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Editorial Note

L T makes us happy to begin this number with an offer
}€ of congratulations. We are glad in the first place to
felicitate our Vice-Chancellor on the Degree of Doctor
of Laws, which one more Indian University—the
University of Allahabad, this time—has conferred on him.
Then we offer our congratulations to our old contri-
butor, Mr. V. Krishnamurti, B.A. (Hons.) on the prize of a
bhundred rupees that he won at an All-India Competition
for a five-act-play in English. We thank him for giving
it to us for publication in the Miscellany. We wish him
many more triumphs of the kind.

Our readers, we trust, will be glad to be informed
that every issue of our Miscellany from the present one
on, will contain an Old Boys' Page. The activities of our
Old Boys enlist our keen interest; their success always
does the heart of their Alma Mater much good. We shall
gladly publish all information about them, as we get it.



The Old and the New

A Drama in five Acts
BY
V. KRISHNAMURTI

THIS drama was written during the months of
March and April in the year 1936 when the
writer was studying in the Fourth Year
Honours class in the Annamalai Univer-
sity. It is a prize-winning entry in the
under-graduates’ section of a literary
competition held by the Indian
Village-Welfare Association,
London, aspropaganda against

child marriage in India.
It is here published with
their kind permission,

for the ready grant-
ing of which the
writer thanks
them very
much.



The Old and the New

Act I, Scene I

(Sitaramier, a middle-aged Brahmin, the Karnam of his
village, is sitting on a mat spread on the floor in the hall of
his house. He is about thirty-six, handsome, not very tall, nor
very lean. He is dressed in a Salem gold-lace-bordered dhoti, and
a half-sleeved shirt. Beside him are a number of leather-bound
account books. He sits cross-legged before a small writing
desk on which there are ink pots, blolters and other writing
materials. A few feet away from him sits an old man, his
unele Nanw Iyer, hoary with sacred ash and thoroughly worthy
of reverence. He wears his dhoti in the orthodox Brahmin
fashion, and has no shirt on, but wears an angavastram
instead. Neither has cropped his head and both have tufts
in the true Indian fashion.

The white walls of the hall are adorned with a few
pictures, all of the Hindu gods and goddesses. A doorway,
visible in the left-hand corner, leads to the kitchen the
doors of which are half closed.)

SITARAMIER :—That is all right, uncle. But I say I've
got no idea of marrying Sundari now. She is but
twelve.

NANU IYER:—Pray hear me fully, Sitarama, and then
speak. Why do you interrupt me in the middle ?

SITARAMIER :—Well. T'll keep mum. Come along. Bomb
away, uncle.

NANU IYER :—Sitarama, pay heed to my words. I am your
senior in age and it behoves you to do as I bid you.
I knew you were a lazy fellow. But I never expected so
much of inaction. Fancy vou, having a girl aged twelve
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and not hunting after bridegrooms! And then non-
chalantly you say, “she is but twelve,” as if that didn’t
matter.

SITARAMIER :—You call twelve a marriageable age, do you ?

NANU IYER:—Oh! You don’t! Your ancestors didn’t think
as you do and presumably they were fools. So the
world has at last come to see a wise fellow in you. But
irony apart, Sitarama, I tell you what, seriously. It be-
“hoves you to follow in the footsteps of your forefathers.
They enjoin pre-puberty marriage. Why ? Because the
Sastras advocate it. Look here! Here is a line from our
sacred books :
&oTi Iq=ATRN A FgEa
(Strinam upanayanasthane vivaham manurabravit).

When the question arose whether women should not have
upanayanam or initiation in the scriptures, Manu said
“for women, marriage takes the place of upanayanam.’’
Now when do we perform upanayanam for boys? Of
course, in their seventh year. And so is it not axiomatic
that we've to perform marriage for girls even when
they are seven? That is Manu's injunction. We may
not go against it. We are not the persons to judge
its propriety. *’'Tis not for us to reason why " but
to do and die as our law-givers bid. You are a well-
read fellow; you ought to know all this. Early mar-
riage is a thing which we must and shall follow—in
spite of—in spite of—what-do-you-call-" im —Haribilas
Sarada ?—in spite of a wilderness of Saradas. What do
you say ?

SITARAMIER :—You told me not to interrupt you in the

middle. Finish your speech, uncle.

NANU IVER :—VYes. Yes. Iknow you are apprehensive of the
evils arising from early marriage. I heard you talking
about it the other day. Take it from me, my dear sir, no
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evil results from early marriage. I was married early.
Why, your father was. No evil has come to us; at least
so far as I could see. Probably wise men like you find
some. Contrariwise, a lot of evils arise from post-puberty
marriage. Apart from /e sin of keeping unmarried women
in a household, it isn’t safe—prudent, I mean ; —do you
see ? —prudent—to do so. Maybe there’'s no harm in
European countries, in cold countries, and maybe, they
don’t mind even if there is. It is different in the tropics.
‘What you call science tells you that desire being strong
there and very easily roused, it will gratify itself somehow
if you don’t provide the lawful means of its gratification.
Guard, Sitarama! Guard the only treasure we have.
Guard it jealously. What use is it to open the door to the
robber and then cry out: “‘oh! my daughter! oh! my
ducats ?”’ I've done.

SITARAMIER :(—(Wilh a sigh of relief) Have you? Pray let
me have an equally patient hearing. You say that the
Sastras enjoin child marriage. I'm sure they do not.
Even if they did, I would only say with Mr. Bumble
the beadle, “ then the law is an ass.” It is not binding
on us to follow a set of rules framed for a community
removed several thousands of years from us. Show they
are suitable to our society and I shall implicitly follow
them. Now that they are mnot, do let Reason reign

supreme and the Sasfras be blowed !

NANU IYER :—(closing his ears with his hands) O! that I
should have lived to hear these words! (furning in a
mien of earnest appeal and with a perfect tragedy air to
Sitaramier) Sitarama! Sitarama! For God’'s sake, don’t
blaspheme against the sastras. Your English, your
Simla, yvour Assembly, your Sarada may all be mighty
big. But you and I are not exactly the persons entitled
to pass a verdict on the sastras. Pray let not my ears
be treated again to this music about the sastras.
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SITARAMIER :—Very well, TI'll not hurt you any more that
way, but hurt you I must, standing out for my point.
The very sastras you quote for condemning post-
puberty marriage, I can invoke in support of it and I
shall do so here and now.

NANU IYER.—I see; you can quote séripture for your
purpose.

SITARAMIER :—I see your implication. But just for dis-
appointing you, if only for that, I propose not to resent
it. Devil or no devil, I shall never pervert a text, as
many whom I know are intent on doing. Well; here’s
for you

e Taer 3T aead &g ewe |

AT ACY IIAEFHTN AISASAT: |

SAIsTIEETAT TEIACSTIAT |

T | gACAFEFEHTAA AT
Understanding this after one of your own Sastrins
a girl is under the protection of the moon-god during
childhood (and he gives her innocence and loveliness.)
During girlhood, before she has attained puberty, the
Gandarvas guard her. (They give her womanly beauty.)
Then for three years after her attaining puberty, Agni
the god of fire guards her (and he inspires in her the
fire of love.) And then she is given over into the possession
of man. Mind that, uncle: with apologies to yourself, is
it not * axiomatic ”’ that a girl is given to a man at
least three years after her maturity. Axiomatic—is
that the word? I thank vou for teaching me that
(Nanw ITyer heaves a deep sigh.)

SITARAMIER :—Let that pass. You cited your own and
my father’'s instances to prove early marriage harm-
less or even desirable. I don’t propose to go into
that question; I don't, for obvious reasons. You
know the circumstances of my father's pre-mature
death cry out, yes, cry out against early marriage.
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There is nothing a hundredth so disgusting—excuse me
the strong language—as to see one’s seniors seek to
make the worse reason appear the better. Well,
putting me on this question you have most uncharitably
obliged me to pry, as it were, into my own father’s nudity.
T'm not quite myself. I shall collect myself and meet
your next point.... ..o it e I e S T

.. .. You said that the chastity of our women would
be gone, if child marriage were not practised, or some
such thing, didn’t you? This is the greatest bogey I've
ever heard of. If you are earnest in putting it forward,
I should say it is the most atrocious proposition ever
made in recent history. You make out woman (your
helpmate) a beast, ever to be guarded with jealous care,
and suggest—without a moment’s suspicion that you
offer her the grossest insult under the sun—that the
moment you wink in your watch, she will go astray and
will become as impure in her flesh as you are in your
heart, your heart with its unholy suspicions. But surely
you couldn’t mean that. When the worst product of
your child marriage—your virgin widow, keeps unsullied
her chastity, to the end of her life, a life made
wretched by your customs, which enjoin early marriage
and prohibit widow remarriage, when even she who is
as much in the tropics as your young woman, can over-
come the baneful warmth of the tropical sun, it is patent
that your tfears are mere bogeys created by a fancy
as fertile as diseased. It is a schoolboy’s howler not
worth a moment’s consideration, even on the floor of a
debating society.

NANU IYER:—'Tis come to that! oh! talk reason, my dear
fellow ; don’t bluff. I bring you here, the consent of a
millionaire, nay, a multi-millionaire, the Zamindar, to
make your daughter his daughter-in-law. A man who
is the lord of not less than five hundred square miles of
land, and a clean couple of lakhs annually, consents to
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do you that honour and you, instead of thanking me,
you unroll your reasons before me, do you ?

SIPARAMA IYER:—Hear me fully, uncle. A bit more of
patience would do you mo harm, I suppose. My dear
uncle, personally I've had enough of this early marriage.
I want to have no more of it. You talk of horoscopes and
their agreement. When I married Laxmi to Appasami
what did they point at? At least you said that she would
be rolling in wealth and such things. What is the good of
having married her to a young boy ? He turns out after all
to be good-for-nothing and his father is living in voluntary
exile, afraid as he is of his creditors, and I've to support
the whole family meanwhile. He is now twenty or so
and pursues only the most unprofitable cottage industry
of propagating the species. He has had three children
to his credit and is expectant of another in a week.
Mind! Four confinements for the mother not past
seventeen years. In spite of all your astrology, she is
rolling only on the hard ground or on the sick bed for a
change. That is that.

NANU IYER :(—I didn't expect so much bad reasoning from
you, Sitarama. Do you mean to say that the Zamin-
dar’s credit would go phut as did Appasami’s father’s
and do you mean to say that you would have to support
his son and all that? ha! ha! ha! Sitarama, very
good, very good.

SITARAMA IYER:—I don't mean that. But I do mean that
your horoscopy has not helped Laxmi to a soft bed or
good cheer and that, as far as your horoscopy goes, the
Zamindar’'s son may go phut as much as anybody else’s.
And then, I ask you about the person of the proposed
bridegroom. Here is a portrait of him ; bandy legged—
crook shanked—a coal-black complexion—a horrible coun-
tenance—with a squint eye to boot. I really wonder at
your ability in choosing this Flibbertigibbert—this



THE OLD AND THE NEW 9

hobgoblin from the matrimonial market—for my Sundari.
I don't discuss your heart in this matter. One is free
to have one’s own opinion about that. But I'm tempted
even to examine your phrenological development.

(Nanu Iyer who has made up his mind to carry his point
at all cost, and who has patiently listened to the former
homily on wirgin widows and things, is not now game for
this second sermon. He becomes very angry. He thunders his.
reply first, but la‘er realising that more can be achieved by
peaceful means than otherwise, grows calmer and calmer and
is quite calm as he comes to the end of the speech.

NANU IYER:—You fool, do you know to whom you are
talking ? I'm a real Dikshitar. I've performed three
yagas. Don’t have an inflated estimate of yourself.
Don’t think you could defy me simply because you've had
a bit of education on foreign lines. Transgress the
sastras and be damned! What care I? (growing calmer)
My dear Sir Wisdom, if you do not like the Zamindar's
son, why not choose some other fellow? It will
become you if you accept the bridegroom I bring; but
as you would not, I give in, and no bones broken.
(But Nanw's restiveness here makes it plain to Sitaramier
that Nanuw really won’t care to bring other candidates)
Why not choose some one else? I shall even pocket
my pride and bring you other candidates. (Nanw Iyer
is now calmness itself) Be it to whomever it pleases
you, only do have Sundari married this year. I'm not
without reasons for this request. That fellow's bill—
the devil take it—becomes law next month and you
could not marry her for two years more. What do you
say ? I expect an affirmative answer. :

SITARAMA IYER:—I'm sorry, uncle, to disappoint you. But
- my mind is unchangeable. Shall we adjourn for a cup

of coffee ?
2
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NANU IYER :—Coffee be blowed ! What is your idea, sir?
Are you going to become a sinner or do you think
..,Jourself powerful enough to defy the Government ?

SITARAMA IYER :—Not at all, uncle. I shall not violate
this new law; that's flat. As for my becoming a
sinner, my vedic citation is enough to show which of
the two now in the room is nearer the precipice.

NANU IYER :—(Rising in wuncontrollable rage)- Is that it?
*  Apostate! Infidel! Dastard! What did you say ? And
this after what I preached to you! What difference is
there between you and that other fellow who clamours
for admitting Panchamas into our temples? Your line-
age has been a noble one, and you are a blot
sufficiently large upon its escutcheon. I tell you, you
learned fool, from the moment you harbour unholy
thoughts you are damned—you are—(not able to speak,
chokes with anger).

SITARAMA IYER :—(not able to brook all this) Look here, old
one ; shut up. I gave the respect due to you, and  you
presume too much. I shall put up with nothing further
from you. You may take your leave. I'm master in
this house, and I mean to be that to some purpose.

NANU IYER :—(practically dancing in rage and shaking his
fist at Sitarama Iyer.) You cur! you think you
have that power. See! If I do not make you suffer
for this, call me a shoemaker, barber, cur, anything......

(EXIT)

(Within) Indian Express Sa...r.

(A newspaper tis thrown in, Sitarama Iyer picks it wup,
goes to the easy chair at the corner, lounges on it and begins
to read his paper. After a few minutes, through the door-
way which leads to the kitchen, Seshi, Sitarama Iyer’s
mother, enters. She s dressed in a pure-white saree, her
clean shaven head covered with it as is the custom of South
Indian Brahmin widows. She is aged about fifty.)

»
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SESHI :—(Wondering) I say, Sitarama, where is Nanu?
I heard his voice just now.

SITARAMA IYER :—(Sullenly) He is gone. -

SESHI :—Gone ! Didn’t you invite him to dinner 2

SITARAMA IYER :—Yes, I did.

SESHI :—What is the matter, Sitarama ? Why these curt
answers ?.Just now I heard loud voices. Were you
quarrelling ?

SITARAMA IYER:—(puting down his paper and facing his
mother resignedly) Yes. The old fool mentioned a wonderful
suitor for Sundari. Whoever wanted him to? I of course,
refused to think of her marriage now.

