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EDITOR’S NOTE

HE ZEnglish Literature Society held a symposi-

um on Tagore last Saturday. ¢ Better late than

never,” it perhaps thought. The University Union
had duly met and mourned the departure of the great
soul from our midst on the very day of its departure.
The Literature Society, it would appear, was intent,
last Saturday, on making amends for the unconscion-
able delay. It made arrangements for the great poet
being considered from four different points of view.
Rao Sahib Prof. C. S. Srinivasachariar, M.A., Head
of the Department of History, led the proceedings by
speaking on ZTagore and his Age. Mr. N. Lakshmi-
narasimha Rao, B.Sc., of the IV Hons. Class, followed
with a short speech on Tagore as a writer of short
stories. Mr. C. R. Myleru, M.A., then spoke on Zagore
as a dramatist. - Lastly, Prof. P. A. Subrahmanya
Ayyar, M.A.,, showed how the poet asserted the self-
respect of India. These four speeches are, with the per-
mission of the speakers, brought out in this Number.

Dr. Sir K.V. Reddi Naidu, K.C.I.E., D.Litt., occupied
the chair. The sentiments he expressed on the occa-
sion, when concluding the proceedings, deserve to be
printed in letters of gold. He said: “The fact that
Tagore wrung high eulogy from the West and, as a
mark of the sincerity of that eulogy, the great Nobel
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Prize, has added a cubit to the stature of his country.
It has shown to the world that there should be no more
talking lightly of India. Tagore’s championship of the
dignity of India is an epoch in Indian History that his
contemporaries and posterity will ever remember with
pride.”

Yes. India shall ever remember Rabindranath with
pride. It will also ever cherish the names of those who

show who her true heroes are, and how truly to worship
them.

15th Feb. 42.
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TAGORE AND HIS AGE
by

Rao Sahib Prof. Srinivasachariar, M. A.

MR. VICE-CHANCELLOR, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,

had settled in Bengal in the days of the half-myth-

A ical King Adisura and had been ennobled in the reign
of Akbar, with the title of Thakur, corrupted into Tagore
in usage. The family claims, amongst its ancestors, Dha-
ranidhara, author of a commentary on the Institutes of
Manu, Dhananjaya who served king Ballala Sen, Halayudha,
.minister of Rai Lakshman Sen, Jagannatha Pandita-Raja
and Purushottama, author of Prayagae Ratnamala and other
works. Jayaram Tagore was Amin of the District of the
Twenty-four Parganahs at the time of Clive’s recovery of
Fort William (1757) and the new Fort was built on his
ancestral land. His two sons, Darpa Narayana and Nilmani
"became the respective heads of the senior and junior branch-
es of the Tagore family. The farmer branch  claims
Prasanna Kumar Tagore and Maharaja Sri Jotindra Mohun
Tagore, the great musical composer among its descendants.

T\HE Tagore family was one of the original Kulins that
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The latter has produced Prince Dwarkanath Tagore, the great
philanthropist and reformer and collaborator with Raja Ram
Mohun Roy, his son, Maharishi Devendranath Tagore, the
“first lawgiver” of the Brahmo Samaj, and his sons, Dwi-
jendranath, Rabindranath, the poet, Satyendranath, the first
Indian to enter the Civil Service; and of the next generation
are Abanindranath and Gaganendranath, ‘ the great Twin
Brethren of Bengali, or indeed Indian, Art.”” As Thompson
has expressed, Rabindranath was of a house where ‘ all the
surging tides of the Indian Renaissance might flow round his

daily life and fill the air he breathed with the exhiliration of
their fresh airs.”

Rabindranath was encouraged to write verse almost as
soon as he could walk; and ‘ music and drama were the
air he breathed ” from infancy. Rabindranath breathed and
‘absorbed into his mind the Bengal of the Ganges, * with
its life of steady flow and sudden storm and flood’ and only
to a much lesser extent with the upland country of sandstone
and laterite and jungles of sal, palas, datepalms etc.—the
knowledge of which came late to him, after his settlement at
Bolpur. He had a genuine love of Vaishnava lyric poetry
and tradition that have formed one of the strongest cultural
strands of Bengal, as well as of folk-verse to whose simpler
melodies he was exceedingly susceptible.

(5

Tagore's ‘Sadhana’ period, so-called from its close con-
nection with the journal of that name * incomparably the
best periodical that Bengal has ever known" was perhaps
“the most prolific period of his amazingly prolific career”
abounding in short stories, dramas, letters etec.,—was
succeeded by some years of uncertainty that preceded the
next epoch of many-sided activity, marked by an emergence
into politics, a change in religious -attitude and by an
output of serious novels like Gowva * the greatest novel

)
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in Bengali.” The founding of the Shantiniketan the brief
endeavour to reorganise the Adi Brahmo Samaj, the sudden
meteoric shooting into international fame and the consequent
translations of his works, his reflections on the European war
and the Punjab troubles, his later activities—these have
for every Indian an absorbing interest in a many-sided
genius of intellect, poetic fervour, aspirations of reconcil-
ing east and west and bringing about an international sadhana.
That he was the ideal embodiment of the surging spirit of
Indian Renaissance and that he has abundantly helped to
TIndian values in the international scale should be impressed
deeply on all minds.

1T
RABINDRANATH TAGORE,
THE SHORT STORY WRITER
by

3 N. Lakshminarasimha Rao, B.Sc.

MR. VICE-CHANCELLOR, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,

before I embark on that particular aspect of literary
talent, namely that of writing short stories, which was
present in an abundant measure in India’s first Nobel Lau-
reate. For, if I do that, I shall only be carrying coals to
Newecastle. So, without any more ado, I shall speak to you

[ DO not intend to give you a life sketch of Dr., Tagore
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of Tagore, the short-story writer—a short-story writer of the
highest merit.

At the present day it is the short story that has the
greatest vogue and this is on account of the rush of
modern life, when people wish to read something gripping
and at the same time good, requiring them to spare
only a short interval of time. The short story may be
defined as a story that can be read at one sitting and occupy-
ing not more than an hour of the reader’s time. The short
story may be an anecdote worked into literary form or may
deal with some one phase of character or experience or with a
detached critical scene. It should impress us as absolutely
clear in outline, well proportioned, full enough for the pur-
pose, without any suggestion of overcrowding and complete
within its own frame work. To try the value of a short story
as a piece of art, the two points that have to be noted in
it are singleness of aim and singleness of effect. The scope
of the short story is very vast: It may depict a dramatic
incident or situation, a telling scene, a closely co-ordinated
series of events, a phase of character, a bit of experience, an

aspect of life, a moral problem, to name only a few of the
themes of a short story.

Now Rabindranath Tagore has exhibited his genius as
a short story writer by utilising the whole field of his branch
of literature, for conveying his ideas. He has made use of
the short story to its maximum extent in depicting Indian
life, character and manners, in a masterly way and there
is no avenue of the short story that he has left unexplored.
He is as great a short story writer as he is a poet and
it was to the medium of the short story that he resorted to in
the beginning of his literary career. And it will only be proper
if I give you brief summaries of the principal short stories in
order to show Tagore's range of  vision.
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In a story called ‘In the night’, the condition of mind
of one Dokhan Babu is depicted. This Dokhan Babu pre-
tending to show affection to his wife, who is on her death
bed, is all the while loving another woman, whom he mar-
ries immediately after his wife's demise. When the other
woman had once come to his house during the wife’s illness,
the wife asked him ‘st B, ot %’ meaning ‘who is that,’
‘ who is that.’ Now after his wife’s death, when he is alone
he hears a bird making a noise in the night resembling
‘3t £, ot 5. Hearing the bird, he remembers his wife’s
question and this makes him feel that he has committed a
great mistake and hence he is afraid of the night.

Tn another story called ‘The HEditor’ an incident in
the life of a father and his young daughter is portrayed.
The child, who had lost her mother, was acting as the house-
keeper and though the father had great affection for his child,
he was not caring much for her, being busy with his editorial
duties. Once when the editorial tasks were ill done, the
child tried to converse with him but his mind was pre-occu-
pied. Still on account of his affection, he was touched
by the sight of the young child and later he observed that the
child was suffering from fever. He immediately cast off his

eduties and looked after his child.

The story of ¢ Giribala’ treats of a rake and his wife.
This rake without showing proper affection to his beautiful
wife runs after women on the stage. Inspite of Giribala’s
entreaties he does not desist from his bad practices. When
she finds that her words are of no avail, Giribala runs
away and her husband knows not where she has gone. One
day when he goes to witness a drama, he sees his wife acting
on the stage and he makes a huge hubbub there.

!



8 ANNAMALAINAGAR MISCELLANY

In the ‘ Hungry Stones’ a person of today lives in a palace
of the Moghuls and his experience of how he felt the shadow
of sorrow and love that were actually present in Moghul
times is pictured. In the ‘ Victory’ an artificial poet, so to
speak, who has the casque of learning comes to the court of
a king and challenges a real and simple poet of the king’s
to a competition of composition. The king's poet sings from
the heart and his chief desire is to-please the king’s daughter,
whereas the other’s wish is to show off his ‘book-learned
skill.” Yet it is the artificial poet that triumphs. The defeat-
ed poet is about to die and before he dies he has an experi-
ence that the princess whom he adored and whom he wanted
to please has come and crowned him with the laurels of
victory. In this story the difference between tinsel and real
gold is brought out and the story further shows how in this
unjust world more often than not it is the tinsel that catches
the eye and not the genuine gold. We can read a world
of meaning into it and many themes from actual life can
be taken to illustrate this maxim of the genuine thing suffer-

ing. But all cannot present the same subject in the manner
Tagore has done.

The ‘ Home Coming ’> depicts a naughty boy who is taken
to his uncle’s home in order to minimize the responsibility of
the boy’s mother. The boy thinks his own home no good
at all because his mother is gruff. But he is absolutely
wretched in his uncle’s house and wants to go back to his
own home; he is however unable to do so and consequ-
ently falls ill. When heis about to die he remembers his

home, and his mother witnesses with sorrow the tragic end
of her son.

Tagore’s satirical vein can be seen in his story ‘The
Kingdom of Cards’. Here he criticizes some of the social
conditions and reforms of our country, giving to them the
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various names of the cards. This is a very delightful story.
The part that fate or chance plays in our lives is very well
brought out in ‘The Vision’. A husband, whois a medical
student, treats his wife for some eye disease and on account
of his inefficiency the wife loses her sight. The devoted wife
however does not mind losing her eyes and feeling that she
will be of no use to her husband advises him to marry again.
He swears an oath that he will never marry a second time.
But later on he tries to marry another girl; when however he
wants to go to the girl’s house to do the wedding, he is stop-
ped by a storm and fortunately the girl marries his brother-
in-law and thus his oath is not broken.

The vanity of people, who boast about their pedigree
even though they are poor as the proverbial church mouse
and how easily they may be made the victims of practical
jokes is illustrated in the ‘Babus of Nayanjore.” The last of
the Babus of Nayanjore, who is a poor man, lives in
Calcutta in a small room making a show of being a wealthy
man. He is very vain and a youth of his acquaintance
tries to make him the target of a practical joke. But the
youth sees the grand-daughter of the old Babu in distress
because of his practical joking and marries her.

. The fear of ghosts that is present in most of us, even
though we are ashamed to admit it, is very well pointed out
in ‘Living or Dead ?’ A widow whom every one supposes
to be dead recovers consciousness and walks away from the
cemetry. Though she is alive people believe that she has
given up the ghost and that it is her wraith that has refurned.
When she returns home, people say, ‘you have left this
world ; break these bonds of #RIT. We will perform all
funeral honours.” Unable to convince them that she is not
a ghost but a living human being she in dejection falls in

a well and kills herself.
2
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Though it is said in the Bible that God says ‘ Vengeance
is mine’ people always want to wreak their vengeance upon
those who have harmed them. Thisis very well shown in
‘The Renunciation’, where an orthodox person causes his
neighbour to be ostracized, though in reality the neighbour
has done really nothing to deserve the punishment. The
neighbour in order to revenge himself manouvers to see that
the orthodox person’s son marries a woman of a low caste.
The orthodox person does not know in the beginning that
his daughter-in-law is a low caste woman, but when he
comes to know it he is furious with his neighbour and asks
his son to venounce his wife. The son refuses to do so,
seeing the condition of his wife and is consequently him-
self renounced by the father. This story further illustrates
the might of love transcending caste.

The feelings of young children, say, at the age of seven,
are depicted in the story ‘Once there was a king.” A young
boy of seven delights in hearing a story narrated by his
grand mother and feigns a headache when his tutor wants
him to read his lessons. The boy wishes it rained in tor-
rents so that his tutor might be prevented from coming
to teach him his lessons. All these feelings especially the
last two, I am sure, all of us have experienced at that ages
though we may not own it now. Butcan we bring out such
sentiments in a short story as Tagore has done? Tagore in
the words of the boy says “I had a straining hope,--which
was almost a certainty that my tutor would be prevented
from coming that evening. I sat on the stool in the far
corner of the verandah looking down the lane, with a heart
beating faster and faster. Every minute I kept my eye
on the rain and when it began to grow less I prayed with all
my might: ‘ Please, God, send some more rain till half-past
seven is over . For I was quite ready to believe that there
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was no other need for rain except to protect one helpless boy
one evening in one corner of Calcutta from the deadly

clutches of his tutor.

“ If not in answer to my prayer, at any rate, according to
some grosser law of physical nature the 1ain did not give up.

‘“ But, alas! nor did my teacher.

‘“ Exactly to the minute, in the bend of the lane, I saw his
approaching umbrella. The great bubble of hope burst in my
breast, and my heart collapsed. Truly if there is a punish-
ment to fit the crime after death, then my tutor will be born
again as me, and I shall be born as my tutor.”

Tagore’s subtle humour is also well brought out in these
sentences. In this story Tagore also criticizes the modern
critics and says that they may be easily hoodwinked. Take
this for instance: ° But the readers of this modern age are
far more exact and exacting. When they hear such an
opening to a story as ‘Once there was a king’, they are at
once critical and suspicious. They apply the searchlight
of science to its legendary haze and ask ‘which king ?’

‘“The story tellers have became more precise in their
.turn. They are no longer content with the old indefinite
‘There was a king’, but assume instead a look of profound
learning and begin: ‘Once there was a king named Ajata-
satru.’

“‘The modern reader’s curiosity is not so easily satisfied.
He blinks at the author through his scientific spectacles and
asks again: ‘ Which Ajatasatru ?’

‘“BEvery schoolboy knows’ the author proceeds, °‘that
there were three Ajatasatrus. The first was born in the
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twentieth century B. C., and died at the tender age of two
vears and eight months., I deeply regret that it is impos-
sible to find, from any trustworthy source, a detailed account
of his reign. The second Ajatasatru is better known to his-
torians. If you refer to the new Encyclopzdia of History...’

‘“By this time the modern reader’s suspicions are dis-
solved. He feels he may safely trust his author. He says
to himself: ‘Now we shall have a story that is both improv-
ing and instructive.”

‘““Alas! how we all love to be deluded! we have a
secret dread of being thought ignorant. And we end by
being ignorant after all, only we have done itin a long round-
about way.”

It may rather be a bit difficult to gauge the full character
of Tagore's stories by these summaries. But one thing is
certain, namely, the world of Tagore’s stories is very great.
It is populated with all sorts of people from the highest to the
lowest: rich Babus, poor beggars, happy people, people in
distress, ascetics, actors, songsters, poets, pundits, children,
youths, maidens, all abound in his short-story world.
Tagore was accustomed to see all kinds of people and he
believed that every one was worth noticing. He mingled:
with them in a kindred spirit and was able to unearth
all their secrets. To a person of Rabindranath’s calibre,
no life is trivial, and no subject too low to be made the
basis of a short story. Even as Wordsworth found matter
enough for his poems in ‘the meanest flower that blows’
Tagore finds material for his stories even in the smallest
matters and in the meanest people. Even the stones of the
steps speak to him and the skeleton seeks his friendship. In
‘The Home Coming’ we find the ordinary day-to-day affairs
of family life, in ‘The Hungry Stones’ the actions and
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speeches of bygone glories reflected in a magic mirror and
in ‘The victory’ the boastful voice of the artificial poet
and the sweet voice of the genuine one. Every incident is
depicted in a bewitching manner. His capacity as a short
story writer is immeasurable. Many of his stories have
been printed ; but it is not possible for all of them to be at the
same high level of perfection. Yet even in a story which
we might feel is hollow, the matter is perfectly in order.
There is great beauty in the delineation of the characters
and the scenes. Of course in the best stories his ability rises
to its zenith and Tagore’é best stories may be counted among
the best stories of world literature. For example take his
‘Cabuliwallah.” T am sure every one here has read that story.
Some years back, about three or four, this story was included
in the English Selections for the S.S.L.C. Examination. I
shall not give you a summary of it, for the whole charm of
the story may be lost in the summarizing. It is best appreci-
ated it its entirety. The innocence of a child, her love to talk
to others, even though they may be strangers, her bashful-
ness, her strange and mirth-provoking questions, the tender-
feelings of 'a parent towards another are all excellently
brought out in this story. For a sample:

“T remembered the day when the Cabuliwallah and my
*Mini had first met, and I felt sad. When she had gone,
Rahman heaved a deep sigh and sat down on the floor. The
idea had suddenly come to him that his daughter too must
have grown in this long time and that he would have to make
friends with her anew. Assuredly he would not find her, as
he used to know her. And besides, what might not have
happened to her in those eight years ?

“The marriage pipes sounded, and the mild autumn sun
streamed round us. But Rahman sat in the little Calcutta lane
and saw before him the barren mountains of Afghanistan.
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“1 took out a bank-note, and gave to him, saying: °‘Go
back to your own daughter, Rahman, in your own country,
and may the happiness of your meeting bring good fortune to
my child!’ Having made this present, I had to curtail some
of the festivities. I could not have the electric lights I had
intended, nor the military band and the ladies of the house
were despondent at it. But to me the wedding feast was all the

brighter for the thought that in a distant land a long-lost father
had met again with his only child.” :

In literature, a well written short story is a gem. Tagore
. is by nature a poet who excites the emotions. His short
stories excite the emotions most. He has translated senti-
ments into story by means of his unsurpassed imagination.
Just as “@HaN” is great among his poems so is ‘‘Cabuli-
wallah " among his short stories. In this story the beauty
of the emotions and the skill of the arrangement of the

words together make it what people feel is a jewel without
any blemish.

By his-abundant writings, which are permeated by a
sense of the beauty of the universe, by a love of children and
simplicity and by a consciousness of God, Tagore has done
much to interpret to every one, especially the Westerners,
the more serious, why all, the reflections of the people of¢
India, particularly of the people of Bengal. But for him
modern India would never have been able to be on a par
with the best nations of the world in the field of liter-
ature. He was a poet, a patriot, a politician, a playwright, a
short-story writer and one who interested himself in various
other fields and shone with magnificent brilliance in all of
them. We can say of him what Dr. Johnson wrote on Gold-
smith’s tombstone ‘‘ He has touched on almost every sub-
ject of literature, and touched nothing that he did not adorn.”
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ITI
TAGORE AS A DRAMATIST
by

Mr. C. R. Myleru, M.A.

