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A%h 1929
IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT -

The present number completes the Fourth
Volume of TRIVENI. "We deeply regret that the
final number for 1931 is being published so late
as May 1932. The patience of our readers must
have been tried severely. We can only plead
that we have sought to do ocur best. These are
hard times for all cultural enterprises, and more
particularly for TRIVENI which is slowly winning
its way against tremendous odds.

To enable us to regulate the publication of
TRIVENI and avoid further tiresome delays, we
propose hereafter to publish our six numbers
from JULY TO JUNE every year instead of from
January to December. The first number of Vol. V
(July-August 1932) will appear on the 3lst of
July next, and the subsequent numbers at regular
intervals of two months. Incidentally, this will
afford the Editor a few weeks of rest which he
needs imperatively, after the ceaseless strain
of four long years.

Please note that:

(a) OLD SUBSCRIBERS whose subscription
expires with the present number (Nov-Dec 1931),
will renew their subscriptions as frem July

1932.
(b) NEW SUBSCRIBERS will similarly enlist

for a period of one year from July 1932.

~ (c¢) OTHERS who were enlisted in the
course of the year 1931, will receive as many
numbers of Vol. V as will make up the six
numbers to which they are entitled.

We are thankful for the support hitherto
extended to us. We fervently appeal to our
subscribers to continue their patronage and also
to0 interest their friends in TRIVENI.

Madras, Manjeri S. Isvaran,
10th May 1932 Asst. Editor, TRIVENI
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Personal Religion

By PROF. V. SARANATHAN M.A.

(Principal, The National College, Trichinopoly)

There are two principles in a man’'s personal life, both related
to the ardours and the exquisite labours of his mind, bringing him
the joy of an intellectual peace in the end. These may be called
Materialism and Spiritual Life respectively. (ains, loves, riches,
antipathies, complacencies,—these affect a man both materially and
spiritually. The comforts of the body, and the hundred cries and
alarms and longings of the mind require an active mental life, a
process of fashioning personality, out of which what is called
personal religion arises.

" A man, however commonplace, may hope to find some truth
that bears relation to the mind among the ardours and pleasures of
his life, in the pursuit of fame, in the obscure desire of beauty, and
even in some humble, self-sustaining duty to which his days and
hours are devoted. “ His heart forebodes a mystery, He names the
name Eternity.” This is idealism, “some yearning toward the
lamps of night,” the origin of spiritual life in him. Though the
gifts of this world are precious to Man, because he is of the stuff of
which they are made, yet in the core of his mind is the denial of the
power of Matter, the denial to oneself, with a grave consistency of
spirit, of possessions, sensual enjoyments, exquisite impressions, and
“the service to the flesh ” generally. The mind selects objects of
pleasure or interest in that mood in which it sets less importance on
things, possessions and so on, than on attitudes and glimpses of the
Universal Life. The life of the appetites is no doubt very strong in
a healthy man, but he has to carry out simultaneously the dictates
of a materialism concerned with the appetites, and of an enlightened
mind which cultivates tastes and is attuned to the spiritual life.

There is an art of living as well as of education which
enables our soul to paint its outward walls so costly gay, but also
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thrl.ve in fidelity, modesty, truth, law, happiness. Marcus Aureli
aspired to such an understanding inward and outward; and llllfs
culture like this is the theme of every great scripture, i »t o hse .
of the poet's cry, and is the principle of what unii’: o of o hewrt
achieve in his own life. y & man may

The youthful poet, Milton, stressi
, Stressing the
for one who striveth for mastery, said need of Temporance

* To measure life learn thou betimes, and know
Toward solid good which leads the nearest way.

Milton's religion in youth, a thing like some warm., ani
Love, helped him to achieve an exquisite valour of spirit, a.mc;n I
clearness. In every age, however, there have been men Whn ‘?‘]50
out the help of religious faith, achieved the unity of their o(\:twwh-
and inward lives, as the result of humane studies and also W:“'d
certain happiness of constitution, a kind of bodily luck sometio )
But every cultivated man should keep before himse;f the ir:esi
which Sir Joshua Reynolds made popular in Art, “Beauty is te:
medium (the middle or the golden mean) of form.” Ts; ke; i
proportion in the activities of one's life, in rest as in endeavour ?g
possession and in self-denial, in mental indulgence and in the h;,b't
of moral recovery, “ dwelling within the walls of a city as i 1
shepherd’s fold on a mountain,"—this is the moral crown then' ;
tellectual peace which the humanist looks for, pursuing Life ’a,s Amt-
as a personal craft of soul, incommunicable except when one i .
gifted writer. 0

But, within himself, he is content to rule, and achieve th
golden life, trimming the lamp of endeavour and soothin the
Spirit of Night at the close of each short day. Those inti .
which lie apart from the pursuit of success, the personal morﬂiits
made up of light and cloud inherent in a creature with a mind aJtlhy
clfztter of arms and weapons within the stronghold of one's e;‘s ;
ality as well as elemental things like hunger and sex needpt otr:-
realised and understood by oneself, if one is to have tl’le ift :')the
golden life. The mystical attitude to oneself ariges 'ugst '0 h'e
way,—the mood of a free religion which brings inward nllusicm ;3111:
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the seeker of intellectual peace may also go to the spirit of Irony
for a teacher; his mind learns to disenchant itself and not be
fascinated or be thrown into ecstasy. W. B. Yeats writes that
Synge once said to him, “ We should unite stoicism, asceticism, and
ecstasy. Two of them have come together, but the three never.”
The man who seeks to live the golden life unites all the three,
occasionally, but comes by Irony always ; and, I guess, Plato made
a beautiful thing of the last, an element of harmony.

The essence of the golden life, intellectual peace with an
element of irony, is not inconsistent with the sppreciation of the
peauty of the material world, even with a mild rapture in “the
impressions through the senses and the service to the flesh” which
we call existence. Indeed, has not every worldly thing strong toils
of grace for the modern kinds of men that they are not to blame if
they worship it with beauty of their minds and strength and skill ?
There is a golden materialism also in the life and thought of a
people, which admits of 4 {osks in hours of insight willd” and
enterprises of great pitch and moment, and heard melodies and

those unheard which are sweeter.
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A Mission of Indian Culture

By Dr. P. GUHA-THAKURTA, M.A, PhD.

I could not help feeling rather depressed the moment I noticed
it announced in a Bombay newspaper about the last week of January
that Mr. Edward Thompson, lecturer in Bengali at Oxford, had come
on a visit to India on a mission of Indian culture, For, T felt that
my friend, Mr. Thompson, had chosen a most inopportune moment
for his mission. India is passing through a crisis in her relations
with Britain, political as well as intellectual. This can be regarded
as hardly a svitable occasion for even such a fair-minded and
sincere intellectual friend of Indis as Mr. Thompson to undertake,

and far less to succeed in, an effort to promote cultural co-operation

between English and Indian literature. I wrote him a letter telling

him all my misgivings. Although in reply he did not admit in so
many words that he also felt just as I did, his letter was none too
cheerful. Then he was good enough to pay me a visit when he
came to Delhi. I referred to the point again. From all that he
said during nearly two hours he was with me, I could easily gather
that he was disappointed with the poor response he had received
from the intellectual centres he had so far visited. He told me

with genuine regret that he had decided to cut short his

originally-
planned period of stay in India.

That Mr. Thompson went back to
England a much sadder man than when he came here, was obvious

from the interview he gave to a Press representative on the eve of
his departure from Calcutta. But I wished that he hag told
us something about his impressions of the Indian R
movement, instead of giving his views on the defe
Gandhi-Irwin pact or Mahatma Gandhi's mistakes gt

enaissance
cts  of the

the Round
Table Conference. Did he or did he not, in the course of hig brief
stay in this country, discover any possibilities of establishing pew

intellectual contact between India and the West ? I ung
he had undertaken the tour purely on his own initiative,
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A MISSION OF INDIAN CULTURE

iew to making a report to the Rhodes Trustees if any such intellec-
n v tion was feasible. Did Mr. Thompson come across any
fual OO'OPGC;?' ‘ writer of outstanding qualities in any of the h-al.f-a
moders In’ la'na.nd efflorescent Indian vernaculars who, in his o.pxmon
dozer a'ct“lr::)uld receive recognition in the West? This is t?e
e li?::; tshat Mr. Thompson ought to have dealt with to our satis-
?:cet?on as well as his own, before he left India. o
I believe that, in spite of all sorts of poll.tlca .a,n. o
antipathies and antagonisms now so rampant, there is 'stlll in fxd ia
.derable number of people who are keenly anxious to bridge
:h: (g']:;f between England and India by a mutuall\l{ ex;l;angz oc;f ;chl:
N hievements. r. Thomp
e lnt‘gl?itzajczn?it(;t:g a;:r(}iodicals as the Visva-Bharati Quar-
o ft(;un O;ient and the Triveni clear manifestations of precx.sely
:f:;alys,a.m: objects and ideals as he had at }.Jeart. These ma.g.zzme:;
overal others, have been con&nstentl'y ende?,voun g .
amox'Jg ° the vernaculars by publishing, from time to time, F:lnghs‘xh
Bncoum’ge e’iva.rious forms of literary compositions of erte?rs in
ttMSIa'm')nslo ernaculars, and thereby promoting the cause of m.tel-
B e o tion between India and England in a very practical
foctun 00'<I’P: .. ot know how far it was possible for Mr. Thompson,
mafmel'-‘ it . !t]he different intellectual centres, to get into touch
W¥nl° vmtmgl cultural leaders of the Indian Renaissance, fand
b ‘the rea'lth the younger schools of promising poets, novelists,
especla.lly, er critical essayists in the different vernaculars. In
pla'ywmgmgh'0 was the only channel through which Mr. Thon?pson
311)'1(10*:‘:;:';:)8“0}19(1 the roots of modern Indian culture and intel-
cou
foctus! &f‘ﬁ‘"ty' doubt Mr. Thompson’s fitness for the mission with
. Twill pover Tor. he is no stranger to intellectual circles i.n
Whl?h " 'came. ks on’ the life and writings of Tagore have consi-
Indm.l Ifil(?ec‘ly ‘t): the knowledge and proper appreciatiorf of the Poet
(:,:Z:gy Eanglish-spes‘king nations. He hi.mself hfas wrltl():;m sevezi
novels, depicting contemporary Indian l.lfe and its prg ?m:' or
. tainly bears testimony to his abiding love and admiration :
tIl::;i::;r culture. Mr. Thompson is & poet of no mean order, an
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consequently, his intellectual affiliations with the characteristically
lyric flowering in Indian literature are but natural, I do not think
his acquaintance with other creative Indian vernaculars is as intimate
and thorough as with Bengali. Nevertheless, I know him to
possess a full and capacious mind which ought to have enabled him,
even through the medium of English, to recognise the possibilities
of the other modern Indian vernaculars with which he might not be
as deeply conversant as Bengali, But I have g slight fear that Mr.
Thompson’s mind, although inclined much more India-ward than
that of the average intelligent Britisher, is not quite free from
political bias. He will himself recognise, however, that the lack of
recognition of India’s political equality by Great Britain has so far
been the greatest stumbling-block to Co-operation as co-equals in
the intellectual sphere. To this, of course, must be added a8 certain
spirit of cynical indifference, born of ignorance, and often, a very
decided prejudice, among a certain class of Britishers in India,