SESHI :(—(wonderstruck) Pray, why ?

SITARAMIER :—She is but twelve. Where is the hurry for
her marriage now ?

SESHI:—I am surprised at you, Sitarama. Hitherto I
thought you had some regard for me. Now I have
found you out. You have never listened to my words
since turning to man’s estate. It would not be so,
I know it would not be, if your father lived. What is
a widow not widowed of ?

SITARAMA IYER:—What logic, mamma? Whoever said
I have no regard for you?

SESHI :—Then why do you persist in your impious de-
termination ? I am old. I may die any day, and shouldn’t
I see and fondle Sundari’s children before I die ? But
who was the suitor Nanu proposed ?

SITARAMIER :(—That old Zamindar’s scarecrow of a son.

SESHI :—(gaping for wonder) The Zamindar’s son, and
you refused him ! Had you your senses about you when
you did that?
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SITARAMIER :—Pray, mamma, do talk sense if you don’t
mind.

SESHI :—Is it come to that ?— :

”( While Seshi is talking, Sitaramier's wife, Nagammnal enters
with a brdss pot of water on her hip. She is of medium
height ; she has dark eyes and dark eyebrows. Her hair
which is gathered in a knot is also dark. She has a very
stmple dress on, and wears a pair of diamond ear-rings, a
Jew pairs of bangles and mneckchains. In spite of her mid-
dle age, she is a beauty and even in his perturbed condi-
tion of mind, Sitaramier can't help an admiring glance at
her. She goes in through the door into the kitchen con-
scious and proud of her lord’s wunabating regard for her,
puts down her water-pot, returns and  stands in the
doorway. Meanwhile Seshi continues).

SESHI .—When I was young, in those days people dared
not insult their parents. Nowadays people say * ma!
you are a fool; and pa! you are a rogue ’; and natural-
ly you ask me not to talk nonsense. Well, that is my fate.
But no matter. My object is your and your children’s
welfare. Go, conciliate Nanu and have for your son-in-
law the Zamindar’'s son. If you let this opportunity
slip, maybe it cannot be had again. I've had my say.
Take it and prosper or reject it and go to the dogs.
Nagam ! (addressing her daughter-in-law) look to the

house, I am going to the river.
(EXIT)

(Nagammal advances from her position, comes very near
to Sitaramier and essays to speak. Sitaramier though con-
scious of her approach seizes his newspaper and prelends reading
it. But Nagammal speaks all the same).

NAGAM :—My dear! What earthly reasons had you for
refusing the offer ? You know that it is a rare chance.
Put down that paper and answer me, will you ?
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(She snatches the paper with one hand, while the other
rests on Sitaramier’s shoulder.)

SITARAMIER :—Sorry, my dear. I've got my own princm_,
and reasons for my actions, and I do not particula
-

care to have them questioned.

NAGAM :—Your fiddlesticks for your actions! And to bring
them in when your daughter’s prosperity is concerned |
The Zamindar offering to make your girl his daughter,
and you, a paltry village accountant refusing! My ! Are
you having your reason about you, my dear?

SITARAMIER :—(half in earnest and half in loving playfulness)
Would you mind leaving me in peace? Cease your
babble or I'll break your little finger. Spare your breath
and off with you.

NAGAM —Peace indeed ! Do you hope for that after what
you've done? I tell you, my dear sir, you shall not
have it. I'll plague you so. “I’ll do, T'll do, I'll do’.
But my dear, I know you couldn’t have meant your re-
fusal seriously. Don't you think of settling the match
now °?

SITARAMIER :—I do not and will not. (sitting up, and seriously)
I am in no mood to crack or receive jokes. I know the
-ovils of early marriage and girl maternity. It's enough
Laxmi has been victimised to them. I shall not allow
anyone to advise me on that point. As for the present
suitor, I shall never mention Sundari and that sot in
one breath. I know the manners of the father and the
morals of the son over there. A petty village account-
ant as I am, I Teckon myself superior everyway to
that one over there, who became zamindar yesterday,
for want of a better in the family. I shall not think of
marriage for Sundari for years to come; and of
marriage for Sundari with that brute of a Zamindar’'s
son, at any time of my life.
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NAGAM :(—(serious in an instant and contrite) My dear, I never
knew you were so serious about this.- I have never
seen you so much in earnest. Do you think I shall

* endeavour to argue you out of your dearly held princi-
plesmto ask you to disavow them? Do you think I
shall cross you in anything? What is good for you is
good for me. If you think Sundari had best marry only
when she is of age, why, I think so too. Whoever
may cross you in this or anything else, I shall be with
and for you.

(Nagammal shines in the splendour of virtue and Sitaram-
ier’s countenance brightens up in conscious happiness. He gets
up and strokes her head. ... a knock s heard at the
door, .. EXIT Nagammal.)

SITARAMIER :—Who is there ? Come in, please.

(A young man of eighteen or nineteen enters. He is very
handsome and is dressed handsomely. He has a grace of
bearing which is native to him, not affected. His face is almost
without a flaw, a face positively: beautiful. His head is crop-
ped, and his haiv black and wavy.

THE YOUNG MAN :—Good morning, sir. I trust you know me.

SITARAMIER :— Good morning. Pray seat yourself (draws
a chair for him), you must excuse, the discourtesy of
this non-recognition ; I am agitated ; but you are always
welcome, you know, Mr. Chandrasekaran ?

CHANDRASEKARAN :—Yes, I hope you will excuse my
intrusion.

SITARAMIER :—Oh. nothing. May I know the cause of this
visit ?

CHANDRA :—Certainly. You see there was some proposal
about your daughter marrying the Zamindar's son
I should like to know how you consider it.

-
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SITARAMIER :—(furning grave if not exactly angry) But how
does that interest you ? Did your master send you to
know that?

CHANDRA :—Certainly not. I come here on my own
account. I would request you not to consent to the
match if you have not already consented ; or if you
have, to recall the consent and, ....and to excuse this

meddling on my part.

SITARAMIER :(—(Pleased but not relaxing visibly) Thanks.
But I should like to know what makes you say this.

CHANDRA .—T shall give you my Treasons. Firstly, your
daughter 1s too young for marriage; but that is your
business. Secondly the Zamindar has a motive behind
his keenness on this marriage. His son gets his dead
aunt’s money when he marries and the Zamindar who,
after seventeen years of administration or maladminis-
tration of the Zamin, is now hard up for money, is
anxious to effect this marriage in order to get that
money ; and, for aught we know, your girl will to the
gutter as soon as his purpose is served. Besides, in
marrying the Zamindar's son, your daughter will
marry the worst sot and rake hereabouts. I have done.

SITARAMIER :—But why is he so particular about my girl ?
A Zamindar can secure any girl in the country for
the wishing ; can’t he?

CHANDRA :—'M. Don’t you know he has approached all
the others of your sect in this part of the country and
has been repulsed ? Marriage outside your community
will disqualify his son for his aunt’s legacy; he
hopes with this Nanu Iyer's intercession to secure
your girl for his son?

SITARAMIER :—Nanu Iyer ? What about him? You mean
the Zamindar has set him going on this business ?

-
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CHANDRA —( Graver than before and in a lower tone) Woell
He has done more than that. He has bought him off!!

SIBRRAMIER :—(rising involuntarily) What? What did you
say ? Bought him off ?

CHANDRA :—Bought him off.
SITARAMIER :—You mean what you say?

CHANDRA :—I mean that Nanu Iyer has entered into a
. nefarious contract with the Zamindar to get his son
your daughter Sundari and in return for that office of
kindness to be paid Rs. 2000/- by the Zamindar. Nanu
Iyer has got already—he got it half an hour ago—
Rs. 1000/- as earnest. I mean lastly that you stand in
peril of sacrificing your girl to a sot and Nanu Iyer, in
that event, stands the chance of a thousand rupeee
more. Are you answered ?

SITARAMIER :—(standing aghast a minute and then recovering)
He shall not. If there is breath in - my body, he shall
not. Neither the Zamindar’s. boy shall have my girl
nor Nanu Iyer the balance of Rs. 1000/-.

CHANDRA :—But Nanu Iyer will try to get your girl
married by any means fair or foul, and backed by the
money and power of the Zamindar he will be formid-
able. We had rather be careful. I shall send you news
“off and on from the enemy’s front. Good-bye. I've to
hurry back to the Zamindar's. Of course you breathe
no word to any one about my visit, would you?

SITARAMIER .—Certainly not.r ‘But iﬂa}} T kﬁow to what
kindness of disposition on your part I owe this visit
and this intercession ?

CHANDRA :—(wsibly angry) Sir, I understand your impli-
cation. I understand your irony. I come here not to
get any “ consideration” from you for my information
and warning. I don't sell information. I was interested

L
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as all honest human beings ought to be, in your girl;
in one of God's best creatures. I was not interested
in you. If you don’'t want my intercession excuse my
officiousness and let me go. I wish you joy of y®ur

-

suspicions.

SITARAMIER :—(hurt and repentant) Oh no! Excuse me.
my suspicions. I am now convinced of your disinterest-
ed interest in our welfare—in my girl's well-being.
I shall be guided entirely by you in this matter
Though I can’t make, and you don’t expect, any recom-
pense, yet the joy of having done good to an innocent
girl and earning her lasting gratitude will soon be
yours.

CHANDRA :—(pleased) Very well. Good-bye............(BEXIT)
(A servant enters bearing a letter).

SERVANT :—A letter from your aunt. She sent me here to
you.

SITARAMIER :—What is the news from my aunt in the
town ?

SERVANT :—Your daughter has the pains. Your aunt wanted
me to get you over there at once. I've brought the
bullock-cart.

w3
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Act I1, : Scene I

(Mr. Sitaramier is sitling on a cane arm-chair in the
f)ou* verandah of a blue coloured house m the talug town,
whither he has been drawn for the mpecl(’d conﬁnement of his
daughter Laxmi. In the centre of the wall is the doorway, on
either side of which is a window. The windows are closed
while the door s half closed. Sitaramier sits in his chair
shuffling his feet and fidgeting. After a few minutes, his son-in-
law, Appasami, a young fair-looking man of twenty, enters,
carrying a small hand bag. He 1is dressed in a white dhoti,
full-sleeved shirt and an Angavastram.) }

SITARAMIER :—Oh, you've come so soon ! Did you see my
letter ?

APPASAMI :—What letter? I didn't get any. But then ’tis
five days since I left Kumbakonam.

SITARAMIER :—Five days!

APPASAMI:—The old fellow, my boss, (my boss, you know
for the past six months,) says to me one fine morning,
“my dear sir, you know we've fallen on evil days and
cannot afford a typewriter "—he means of course a typist
—" 80 awfully sorry that we do not require your services
any more.” So I packed off, went to our village straight-
way and am here now. How is Laxmi? All right,
I hope?

SITARAMIER :—All right ? Well, not exactly. She has
been in tortures for three days. As relief is not yet in
sight, the lady doctor (God bless her goodness!) thinks
that surgical aid will be necessary. She is even now
in there. What with Calcium-deficiency, Anaemia and
all that, I don't know how Laxmi is to get over this,
her fourth confinement. I want to save Sundari at least
from this. But God disposes what we propose.

(Opening the door hurriedly, a nurse enters).
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NURSE :—Would you just run over to the Hospital and ask
Miss Bennet to come over. The doctor wants her

assistance (Sitaramier and Appasami both start to go).
o

NURSE : One of you must remain here.

(Sitaramier goes out—Appasami seats himself on his

chair and speaks to himself in a broken manner)

And now once again no job! Wife confined or about
to be............operation............ My God! and to outtop

everything pa-in-law supporting a bally lot of us.

Act II, Scene II

(The lady doctor’s drawing room. The room s neatly
though not richly Furnished. The lady doctor's brother, Chandra-
shekaran in a cane arm-chair. His serge coal is thrown
the back of another cane chair. He is turning

over
a few nunutes the

over the pages of some periodical. After
lady doctor enters, a handsome young woman of twenty-two or
thereabou’s, briefbag and twisted up stethoscope in hand. She
is dressed in a sari with a tiny gold lace border, and white
jacket; she has a j)m’r of high-heeled shoes on. Though
genuine in her thoughts, she walks, speaks, and acts with an

affected grace prevalent among FEastern women mimicking

western ways. - She places her bag and stethoscope on a table

in the corner and collapses into a chair nearby.
CHANDRA :—Why are you so late, Kamala ? I've been wait-
ing for you for heaven knows how many ages.

KAMALA :—Sorry, brother. The D. M. O. was on a surprise
visit this morning. Moreover, I had to do an operation ;
but besides, you said you could snatch a few hours
from your Zamindar’s service only this afternoon—
whoever expected you in the morning here ?

CHANDRA :—The Zamindar's affairs are at sixes and sevens.
I bhadn’t much to do, and thought I might go about
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Holiday-making as well ante-meridian as post. But you
mentioned an operation. Who was the victim—I mean,
of course, the patient.

KAMALA :—Some village accountant’s daughter. Her father
brought her over here for confinement, to be within
the reach of medical aid. He lives at the corner of
Big Street, in that blue house.

CHANDRA :(—Was the operation a success ?
KAMALA :—Yes it was.

CHANDRA :(—But the patient? I know in some cases the
operation is a success, only the patient dies.

KAMALA :—You are not at all over-sympathetic towards
medicos, Chandra. But in this case the patient is all
right. Only it took a blessed long time for her to gain
consciousness. The child however was dead.

CHANDRA :—Did I not say something like that? And you
say, I am not sympathetic.

KAMALA :—But how could I help that? The child had died
even in the womb and when got out, was blue all over.
Imagine, it is her fourth child and she only seventeen
or so; nothing strange, you see, in the child being that.

CHANDRA :—Fourth child! Nothing strange either in the
mother being all that. Baby-marriage and child
maternity be blest!

KAMALA :(—Just so. It seems this puny girl has ‘:been
bringing forth her brats one every year, with the
regularity of a machine gun, ever since she was fourteen.
They say she was married at twelve and had an abort-
ion at thirteen! Now she is a physical wreck
about the mission you were on, the other day—your
delicate and dangerous mission? You convinced the
father of the girl? He feels he had as well 'expose his
girl on a mountain-top as give her to the Zamindar’s
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whelp? And then (this is more important to me) have
you gone about it without letting your boss know it ?
Don't purchase trouble by openly thwarting the Zamin-
dar’s designs. %

"CHANDRA :—O ! Don't worry. No necessity to convince the
old chap, the girl’s father. He had realised all that even
before I went in. He had refused his consent to the
match. He is now in a rage against the old pandar of

a Nanu.
KAMALA :—Oh ! he was so wise? I'm glad he is not going
to sacrifice his daughter.