MR. VICE-CHANCELLOR, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,

\HIS aspect of his work has not been sufficiently re-
cognised and appreciated even by his own country-

M men of Bengal. It is easy to explain it; his great
work in restoring Indian self-respect among the nations of
the world, his poetry which opened the eyes of humanity to
the wonderful spirituality of our country as a token of which
he was given the Nobel Prize for his Gitanjali, his activities
as an educationalist at Santiniketan, and his contributions to
the field of fiction and short story, all these have to some ex-
tent hidden from our view his equaliy great and abiding work
as a dramatist. Hven as a young man Tagore was attracted
to this form of literature. ILater, when he established his
o Viswa-bharati’” University, he made plays and play-acting,
occupy an important place in the regular work of the boys
and girls studying there. Every evening, just before retiring
to bed, the scholars spent an hour in histrionies. ‘When
the meal is over the scholars have an hour of story-telling,
acting dramatic scenes, singing, ‘and so on”.! He himself
used to take an active part in their theatricals, and other
artistic activities. ‘‘In every branch of art he is their in-
spirer; at the end of each term the boys in general produce

! Ernest Rhys: Rabindranath Tagore.
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and act one. of his plays., He himself joins them and takes a
part in the play, whatever it may be. When latterly “ The
King of the Dark chamber ” was produced by the school, he
himself took the part of the king, and his superb rendering of
it will long be remembered by those who acted with him and
by those who witnessed it.” ! His interpretation of ‘“ Raghu-
pati ” in “/Sacrifice” was long remembered as his greatest
success in the field of acting.

Thus he was a keen student of Drama, both in writing
and producing his plays. He also took his troupe of Santi-
niketan artists round our country once or twice and gave
some of his plays, which were of course much appreciated.

His plays fall under three main groups. First: the early
ones. These are mostly non-symbolic, and in blank-verse
except ** Malini.” When we go through them carefully, we
realise that they have been inspired by Shakespearean
models. Usually there are two or three plots in the story,
one main, and the others subsidiary. There is a lot of decla-
ration ; any number of scenes which are not really necessary
from the point of view of the action of the plays is another
feature of these dramas. The blank-verse used is also the
result of the study of Elizabethan models. Tagore does not
seem to have mastered the form of drama quite well in thest
plays. This group includes plays like :—* The Sannyasin,”
““ Malini,” “ Sacrifice ” * The King and Queen ” and * Chitran-
gada” or ‘‘ Chitra’’ as it is better known. As I have no time
to go into details regarding each play which I would like to
do very much, I shall content myself with saying a few words
about one or two of them. I shall try to give detailed studies
of Tagore’s plays in another paper. Of these dramas *““Chitra *

! Ernest Rhys, quoting from an account of Santiniketan by an old
student of the institution.
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and “ Malini” contain some of Tagore's loveliest poetry. It
does not mean that his other plays are deficient in this
respect. Poetical imagery is to Tagore what a quibble was to
Shakespeare according to Dr. Johnson. If there is a chance,
Tagore simply lavishes and luxuriates in his grand poetic
conceits. As a matter of fact what is a virtue in some res-
pects, becomes a vice sometimes. All characters indulge in
poetic imagery ! In other words Tagore speaks through them,
and not they in their character. Fine nature-descriptions,
beautiful similes and metaphors are found everywhere. The
last speech of ¢ Chitra’ to ““ Arjuna > where she reveals her-
self as the boyish-daughter: of the King of Manipur is a fine
instance of Tagore's writing at its best.

“Tam a traveller in the great world-path, my garments
are dirty, and my feet are bleeding with thorns. Where
should I achieve flower-beauty, the unsullied loveliness of a
moment’s life? The gift that I proudly bring you is the
heart of a woman. Here have all pains and joys gathered,
the hopes and fears and shames of a daughter of the dust;
here love springs up struggling toward immortal life. Here-
in lies an imperfection which yet is noble and grand. If the
flower-service is finished, my master, accept f/iis as your ser-
vant for the days to come.”

L

This play of Tagore’s was misunderstood by many people
when it was published. They thought it was a plea for
sensuality which is quite unwarranted. The point in it
comes later, where Chitra reveals herself to Arjuna as she
truly is more boyish than girlish, one who would keep com-
pany with him in all his manly enterprises; she is finally
accepted when Arjuna says :—

“ Beloved, my life is full,”” which means that he wants

his wife to be his companion and helpmate in all his work,
3
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This play is undoubtedly one of Tagore’s masterpieces, and it
is popular both with Eastern and Western audiences.

“ Sacrifice ” is a great play on a lower level though, than
his masterly “ Karna and Kunti’’ and ““Kach and Devajani
which came later. From the point of view of drama, with
great dramatic situations which could be well interpreted
“Sacrifice ” is without doubt a fine work. The plotis un-
usually good for a Tagore play, usually he does not WOrry
himself about giving a good plot. For once he has woven a
good story, with a main plot, and two subsidiary ones. There
is some comic relief also provided, following the example of
Elizabethan plays. Some good characterisation also is seen
here. Raghupati the crafty, but devoted priest of Kali, is
portrayed wonderfully. It is also one of the best actable parts
in all Tagore’s plays. Jaising too the poetical, weak-minded
disciple of the masterly priest is painted well. We get many
samples of his magnificent poetical imagery in the speeches
of Jaising.

“Where do you go my brothers ? (to same passers-by).
To the fair at Nishipur? There the women are to dance?
Oh this world is pleasant. And the dancing limbs of the girls
are beautiful (this sentence is almost verse; the cadences and
vowels are so perfectly placed). In what careless merriment
the crowds flow through the roads, making the sky ring with
their laughter and song. I will follow them.” Or again :

“The road is straight before me, with an alms-bowl in
hand and a beggar girl as my sweetheart I shall walk on.
Who says that the worlds ways are difficult ? Anyhow we
reach the end,—the end where all laws and rules are no
more, where the errors and hurts of life are forgotten, where
is rest, eternal rest’.e.ee-...
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The suicide of Jaising, Raghupati’s vain appeals to his
Kali to bring him back to life, his final realisation that he
has been worshipping merely a block of stone and no goddess,
and the consequent disillusionment, his seeing in the beggar-
girl Aparna a human sweetness which he missed in the
horrible stone, and their going away to-gether he calling her
“You are my mother, I have found thee,” all this is superb,
which Tagore has never surpassed in any of his other plays.
Incidentally there is a moral enforced in the play; that ani-
mal sacrifices are inhuman, and that neither man or nor god
wants them. The other plays in the group do not come up to
this level. There are dramatic possibilities in ‘“ Malini ” and
“the King and Queen,” which the playwright does not make
proper use of. The ‘Sannyasin’ is an idea-play, which he
was to develop and perfect later. Its purpose is to prove that
renunciation of the world is no good; only mixing with it,
and enjoying its joys and sorrows is the proper way of life.

Now we come to the second group. This consists of
short plays, the themes taken from Samskrit sources, mostly
from the “ Mahabharata ” that great store-house of story and
wisdom. They are in thymed couplets. To this group belong
“ Rarna and Kuanti,”” “Kach and Devjani ” or the ‘‘ Curse at

JFarewell,” “ Gandhari’s prayer,” etc., and also ‘' Sati,”” where
he condemns that ancient, and luckily no more existent prac-
tice of compulsory self-immolation. These short plays remind
us of Londor’s ‘‘ Imaginary Conversations,” but they are cer-
tainly more dramatic. It is here that we see Tagore at his
best as a dramatist. A possible objection that could be taken
against them is that they are short. But we must take what
the playwright gives, and not wish for what he has not given,
and thus criticise him. These brief studies capture life itself,
with all its troubles and conflicts, which is the stuff of which

drama is made.
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Of these “ Karna and Kunti’ is beyond doubt the best.
It is only an episode, and just a dialogue between the mother
and her first-born, but abandoned son Karna. *‘ Yet such an
episode as makes the brain work with compassion, with the
old: Norses’ pity for human beings at odds with each other,
slaying each other with sorrow of heat, yet helpless to do
otherwise, for Fate would have it so......... Nothing can sur-
pass the tenseness of this picture, of two souls, one agonizing
for the love which her act had forfeited, and which she would
give everything, even her reputation to recover, the other
poised and prepared for the finish he knows at hand. Tt is
framed in such an atmosphere as the poet loves, of spreading
darkness and of lights one by one sprinkling the night. In
this pause of world’s effort everything can be weighed; not
one pang is spared to either sufferer.” !

The story of “Karna” is one of the most tragic in the
whole world of dramatic themes, and the very choice of this
subject for dramatic treatment shows Tagore’s unerring in-
sight in these matters.

“The Curse at Farewell” deals with the story of
“ Kacha and Devajani.” It is also a most moving theme,
especially towards the end, where Devajani reveals her love
to Kacha, and requests him to stay with her and not to go
back to his father. Her appeals, her passionate ou’cbursts,‘
and finally her curse that what he has learnt from her father
should prove unavailing to him are wonderfully dramatic. In
the passages, where the playwright describes their affection

and love-escapadés in sylvan surroundings, we are reminded
of Miranda and Ferdinand.

In the plays of this period, Tagore shows a masterly
understanding of a playwright’s duty, and does his work in

' E. J. Thomson: Rabindranath Tagore.
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his best manner. As dramas, these short plays are the most
successful among his works.

Let us consider his later plays which come under the
third group. Among them are ‘ The Post Office” *‘The
Cycle of Spring” and ‘ the King of the Dark Chamber.”
These are in prose, and symbolical in significance. Human
interest which plays a greater part in the plays of the middle
period fades away, giving place to ideas, which gain mastery,
gradually.

In this respect he is in a line with recent developments
in Drama in the west, where ideas have gained great promin-
ence. But we should not think that he has copied any Eng-
lish models. His plays are of native growth; they are chil-
dren of the soil. His ideas are the common heritage of our
land, and they form the traditional background of our mental
make-up. These ideas, with some changes he gives in his
plays. Important among them are, that we get liberation of
spirit only if we cast off the sense of “I” and ‘““my,” the
““aham ’ in us, which forms the main theme of ‘‘ The Post
Office ;” that just as among the seasons of the year, there are
human seasons in man’s life, old age giving place to youth
and so on, which is the point in “ The Cycle of Spring ; ” that
éf one wishes to know and become one with the lord one must
go in a humble and contrite spirit, which is stressed in *‘ The
King of the Dark Chamber.” This last idea is seen in the
usual ‘‘Nayaka-nayaki bhava” which is one of the usual
themes of writers in all languages in our country. Thus
these later plays have a lofty attitude towards life, and reveal
a mind moving on the highest planes of thought and feeling.

These plays have been acted in London and Berlin, and
they were successful. In London “The Post Office” was
played by some Irish players, who could enter into the spirit
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of an Indian piece more easily than others except of course
Tagore’s own players. The late W. B. Yeats who saw a per-
formance of it, and has given an introduction to it says :
““ The little play is perfectly constructed, and conveys to the
right audience, an emotion of gentleness and peace.” But
that audience is necessarily limited; only when plot, charac-
terization, dialogue and idea are found together, would plays
. . brove popular with all manner of audiences. In these later
v-”plays there is an allegorical vein also to be found, which
requires careful attention to bo pieced out. ‘‘The Cycle of
Spring” was a favourite play of Tagore’s, and every year
when the season of Spring came round, he would produce it
in Santiniketan, he himself taking a leading part in it. It is
somewhat unegual in merit, the first introductory part being
a little too long, and not all of the same order. Another
characteristic of these plays, as also of all Tagore’s plays is
the presence of a large number of songs by girls and boys
and poets and minstrels, These songs are as important as
the dramatic part of hisiplays. In this respect also his work
is eminently Indian, because we are not aware of dramas
without songs in our ancient literature.

About Tagore’s place as a dramatist there can be no
question. His work in this field is as important as his WOI‘k(
in other fields, though it has not been recognised yet. The
influence of Elizabethan models is clear in .his early plays,
and the influence of Ibsen and his school of *“ idea-dramatists”’
in the later plays. But all these influences he has assimilat-
ed, and made his own. He interprets our life and ways and
tradition in his plays as in his other works. Plot construc-
tion, characterization, dialogue are not observed by him in
the well-known orthodox style. But that some of his charac-
ters, like Raghupati, Karna, Kunti and Devajani would live
as long dramas are read or acted, there is no doubt. Itisa
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pity he did not devote as much attention to this aspect of his
work as to the other aspects, and that he did not give full
length five act plays in his middle period. But, we must
take what he gave and not cry over what he did not give.
And what he gave is noble ‘enough. No one would claim a
place for him among the greatest writers of drama. But
among stars of the second magnitude, that Tagore will shine
we need have no doubt.

Iv

TAGORE'S POETRY AND INDIAN
NATIONAL SELF-RESPECT

by
Prof. P. A. Subrahmanya Ayyar.

MR. VICE-CHANCELLOR, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,

.T\AGORE was a poet. He was a poet, first and last.
l— He was more. He was also a philosopher. Well, all
poets are, in a sense, philosophers ; just as all of us are,
in a sense, poets. But Tagore was a philosopher in another
sense, in a far higher sense. He had a system of philosophy
to teach to men. The West called him a poet-philosopher.
It called him so on the occasion of hailing him a Nobel
Laureate. The name has been his since. That, by the way,
shows that the West can discern well, and, if and when it
likes, speak candidly.
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Tagore then was a poet-philosopher. He wrote poetry.
He often spoke poetry. It came to him as ordinary speech
comes to us all. And then he taught a philosophy. It came
to him as an inheritance. It was there in all his poetry.
I am sure you can see it if you read his poetry. I am
sure you read it and, as Indians, feel that your bosoms
swell ‘with pride. This philosophy of his is clear and
complete, even as his poetry is delightful. It was not
with him as, if Matthew Arnold is to be believed, with
Wordsworth: it was not with him that the poetry was the
reality and the philosophy the illusion. Both were living
realities. Harward in the extreme west and Tokio in the
extreme east both vouch for that.

I must here give my audience a caution. They must not
suppose that Tagore wrote poetry only when he wrote verses.
When did he not make poetry ? He made it when he spoke
in the drawing room. He made it when he addressed audi-
ences. He made it always, and all that he uttered was
poetry. His prose works and his addresses and talks had in-
deed not the verse form. They had still the soul of poetry all
right. Their substance was highly poetical. '

Take this piece—that, with your Jeave, I shall read.
You will see that it is not verse; but it is not prose; it is

prose-poetry, if you like, such as Dickens wrote when he
described the end of Little Nell.

It will be difficult for others than Indians to realise all the associations
that are grouped round the word asram, the forest sanctuary. For it
blossomed in India like its lotus, under a sky generous in its sunlight
and starry splendour. India’s climate has brought to us the invitation of
the open air; the language of her mighty rivers is solemn in their chants;
the limitless expense of her plains encircles our homes with the silence of
the world beyond; then the sun rises from the marge of the green
carth like an offering of the unseen to the altar of the Unkhown and it goes
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down to the west at the end of the day like a gorgeous ceremony of
nature’s salutation to the Eternal. In India the shades of the trees are
hospitable, the dust of the earth stretches its brown arms to us, the air
with its embraces clothes us with warmth. These are the unchanging facts
that ever carry their suggestions to our minds, and therefore we feel it is
India’s mission to realize the truth of the human soul in the Supreme Soul
through its union with the soul of the world. This mission had taken its
natural form in the forest schools in the ancient time. And it still urges
us to seek for the vision of the Infinite in all forms of creation, in the
human relations of love; to feel it in the air we breathe, in the light
in which we open our eyes, in the water in which we bathe, in the earth on
which we live and die. Therefore I know—and I know it from my ex-
perience —that the students and the teachers who have come together in the
Asram, are daily growing towards the emancipation of their minds into
the consciousness of the Infinite, not through any process of teaching
or outer discipline, but by the help of an unseen atmosphere of aspiration
that surrounds the place and the memory of a devoted soul who lived here
in intimate communion with God. 3

And again:

We have for over a century been dragged by the prosperous West
behind its chariot, choked by the dust, deafened by the noise, humbled by
our own helplessness, and overwhelmed by the speed. We agreed to ack-

- nowledge that this chariot-drive was progress and that progress was
civilization. If we ever ventured to ask “ Progress towards what, and
progress for whom?” it was considered to be peculiarly and ridiculously
oriental to entertain such doubts about the absoluteness of progress.

[

Well, here you have Poetry shaking hands with Philo-
sophy before the very eyes and with the very sanction of
Bharata Mata asserting her dignity against the thoughtless
taunts of the commerce-ridden and blinded West- It was in
this poetry which expounds a philosophy that Tagore told
the West to stop speaking to and of the East arrogantly.

Perhaps I do not make myself clear when I speak thus.
I shall try to make myself understood.
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Y

When Tagore was a boy, the West dominated the East—
I do not mean, politically. That it had done long before and
has done ever since. But she dominated the East in another,
and more important, sense. Every thing Western was the.
cry of the India of Tagore the boy; everything—thought,
emotion, customs and manners. But luckily men were already
taking the cudgels up against this denationalization. Tagore’s
own father, the Maharishi, (as discerning men called him)
was among them—perhaps the most active. But perhaps
never did he serve the cause so well as when he begot
Rabindranath. And Rabindranath served the cause not a
quarter so well by any other means as by being born. Rabin-
dranath’s voice was in this matter a clarion. No, it was
thunder, heard alike at Sanfrancisco and at Yakohama.

Tagore expounded the East to the world—expounded in
especial, India to Europe. He told them some home-truths
and made them blush and made them also give hinf? a prize
for it-—a transaction that does credit alike to the courage
of the speaker and- the honesty of the listeners. He told .
them that their civilization was economiec, commercial, sordid
and therefore, in the extreme, humdrum—even as their per-
sons were tailor-made. In many of his verses in the G’-ardenerl
and in the Crescent Moon he sang the glory of the Indian
sky and the Indian forest, of the Indian’s life of honest
conformity to Nature. He sang the East in its glorious
aspiration to get merged in the Infinite, in its endeavour,
amidst obstacles and obloquy, to spread among men a sense
of the essential oneness of the human race, the realization
of the oneness of man in the unity of the Infinite. Take
any random verse of his. Take, say, verse No. 28 in the
Gardener. I presume you all know it by heart. All lovers
of Tagore’s poetry do. Yet I shall read it here:
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I have bared my life before your eyes from end to end, with nothing
hidden or held back.

That is why ‘you know me not. If it were only a gem I could break it
into a hundred pieces and string them into a chain to put it on your neck.

If it were only a flower, round and small and sweet, I could pluck it
from its stem to set it in your hair.

But it is a heart, my beloved. Where are its shores and its bottom ?
You know not the limits of this kingdom, still you are its queen.

If it were only a moment of pleasure it would flower in an easy smile,
and you could see it and read it in 2 moment. '

If it were merely a pain it would melt in limpid tears, reflecting
its inmost secret without a word.

But it is Love, my beloved.
Its pleasure and pain are boundless, and endless its wants and wealth.