against her intellectual attainments in the past as well as in mddern
times. This is most tragic, especially when one remembers that
modern India had welcomed English literature and arts with an
ardour, perhaps unparalleled in any other land touched by Western
civilisation. It should, therefore, have been a part of Mr. Thomp-
son’s mission of Indian culture to attempt to clear the misconcep-
tions and prejudices of the Britishers in Indis regarding India's
culture and literature. A mission such as Mr, Thompson had in
mind, will never succeed with a mere veneer of affection

and respect
for Indian culture.
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The Kathakali of Malabar

By N. K. VENKATESWARAN

The Kathakali is the hoary, purely indigenous, pantomimic
iramatic art of Malabar, and makes an unforgettable impression on
the mind with its original and extraordinary technique. The
Kathakali is a compound art and its predominant dramatic character
is vividly reinforced with Dance, Music, Poetry and Painting.

Malabar or Kerala, the land of the Malayalam-speaking people,
and consisting today of the political divisions of British Malabar and
the twin States of Cochin and Travancore, is distinguished by its
many and unique attractions giving it an individuality all its own,
While the country is profusely beautiful with evergrfaen wooded hills
and sparkling streams and palm-fringed lagoons, its ‘customs and
manners, its laws and usages, are such as are f01'1nd in few other
parts of India and give its cleanly native inhabltants' 8 cha%'acter
hardly less alluring than distinctive. Nowhere else m.Indla do
women so habitually cherish their beauty and are so sump]y. and
gracefully attired or enjoy an equal freedom. In the domain of
property, the most jealously-guarded -monopoly of' man through
the ages, among the Nairs who ponstrtute the main body of the
original people of Malabar, women umversal']y tc?ok precefience of
men till very recent times when modern leglsla:tlve co.unmls, geI?e-
rally unembarrassed by feminine voice and excitedly 1ml.)ued with
new-fangled notions of what ought to be, began to strike at the
ancient privilege. ‘ . .

In ancient times Malabar was ruled by oligarchies of its
indigenous Brahmins called Nambudiris, a wonderful people justly

famed for their love of quiet simplicity, dry humour and sumptuous
amusement,

The Kathakali undoubtedly owes its origin to these endearing
and steadfast Brahmins of Malabar who, many centuries ago, left no
stone unturned to honour their religion and to increase their enjoy-
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ment of life at the same time. In fact, there is hardly any other

community in the world in whom we find a genuine religious

enthusiasm so happily and striking] i
gly coupled with
flowing abundance of life. Such wholesome

The stories enacted in the pantomimic
legends and Puranas common to the who
drama was evidently born in a pious desire
and divine heroes. The life-events of Rama
the earliest dramatisations,

play are mostly the
le of India, and the
to glorify the gods
snd the Kopr k&nfi Krishna formed
o i :

has ceased to grow only in recent times gia.czlllzla.llll:,el‘:;:;;t"; e;vhiih
whole gamut of the major Hindu myths. Most of the pla e
fnoral in texture and on the Kathakali stage the one runni: );ieare
s war, war between good and evil, between gods and % emor::

’

between the great universal moralities
and the :
temptations. great universal

The literature of the plays consists of vernacular songs and
Sanskrit verses succinctly outlining the subject-matter selectéd’ f
enactment. The Kathakali orchestra is chiefly made of o

) singer
drummers and cymbal-strikers, gors,

who stand immedi i

actors. The singers render the songs and ve::;:tzlz’d bt(:ll:n:ctﬁ‘e
enact their contents by means of gestures and poses, by intricut:
language of eyes and delicate concatenation of face expressions
The song and verse that briefly narrate the story playeci
are pot meant for the audience but only for the actors who care-

fully translate them into the language of pictorial gesture. The

alphabet of the hand-poses contains sixty-four signs which, with

their numerous combinations, cover a wide extent of éommunica.tion
The alphabet of eye and face is chiefly employed for th(;
expression of the emotions. 1In the Kathakali, the face is literally
the loud and eloquent index of the heart and mind. Courage
wonder, fear, pity, tenderness, anger, love and almost sll othe;
emotional qualities of the mind have each its visible signature,
lightly and cunningly displayed in some part or other of the living
canvas of the face. How astonishingly well does the gifted actor
project his feelings! The eyeballs unroll evanescent miracles, The
dark eyebrows utter the hidden secrets of the heart, Contending
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feelings speak with a brace of tongues in each eye, and even the
same eye delivers opposite moods at the same time. The face be-
comes the open drama in which the story is drawn in successive
shades and touches of lineament. And then there is the dance. The
great and gifted actor dances to the measure of the melodies that
surge within himself in his total absorption with the character he
represents, and the tide ebbs and swells while the drums, cymbals
and songs allure his efforts with tender loyalty. In fact, in his best
form he is more a dance than anything else; the poses, gestures,
indications and movements are all blended together into one supre-
me rhythmic picture that tells a story and shows a cosmic glimpse
at the same time. There are many and various kinds of dances
in Malabar, and each represents a vision or a dream. In the
Kathakali, the dance rises to beautiful versatility and comprehends
the music and meaning of different things. It is psychologi-
cal, rhetorical and allegorical, and its rhythmic excellence has
not perhaps been exceeded by any other kind of dance in India.
The gamut of movement often rises from gentle lingering notes of
tranquillity to sound and speed like a sudden burst of thunder and
lightning on a calm sky spangled with slumbering stars, and often
the evolution is almost instantaneous so that the extremes are
blended in one wild sweep of art. The singer pours out his verses
in unflagging stream. The drums and the cymbals beat to the
measure of dance and symbol. The blazing brass-lamp fed by a
congregation of wicks, and radiating fantastic arms of shadow and
light, enhances the heightening allegory. The story goes forward
and thickens and the audience seated on mats and under the open
sky is all agape.

Perhaps the most interesting thing in the Kathakali is the
elaborate, exquisite or extravagant facial make-up of the dramatis
persone. In some characters, the painted face with its fluttering
border-lines and fences nearly approaches a work of art. The facial
make-up with head-gear and body-garments covers a large variety.
The idea underlying the making-up of the characters is to portray
them as fully as possible in accordance with their natures. In the
Kathakali one may never “smile and smile and yet be a villain,”
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Here is a candid world in which the sheep and goats proclaim
themselves.

This tell-tale make-up of the characters, achieved at the
expense of much time and pains, provides the chief reason why the
tongue is denied its office. Should the characters be allowed free-
dom of speech they cannot preserve their subtle facial embellish-
ments beyond a few minutes. The impartial observer must concede
that the highly suggestive and arresting make-up of each character
more than compensates for the loss of verbal utterance. The Kathakali
represents an altogether different world from ours and the vehicle
of expression is also accordingly different, how refreshingly different
we have seen. But even then, certain characters such as savage
giants, demons and Amazonian women, are permitted a.little sound.
It is some elementary cry varying in note from character to char-
acter. For instance, if one screams another simply just makes &
hooting or whistling sound. It is noteworthy that these cries also
tend in the direction of self-revelation. Without exceeding skill-and
long experience, it is difficult for a character to indulge his  voice '
without upsetting some of his figure, and sometimes one comes across
an actor on the stage with face in ruins showing thereby that he
could not deliver his speech without injury to his looks.

How and when we do not know, but the Kathakali of Malabar
has travelled across the sea to the island of Java and there it
flourishes today in its full vigour, while in the country of its birth, it
is hardly any longer a living art. The inrush of the Tamil dra.;na,
into the country, with its expressive speech and song and erotic
appeal, dealt the first blow and when the cinema came a little later
ety e o o B Ml s i

y m _ vancore to snatch this fantastic
and fascinating art from the jaws of death. The Maharajs of
Travancore still maintains & standing troupe of mimes and it (lzoz;:
nues to evoke the wonder and admiration of even the m l;
sophisticated folks from abroad. The present Agent to :lfe
Governor-Gteneral for the South Indian States, Lt.-Col. HR.N.

Pritchard, is known to be a lover of the art and sparing no effort
to encourage its practitioners. o
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All the same the art is dying. There are practically no new
troupes coming up. It requires a long and arduous course of train-
ing besides much inborn talent to become a good Kathakal: actor,
and the game is not worth the candle in an age that looks upon the
artist with amused antiquarian interest. The curtain is coming
down on this old, old drama of Malabar. .

But even today, in remote villages, one often hears at sunset
that peculiar quick rhythmic blare of drums and cymbals that
announces a Kathakali in the night and the villagers rejoice.!

1 Vallathol, the poet of Kerala, has rescued the ‘national art® of his country
from oblivion. Under the auspices of, the ‘Kerala Kala Mandalam,” he has
established a training school for Kathakali actors, and recruited to the profession
young men of culture and social status. Vallathol is the leader of an intellectual
and artistic Renaissance in Malabar.—Editor, Triveni.
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Folk-Songs in the Karnataka,

By MASTHI VENKATESA IYENGAR, M. A.
(Census Superintendent in Mysore, Bangalore)

One of the most important directions in which literary work is
going on in the Karnataka is the collection and publication of the
folk-song of the country. A group of workers in Dharwar has,
within the past year, published a valuable collection of three-line
pieces sung generally by women grinding corn in the northern
parts of the country. These pieces are perfect specimens of folk-
poetry. Their words are simple, their imagery is natural, their
thought pure and innocent. There is hardly one mood of woman'’s
heart which does not find easy and graceful expression in one or
another of these pieces. Translations of selected pieces are given
below to give readers of Triveni an idea of this folk-poetry. Com-
ment has been deliberately kept at g minimum in order that the
reader may dwell over the pieces for himself.