CHANDRA :—Sacrifice ! that’s just the word for it. Very
probably he won’t. But still we must wait and see.
The Iyer may change his mind or the forces about him
may be too much for him. :

KAMALA :—Thank God, even for the faint prospect.
This early marriage is eating through our nation as a
canker. The girl I operated on to-day was on the
brink of death and she is ons of the glorious products
of your early marriage. It has thoroughly sapped her
vitality. For if, just when the body is developing, one
imposes on her the cares of a family by tying her
to a husband and soon after that to a few babies, what
development could you expect and what conservation of
vitality ? How could her children be strong ? And then
how could our nation be strong and sturdy if our
country is filled with Laxmis, who produce weaklings
at their fourteenth or fifteenth year and who themselves
are periodical occupants of the sick-bed too ?

CHANDRA :—You talk only of the physical side of the evil,
sister. What about our intellect? It's nipped in the
bud. When a boy enters college he is invariably
married. As saysour Mahatma “ only in Hindu society
do studies and marriage go thus hand in hand ”
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When the young fellow leaves college, he has got a
brace of children. At once he has got to look out for
employment because he has to feed a lot of mouths.
Then good-bye to the things of the mind and to origi-
nal thinking...why, thinking of any kind whatsoever.
Sister, my heart seems near bursting; © the pity, oh
the pity of it!” Our slavery stifles our inteilect; our
slavery in the land of our own birth. Our institutions,
our blessed institutions complete the process. Sister,
whenever I hear these shameless old fellows about us
talk with pride of the greatness of our ancestors, when-
ever they say that all the triumphs of Modern Science
were achieved long ago by our forefathers, I feel like
hiding my head in shame. 1 find it a job to have an
escape from myself. These the sons of Panini and
Sankara! And many of them incapable of thirty-five
per cent in Elementary Mathematics or Intermediate
Physics !! Look at that, and look at their pride of
ancestry. i

But My! How on earth came we to talk like this?
I suppose we aren’t now in the Assembly orating on
Mr. Sarada’s side.

(A servant enters and brings a mnote to Chandra, who

opens it and reads it)

CHANDRA —(fo his sister) Didn’t you say that the father of

the girl whom you attended to to-day was a village
accountant. It is the same person as the father of the
girl T told you of. He wants to see me. I too want
to see him. I've news to impart to him.

KAMALA :—TIs he the same one as that girl's father? Now

I quite understand his wisdom in his refusing to cele-
brate a second baby-wedding in his house. If, after
seeing the piteous plight of his first daughter, he
married his second daughter at the age of twelve, well,
he should indeed be an idiot bi-distilled and sterilised.
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Act II, Scene III

(The verandah of the blue house afore-mentioned. Sitaramier
is seated on a cane chair. Opposite him seated s Mr.

Chandrasekaran.)
CHANDRA :—So you've got a town house !

SITARAMIER :—Well, not exactly. This is my aunt’s house.
I brought my daughter here for confinement.

CHANDRA. :—Oh ! My sister told me the child was dead, I'm
SOTTY.

SITARAMIER :—That was inevitable. This is her fourth
confinement and she is barely seventeen. What better
could you expect ? It pains me very much to see girls
suffer like this. I pray to God to spare my second
daughter at least all this. Well. What is the news at
the Zamindar’s ?

CHANDRA :(—The Zamindar is proceeding rather rapidly.
He 1is determined on having your girl. But he is
impolitic in having chosen a lunatic for his accomplice.

SITARAMIER :(—A lunatic! whom do you mean?
CHANDRA :—Why ? That same Nanu Iyer.

SITARAMIER :—Nanu Iyer, a lunatic! Never! I admit him a
- villain, but a lunatic, never.

—_—

CHANDRA :—By lunatic I mean to say that he 1is rather
queer. For example the other day, the Zamindar called
me once or twice during their conversation. As soon
as he saw me this Nanu began to fidget about in his
chair. He stared at me till I was annoyed and then
leaving me at that, stared at a portrait of the old
Zamindar, intently as if he saw it for the first time in
his life. And then the Zamindar asked him some
question and he absent-mindedly replied, “it is extra-
ordinary.” Then suddenly remembering himself, answered
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him relevantly. His action was so reasonless, you see ;
I think his mind wandering; I think it is.

SITARAMIER :(—1 don’t know that. But what plot have
they hatched ?

CHANDRA :—This Nanu Iyer has sounded your mother, it
seems, and she is worried over your ‘unorthodox '
views. Nanu proposes to play on her orthodoxy and:
carry his point. His plan is this. He is going to
Tanjore to-morrow after seeing your mother and arrang-
ing matters with her. From there he will wire to you
to say that your brother-in-law is in his death-bed.
Thus does he remove you and Mrs. Sitaramier from
off the scene of action. Your mother, as she would be
instructed, brings your daughter to the temple where
the girl is kidnapped and borne to the Zamindar’s
house. There she will be secretly married to her thrice
worthy bridegroom elect. So better go home to-day and
bring Sundari over here and guard her well for some:
days to come. You will be acting none too soon. 1
thought you were in your village. I was first waiting
for my sister to come home that I might go thither to
tell you all this. Good luck that you are here. We
have saved precious time. %

SITARAMIER :—(Aghast and silent. Then recovering after some
time and rising as if to shout ‘' Eureka!’)

No. That won't do. I want to teach the blackguards a
lesson. I assure you I shall arrest every man-Jack
of them for kidnapping. I shall go to my village to-day
and as soon as the telegram comes, I start. Only not
for Tanjore but for the police-station here. What !
Does the fellow think that a Zamindar could do any-
thing ? Well, I will show him his proper place in the
scheme of things. TI'll give them the long rope. Nanu
shall have free talk with my mother. My mother shall
take - Sundari to the temple. The Zamindar by all
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means shall kidnap her. Only when he reaches his
house shall there be an inspector of police with a brace
of constables and bracelets, to boot, to receive the
Zamindar. What ! Kidnapping ! In the twentieth century !
We are in Chicago, are we ?

Act II, Scene IV

(Sitaramier’s hall. The surroundings are the same @gs in
Act I, Scene I, except for the account books -and the
writing desk. which are not there now. Nanw Iyer in the
easy-chair, only not lounging. Seshi Patti is seated on the
floor a few feet away from hin.)

SESHI :—So you mean to say that it is not really too late
to bring round the Zamindar; I feared Sitaraman would
have gone so far as to show a rough front even to

him. 3
NANU IYER:—It isn’t too late. Everything could yet be
done. Not only that, it must be, it shall be.

SESHI :—But why must ?

NANU :(—You ask me that ? Well, it must be. Your bless-
ed son doesn’t know what he talks about. He talks of
the evils of early marriage and wants all that to pass
muster with me. He is too far gone in perversity—un-
amenable to argument; quite. These fellows must be
dealt with fittingly. There is only one way and Il
follow it, to foil him, and save the family, your family,
from disgrace. Nay, I shall yet save your soul from
damnation. I shall yet enable you not to look on while
this unholy thing goes on. = But you must-help me in
the matter.- I don't know if you will; I don’t think
that vou will.

SESHI:—Why ? What makes you doubt I shall help you?
If anything lies in my power, I shall certainly use it
to further the interests of Sundari—the poor little thing,

4
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NANU —Well then, if you would be amenable, I should
bring the Zamindar round and have Sundari married.
I shall act on your behalf. The 17th instant is the last
auspicious day this season. To-day is the 15th and
we've barely two days. But I shall work wonders—
work wonders if you co-operate. My part in the mat-
ter is out of doubt difficult, but I shall play it. Only
you must play yours and it is more than a question if
you will.

SESHI :—What do you mean, Nanu? I've told you I will.
I shall do anything for Sundari. Tell me what’s to do
and think it is done.

NANU:—Very well, then. Sitaraman will be conveyed to
a distant place. By what means, you needn’t know.
With Sitaraman goes Nagam. Do you see? I shall see
to all that. And then comes your part. Nothing
difficult, of course; only you must consent.

SESHI :—You see, I've consented already. Why this hesita-
tion to tell me what I must do? Why this persistent
doubt about my doing it ?

NANU:—-That is all right, sister—listen to this. You go
to-morrow evening to the temple at the end of New
Street. At dusk—do you see ? Sundari accompanies
you, do you follow? Thrice you go round the shrine
as usual—do you see? In the third round, in the
narrow space, between the-back of the shrine and the
outer wall, in that ill-lit narrow space, you feign that
your attention is arrested by something and that you
lose sight of the girl. The Zamindar’s men who will
be ready will do all that is needed and the wedding
will take place the day after to-morrow.

(Silence follows, Seshi is taken off her feet at this
suggestion. But Nanw perseveres.)

Why do you keep mum ? You aren’t agreeable. I knew
you wouldn't be. Where's the promised co-operation ?
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SESHI :—(Fainlly) How can the wedding take place in the
absence of dear Sitaraman? How will the mother of
the girl feel if she is not by, to give away her daughter ?
Things have never been done like that in the family.

NANU :—Have things been done in the family as your
blessed son would have them done? Are post-puberty
marriages usual in the family ? What talk you of feel-
ing and all that in this dire emergency ?

SESHI :—(Half conquered but siill holding out). But how can
I consent to my son’s absence and my daughter-in-law’s
from their own child’s wedding ?

NANU :—Son and daughter-in-law be deuced! The rascal is
intent on desecrating the family by keeping a young
woman unmarried in it. The hussy gives her silent
consent to her husband’s proposal; and you grow senti-
mental over their absence from the wedding. I knew
it would all be like this. Go to the devil, all of you.
The next Shraddh to be performed for your deceased
husband will be a waste. The manes shall not accept
the oblations. By all means have your son and
daughter-in-law present at the post-puberty wedding
of your grand-daughter. Be present at it yourself. As
for myself, I shall go the way all right-thinking people
go—my shadow shall never more darken these walls.

SESHT :—(Sobbing) Why speak like that? I dont know
what we sinners are heading to! Why should T live
after him—after your brother-in-law ? If only he were
alive now! Do vou think things would take this
course if he were? But as long as I live, I shall try
to avert this disaster. ;

NANTU :—(Perceiving his advantage and pleased) Do, sister, do.
It's certainly a base trick. But no help for it, you see.
Either we play it or be damned for ever. Think of



28 ANNAMALAINAGAR MISCELLANY

the scandal here and the damnation hereafter, if
Sundari becomes a woman before she is married.

(Seshi goes inside, unable to bear even the meniion of this
confingency. Nanu sits tight in his chair and all but evident-
ly chuckles at the triumph he is scoring.)

Act II, Scene V

(Sitaramier’'s hall again. Sitaramier in the easy-chair and
his wife standing nearby.)

SITARAMIER :(—So, there is your emblem of orthodoxy,
your Nanu Iyer. “Nanu Iyer is really in the right .
Isn't he? He will do only as the Sastras enjoin. So
axiomatically, T suppose, the Sastras enjoin the taking
of commission for settling matches. ‘ Nanu Iyer is
really in the right”. Didn’t you say that, dear?

NAGAM :—It's all very well for you to joke. But whoever
thought your uncle was such a villain? The triumph
however is rather on my side in that he is your uncle,
not mine.

SITARAMIER :—(Striking her in mock anger on the cheek:.)
Orthodoxy ! It’s the worst garb hypocrisy has donned
in these degenerate days. O! the things that are done
in the name of orthodoxy! Dear, if I were not dis-
posed to be merry at the certain prospect I have of
foiling these fellows, I should go near weeping at
the behaviour of these Martexts and the plight they
have reduced our ancient sages and seers to. Never
did those noble souls so fall on evil days before, as
they have done now. Self-seeking, the worst forms of
commercialism, tricks that Clive would have himself
blushed to adopt, are the order of the day and Manu
and Yagnavalkya are made to countenance them. It
surely spells national disaster—nay—racial extinction—
when a sastra is twisted into approving an organised
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brothel and orange robes protect a self seeker in his
‘sanatanist ' campaign against the spirit of Vasista
and Vamadeva. It cries to God for vengeance. I per-
sonally am determined to resist this evil with might
and main. But who—O, the Telegraph man! Well,
the game begins.

(A telegraph messenger enters and delivers a telegraph.
Sitaramier coolly signs the delivery-slip and opens and reads
the telegram.)

‘ Brother-in-law is dangerous. Start immediately.’
Dharmambal.

Nagam, dear, your brother is dangerous; that is,
dangerously ill, of course. His wife has sent the tele-
gram. I am mortally anxious. If you have tears
prepare to shed them now-—at least some now, reser-
ving the balance for the actual occasion.

(Nagamma smiles)

Weep, hussy. What do you mean by laughing?

(With that he bursts into loud laughter himself. His
wife promptly joins in it. They laugh themselves actually
into some tears. Silaramier is the first to recover serious-
ness.)

Well now, pack a few things. ILet us pack off to the

town. 1 shall leave vou with Laxmi and go about my

business, as I have already told you, and lieave the
neighbourhood under the impression that I have gone
to Tanjore. The night that is luckily approaching will
aid our honest designs. O! to think how honesty
sometimes has to seek the aid of darkness to conceal

its purposes!
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Act III, Scene I

A large room wn a fairly large house, a furlong removed
from the village of Desamangalam. In the centre of the room, a
dust-covered old cot with a dirty quilt spread on it. On it sits a
very wugly-looking young fellow of nineteen or so, large-headed,
small-eyed, of lumbering make and heavy countenance. His
right eye is closed ; his nose inordinately red. He has evidently
Just risen from a long afternoon sleep; for he is particularly
heavy-looking even for his dull and heavy countenance. By
his side on the quilt sits a bulky dark-complexioned and not
over prelty woman of may be twenly. Her dirty dress,
dishevelled appearance and trick of grinning argue her of low
origin and lower breeding. Before them on a stool is a large
tray containing two cans of tinned food and an opened bottle
of wine, with a wine glass by. The young man, who is no
other than the Zamindar's son munches and the woman hands
him the edibles.

THE WOMAN :(—Here's a delicious bit, dear. Try it.

Z’s SON :—How delicious! What is it, please?
WOMAN :—Spencer’s Sausages.

Z’'S SON :—'M. Don't they contain meat?
WOMAN :—Yes, dear.

7Z's SON:—I am a brahmin and mustn't touch meat,

you
know.

WOMAN :—(Caressing him) Mustn’t touch meat, of course,

but can eat it. Why meat alone? All food must be
untouched by hand.

(Takes a bit between her fingers to the young man’s mouth.
He eats it and returns the caress. Loud laughter on both
sides.)
Z's SON :—How delicious! Why not take some ?

WOMAN :—No. please. It makes me uncomfortable.
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Z’s SON:—What a pity ! Pass the cup. (She pours a cup
of wine and raises it to his lips. He empties the cup and
sits up refreshed. A sudden shade of anxiety on the
woman's countenance.)

Z’S SON —What’s the matter ? You look suddenly sad.

WOMAN :(—Nothing. But we shall be shortly sundered.

7Z’S SON :—Sundered ! Your meaning ?