It is as near to you as your life, but you can never wholly know it.

You call it love poetry, don’t you? Yes. It is love
_poetry. It depicts the love of man to woman. But pause
a while and understand the Infinite in the place of the
woman and you will read in it the hunger of the human
soul to be merged in, and be one with, the Infinite—the
o hunger of the human soul to be rid of all fear and doubt
and become part of that Bliss from an attempted descrip-
tion of which the tongue returns ineffectual and an attempted
analysis of which the mind comes backbaffled !

Iq I Faded | oMeR A9l 9@ | SRS SEon
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Believe me, ladies and gentlemen, it is like that
in all true love poetry. It is like that in the love poetry
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of Shakespeare. When Florizel gives up his claim to the

Bohemian throne and flies away with Perdita, he is like
the human soul shaking the dust of the world from its feet
and merging in the Infinite. It is like this in all Tagore’s -
poetry—in all his utterances which, I need not now repeat,
are all of them truly poetical, whatever their form.

Friends, Indians, Countrymen, India did in old times
produce poets and philosophers, and got her mead of praise
from outsiders. They all made their country great in the
eyes of the world. All honour to them ! But we justly glory
in the latest of her poet-philosophers whom Providence gave
us at a time when to be an Oriental was to be degraded, who
told the world to learn that to be born a true Oriental was
to teach the world and whose life’s study was to show
arrogant foreigners their place in the scheme of things
and sing in a voice audible to all the world,

Where the mind is without fear and the head is high,

* * * * *

Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country awake.
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Durham, on May 7, 1858. He was the third, and only

A living son of Mr. J.W. S. Monkhouse. He had his early
education in private schools, and after leaving studies, went
into business in Manchester, at which he worked patiently
for more than twenty years. But his passion was for liter-
ature, and during the leisure hours he could snatch from his
business preoccupations, he worked at literature. He had
a great love for games, in several of which he distinguished
himself, though not as a player of the first rank. He occa-
sionally contributed articles of wonderful literary merit for
an ordinary businessman, to the ‘‘ Manchester Guardian.’’
These contributions attracted the attention of the late Mr.
W. T. Arnold, who was the first-leader writer for the paper
in those days. He naturally thought that a man like Monk-
house who could write with such elegance and distinction
was wasting himself in the dull lifeless routine of the stock
exchange. In 1902, he quitted commerce for ever, luckily
for readers of English Literature, and joined the regular staff
of the ‘“ Manchester Guardian.”” At the beginning he was
put in charge of the ‘daily cotton market report,” and, need-
less to say, he did this soulless, statistical work with a
literary grace and finish, which attracted a number of readers
to it who did not care much for the trade part of it. Of course,
from the commercial point of view also it was of first rate
value and importance, since he had been in the line for a
score of years and more. He was such a master of the sub-
ject of cotton trade, in all its aspects, that he was invited
to contribute the article on *‘ Cotton ' to the Seventh Edition
of the “ Encyclopaedia Brittanica.”

\ LLAN Noble Monkhouse was born at Barnard Castle,
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But his real love was for the theatre and books. In those
years the Manchester Repertory Theatre was at the height
of its power and prestige, mainly owing to the work of Miss
A. E. F. Horniman. Very often there would be two or three
“first-night ’ performances of great interest and value which
newspapers could not afford to neglect. The problem of dra-
matic criticism came to the forefront, for the newspapers.
A number of dramatic critics came up then, chief among
them being Harold Brighouse, James Agate, Stanley Hough-
ton, and of course, Allan Monkhouse. But Monkhouse was
far and away the most distinguished of them, respected
and admired by for his earnestness, probity, candour and
his power of being exacting and generous at the same
time. But after the war, the competition of the Cinema
reduced the theatre to comparative oblivion. And, moreover,
Monkhouse was then first attacked by an illness from which

he never completely recovered till the end, so that he entirely
gave up attending theatres.

Monkhouse was thrice married. His first wife, Lucy,
the daughter of Mr. James Muir Davie, died childless in 1893,
the year after their marriage. In 1902, he married Elizabeth
Dorothy, daughter of Mr. James Fildes Pearson. He left

behind two sons and two daughters, when he died in January
1936.

¢

He had from the beginning evinced a great interest in
books and their reviewing. He was gradually put in charge
of the difficult but important task of selecting and distribut-
ing new books for review ; and more important than that,
of maintaining a form of mild discipline over the reviewers,
which is dangerous in the extreme since individual liberty
of opinion and judgment would be interfered with if this is
not done properly. But Monkhouse was so tactful in the
discharge of this rather unpleasant and irksome duty, that,
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without in any way impinging upon the personal views and
attitudes of the reviewers, he maintained a certain standard
for the review columns of the ‘ Manchester Guardian,” which
became the object of envy of other papers. He made the art
of reviewing novels as correct and efficient as possible. It is
a work of stupendous magnitude and immensity, the task of
reviewing novels in a popular and widely circulated paper.
Every post would bring in hundreds of novels by writers
well-known, and unknown. It would be obviously unfair, if
only the works of master craftsmen were read, and the others
by young aspirants to renown, were thrown into the waste-
paper basket. Again, one could never be sure, if even the
older writers were keeping up their old standard in their new
books ; and then the voluminous nature of these books of
fiction! It was work, which would stagger any one, even
a reader of Herculean efforts, and earnestness. Monkhouse
did not fight shy of it. He organized the whole work very
efficiently and made the two or three columns of weekly
novel-review as good and effective as possible. Besides these
book-reviews, he contributed a series of articles on suburban
life, which appeared under the title of ‘Suburb.” He also
wrote the weekly literary causerie: ‘A Bookman’s notes”
which was very popular. He also contributed occasionally
one or two of the sub-leaders, but never the first-leader.
*Though warmly interested in politics, he never wrote the
main-leader, and never touched upon politics in any of his
other leaders either.

He never stopped with writing these small or long arti-
cles for the paper. He found time in the midst of his arduous
duties as a newspaper man, to write a number of novels and
plays. His earliest work was one entitled * Books and Plays,"”
consisting of a number of essays on several books and plays
which impressed him. This was followed by a number of
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novels, all of them placed in or around Manchester, and deal-
ing with the lives and aspirations of people whom he knew
best, newspaper men, men of letters, or businessmen, or people
belonging to the theatre. Very important among them were :

“Men and Ghosts,” ‘“ A Deliverance,” ‘‘ My Daughter

Helen,” * Marmaduke,” * Alfred the Great,” * Farewell,
Manchester.”

The opportunities offered by the Manchester Gaiety
Theatre, which was very popular in the pre-war years, made
Monkhouse turn his attention to the writing of plays. More-
over, since he was the dramatic critic then to the Manchester
Guardian, he had to attend all the new plays produced.
Their success might have induced him to try his hand at
play-writing. He began with ‘‘ Reaping the Whirlwind,” a
one act tragedy. He did nothing of the sort; luckily he
achieved considerable success as a dramatist, on the other
hand! In 1911 he published ‘“Mary Broome,” a four-act
comedy, which was also produced at the Gaiety. Then fol-
lowed “ The Conquering Hero,” ** First Blood,” “ The Great
Cham’s Diamond,” *‘Sons of Fathers,” ‘The Rag,” and
“Cecilia.” Among these of course, the most successful was
the * Conquering Hero,” which proved very popular in Lon-
don also. His name came to be associated with those of
Harold Brighouse and Stanley Houghton, who also wrote
plays. It was usual to refer to them as the ““Manchester
School of Dramatists;” but really there was no school to
which they belonged, and there was nothing in common

among them beyond a real desire to do well in their plays
and a common artistic ambition.

A word or two here on “ Monkhouse as a dramatist ** may
not be out of place. He had the good fortune in his outlook
on letters as also in his work as an author, and particularly
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as a dramatist, to bridge the transition between the Victorian
age and our own. His career and success as a dramatist
closely followed the rise and progress of the Repertory Thea-
tre movement in England, especially in Manchester, Liverpool
.and Birmingham. In this sense, he contributed his quota
which was by no means negligible, to the rebirth of English
Drama in modern times. As a dramatic critic of the ‘Man-
chester Guardian,” he welcomed many new plays, and in-
troduced the playwrights to the public, and created the
necessary atmosphere for the writing, the production and
appreciation of good plays. He did not stop with this, but
followed it up by writing plays himself and having them pro-
duced at the Gaiety Theatre in Manchester. Luckily for him
they had at the helm of the Repertory Theatre movement in
Manchester the famous Miss Horniman, who had a great
admiration for Monkhouse as a playwright and dramatic
critic. She produced all his plays, soon after he wrote them.
She commenced her experiment with one of his plays:
‘“ Reaping the Whirlwind ;> fortunately she did not have to do
anything of the kind. She reaped a rich collection at the gate
on the other hand! This was followed by ‘ The Choice,” both
one-act plays. Next was produced ‘‘ Mary Broome,” in which
he gave a new turn to realistic comedy, by combining with it
an element of fantasy, which he presented in an ironical
gpirit. The situation in the play is this. There is a middle-
class father who by the threat of cutting off supplies to his
son, compels him to offer marriage to a lower-class girl, the
house-maid, which the girl also accepts. Leonard Timbrell,
(that is the son’s name) is a conscienceless artist, who never
earns anything, and he is always indulging his talent for
saying smart and unexpected things. The marriage with Mary
Broome makes no difference in his case. The fun in the play
consists in the contrast between the clever epigrams and

aphorisms of the young artist husband on the one hand, and
5
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the matter-of-fact, bald speeches of the simple-minded ser-
vant-girl-wife on the other; the pompous conventional plati-
tudes of the father add to the enjoyment further. Mary's
baby dies while Leonard is away somewhere, and he doesn’t
turn up even for the funeral. Mary immediately'declaresAher
intention to ‘go off’ to Canada, with the milkman who was
courting her before her marriage with Leonard. When this
is made known to Leonard, he accepts it with his usual
airy irresponsibility which scandalises his Victorian-minded
parents. The father ‘goes at’ Mary like anything, in the
best-Victorian manner, but she pays no attention to all his
storming ; she says very coolly that she is afraid to miss her
train. He turns desperately to his son and asks him whether
he intends to submit to all that, without demurring. Then
follows a very interesting and amusing conversation between
the irate parents, devil-may-care minded son, and Mary in the
best manner of Monkhouse. Though it is all very cleverly
done, one is all the time conscious of the fact that all the
characters are there only on paper, the mere mouthpieces of
the author, and not real people in flesh and blood.

Of the other plays the most important among the shorter
ones is the ‘“The Great Cham’s Diamond.” It is the most
brilliant, though perhaps, the most extravagant in fantasy of
all his smaller plays. It is full of the lighter vein of Monk-"
house, which he exhibits in his longer plays also occasion-
ally. The neat blend of humour, drama and surprise in this
little play has made it a great fa.vourlte with all producers

and theatre-goers, from the date of its publication and pro-
duction until the present day.

“The Conquering Hero,” is a more serious play, which
some of his friends consider his best. In this drama he

portrays the conflicting loyalties and ideals of an English
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family, during the period of the Great War. The problem of
the play is whether in war it is the artist’s duty to fight for
his country, and get himself killed for the sake of his country.
Chris Rokeby is the hero, a young novelist, who is yet to
publish his first work, and who does not want to enlist, and
fight for his country. He thinks that it is not his duty ; and
that his duty is to stand up for his artistic creed and faith
and spread it among the people of his country. He considers
that it is his duty to keep the ‘‘ eternal’ going, being an
artist. But he is the son of a Colonel and the brother-in-law
of a Captain, and all the family press him to enlist- At first
he resists and the dialogue at this point is extremely spirited,
‘interesting and dramatic. And in the end he has no other
alternative but to go to the field, and serve in the army. He
is not killed luckily, and when he returns home, the village
people meet him with a brass-band, and acciaim him as the
“ Conquering Hero ”; but his family even then continue to
think that he would have done something on the field un-
worthy of their name and tradition. 3

His last play—"' First Blood,” has been compared with
Galsworthy’s  Strife,” but there is no great resemblance
really speaking between the two. The characters in Monk-
house’s play are exaggerated, the situations are unreal and
*hypothetical, and the ending is. too melodramatic to be con-
vincing.

His plays afford excellent reading and the speeches are
very often extremely witty. In almost every one of his plays
he has a character who always indulges in witty epigrams
and aphorisms. He doesn’t strike the deeper note, nor port-
ray great conflicts of the mind except perhaps in his * Con-
quering Hero,” and there too only to some extent. But his
plays are very popular with amateurs and Repertory Thea-
tres in all English speaking countries.



36 ANNAMALAINAGAR MISCELLANY

In his works he employed a prose-style which could be
easily recognised as his. Frequently he qualifies in the
latter part of his sentences, the statements he makes in the
former part. This was a fundamental quality of his mind as
also of his writing. He was always against any kind of
flashy window-dressing, or inflated manner of utterance. He
was a Greek by instincet and refused to overstate his things,
or to pretend that his goods were of greater worth than they
actually were. It was natural therefore that, he did not
attract a wider public than he did, to go through his writings,
in these days of high-pitch and almost screeching journalism.
He appeared to most people to be every now and then reach-
ing the verge of eloquence, but somehow or other to be fight-
ing shy of it, at the last moment. But the effect of his writ-
ing on quieter minded and more sensitive readers, is very
different and they adore him, greatly as a contrast to the
deafening shout provided by the ordinary workaday journa-
listic writing. Monkhouse was witty, but after the manner
of Goldsmith or Lamb. It was never broad in its effects and
it never became rough horse-play. It was quiet and gentle,
as the man himself was. Another quality which appeals to
the gentler and more sob2r minded among readers but which
is a vice according to others is his lack of high animal
spirits and gusto. If one wants roaring vitality and vague
enthusiasm one should not go to Monkhouse. Dickens would
provide the fare necessary. He always wrote with that
‘high seriousness’ which Matthew Arnold thought was neces-
sary for all real writing. His mind and spirit could be truly
said to have been aristocratic. He never suffered anything
common or hackneyed to escape from his pen. He lived on
the heights and exacted much from himself as also from
others. He made his friends feel that friendship with him
was ‘‘ something of a sacrament.” Tt appears it was very
frequent among his friends to ask one another or themselves
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" “ whether anything they had written was good enough to be
shown to Monkhouse,” because they did not want to show
him anything unworthy of him.

Though he was a journalist, in the ordinary sense of the
term, yet, his productions were as unlike the usual level of
journalistic work as it is possible to imagine. Professor
Alexander in presenting him for the Honorary Degree of
Doctor of ILetters, which was conferred upon him by the
Manchester University in 1929, said of him, that he truly
proved in his writings ‘“how empty is the antithesis that is
commonly drawn between journalism and literature.”” That
summarises the man and his work, wonderfully, that Monk-
house was no mere journalist, but was a ‘litterateur’ through

and through.

C. R. MYLERU, M.A.



THE AHMADNAGAR FORT

(A study, with extracts taken from the * Short
History of Ahmadnagar and the Western Dec-
can” by Lieut. Col. H. G. V. Roberts, M. C.;
Royal Tank Corps ;—compiled with the permis-
sion of Major A. Fortescue, Officer, 1/c Supplies,
Ahmadnagar Fort.)

\HE Mahommedans of Northern India first invaded the
Deccan at the end of the thirteenth century, and after
Al considerable fighting the rule of the Emperors of Delhi
was established throughout the area. Some forty years later,
the Emperor Mahommed bin Tughlaq decided to remove his
capital, lock, stock and barrel, from Delhi to Deogiri which
lay some seventy miles north of the present town of Ahmad-
nagar. He renamed his seat of government, Daulatabad—
“the city of Wealth,” When the inhabitants of Delhi de-
murred at being asked to leave their homes, they were driven
like cattle across India to the new capital over a distance, as
the crow flies, of six hundred miles. Even the aged and the
sick were forced to comply with the Imperial order, and the
city of Delhi was left so utterly deserted that ‘“no sound
was heard in it except the cries of wild beasts. ;

So great were the cruelties and extortions practised by
the Emperor and his followers that serious revolts resulted,
which finally culminated in a rebellion led by an 'Afghan
soldier, by name Hassan Ganga, who, after freeing the Dec-
can from its dependence on Delhi, established the Bahmani
Dynasty, which endured for nearly a century and a half.

The Bahmani Kings encouraged the entry of foreigners
into the country, employed them in large numbers in the
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Army and in other departments of the state. Arabs, Abys-
sinians, Persians, Turks, Tartars and Afghans, attracted by
love of adventure and hope of profit, swarmed into the land
and these foreigners intermarrying with the indigenous Mah-
ratta inhabitants formed the main stock of the Mohammedan
portion of the present population of the Deccan. Bolder,
hardier, and more intelligentthan the original Mohammedans
who had accompanied the imperial court, they stirred up
almost a continuous series of intrigues and strifes. This was
accentuated by the fact that with the exception of the Abys-
sinians, most of the imigrants belonged to the Shia sect,
whilst the Indian Mohammedans were generally orthodox
Sunnis. Time and again during the history of the next two
hundred years, we find the Deccani Mohammedans and the
Abyssinians ranged against the rest of the foreigners—a state
of affairs which frequently resulted not only in plots and
counter plots, but also in violent blood shed.

Gradually the power of the Central Government dimin-
ished, largely owing to the weakness of the later rulers,
‘ while the power of the Governors of the provinces increased,
until finally they assumed independence as the rulers of five
kingdoms, Ahmadnagar, Bijapur, Berar, Golkonda and Bidar.
The history of these five Mohammedan Kingdoms is mainly
sconcerned with their struggles against each other, varied in
earlier years by wars against the neighbouring Hindu empire
of Vijayanagar, and’later by their attempts to avoid absorp-
tion into the Empire of the Moguls.

History of the Founder of the City :

Ahmad Nizam, the Founder of the city was the governor
of the province of Daulatabad. He was one of the instigators
of revolt against the Bahmani dynasty. He himself was of
Brahmin descent, for his father was the son of a Brahmin
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village accountant who lived on the banks of the river Goda-
vari. When the village was raided by Bahmani troops,
Ahmad's father, then a boy, was captured and brought to the
king as a slave. Brought up as a Mohammedan he displayed
such excellent qualities that he was made the companion of
the heir to the throme. Later he was made a minister of
state when the boy-king becom# the ruler. Ahmad Nizam
was appointed Governor of Daulatabad. He was a man of
outstanding ability and in a short period became very popular
with his subjects. His reputation as a ruler made it difficult
for the Bahmani Government to find a leader prepared to
march against him when he raised the flag of revolt. His
first victory against . Bahmani troops was the result of a
night attack, and ever after, he displayed a tendency to make
use of methods similar to those which had given him his
initial success. Next Ahmad had to figsht with an army of
some eighteen thousand men despatched against him by the
Bahmani Government. He moved out and occupied the Jeur
hills, about eight miles north of Ahmadnagar, but he was
outflanked by his opponent who encamped near the village,
Bhingar. It was the monsoon season and, thinking that
Ahmad would not move during the rains, the Bahmani gene-
ral relaxed his precautions and devoted himself to pleasure
and ease. However Ahmad seized this opportunity and dis-
playing his love of night operations, moved on Bhingar under ¢
cover of darkness and attacked the camp in the half light of
the early dawn. The Bahmani army was completely routed.
Ahmad now assumed the title of Shah and the dynasty of
Nizam Shahis of Ahmadnagar was established. Four years
later, on the left bank of the river Sina, Ahmad founded the
present city which he called after his name Ahmadnagar
Within two years after its foundation it excelled Cairo and
Bagdad in splendour. In 1499 A.D. Ahmad found himself

opposed by a coalition of his enemies whose number vastly
exceeded his own, .
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- Ahmad Nizam Shah, the founder of the city and the great
warrior died in 1508 A.D. His greatness cannot be disputed.
Besides his courage as a warrior he proved himself a man
of virtue and modesty—qualities which were rare among

Eastern rulers in those days.