The following pieces invoke God at the be

1. Mahadeva, I have no other God byt
myself that shall do this and that; O Strong
thing.

2. T desire no other and have no
O Venoba, I greatly desire you all the mo

The following piece shows & d
with her mother :

3. Who will settle a gdig
the pearl become heavy to the

ginning :
you; nor do I think that it is
One, d0 Thou conduct every-

wealth, Q Kariranga of Kallolli,
ments of my life,

aughter making up a quarrel

pute between mother gang daughter ? Hag
ear-ring, my mother ? And Om

¥ mother,
who bore me, do you think I meant what T gaid ?
A daughter describes how she enjoyed her visit to her mother’s
house :

4. I went to my mother’s house and
ate of the dishes all I wanteq, I

drank, as it were, her breastmifk
The following verse com
houses :

ate all that tongye desired. I
8aw my mother's face and, in d
agnin as when g child.

pares the mother's and mother.

oing go,
in-law’s

6hy
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5. FEven if you drink only gruel, the husband's house .is the _plx;oper
lace ' Even if you are in a palanquin with servants h,oldmg whisks on
fe?bc a,.nd right, do not stay in the obligation of the mother’s house.

The mother’s house is no good without the mother:

6. Go not to the mother’s house, my Heart, wh.en the motheglsuz;z:
th . as the calf comes to a tank in which there is no water an
ore ;

i in of it.
k, so will you feel the pain o .
" The simile is beautiful; so too is the affectionate reverence for

her expressed in this piece : ,
the I’I;Ot Why dI:) you want so many days to go to Benares ? My thth:; Z
house .is an hour's way ; and there sits my Benares—my mother who g
ou
birth. ' .
" The great pride of a sister in her brother is expressed in these
pchS: I was feeling I had no one of my own; then I leagnt thasbl,]::e
th yo.ung moon of the bright fortnight, a brother to me was born v
e
onits her comes, the jasmine blossoms drop
that Sardar my brother c , . .
h9 V’;z:nearsaof cardamom bend down to my prince-like brother and
on him, :
inkle their juice on him. ’ .
- Teh daughter’s longing for her mother’s house is expressed
e
here i ther-in-law’s house and
is si I came fo my mo
It is six months since o
th n:gc;nlight had become to me as the sun; and now my strong young
e
ke me.
brother has come to ta . .
r A brother’s sorrow in sending away a sister whom he has

brought b N desc?‘::i;‘ E::i‘: ;sister and is standing on the mound lool'{-
i o h?‘s s::ir;g‘ My brother is wiping his eyes wf’bh the end of his
:I;ibvz.izr:ai?:gts‘FMy sister from today belor.lgs tfo others.

A mother speaks on a similar occasion :

12. My daughter, I send you away and go up to the roof of the house.

; longer ours
Presently the mango tree hides you, my child, and you are no loug

- bell‘zng;:uogtl}i::i. of the house finds that her brother’s wife makes
e

it n01§ omle f(;:elxl;ing up thinking my mother was there; but hearing
. ca

’ i ¥ ack near the door.
within the voice of my brother’s w1fe, 1 turned back ’ -
14 the eyes an (] ] 3 & or, sis or-in-law ?
. Are y d the nos strangers to each oth t;
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Are my brother and I strangers? O my brothers’s wife ! it is because of
you that my brother has become a stranger to me.
A girl is accosted :

15. Whose daughter are you, O my pretty doll with the eyes of a
gazelle? My sister with the curling hair and ¢f fine teeth, whose daughter
are you, O good one ?

A present of some fruits is sent for a friend:

16. Large bore fruit had come for sale in the market. Brother

going to the village, pray take some of this for my friend in the neigh-
bour's house who will soon be 8 mother.

Life in the mother-in-law's house is described in these pieces :

17. When my hushand abuses, I shed no tears; but when his
brother abuses, it is as if it rained without any clouds a$ all.

18. A husband like a prince, a brother-in-law who js earning and a

mother-in-law who bears with me; what difficulty is there in looking after
this household ?

A young woman's self-respect finds expression in these pieces:

19. Iam not a disgrace to my father who begat me. I have not
stood in a crowd and laughed, nor brought a bad name to my relatives,

20. The Sardar my brother called me and said to me,
neighbours’ houses, my sister ;
name.”

This is her pride in her husband :

21. How does it matter it he works for wa,
My husband is not cheap to me.
our house,

22. As my husband went out, I looked at his gait.
heel, was prettier than the evening moon.

“ Do not enter
otherwise, people will gossip and spoil our

ges or carries packages ?
I feel as if we had a weight of gold in

That Lotus, his

The following pieces describe the love of husband and wife :
23. The wife is not moving about the kitchen. .
good to the tongue. Mother, the wife has gone to her fg
24. The quarrel of hushand and wife is as rubbin
pouring watber on the image of God, and as the swift flo
The woman asks the husband who is
25. 'When will you come back, m

with the head-dress so full of fragran
returning.

The food is not
ther’s houge.
g sandalwood, as
w of the river.
going on g journey :
Y sweet-scented loyer 9 My lover
ce, tell me, my lover, when You are
He replies:
26. O lotus!

I cannot live without seein i
! g you, nor, O ine !
I get free of your y from o

witchery. My pure petal, I canuot stay away from you.
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A husband beats the wife for wishing to go to her father’s
house: .

97. He beat the wife and was sorry at heart and, when a.lon.e with
her, took hold of her cloth and asked: “Am I more to you or is your
mother’s house more ?”’

A wife remonstrates when the husband proposes to marry
again : .
8 98. T1sit good, my husband, to wear coat over coat ? When one
wife is alive, if another wife comes, and then another, will there be good
in the household, my husband ?

The mother's love for her child is described in the following
ieces: . '
’ 99. When the child is erying, his lips are as the tendril of cox:al, his
eye-brows as the long leaf of the margosa, and his eyes shine with the

h of the falchion in Shiva's hand. .

: ee%O Let him cry if he likes, sister, but let me have the child. It

ma.t;tiers; not if the work of the household ig spoilt, Let my house be full
i like this. ‘ .

o ch';lfmn(}:y not, O little one, cry not, my sweet jasmine. Do not cry,

h of gold, my hoy heavy as gold to ca.rr?'.
- V;e;“’ Gcz) tg: your play and come back, my child, and I shall wash your

fest. I shall take the clear water of the cocoanut and wash your dear

hi like gold.
free gl;l&t sAllr:iel?ow the height of my arm, and & bed the length of my body,

and the jewel, my boy, sleeping before me; why, after this, shall 1 trouble

husband ? .
about ’Ir‘r;l}; f::n;?ar feeling that a girl is less desirable than a boy,

i oml;)heret 'send word that a girl has been born, He will dislike to
hearsttat it;oisn : girl. My daughter, it is no girl to us b.ut a piece of .gold.
35. 1 have no care for the King a.nd. his men, for in my ho;se is my
son who brings the half share from anz; king and men of them all.
-in- is welcomed :
3?. diueflzzrﬂl:v:;v:};at my bright son has worn rise higl‘x ;n peolile’g'
eyes!| May the flower which my bmve.son has brought drop into my lap!
A son who has been provoked is addressed : . .
37. REyes like Cupid and eyebrows like Her?ules, and a waist that is
slim as Apollo’s, my son, who provoked you, O Lion ?

i i ibed :
hildless woman is describe o o
33 cWha,t kind of life is the childless woman’s life? It is like the
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hired bullock’s labouring and labouring and, when it hag laboured, lying
down one day and dying. ‘
Children make all sorrow bearable:

39. The daughter of the Emperor, to swing her children, tied the
cradle in the wilds. Royal Sita swung her children in the woods and spent
her exile smiling.

Love of Nature and of other Life comes out in the following
pieces:

40. The millet is ripening white in the field in the valley. Eat with-
out noise, O parrot ; and, my brother, the stone will come, go aside.

41. Onpe tree is beautiful among all trees—the mango tres. The
parrot is beautiful among birds and, among stars in the sky,
most beautiful,

The following pieces record a conversation :

42. O you with the ear-rings of gold, cutting fodder for your cattle,
have you no care whatever? Your husband was smiling with another
woman there !

43. Let him smile if he will, my mother, the smiling Kedige. The
fragrant flower which I own and wear, lot her seo for a moment, .

The following piece gives expression to the thought of many a
poor mother when she is told that she has too many children :

44. Mino be poverty and mine man
God’s Grace ; and my God, be yours the th

the moon is

v children and, in addition, my
ought of my poverty.
A man with a handsome wife casting eyes on a dark beauty
i8 addressed :
45. Gallant of the dark eyebrows, casting your eyes on the crow,
with the mango in the houge why are you gazing at the jambolan ?
Unequal marriage is thus condemned :

46. Like mixing dhall in mud ig giving & young girl to an old man,
Shameless are the parents that do this.

This is a piece with which the grinding closes :

47. Our grain i3 finished but not
mill-stone any longer, mother.

The quiet humour of
worth noting.

All lovers of Literature should be
the Geleyara Gumpu (Association of F
under their leader, Mr. D, R, Bendre,
the sitters in the sun out to g larger
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our song. We do not want your
It wears the rings on our fingerg,

the complaint ahout the mill-stone is

grateful to the workers of
riends) of Dharwar who,

have brought theijr poetry of
world.

Prajnaparamita in Buddhist
Iconography

By T. N. RAMACBANDRAN, ‘M.A.