WOMAN :(—Why, you are going to marry, aren’t you ?

-

7Z’'S SON:—Yes! I am. But what of that?

WOMAN :—What of that? This of that. You will caress
your Sundari, your glorious village accountant’s girl
and eat sausages off Zer hand and drink wine off /her
chalice and I shall live the rest of my life but on the
memory of this hour.

7Z'sS SON :— He! He! He! Silly little duck! What an idea !
I may marry a thousand Sundaris but I ~will never

desert you. How will life be possible...... li...f...e
P...0...8...8...i...b...1 (Falls asleep.)

(Enter an old man of sixty or thereabouts dressed
like a young gallant and his mouth red with tobacco juice.)
OLD MAN :(—He has gone to sleep again ?

WOMAN :(—'M, Uncle. He was seni to sleep.
OLD MAN :—Well done. What does he say ?
WOMAN :—You see he says nothing. He snores.

OLD MAN :—You naughty little creature; well then, what
did he say? :

WOMAN :—He said he was to marry one Sundari, the wed-
ding to come off early to-morrow morning. The kidnap-
ping is to be done early tonight. The marriage is
intended, says he, solely for securing the aunt’s money.
Once secured, it shall be ours, swears he.

(The old man looks gratified).
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OLD MAN :—Swears, do you say? How can he do other-
wise? Swearing or no swearing, the money is yours;
I've seen to it.

WOMAN :—(Hanging fondly on his shoulder) Have you?
What have you done? (Strokes the old man's face)

OLD MAN :—1I have got his signature affixed to blank paper
and with that we can convey all the cash to his credit
to ourselves. His design of kidnapping the village
accountant’s gir! is another source of wealth to ws. I'm
"determined to use my knowledge of it to blackmail
both father and son.

WOMAN :—Uncle, Uncle, you are a trump.

(Hugs him. Z's son stirs in his sleep. The old man gets
up noiselessly and leaves)

Act III, Scene II

(The Parlour of the Lady Doctor, Kamala's house. She
in one chair and Chandrasekaran in another.)

CHANDRA :—You've really missed a very good spectacle,
sister. It was so fine—the sight of the Zamindar being
cross-examined. It was the first day, I had ever been
in a court of law, and I assure you it was a splendid
sight. : :

KAMALA :—I'm sorry I missed it. But at least I may hear
you report it. May I?

CHANDRA :—Oh ! Certainly. There was a lean, long-backed
stiff-necked man with a thick horn-rimmed pair of
spects, sitting on a dais behind a bar at the upper end
of the court. He gave orders that the case be opened
and began dozing off in right earnest. But the Prose-
cuting Inspector's way of opening the case roused him
from his slumber. Ah! What that man said and did!
He opened his mouth and showed a large cavity—that
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was perhaps his way of opening a case. He thundered,
he volleyed, he plunged, he reared, and shook his fist,
gnashed his teeth and stamped his feet. These police

fellows !

The Inspector opened his case and brought forward his
charge of kidnapping against the Zamindar and six
others. Then were the prosecution witnesses examined.
P. W.-I. that is Sitaramier, told the court that I had
supplied him with the information necessary for bring-
ing the prisoners at the bar to book. As soon as the
Zamindar heard it, he growled at me and said, EEDId:
you? I here and now give you the sack.”

KAMALA —What did you say to that?

CHANDRA :—I told him nothing. I couldn’t of course, it
was the court, you see. Only I was saying to myself
that I had kicked off the job already. After the cross-
examination of the witnesses, the Prisoners were addres-
sed. The Zamindar pleaded mnot guilty and said that
the whole thing was the ‘ culmination of malignant
attempts to blackmail him’ and all that sort of stuff.
Then he was cross-examined. He told the court that
he was the zamindar since the death of his cousin and
his children in the Veeranatheri floods of 1913, that he
had five hundred square miles of cultivable land and
said a thousand odds and ends relevant and otherwise,
and could be silenced from time to time only by the
Court’s frown. His design was to establish an alibi.
But he couldn’t, having been caught in the very act by
the police. Sitaramier’s adroitness had done for him.
Sitaramier is his daughter’s father, you know.

KAMALA :—Let alone your admiration for the father's
daughter; proceed with the case.

CHANDRA :—Indeed it's irrelevant and not admissible in

evidence. I'll proceed with the case. The assessors gave
5
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a verdict of ‘guilty’. But the *magistrate reserved his
judgement.

KAMALA :—So that is all? After all he was not sentenced ? -

CHANDRA :—But I assure you he will be; nothing short
of four years R. I of course; and for that Nanu, at
least one year. As for the others, they might be let
off with a fine or a few months. That is all. But the
matter has made much noise. There were those news-
paper chaps, you know, a bally lot of them. You would
have seen it all in yesterday’s paper if you hadn’t
that case in that blessed village. There was a round
of photographs, the Zamindar's, Sitaramier's, and mine
to boot, that were published. O, Lord! How were
we two °lionised ’ there. They did it well, these news-
paper chaps. :

(Enter Sitaramier and another)

SITARAMIER :—Oh! They are a regular nuisance. What-
ever your complaint about them, the Zamindar’s son,
poor fellow, has nothing to thank them for.

CHANDRA AND KAMALA :—(together) Why, what’s the
matter ? And who is this? Why does he look scared
like this ?

SITARAMIER :~——He has reason to. He is waiting on the
zamindar, you know.

CHANDRA :(—What do you mean ?

SITARAMIER :—I mean that you are the zamindar, thanks
to the newspaper chaps. Their report and the pictures
published have called forth a statement from Swami
Paramananda who is back in this country from San
Fransisco; and he has made a representation to the
court that he could prove that the zamindar lied in his
throat when he alleged that the Late Zamindar’s children
were killed in the floods of 1913, and that for aught

* By ‘ magistrate ’ the District Judge is meant in these pages.
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he knows the Late Zamindar's son and the present
Zamindar’s secretary might be one and the same person.
He offers to bear out his statement in the court at a
trial extraordinary which the Magistrate has called
for, for this purpose. The magistrate has sent you

two a summons.

(Chandra and Kamala stand mute and motionless. The
court messenger respecifully presents a summons to each.
That makes them conscious of the present. They sign the
summons, take the duplicate, and dismniss the messenger with
a rich present.)

SITARAMIER :—What need for looking amazed like this?

This is the world. But for these strange mutations of

fortune, it would not be it. It would be the abode of

gods, not men.

One discovery I have made and it is needful T mention it
here. You called Nanu a lunatic because he stared at
your father's—your father’s picture and at you. You
remember, you observed, that the zamindar (now in
jail) had the picture removed and hid that very after-
noon. It but turns out that Brownlow was perplexed
between young Oliver and the lady's picture on the

mantlepiece.
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Act IV, Scene I

(The magistrate’s court. A dirty hall at one end of which
ts a dais. The magistrate s seated on it ; over his head is
an  old-fashioned punkah plying. The dirty court hall is
crowded and the provincial lawyers fill all the seats round the
long table in front of the dais. An awful silence prevails.)

MAGISTRATE :—Are the parties ready ? Gentlemen, it's a
strange cause, this. So strange, that if it did not actu-
ally go on before our eyes you and I should be disposed
to call it a romance—a farce got up by some Village
Welfare Association for the purposes of mass education
and propaganda. Are the parties ready ?

COURT CLERK :—Yes, your honour. The Zamindar has
been brought from jail and the Zamidar's son from a
brothel. Here are the brother and sister alleged to be
the children of the late Zamindar. The Swami has

sent a telegram to say that he will be at the court
by twelve.

MAGISTRATE :—Let the Zamindar and his son step forth.

(The Zamindar comes forward. His son does mnot. On
being asked who among the crowd he is, the court clerk shows
the ugly-looking scapegrace we've seen.)

MAGISTRATE :—Is this the Zamindar's son? Has he been
bred to any trade?

ZAMINDAR :—(Indignant) The aristocracy in no country is
bred to a trade; in our country it never is nor shall be.

MAGISTRATE t==Right. " "FPhe aristocracy in our country
shall either be robbers enjoying what is not theirs, or
mendicants begging for what they recognise as others;
but the day of reckoning is coming.

C. CLERK :—Swamiji is come, your honour,
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MAGISTRATE :—0O, let him enter. Let the court-crier go
through the formality of cailing him thrice.

(Swami Paramananda of the Ramalkrishna Mission enters—

a tall gaunt figure, six fool-three. “All in the court rise
except the magistrate who makes just a motion to rise.
Swamiji is first_sworn and then offered a seat and is allowed fo
speak sitting.  Swamiji runs his eyes round the court and
recognises Chanira though no! Kamala. A shade of pity and
melancholy passes over his countenance at their sight. When
he sees the Zamindar there, likewise a shade of involuntary
anger passes over his weather-beaten face.)

PROSECUTING INSPECTOR :—Does Swamiji recognise any-
body here ?

SWAMIJI :—VYes, some, especially, this one here (pointing to
Chandra) and the other one there (pointing lo the
Zamindar.)

PROS. INS. :—Swamiji alleges that Mr. Chandrasekaran is
the late Zamindar's son. What's Swamiji's proof ?
SWAMIJI :—Let me speak to the present Zamindar, in the

hearing of all.

MAGISTRATE :—Let the Zomindar step forward.

(The Zamindar steps forward. His face is sullen. He
growls at Swamiji but doesn't show any siyn of sorrow or
hopelessness.)

SWAMIJI :—Devaraja Rajanga Bhupati! (for that is your
name, and I quite well remember it) tell the court if
you know me and when you came to know me.

(Devaraja Rajanga Bhupali stands silent and sullen.)
MAGISTRATE :—Do you hear, Zamindar ? Answer Swamiji's
question without delay.
ZAMINDAR —I don't know him. T never saw him before
this.
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SWAMIJI :—Let him say if he remembers the 13th of October
1913, his visit to the Mission House in Brodies Road,
Mylapore and his hurried interview with me.

(The Zamindar makes no answer.)

MAGISTRATE :—If you don’t answer gquestions put to you,
you shall be punished for contempt of court.

ZAMINDAR :—1 don't remember this man at all or any
interview with him.

SWAMIJI:—He evidently lies. Neither force nor persuasion
can wring any confession from him. I shall relate what
happened. On the 9th of October 1913 I was at
Chidambaram doing flood relief work. On the night
of the 10th I heard of some people stranded on a block
in the midst of a roaring torrent; I hurried to the spot.
I found the block was part of the Vishnu temple at
Vadarangam, borne down by the floods of the Coleroon
and deposited on a sand dune amidst the waters.
I rowed with difficulty in a country raft to the place and
found seated on the block three helpless souls—two
sobbing children and a tall sturdy fellow who had risk-
ed his life for them, and was then their sole hope. The
fellow said that he had been borne down the current
when he leapt into it to save the children of the
Zamindar of Desamangalam, who with the rest of his
family and household had found a watery grave. The
fellow's name was Mannaran.

(The Zamindar casts an angry glance at Swamziji.)

PROS. INS.:—I beg the court to make a note of the
Zamindar’'s gesture.

MAGISTRATE :—Right you are. It's done. Will Swamiji
kindly go on ?

SWAMIJL :—I put the man and the children on the country
raft and rowed safely over to the north bhank and landed
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at Vallampadugai. The next morning Mannaran who
was grief-stricken at the loss of his own wife and
children, took his leave of me to avail himself of the
charity measures taken by the late Dewan Bahadur
Ramaswami Chettiar,—brother of the present Rajah of
Chettinad—and left the children in my care. On the
11th I suddenly got orders from the Mission calling me to
Madras. On the 12th I was at Madras. I was ordered
to San Francisco and was to proceed expeditiously to
Bombay en route to America. On the next morning, that
is, the 13th October, this Devarajan presented himself
before me and represented himself with tears in his
eyes-as the cousin of the deceased Zamindar and as the
sole survivor—but for the two children in my charge—
of the Zamindar's family. Mannaran was with him to
bear out the statement. Devarajan begged that the
children be given to him. Going to America, and busy
packing my things, I confess, I was glad of the riddance
and after a short consultation with Swami Atmananda,
then my boss, gave over charge of the children. But
I took a letter from this Devarajan purporting to be a
receipt for what he got from me and insisted on taking
a photograph of him along with the children, aware
that such a thing would be necessary for a future iden-
tification of the persons.

MAGISTRATE :(—Swamiji has got them now ? Could Swamiji
produce those things ?

C. CLERK :—Swamiji has filed them, your honour, the first
thing he did on entering.
MAGISTRATE :—Let me see them.

(The court clerk presents a sheaf} of papers to the
Magistrate. The Magistrate studies the photograph and reads

the receipt through.)
O, this is attested!
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SWAMIJI :—Yes. I had Mannaran and Swami Atmananda
attest it.

(At the mention of Mannaran, the Zamindar’s glance at
Swamiji is fierce. The Pros. Ins. draws the court's attention
to that.)

MAGISTRATE :—Is Mannaran here? Could he be produced ?

(4 man steps, bows as low as the earth and speaks
amidst sobs. Here the counsel for the accused who is accus-
tomed to the ways of the High Court. enters a protest against
anybody speaking at any time. But the court silences him
and _he has to remember he is in the moffusil.)

THE MAN :—Mannaran is not here. Neither is he on this
earth. This great soul (pointing to the Zamindar) did
him to death and bought me, the sinner that I am, off
with a thousand rupees. I am Mannaran’s own brother
and have sinfully kept the secret of his murder all
the time.

MAGISTRATE :(—It’s worse and worse.

ProS. INSP.:—The fierce glances now explain themselves,
your honour.

MAGISTRATE :—They do. - But will Swamiji go on ?

ZAMINDAR :—1 have a word to say to the court. There is
a villainous conspiracy against me. This rascal tells
this lie about the alleged Mannaran just to blackmail
me, to wring as much as he can from me. He takes

advantage of the tissue of falsehoods that orange
widow " (pointing to Swamiji) has told.

(The Magistrate and the elderly among the lawyers close
their ears against this blasphemous reference to Swamiji. The
younger lawyers are unable to repress loud lathfer)

MAGISTRATE :(—Will Swamul now go on?

SwAMIJI:—1I left for America; I came back but a week ago.
To be precise, I returned to Madras last Thursday.
I read the report of the kidnapping case in the Papers,
and promptly wired to the court.



THE OLD AND THE NEW 41

COUNSEL FOR THE ACCUSED:—Why didn't you expose the
Zamindar earlier? Why didn’t you write or cable from
America ?

SWAMIJI :—I had no news there of the Desamangalam
Zamindari. And then I was too busy with Mission
work all the time to look for news about our own

country.

PROS. INS.—Swamiji's silence in America on this subject
decides nothing. Hven granting he knew that the late
Zamindar's children were kept unjustly out of the
Zamindari, his silence till now, can’t be pleaded in
palliation of the Zamindar’s crime.

