset that he turns loose of her hand and goes into a cave by himself. She is not aware of what she has done and, not seeing him, also enters a cave.
Adela's mind is busy about marriage. 
But as she toiled over a rock that resembled an inverted saucer, she thought, "What about
love?" The rock was nicked by a double row of footholds, and somehow the question was suggested by them. Where had she seen footholds before? Oh yes, they were the pattern traced in the dust by the wheels of the Nawab Bahadur's car. She and Ronny--no, they did not love eachother.
The discovery had come so suddenly that she felt like a mountaineer whose rope had broken.
Not to love the man one's going to marry! Not to find it out till this moment! Not even to
have asked oneself the question until now! Something else to think out. Vexed rather than appalled, she stood still, her eyes on the sparkling rock. There was esteem and animal contact at dusk, but the emotion that links them was absent. Ought she to break her engagement off?
She was inclined to think not--it would cause so much trouble to others; besides, she wasn't
convinced that love is necessary to a successful union. If love is everything, few marriages
would survive the honeymoon. "No, I'm all right, thanks," she said, and, her emotions well under
control, resumed the climb, though she felt a bit dashed. Aziz held her hand, the guide adhered
to the surface like a lizard and scampered about as if governed by a personal centre of
gravity.
She discovered that there is no love between them. 
"Are you married, Dr. Aziz?" she asked, stopping again, and frowning.
"Yes, indeed, do come and see my wife "--for he felt it more artistic to have his wife alive for
a moment.
"Thank you," she said absently.
"She is not in Chandrapore just now."
"And have you children?"
"Yes, indeed, three," he replied in firmer tones.
"Are they a great pleasure to you?"
"Why, naturally, I adore them," he laughed.
"I suppose so." What a handsome little Oriental he was, and no doubt his wife and children
were beautiful too, for people usually get what they already possess. She did not admire him
with any personal warmth, for there was nothing of the vagrant in her blood, but she guessed
he might attract women of his own race and rank, and she regretted that neither she nor Ronny had physical charm It does make a difference in a relationship--beauty, thick hair, a fine skin.
Probably this man had several wives--Mohammedans always insist on their full four, according to Mrs. Turton. And having no one else to speak to on that eternal rock, she gave rein to the subject of marriage and said in her honest, decent, inquisitive way: "Have you one wife or more than one?"

Adela has committed a serious faux pas. This is something a British woman would not ask a Muslim man, and he is deeply offended, so deeply that he must isolate himself in order to recover. Symbolic of the British failure to understand the Indians, she doesn't even know that she has blundered.
The question shocked the young man very much. It challenged a new conviction of his
community, and new convictions are more sensitive than old. If she had said, "Do you worship
one god or several?" he would not have objected. But to ask an educated Indian Moslem how
many wives he has--appalling, hideous! He was in trouble how to conceal his confusion.
Quite a number of caves
were at the top of the track, and thinking, "Damn the English even at their best," he plunged
into one of them to recover his balance. She followed at her leisure, quite unconscious that she had said the wrong thing, and not seeing him, she also went into a cave, thinking with half hermind "sight-seeing bores me," and wondering with the other half about marriage.

CHAPTER XVI
Aziz comes out of the cave and finds the servant alone. They hear the sound of an automobile and go to look for it. They see it coming down the Chandrapore Road, but
Can't see it very well until it comes to a stop immediately below where they are standing; the road ends there.
They hurry back to tell Adela, but they can't find her. They don't know which cave she went into. He chides the servant because he has not kept track of her. Both shout, but to no avail. There are so many caves they have no idea where she might be. Aziz is so distressed that he strikes the servant, who flees. Then he sees her making her way down the hillside and going to the automobile, speaking to another woman. He comes upon Adela's field glasses and picks them up.
He tries to put them over his shoulder, but the strap is broken, so he puts them in his pocket. He goes back and looks in case something else might have been left behind then hears the car engine start up, so he goes back to Mrs. Moore, and Fielding is there. He has come in the car they saw on the road, which is Nancy Derek's car. Mrs. Moore wants to know where Adela is, and Aziz says she has gone down to see Nancy.