With the parinirvana of Sakyamuni Buddh.a,. dissensions c?ept
into the Buddhist camp, and at Vaisali, it was d1v1d'ed sharily tmtl(;
two, that of the Elders and that of the Youngers. Those v;.o 3 ucd
to othics and moral discipline, were called the Therava .zm;' and
those who trifled with these two but stuck to 'metaphyswaf a:;]
altruistic doctrines were called the Mahasanghikas. One o e

oo s ; lytical sect was, we
. ' Vibhajyavadins or the ana .
Theravadin sects, the MAsoka, but later on it deteriorated and

are told, much patr(i):lsi;l 3;5; porsecuting zeal of Pushyamitra and
(g:;nsiquently, it fled to the S-outh and made S?ylff’;‘
its home. The Youngers, e, the Mahasanghikas madet lt]'s,s,;? A ;;z:a:
with the new settlers of Indis, the Sakas, the Yava; iy earticula,rl
and the Kushanas. They seem to have m?de he? v::y. t'I:ne mude i
at the time of Kanishks, and in the counci he:;i clln‘ Xllsibllnasha " In
commentary on the sayings of the Buddha calle I Whil.e o
that council the Theravadins were feebly represe

ibhag ias were not in evidence. |
Vzbhqﬁl: ”::: iajne council there was also 8 small but pushing

: i t however count
hayana which did no A
sect called thebuim:nadg great headway two generations later
. h
der Nagarjuna and his disciple Aryadeva, both : o de(;;n
un erS agv;dins “All speculations beyond Arhat§hlp, ll(li &:
:‘ere “"?l: as of ;10 use. But bolder spirits after him coud dn?
age : ; i ended 1n
r::i’:tu :,hi temptation of speculating, and thelr.specl;lalt‘:otni-:sn S
the time of Nagarjuna in buny‘wada'"d ?{u?tmys;::aiha one or two
i tory an aitre y O
found to be unsatisfac » ) ded th
vada w;:ns aftor Nagarjuns, added vijnana to ;: andhsznsesteme
i;:;l;zatzvada or what developed later on a3 the Yogachara sy .
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lost its prestige,
his successors.

in the council,
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The controvers )
y between the Sunyavadins and the Visnanavadins

raged for several centupies, Vijnanavada was also found unsati
fac‘tory and in the 8th century another element was added ns: IS_"
which was called Mahasukhavada, so that “ after ordinary o 0' .
there were three elements, Sunya, Vijnana, and Mahasulr/fu :”w;:”_a
.from this Mahasukhavada that Vajrayana originated Ve .
18 the system rich in iconographical ideas. )

In Buddhist philosophy there are four theories or schoof h
have to be adjusted within the three Fanas or ways ’i‘h b
are Vaibhashika, Sautmntika, Yogachara, and Madhy'amilc " ool
Ya.nas are  Sravakayana, Pratyekayana, both bein a]a, o
Hz?ayana, and Mahayana, Sravakayana and Pmtyeglm o onled
p.la,med by the theory of the Vaibhashikas. Mahaya W."“ o
kinds, Paramitanaya and Mantranaya. Paramitag aro .tW“
b)f the theories either of Sautmnti/ca, Yogacharg, " iplained
mika ; Mantranaya is explained by the theorieg F rYMadhya-
and Madhyamika only! and begins with the abstr . Ogcf%am
Sunya wng Vi use theories of
' The . Hinayanist is selfish inasmuch ag he sty
h{s own nervana, while the Mahayanist makes compagg; e for
his motto and works for the uplift iy har

remember that Mahasukha, from which } g5y
18 not possible to attain without the aid of
compassion (karuna). To the Hinayanist
genitor of the Law, a Superman with extragpd;

v and Vajrayang

na)
of manking, We  may

ayana originated later on
. r
Sakti, the embodiment of

Dharma and Sangha i.e, the Promulgator

of th !
second, and the Sangha or the congre e Law first, the Law

gation Jggt

18m, whilg Buddhs ig to him
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only the means of obtaining that prajna, which is diffused into the
masses through him. And “it took a considerable time, though
we cannot definitely say how much, for the idea of prajna and
upaya to evolve from Dharma and Buddha "!

On the question whether nirvana meant sunya (emptiness) or
vijnana (consciousness) the Mahayanists were divided. The ex-
ponents of the Yogachara were not prepared to believe that all the
efforts of sentient beings should only end in sumya or nothing.
They, with their chief Maitreyanatha, held that even in sunya,
vijnana or consciousness remained ; hence they were also called
Vijnanavadins. The Madhyamikas were of opinion that sunya did
not mean void or emptiness but only meant “ a transcendental state
(not annihilation), about which neither existence, nor non-existence,
nor & combination of the two, nor a negation of the two, can be
predicated.”?

The entire iconography of the Buddhists proceeds from a
correct understanding of the doctrine of Sunya. The creation of
Vajrayana, viz., the various forms of gods in union with their Saktis,
or as the Tibetans deseribe it, in Yab-yum, was an outcome of the
dual conceptions of Sunya and Karuna or compassion, ‘both of
which were conceived and represented, but which ultimately
proved to be one and the same'. As Buddhism was intended
to become a mass religion it was too much for the propounders of
the Muahayana to expect the mass to understand the philosophical
import of Prajna or Dharma, Upaya or Buddha and MNirvana. To
drive home their significance these ideas were reduced to the form
of icons of worship. And to Prajna, which was treated as one of the
paramitas or perfections that a Bodhisattva must needs practise, the
term paramita was tacked on, the whole standing for ‘ Perfection of
Wisdom ’ or ‘Divine Wisdom ’ and representing the summum bonum
of Buddhist philosophy. And the legend grew that Prasnaparamita
is the embodiment of the scripture of Bodhisattvayana, another name
for Mahayana, that this scripture was also known as Prasnaparamita,
that it was first dictated by the Buddha himself and committed to

t Bhattacharya, Buddhist Iconography, p. XV.
2 Bhattacharya, ibid, p. xvi.
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20 TRIVENI

the care of the Nagas in the nether regions,
not attained sufficient wisdom to comprehen
ed in it, and, that when the time was rip
from the nether regions in the second centu
‘ Transcendental knowledge,’ this Praa'naparamita, became an object
of worship among the Mahayanists particularly, and became the
standard work of the two main sects of the Mahayana, the Sunya-
vadins and the Vijnanavadins. That of the Sunyavading was

a8 in his time men had
d the doctrines embodi-
e, Nagarjuna restored it
ry A.D. This Book of

chapters) of the Vijnanavadins.

Before describing the icono
shall examine the philosophical a
term, as such an examination ig apt
standing of ths former (e, iconography).
into prajna and paramitg, A Bodhisatty
Paramitas (perfections). The term parqm;
and as such means ‘highest condition, point o state, perfection, ’
complete attainment, transcendenta) Virtue. “Tpq para,mz'tas are s,o

frect under-
The term can be divideq

nature. They also transcend the virtues
and the Pratyeka-Buddhgg and lead to ¢
cha phalam anuprayachchhanti)!. The P
skies in Buddhist literature ag ‘a Bodh

Teacher, the Way and the Light, * the Fath
er and M )
even the Buddhas being their children, other to all,

[
. Sublime, digj
supremely important apg imperiShable,’ ‘ » disinterested,

i ead to welfg
rebirths—successful concentration and e highest K::;V happy

he paramitqg becaug

aramitas gre extolled to the
18attva's begt friends,’ ‘the

2
Greatest importance is attached to t . i le(:ge(.i
to distinguish the Bodhisattyag from the inferiop Arhats :Zd (::e
Pratyeka-Buddhas who are regarded gg representins :
negative ethical ideals, while i & merely

vas attain g high state
! Har Dayal, The Bodhisattva p,

% Har Dayal, ibid, p. 171,
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of positive moral development with the aid of thesc? param'z't‘as.
The paramitas were not new, but the new method of ]ux.tapomtxon
was the work of Mahayana, as it was felt that tl_le 8? b?dhz-p-akshya-
dharmas of Hinayana were ‘ too monastic and ant.l-solclal in thelr‘scope
and tendency.’ The practice of these paramitas is of the hl.ghest
degree when they are acquired by the Bodhisattvas for the libera-
tion of all beings. .

Six paramitas alone were considered to be 'th'e chief 'ones as
being the primary factors in a Bodhisattva’s discipline, while four
more were occasionally added to them as being mere.ly supple-
mentary in nature. While six of these alone are men.tloned and
disscussed in almost all works on Buddhism in Sanskrit, the f?ur
additional ones are mentioned only in a few passages without being
explained in detail. The six paramitas are : . . .

1. Dana-paramita, (liberality, generosity), 2. Szla-para.mzta
(morality), 3. Kshanti-paramita (patience, forbear.ance), 4. Vn:ya-
paramita (energy), 5. Dhyana-paramita (rapt musing), 6. Prajna-
paramita (the perfection of Wisdom). The fo.ur. suppleme‘ntary
paramitas are: 7. Upaya or Upaya-kausalya (Skl'll u? the choxcelor
adaptation of means for succour), Pranidhana (aspiration or resolu-
tion), 9. Bala (strength), 10. Jnana (knowled.ge). b

The Madhyamikas declare that the .ijna:pgmmzta is the
mother of all the Buddhas and the Bodhisattvas, "is greater ’tha.g
all the other paramitas as the moon is greatiar tha:n the 'sta'.rs an
that all other paramitas should be tran‘smuted into it ast it m?ludes
them all. In short, they declare that th.e other pan'zmth?, Wlth.Ollt
pragna, lead to the lower stage of the Hmayamt3 while thlf:‘ z.)ra.:ns-
paramita is the essence of the Mahayana an.d ‘1s even su lc].en by
itself without the other Perfections’ and t.hat it producesi, mam:ams
and promotes them all? It is equat‘ed Wlf:h. Sunyata' (vmd),, a :;rm
which they explain in two ways, as .C(‘mdltloned Exxstfmce fan : ;:s
‘ Non-existence . Théy invoke it as if it were a substltutlze tox-'t the
Triratna, the Dharma, the Buddha s.md the .Sa,ngha., a;d ;pp y toi 4 e
epithets, arya (noble) and bhagavati (V_V("TShIPqu- T ?hvtanavla dms
on the other hand explain it in a positive manner as "the knowledge

t Har Dayal, ibid, p, 987.
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of the supreme Good or the supreme Truth’

or simply as
‘Knowledge' and

identify praina with perfect knowledge, regard-
ing it as ‘insight into Reality (tathata)! Both are agreed in
saying that prajua is the source of a Bodhisattva's moral
strength, who after acquiring it
and is perfect and fawless
Musing,

y 18 not attached to anything
in  character. “He loves rapt
and canuot be shaken or conquered by the hosts of
Mara. . . . He is animated by deep and great Love and Mercy
(adhimatra-karuna). He acquires all the dhyanas, samadhis (modes
of concentration) and samapattis (Attainments) of a Buddha "2

The crowning achievement of Indian art is indeed the spiritual
creation of Sarasvati—Divine Wisdom—or Prajraparamita, her
Buddhist counterpart, as a concrete expression or material manifesta-
tion of the power of the Spirit—its virtue or Sakti.  This Sakti is
moreioften contemplated as the consort of the Adi-Buddha and as
the Mother of the Universe who acts in unison with Adi- Buddha
and becomes an abstraction of nature's manifestations “ as well ag
the progenitor of all the Tathagatas and the mother of all the
Bodhisattvas, Pratyeka-Buddhas and Disciples. "

Who is Adi-Buddha? He is a creation of Vajrayana, the

Primordial Buddha from whom even the five Dhyani Buddhas?

are
said to have taken their origin.