MAGISTRATE :(—It can’t be. But let the children of the late
Zamindar step forth. (Kamala and Chandra step forward)
What proof is there to show that these are the late

Zamindar’s children ?
SWAMIJI :—Mannaran could vouch for it if he were alive;
but he is not.

MANNARAN’'S BROTHER :—I can and do hereby vouch for it.
My brother who had risked his own life for these
children was not amenable to this devil's (pointing to the
Zamindar) suggestion that they should be kept out
of the Zamindari. I was; so he killed him and bribed
me. But truth is truth and though I blush at what
I have done, I don't hesitate now to tell the truth.

SITARAMIER :—Your honour, there is also a piece of
evidence independently of this. Here is a portrait of
the old Zamindar. Chandrasekaran is its exact copy.
The court may satisfy itself. Besides, there is the
photograph of the children taken by Swamiji. That
could be compared with the living originals.

(They all study the portrait and the photographs and
acelaim with one wvoice that Chandra is the old Zamindar's

child.)
6
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MAGISTRATE :—I am convinced of the numerous crimes of
the accused. I am convinced that Chandrasekaran is
the son of the late Zamindar. I am however unable to
deliver judgment in the cause. It is of such gravity
and involves persons in such high rank that only the
High Court in Sessions has competence to pro-
nounce on it. Therefore, I commit the cause to the
High Court and transfer all the connected papers thither.
But before dispersing the court, however I cannot for-
bear referring respectfully to the disinterested labours
of His Holiness Swami Paramanandaji in this cause
which are second only to his labours in building a
temple in San Fransisco and establishing in its sanctum
our Eternal Aum. But what is our competence to
appreciate the work either of the holy Ramakrishna
Mission or of its noblest member whom we have had
the privilege to have for a few hours here ?
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Act V, Scene 1

(Sitaramier’'s hall, unchanged for all the four years that
have elapsed since the events of the last scene. Chandra, now
Zamindar, by the decision of the High Court, sits in the
easy-chair and Sundari in an arm-chair at a couple of yards
from him. Chandra sits doing nothing. Sundari makes a feint
of reading. Only a feint as shown by the frequent glances
she steals at the handsome young Zamindar.)

CHANDRA :—Are you very intent on reading? You read
as if you had an examination to-morrow? ‘What is it
that you read?

SUNDARI:—Why do you want to know ?

CHANDRA :—Because I see no reason why I should not.
SUNDARI :—1I shan’t tell you.

CHANDRA :—Then I shall directly go and see.

SUNDARI :—Do.

CHANDRA :—Why are vou so perverse ?

SUNDARI :—Why yow so inquisitive ?

CHANDRA :-——Because you are so secretive. (Rises and goes

and  stands behind Sundari’s chair) O, Lady Clare and
Lord Ronald? Tennyson, isn’t it ?

SUNDARI:—Lord! How learned you are!

CHANDRA :—(Striking her on the cheek with his forefinger).
Not quite so much as somebody else. But why do
you read this of all his pieces ?

SUNDARI:—Just because why should I not; just because it
becomes me and the occasion.

CHANDRA :—Your meaning ?
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SUNDARI :—Divine it.

CHANDRA :—1 can’t, I shan’t, you riddling little rogue.

SUNDARI :—King Cophetua never called the beggar maid
a rogue.

CHANDRA :—O, there you are! I see. King Cophetua and
Lord Ronald.

SUNDARI :(—(Interrupting him) and the Zamindar of Desam-
angalam.

CHANDRA :(—Well, I shan't have it all alluded to even in
jest.

SUNDARI :—BHr....; I shan't have it all kept out of mention
even in earnest.

CHANDRA :—You are cross,

SUNDARI:— Thank God, not the Crucifix. (Chandra stoops
to kiss her.) Not yet, tho' you have stooped to conquer.

SITARAMIER :—(entering) That's it. Well said, my girl. Not
yet. But not very far, either, from it. I am just now
from Sundara Sastri’'s. He fixes the day after tomorrow
for your (addressing Sundari) wedding and your (address-
ing Chandra) kissing.

(Seshi and Nagam enter and Seshi hears her son and
speaks.)

SESHI :—Is it the day after to-morrow ? Is it so soon ? But
there is nothing done in the house against the celebra-
tion. Could you cope with it, Nagam ?

NAGAM :—With it and with more than it. What could be
difficult when the Zamindar himself is the bridegroom ?

SESHI :—As for that, I was ever sure of it. When was
I not? When did I not tell you it would be so ?



THE OLD AND THE NEW 45

SITARAMIER :—(fo himself—) You always said so; you said
so most vehemently that evening four years ago at the
temple when you actually aided the Zamindar to kidnap

my girl. You!

CHANDRA —It’s time I left. I must myself make some
preparations, you know.

SITARAMIER :—Before we all came in, it was never time

you had left. Now it is. We popped in improperly,
didn't we ? You needn’t go. We shall make ourselves

scarce.
CHANDRA :—No stopping ; much to do. (Zakes leave of all
except Sundari by word of mouth, and of her by «a speechless
ocular message. The rest return into the house.)



“A Man, a Maid and a Green Flag”

BY T. N. VISWANATHAN, B.A. B.L.

ll(ﬁ‘ AUL growled, Kittu snorted and Ramesh raised his

»J eyebrows, though these acts did nothing to alleviate
J/ig\. their perplexity. Their dissatisfaction was excusable;
it was quite strange, their first experience; and coming

from such a simple soul as the S. M., it had stunned them.

He had always been so sympathetic—that University
men should be so hard-pressed as to accept the posts of
Relieving Clerks on quite scandalising terms was his
perpetual regret. Always gentle, he taught them their
work with infinite tact and motherliness. Such had been
his sympathy, that the trio were already forgetting their
first sense of injury, which oppressed them so persistently
during the early days of their probation.

Then, all of a sudden, the S. M. had manifested this
inexplicable harshness. He flashed a glittering eye and
told the trio individually and collectively about the shabbi-
ness of their work. More than that, he was very bitter.

* Maybe, you chaps possess degrees. But remember,
the railway is paying no unemployment pension. You will
get your pay for honest, steady work; otherwise you have
the ‘way out’. Nobody compels you to work, if you feel
so superior to the job.” He said all that, even much more.

Their first sense of shock over, the trio had met and
discussed this metamorphosis. No amount of discussion,
no amount of suggestions and hypothesis took them any-

where near light. At last, Paul, the practical one, burst
out :

“Well, chaps, we can only wait and see. No use
breaking our heads over this sudden lunacy. After all,
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there may not be any reason for this change. What with
the heat and work, the chap might have gone off his

17

beans.

Resourceful and practical Paul certainly was; but in
this one instance, he was admittedly wrong. He overlooked
the possibility of a remote cause. Not that we are ouf,
in this short narrative, to discuss the infinite subtleties of
the theory of causation; but in this, as in many other
instances, there was a cause—only it was removed miles
and miles away from the ultimate effect.

And that cause was a man, a maid and a green flag.

The man, at the beginning of this mnarrative, was
lounging idly in a third class compartment of a moving
train. The train was one of those slow-moving local
trains and even its monotonous rattling did not disturb the
thinker. Yes—the man, apparently the very picture of
luxurious indolence, was thinking intently. And the furrows
on his forehead made no secret of the tenor of his
thoughts. They were bard, bitter thoughts. What else
could they be, when all his talents and ambitions had only
attained this ultimate fruition—his accepting a Relieving
Clerk’s post on a disreputable salary.

Only four years back, everything was different. Life
seemed then a nest of pleasant possibilities and he was
fast heading towards its threshold. He was then, as now,
gracefully built and enjoyed the many pleasures of the
student, as a matter of course. He was ‘Sam ’ to his few
intimates, while the less fortunate called him Mr. Swa-
minathan. As the sports-captain his records were still
unparalleled, while he won for his college three years in
succession the inter-collegiate trophy for elocution. Rather
a rare combination! As he sauntered through the college
corridor with unaffected dignity, the juveniles gathered in
groups at a distance and looked at his towering personality
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with reverential awe. So consistent had been his popula-
rity, that when at the end of his academic life, he was awarded
the Best Boy's Prize, there was neither surprise at nor discus-
sion about it. Rather it was considered a belated recogni-
tion, and Sam left college en roufe to the Land of Promise.

It was a slow but steady disillusionment and Sam
found this Land of Promise only a mirage. No doubt, there
were various calls for energetic, enterprising, and qualified
men both from Government and outside departments.
A large number of these advertisements eliminated him
and his clan, the Brahmins. In response to the other and
noncommunal advertisements, Sam sent his applications
assiduously. Very often, soon after sending his application,
Sam found his prospective employers no more in need of ener-
getic, enterprising men. Now and then, a stray reply came in
answer to his application. But these Fords and Rothschilds
wanted respectable sums of what they termed °cash
securities . It was a disheartening affair from the beginning,
but Sam patiently persisted for four years.

At home, where he was worshipped as a God, his
people advised him to appear for the I.C.S., and similar
competitive examinations. But Sam contemptuously waved
aside such proposals. He knew his limitations; competitive
examination needed men of greater ability and integrity—
that was his constant reply. Countless fathers with hand-
some daughters and much money prowled about this Apollo,
but Apollo’s reply was as bitter as it was emphatic. “ A
chap with no independent income ought not to get married,”
was his impatient retort. Gradually, his kith and kin
realised that this God of theirs had goné out of their reach.
Four years passed like that, four long disillusioning years.

" Then came this call for Relieving Clerks from the
Railway Company. The prospective employees were to be
paid Rs. 10/- per mensem during their probationary period
extending over six months, to be confirmed subsequently
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on a fixed salary of Rs. 25/- per mensem. It was a bold
challenge to the Universities, but days were hard and even
a bolder advertisement would not have shocked Sam in
his present mood. Half humourously, half seriously, he
sent his application to the Secretary, Staff Selection Board.
With unusual alacrity, he got his reply. Afterwards, he
passed through an interview, a medical board, and was
declared selected. The announcement made him dizzy.
It was his first reward ! At home, there was a storm. His
usually mild father bubbled with righteous indignation.
It was scandalous! a graduate accepting a job on such
despicable salary. But Sam was equally indignant. He
had patiently waited; he would rather die than continue
this parasitical existence. If all his physical and intellect-
ual accomplishments could get him only this, he meant to
give it an honest trial. Absolutely no use fretting. He
meant to stick to his guns even if that meant all the
dishonour in the world. Again the parents bitterly realised
that Sam could no more be spanked into obedience. And
here at least, they argued bitterly, the child had not been
the father of man. After that, Sam finished an uneventful
probation in his town station. That probation ended and
he was now going on his first outdoor work to some
unknown wayside station.

The train stopped, a porter called the name of the
station in a sing-song voice and Sam came out of his
reverie with a start. So this was the End! A lonesome
wayside station with a solitary tin shed smote his vision
as much by its abrupt arrival as by its solitariness. Just
outside the platform, he could discern the small house of
the S. M. peeping out of a ruined fence. But for these
two small huts, all was blank desolation. Even Nature
had not been kind to this locality. Sam's heart sank into
bis stomach. His eyes wandered again to find a biped in
green turban at the other end of the platform. It must be

his immediate boss, the green turban was unmistakable.
7
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Shading his eyes, Sam eagarly took stock of his immediate
superior, slowly moving towards him. When he was near
enough, Sam mustered all his geniality, and did the S. M.
a good morning. But the S. M. too much divorced from
civilization these years was more matter-of-fact.

“ Ticket, please,” he muttered the railway slogan.

Patting him on the back, Sam produced his pass.

“ Well, Sir, as I am travelling on duty, the authorities
have exempted me from the usual fare. I am your new
assistant,” he explained.

At this information, the S. M. tried to put some
authority in his tone, but miserably failed. He found this
new assistant too masterful and overpowering and wished
to be miles and miles away from him.

“So, that is that. Welcome. Where do you intend
staying ? ” the S. M. tried to be genial.

“Don’t know anything about this place. I am afraid
I have to trouble you to find me some hotel,” Sam replied
politely.

The S. M. gasped: ‘“Do you think you are in the city
of Madras. There is no hotel for miles and miles around
and the village is at least three miles from here. Usually,
my assistants stay with me during their residence here as
paying guests. I have no objection to entertain you; and
if you have none, we can take that as settled suggested

the S. M. and looked hopefully at the face of ' his
apprentice.

*“ Quite a ripping suggestion ', Sam assented cheerfully.

“1I suppose I shall be permitted to take the boys under my
charge’’, he added.

“ Lord bless the Railway! How do you know my boys ?
the S. M. made poor concealment of his surprise. -
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“ Pure guess. From your appearance, I guessed that
you must have at least one lad of school-going age. Of
course it might be a girl. But in all cases of prognosti-
cation, we soothsayers allow a small percentage for the
chance ”’, Sam explained.

After this, they got on admirably. In his loneliness
Sam learned to love the young urchins, Sinu and Pattu,
those were the names of the S. M’s progeny. The S. M.
watched with a parent’s delight his young ones brightening
up considerably under the able chaperoning of Sam. As
days moved by, Sam took entire charge of the Station
work and allowed the S. M. a longer margin of hours to
stay at home. All that was of course strictly unofficial.
During these days, Sam conceived a greater and greater
attachment for devouring work because that kept him from
depressing thoughts of the home and the blighted future.
Days, weeks and months passed like that.

One sunny morning, ‘‘the 7-30 " was due in a few
minutes and Sam came out of his room to send off the
train. As the train stopped almost the first thing to greet
his vision was a radiantly beautiful girl coming out of a
second class compartment. Sam gazed at her in frank
gurprise for a few seconds, but soon rushed away to hide
his ill-clad self from her perception. But at the gate, she
accosted him and asked him the nearest route to Pannai
House. She was overflowing with conversation and told
him that the Pannai Iyer was her uncle and that she was
paying him a surprise visit. She was from ‘‘ Queen Mary's ",
out for “ my Xmas holidays, you know.” She ended abruptly
with a request for a conveyance.

Sam was frankly nonplussed at the request. She would
not get any carriage, even if she waited for years. If
only she could wait for a few hours he would send word
to her uncle to send his carriage. That would no doubt
spoil the surprise element in the visit. Still there was no
way out of the difficulty. He was genuinely apologetiec,
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Though quite disconcerted, the girl continued to smile.

“Not that T very much mind the walk but there is
none for company. It is as you say three miles off

and the porter cannot be expected to be a conversationalist,”
she complained.

Sam did not hesitate much after that.

“If you don't mind it, I can follow you to the village.
I have my colleague to look after the Station work during
my absence. Excuse me a few minutes and I will come
back with my coat on.” He vanished into the room, afraid
of a sporting refusal of his offer.