Ahmadnagar after Nizam Shah :—

Hussain Nizam, the grandson of Ahmad Nizam, after
acknowledging the supremacy of Rama Raja of Vijaya-
nagaram in a treaty with him, returned to his fort, which
was then only built of mud, and at once he rebuilt it on
strong foundations and surrounded it with a deep moat. To-
day the mighty fort stands upright, ‘‘ four square to all the
winds that blow,”’-—a wonderful source of inspiration to all
those who visit it.

After Hussain there was no peace in the dynasty of
Nizam Shahis of Ahmadnagar. There were bitter quarrels
among the members of the royal family in connection with
the succession to the throne. At the end of the sixteenth
century, Mian Manju, one of the claimants to the throne,
made the fatal error of inviting prince Murad, son of
Emperor Akbar, for his help against Chand Bibi, a heroine
and regent to the infant Bahadur King. .

The Regency of Chand Bibi, the heroine of Ahmadnagar:—

Chand Bibi did not hesitate to seize her opportunity.
Having assassinated the general commanding the fort who
was an adherent of her enemy, she herself assumed the
leadership of her troops against Prince Murad. By this time
the kings of Bijapur and Golkonda, alarmed lest they should
be the next vietims of the imperial greed, sent their armies to

join Chand Bibi against the prince. But the prince promptly
6
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decided to assault Ahmadnagar before the allied forces came
to its help. He made tunnels beneath the bastions on one
face of the fort and laid mines in them. But before these
mines began to operate Chand Bibi got scent of her danger,
and she personally directed the countermining operations.
She succeeded in destroying two of the mines but the third
was sprung successfully and it effected a breach in the
mighty stone walls. As soon as the queen saw the conse-
quent panic among her men she clad herself in armour, and
sword in hand, dashed forward at the head of her troops to
defend the breach. She checked the assault by bringing up
the guns to cover the point of danger. But the respite was
only temporary. The attack was intensified, heavy casualties
were caused and the defenders were engaged in a hand to hand
struggle at the foot of the breach until the moat was almost
filled with the dead and the dying. Even at night the assault
continued and it was not until midnight that the wearied
garrison were given some breathing space. But with the
personal supervision of Chand Bibi, whose gallant conduct
excited the admiration of both friend and foe alike, the breach
was closed with a wall some eight feet high. Meanwhile the
allied forces came to help Chand Bibi. Prince Murad who
was by now troubled by shortage of supplies saw that dis-
cretion was the better of valour, and wisely agreed to with-
draw his troops on condition that Berar must be ceded to the
Mogul Empire. Chand Bibi consented to the condition. She
was accorded the title of Sultana. Thus Chand Sultana suc-
ceeded finally in establishing her authority as Regent to the
child, Bahadur.

Chand Sultana’s name is still reverenced throughout the
Deccan and many stories of her exploits survive. It is said
that during the siege of Ahmadnagar when there was a short-

age of ammunition she loaded the guns with copper, silver
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and gold coins and when those valuable coins were exhausted,
she did not hesitate to use her personal jewels as ammunition.
A Persian artist depicts her as a woman, very fair in com-
plexion with light blue eyes, a thin aquiline nose and a light
and graceful figure. But in spite of her attractive physical
features and her ability as a great leader and administrator,
she was murdered by her own officers who justified them-
selves on the ground that she was about to betray the fort. In
acutal fact however she was swayed by grave fears of a
mutiny amongst her troops, and therefore was ever disposed
to surrender herself to the Moguls. After Chand Bibi there
were no good rulers to occupy the throne of Ahmadnagar.
Again domestic quarrels followed in the royal family until,
in the middle of the seventeenth century, the kingdom of
Ahmadnagar came to an inglorious end.

The influence of the Mahrattas over Ahmadnagar:—

A succession of claimants backed up by the chiefs con-
tinued to hold the shadow of authority for some time. Finally
a Mahratta, Shahaji Bhonsla made one final attempt to pre-
gserve the Nizam Shahi dynasty by nominating a prince of the
royal blood the ruler. Thus the Mahratta power began to
spread over Ahmadnagar. Shivaji, the son of Shahaji Bhonsla,
had an intense hatred for the religion of Islam. He believed
that he was born to free the Hindus from their Mohammedan
overlords. When Shivaji was twenty years old he collected a
band of adherents and began to seize fortress after fortress.
From 1659 A. D. when Aurangazeb had just established him-
self on the throne of Delhi, the existence of the Mahrattas as
a nation may be considered to begin. In fact in 1668 A. D,
the Mahratta power became supreme under Shivaji who was
now at the pinnacle of his greatness. Ahmadnagar and
Aurangabad suffered severely from his depredations. In 1674
A. D. he was crowned king with every solemn Hindu rite.
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He continued to extend his power till, at the age of fifty three,
in the spring of 1680 A. D. he died of fever. The great Mogul
Emperor Aurangazib himself acknowledged him to be a great
captain and declared “ My armies have been employed
against him for nineteen years, and none the less his state
was always been increasing.”

Soon after his death, Aurangazib himself led an invasion
against these ‘‘ Mountain Rats” a nickname given to the
Mahrattas by him. But the Emperor could not succeed in
punishing them on that occasion; afterwards however the
Mahrattas were defeated and Sambaji, son of Shivaji, was
taken along with his son as a prisoner to Delhi where he was
tortured to death. At last in 1707 A. D., Aurangazib died at
the age of eighty-nine at Ahmadnagar, and with his death, as
is well known, the glory of the Mogul Empire passed away.

In 1708 Shahu, son of Sambaji and the grand son of
Shivaji, was released from the Mogul prison and was crowned
the king of the Hindus at Satara.

Shahu’s reign saw the
rise of the Peshwas,

a community of Brahmins whom the
Mahrattas were obliged to employ as their ministers on
account of their own illiteracy. Soon after the death of
Shahu, in 1749 A. D., practically all power passed into the
hands of the Peshwa. The Peshwa enormously increased the
Mahratta power and even attacked Delhi and killed the
ruling emperor. The Mogul Empire had, to all practical
purposes, ceased to exist. Then the Peshwas had to meet
the Afghans who were also equally ambitious of extending
their dominion to the North. The issue had to be decided at
Panipet in the Punjab where the Peshwas sustained a heavy
defeat from the Afghans under Mohamed Sha, Thus the
Supremacy of the Mahrattas in the Deccan came to an end.
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Ahmadnagar and the British Supremacy in the Deccan:—

Civil war followed among the Mahratta rulers, and at all
times, the East India Company joined one of the chiefs against
another thereby becoming possessors of some territories be-
stowed as a reward for their services. In the first half of the
nineteenth century the Hast India Company became powerful
‘and was awaiting an opportunity to crush the Mahrattas.
In 1803 General Wellesly was ordered to march against
Sindhia and Bhonsle. Wellesly moved from Poona towards
Ahmadnagar but he could not reach his destination since
there was rain on that day. He halted at a town six miles
from Ahmadnagar in the South. Then after three days he
advanced towards Ahmadnagar. After a preliminary recon-
naissance he ordered two regiments to seize part of the glacis
on the eastern front and to cut an opening through it, so as
to expose the masonry to the fire of his guns. Soon the
Mahratta commander offered to surrender on condition that
Wellesly should allow him to go out of the fort with his
troops. Woellesly agreed to this and the fort was evacuvated.
On 12th Aug. 1803 Wellesly with his men entered the fort
and found many valuables including a variety of treasure and
rich clothes. Thus Ahmadnagar was captured by the British.
Then Wellesly went further on with his campaign. Owing
.to these incessant wars famine began to reign in Ahmad-
nagar. Wellesly the °‘ Sawviour of the poor’ fed about four-
thousand poor people daily in the city; and able-bodied men
were employed in constructing the fort and rewarded with a
daily issue of grain for their food in place of money.

As time passed, the Mahrattas became loyal to the
British and gave a good account of themselves in many
campaigns not only in India, but in Burma, China and
Somaliland, in the great war (1914-1918) and last, bat by no
means the least, in the various.theatres of operations in the
present war against Germany and Italy.
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The Fort of Ahmadnagar :—

The walls of the fort are very strongly built and are
about 30 ft. high ; and they form a regular circle. The para-
pets are 5 ft. thick and the lower masonry gradually in-
creases in thickness to 12 ft. Its circumference is over a mile
in length ; and a dry moat 100 ft. in width and about 20 ft. in
depth, surrounds it. Outside the moat a steep glacis hides the
walls almost to their parapets. A permanent bridge is put up
over the moat on the western side of the fort while the main
entrance gates of the fort are just facing the North. . Thus
the way into the fort just after crossing the bridge turns left,

* leads towards the South about twenty feet and then turns
again towards the East as the final entrance into the fort.
The place marked ‘S’ is the place where the sentry is guard-
ing the entrance of the fort with a loaded gun and pointed
bayonet. There are only a few. old buildings inside the fort
which throw a glimpse of the civilization of those days.
There is a tank in the building ‘A’ where now the Central
Supply Depot office is situated. To the tank, which was in-
tended for the ladies in the royal family, there is an under-
ground path (p.) from the building ‘B’ where now articles
belonging to I. T. group are stored ...; from the same building
another underground path (ps) crossing the fort, the moat and

the glacis at their bottom goes out of the fort to anotherc

building called Chand-Bibi Mahal named after the heroine
Chand Bibi; Chand-Bibi Mahal is situated nine miies east
from the fort. ‘Now this gigantic fort forms one of the chief
supply depots of the Royal Indian Army Service Corps.
(R. I. A. S. C.). It is in the fitness of things that such a
historically famous fort should play an important part in this
present war.

JAMADAR P. R. P. RANGA, B.A. (HoNs.),
Ahmadnagar Fort, Ahamadnagar.






FAIRY CHILDREN IN COUNCIL

Whereat ¢ Whither Shall We Go’ is Resolved to be.

‘WHITHER SHALL WE GO ?’

¢ Whither shall we go?’ ‘My companions dear,
Shall we to the river-bank rerair

As ’ts to all of us near,

Where each other our mirth could we share ?°

Spake one loud and lusty voice,
¢ Tt is a clear clear bright morn,
Wherever we eye there is joyance
There is no fear of being forlorn.’

Then up rose a plump figure
And in feeble voice piped forth,
¢ What lack we in this wide sphere

‘While birds and beasts dance for mirth ?’
»

A’ third stood up in dignity high

And spake in a voice subdued and sweet,

¢ Should we not set out the wild shrubs to spy ?
It is sport indeed to move from spot to spot.

‘The woods abound in shrubbery thick

And blossoms there are of many kinds ;

Tho some with thorns our hands do prick
Many harmless there are blown by the winds.
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The bees in swarms are hiving thereat,

To suck honey and fatten with speed.:
‘Wherefore should we linger about ?

There is plenteous scenery our eyes to feed.’

Then another stood up and preached

In a tone commanding and audible,

‘Is there not the sea-shore for us to wend
And sea-crabs all a-tremble ?

‘The breakers dash against the shore
The sea shells lie scattered on the sand
The ships are yonder at anchor sure
It’s the season for us to start in a band.

¢Shall we clutch at the manes of wind,
And rush all road-ward impish

To see pedastrians up and down bound
Growing at the fury of wind peevish.

‘The wind without is raging wild
Delighting in mischief-loving wiles,

Now she blows the wagon off the load ;
Now she makes the traveller seek for stiles.

¢ Shall we up climb the mountain peaks steep
And romp about on the snowy tract

‘Which the recluse often seeks

The earth’s ills and sufferings to subtract ?

‘Shall we with the winged creates mingle
And hop from bough to bough
And their joyous notes warble
Or together in the blue heavens fly above,
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¢ Where the kite and the cagle of the feathered kind
Are ever in flight near the summit,

Vie in potency with the god of wind,

And survey regions etherial in a circuit ?

Now rose up one and spake in accents measured,

¢Could we not with the Sun, the Moon and the Stars race,
Ascending high the realm of cloud,

Where from the world all down could we gaze ?

¢ How we should joy and dance we should all
In ever-ending circles of mirth,

As the Heavenly Father doth all to us call
Into the charming region of his birth !

¢ Should a ladder we have for aid to ascend,
Fow I wish we were up in the sky
Leaving brother and sister behind

Into the mysteries of Heaven to pry !’

Now uncles and aunts to the place did throng ;
To see the children all back home.
.One and all ran off shouting a song
And in the place of noise and bustle, there was calm.

Call this wax-work if you will,

Or earth-made dolls by sea waves washed.
Fairies’ heads with fancies are full

Tho hesitate, you might, to credit what’s said.
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conveyed to my friends the welcome piece of in-
telligence that the professor had agreed at last to
take women students too along with the boys for the Botany
tour to Pamban, Krusadai Island and Kodaikanal hills.
Every wind that whistled, every bird that sang, every
face that I met, heralded the coming joys. Our spirits were
elated and nothing could hamper our joy. The days passed
swiftly and the time came when my companion Miss
Balambal and myself were to start for the station. We, I
mean girls, were like two free birds sportive and merry,
and quite care-free, for our friends had taken charge of our
luggage.

¢ IK I'URRAH’! shouted a chorus of merry voices as I

Our kind teachers had hesitated for a long time to take
us with them, and had raised ever so many objections which
in my opinion were quite surmountable. They thought that
our small group of botanists was going to those places
just to court dangers and troubles which we, girls, in their
opinion, could never dream of coping with. But our two,
days’ stay at Pamban blew a fresh and cheerful blast
of hope which uprooted the shadows of our former fears
and anxieties and filled our hearts with ‘ wild ecstasies ’.

Only one day could we spend in Krusadai Island—the
mere mention of it makes me afraid and brings into my
mind the memory of a scorching day on a white sheet
of burning sand. Here only did we feel out of place, for our
friends with our learned teachers went deep into the water to
collect sea weeds. We were just walking on the sea-shore
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watching our friends, out in the sea., The burning ;éiﬁd'
below and the scorching sun above very nearly killed us
and quite robbed us of our lively spirits and at last forced
us to seek shelter wherever we might find i. Our mid-day
nap however under the big dry palmtrees enlivened our
drooping spirits and gave us enough life to welcome our
friends back to the shore after their dip in the sea, carrying
coral stones cloked with green velvet, the ‘famous algae,’
the pretty wee brothers of the wide vegetable kingdom.
How glad our teachers were to treasure those curious price-
less specimens stolen from the bowels of the sea, in small

glass jars and tubes!

The bangalow at Pamban where we stayed had its own
charm and attractions, for just behind the house there lay
the wide stretch of sea, now and then its small wavelets
smoothly and softly coming forward and kissing the shore
and then gently receding. The famous Pamban Bridge could
be viewed from our abode. All day and night we could enjoy
the gentle breeze. But all the time, I was longing for the
hour when we could bid good-bye to Pamban. Perhaps it
was due to the inactive part we played, for most of the collec-
tions were from the sea, and we girls were thought not
“manly " enough to brave the deep, I felt like following our
*“manly " colleagues wherever they went, for I panted to
show them that in no way were we weaker than or inferior
to them. We could walk as great a distance as they could;
even the topmost hill we could climb as even they ; and this
fortunately we could show them during the three days we
spent at lovely Kodai.

It was with a sigh of relief and eagerness to lay our
heads somewhere undisturbed that we got down at the Kodai-
kanal Road station from an overcrowded railway compart-

%
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ment. It was midnight, and the thought that we were
starting for lovely Kodai only the next morning lulled us
to sleep. Ah, we enjoyed a sound sleep in the Ladies’ Wait-
ing Room at the station.

A wink of sleep—it was dawn. Who would believe it ?
But the bright and glorious sky welcomed us and infused
sufficient spirit into our limbs and soon we got ready for our
exciting journey by bus up the hills. Straight ran the bus
at the beginning, over the good tarred roads through the
crowded streets. The massive hills looming at a distance
caught my eyes and my soul began to sing into my ears.
The very sight of the distant hills lightened my heart and,
to my exultant joy, I found the bus ascending the zigzag
narrow ghat-roads—for now it had begun climbing the hills.
How I screamed at every turn when we were pushed forward
and side ways, knocking our heads and hands! I looked in
front at the welcoming mountains, and back at the small
hillocks we had left behind, the sides of which the blooming
and fragrant flowers had adorned with their diverse and
beautiful colours. I admired the bright and glorious sun-
beams that painted the dew-drops depositad on the flowers.
The soft breeze with its enchanting music was murmuring
very low in the boughs of the trees and in the clusters of
flowers. What a lovely scene! Yes, the soft breeze with
its minor music breathed into my soul and the magnificent
scene touched my heart with glad inspiration. I forgot the
world outside with its busy and overburdened life—for we
were hurrying into the bosom of nature. As we left the low
hills, valleys and rivers beshind, the huge hills with tall trees
on their crests and sides tempted and welcomed us from the
distance. On the way the great natural scientist was attract-
ed by even the most insignificant, minute, microscopic green
brothers of the much advanced vegetable kingdom. *‘ Oh
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yes’, come on, I say,’” ‘Plenty’ were some of his exclama-
tions whenever his keen eyes sighted some of these strange
specimens in some dirty places. Like a flock of sheep we
followed our guide who after seeing us all together gave the
final order °collect’, Before the word had escapeed his
lips, our friends climbed up the hills or down the slopes
scrambling and crawling to collect the specimens. By the
time we reached our destination every ome of us had an

ample collection.

At last we reached ‘Lyn-Wood’. What sweefi memories
and welcome recollections flit across my mind when I just
utter that name ‘Lyn-Wood —the cosy cottage where we
all, a big family, sojourned during our excursion at Kodai-
kanal—Kodaikanal, the most lovely and enchanting spot that
I have ever visited, a veritable paradise on earth guarded all
round by the majestic hills, robed in emerald green kissing
the blue heavens! Their crests surrounded by the halo of the
morning mist, the brooks rolling down the slopes in cascades,
their foam presenting a silvery streak, hundreds of such
sights so captivated my fancy that even on arriving at the
place, T began to fear the day on which T should have to leave
the lovely hills.