When represented in human form
Adi-Buddha is called Vajradbara and is conceived in two forms,

single and yab-yum. When represented in yab-yum, he should be

embraced in yab-yum by his Sakti, whose name is Pragnaparamita

and who besides being richly decorated with all ornaments should
t Har Dayal, ibid, p. 237.
2 Har Dayal, ibid, p. 247.

3 The first thing that Vajrayana created was the five
Sakiis along with a number of deities as emanatin
Buddhas or the Divine Buddhas as they are also call
bhya, Ratnasambhava, Amitabha and Amoghasiddhi.
Buddhas being exempted from undergoing the st
restrain themselves from any activity,
do not create, for they assign that fun
Bodhisattvas. Their number is strictly five though o sixth, Vajrasattva is some-
times added who is regarded as the priest of these Dhyani Buddhas. For details
see Bhattacharya, Buddhist Iconography, Oh. 1.

Dhyani Buddhas and their
g from them. The Dhyani
ed, are Vairochana, Aksho-
They are a peculiar kind of
ages of a Bodhisattva, and
being always engaged in meditation, They
ction to their own emansations, the Divine

*Bhattacharya, Buddhist Iconography, p. xxviii, pl. VI, a, b.
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.. : d the Lapala in the left. The
hold th.e karfth:;-zlzjd(l(«;flhtor?:inritzz at the Nalanda monastery‘ in
concept.lon. ° f the 10th century A. D., while there is nol mention
the begmnmil‘) ani Buddhas in the Mahayana literature prior to the
o.f the ﬁ\;e(vi «:é/hutji (700-760 A.D).). But however, as Hayell has
tm'lete(()if oZt r(the conception of Prajnaparamita, as the Logos or
pol e Y "3 sh older.
' Div:;; e?:;ls(:?p O)fs ]r:-‘;;};apammita was so popular that Asanga of
the sixth century composed a sadhana for her wo'rsh.lp that cou;g
her devotees wisdom. Owing to her antxqul.ty, she cou
confer on igned to any particular Dhyani Buddha like the othfzr
nof;.be as‘éitlf concepti(;n of the Dhyani Buddhas itself was rfot in
de}tles, N he Nagarjuna brought the Prajnaparamita scripture
existence When . ir:ms The Sadhanamala contains nine sadhanas
from' the nether rwi rshi'p two of which assign her to the cult of
relatmgh to 022 of the bhytmi Buddhas. As an emanatif)n from a
Aks'h(')b tya’ of the five Dhyani Buddhas, she is ranked with Kuru-
combma. 100 4 Vajratara. She is of golden colour and bears
kullz.a,, Sitatara }*lw five Dhyani Buddhas on her crown. H&.)r hands
the .m.la:ges 0;: emachakm mudra while from under hfar right and
exhibit t}.le : La: two lotuses bearing the Prajnaparc.zmita book. A
left arm i "ssuth , Indian Museum! answers this variety. -
stone image 10 the to deal with Prajnaparamita as an emanation ?f
Wo have nOWhom eleven goddesses, most of ther.n fierce in
Ashobhye from Wijnaparamz'ta is however one Of his peacef.ul
natare, omaini adhanas relate to two of her varietxfas, on'e white
fo.r e 13Wothser yellow (pita), the former cal!ed Sztapf“ﬂ?"pam'
(sita) and fhe © ter Pitaprainaparamita. Sz'tapra]"ammmi_t“ 1“? two-
mita and the latter Higy of Akshobhys on the crown, sits in the
srmod, beuts [ e(aima) on a white lotus, with a red 1otus_ in }fer :
vajraparyanka posepmmapar amita scripture in her left. She is whnltg
right hand and the decorated with all sorts of ornam.ents a:nd s%lou
" co}ouri)ShO:'lfilep:earance. Much similar to this variety is the
have a beauti

r r who i wever, yellow in colour and
her, Pitap ajnaparamita, ho is, however, ellow 1n
other, £ 1

1 Bhattacharya, Ibid, pl. Xxxv1, C.
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displays the vyakhyana pose (exposition) in her two hands while on a
lotus to her left rests the scripture Prajnaparamita.

Of all the images of Prajraparamita we have singled out one
easily the best (frontispiece), for reproduction here as it is the mos;
exquisite specimen of the Indo-Javanese school of sculpture ans-

wering well the description of Pitaprajnaparamita given above.!

This statuette which has gone down as ‘the masterpiece of

Buddhistic sculpture from Java’ was found in a wood near Malang
and in the neighbourhood of Singasari, East Java, as early as 1819
AD. and is now exhibited, we are told, in the Leiden Museum
Seated in a state of complete abstraction on a lotus flower tht;
sym.bc.)l of purity and divine birth, in the fixed pose :)f a
yogm'z, the goddess performs with her hands the divix;e mudra
Sr sign of spiritual instruction, while her charming face has
that ineffable expression of heavenly grace which Gio i
Bellini, above all other Italian masters, gave to his Mvznm
nas.”* The head-dress, ornaments and dress, with whicha.:l!:-
goddess. is provided are exquisitely and e{aborately Worke(;3
The scfnptu.re is placed on a lotus flower to her left, the st lk.
of which is twined round her loft arm. Judged ,f Sa
stanga.r;l,lwe have no lix‘esitation in acclaiming with Havel;:rat ::iz
wonderful specimen is * worth iritus
creations of any art, Eastern Z’r t(\)ﬂ:t?s::r:?’ :netfl:h; “(‘;: t SF;mt“B“;
Cooma.raswamy dismiss it as ‘somewhat weak ind s: gog 'aﬁ
attractive  and ‘superficially lovely and exquisitel ented bt
without vitality.' Y ornamented but
rigﬁt]f;si:elggggs .’:11:; flate of this sculpture Havell had conjectured
belons to & v ] gu'lg from the style of its execution, that it must
ng to the later period of Buddhist art in Java,

; . . for it f i
main the classic ‘ Indian style of Central Java' oliows in the

1 | Today we have so
My friend, Mr. Ajit Ghosh tel]

N 3 - » s s me t i
thig variety, in his private collectio et thero ia one,

o 8 beautiful image, of

2 Have s Indian Seulpture an,
11, 1 Iptur, ity
. d Pamtmg, p. 51,

¢ Gangoly, The Art of Java, pp. 38-9,

s Wi istory of 8
Coomaraswam y Hist Indian and Indonesian Art p. 20
y Y y Po .
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much research done on the history of Java by Dutch scholars
and Indian scholars such as Dr. B. R. Chatterji and Mr. Gangoly
that we are able to date this statuette almost precisely. The history
of Java is gleaned from two Kavi chronicles, the Nagara Kretagama
and the Pararaton which cover the Singasari (1280-1292 A.D.)and the
Majapahit (1294-1478 A.D.) periods in the history of East Java. The
former stops with 1366 A.D. while the laiter goes on till 1478 A.D,,
up to the end of the Hindu period of Javanese history. According
to the Pararaton, Ken Arok, the ancestor of the Singasari and
Majapahit lines, was a son of Brahma, an avatar of Vishnu and a
relation of Siva, and was guilty of heinous crimes, such as theft
murder, ete. A Brahmin from India came to know from superna-
tural sources that Vishnu had incarnated himself in Java in the
person of Ken Arok. He came to Java and entered the service of
Ken Arok whom he helped easily to get into the service of the
Singasari prince who was himself a feudal of Kediri. “Then he
(Kefi Arok) falls in love with the wife of the prince, Dedes, the most
beautiful woman in Java, of whom had been foretold that her
husband would be a Chakravarti (monarch). After a series of dis-
reputable adventures, the Kediri prince is disposed of by means of
a dagger which is destined to prove fatal to Ken Arok and his
descendants down to the 7th generation. Ken Arok ascended the
throne of Singasari in 1220, and married Queen Dedes. He assumed
the title of Rajasa Sang Amurvabhumi and had succeeded in con-
solidating his conquests before he was murdered in 1227°! Our
image is ascribed to his reign (1220-27 A.D.) and is believed to
represent the features of his queen Dedes who furnished the model.

1B, R. Chatterji, Indian Culture in Java and Sumatra, pp. 6-7.
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Ragini Devi and Indian Dance

By K. V. RAMACHANDRAN

Inspired partly by the nautch and partly by the glimpses of
classic Dance which Indian Art has preserved, attempts have been
made in recent years to recover the lost art of Nritya,
the connoisseurs that attempt & new ori
shade of preference is represented amo
Europeanism of ‘ Menaka ' to the eclecti
provincialism of Tagore, who harks b

It is too soon to appraise the merits of the various exponents, but
generally the performances do not rise very much above the
journalese of Art, though here and there artists have shown
themselves capable of efforts of sustained wsthetic quality by way
of exception. Ragini Devi belongs to the class of exceptions: she
has all the spiritual qualities necessary for the pioneer; humility,
patience, imagination and above all, enthusiasm similar to that which
originally created the art. Art to her is no mere hobby or pastime,
but i3 a passion—a religion almost,
Though a native of America and brou
conceptions of Art, she has sensed
world lay in her Music and Dance—
of painting, and Dance with all the
an added dimension of movement ;
to understand and interpret it,
thing else.