So they trotted along side by side leaving the S. M.
staring glassily after them. Whether it was her uncon-
ventionality or whether it was her silent sympathy, Sam
told her all about himself. She gently rebuked what she
termed the unenterprizing side of his nature. With his
record and ability, he ought to have attempted some of
these competitive examinations. Such was her frank
sympathy that Sam began to doubt the wisdom of his
past obstinacy for the first time

At the entrance to the village, he offered to go back
and she did not press him to stay. While she had gone
only a few yards, she turned and called him back.

“Say, what a shabby man you are! You have not
collected my ticket and mind you it is a second class ticket
at that. What will they think of your slovenliness at the
Head Office, ” she laughed and handed over the ticket to

him. With well-feigned regret, Sam took the ticket and
went back his way.

Afterwards they met often and fell desperately in love

with each other. Silently, they endured this first experience,
this pleasing pain and not a word was spoken........,
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The holidays were over and the maid made unwilling
preparations to leave the village. Sam watched her arrange-
ments with dull despair; of course, he had nothing of life's
pleasures to offer to her and he meant to fight his battle
singly. On the day of her departure, she came early enough
to the station to have a last long chat with him. She was
mistaken. Conversation languished after a few formal
greetings and both of them sitting side by side silently
trembled at the prospects beyond. The morrow meant the
commencement of the old routine to Sam, while to the
girl the College gaieties seemed contemptibly puerile after
this awakening. At last, the train steamed into the plat-
form and Sam rushed to finish his work, so that he might
spend the last minutes with the girl. When he returned,
she was comfortably seated in a compartment and was
looking out for him. She acknowledged his return with a
wan smile. He entered the compartment and took his seat
opposite to her. Suddenly he leaned out of the window
and waved the green flag in his hand. The train whistled,
started with a jerk and moved out of the station.

The maid watched all this procedure with puzzled
interest. When the train was fairly out of the station,
Sam answered the unasked question.

“T am going to resign my job, because—because, I am
going to marry you. After our honeymoon, with your
sympathetic assistance I am going to renew my attack in
fresh fields and pastures new ', he talked breathlessly.

“vyou seemed to have deliberated over all possible pros
and cons.” That was all the girl could say.

“ Frankly not. In fact I decided everything only
during the last few minutes. That is why I could not
even take leave of my colleague,” Sam replied with genuine
regret. : 3
The girl was silent for a few seconds. Suddenly her
eyes lighted up with a roguish smile,
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* Say, you have brought that flag with you. How can
your S. M. give the send-off to the other trains coming his

way. "’
Sam really seemed to have thought out everything
because he replied almost immediately.

“Well, the Station Master has got yards and yvards of
his green turban cloth and he can make a flag out of it.
As for this flag I have decided to keep this as a2 memento
of our first meeting during our lives. Afterwards, it would
be kept in the family as an heirloom and whenever our
grand-children look at it, they will think and talk with
pleasure of our first meeting and marriage.”

“So you are already in the third generation. You seem
to be pretty imaginative for a starved ticket collector ",

was the girl’s reply. At which, they both burst out into
a hearty laughter.

Not many days after, the Agent at the Head Quarters
received a personal letter addressed in a neat but unfamiliar
scrawl. It was an invitation from a Mr. Swaminathan,
an Ex-Relieving Clerk of the Railway to his marriage.
But it was the postscript which at first puzzled but subse-
quently threw the Agent into a fit of hearty laughter.
It read: “ While unceremoniously quitting your employment,
I have through sheer inadvertence brought with me a
green-coloured flag, property of the railway. Subsequently
I have decided to keep it as a memento and under the

circumstances myself and Mrs. will consider it our wedding
present from you.”

The Agent laughed long and loud, to the puzzled
amazement of his subordinates in the office outside. Then
he sent for his Secretary, Staff Selection Board, and warned
him to consider twice before appointing university-trained
men to petty posts in the future. He was rather severe
and the aggrieved Secretary gave vent to his spleen by
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transmitting messages to the heads of various departments
not to be too indulgent to menials, simply because they happen
to be university men. Quite suddenly, all over the country
where the Railway penetrated, unfortunate university men
found their immediate superiors unduly severe towards
them for no apparent reason.

Paul still maintained, that the S. M. was off his head,
while his faithful friends doubted for the first time his
practical wisdom. It is indeed unfortunate, that Paul like
many others similarly situated overlooked the possibilities
of a remote cause. Not that it was his fault. It was all
happening miles and miles away in a lonely wayside
station.

The truth is that it was all, as I said even at the begin-
ning, due to a man, a maid, and a green flag. Wasn't it ?



A Hike to the Nallamalais

HE word N-a-l-l-a-m-a-l-a-i-s may appear bizarre to
some readers; but to the people of the neighbouring
district of Kurnool in Deccan it conjures up visions of
sylvan grandeur which are unforgettable. The Nalla-

malai forest, it is believed, was that puranic ‘ Dandakaranya’

of ‘Ramayana’.

il

As the train slowly winds its way up the ghats from
Nandyal, a splendid panorama of hills and dales clothed in
green verdure rises before you and arrests your attention.
The sight is, indeed, a grand feast to the eye. It is one
vast expanse of foliage relieved here and there by metalled
roads laid by the Forest Department. In the stillness of
the journey the sweet notes of wild birds cause pleasant
surprise. The train plods along its zig-zag way all through
until you find yourself sharply awakened by a cluster of
rude huts with splinters of bamboos projecting in all ways
on top of them. This is a small station, and this is the
destination. The ‘ Chelama ' station reminds you of under-
ground stations generally described in English Journals
and newspapers. It is a small, quiet-looking station with
a handful of people on the platform. The station master
with a grisly beard which has not known the razor for
over six months, the emaciated porter with a pot-belly due
not to sumptuous eating but to enlarged spleen, the hungry-
looking forester with his green turban and a few sickly-
looking stragglers are the only people who constitute
humanity here. By an unsophisticated traveller from the
Fifth avenue, America, these would be deemed fit to be by
the side of the anthropoid ape with the ticket ‘ Next in
evolution ” as said old S. V. V. once. The travellers’ bunga-
low built by the benign Government is the only thing
@ la mode in the place and the unpaid coolie takes your
kit to this place and lodges you in the right western style.
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Just within a measurable and unimportant distance
there is a babel of sounds ; and you strain your ears but every-
thing is unintelligible and clumsy. It is from a group of huts
called ‘ Gudems ’ occupied by the ‘Chenchus ’. The Chenchus
are the forest tribe living on the Nallamalais (the black
hills, if you please) and though of medium size,generally strong
and robust. The hut is so low that no one can stand erect
inside it. They, therefore, bend and sit crouching one
against another. The Chenchu is almost naked but for a
small piece of cloth in the region of his loins. The most
biting cold does not affect him. He keeps a small fire
throughout the night and sleeps round it with his wife and
children on the ground. If our Mahatma has reduced
sartorial requisites and personal comforts to the minimum,
I must say that the Chenchu for one has clean beaten

him.

The tongue employed by the Chenchus is Telugu; but
it is Telugu with a broad hyphen between each letter of the
word that he utters. You will, therefore, understand them
easily, the second day of your - sojourn amidst them. If
you are a Tamilian you will require an interpreter of course.

The Chenchu is a nice fellow with no pre-conceived
notions on anything and so feels honestly pleased to see you
and sees you straight in your face. You are to him a
celestial being and he does not enter into any talk with

you.

His services are generally- utilised by the Forest
Department. Instead of the *‘ herd instinct” the Chenchu
has the forest instinct. He is an adept in collecting forest
produce such as roots, leaves and nuts and knows every
nook and corner of the jungle. The collection of honey
is his big concern, and no one may collect it except
the Chenchu. The honeycombs are found at the edges of
deep crags and extracting honey from such places is a matter
of asgrave a danger to an outsider as the samphire-gatherer’s ;

8
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but to a Chenchu it is a matter of routine. Just to reclaim
and civilise these Chenchus, schools are started and teachers
are paid extra salaries to work in such forbidding surroun-
dings. Civilisation spreads, you know.

Ahobilam is a great place of pilgrimage in the Nalla-
malais, and tradition has it that god Narasimha married a
Chenchu girl. If god Narasimha loved an ugly-looking
Chenchu damsel, I am sure a number of gods of the Hindu
Pantheon would have taken a fancy for many of our pretty
flappers in cities. Does this give a possible proof of the
dictum that Man is Divine? Well, be it so, if you like.

The Chenchu is a good shikari, and he takes you safely
on in spite of cheetahs, tigers, sombres, and other wild

beasts of the forest which come across your path in their
unwary moments.

The tall teak trees which rise like sky-scrapers look
majestic and cast their long shadows on the hill sides.
The bracing evening breeze, the confusing clatter of rustling
leaves punctuated here and there with the grunt of the
wild boar or the chirrups of a family of monkeys, the wood
apple and the wild nut that a kindly wind wafts in your
path to tempt you, if you don’t keep wary, on unbeaten tracks,
the salt-licks where an unwary deer corrects its digestion,
the gurgling mountain brook where the thirsty tiger and
the ferocious cheetah come in the small hours of the
evening, send a thrill and a joy into you, and you feel
constrained to look back many a time, into the region of
pure poetry before the destination is reached.

With the dusk you return home—the snug-looking
T. B.—after a wearisome trudging along the unfrequented
paths to find your cup of tea doubly flavoured.

In the morning you prepare your kit for the homeward

journey and meet once again the same poor grisly-bearded
Station Master.

o
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As the train steams into the platform, vou feel you are
back again into civilization, routine and prose.

My companion Mr. K.—is a fine shot and bagged—*
would you believe it?—a tiger, two cheetahs and a boar
and I—what do you think I accomplished?—well, a duck.
That’s bathos, don’t you think ? But that’s also the result of
your blessed civilisation.

R. NAGPURI,
IIT B.Se.



Marry and Love or Love and Marry—a debate

thousand distractions: mother ill, father out on one

6fi}® of his long absences and little brothers and sisters
infernally noisy, fighting and disturbing. No pre-

i paration possible for the examination. And it
comes off next month. To crown all, there, there my
foolish weak-hearted acceptance of an invitation to speak
in a debate. The debate was coming off in an hour and
I was none the wiser for the fortnight’s notice I had had
of it. To think of my crass stupidity in agreeing to

oppose, to be the principal opposer, in a debate on these
terms !

“ This house considers Marrying first and Loving
afterwards the most natural and the most helpful process
in the building up of domestic happiness ”, well, that was
to be debated. But there being only sixty minutes between
the debate and me, I wisely ruled regrets out of my
programme and resolved to trust to the inspiration of the
moment.

B, the opener, spoke fluently, learnedly and even
eloquently and swayed his audience to Marriage first and
Love later. But out of the good he intended for himself
came the evil he dreaded; his own speech was the defeat
of his side. He exhorted his audience not to be carried
away by Shakespeare and those poetry-chaps, and that
gave me my chance; it threw open the floodgates of my

elequence. I immediately fastened on Shakespeare’s treat-
ment of Love.

I rose, (loud cheers). I began, * Ladies and Gentle-
men ~’ B sprang to his feet and shouted Order, order,
Address the Chair . I made a fresh start ; “ Mr.

Chairman, I am going to request the patience of these

Ladies, and Gentlemen, (we have ladies, you know, in the
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University, quite a bevy) to a very brief statement of
what Shakespeare says on this subject. 1t is not in my
way to speak long or inflict boredom. (I significantly
stressed my). Now what does Shakespeare say of Love ?

**Shakespeare would have us—I mean, Sir, us young
men and women—love one another at first sight if we
should at all love truly. You may call it romance.
Commercial men might even call it moonshine. But I
tell these people Shakespeare calls that alone true love.
What, Sir, does even jesting Gratiano say ?

My eves, my lord, can look as swift as yours:
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ;

You loved, I loved—for intermission
No more pertains to me, my Lord, than to you.

“ If Gratiano you account a mere clown, what does his
principal himself do? He goes to Belmont, to see Portia’s
old father, sees her casually and turns back to Venice with
a heart laden with a rich treasure of what he calls a speech-
less ocular message from Portia. Others elsewhere all over
Shakespeare’s Europe do again this very thing. Antony goes
to Egypt and gives up the chances of an empire and suc-
cumbs to the charms of Cleopatra’s “infinite variety.”
Feordinand and Miranda are bewitched at each other’s
sight—I mean, their first sight—in Act I, Scens 2. Florizel
and Perdita win each other at but a look, thanks to
Florizel’s erring (Sir, I mean, wandering) falcon. And so
do the hundred other lovers in Shakespeare. Why, what
does Orlando say? He confesses himself but a quintain
at sight of his heavenly Rosalind. Poor Phoebe who
mistakes Ganymede for a man would appear to think
herself foolish to love at first sight and quotes the autho-
rity of Marlowe in palliation of her own alleged guilt.

Dead shepherd, now [ find thy saw of might,
Who ever loved that loved not at first sight?

“ Why, erstwhile wicked Oliver and whilom love-despising

Celia see each other, love each other, speak to each other
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“and in these degrees make a pair of stairs to marriage
which they will climb incontinent.” Clubs, I have it,
Sir, on Rosalind’s authority, cannot part them.

Sir, have I not said sufficient to convince these cultured
folk that Liove precedes Marriage ? Man and woman seem

to love directly they see, and marry after they love. That
is Shakespeare’s analysis,

A later poet, one belonging almost to our own times,

has endorsed Shakespeare. Does not Tennyson apologise for

saying that love sprang gradually into existence between
Edith and Leolin ? Tennyson knows, as did Shakespeare
and Marlowe, that people fall in love and do not drift to
it; for, says he apologetically, Leolin and Edith loved each
other fast though their love was the ripening of an
earlier feeling that was other than love.

“ How should love,
Whom the cross-lightnings of four chance-met e) es,
Flash into fiery life from nothing, follow
Such dear familiarities of dawn ?

Tennyson's apology avails not only his own Edith and
Leolin, Sir, but Shakespeare’s Imogen and Posthumus.
These two couples are exceptions to love at Jirst sight and
prove, if ever exceptions did, the rule of Ilowve af first sight.

“Men and women fall in love. Let me assure these
people, Sir, that this love is no slough. It has,

I mean,
a bottom. I should say a rock-bottom.