Her chauffeur informs them that the two women have returned to Chandrapore.
Fielding feels that something is amiss as they remount the elephant and begin the journey to the train. Aziz, unaware that anything is wrong, is happy; Fielding is worried. When they arrive in Chandrapore, the Inspector of Police is waiting for them and arrests Aziz, who tries to resist, but Fielding persuades him to go along and goes with him. He says it's obviously a misunderstanding, and they will clear it up. Mr. Turton refuses to allow Fielding to go along, and Ronny escorts his mother off the train.
He waited in his cave a minute, and lit a cigarette, so that he could remark on rejoining her,
"I bolted in to get out of the draught," or something of the sort. When he returned, he found
the guide, alone, with his head on one side. He had heard a noise, he said, and then Aziz heard
it too: the noise of a motor-car. They were now on the outer shoulder of the Kawa Dol, and by
scrambling twenty yards they got a glimpse of the plain. A car was coming towards the hills
down the Chandrapore road. But they could not get a good view of it, because the precipitous
bastion curved at the top, so that the base was not easily seen and the car disappeared as it
came nearer. No doubt it would stop almost exactly beneath them, at the place where the
pukka road degenerated into a path, and the elephant had turned to sidle into the hills.
He ran back to tell the strange news to his guest.
The guide explained that she had gone into a cave.
"Which cave?"
He indicated the group vaguely.
You should have kept her in sight, it was your duty," said Aziz severely. "Here are twelve
caves at least. How am I to know which contains my guest? Which is the cave I was in myself?"
The same vague gesture. And Aziz, looking again, could not even be sure he had returned
to the same group.
"Merciful Heavens, Miss Quested is
lost," then pulled himself together, and began to look for her calmly.
"Shout!" he commanded.
When they had done this for awhile, the guide explained that to shout is useless, because a
Marabar cave can hear no sound but its own. Aziz wiped his head, and sweat began to stream
inside his clothes. The place was so confusing; it was partly a terrace, partly a zigzag, and full
of grooves that led this way and that like snaketracks. He tried to go into every one, but he
never knew where he had started. Caves got behind caves or confabulated in pairs, and some
were at the entrance of a gully.
"Come here!" he called gently, and when the guide was in reach, he struck him in the face
for a punishment. The man fled, and he was left alone. He thought, "This is the end of my career,
my guest is lost." And then he discovered the simple and sufficient explanation of the mystery.
Miss Quested wasn't lost. She had joined the people in the car--friends of hers, no doubt,
Mr. Heaslop perhaps.
Accustomed to sudden changes of plan, he supposedthat she had run down the Kawa Do! impulsively, in the hope of a little drive. He started back alone towards his camp, and almost at once caught sight of something which would have disquieted him very much a moment before: Miss Quested's field glasses. They were lying atthe verge of a cave, half-way down an entrance tunnel. He tried to hang them over his shoulder,but the leather strap had broken, so he put them into his pocket instead
When he had
gone a few steps, he thought she might have dropped something else, so he went back to look.
But the previous difficulty recurred: he couldn't identify the cave. Down in the plain he heard
the car starting; however, he couldn't catch a second glimpse of that.
Fielding! Oh, I have so wanted you!" he cried, dropping the "Mr." for the first time.
And his friend ran to meet him, all so pleasant and jolly, no dignity, shouting explanations
and apologies about the train
"Mr. Fielding, have you seen Miss Quested?"
"But I've only just arrived. Where is she?"
"I do not know."
"Aziz! Where have you put Miss Quested to?"
What's happened?" asked Fielding, who felt at once that something had gone queer. All the
way out Miss Derek had chattered about the picnic, called it an unexpected treat, and said that
she preferred Indians who didn't invite her to their entertainments to those who did it. Mrs.
Moore sat swinging her foot, and appeared sulky and stupid. She said: " Miss Derek is most
Unsatisfactory
The police come to arrest Aziz

Mr. Haq, the Inspector of Police, flung
open the door of their carriage and said in shrill tones: "Dr. Aziz, it is my highly painful duty to
arrest you."