In pioneering work of the kind Ra,
what matters most is not knowledge or
these are in the revival of forgotten a
ground, the attitude of mind which the
the investigation, an imaginative Sympathy capable of overcoming
any barrier without which knowledge itself ig of no avail. Thig
essential requisite is what many eminent Orientalists lack, in spite
of their great erudition and industry, and which Ragini Devi pos-
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Many are
entation in Dance and every
ng them, from the aggressive
cism of Uday Shankar and the
ack to the idiom of folk-art.

» sacred and ceremonioys,
ght up on entirely different
that India's message to the
Music with all the colorfulness
plasticity of sculpture, but with
and has taken it upon herself
because India was thinking of some-

gini Devi has undertaken,
perseverance, invaluable gg
rt, but the spiritual back-
pioneer brings to bear on
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sesses almost without her being conscious of i.t; and the success (?f
her expositions is in a great measure due to t}'ns. The other requbl-
sites of the pioneer are acquirable, and there is not the least doubt
ill acquire them in due course. .
et ?[f]lzr:)v;:aan qstudents of Indian Music and .Dance find to their
dismay, with the first lesson, that what looked sun‘pl(.a and sgon.taix.ae-
ous is really the result of arduous and highly so?hlstlcated dlS(.E;fp. mI:
and that, of all languages, the language of Art is the most di tl'(',ltl.
to comprehend. Artistic Europe has n.ever understood. ar ;ls ic
Asia, and misunderstanding is greatest in .th.e art of 1YIusm w ere.
prepossessions and predilections alike prohfblt mutual 1ntercm;ra:;.
Europe craves for a harmonic perspective fo? every' n.le o. ic
utterence, while Asia finds, in that very .perspe.ctilve, a:n xr-rxtatmg
distraction. It is nothing short of a feat if Ra,gl.m Pew obllterate.)s
her European personality to the point of Indlamsu.]g dances in
professedly European style, and assux.nes another pair o{; e:.rs,tzz
to speak, and another attitude and sings Bageshri as i h.(; ;
music born, and reveals a flexility of fingers and feet Wﬁlct- n;)
many among the trained artists can boast o.f.' She effec lvti;1 Z
demonstrated that Dance is but song mafle visible, becaus;: :
term Sangita denoted not Music a.lone. but 1nstrun%ental Symf ome;
as well, no less than Dance; sh‘e stirred hopes in s?me ht? hu:ho
staging Bhavabhuti and Kalidasa in the very. n‘lannet" Ln whic i 22’
were staged thousands of years ago. Ragl.m Devi ;s music
her soul ; people like her are not to be met with every day. -
Radha and Krishna are themes eternally favoured by .n ian
Art and Literature. At the sound of the flute, the. Taf,imll po?t
sings, the cowherdesses clustered round t-he Dark One'hk.e owers :;
a garland ; and as, fingers cunningly plymg-, eye squmtmg;,h m;ut
pouting, brow upraised and thoughtful, F}ovmda pla,yed. on de 1;u e:i,
the tribe of birds left their haunts and' circled rqund. Hlmlznd Z ood
motionless like feiled trees, and the tf‘lbe of co.ws with folded head,
shook not even their ears lest they miss a partlcle. of the sorfg. Qr,
as the Prem Sagar recounts, “a cowher('iess blending her voice with
the sound of His flute, was singing in treble key; and W-hen. a
cowherdess having stopped the sound of the flute, was bringing
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from her throat its entire note in exact agreement, then Krishna
remained fascinated with delight as a child beholding its image in
the mirror stands rivetted.” Ragini Devi is happy in thimes
which Art has endeared, and she brings to bear on them

technique based on no negligible discipline and a fluency of estura
and command over Indian rhythms, truly astounding. In Pafihm;
§he described the pranks of Krishna. In ‘Radha’s Respons !
it was the shy, hesitant but ecstatic surrender. Her extl:c 1:'e’
skill was no less marked when interpreting the ‘Boat Su lve,
She indicated twilight and dawn and the breeze bearig . (t))ng.
down the river, and by graceful undulations of shouldersgand o
recaptured the rhythm of the flowing waters; and by a i h:rfns’
change of facial expression and gesture, she denoted renug' :.lng
The rhythm of youth embodied the surging emotions of gir:l;;z(;(f

full and overflowing as a jar of water. Interpretations such as these

to the accompaniment of choice music of the kind Azeey Kha

‘his talented assistants provided, and punctuated by the mostn m:‘d
vating melodies of the North, leave memories that abide ever e
. Of proper height and form, and with a face trans;;arentl
innocent and Madonna-like, vibrant with mood and reverie, andi

voice that imparts new significance to Music, she has all the essential
that an exponent of Dance should have. She is thoroughl Lcon o
sant with Hindu achievement in the sphere of the fine a.:;s m(;e'r-
in'terested in bringing together the various traditions of Art v:;h N
VleW. l:,o weave them into the fabric of the Dance of the future. H :
ambition is to spiritualise the art by rescuing it from the ba.r; l't'er
of the professional dancing girl, with whom it is largely a f&l oy
memory practised for the end of gain. She intends furth:r t eat' -
the forgotten dances of Tundava, Lasya, ete. by a stnd 0 revive
available literary and art material and, as a ;irst ste: ty o fhe
centre for the study of Dance where respectable girE]); t;'la;ta;tk:

lessons. No one need doubt her of i
' gifts of mind and i
make her eminently competent for the work. " hoart which
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Current 'Topics’

THE IMPASSE

When the Editor of a bi-monthly journal begins to comment
on current topics, he invariably finds that most topics have ceased
to be current. And in the case of the Triveni whose delays have
become more vexatious than the Law’s delays, the comments must
necessarily relate to events that happened many months ago. Since
December last, the relations between India and England have under-
gone a tragic change. The era of goodwill ushered in by the
Gandhi-Irwin pact came to a sudden close when the present Viceroy
refused to discuss the Ordinances with Gandhiji. ~All these months,
the atmosphere has been surcharged with suspicion and distrust.
Theve is, apparently, no near prospect of a return to normal condi-
tiors. We are passing through s crisis of the first magnitude—the
gravest since 1857. If, as is rumoured, the Conservatives asked
for just a couple of months to crush the Congress, their calculations
have gone all wrong. Their time-table has proved as illusory as
that of the British Government when the Boer War was declared, or
that of the Kaiser during the German advance on Paris at the
commencement of the Great War. With the full support of the
‘ National’ Government, the authorities in India, Central and
Provincial, armed themselves with the widest powers to com-
bat the Congress. They called upon the law-abiding sections
of the public to rally round the cause of ordered constitu-
tional progress. But curiously enough, these sections have not °
taken the arena kept clear for them. By this time, it must be
obvious that either they have not the prestige and the following’
that the Government credits them with, or the very measures taken
by the Government and the way they administered them have
alienated these sober and staid advocates of constitutional methods.
You capnot in the same breath inaugurate an Ordinance regime and
invite the co-operation of men who are fundamentally opposed to

19th May 1932-
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all extra-constitutional action, whether by the Congress or the
Government. »

As always happens, the non-combatants who advocate peace
are ‘at a disadvantage. Their number, however, is steadily
growing, and in the coming months, their influence may begin to be
felt. The Ordinances are due to expire; the Round Table Com-
mittees will soon finish their labours; nobody believes that an
constitutif)n can be worked wilhout the support of the Con resg
:l‘he opinion is slowly gaining ground that now is the tin%e t(;
reverse the engines’ and enter into parleys. Government t
either crush the Congress or conciliate it. It does not look ;nsuéf
they have crushed it, Government Communiques and Parliament l
pronouncements notwithstanding: an organisation that is‘ crus::ill
doe‘s n.ot stage on open session at Imperial Delhi. The only alte
native 18 to conciliate the leaders who have admittedly the lar r;
and the most effective following. Now, if ever, the path of e

is the path of honour. p‘eace

THE ‘ POLITICAL OBSESSION.’

Englishmen, as a rule, fail to understand why the political
problem in India should assume such oppressive pr’ominencz as :
colour the outlook of even those Indians who are primari] t0
and artists. " Indian writers today suffer from the politicaly zoe i
sion,” complains the leader writer of The Times Literary Supplc;mseest-
.y 'ObS‘::'ssion which, according to him, “ mars even the fine QDarte:; ’
Tr?v'em + + - . which, in general, is a model of cathol'y
edlt?ng.” While we appreciate the compliment implied in t}:c
clos'mg; ;Vo;'ds’ we must reply very briefly to the charge levelles
again ; )
pfrticilar.n lan writers in general and the Editor of the Tripens in

The comment betrays a plentiful lack of imagination. Art

and Letters are never divorced from life. A writer always react
eacts

to bis environment, though in a certain measure he sh .
himself. The outstanding fact in Modern India is the m ape.s it
upheaval we are witnessing; we might even call it a,. rebf‘lli—sxded
Renaissance. The phenomenal growth of a new type -of 1llintear:anotll‘xrz
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in the various Indian languages is one sign of it. The revival of
painting, sculpture and dance is yet another. But these and many
more are inevitably subservient to the greatest need of the Nation—
the winning of political freedom. Foreigners can have no concep-
tion of the intensity of the Indian hunger and thirst for liberty. We
are in the flood-tide; we are caught in it; we are swayed by it.
And, what is more to the point, we are glad that we are so swayed,
because, in this process, the fine arts acquire the power that
enriches them and brings them into vital contact with the main
currents of national life.

Swaraj, in our view, is nof the crown and fulfilment of the
Indian Renaissance. It is but the beginning of nobler achievement
in the realm of the spirit. But Swaraj will create the atmosphere
in which the arts will blossom and bear fruit; it will lead us into
the spacious gphere of unfettered play of the mind and the emo-.
tions. Every intelligent Indian senses this almost intuitively. If
Rabindranath Tagore throws up his knighthood for political
reasons, and Sarojini Devi raids Darasana, the same impulse
finds expression in young Kanu Desai’s noble picture of Gandhiji—
“In Search of Truth’—or Venkataramani's ‘Kandan, the Patriot.’
Thus the leading intellectuals in every province are either behind
the prison bars or expressing their hearts’ longings in line and
colour, in story and song. It is futile to seek to interpret the India
of today without realizing all that this means. The political pro-
blem is like & running sore. When it is healed, every activity will
fall into its right place. Meanwhile it is up to the best amongst
Indians and Englishmen to hasten the cure.