‘Riccia, Anthoceros, Maschantia’ were the first curious
specimens that caught the keen eyes of our learned lecturer.
Who ever would search the dirty regions especially near the
kitchen and bath rooms, but the eager eyes of the curious,
the true children of Nature? What grand titles! How
proud we were to possess such grand names! Yes, we were
living in the heart of the hills breathing the same air that
the hills breathed, watching and studying them at very close
quarters. How we scrambled over the steep sides of the hills,
to the tops, imagining ourselves to be true naturalits—with
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bags hanging down our shoulders, with note books and pencils
to write down the long and strange names of the plants that
we collected ! The tall trees in the green wood, on the sides
and tops of the hills which were legion, were basking in the
bright sun-beams, and were really selfish and step-motherly

in their behaviour towards their young and pigmy com-
panions,

The first after-noon it began to drizzle but we naturalists,
unmindful of such slight obstacles, could not help being
obstinate and we started once more for collection. We
girls covered our perones with gay-coloured shawls. Soon
the drizzle gave place to a downpour which deadened
our cheerful spirits and plunged us into deep disappointment.
But still on we tramped. Soon however we found that we
could not compete with the mysterious obstinacies of nature
for no signs could be sesn of the sky clearing. The pelting
rain forced us to take shelter in some house which was
locked. Most reluctanlty our professor gave up hopes of
collection that evening. Soon we were back on the way to
our home—Sweet Home ‘ Lyn-wood.” For my part I felt that
I was in Nature’s bosom unburdened by an umbrella, wrapped
only in a blanket and also bare-footed. How we went
‘ splash, splash,” in the rain stepping over the smooth surface
of the road! The road beneath our feet shone as beautifully,
as though it had been polished with a lustre-producing polish,

as we lapped up the sweet drops of the rain that fell on our
face and scurried down our cheeks.

It was really biting cold. We were dressed in silk to keep
ourselves warm. How we used to cheer away the dull and
darkened hours of the evenings when we were shut up in the
rooms, by singing songs and acting farces. How we used to
roll with laughter at poor Mr. Panchapkesan’s expense! Yes
Mr. Panchapkesan was the hero of all the evenings, amusing
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us with his funny songs and odd gestures and postures. The
gathering in the dining hall, some with turbans, and all in
coats and woollen things was indeed a pleasant sight. The
food was inviting but the chill wind that incessantly blew
into our ears, especially when we sat down on the ice-cold
wooden planks, was very hard to bear. The chill water could
even choke the blood in our veins.

Sometimes we used to take evening strolls, unburdened
with bags and books. Twice we went to a spot, Croaker’s
Walk, which was several thousands of feet high from sea-
level, to view the distant Periyakulam on the plains. The
lovely scene struck us dumb with wonder and delight. Yes,
its beauty is beyond expression and description. The flicker-
ing lights from several houses grouped together, in the
misty horizon, looked like a big ship in a vast sea. The town
was quite lively and attractive. We could see many Huropean
ladies and children. I admire their true love of Nature, their
sense of beauty, which alone made them spot out such lonely
yet lovely places where the beauty of nature is revealed in
marvellous splendouir. The bangalows surrounded by lovely
and well-kept gardens, the beautiful cottages on the slopes
and the tops of the hills, and the neat tarred roads presented
a delightful scene. In spite of our long and tedious walk, up
the hills and down the dales, we never felt tired or drowsy.
We were as lively .and brisk as little children. What a
®* marked contrast was this to the burning heat of Krusadai!

Ah, only three days could we spend at Kodai and when
one evening the Professor conveyed to us the unwelcome
piece of information that the next day we were to bid good-bye
for ever to the lovely ‘Kodai’ and ‘Lyn-wood’, my
spirits vanished and I was plunged in despondency. ‘ Au
Revoir’ lovely Kodai and not ‘Good-Bye’ I cried from the bus,
How I wish I could go over to the enchanting °Paradise on
Earth’ once again !

SERENA. V. E. MARTIN, B.Se.



THE «“ ESSENTIAL-OIL’’ INDUSTRY IN INDIA

I \ROM very ancient times India has been famous for

= the wealth of her odoriferous materials—materials like

| Sandal and Eaglewood that were highly prized in the
courts of mighty emperors and the temples of the great
divinities of antiquity. It is an undisputed fact that the
trans-Himalayan Caravan route which existed in olden times
and extended in one direction towards China and in the other
towards Western Europe, was responsible for tha distribution .
of many a precious spice to the then civilized countries of the
East and the West. Vast changes have occurred since then
both in the manner and in the method of utilization of the
perfume-yielding materials; and artificial products have to
a considerable extent usurped the place of nafural perfumes.
Nevertheless the cultivation of plants for the extraction of
essential oils and the collection of raw materials of per-
fumery from animal and vegetable sources have on the
whole increased with the advance of time. The use of scents
in various forms is not now the privilege of the upper class
few as in the ages gone by; in modern times it has spread‘
amongst almost all classes of people and the enormous de-
mand thus created has stimulated the production of essential-
oils throughout the world.

The original home though she was of many essential-oils
of world-wide importance, India has unfortunately not been
able to keep pace with the times in the matter of their pro-
duction. Thus we find that countries like the Dutch East
Indies, East Africa and so on, have made a greater progress
than India in the culture of essential-oil crops, stocks for some
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of which were at first obtained from this country. India does
not figure at all, or only to a very slight extent, in the world-
trade in the most important oils, e.g., Citronella, Citrus and
Peppermint oils. As a matter of fact India imports a good
quantity of essential oils from other countries for various
purposes such as the preparation of perfumes, essences, fla-
vours, cosmetics and so on. It is difficult to get an estimate
of the area under essential-oil crops in India, these being
cultivated in small patches and classified under drugs, spices
and misczllaneous crops. Some oil is no doubt obtained from
spice-materials like Cinnamon, Cardamom and Fennel by
crude country methods but the quantities are insignificant.

The Indian essential-oils that figure most conspicuously
in trade are the Sandalwood and Grass oils. Sandalwood is
found in Mysore, Coorg and certain other parts of the Madras
Presidency, but it is only in the first named place that the
wood is utilized for oil. It is a matter of regret that all
attempts hitherto made to work out the whole of the wood in
India have met with failure. Three-fourths of the total
annual production of Sandalwood is the produce of Mysore.
Outside India some quantity of Sandalwood is found in the
Dutch East Indies. The greatest rival of E. I. Sandalwood is
however the West Australian oil, which though not the pro-
oduct of true Sandalwood, has found a ready market. The
three Governments of Mysore, Coorg and Madras having
failed to agree to the distillation of the whole crop of Sandal-
wood within the country, some quantity of wood remains
over after being used for distillation in the Indian factories at
Mysore and Bangalore, and foreign distillers are thus enabled
to secure a supply and hence some quantity of oil is also pro-
duced in France and Germany.

The Grass oils produced in India comprise Lemon,

Palmarosa, Citronella and Ginger Grass oils. The main cen-
8
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tres of production of Lemon Grass oil are Cochin and Malabar.
Palmarosa oil is produced in the Central Provinces, the total
annual production reaching to an appreciable quantity. A
good amount is annually exported to Europe, Japan and
U.S.A. Attempts at the cultivation of Lemon and Palmarosa
Grasses are being made in Italy. The production of Citronella
oil, although very small in India in comparison with what it
is in Ceylon is still of some importance in South India.
Ginger grass is mainly confined to Northern India.

Very small quantities of oil are prepared from some
materials of wide reputation, most notable among them being
Eaglewood, Vetivert and Jasmine. But such oils are mostly
consumed within the country. As at present prepared, these
oils are only suitable for the old style. Indian perfumery,
the main seats of production of which are in Kanauj and
Oudh, with the utilization of these materials on a large scale
by modern methods, may be developed, and oils may be easily

obtained that will have a fair chance of standing competition
in the world’s market.

India yields to no other country in the richness of her
natural resources in odoriferous materials. But as in other
fields of industry, in essential-oil production too, there has
been a lamentable lack of enterprise in the past. The esta-,
blishment and successful working of Sandalwood oil factories
in Mysore, is one-aspect of this industry, of which it is our
privilege to be proud. But like Sandalwood there are many
other perfume-yielding plants in India, the bulk of which are

rotting away in the hills and forests unutilized and this is mat-

ter for regret. A few noteworthy instances may however be

made mention of. Rose may be mentioned first in this con-
nection. Since the time of the Moghul emperors essential-
oil is being produced out of roses in India. But the cultivation
of the Damask rose from which the essential-oil is obtained,
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is still confined to a small tract of land in the United Provinces.
There is no want of localities in Northern India suitable for
rose cultivation. The percentage of oil however in this
variety of rose is comparatively low ; but the oil-content could
be appreciably improved and raised by our cultivating it under
different soil conditions in different places. As regards wild
roses there are lots of them in the Himalayas. Only a small
fraction of them is collected and sold in the market. Nothing
has as yet been done to utilize this enormous natural crop.

There are few scents in the world to match the exquisite
fragrance of the Screw-pine or Keya flowers. Keora oil has
long been used in India to flavour drinks and the bracts em-
ployed in perfuming catechu. No attempt has however
been made to introduce this unique odour in the wider field
of perfumery. Besides certain localities in the interior of
the country, places near the sea coast, abound in Screwpine.
In fact there are impenetrable thickets of this plant covering
immense areas in the Sunderbans. By installing a suitable
portable still in a central place there one can distil a fairly
large quantity of oil within a short time.

Drug, perfumery and spice plants are closely allied as
, regards their use. There are many plants which yield more
than one class of these products. Spice-grinding is an in-
dustry of considerable importance in the West. Powdered and
graded spices fetch much higher value than the raw spices
now exported. The next step in the utilization of spice
materials is the distillation of oil therefrom. There is no
large factory in India at present to discharge this duty. It
is almost certain that there would be no want of a market
both at home and abroad for such oils, if manufactured in
India. The arrangements made by the Gwalior State for this
purpose have come to nothing.
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For the all round development of an essential-oil industry
in India it is necessary that measures should be taken for the
production of some oils of the utmost importance to trade.
‘With proper energy and enterprise this should not be a diffi-
cult matter either. For the plants concerned are in some
cases natives of India ; in other instances, they are fully cap-
able of being naturalized in a country which presents almost
every sort of soil and climatic condition.

Oils obtained from plants of the Citrus genus including
Orange, Lemon, Lime and their allies, occupy a prominent
place in the rank of essential oils of great commercial import-
ance. At present Italy is the leading producer of these oils.
Sweet Orange is widely cultivated in certain centres in India,
while Bitter Orange is wild in the Nilgris. The production
of Lemon either in the wild state in the hills or as cultivated
plants in the plains is restricted, but its area may be easily
extended with every chance of success. In-the West Indies
a large variety of products are manufactured with profit from
Lime. They yield two kinds of oils both from peel and from
pulp. Although not cultivated in India in large plantations,
it will not be impossible to organize the manufacture of lime-
products in the more important centres of supply in Bombay,
the United Provinces and Bengal. -

One of the valuable essential oils of modern times is
Peppermint. It is a fact, strange and regrettable, that this
oil is not produced in India in commercial quantities. There
is a large number of localities where Peppermint can be
grown successfully. Mentha Arvensis and Mentha Piperata
and their varieties yield peppermint oil in different countries.
The former variety grows in abundance in the North West
Himalayas. Peppermint plants could be introduced from

other countries and cultivated here profitably. In introduec-
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ing foreign peppermint plants it would be better to make
some preliminary experiments with different varieties and
forms in different localities. Then the cultivation of this
plant could be managed with more success than otherwise.

Most of us at this stage, and also from what little has
been said above, will be able to realize that this country
affords ample scopz for the establishment, growth and
development of an essential-oil industry that may vie at no
distant future with the same industry of other civilzed
countries both in importance and in dimension. So it
remains the duty of all students of Botany, who are eager
to become Indian Economic Botanists, to find a proper solu-

tion to this problem.

S. A. SUBRAL\{ANIAN,
BEIS@Elass



MY FAIRY PHANTOM

( contd. )

/ ELL, the year came to a close with my Prelim.
\ I returned to my native village. I felt lonely
/ -V  and deserted, bored to death by monotonous in-

activity. I was a Robinson Crusoe left on the island, inhabited,
" of course, by men, but men who seemed incapable of sym-
pathizing with me or even understanding me. Three long
months dragged themselves on to their close, and I was glad
to get back to my college. One month passed. I had not
seen Rajam. What had happened to her? Was she not
there? But who was to enlighten me ?

I summoned all my courage, and asked Thangam where
Rajam was.

“Oh, I see, your bird has flown off!” And then she kept
a stolid silence. T stared at her for further news, but I was

disappointed, and I never broached the matter again. Are
these girls so utterly heartless ?

Rajam had been probably in the Senior Intermediatei
Class ; she might have discontinued her studies, or gone to
some other college.

was her place?
answer ?

Or was she already married? Where

Who were her parents? Well, who was to

I was left to myself with my queries and con-
jectures. I drifted into an indifference born out of despair.

I retired more and more into myself. The world was to me

nothing better than a piece of barren earth, “stale, flat,
unprofitable.”” In course of time, the- jovial, laughing Diva-
kara Menon of the High School, dwindled into a pensive,
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melancholy scholar buried in abstrase and metaphysical
books. He did not much care for * Society, friendship and
love ” divinely bestowed on man.” A thick piece of paper
hung’ in one part of his room, exhibiting two lines from
Tennyson '

‘ Tis better to have loved and lost
Than never to have loved at all.

I got a First Class in the Final Honours, but what did a
‘ First Class’ or a super-distinction mean to a man who had
no ambition, no hope, for the future? I never applied for any
post in any college, but simply stayed at home in the retired
quiet of my village. A premature twilight had settled over
my life.

It was in 1904 that I determined to accept some job and
shake off from my mind the ennui that I had been long begin-
ning to feel. But I had no liking for any profession other
than that of a teacher. 'The manager of a private High
School in Kottayam had advertised for a Mathematics gradu-
ate. I applied for the post, and was appointed without any
reluctance on the part of the manager. My salary was just
Rs. 40, but I did not care for the salary. I wanted no luxu-
ories, no smoke, puff and powder or scent, and for a simple
life in Kottayam Rs. 40 would more than do. The manager
was a polite, cultured man, aged about 45, and the Head
Master was a very well-informed man of the world, at
once efficient and benignant. The atmosphere on the whole
was quite congenial, and I felt that I should be able to do
something with the unmoulded souls entrusted to my care.
I had a particular liking for the little ones. = They seem to
hang upon your lips ready to catch every word that escapes
you; the peculiar pleasure that they exhibit at every new
word that they study has a unique reaction in your mind.
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-

You must have their mind and heart, and your feeling is one
of elevated joy. I insisted, therefore, that I should be given
some work in the Preparatory Class. Since I had to coach up
the Sixth Form students that were to take the Public Exam-
ination, T could be given only two periods of Geography in
the lowest class. i

A young sprightly girl of about nine attracted my im-
mediate attention. She had an intelligent look and was
extemely pretty. The little girl was almost all the time star-
ing at her new teacher. I put some test questions in all
subjects, and from the quickness of comprehension and

promptness of reply, I was confirmed in my opinion that she
~ was really an intelligent girl.

One day I committed a psychological blunder. I am
ashamed to record it, but I must. I sketched the map of the
Madras Presidency on the black-board and asked the students
to copy it down in their note-books. Ramu transcribed the
map quickly and showed it to me. It was fairly well done.
I showed it to my intelligent disciple and asked her to evalu-
ate it. She examined carefully and declared quite seriously
that six marks could be given out of ten. Exactly, that was
what I had felt. It was all too insignificant an incident, but
1 was perplexed to see that from that day onwards, the two.

looked at each other very often and smiled. There was noth-

ing wrong, of course, in it; they were innocent little: crea-
tures. But had I been instrumental in rousing up a liking,

which might develop and show infinite possibilities—good or
bad ?

The instinctive affection that I felt-for my little disciple,
Radhika, grew up with the passage of time. Apparently she

was very fond of me and very often used to invite me to her

house. 1 often detained her and asked, * what are you to
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invite me? Suppose your father and mother didn’t like me ?
She would frown as if she could not brook the very thought of
an opposition from her parents. It was not easy to satisfy
the child unless I promised her that I should go with her the
next Friday. I postponed my visit for over six or seven
months, and the persistence was more and more frequent and
forcible.

It was the School Anniversary. Among the many items
of entertainments ‘¢ Musical Chair’ for girls was of my sug-
gestion. I was one of the umpires, Little Radhika skipping
and running like a butterfly in the crowd, filled me with
rapturous delight. She stood first in almost all the items of
the Juniors Girls’ Section. Competitors were announced for
the Musical Chair. The little ones were running in a circle,
their innocent faces beaming with excitement and pleasure.

“Is it possible,” broke forth unconsciously from my lips ;
the papers and pencil fell down from my hands. In the excite-
ment of the Sports fortunately none but my colleague Mr
Srinivasan observed it. I quickly whispered something in
excuse, and transferred to him the work of the umpire for a
few minutes. Radha running for the Musical Chair had
struck me in a new light. A sudden flash of misty revelation
crossed my mind. Its unexpectedness quite overpowered me.
Radhika was then the exact figure of Rajam in miniature...
But after all, people might have resemblances without any
relation. Pozsibly she might be Rajam’s sister or so, I
concluded. I felt very inquisitive, but how could I make
inquiries about it? I did not know whether Rajam belonged
to that place or not; her parents and family were unknown
to me. My respect for Miss Thankam became rebellious.
She was now in the staff of the Womens’ College at T .

Why couldn’t I write to her for some information about
9
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Rajam? Was there any harm in it? No harm......, but,
I won’t. The haughty, imperious woman !

The day was over. The crowd was slowly dispersing,
making free comments on the competitors for the day.
Radhika came skipping on to me, her face flushed with
excitement. I was glad but meditative. She was about to
puor out the exuberance of her pleasure when she suddenly

relapsed into seriousness and gently queried,

“what are you
thinking, sir?

I shook myself away from my reverie and
congratulated her on the five ‘ first prizes ’ that she had won.

A tall, handsome, middle-aged man was looking around
as if he were searching for somebody. At last his eyes fell

upon Radhika and then on me. He advanced towards us.
Evidently he did not know me.

“ Radha, aren’t you coming home? > he said, still walk-
ing leisurely towards us. She spun round and rushed into his
arms exultantly uttering the word ‘father.” He kissed her
affectionately on the head. She murmured something in his
ear, and both father and daughter walked towards me.

“Iam very glad to see you, Mr Menon,” he said in a
manly, but gentle voice. He sat near me on the grassy ¢
ground with the child on his lap.

I just smiled in reply.

“Mr Divakara Menon is no stranger to the parents
of Radha,” he continued good-humouredly, * but my whole
time is taken up by that bank there, and I have not a
minute’s time my own. It is mere drudgery. Oh! it is a
man-slaughtering affair.” He said something about the
advantages of being a school-master, and we thus parted.
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Next day Radba brought me a note from Mr and Mrs
Karunakara Panikkar inviting me to tea at 5-30. Being of a
contemplative nature I built a volume of conjectures over it.
If Mr Panikkar wanted to invite me why could he not do it
the previous day when he met me? He did not even suggest
it. Was he really domineered by his wife ?