In Shakespeare, at
any rate, those that love at first sight love till the last
sight of each other, as their love has a bottom, the bottom
of esteem. Rosalind is infinitely superior in mental per-
fection to Orlando, but she is sure that Orlando
perfect man; and to Orlando reciprocally she is “
Rosalind ”. Exactly similar is the

is her
heavenly
mutual attitude of
Portia and Bassanio, of the Prince of Naples and the
banished Duke’s daughter, of the Bohemian King's son and

the shepherd’s alleged girl, Where esteem is not, true love
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is not too. Between poor Desdemona and the Moor love
ended in a tragedy because, because, mark, love was not
between the one of them and the other, bottomed on
esteem. Desdemona of course conceived a holy passion for
Othello on the ground that he had been the hero®of" a
hundred fights. There of course, I say, was esteem. That
esteem made her cry to Amelia that her lord had not killed
her, that she died, herself. Othello on the other hand, as
he confessed at the Venitian Senate, loved Desdemona not
because he esteemed her but because SHE loved him. As the
basis was flimsy, events proved the supersiructure flimsier.
If but the Moor had respected and therefore loved old Bra-
bantio’s daughter, not a whole wilderness of Iagos could have
safely approached him with the suggestion that Desdemona
was false to him. Significantly enough, while the
Orlandos, the Bassanios, the Ferdinands, the Florizels, and
the Antonys frequently dilate on the perfections of their
ladies, Othello speaks of Desdemona (with fondness indeed
but) with patronage in his fondness, as an elderly man
would talk of a lisping child—as one would pet a parrot
or a lark. I trust, Sir, that I have proved my theme that
in the world as in Shakespeare, not only Love precedes
Marriage, but that Love preceded by esteem is the sure
basis of happy marital union.

“That is why Shakespeare the Seer, makes his Berown
declare that love is blind, in the sense that, where others
see no greatness, it sees; that whereas, others see with their
physical eyes, love sees with the mental. Why, Shakes-
peare makes the eye the seat of love.

“Pickens may make fun of Shakespeare, Sir, and say
that the course of true love was never a railway—meaning,
as Shakespeare put it, that it never ran smooth. But
Shakespeare is right. True love based on esteem and
conceived at first sight was never allowed by interfering
‘man to run its natural course. Wherever there have been
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a Margery and a Trafford there have been also a Grand-
Dudgeon—Mr. Pope and a Mr. Magnet as a mote in the
eye, a fly in the ointment; yes, the one thing not wanted.
To-day, Sir, the oprposite side supports Mr. Pope and Mr.
Magnet and oppose Margery and Trafford,—and need I add,
Shakespeare and H. G. Wells? Shakespeare and seers like
him have always enjoined on us non-interference with love
caught at first sight and constructed on regard. Erring
man scarcely realises his limitations and opposes Shake-
speare, opposes common-sense, opposes Nature, opposes
King Dushyantha and his sylvan sweetheart and says
‘You shall marry as I direct; later you shall love, if you
can; and go to the dogs, if you must .

“Sir, T have only to remind the house that in all the
Shakespearian plays ending happily love at first sight has
had its natural way, while in all his love-tragedies the
progress of this love has been arrested by the unholy
hands of evil-intentioned Iagos, and Iachimos.

ANON.



Prema

] -
I .
ITH a whistle and a jerk the train left the little

platform. A few sleepy faces were thrust out to

enquire the name of the Station. To all whom he

could answer, Karunakaran volunteeréd the reply
that it was Vijayamangalam—throwing his head up and
laying perhaps an unnecessary stress upon the syllable
‘ja '—fully conscious of the fact that if they were not the
natives of that village, he was proud to be one. In fact,
he was the only passenger to get into the train at that
station. He was all in a flutter and bustled about in the
compartment; for had he not determined to enjoy himself
thoroughly that day and the one following ?

Karunakaran was the only son of a poor widow at
Vijayamangalam. He had studied up to the Fourth Form
in a High School at Erode and then had had to discontinue
his studies owing to poverty. Brought up far from dissipa-
tion and deceit and of good personality, Karunakaran had
the pleasant rustic air about him. He worked hard in
his little farm and earned a little. Though nearing twenty-
four, he had never travelled by rail. His great ambition in
life was to see the metropolis. By dint of hard work and
occasional acts of self-denial, he managed to save some
hundred and fifty rupees just now. His ambition to see
Madras increased day by day. He resolved to spend the
next ' Deepavali’ at Madras and buy as many fancy articles
as caugﬁt his imagination. At last, the eve of Deepavali is
come and we see him in the train (for the first time in his
life, if you please,) steaming away at 18-2 miles per hour
towards Madras—his thoughts flying at the rate of ‘plus
infinity ’ miles per second towards one knows not what.

All his luggage was a suit-case in which he had ordered,—
4 Y
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ordered, yes, that's the word—his mother to place a hundred
rupees and a change of clothing. The purse in his breast

..pocket contained some Fifteen Rupees. The rest of his
hard-earned wealth he had generously given to his mother
asKing’ her to be merry while he was away.

He was determined to enjoy the journey to, and his stay
at, Madras thoroughly. His face was radiant with happi-
ness; he got down at every station like a school-boy,
getting into the compartment only when the train moved.
But he got tired of this before he reached Salem and
settled in his seat and settled to talking. Occasionally his
glances were directed to the bunk where his suit-case was
placed. However, during his very first journey by rail
Karunakaran grew tired of it. It was too monotonous and
too jerky to be lovable. And his eagerness to reach
Madras and to enjoy the unknown pleasures awaiting him

there certainly did not promote his patience with the
slowness of the train.

It was about nine o’clock when he reached
Jalarpet. He had to wait here for about half an hour.
He grew impatient and, calling out to the guard who
happened to pass by his compartment, said aloud, * Will
the train ever move, sir ?—Or has it fallen asleep?” The
passengers in his compartment laughed. The Guard also
laughed good-humouredly and gave a suitable reply. Some
two fashionable ladies strolling along the platform—one of
them quite young and, rather charming, thought our hero—
turned and laughed too. Karunakaran was wafted up to
the Seventh Heaven of bliss at having made the two beauti-
ful ladies—‘and such beautiful ones,” thought he—Ilaugh.
He just gazed at them till they were out of sight, thinking
that the younger of the two was just heavenly, and
then settled again in his berth to meditate wupon the

beauties he would meet at the metropolis the following
morning.
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II

When the train reached the Madras Central early on
the following morning Karunakaran, fully conscious that a-
whole day lay before him just to be enjoyed and that a
hundred and ten or so rupees jingled in his pocket to make
the enjoyment perfect, got down from the train. The first
item on his long programme was a visit to the beach; for,
besides having never travelled in a train before, he had
never also seen the sea. After having gazed at the ‘ deep
and dark blue ocean’ to his heart’s content, he loafed away
his time till about 4 o’clock in the afternoon among the
many grand shops and grand buildings. All at once he
reminded himself of the much-talked-of Moor Market. At
once he started for that place.

Staring at the various interesting shops, he at last
came to a stop in front of a low kind of platform on which
were spread different kinds of toys; not that he wanted to
purchase any of them, but that a beautiful young lady
was standing near the next stall trying a gold ring on
her finger. The price was settled and—guess her confusion
when, on applying her hand to the small bag she carried
she found that she was minus her bag! Karunakaran
observed her confusion and, begging her pardon, offered to

pay the price himself.

The young lady was apparently embarrassed and
looking up quickly, she beamed on him a perplexed smile.
He thought she looked more beautiful now in that confused

state than ever.

“But my dear Mr.—er—'

“ Karunakaran =~ he put in promptly.

“ My dear Mr. Karunakaran, I never accept anything

from strangers,” she remonstrated. ‘“ Please excuse me.”’

“ Please don’t consider me a stranger ” he said gaily.

‘But I never borrow,” she pleaded.
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“ Ah, that makes matters very simple. Please don't

worry yourself about returning the trifle,” he said benig-
nantly.

“But my dear Mr. Karunakaran——".

“But my dear young lady ”, interrupted he, “ Do allow
me to pay for it.” And with that, he took out his purse a
little ostentatiously and, paying the price of the ring, he
gently thrust the ring into her hand. A gentle smile dim-
pled her pretty cheeks amidst her confusion which was only
too apparent. She understood that he was fresh from the
country and a stranger to the viles and deceits of the city.

He took her to the various shops and begged her to
buy anything she pleased. With a patronizing smile and
resignedly she did as he requested her. Once while he was
enquiring the price of a pearl brooch she went swiftly to
the end of the verandah—apparently to have a breath of
free air. Karunakaran, on turning round, saw her returning
and also caught sight of a dark, sturdy fellow gliding away
from the place where she had been standing. When the
shopping was over, he offered to carry the little things he
had bought for her and they passed out into the street. By
now he had learnt that her name was Premalata.

“How expensive I have been to you!’” she exclaimed
involuntarily.

“Oh! Not at all. I've a hundred rupees more in
there ", he said tapping the little suit-case. * Please be
easy on that score; — and, shall we enjoy a cup of coffee ?
he asked her suddenly entering a restaurant.

“Oh, no, thank you. I would rather swallow a bit of
soda just now,” she said and stopped at the entrance.

Karunakaran could not enjoy the coffee without her
and soon left the restaurant. On coming out he found Pre-
malata in talk with the same sturdy man a bit heatedly.
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On seeing Karunakaran she left the fellow and joined
Karunakaran with a clumsy excuse.

“ Who is that ugly fellow? and what does he wante
with you?” he asked her with a slight frown.

“Oh, he is a poor man, it seems; he begged me for
alms when we were in the market and has followed me
here ”’, she said carelessly.

“ A thief’s post would have suited him better than a
beggar's—judging from his limbs " he said.

“ Certainly ", rejoined Premalata dreamily.

They talked on pleasantly on the road to Park Town—
she telling him about herself and he explaining to her his
object in going to Madras. She had an aged mother at
home and a brother employed ‘somewhere’' she said. She
was not happy at home, it appeared, her loving mother
placing a strict restraint on her going out of the house,
except occasionally of an evening. * So, that accounts for her
being so free with me, an apparent stranger ”, thought he.

She said that it was time for her to go home, for her
mother would be anxious about her. But he detained her
by the hand gently and remonstrated.

“ Please, Premalata, let us go into the Park and enjoy
the evening there; it is not even five-thirty, you see ', he
pleaded a little more ardently than he need have done.

In fact, Premalata was half-willing to comply. After a
slight remonstrance she consented to go with him to the

Park.

On one of the beaches that were placed under the green
bowers covered by sweet-smelling creepers, sat the two
hand in hand and talked on, and the golden hours fled
unnoticed. Karunakaran was fresh from the -country
and was ready to welcome any adventure or romance that
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fell in his way; and Prema, the first girl he had met in
Madras, was of such rare beauty that to look at her was
to love her. Left to himself, he would have sat there and
talked with her for years—ages. Prema too, judging by
her countenance, was enjoying the téte-a-téte as much as
he. His innocence and simplicity combined with his fresh,
youthful, country appearance was perhaps, too great a
temptation for the city girl to resist.

III

“ How late it is!” she cried starting up, as the clock
in the Central Station chimed forth seven o’clock,

In fact they realized only then that it was dark. The
golden hours had fled unnoticed. Prema was very uneasy
about her mother who, she said, would be very anxious
about her, and begged him to allow her to go home.

“Prema, will you not please grant me one favour ? We
have spent the evening most joyfully. Will you not make
the joy perfect by accompanying me to the theatre ? Please
do ”’, he pleaded.

She looked startled at the mention of the theatre and
cried vehemently, *“ Oh, no, no. I will not come to the
theatre. I ”—she cooled down a bit, searching for a suitable
excuse. ‘‘ Er.—It is too late, Mr. Karunakaran and—er—
I've been already more expensive to you than I ought ",
she blurted forth.

*Oh, bother your expenses ! Why should you revert to
that, Prema? It oughtnot to be an excuse, you know.
Well, Prema ”’ he continued, his tone tender and pleading.
“ Won't you, please, grant this one request of mine—perhaps
the last one that I shall ever make to you ?

She was very much agitated. He saw clearly that
something troubled her.
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“Tell me what is it that troubles you—that prevents
your going with me to the theatre?” he asked tenderly.
“Not the anxiety of your mother, I suppose? You are not
a child, you know, to be lost in the strests—and your mother
ought to know that’, he added gaily.

“ Oh, no—not that. Nothing is the matter with me."—
She made an effort to regain self-possession. ‘I shall go
with you. Please excuse me, Karuna,” she pleaded with
more composure.

“ Ah, that is a good girl,—just like you’ he said and
hailed a taxi.

They reached the Globe in a short time and he went
into the crowds to book the tickets, leaving her at a dis-
tance from the people. When he returned he saw Prema
talking with the black fellow of the evening vehemently—
apparently declining to undertake something which he pressed
her to do. When he saw Karunakaran returning, he left

her hurriedly.

“ Do you know him ?” he asked her quickly and a bit
curtly.

NG G er—yes. We met him in the afternoon, you
know,”’ she faltered.

“1 don’t mean that. Is he your friend?......Is he a
relative of yours? Is he—well,—er-—Are you married ?
His tone was one of suppressed pain and terror.

She blushed vividly. “ No”, she said simply.

He took both her hands in his and looked ardently into
her eyes. ‘I beg your pardon, Prema, dear,—a thousand
pardons. You must have understood my feelings when I
saw him with you for the third time—and I knew so little
of him and of you, you see’, he pleaded and would have
kissed her hands had they not been in front of the crowded
theatre. But no need for that. She looked up at him
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timidly and encountered his tender look. And surely, if love

ever sat in eyes, it sat now in his. She turned away her
head swiftly.

“ Oh, please don't look at me like that. I am unworthy
of it,”” she cried impulsively, and rocollecting herself, she
added more calmly, " Let us go in.”

He grasped her hand eagerly and led her in. It is
impossible to say which he enjoyed more—the play or her
presence. But, to this day he does not know what was the
story that was on the boards that night.

Towards the end of the play, her uneasiness became
visible and her hand, held prisoner in his, was restless.
His occasional glances—how swest, she alone knew—only
tended to increase her confusion. At last the play was over,
and they came out—a happy pair. He was about to conduct
her along the road when she stopped suddenly, shook his
hand lovingly and in a firm voice said, “ Stop, please,
we part here. Please allow me to go home alone.
very well go home without an escort.”

I can

‘“Ah, we shall see about that, young lady,” he said
smiling, and catching hold of her hand gently, he said,
“You can go home alone, can you? Very courteous of me
it would be if I let you do so! What can you possibly mean ? "’
He stepped forward; but she would not move a step.

*You should not go with me,"” she said resolutely.

“But I will,” he said laughingly,—and checking himself
quickly he added in a more tender tone, “ Are you poor,
Prema ? "

“ Very,” she replied—determined to stop him there by
all possible means.

*Oh, only that! Please don't think that I am so rich

as I appear to be. I am as poor . a¥ you—perhaps poorer.
Come on, Prema. It is late.”
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“It would not be safe for you to accompany me,”  she
whispered, her voice tender and confused.

‘“The greater reason why you should not go alone” he
rejoined.

‘“But my dear Karuna, you don't understand me

‘“ But Prema dear, I understand you perfectly well. I
will accompany you. That is settled. Please don’t deprive
me of the only service that I am yet able to do for you,
dear,” he said gently, and went forward.

She yielded in despair, lifted her eyés to heaven for a
moment and then catching hold of his protecting hand,
walked swiftly with him.