“ THE DAWN OF INDIAN FREEDOM.”

In this connection, extraordinary interest attaches to the book
by Messrs Elwin and Winslow of the Christa Seva Sangha, Poona,
published a little prior to the resumption of hostilities between the
Government and the Congress. Christians and worshippers of
Truth, they perceive in Satyagraha the promise of a splendid
victory for the cause of peace and goodwill among men. To them,
Gandhiji is not simply an Indian patriot seeking to free his nation,
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but the harbinger of a new era in human history. Beginni i

the G.andhi-IrWin Pact, they trace the course of eventf ba.":(g thith
and glve a vivid account of the struggle of 1930 and th c'dw?" .
.tha,t informed it. It is marvellous how the authors h o entorod
into the workings of the Indian mind, and tra,nsformeda‘t’:: ent?red
so completely as to think and feel like Indians. But to themse hat
are filled with Grod-vision, this must be comparativel o ﬂfat
so much of anti-Indian propaganda by foreign correz s:?iy' t s
adventurers, a book of this nature is most welcome pW . “"nd
larly c(?mmend'the portions on the future of the Indi;m Che e
the attitude of Christians to the nationalist movement in I;;:: 1 e

A LITERARY HERCULES

ende;ihen a gtrea; literary undertaking is completed after strenuous
urs extending over a quarte i
profits hy it has reason to rejo%ce. ;f,o fi: ZZ’:;;;Z; ﬂ:zen?tlg'n‘that
tl-lat planned it is happily alive, to receive the gra,teful hn 1Vl?ua[
his countrymen, the work is doubly blessed. Such ind oc;n ?‘ge "
colossal translation of the Makhabharata into Tamil prose e;: 1138 th.e
M V. Ram?,nujacharya, assisted by a galaxy of eminent yhalndlt
The Samskrita Academy of Madras honoured itself by pres:::ti(;;rs.
a

congratulatory address to the Pandit and conferring on him th
- m e

title of Bhasha Bharata D hurandhara, in recognition of his valuab]
e

.services to the cause of learning. As one witnessed the

ings of that memorable evening, it was not merely s si hpt;ocee‘d_

that escaped, but one of sadness that these are not tﬁ o rolef

Mahendravarman, the Pallava, or of Raja Rsja Chola f‘e days ?f

o day, can adequately reward a truly Herculem.] t 011: e "

kind ? The cultured aristocracy of South India mig:i &:flthl:
eas

enable Mr. Ramanujacha i
rya to rest
of & lifetime. in affluence after the labours

! The Dawn of Indian Freedom, (George Allen and Unwin Ltd London)
-y naon).
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Kautilya Passes
(AN ONE-ACT PLAY)

By E. NARAYANAN
(Sub-Editor, * The Hindustan Times’, Delhi)

SCENE 1

[One of the Court-rooms in Pataliputra. It is buslt of wood and richly
decorated with carvings. Though there is broad daylight outside, the room
looks dark, shuttered and dimly Lit. All along the wall are low desks
covered with files of State documents. A thin but well-built man of about
fifty-five or sizty is seen pacing up and down the room. He has a dignified
mien and fine features, and from his appearance, may be a Pandit or a
Minister. He goes to the window, opens it, takes up a metal document,
readg it, frowns, puts it back and reclines on his seat of cushions before a
desk, and is lost in thought. Itss Kautilya : Pandit, Courtier, King-maker

and Minister.]

KAUTILYA

So, that is the end !

To yield up all my dreams, to fortify myself with unnatural
content, to say, " Let all be as you wish"—to whom ?—not to
the King's imperial self—not to the rising tide of popular
demand which I have prophesied will overtake each State, not
to a conqueror such as Sikander! That would be patural. But
nothing is to be natural in this most unnatural life of mine. To
smile and to bow, to greet with reverence, to whisper and to nod—
to whom ?—that shaven priest who prates of nirvana and sushupti,
of ordained law that transcends all created rules, who shivers at the
mention of my code, and blanches at the record of my life—whon, if
twenty years ago he had dared to interpose betwixt me and the King,
I would have annihilated as the river Granga does the creeping
cottages of the poor upon her flooded banks. To such an one I

yield my place. My place—not mine! For mine is not the place

t Alexander,}the Great.
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.besidt? a senile man, T stand behind the King, the abstract, most
imperial lord —the man is nought to me. But—Oh Chandragu[;ta.!—-

(Enter Messenger—bows low and stands looking at the ground.)

Speak ! I am in no mood for ceremonies.

I have ti
through all the formulas, that I myself created. no fime fo g0
THE MESSENGER: [Bows again, joins his palms on his breast.]

14
May the most learned master
of all arts, be who i
and eye to the Lord of all this wide domain the, e i the our
]

”
KavuTtiLya

Enough, you mud-souled parrot. T say, enough; out with
what thou wert commissioned to convey. Drop all the pt"eﬁ ™
xes,

MESSENGER
My supreme Lord the King would speak to vou.

KAUuTILYA v
Yes ?

[The Messenger looks surpri ;
prised and bewildered. 1 ;
backwards, he goes out of the room.] Bowing and stepring

KavuTiLya

He would speak to me. But what has he to speak to me ?

To me who always was the first to speak! Perhaps he wants me t
0

;tay on, tt(;l v:lt?an his son to Royalty, to begin yet again where I
egan wi im—and by slow degrees t
fact that power and love are pfles as:nt(f:h tif:t b:lf t}Il{B' g"e‘?t
oppose;i t}? the l1:!18.11, that there is neither reward’, regret neor ::(ﬁmlls
pense to him who acts, that being consci ion i -
dr.o;? of heaven vouchsafed togsupe:nllzl: (::htilll: :fltl(t): N
mllhons.of mankind can have their sleep, their loves and e} e
rhapsodies. Aye, to teach all this, and when his s ')'ates, .
beneath the weight of will, to let the son go, take his f ‘tpl:nt’ o
:;:dt follo:lv cattle-like some Single-visioned. rx:aniac L:t h(::ns ::l;“se
ot ' . m
wande:;x:] Ihslhall show him that even Vishnugupta can refuse th:
g chela of & monk. Why is it that I feel like this? Am
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I too on the road to vile decay ? I—1am Kautilys—and 1 must
fight. Fight for the King against the Man. 1 will not yield with-

out a word. [Exit]

SCENE 11

[The palace. On either side of a door, a watchman stands impassive.
It is the door of Chandragupta's private chamber. The Messenger comes.
He makes to enter the chamber.)
FIRST GUARD

Whither so fast, my friend ? What is the great news ?

MESSENGER

1 know not. The King smiles on me, asks me what my name
is, how much I get for my services, 8ays “Will you do this?” or
“Will you go there?” as if asking a kindness of me—and then
Chanakys bursts upon me like an anger-laden thunder cloud, shouts
at me to haste, to drop all prefixes, and after hearing my message,
asks “Yes?” so coyly and so hesitant as would & bride upon the

first night summoned to her lord’s bedside.
SECOND GUARD
But what was the message that got this wonderful reply ?

MESSENGER

It was nothing ; day in, day out, I carry such to all the minis-
ters, and never once in sll this thirteen years has His sweet Majesty
opce upon me smiled—nor ever has that marble-faced Minister

lost once his placid terper and bid me haste.

FIRST GUARD

The message ?
MESSENGER

1 tell it was nothing more than this—" Go, ask Kaautilya if he
can attend on me awhile,” said my Lord the King.

GUARDS

Ha—Ha—and on this you built up all this tale. We thought
some second conqueror had come across the Sindhu—{They laughl
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[Messenger gently pushes open the door and goes in.
become immobile and stand like statyes.
approaches in haste. The guards join their
Kautilya passes into the room ; the door closes.]

The guards again
(Perfect silence). Kautilya
palms and bow reverently.

FIRST GUARD
He is in haste.
SECOND

True. The sweat drops stood u

pon his brow. His eyes did
sparkle like red cinders,

What does this cool man’s ire portend ?
FIRST
Nothing good for such as we.

(4 dancing girl dressed in silks

passes through the corridor, two small
bages on either side of her.]

FIRST GUARD
She is going to the Prince,

SECOND

But I heard she was not in favour with him.

First

Oh! That was because she wag,

nted him to bring the boy up
far away from Court.

SECOND

Lest he should know how his mother earns her livelihoog 9

First

And it seems the Prince so

likes him that he ¢
with him a day.

annot part
SECOND

That boy looks more g prince than Bindusarg, himself,

FIRST
Harlot's children always are the best.
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SCENE II1

[Within Chandragupta’s chamber. Kautilya stands near a pzllm('z.
The K nZg zoaiks up and down, looking at times through the windows, an
e Ki . _
stops suddenly before Kautilya as he passes him.)

But even in your wonderful chariot, will not the.centml ?xle

et worn? And when the outer wheel begins to s 0\.7V,

onceld gou not rather change it ? And to prove your own theory, will
;V:l;l no}t’ see if this same perfect chariot would go with another axle?

KaAvuTiLya
Yes. If I do have the running of the chariot, as you so
graciously say I have, I would pluck out the a,ge-\fvorn pan: w.lthout
compunction. Be it the central axle or the venea?t spoke ntJ ani
little wheel, I would not hesitate. The dead and dying are not, an
will never be, interesting to me.

CHANDRAGUPTA

Who else should know the axle is decaying than the axle’s very
self ? Ah, me!

[Kautilya loses his lassitude, takes a step nearer. His voice rises.]