After 5, T started with Radha who had waited for me in
the school. On the way I asked her many questions about
her house and surroundings. It was two or three minutes to
5-30. The place was sufficiently removed from the hurly-
burly of the town. It was a beautiful, little house situated in
a fairly big compound full of trees, plantains and vegetables
by the side of the river. On the fringe of the yard extending
from all the four sides of the house, blossoming plants, not-
ably rose and jasmine, made a glorious sight, and a pleasant
fragrance was always in the air. I felt I was transported to
a kind of Eden, an earthly FParadise. Mr Panikkar welcom-
ed me at the avenue that led up to the front part of the ve-
randah. I was conducted to an open hall supported on stone-
pirllars and extended from one side of the main building. The
side facing the courtyard was fenced with a kind of wooden
trellis-work with creepers climbing across it on to the roof.
.The other sides were screened by beautifully worked-out
bamboo-mattings supported on wooden frames.

A middle-aged, slender woman was coming along the
path to the house. Her forehead was smeared with ‘ bhasma’.
Obviously she was returning from the temple near-by. Mr
Panikkar stepped aside and the two met in the yard.

‘““He is come?” she enquired.

Voo ol
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Radha suddenly rose up with a jubilant cry of ‘ mother’
and she flitted away to the lady. The mother took her up
with both hands and kissed her on the forehead. The trio
now came to the hall where I had been left alone by little
Radha. The lady was within ten or twelve feet of me,
and she stood still with her lips slightly parted as though she
were paralized with a sudden stroke of lightning. In decency
I ought to have stood up but my formalities and etiquette
oozed out of me at the overwhelming confusion that took pos-
session of my brain. My eyes like those of a physiognomist,
were intently fixed on her face, as though they were eagerly
trying to study every lineament and expression thereof. Her
slender figure, slightly taller than before, seemed wavering
in the wind-waves. A tear-drop started in each eye, trickled
along the cheek and silently fell to the cemented floor, mak-
ing a faint trace of its course. Obviously she was not con-
scious of it, for she did not wipe it off. Sixteen years had
done something, but not much. The serene tranquility that
had been held under check in the wild, fairy-like creature
of the college, now asserted itself and the sober, gentle
Indian womanhood was unmistakably stamped on every
lineament of hers. In her bhasma-covered forehead three
deep ravines had been cut by Time. Except for this she
was in blooming health and in very happy circumstances.
This meeting was quite unexpected,. and I was a little un-"
nerved. But fortunately strength descended on me from
somewhere to bear me up at that moment. Tt seemed an iron
case was protecting my breaking heart from absolute col-
lapse. Mr Panikkar did not utter a word. Possibly he
could not understand what it all meant.

Rajam was the first to break that distressing silence.
Yes, on these cceasions, women it is that sooner regain their
presence of mind.
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“Mr Menon, you know me ?” she gently putin with a
slight attempt at smiling.

“VYes,” I answered with as unaffected a manner as I
could command at that instant. *‘ You were at College with

me.

“ g0 mother knows my teacher!’” chimed in my pretty
little Miranda.

“T never for a moment thought' said Mrs Panikkar,
“ that Radhika’s teacher was you: how could I?”

A neat-looking boy came in with some fine grass-mats
which he spread on the floor. I got out of the only chair be-
fore the table in the hall and we all sat on the mat. I was
agreeably surprised to find that there was no tea, nor any of
the paraphernalia that we usually associate with a tea-party.
On the other hand boiled milk was brought in, in neatly polish-
ed, shining bronze ° lottas.” Some pappadams and bananas
(baked in steam) constituted the whole thing. Yes, the meal
bespoke the hosts. Mrs Panikkar broached the topic of our
college studies. The unexpected death of her father had
obliged her to discontinue her studies, and two years later
she married Mr Panikkar. With a freedom that was born
out of a consciousness of personal virtue, she enquired of me
solicitously what I had been doing, where T had been stay-
ing, why I preferred a teachership in a private school and so
on. The last question seemed to have set her musing for a
while, but she again assumed vivacity.

“T shall be very glad to see Mrs Menon,” she went on
smiling.

“ But I don’t think of marrying,” said I, and suppressed
a sigh that struggled forth.
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She was thoughtful for a minute, and did not say any-
thing, but kept gazing at me as if she were eagerly looking
in my face for some commentary for what I had said. I turn-

ed my face from her, and asked Mr Panikkar whether his
bank conducted business on a large scale.

We talked of this and that for some time, and it was
about 6-30 when I left the place. The road that led to my
solitary lodging ran parallel to the river. The gentle even-
ing breeze from the riverside was cool and refreshing. My
brain was teeming with a medley of thoughts. My mind
flew back sixteen long years, and alighted at the slab in the
college garden. I cannot say what emotion was then upper-
most in my mind. What was the reaction that my meeting
with Rajam produced in Mr Panikkar? But from the im-
pression I had already formed of him and from what I learnt
of him subsequently, I realized that he was not, and had
never been, a victim to that “ green-eyed monster”. I was
glad that Rajam was in perfect happiness and health. The
wildest imaginations of the most romantic college-girl could
not have conceived a better bride-groom than Mr Panikkar.
My heart was filled with rapturous joy. I had seen the
perfect conjugal happiness of an Indian home.

A melancholy after-thought sat lightly over my exulta-
tion. It grew in force as I drew nearer and nearer to my
bachelor’s den. A chronic bachelor of forty! I had nobody
to meet in the yard that returned from the temple ; no seraph
or nymph greeted me when T returned exhausted from my
school 5 no pretty little thing nestled in my bosom. I had a
heart capable of intense love, but what good! T had seen
the other day while going to my school my friend, Mr Srini-
vasan kissing his rebellious little boy who held out both his
hands to detain the father leaving for his class-work ; I felt
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an emotional void in my heart. My mother had expressed
through several people that she wished to see me with a wife
before she died. My friends had frequently toid me of tha
manager’s ardent wish that I should marry his ouly daughter,
Ramani, then in the Sixth Form in my own school. She
was about 17, very handsome, intelligent and well-behaved.
But how could I marry a girl whom I had been accustomed
to regard in the double réle of a sister and disciple! No, I
could not marry Ramani,......... nor anybody...... As I entered
my dismal cell I muttered to myself,

“ Farwell happy fields where joy for ever dwells:
Hail horrors, hail Infernal world.”

One evening I was returning from the school after 4.
Mrs Panikkar was coming towards me. I tried to avoid
meeting her, but it was not possible for me do so without
some awkwardness. So I kept on. She drew near. Some-
thing of the pitying and the pitiable was in her face. She
bade me ‘ good evening ' but the sound came indistinctly from
a husky throat. She passed me by. Decorum insisted that
T should not look back, but the temptation was irresistible.
I saw that she was wiping her eyes with the end of her sari.
I felt a pang of agony when I realized that I played, quite un-
consciously, the serpent in her garden of Eden. With the
shrewd insight of a woman she had divined that it was on
account of her that I remained a bachelor. Obviously she
pitied me, and I was not the person to need any assistance in
gauging the intensity of that pity—that pity which sprang
up from a pure soul inextricably bound by all the laws of
love and devotion to a man intensely loving and instinct-
ively lovable. But what could I do to alleviate her misery?
The best thing would be to marry some Miss Somebody
and show that I did not care for her. I thought over it
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days and nights, and arrived at no conclusion. A bottom-
less pit lay yawning before me.

The academic year was at an end. I did not go home for
the vacation—why should I?... One afternoon the Head
Master called at my lodging, and both of us started for the
school. It was a pleasure with me to help the good-natured
old man (who is now no more) in drawing up the accounts and
in other ways. This time he had to prepare the promotion-
list. It was about 6-30 when we finished the work. We
walked on together until we reached his gate. He invited me
in. As we were sipping tea, the Head Master requested that
I should give some tuition in Mathematics to his daughter
then studying in the Junior B.A. Class in Trivandrum. He
told me that he could not trust grown up girls with any other
man, and that she was fairly well up in the First and Second
Parts. This old man had a winning way of putting things
and I had at last to yield. After all it was only for a month.

The next day at 8 in the morning I started for my job.
My would-be student was seated in an arm-chair in front of a
small round table in a fairly big room. I preferred the ver-
andah, but the girl, (I must say, lady) complained of disturb-
ance from ‘the noisy urchins’ as she put it. AsIentered the
room, an intense smell began to assail my nostrils. I liked
people using perfumes; it is not only harmless, but would
stimulate the intellect, especially when working at Mathema-
tics. But the fragrance that then emanated from the room
produced in me a kind of head-ache. I looked round the room,
and wondered whether it was a small dispensary ; the open
shelf was full of bottles and knick-knacks. My student offered
me a seat opposite her. She was in a sky-blue sari; her face
had a thick layer of powder. Somehow I felt distressed. Her

artificial manners and affected airs repelled me. I put some °
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simple test-questions to be worked out and shown to me the
next day, and I escaped from there.

The next day when I went for tuition-work, she was
coming along the verandah with a young child, perhaps her
sister’s son. She bade me ‘‘ good morning " with a smile.
She looked significantly at me, kissed the child on the cheek
and again eyed me archly. I was disgusted. In spite of my
affectionate admiration for her father, I hated his daughter,
perhaps the only one person in the world whom I ever hated.
I put a full stop to my tuition work and refused to go to the
Head Master’s house any further.

Months and years passed. 1 was known in many quar-
ters as ‘“the cynic’”. I do not know where the title was
first coined for me. But I was no cynic. It is true, the
fountain of my love was rudely forced down, but instead of
drying up, it diffused through my whole system. I observed
the follies and foibles of mankind from a superior eminence
and with a forgiving eye as if I myself were far above them
and completely immune from them. I was a philosophef‘ at
thirty-six. My heart went out in joyous sympathy at the
manifestation of sincere affection and love wherever it was to

be found.

Five lo;g years rolled down in the abysm of time. I was
still a teacher in Kottayam. Mr Panikkar was seriously ill:
he was laid up with typhoid. I procured for him the most
reliable medical help available at that time. His wife and
child were attending on his sick-bed foregoing both food and
sleep. Hot tears coursed down the wife’s cheeks as she was
nursing him with swollen eyes. Radha would look pitiably at
the woe-begone mother and burst out into inconsolable weep-

ing. But the patient on the couch was often in a trance.
10
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One day the disease took a more serious turn. I deter-
mined to wait there throughout the night. The Doctor came
at 9; he felt the patient’s pulse and examined him carefully.
I followed him to the gate. He whispered to me that the case
was really hopeless. T felt absolutely helpless. We were all
awake, when at about 4 in the morning, the patient suddenly
woke up from his trance and looked wildly round him. Cer-
tainly he was able to recozgnizs us all. He caught hold of
Radha standing by the bedside and placed her hands in mine.
He looked at his wife as though he wanted to say something.
She leaned on the couch, her face suffused with tears. With
great effort he raised his head a little and kissed her. The next
moment I saw both husband and wife on the couch, both
motionless, the one dead and the other between death and life.
The child broke out into hysterical sobs and tears. I felt my-
self utterly incompetent to console anybody, for it was too
much for me to bear it myself. Some neighbours were
attracted by the girl’s cry. A stout old gentleman with great
difficulty extricated the corpse from the embraces of the wife
who had swooned away. Somebody sprinkled some water over
her face. The cold drops brought her to her senses, only to
plunge her in another swoon. When she woke up, she sat on
the floor with a calm face. She was not weeping. As though
struck with a sudden idea, she turned back and flew to the
corpse on the couch. Before anybody could prevent her, she °
imprinted a thousand passionate kisses on the pale face. She
turned back, looked at us all wildly and was again silent.
Radha was near me weeping bitterly. Her mother wrested
the girl from my hands, kissed her fervently ‘and hugged her
to her heaving bosom. The cries of both were mingled up in
a piercing shriek that would melt the stoniest of hearts. I was
wrapped in an agony which it seemed would break my heart.
No drop of tear escaped me, and the pent-up emotion finding
no proper outlet, was causing me unendurable pain,
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The cremation and all the subsequent rites and ceremon-
ies were performed. The mother and the daughter then lived
alone in their dismal little house. I frequently visited them
in their house, and consoled them as well as I could. What
had the late Mr Panikkar meant by handing over to me his
fourteen year old daughter ? That question perplexed me for
a time. But I knew him too well to think that he would have
had any stupid notion of marrying his daughter to a man of
45. Obviously then he wanted me to act as her guardian.
That was a pleasing task. I had no children myself, and
probably might not have any.

The mother and the daughter had enough money in the
bank to sustain them in their long-accustomed simple life.
T too now began to practise a little more economy so that if
required, I might be of some use to my ward. When she passed
the Sixth Form I insisted on her being sent to college. But
the mother was so fond of the daughter that she requested my
permission to detain her at home. Well, where the emotion
is affection, I am utterly disarmed. But Ramu went to
Trivandrum for his studies. Rajam told me that he had come
there to take leave of Radha when he went to college, and
expressed regret that she was not continuing her studies.

3 One evening I was seated in that solitary old chair be-
fore the table in the open hall with my elbows pressing
against the table and my hands supporting my drooping head.
Radha was reading somewhere in the room. I don’t know
how long I had been in that posture for I was absorbed in
thoughts which T cannot recollect now. I looked up with a
sigh. Rajam was standing at a distance observing me closely.
T felt distressed, and muttered, ‘I was thinking......... some-
thing about the............ school.”” I saw a smile rising and
suddenly dying on her lips. I cannot describe the expression
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on her face. She seemed to suffer intense agony of mind.
Pity and love strove to gain predominance in her look. A
slight sprinkling of white was visible in her black, wavy hair.
A deep-drawn sigh seemed to shake her whole frame. At last
she said in a husky voice.

‘It is a pity, Mr Menon,” and she.again subsided into a
meditative silence. A moment after she burst out into a sud-
den fit of sobs and tears, and some words came out as if from a
hollow chasm. ‘' This......... terrible sinner...... ruined.........
the career of a noble soul.” She spun round and went sobbing

to her room. I was dumb-founded. I was pinned to the chair
motionless like a statue.

Well, T married Rajam two months later. It was an
unostentatious wedding.

After four years Ramu returned from college with a
double First Class. He was soon appointed a teacher in our
High School. Two years after his appointment he married
my ward and lived with us in the same house.

The next year Rajam left me for ever. I had no children

of my own... Well, I married a fairy, a soul, a disembodied
spirit in flesh and blood!

V. GOPALAN NAIR, B.A. (Hons.)



LOVE IN DOUBT

[The following story is not fiction, though stranger
than fiction. It is the real story of an English
youth as narrated to an Indian friend of his,
while he, the Indian friend, was in England
pursuing his studies.]

£ (F I had not allowed Ellen to go to London, it would
| never have happened. But I can’t shelve the blame so
| easily. The whole thing was my own fault, so I may

T as well admit it.”

Kllen went to London for a perfectly logical reason. She
was a teacher in a school in our town, and by taking a summer
course she would get into the local high school in the autumn
on a much better pay. Besides I was going to have a busy
summer, with no time at all for Ellen. I was on my big law
case, and, if I won it, it meant my whole future was assured.
The whole plan seemed very good, and we considered ourselves
two smart young people until I said good-bye to Ellen at the

train.
»

“ There had been a party once and the attentions elicited
by my beautiful wife was getting suddenly to make me a wee
bit jealous. That was the one flaw in the whole thing-Ellen’s
beauty and personality. What would happen when she was in
T.ondon and I was not there? I tried of course to put such
thoughts out of my mind. But they came hack with a bang
when HKllen’s first letter to me said she had run into Mary
Stevans, had taken a small furnished flat with her, and they
were sharing expenses.
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* Mary had gone to the same college Ellen and I had, but
so far as I could see, she had not gone to learn anything. I
had heard a lot of fast, wild stories about her, and I knew for
certain she had plenty of dash. She was a model now, and the
idea of Ellen’s spending the summer in her company was not

what the doctor had ordered for me. Mary chased men for all
she was worth.

‘“Ellen had been away the entire month of July when
Peter Gibbs came back from a trip to London, and clapped me
on the back laughing. ‘Well, Bill, there’s nothing like being
a broad-minded husband and letting the little woman have her
fling. I saw your gorgeous wife in a London hotel, dining
with another gorgeous, red-headed woman and two distin-
guished looking men. Were they having a good time? T’11
say they were’ I noticed that although Peter laughed and
winked in a joking way, he was watching closely for my re-

action. So I didn’t move an eyelid—but I was seething
inside!

“T had a lot of work, as always, to do on the case that
night, but I couldn’t keep my mind on the papers spread out
before me on my desk. Instead, I kept seeing an hotel dining
table with four laughing people around it, and my lovely,
vivacious Ellen the centre of attraction as usual. The phrase®
‘distinguished-looking men ’ was rather a sore point with me.
That meant that they were not what you’d call young men.
It meant they were polished men of the world who knew their
way about. After all, Ellen was only an unsophisticated girl
and I rushed her off her feet before she was fully aware of how
popular she could become. She had never really had a fling
like other girls. Perhaps she’d grab at this chance now,
thinking there would be no harm in it. Then perhaps, she’d
be swept off her feet by one of those * distinguished-looking ’
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men ; perhaps she would decide she liked a husband who could
surrognd her with luxury and grandeur better than a strug-
gling young lawyer.

*“T tried to control the flood of mixed emotions that were
taking hold of me by assuring myself that Peter was probably
pulling my leg and that Ellen could be trusted, but I wasn’t
very convincing to myself. The combination of Mary’s influ-
ence and Peter’s report was too much for me. Ellen never
knew about the six other men at college who would have
given their right arms to have her but who were afraid to go
near her because I stood in the way, big and threatening. But
this wasn’t college, and ‘ distinguished-looking’ men weren’t
college chaps. I don’t think in my whole lIife I had ever been
so on edge about anything. I couldn’t work and I couldn’t
sleep. I felt like packing a bag and rushing to London. But
to do that would be to give up the law case when the case was
promising. If I gave up the case and it turned out that Peter
had been lying, I'd look an absolute idiot. How could I ex-
plain it away to Ellen ?

“I finally hit on a despicable scheme. I knew it was des-
picable even when I hit on it, but I salved my guilty con-
science with the conviction that I was doing it to prove Peter
Gibbs aliar and that Ellen wouldn't do anything wrong. 1
engaged a private detective to follow my wife. The first re-
port he sent in, hit me right in the pit of my stomach. His
report contained all details except conversations. Ellen had
gone out on Friday night to an Art Exhibition with a ‘distin-
guished elderly man,’ tall, dark with greying temples, clean-
shaven, well-built, grey suit, etc. They had laughed a lot and
she had held his arm. They lunched at Hotel St—. To say
this report was food for thought in a tortured man’s mind is to
put it mildly. To add to my misery and suspicion, I received
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a letter from Ellen—a short, gay little note, telling me she
didn’t want to break in on my work with a long letter of detail
but that she was having a lot of fun despite the heat, getting
a lot out of her course, seeing a lot of London. This short
note went to confirm the detective’s report. The ‘ long detail’
excuse was too thin for me to swallow. Very clever of Ellen
to pretend she was sparing me for my work by making her
letters short and telling me practically nothing.