"Hullo, some mistake," said Fielding, at once taking charge of the situation.
"Sir, they are my instructions. I know nothing."
"On what charge do you arrest him?"
"I am under instructions not to say."
"Don't answer me like that. Produce your warrant."
"Sir, excuse me, no warrant is required under these particular circumstances. Refer to Mr.
McBryde."
"Very well, so we will. Come along, Aziz, old man; nothing to fuss about, some blunder."
"Dr. Aziz, will you kindly come ?--a closed conveyance stands in readiness."
The young man sobbed--his first sound--and tried to escape out of the opposite door on to
the line.
"That will compel me to use force," Mr. Haq wailed.
"Oh, for God's sake--" cried Fielding, his own nerves breaking under the contagion, and
pulled him back before a scandal started, and shook him like a baby. A second later, and he
would have been out, whistles blowing, a man-hunt. . . . "Dear fellow, we're coming to McBryde
together, and enquire what's gone wrong--he's a decent fellow, it's all unintentional . . . he'll
apologize. Never, never act the criminal."
"My children and my name!" he gasped, his wings broken.
"Nothing of the sort. Put your hat straight and take my arm. I'll see you through."
"Ah, thank God, he comes," the Inspector exclaimed.
They emerged into the midday heat, arm in arm. The station was seething. Passengers and
porters rushed out of every recess, many Government servants, more police. Ronny escorted
Mrs. Moore. Mohammed Latif began wailing. And before they could make their way through the
chaos, Fielding was called off by the authoritative tones of Mr. Turton, and Aziz went on to
prison alone.
To this point, everything has been background for the event that is the center of the story. We don't know yet why Adela has fled. We don't know what has happened in the cave. We also don't know why Aziz is being arrested. Suspense is a device that writers use to keep readers reading, and Forster is employing it here. If this were a cliffhanger, the hero would be hanging from the cliff at the end of this chapter.
CHAPTER XVII
Adela has accused Aziz of assaulting her in one of the caves. Fielding insists that it could not be and asks to talk to her. Turton has already decided that an English girl fresh from England has been assaulted on his watch, and he expects Fielding to rally to the banner of race. Fielding wants to know the facts.
The worst thing in my whole career has happened,"
he said. "Miss Quested has been insulted in one of the Marabar caves."
Oh no, no, but not Aziz . . . not Aziz . . ."
Miss Quested herself definitely accuses him of--"
He nodded and turned his face away.
"Then she's mad."
Fielding insists that there must be misunderstanding. He insists that Aziz is not guilty. 
"Pray, Mr. Fielding, what induced you to speak to me in such a tone?"
"The news gave me a very great shock, so I must ask you to forgive me. I cannot believe
that Dr. Aziz is guilty."
but the charge they are bringing against
Aziz rests upon some mistake
May I venture to ask--where Miss Quested is."
He replied with a gesture; she was ill.
Fielding wanted to see Adela personally to ask her what happened but he was not allowed. 
CHAPTER XVIII
Fielding goes to visit McBryde, the district superintendent of police, who tells him
everything he knows. The story: Aziz followed her into the cave and made advances,
She hit at him with her field glasses, he pulled at them and the strap broke, and that is
how she got away. The glasses were in Aziz's pocket when they searched him. She also said there was an echo that frightened her. Fielding says that it doesn't make sense that he would have kept the glasses if he had assaulted her, and McBryde begins to understand that Fielding hasn't bought into the herd mentality that has taken over the Anglo community. McBryde also points out that they found a letter in Aziz's pocket from a friend who owns a brothelبيت للدعارة in Calcutta.
Fielding objects strongly. "I don't want to hear his private letters," he tells McBryde.
Besides, he says, I did that at his age. So had the superintendent of police, but he didn't
like the turn the conversation had taken. Fielding wants to talk to Adela. Now McBryde wants to know why. Fielding replies that he wants to see her on the off chance that she'll recant before the report goes in.