He led the way and she followed him mechanically.
He did not care where he went so long as her hand was
in his and so long as they were in the neighbourhood of
the Globe and to the west of it. She had told him while
they were in the market that her house was to the west
of the Globe. All the houses and shops, grand only a few
hours before, now looked gloomy and silent as the grave
An archway stood looming in front of them right across the
street, its dark recesses awful to see; and on perceiving it
Prema’s agitation reached its maximum.

She stopi)ed him forcibly. She was clinging to his arm.

“ Thank you very much, Karuna. Now we are nearing
my home and you may go away. I can go alone.” she said,
her voice and eyes most earnest in supplication.

“ I will see you home, my dear girl, do you understand ? "
he laughed, “and perhaps, will have a private talk with
your mother ; who knows? ” he added.

She looked al‘armed; but he drew her gently along
with him and went on. Jhey were right under the arch-

way when things happened quickly. From behind the
10



74 ANNAMALAINAGAR MISCELLANY

massive structure, from that gloomy recess, emerged the black
sturdy fellow with a heavy club raised over his head.
Karunakaran was struck dumb and did not even have the
presence of mind to avoid the terrific blow that was aimed
at his head. In fact, had the club descended on his head,
it would have made short work of him. But Prema, her
face livid and hands upraised and clasped in agony, bounded
forward with a cry between the man and Karunakaran.
The blow partly fell on her wuplifted arms and then struck
Karunakaran’'s head with the remaining force. He fell to
the ground stunned.

“What Prema, you here!” muttered the black fellow
with a curse, grinding his teeth fiercely.

v

When Karunakaran came to consciousness he saw

Prema in tears, sobbing over Karunakaran and fanning
his face with the end of her sari.

He started wup, asking anxiously, ‘ Prema,—your
arms ? "’

“ Oh, they are all right. Do you feel quite well ? ”

“It was not a light blow, you know,” he confessed.
“But for you I should be dead by now.” And, after a short
pause he asked quickly, “Is he not your brother ?”

Blood rushed to her pallid cheeks and dyed them red.

*Yes,” she admitted, her tone as full of shame as
agony. “ It was he who asked me to direct you to this place
when I told him—when he found out that you had money.
But he didn’t expect me to accompany you.”

“Is it your prof—er—does he live by this?” he asked
her. His tone was not at all harsh. *

“Yes.” She dared not look up. “I direct rich people
whom I can influence to come this way. But to-day I—
I— " She could not proceed and burst into tears.
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He took both her hands in his and stroked her hair
fondly.

“Yes. To-day you—well, you were anxious about your
victim and didn’t want to lead him into danger in spite of
his persistence to be led into it, and saved him from being

—murdered.”’

She hung her head and did not reply. There was a
pause.

“The story about your mother and poverty—"

“_was a fable,” she put in promptly covering her face
with her hands to hide its shame, and burst into fresh tears-

There was another awkward pause.

“ What did your brother say when he found you with
me ? "’

“ Oh, he spoke such blasphemy and said that he would
have nothing to do with me hereafter.” Her head nestled
into her hands the closer and her sobs became louder and
more rapid. “T haven’t got a homein this wide world now,”
she sobbed.

Karunakaran took a step forward and releasing her
face from the hands, caught them in his and spoke tenderly.

“Prema, I am not very rich and am not very fashion-
able. But I have enough to support a family and have
learnt in this one day what it is to love; and am pretty
certain that I know how to cherish a loving wife. Would
you like a quiet little farm in the country—far from this
bustling vile city ? ' he asked her gently.

She looked up at him from amidst her sobs and tears
— her face aglow with joy.
“_and a pretty little stream running near it,” he

_continued. * And would *you like to live there peacefully—

as my wife?’
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Her sweet little upturned face told him all. She could
not speak for tears. She hid her face in the arm that
sheltered her and gently wept out her emotion. He needed

no assurance in words and was gently stroking her soft,
abundant hair, till she subsided a little.

Still sobbing; she looked up at him a bit doubtfully
and began, “ But your mother— ”.

“Oh, don't you worry yourself about her, my love.
She will be only too glad to receive a daughter—and,
SUCH a daughter,” he added, imprinting passionately but

gently on her fair forehead his first—. But what is that
to you ?

Then, glancing at his watch he said, “ It is only 10-40,

my dearest, and if we hurry up we may yet catch the
11-15 passenger train.”’

She did not object to it now and leaning on his
strong arm she walked briskly along. They were just in

time to catch the train and settled themselves comfortably

in a second class compartment. The various exciting adven-

tures he had experienced during the day made him tired
and he felt very sleepy. He placed his head on Prema's

lap, asked her to wake him up as soon as they reached
Erode and fell asleep at once.

The last thing he remembered of her was that she was

bending over him lovingly, her soft fingers going through
his scanty hair.

v

The train had stopped W-ith a jerk and that woke him.

He thought he half heard in his sleep the name Erode
being called out.

“ What, Prema, have we reacMed Erode so soon?” he :
asked sleepily.
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He heard people laughing and got up with a start and
rubbed his eyes. It was a fine morning.

“The poor boy has been dreaming, perhaps ”, observed
one.

Karunakaran stared around him in perfect amazement,
being unable to believe that all that he had experienced—nay,
geen—was a mere dream. He had fallen asleep at Jalarpet
after having seen the ladies there, and he woke up only now,—
at Basin Bridge. His hand automatically went to his
breast pocket. His purse was there safe and sound. His
eyes naturally sought his suit-case. But that was gone.
He started up calling aloud in distress, “ My suit-case !—
where is my suit-case?”’

An old man sitting in front of him answered, “Is it
yours? Some short, dark man who got down at Arkonam
took it with him. We thought it was his."—And with that,
a fresh outburst of laughter from the lookers-on. Karuna-
karan was well-nigh mad—with what? He knew and, of

course, we.

He got down at Madras Central, very low in spirits
and walked away dejectedly. With the paltry sum of
fifteen rupees what could he do? QOutside the station he
caught sight of a Board hanging from one of the lamp-
posts with the picture of a poor mother and daughter
sitting sorrowfully (‘like me!’ he thought) in front of a
chirka and it was written under the picture, “ Buy Khaddar
for this Deepavali and gladden the hearts of these poor
things.” Karunakaran determined to buy Xhaddar and
nothing else for this Deepavali and, in fact, this really
gladdened his heart.

Between ourselves (but I am no Beau Tibbs, mind you 1)
I may tell the readers a secret, of which Karunakaran does
not know anything. His mother, a discreet soul, (thank
Heaven !) knowing her son’s carelessness and having heard
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much about the deceit of the city to which he was going
had placed the hundred rupees not in his suit-case as he
had ordered her to do, but in the last of the pile of pots
in her little house, amidst the cholam which the pot con-
tained ; so that Karunakaran lost nothing but the old suit-
case and some tattered clothes. But he will know that only
when he returns home.

M. A. THANGARAJ,
IV Hons.



The Proposed Indian Federation

f UO begin at the beginning, the Simon Commission was
28 appointed by Parliament and came here to have a
e) knowledge of the conditions of the land under the
Montague-Chelmsford Reforms. The commission was
asked to make recommendations regarding a further advance
of the Indian Constitution towards responsible government.
The commission in its report favoured the creation of an
All-India Federation, though it was of opinion that this ideal
was only a remote speculation.

Now, the second reel. The Round Table Conference—
heated discussions alternating with cool drinks. The dele-
gates of the Indian Princes and of British India and of all
the three political parties in England unanimously carried a
resolution favouring the immediate establishment of an All-
India Federation. The resolution got the ready ear of the
Indian Princes. Besides many were impressed with the new
idea of Federation, notable among them being the leading
politicians of the Liberal Party both in India and in Britain.
It was of course then thought that the federation that was
to be given to us would be a typical one. Yes. The pros-
pect was very bright. But the reality ? Let us see. There
are certain functions of Government which, in a federation,
are and ought to be exclusively within the powers of the
Federal Government. The first and foremost of these is
foreign affairs. Again, closely connected with this is the
question of the control of the land, naval and air forces;
for the responsibility and power of controlling the military
forces of a mation must rest entirely with the federal govern-
ment. If these two functions are not given to the federal
ministers, of what earthly use is Federation ? But in the
“Federation proposed for us, the power of controlling these
two functions though admittedly of vital importance to the
country, is not to rest in the hands of the federal ministers!
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For, see here. In the federal legislature, about one hundred
and fifty seats are to be occupied by the nominees of the auto-
cratic princes of the states who, by treaty or tradition or
both have to, salam, the Paramount Power. It may be good
for the states to come in contact with the comparatively
free and free minded British Indian delegates. But the
Federation in the meantime will work evil. These States
Delegates, again, nominated by the Princes, are not likely to

prove the Apostles of Freedom and the standard-bearers of
Independent India.

And it is as true that the good work of the elected
members coming from the provinces will be hindered by
these nominees of the Princes as it is true that the states
themselves will have no improvement under this federation.
Do we not even to-day observe the reactionary views of the
States Representatives in the present Central

Lord Lothian himself mentions this drawback
posed Federation.

Assembly.
in the pro-
Then there is another consideration. The
members of the Federation to be, will not be elected by the
direct method of franchise. They will be elected from among
the members of the Provincial Legislatures. The Federal
Legislature then is not to be directly responsible to the people,
but to the various provincial legislatures that send them up.
And if some of these Legislatures happen to be by the strange
working of Fortune or the stranger perversity of Man, domi-

nated by Cabals, the centre will be infected and evil will
radiate all round.

The important reason for the British Government to

push through the federal scheme so rapidly and force it on us, |

is that England wants to have a quiet time of it in India.
Parliament thinks that with the inauguration of the Federal
constitution, they can solve the difficult problem' of Indian
unrest. If once the Indian problem is brought to a settle-,
ment England hopes to be in a position to tackle important

world problems with the sure help of India.- This may be



* THE PROPOSED INDIAN FEDERATION 81

the British aspiration and dream. But political India em-
phasises in unmistakable terms the now well-known truth
that the proposed Federation is not precisely the means to
achieve that state of things. Tf we accept the present Federal
idea, say they, then good-bye to all dreams of Swaraj.

E. K. RAJAGOPALAN

[Any one on the other side? If any, welcome. Ed.]

I
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Our Old Boys

Mr. V. Krishnamurti, B.A. (Hons.), had a rather short
and sudden passage from boyhood to man’s estate. As late as
March 1937, we saw him in his pliable home-washed dhoti,
listening to lectures in Room No. 12. As early as October
that year, we saw him in a pair of trousers stiff with laundry-
starch, and orating to his students in Room No.10. But
what can a distinguished Honours Degree in English not do ?

Mr. K. Rangaswami, B.A. (Hons.), is now on our staff.
He came last October from Madura, whither he had gone
to teach Mathematics in the college named after the town.
His home-coming (isn’t that the expression ?) did our hearts
good and we congratulated our Mathematics students. A
bird, we are glad to report, flew but the other day from the
Mathematics part of the University to the Miscellany part
of it and whispered in the Editor’'s ear that the congra-
tulation was well deserved.

* * *

Mr. S. Sriraman, M.A., M.Sc., is, though still under
thirty, among the oldest of our Old Boys. He came to us
with the University. A student of the IIl Class in 1929, a
B. A. in 1931, an M. A. in 1933, he threw off, amidst his
duties in the lecture-hall and in the laboratory, a thesis, the
other day, and won an M. Sc. Degree in Physics. He has
been with us all the time and will bs always—the home-
sick Old Boy.

+* * %*

Mr. P. S. Varadachari, M.A.,, M.Sc., is an older O. B.
even than Mr. Sriraman. For he was handed down to us
by the Sri Minakshi College in 1929 as a student of the
III Class. He has since strictly kept pace with Mr. Sriraman ;
and indeed, in the matter of taking the M. Sc. Degree,
stole a march on him. He now stands six feet on bare
ground —adding very nearly one foot to the stature he had
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as a freshman in the Sri Minakshi College in 1927. Will
he just try growing a little on the X-axis? We submit it to
him that it's time he did.
* * 3 5
Mr. K. Rangaswami, B.A., teaches Botany here. In 1934,
when he had just passed the Intermediate, he was near
becoming an Oriental pundit, in obedience to orders from
above. But he evidently preferred an open-air life among
plants to a life of suffocation among old tomes: a life of
encroachment on University verandahs to one of confine-
ment in libraries. We trust he is happy in his choice.
* * *
Mr. R Vasudevan,—Vasu, for short, among friends—
is teaching Zoology here. The batch—the 1936 batch—that
gave Mr. Rangaswami to the Botany Department gave also

Mr. Vasudevan to the Zoology Dep.........But what are we
talking of ? Zoology is not yet a Department with us.

Mr. A. Chidambaranathan Chettiar, M.A., our Lecturer
in Tamil, is an ex-member of the Editorial Board. When he
was on the Board, he was a student. On taking the M. A.
Degree, he took up work in the Palghat College. Perhaps
his sense of the incongruity in his teaching Tamil in
Malayalam-land or his love of home, or both, soon led him
back hither. He is as welcome to us as are his contribu-
tions to the Miscellany.

* * *

Mr. L. P. K. R. Ramanathan Chettiar, one of our
Vidwans, is in the Rsasearch Section of our Department of
Tamil. Belonging to the community of many initials—
the Nagarattar community—doesn't he work for the
pure love of the mother tongue? Not for pelf, they.

+* * ¥

Mr. S. R. Krishnamurti who joined our Samskrit

Staff last year is a Siromani in a plurality of Sastras.

All honour to Seruvamani that gave us this Siromani.
* * *
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+ Messrs. K. S. Narayanaswami and T. K. Rangachari
are pundits in our Music Section. They both belong to
the first batch of our Sangita Bhushanams. They joined
the staff, both in the same year. Do they not work in

perfect harmony—these two men of music? We trust they
do.

* * *
sr

We shaH speak to our readers more of our Old Boys,
and of more Old Boys, in the issues to come. But will
the old Boys speak of themselves to us before we speak of
them to our readers—will they, kindly ?



Our Exchange List
The Madras Christian College Magazine.
A Government College Miscellany, ’Mang‘alore.
The Kumbakonam College Magazine. '
The Magazine, St. Thomas’ College, Trichur.
St. Joseph’s College Magazine,_ Trichinopoly.
The Madras Law College Magazine.
The National College Magazine, Trichinopoly.
Hindu College Magazine, Masulipatam.
The Hindu Theological High School Magazine, Madras.
Quarterly Journal of the Mythic Society, Bangalore.
K. R. High School Magazine, Muttra-Vasart,.
The Zamorin's College Magazine, Calicut.
The Government Brennen College Magazine, Tellicherry.
The Hindustan Review.
The Jaffna College Miscellany.
“The Old College .
The Holkar College Magazine.

Journal of the Malta University Literary Society.
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