“T went from complete worry to complete anger, then to .
a mixture of both. But I waited patiently for some more re- -
ports from the detective. In the two successive weeks I re-
ceived two reports from him. In the first he said Ellen had
been out with a different distinguished-looking man, in the
company of a red-headed girl. The other report was also along
the lines of the previous ones, although towards the end of
August a third man came into the picture to torment my
nights. Ellen’s letters remained short and unfathomable.
The intense heat made my misery complete, and a more tort-
ured man I hope never to mest. The case I was working on
progressed, though I don’t know how I was able to put one
clear intelligent thought into it.

* Well, the case finally went to the jury, and I wired the
detective to stop and send in the bill. Win or lose, as soon as

thd jury brought in its verdict, I was going straight up to
London.

“The case finished suddenly. I won it, but I didn’t even
wait for congratulations. I thought bitter thoughts at the

large cheque in my pocket. I was beginning to be a success-
ful lawyer. For what?

“In my house, I didn’t even take time to pack a bag, T
tossed a few things into my suit case and dashed off again.
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As I hurried down the drive, I nearly ran into the postman
who held out my morning mail. I grabbed it and stuffed it in-
to my pocket. I just caught the train, and at last as I sat in
the carriage, my brief-case beside me, I mopped my brow. I
opened the letters. One was an advertisement, one the bill
from the detective and one an official letter. The detective’s
bill came to more than half the amount of the cheque I had in
my pocket. It was outrageous. Enclosed with the bill was
the latest report that Ellen had started out with the beautiful
woman with the red hair (Mary) and wound up with two hand-
some men, my wife’s companion being about fifty and one she
had never been with before. I began to burn. So Ellen had
stooped to picking up men. I should have made her come
home the minute I heard she was staying with Mary. If only
I had my hands round that red-head’s throat now—

“ All costs were ‘‘itemised.”” Taxi fare alone on that one
report was four pounds. I made a bitter mental note to make
the detective buy his own cab to start with, the next time I
had occasion to use one. It would be cheaper. Then I thought
sourly I would never be using a detective again. I had finished
with women. By the time I had waded through the bill, the
report and the remaining letters, I had forgotten all about the
pain I had felt at Ellen’s unfaithfulness. Now all I felt was

* anger—or I might say, fury. I wondered with bitter satisfac-
tion what she’d say, what she would do when I corrected her.
And as for Mary, why, I'd slap her face, the brazen little gold-
digger, if she as much as opened her mouth.

“ In London, I took a taxi to Elien’s flat. 1 drew up in
front of it just as Ellen herself, Mary and two men stepped
from a taxi and disappeared into the hall. My eyes almost
popped out. I paid the driver off and hurried in. They were

nowhere in sight. So I thought they were upstairs in the flat.
11
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This was better than I expected. I was catching her red-
handed. Wait until she saw me at the door, just wait !

“I was actually quivering by the time I stdod in front of
her door. I could hear laughter inside, and the sound made
me feel murderous. I put my finger on the bell, then took it
away. Perhaps the door was open. That would be better—

not to give any warning at all, just suddenly to confront
them.

“Iflung open the door and stood blinking, while my anger
slid down and out through my toes leaving me feeling like a
...... Sitting in a chair directly facing the door was Ellen's
father. He rose. At the same time Ellen screamed, ‘ Bill, Oh,
darling!”. Mary got up, too, from where she had been sitting
and through a daze they all seemed to be coming towards me
at once. In asecond Ellen had thrown herself in my arms
and as her face brushed mine, I felt tears on her cheek. She

was so glad to see me that she was crying, For a long mom-
ent we clung to each other. :

“ Then her father was shaking my hand and beaming, and
Mary, standing back, watched with satisfaction. The other
man was standing up now, too. He had a nice, pleasant face,
definitely not the play-boy type. Ellen began talking. Her
words, though not connected, made sense. She thought it was
grand I had come. She had intended to come home in a few
days, but now everything was perfect; she couldn’t live until
she could see me again ; she had so much to tell me ; she had
not wanted to burden me with long letters ; what had made me
come like this out of a clear sky ? such a wonderful surprise ;
what had made me come ?

C

‘“ When she was talking in such a way, I was looking at
her father and comparing him, in a dazed sort of way, with
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‘dignified-looking’ gentleman, number 2 of the detective’s
reports. Like a schoolboy I dug in my pockets for the
crumbled cheque, and, almost choking in my words, I stam-
“mered, ‘I......... I won the case. I thought we could celebrate
—vyou know—celebrate before you left London......... ' Ellen
said a few things about my being wonderful and then things
calmed down a little while. Mary introduced to me the strange
man as her fiancé, and Ellen stepped in and explained that
Mary and the man had just become engaged, and they were
about to celeberate the occasion, and now that T had come with

my good news, we could make it a celebration indeed !

“Indeed I was beginning to feel ill, Mary had said some-
thing about her having met my uncle Jack who is elderly
and they had seen a lot of him during the summer—every
time he came to London, as a matter of fact. And Uncle
Jack fitted peifectly the description of dignified-looking
gentleman number 1 of the detective.

“ Botween questions about my case, Ellen said my father
had been in the city the day before yesterday and she had met
him and gone shopping with him for a grand piano and for my
mother’s birth day present. She said it was a secret and T
wasn't to let mother know or even dad that she had told me.

* Then Ellen laughed and told me in glee how they had got tied
up in traffic bloc in front of the hotel and had been forced to
leave their taxi and run to get another lest dad should miss

the train.

“The man in the last report was my father ‘my own
father. My father, her father, uncle Jack—and a bill which
exhausted practically all my fees. They hustled me out to
celebrate. I couldn’t read the Wine list in Hotel Richmond.
All T could do was to see on it the detective’s bill. The figures
got bigger and blacker, and then Ellen began to talk about not
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going back to teaching now that we had the money in advance
that she would have earned in the coming year, and about the
baby we were going to have. How was I to explain that we
had hardly any money left. If she knew, she would never
forgive me, and I couldn’'t blame her. My God! just because
she was bzautiful T thought I couldn’t trust her the first time
she was away from me. Most stypid of me! Mary was telling
charmingly how Ellen had been talking of nothing but me all
the summer, and her fiancé put a word in there, too, about
how even he was anxious to me2t the man who knew how to
keep his wife crazy about him. I very nearly collapsed at
that. Now my only concern was how to keep Ellen ignorant
of the whole thing. When we were alone she said, ‘Darling,
you are behaving very oddly, not like yourself at all.” I was
sure the guilt stuck out all over me. Ellen continued, ‘ You
are tired. You have been working so hard all the summer, it
is no wonder. I will hereafter devote all my time to you.’
She took the cheque out of my wallet and looked at it lovingly.
I was restless. I was searching for excuses. But she should
not know. She would be humiliated to know detectives had
followed her all the summer ; she would be furious. But how
to make up for the detective’s bill? More than half the amount
of the cheque belonged to the detective. Ellen would have to
work another year. All night long while Ellen slept bliss-
fully, T drove myself into a frenzy with my torturing
thoughts. By morning I was worn out, but I had made up my
mind to take a long chance and go to Ellen’s father for help.
I didn’t like to do it; he'd probably think I was a fine son-in-
law, but I had to do something quickly. My own father was
undoubtedly spending all his surplus cash on a piano. Ellen's
father was a lot better off financially. I hated to go to him,.
but T was willing to do anything to keep Ellen from knowing
I was a cad. T had to pay the detective immediately before I
left London. T didn’t want any letters arriving from him after‘
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we got home. I got up before Ellen was awake, and leaving
a note to her that I was going down for cigarettes, went over
to her father’s room and told him the whole story. I didn’t
spare myself at all and called myself everything under the sun.
When I finished he was shaking with laughter, which hurt
more than scathing words. I felt like a worm. He lent me -
the money, and assured dead secrecy. At last somehow, I

rounded up the affair.

Now I am seriously considering the proposal that my
father-in-law made (was it for joke ?) that it would be more
profitable and less exacting if I join Scotland Yard.

A. AGILANDAM, IV B.Sc.



THE NIGHT-ALARM

\\HE professor was sitting in his deep arrﬁ-chair, read-
ing. Just behind him was burning a carefully-shaded
A electric table-lamp. The time-piece on the table
showed 10 p.m,

About an hour passed. The professor rose, closed the
book, switched off the table-lamp, and switched on, instead, a
dim bed-room lamp. He undressed, put on a pair of loose
pyjamas and a long shirt, and prepared to go to bed. Just
before getting into bed, however, he went over to his desk,
unlocked it, took out a bulky envelope, and looked inside—a
bundle of currency notes, which had come into his possession
only that morning. The envelope was a bulky one, no doubt,
but how long would it last, he thought. Almost the whole
of it would have to be spent within a few days, t'he major
portion to go to his son, who followed his illustrious father
only in the matter of spending, without earning anything.

With a final look, he closed the envelope, put it back, and
carefully locked up the desk. Then—

* There, you, hands up, or I shoot,” came a curt voice.
The professor spun round, to stare right into the muzzle of

an automatic pistol, held by a tall man, with the conven-
tional mask covering his face.

The professor’s hands slowly went up. He was a brave
man, but not rash. He did not want to rush in where
angels feared to tread. He knew that automatic pistols were

dangerous things to toy with, especially when held by such
a man as he saw in front of him.
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“Keep to the wall, and don’t move,” again that curt
voice. The professor obeyed. The man muttered something,
went over to the professor, searched his pockets, and asked—
“You haven’t got any gun with you, have you?” “No.”
"~ “Then you may put-down your hands ’—which, the professor
found, was a great relief.

“Well, where is the envelope? ”’ the intruder asked
significantly. No answer. Again he muttered and after a
little searching in the professor’s pockets, produced a bunch
of keys, with one of which he opened the drawer, took out
the envelope, and began to gloat over it.

All this was being watched by a pair of keen eyes—or,
so at least the owner of the eyes thought—eyes belonging to
the amateur detective upstairs. At this stage, when he saw
the. intruder looking keenly at the envelope, he could con-
tain himself no longer. With one bound, he reached the
room, flung the door open, rushed in, and gave the intruder
a knock on the head, which sent him down reeling, senseless.

A moment before, everything had been quiet, but now,
lights were switched on, one in the room also, and men
rushed in, shouting. From the group of men, a young man
in tweed came forward: To him our detective advanced, ex-
'pecting congratulations- But instead, what he heard was— |

“PDamn you, why the devil did you rush in like that?
Coming and spoiling the scene just when I thought that we
were getting along splendidly.” He then turned round to the
others, and rapped out—

“Yes, come on, quick, start shooting again. Camera-
man, be ready!” And then, grumbling—" The whole film
to be retaken just because of a damned lunatic amateur

detective !’
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“T—1I—am s—sorry!” This from our detective at the
doorway.

“WILL you get out?”

E. S. RANGANATHAN,
IV Hons. (Economics).

LITTLE DROPS : -

1. ‘‘ Bachelor— A person who thinks that the only

thoroughly justified marriage was the one which produced
him.”

—Harlan Miller.

2. “When a speaker fails to strike oil within ten
minutes, he should stop boring.” - :

—Louis Nizer.

3. ‘‘Happiness is like a kiss. You must share it, to

have it.”
—~Olivio Santon.
(From the ° ‘ Readers’ Dlgest =),

4. “The greatest punishment for blga,my is havmg two
mothers-in-law.”

__Advoeate Norton.

h 'S. RANGANATHAN,
IV Hons.
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the Vice-Chancellor in the
centre

The Vice-Chancellor
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STORM IN A TEA-CUP
BY

“KAY YES VEE.”

——

Characters:

Theodore—a rich merchant.
Irene —Theodore’s wife.
Thomas—DFriend of Theodore.

Wilkie—an employee under Thomas’s Uncle and
lover of Irene. .

IS EICRO e ok

A servant.

(52 4

SCENE: New York—in the mansion of Theodore.

Theodore—Irene, Is it possible? Can I believe it? I am mad,
or soon will be. I am desperate. Are you serious ?
Do you want to drive me mad ?

Irene—Yes, Theodore, if I can.

Theo—Oh you are uncharitable.

Irenc—Charity is a human infirmity.

Theo-—Don’t be whimsical.

Irene—I cannot be anything else.

Thoe—You have broken my heart.

Irene—Hearts are meant to be broken.

Theo —Was it for this that I loved you and married you ?

12
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Irene—For this and something more that is to follow.
Theo—My dear, be reasonable.

Irene—If I am to be reasonable, I cannot be dear !
Theo—Oh ! that is the most unkindest cut of all! This is
incredible. Am I awake or am I dreaming ?

Irene—Shall 1 pinch you ?

Theo—(Unmindful of the interruption) How am I to account
for this? How can I believe it? When two months
ago I left you, apparently in good health and sound
mind, you protested, your love for me was too great to
stand the painful separation. HEven a few days ago,
you wrote to me an endearing letter. Now, When

- I rush back, expecting to be welcomed by you with
open arms, you assume this strange and cold attitude.
Can I not have an explanation ?

Irene—Theodore, you do not understand my position at all.
I think it is better for you to spare yourself the trou-
bles of prying into my life.

Theodore—Oh | you can’t say that.

Irene—Why not ?

Theo—Our lives were linked together for eternity. You gave
me your heart and

............

Irene—(Interrupting) I take it back with the same hand.

Theo—Oh! Tt is cruel, too cruel of you. You can as well tear
a limb off my body.

Irene—Of what use is that to me ?

Theo—My heart bleeds. Is it true that you love him ?
it be true ?

Irene—I hope you understand me.

Can

Theo—TI have lost the faculty of understanding.
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Irene—I can’t help it.  Was there not a tacit understanding,
Theodore, that we were to quit when we could not

Theo—I was not aware of any such understanding. There is
~no disagreement between us either.

Irene—I don’t quite agree with you.

Theo—But I can agree with you.

Irene—In everything ?

Theo—-Y es, in everything.

Irene—Then let us agree to disagree. Agree with me, when
I say that we must say, ‘ quit.’

Theo-—Irene, think over it. I will forget everything that

you did.
Irene—I have been over-thinking about it. We must part.
Good bye. (Exit Irene)

Theo—O Lord, my nerves are trembling. I am broken. All
this is unreal. Where am I? Whoam I?
(A4 tap at the door)
Theo—Come in (After a pause). Hullo Thomas, Is it you ?
Old boy, I am broken.
Thomas—Oh! Don’t worry, I know everything.
"Theo—What? Know everything ?
Thomas—Yes, I do.
Theo—W hat is your idea ?
Thomas—1t is a very big idea. What do you propose to do ?
Theo—I don’t propose at all.

Thomas—What is your next step? Your future plan of ac-
tion ? You must place and move according to the plan.

Theo—I have no furture to plan at all and act according to it.

Thomas—Don’t be silly. Nothing is lost yet.
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Theo—And that is exactly the trouble. If everything had
been lost I would have been mighty glad.

Thomas—Listen. What has been lost can’t be helped. There
is no use in crying over spilt milk. You forget all that
has happened, and begin things anew.

Theo—Of course I will. I offered to do that, but she would
not accept my offer.

Thomas—True ? I can’t believe that. Then, does she really
love him ? I thought it was only a pleasant pastime.
Does he love her ?

Theo—Perhaps. -

Thomas—Has she definitely refased to be reconeciled ?
Theo—Y es, she has.

Thomas—Do you still love her? Bob, after knowing all this ?
Thomas—Yes, I do.

Thomas—Don't worry, boy. Nothing is lost,

Theo—You can keep on saying that till eternity !

Thomas—No! Still he may refuse her. Then she will come
back to you.

Theo—Oh'! But his refusal would break her heart. I don’t
want that. I want her to be happy at any cost. T don’t
care for my own happiness.

Thomas—ILet us try. May God help us.

II

Irene—1I can't believe that, Wilkie.
Wilkie—But you have to.
Irene—How very shocking!

Wilkie—Not very shocking to me. I expected it. I know it
was coming and it has come,
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Irene—Out of job? What are you going to do ?

Wilkie—Why, ‘what do I care to do anything ? Come with
me. Wae shall go away. We shall leave this land.

Trene —And then, where are we to go and how are we to live ?

Willkie—Oh! You have jewels, valuable jewels. If we run
AWAY vuveevnnens

Trene—(Indignantly) No, I can’t do that. They belong to him
and when I leave him T have no right to take them. :

N

Wilkie—Then I am sorry to leave you. But I am going away
leaving the shores of this country, never to return.

Trene—Wilkie, Wilkie, how unpitiful, how uncharitable,

how unreasonable you are? How can I take his jewels
when I abandon him ? And you threaten to desert me.
‘What am I to do? :

Wilkie—mDo! Why, go back to him, if you can’t come with
your jewels.

Irenc—I will come with you even to the ultima Thule. But
do not ask me to bring with me what is not mine.
Wilkie—Then, I am very sorry, old girl. I must go alone.

Good bye, for the present. (Hait Wilkie)

frmm—-gh! This is terrible. This is simply terrible. My
nerves are shivering. I am broken. (Fnter servant)

Servani—Madam, master wishes to see you.

Irene—Ask him to come in. (Enter Theodore)

Theo—Good morning, Irene,

Irene—Morning, Bob.

Theo—1I heard everything. I am sorry for all that has hap-
pened. It was his own fault. Thank God, but for

Thomas he would have been prosecuted. He has been
undermining the prestige of the firm. He has mis-
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appropriated large sums of money. Thomas wanted to
sack him. But I pleaded with him not to. Destiny
has willed it otherwise. What canIdo now ? I per-
suaded Thomas’s uncle in vain to re-instate him. I will
try again for your sake. What are you going to do ?

Irene—I? Why? T am going back to my mother.

Tllﬂé—And he ?

Irene—He is sailing away next week.

Theo—And you don’t go with him ?

Irene—Of course not. He does not want me without my
jewels. He loves them and not me,

Theo—But do you love him ?

Irene—Yes, 1T do. But one-sided love is always the cause of
pain.

Theo—Well said! How well you put what I feel!! Never
mind that. You are pulled down. You are unhappy.
You can’t be happy without him. So go with him. I
will grant you divorce. Take all the jewels. All of
them, yes, all of them, and I will give you cash too, if
you want. Now I go. Ask him to meet me. I will
beg of him to make you happy.

Irene—Bob, Bob, you don’t mean that. You can'f You -
simply-canitedotthat. =T 8= dontt: & love...... him.

(Ewxit Theodore)

III

Wilkie—Irene, T am sorry. But I have to confess the truth.
I never loved you nor ever shall.

Irene—Wilkie, Wilkie, you have dealt me a blow, a terrible
blow.
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Wilkie—I am sorry, lass, but I did not mean to !

Irene—0Oh! Why did you ever do that? Why did you pre-
tend to love me?

Wilkie—Oh'! That was just to make you happy ! You were
lovely and pensive! Your husband was absent. I took
pity on you and wanted to give you some mental relief!
I did all that with the best of intentions !

Irene—Intentions ? The way to hell is paved with good
intentions. You have broken my heart.

Wilkie—Hearts are meant to be broken !