Otherwise, McBryde is committed for trial, and the whole thing goes to blazes. Major
Callendar denies him the chance to visit with Adela, so he wants to visit with Aziz.
McBryde tells him not to get mixed up with it, and that he needs to toe the line−that there's no place for personal views at a time like this. The only way he can see Aziz is if the city magistrate permits it. That, of course, is Ronny, so his request is not granted.
Mr. McBryde was shocked at his downfall, but no Indian ever
surprised him, because he had a theory about climatic zones. The theory ran: "All unfortunatenatives are criminals at heart, for the simple reason that they live south of latitude 30. They are not to blame, they have not a dog's chance--we should be like them if we settled here." Born at Karachi, he seemed to contradict his theory, and would sometimes admit as much with a sad,
quiet smile.
"Another of them found out," he thought, as he set to work to draft his statement to the
Magistrate.
He was interrupted by the arrival of Fielding.
What is the charge, precisely?"
"That he followed her into the cave and made insulting advances. She hit at him with her
field-glasses; he pulled at them and the strap broke, and that is how she got away. When we
searched him just now, they were in his pocket."
The strap had been newly broken, the eye-piece was jammed. The logic of evidence said
"Guilty."
"Did she say any more?"
"There was an echo that appears to have frightened her. Did you go into those caves?"
"I saw one of them. There was an echo. Did it get on her nerves?"
"I couldn't worry her overmuch with questions.
Was a guide not with her?" interrupted Fielding.
"No. She had got among some cactuses. Miss Derek saved her life coming just then--she
was beginning to fling herself about. She helped her down to the car.
"I suppose there's no possibility of my seeing Miss Quested?" he asked suddenly.
"I hardly think that would do. Surely."
"I was afraid you'ld say that. I should very much like to."
"She is in no state to see anyone. Besides, you don't know her well."
"Hardly at all. . . . But you see I believe she's under some hideous delusion, and that that
wretched boy is innocent."
Fielding is sure that Aziz is innocent without having any evidence. Hamidullah asks for evidence for Aziz's innocence. 
Miss Quested really cannot be seen? You do know that for a certainty?"
"You have never explained to me what's in your mind here. Why on earth do you want to
see her?"
"I only wanted to ask her whether she is certain, dead certain, that it was Aziz who followed
her into the cave."
The Anglos have circled the wagons, and Fielding's attempts to get at the truth .
CHAPTER XIX
The women rally around Adela and are sorry they had not been more inclusive before.
A meeting is called at the club presided over by the collector, who assures all the
women that they are in no danger. Fielding asks about Adela's health, which annoys
the people. The women are sent out, and the men continue their meeting. Then Ronny comes in and addresses them, blaming himself because he allowed the outing to occur. The word comes that Adela is much improved.
Now the Major is telling a story he has invented that Aziz plotted to get Adela alone
by getting rid of the servants. They are even saying that Professor Godbole had been
bribed to make Fielding late so he couldn't accompany them. Also, there had been an
attempt to suffocate Mrs. Moore in a cave to get rid of her. The Major wants to call in
the troops. Everyone had stood up when Ronny came in except Fielding, and he is being
questioned. He asks whether he can make a statement and is allowed to. "I believe Dr.
Aziz to be innocent," he announces. Then he tells them that he is awaiting the verdict
Of the courts and that if he is pronounced guilty, he will resign his post and leave
India. He announces his resignation from the club. He tries to leave the room but is stopped by a soldier. Ronny tells him to let him go.
The battle lines are clearly drawn, and mass hysteria has taken over the Anglo community. The atmosphere is white−hot and dangerous. The plot moves relentlessly toward its climax. The Anglos are lined up against the Indians and at this stage either side could come out the victor. It's also apparent at this stage that no one is going to win this battle. Even if the Brits manage to convict and punish Aziz, they will lose the important battle of maintaining order and civility in the region. If Aziz is not convicted, the Indians will be in worse shape than they were before the incident occurred. There will be more distrust, more anger, and more persecution. It's a lose situation.
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