Irene—How cruel! I am paid back in my own coin. So, you
don’t want me? You............

Wilkie—Irene, I must go. I cannot waste my time in idle
talk. Ifitis true that your husband was responsible
for reinstating me in my office I must meet him and
thank him ever so much. Good bye! (Zxzit Wilkie)

v

Theo—What more can I do for you, Irene? I will grant you
divorce when you apply for it. Marry him and be
happy.

, Lrene—Bob, do not desert me.

Theo—I will not.

Irene —Take me back. You have been too good, too good for
me to deserve you. I won’t leave you. I want you.
Only now do Irealize my folly. I have been foolish. I
was mad to have treated you like that.

Theo—Don’t worry yourself. Irene, you are always welcome.
O Lord, speech fails me. After all you are mine again.

Irene—(Lowering her voice almost to a whisper) And you are
mine too. (A4 fap at the door)
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Theo—Who is that ?  (enter servant)
Sermn[—-i\{r. Wendell Wilkie, wants to see you, madam.
(Exit servant)
Theo—I will get along, Irene. You deal with him as you
would like to. (Exit Theodore, Enter Wilkie)
Irene—Hullo Wilkie, what brings you here ?

Wilkie—TIrene, the matter is urgent, I do not want to break
your heart. I have changed my mind. I come back to
~you. Get the divorce which your husband promised.

We chall get married at once.

Irene —Wilkie, you are running before your horse. I can’t
come now. I am sorry to refuse your offer:; but I can’t
help it.

Wilkie—Irene, You loved me once. What prevents you from
doing so still? T regret, I retract. I take back all that
I have said. I will marry you and make you happy.

Lrene—When did you contract this kind of behaviour? 1 have
no belief in you. You are a rogue, a stealer of hearts
and what not.

Wilkie—Oh | Don’t jeer at me. Don’t be derisive. You break
my heart.

Irene—But I don’t want to break his heart—he who proved
ever so much nobler than you can ever hope to be. I
am unworthy of him; but I don’t want to make him
unhappy. His happiness is my aim now. I have gone
back to him. We will never part till death parts us.
Now, out you go, you ungrateful wretch and never
turn your face again to me.

By
K. SRINIVASAN, TV B.Sc. HONS. (Math.)



REVIEWS
REALMS OF GOLD

[A history of English Literature by H. A, Treble and G. H. Vallins :
Collins clear Type-Press; 320 pages 8 vo: illustrated. Price: four

shillings.]

“ A magnificent ‘ Pageant of English Literature,’”

Here is a clear and thoroughly readable account of the growth
of English Literature from the days of him who sang the deeds of
Beowulf to those of John Masefield. It does not pretend to be ex-
haustive. It is certainly no text-book and the student at college
has perhaps no use for it. But it can very well serve the turn
of the genuine lover of Books and Reading, who after finishing a
good book has the urge to know how and in what circumstances
it was produced. The last chapter, “ Some fire-side books ” and the
Appendix proclaim this purpose unmistakably. The book is a
magnificent Pageant of English Literature.”

The authors discard the usual

It is done on a novel plan.
The first chapter deals with the

chronological order for the logical.
growth of English Poetry, the second with that of English Drama

and so on. The space devoted to the growth of English Poetry is
snaturally the largest. The literature of Shakespeare’s country is
of course great in drama ; but she is in nothing so great as in her

poetry.

There is an old saying that a really good thing is the better for
a few faults in it. The faults serve to proclaim it human. Of such
faults to be found in this book, we may mention a few. Greene’s prose
romance on which Shakespeare drew for writing the Winter’s Tale
was Pandosto, not Menaphon. (See p. 140 of the book). The authors
tell us on p. 306, that Hazlitt discusses Keats and Shelley in his
Leclures on the English Poets; no, he does not. On p. 158, we read

“The stage was largely purged of its gross licentiousness, due
13
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(the italics is ours) in no small measure to public opinion ............ 2
On p. 164 we have the sentence: “The nineteenth century, at
least so far as the first three quarters of it goes, are (the italics
again are ours) unimportant in the story of the drama. And then,
P. 46 contains the sentence: ““ But it was Nature looked at through a
townsman’s eyes...... U

The next edition of the book will, we are sure, be free from

things of this kind, and the book will have an honoured place
in every book-lover’s shelf.

REASEST



Indian Students Look at World Al_ffairs :

{Oxford University Press, Indian Branch. 30 pages. Price 4 annas)

ILast year the Oxford University Press organized Essay Com-
petitions open to postgraduate students, Degree students and
Intermediate students in Indian Universities; and three essays,
each of which won the first prize in its class, are printed in this
pamphlet. It is a pleasant little book which shows us how Indian

students view current questions.

The first essay on The Position of India in the British Empire is as
long as the other two and presents the case for a free and united
India. The author, Mr. Abdulla, describes the constitutional pro-
gress of India and holds that reforms have been wrested from Britain
by spurts of popular agitation. Yet, according to him, “though Bri-
tain has vielded some power to Indian hands, she has withheld far
more than she has given.” TUrging the transfer of the substance of
power to Indians, he turns to face the disagreement among Indians as
to how that power should be shared. The major difficulty raised by
the conflict of Hindus and Muslims, Mr. Abdulla says, will disappear
'with rapid economic development, and this, only a genuinely Indian
Government can achieve. He dismisses much of the present
wrangling as the outcome of a job-hunt by middle-class communa-
lists. He quotes the example of Canada and of South Africa to
prove that though India may not be culturally one, historical and
political reasons compel and make possible her unity. The problem
of the Indian states is to Mr. Abdulla cne of purely British creation
and it is Britain’s duty to exercise her Paramountcy to reform the
states and pave the road of Indian freedom. Thus the future of
India may be assured if Britain understands her duty and does it.
On the Indian side, the author thinks that a problem like that of
Indian defence, given goodwill, will become a mere matter of detail.
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Mr. Romesh Thapar gives a well-informed and clear picture of
the principles and methods of contraband control in his essay on
Blockade in Modern Warfare. He has assessed every relevant factor
in the organization of economic pressure on the enemy and has
judged correctly the resources needed for a successful blockade.
Mr. Thapar understands the real nature of total war and therefore
realizes that humanitarian hesitations may prolong the struggle and
postpone the defeat of the enemy. Hence he writes, * Those who
desire immediate dispatch of food for the hungry people of Europe
are defeating the very idea of blockade, for starvation of the
occupied territory is necessary to encourage sabotage and resistance
from within.”

The last essay on Hitler's Germany is by Mr. Sadoc. The basic
ideas of National Socialism and the current practices of the Nazis
are here set forth plainly and precisely. This dispassionate and
convincing indictment of Hitler's Germany is written with an ad-
mirable economy of phrase and emotion. The young author has
lived in Germany some time and his knowledge of the country and
its rulers is revealed in this very penetrating essay.

R.B.







‘UNIVERSITY RAMBLERS’

(T may be astonishing to hear University Students, born
| and brought up in towns, speaking of going on a hund-
| red mile long walking tour. Yet, we two decided on go-
ir?g—a. hundred mile walking tour for the purpose of gaining
a “Rambler’s” badge. The long awaited hour of our journey
came off on the 2Ist morning of April 1940, Three of our
brother Rovers, K. V. Achuthan Nair, K. Damotharan Tham-
pan, and P. N. Rajakrishna Menon, accompanied us upto the
seventh mile. We five left Annamalainagar at 4-30 AM.
Amidst the barking of dogs we crossed Chidambaram and
proceeded north leaving behind the centres of Culture and
Pilgrimage. It was 6-30 A.M. when we came to Mutlur for
the boat to cross the river, Vellar. Now came the time to
léave our brother Rovers behind and to proceed alone on our

onward march.

Crossing the Vellar we felt the loneliness very much

at first; however the rising SUN - took the place of our
brother Rovers to cheer us. The clock struck nine when we
sentered the Puthuchattiram Railway Station. To our utter
disappointment we were not given au interview by the Sta-
tion Master and we found we had walked a mile in vain to the
station. Leaving the station we entered the village and we
had to convince the inquisitive villagers that surrounded us

by explaining to them that we were only students of the

Thiruvetkalam College on a walking tour and not pedlars

Crossing a number of villages we entered the Alapakkarr;

Railway Station by 1 P.M. There we took our lunch in a

mango grove where we found a number of monkey families in

residence. Resting for a while we resumed the journey at

Ny
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2 O’clock. Though the sun was scorching we proceeded
unmindful of it, and reached Cuddalore Old Town to have our
well earned cup of coffee. There we searched in vain for our
brother Rover, Pattabhi, belonging to that place. We had to
cover three miles more to reach that day’s destination and we
reached it by 6 P.M. Though Jayaraman, another brother
Rover was not in his house, we found a duplicate Jayaraman,
(his brother) who gave us a warm welcome with a cool
lemonade drink. A sound sleep conquered us after our visit
to the town.

It was 8 A.M. when we left Cuddalore New Town for
Kurinjipadi. Annavalli Railway Station gave us a place to
take our mid-day meal in. Crossing Kullanchavadi, of course
inhabited by tall folk also, we reached Kurinjipadi by 6 P.M.
We never expected our friends Sambandams (Messrs. S. K.
Sambandam and Gnanasambandam) to be there. Instead of
our meeting them they met us at the railway station and we
were given boarding and lodging. Among the places we
visited, we found lungi weaving a Cottage Industry thriving
in Kurinjipadi.

At 8 AM. the next day, taking leave of Kurinjipadi, we
went to Vadalur to see Ramalinga Swamigal’'s Sabha. After
having a look at it we left for Neivali. We had a nice bath |
at the artesian well, thinking that we were somewhere near
Australia. Aziznagar, the newly formed settlement for the
criminal tribes, was the next place we visited, As we proceeded
further we were reminded of our brother Rover Fazuluddin's
caution that a man-eater (a cheetah) is living in the Kara-
sankadu (a forest three miles from Vriddhachalam). Though
we fully knew that it was a mere bluff we were a little bit
afraid and crossed the forest (which is a mile and a half long)
rather quickly. We reached the Manimutha River by six in
the evening and bad a tub-bath for there was no knee-deep
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water. Ramakoti (the name of the house of the District Scout
Commissioner of South Arcot) gave us shelter for the night.

On the next day, 24-4-40, early in the morning we left
for Kamapuram, which is eight miles from Vriddhachalam.
On reaching that place we decided to have our meal near the
Sub-Registrar’s Office there. But on going there we met the
resident Doctor Mr. Ghouse who was very kind to us and
wanted to be our host. He gave us a hearty dinner and we
enjoyed it well. We left that place by 3 P.M. and proceeded
to Sethiatoppu, that day’s destination. TUnfortunately we
were compelled to stay at Erumbur on our way owing to rain.
Mr. Guruswamy Iyer the Headmaster of the Board Ele-
mentary School provided us shelter. Though he looked harsh
at first he was nice to us afterwards!

- Taking leave of him in the morning we reached Sethia-
toppu by 8 A.M. and proceeded to Annamalainagar 15 miles
from it. We reached our final destination by 3 P.M. on Thurs-
day the 25th of April 1940 and thus completed our 100 mile
walking tour.

‘“ All honour to Tramping
D. VENUGOPAL,

and
K. ABDUL HAMED.



THE UNIVERSITY DRAMATIC SOCIETY
1941’42

Office-bearers

President .—Rai Bahadur Dr. Sir K. V. Reddi Naidu,
B.A., B.L., M.L.C.

Vice-President .—Mr. C. R. Myleru, M.A.

Secretary :—Sri Taranath Kamath Shibrur.

Asst. Secretary :—Sri R. S. Chintamani.

Treasurer :—Sri N. K. Nagarajan.

The Dramatic Society, which has been working ever
since the inception of the University, has kept up its high
standards in its work this year. The Inaugural address of
the Society was delivered by Rao Bahadur P. Sambanda
Mudaliar, B.A., B.L. of Madras. The veteran actor and play-
wright gave us an instructive address and told us how to
develop our histrionic talents. There was tea in honour of
the guest and also a photograph. After the meeting there
was a variety entertainment by the members in the Gokhale
Hall and it was much appreciated. L

On the occasion of the 6lst birthday celebrations of the
Founder and Pro-Chancellor of the University, the Society
put on the boards a variety entertainment in the Srinivasa
Sastri Hall. It was attended by a large and distinguished
gathering of guests and mewmbers of the University. The
entertainment was of the usual high order attained by the
performances of the Dramatic Society. Special mention must
be made of the Tableaux by Mr. T. K. Shibrur (Nataraja and
Ardhanariswara) the *‘ Magic Crystal” a skit on beggars and
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their ways, written by Mr. C. R. Myleru, and ‘“ Honest peo-
ple” produced by Muttukumarswamy and party. It does not
mean that the other items were less entertaining than these.
Good dance and pantomime items were contributed by the
women students. Three prizes were awarded for the best

acting. They were:—

I Prize: Sri T. K. Shibrur.
IT Prize: Sri Muttukumaraswamy.

ITT Prize: Sri S. V. Venkatraman.

The noteworthy feature of the entertainment was that
we managed the show ourselves while our Vice-President
(who is usually with us during such entertainments) was
away from station. That shows that besides learning the
histrionic art we have also learnt the art of managing things
ourselves. We were helped by a committee of some members
of the staff who gave us help and advice whenever necessary.

The Society contributed a very successful pantomime, de-
picting ‘Buddha’s Renunciation’ in an allegorical form on
the occasion of the meeting of the Inter-University Board at

Annamalainagar.

We are preparing a few items against the day of our
Valedictory Address which is to come off shortly. We hope
that it will also be of the same high standard as our usual

performances.

T. K. SHIBRUR,
Secretary.

14



A DIALOGUE

S'ri Paras’ara Bhatta, son of the famous Kuares'a the most
devoted disciple of Bhagavan Ramanuja, lived in the 12th
century (1123—1151 A.D.) at Srirangam devoting his life to the
propagation of Vis’igtﬁdvaita doctrines and composing many
valuable works thereon. On one occasion, he went to the fam-
ous shrine to worship Lord Ranganﬁtha_at the time STRTYH
(holy bath) was being performed. He saw the divine image
with but a strip of wet vellow cloth round his waist, a garland
of red flowers hanging round his neck and camphor burning
in front of his SRTIEE (the hand that assures protection to the
refugee).

This beatific vision aroused his poetic imagination and he
poured forth his experiences in the following verse, which is
as beautiful as it is sublime.

=
& ASE W FOEWEM FA 35 SEHSH-
LS AR G eiEre S gl e e e
FERRETE ARy 99 AT fisy et gefree-
O TRl @ ) TEeR wemereEes ||

Tvam mé’ ham me kutas tat tadapi kuta idam veda-
mula pPramanat
etacca’nadi siddhad anubhavavibhavat tarhi

sakros’a eva |
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Kvakros'as tarhi gitadisu mama viditabh ko'tra
saksi sudhis syat

hanta ! tvatpaksapati sa iti nrkalahe mrgya-
madhyasthavat tvam |

This may be rendered as follows :(—

Lord-—Thou art mine.

Jiva -—No, I don’t belong to you.

L

Ji

T am independent, master of
myself.

—How is that? How could you prove that you belong
to yourself (evidently the Lord was greatly relieved to
notice that the Jiva did not claim to be master of the
Lord and was modest enough to claim to be lord only
over himself.)

—How is your claim substantiated ? On what grounds do
you assert that I am yours ?

—My claim is backed up by the Vedas, the most important
among the sources of knowledge .

—Nor is my claim without sufficient authority ; it is
supported by the powerful fact of possession (of my-
self) from time immemorial. Prescription is reckoned
a greater title to ownership than even documentary
evidence ®. (Though the Vedas declare that Jiva is

T qEIERTRgoR: ; . 2. VI 16 aHiERmT wE

e W, 3. VI T

S 211 R = T s G (5 752115 0 e S e ke O
qfeEIfEaey oy B | AN, 11 22,
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dependent on the Lord, Jiva thinks otherwise and con-
siders himself independent. In consequence, he subjects
himself to the perennial cycle of births and deaths.
The very fact that Jiva gets caught up in samsira is
clear proof that Jiva has so long laid claim to himself
without recognising any other Lord’s claim ).

L —But your claim has off and on been disputed. (It is a
well-known fact that the possession of property gives

one claim to it only if it has not been questioned by
the rival claimant) 1.

Ji —Where has it been questioned, pray ?

L —That your claim has been condemned as illegal in the
Gita and elsewhere is well-known 2.

Ji —Is there any witness who could testify to this? (Ex-
cepting your own word, is there any one who could say
that you ever disputed my claim).

L —Good men of unquestionable insight (FM:) such as
Vyasa and Arjuna bear witness to this.
Ji —Pshaw! They are but your partisans. (They are not

disinterested witnesses; they are either your own inti-,
mates or kinsmen?®. No reliance can be placed on their

' oRRisgadl ey | . 11 24,
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words. You have yourself confessed ‘I am greatly
loved by the learned and they in return are greatly
loved by me 1.

When all arguments failed to convince Jiva, the Lord
unwilling to lose his rights over the self is greatly
anxious to get Jiva round at all costs and even-pre- ,
pared to go the length of swearing in order to save his
property, namely, finite soul. Clad in wet yellow
cloth, with a single garland of red flowers on, the
Lord appears to Paras’ara in readiness, to put out the
burning camphor with his own right-hand (mﬁﬁ)

(It is a common practice in our country for a person
swearing to appear in wet yellow cloth with a garland
of red flowers round the neck and to put out burning
camphor).

Man in his ignorance does verily move away from
his Maker. But He, in the inexhaustible abundance
of His mercy, is anxious to draw him back to Himself.
We see it every day. But only Paras’ra Bhatta (12th
cent) among us and the author of “The Hound of
Heaven ' (20th cent. i.e. 1859—1907) in the West can

say it.

PROF. R. RAMANUJACHARI, M.A.
and

PANDIT K. SRINIVASACHARYA
(Siromani).
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K. R High School Magazine, Muttra-Vasart

The Za.morm S College Magazine, Ca.hcut

o The vaernment Brennen College Ma.ga.zme Telhcherry
The Hindustan Review.

The Jaffna College Miscellany.
*“ The Old College b
The Holkar College Magazine. '

Journal of the Malta University Literary Society
- The Madura College Magazine,

‘ The Divine Life '—Rikshikesh, Dist. Dehra Dun,
(quth India).

,The American College Magazine, Madura.
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EFFICIENT = BEST
COACHING! RESULTS!!

Students of the Annamalai and Madras

Universities are coached up for the

ensving September FExaminations in
Intermediate, B.A. and B.Sc,

(in all parts and in all subjects.)

—— INDIVIDUAL ATTENTION A SPECIALITY =—

—— FEES FOR THE COURSES ———

per session per s&ssion
l Parts [II ® IV
Part1I - © Rs. 20 Mathematics : Rs. 50
Rt ) Physics = : s 50
: l&u&uhommtﬁeiat#% 1942
—————— HOSTEL IS ATTACHED ——
Apbly Sharp to:— s, PICHAI B.Sc. (HONS)),

Principal.
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NTERMEDIATE B.A. AND B.Sc.