Oh King—and this from you, and that unnecessary sigh! I
tell you it is not decay. It is but the dirt that gathers round the
. le };nd makes slow the revolutions, and I am here to brush away
ax

the dirt CHANDRAGUPTA
Chahakya this is the truth: It is not the priest alone that has
Y
made the resolve. I feel—I feel—

KAUTILYA

Don't feel—that is left for your innumerable ?,la.ves. Do, do
Sikander did! Don’t you remember t‘hat cold w1nter' da3‘7 Wl‘mn
Toxi t low as, from the West, sun-like, resplendent in his vital
Taxila llff-dis ensi’ng punishment and justice without thought—he
Streng‘?t Th n[:i htiest man of Time that has been yet! And our own
:?:}l;ea:nd kiZ——(fizr loud-spoken Porus, and that wonder-bag of learn-
i
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ingfl and lzumililt‘i, that long-forgotten king of Taxila,—begged favours
and crept cur-like, with gold and wi i
crept to his very heel. gAnd yi:;i’;;‘:td si(;f:(Iiy;)br:‘Zh?d tll)lmlse_
throng that saw the Yavan going like the sun yrececlind :t T
dawn-flush of his own bright glory into the he;vlt)an Whe :), e
moment gone, & thousand stars had scintillated! Are 0 9‘:;; e
w?m turned to me with shaded eyes and said,—your er :h 1(: zone
with suppressed ambition—, “ I wil] go Wes,t as he is c::x i y Egon?’
Af;d hovc'r far have you gone West? Not further tha rtl;ng .
w1t.ted Nikator’s, your father-in-law’s, harem. The Wes: i . ilow-'
It is past that and far away, and with such ag you thles I:;Ot ""?'
never lay its hand upon the West. You and yours will o
to Time’s decaying touch and yield what you have a everl'bend
when but the final touch is wanted, when the last Zcf? mtls) o
remains for completion. Would I had been a Greek and 2: dal°“°
man for master! I would have kneaded all this your petty e i -~
so much dough and mixed it with the glory of fa.st-break?n “(’}P“".’ as‘
Oh! ‘ Rebel, my King, rebel against this onset of your weg k .
say, ' I will not yield to stupor.” Organise, as once you di: ne’sl‘s—
up my hard-created constitutions, stamp upon your trea,ti.e 99:"
they were poisonous worms, don’t let your person’s habits asda:hlf
customs of the Government, und the traditions, sit on you’r ll]) i h:
imperial mind.  Act once more. There to the East lie all the i
ring millions of China. Or to the West unnumbered millionvsnr;'
Barbarians, who await but your approach to become nations Ha.:
vision. Aye, do anything. I promise to withdraw my <;odes 1;e
write a thousand new ones. If you will but act. Be Chandra n to
once again—the man who, looking on the glaciers of the Igorl')tha
that smiled in unsurpassable height, and at his famished follo ,
said, “ My friends, what glory! Better to die upon those ea.l:v ersi:
frozen white, than weep here and be buried.” Be thi Iz' y
again—Kautilya's master, your own dear peerless self. "

CHANDRAGUPTA.

. You indefatigable old man! Your Chandragupta, as you call
him, will be where you are. 1T, the weakling, go. I leave behind me
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my own blood. And if Bindusara is my son, he cannot but flame
up, as often I have done, at your supreme eloqueunce. Stay on.

Forget me. Make him greater than I was.

KAUTILYA
Is that your final word ?

CHANDRAGUPTA
It is.

SCENE 1V

CHAMBER OF THE PRINCE

[Bindusara reclining on a cushioned seat. Indulekha, the dancing
girl, stands mear a window. She looks very earnest. She has just stopped
speaking and looks intently at the Prince for his answer. The Prince seems

to hesitate)
) BINDUSARA

" But I too love him, Indu.

INDULEEKHA
You do. Then do you earnestly want him to grow up in this
cloying wilderness of intrigue, lovelessness, and falsehood 7 Do you
want his slowly wakening mind to see that she whose breast fed him
to strength is but & harlot? Do you want him to see me ply my
ollect deep secrets of State from enemies ? Do you want

wiles to ¢
him, least of all, to see my unhallowed love for you? No! No
father worth the name would like his child to curse the womb that

bore him.
BINDUSARA

But when the King has given me the State, and Kautilya has
been pensioned off, you shall lead your life as you would wish. You
need not act the spy. Your only care shall be to bring him up, our
child. He need not know that you are anything but my chosen
consort, ‘which indeed you ghall be. And I promise you by his
gweet self, he shall be the Emperor of a greater empire than I
now inherit. Bear with me awhile—a little while, my Indu, and I
shall wash this Court of all its dross, and make it chaste enough for
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our own love and our love's child, What say you? Vet doubting !

Yet hesitant! Do you not know your Bindusara, Love!

[Rises and gods to her—takes heyr hands in his.]

Would T have taken you from where Kautilys's victim had

cast you, and held you to my breast, if T had not intended, even
then, to cherish you ? 1

INDULEKHA
No—No—my lord, remind me not of
yet. Allow me but this. Let him be bro
talk of comes, in some removed place.
unpolluted air, where courtesans will not ki
their poison-breath;—where envy will not follow him, nor slander,

nor this politics.  Yield only this once to my wish, my Prince: and
your Indulekha shall be eyer grateful—ever, 7

that. Imay g0 mad even
ught up, till the time you
Let him breathe awhile
Il his childish mind with

[Th.e door slowly ‘opens. The Pringe and the dancing gir] glance
towards it. Enter Kautilya. He closes the door, turns and sees them' both

He stands silently looking at them The
. Y fall .
strained silence.) fall apart. 4 moment of

KavtiLya: [ Looking at the Prince ]
I have been to the King's chamber.
BINDUSARA
Is he still stubborn ?
KAUuTILYA

That quality alone is left in him of my old master,

BINDUSARA
So he is renouncing ?

KAUTILYA: [ Looks hard at the dancing girl who slyy,
towards the door]
Yes. Heis renouncing.

ly moves

BINDUSARA

Stay, dear one! I and Vishnugupta have D0 secrets that you
may not hear. (To Kautilya) Has the priest come ?
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KaAvuTIiLYA

I have no interest in priésts. They, like the words on their
lips, are superstitions. 1 am a fact and I care only for facts.

Prince!
BINDUSARA

Why not sit, Vishnugupta—and you too, my love; come near
me. Here is our man of facts, and there is no need to hide the

truth from him. Our love is a fact; is it not ?

{He sits down. Indulekha comes nearer and sits down at his feet. He
takes one of her hands in his)

Kavrinya : [Sits down]

Your father is renouncing his kingdom. He tells me he is
weary of it. He has taken for his master a stray madman from
amongst those lunatics who ever prate of nirvana and knowledge.
He is leaving in a day or two with this same madman on an endless

pilgrimage. Has he told you all his plans ?

BINDUSARA

Yes. Last night he called me to his bed-chamber and we
talked far into the night. He recounted to me the troubles that he

took to mould this State to what it is today. He talked of you and

your inexorable will. He told .me that he would leave me to you

and you to me. He—
KAUTILYA

Leave me to you! When did I indeed become a thing to be
left, a chattel to be handed over by sweet, renouncing, sen.tlmental
father to the young hopeful son? Listen, I have tol.d him and I
tell you—I am not a retainer—a flunkey ‘to be.paxd well and
pensioned off when sucked work-dry. I might die—my person
But I—the real [=——am Fact. I have no senti-

might disintegrate.
8 8 I encompass the People, the

ment. I am the Spirit of the State. .
Government and the King. I am not to be passed on with thanks

and oratitude. I am the essence of the sense of nationhood—I
g .

have no separate existence from the organisation that has grown
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around me. People grow tired of me, They fly from me. Some
dread me. But I assert. I am not some vile inanimate lovable

toy to be shifted from owner to owner. When a king rejects me, he
. ?
'8 no more a king. I—

[(The dancing girl rises up, looks half frightened at the

. ) two men, goes
up hastily to the door, opens it and goes out.}

KAUTILYA : [Continues qs soon as the door closes /

I and your father made this kingdom. Yon

at my want of modesty.
to win over to my side.

raise your brows
I assume modesty only with those I want
Your father and I met when he was a
and I was but g stripling full of garnered
old-world lore. But I had even then in me the vision of an empire
—the premonition of a scheme to weld the various peoples of omz
land into a nation. We met. He was ambitions. He way strong
and brave. He was honest. I perceived in him the 1deal Hirst
Ruler for a State,—the man who can with but a little effort be g
God to men. We worked. We wrought this kingdom,
he tells me he is tired, that he wants some calm before }
I have told myself and him that it is not yet time for h

landless young marauder

And now
118 death.

; im to go
away. Our foundations for an empire are strong. But the super-

stracture has not yet had the final touch, He tells me that 1 can
remain and touch it up. And I wil stay and touch it

. up if you
will consent.
BINDUSARA

Most gladly 1 do consent.

KavutiLya
Consent to what, my Prince ?

BINDUSARA

To your remaining at Court, to your bein

& what you |
have been—the main and central prop of along

our dynasty and
crown, the chiefest counsellor, and the dearest friend . our

KAUTILYA
Aye, all that and something more, my Prince.
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BINDUSARA

‘What more ?
KAUTILYA

Your father and I, Prince, grew together. I modified him and
he in turn might have affected my own growth. We complemented
each the other till the two of us were but one single whole—the
State. Now he goes and you step in. You in your youth, and your
want of experience, will not complement me. I must mould you into -
what your father is. I must wean you from yourself, must take
away your self and instead graft on you a mighty kinghood. Till I
succeed in doing that, I must be free to be both parts of the whole,
what your father and I have been. Do you consent to this ?

BINDUSARA

I do not comprehend you. You talk in abstractions.

KavriLya
I was never fond of generalisations. I work in detail. It is
only when I have achieved that I draw broad conclusions. So, then,
if ;rou want to know what my conditions are—well, listen. You
must entrust yourself to me—not as heretofore, the pupil to the
teacher, —but the King-to-be to the King-maker. You must give
up your pleasures, your company, your personal happiness even.

BINDUSARA

My pleasures, my company, my happiness even! Oh God!
When had T happiness? You and my father wilted my childhood
and buried my youth in arid reasoning and ambition. Pleasures ?
What pleasures have I had between you two? I never played
with flowers or children as others do. I never quarrelled, never
laughed, and when my manhood was awaking in me, I never looked
at women who were not in our pay. What pleasures then have I to
give up? What company and what happiness ?

KauTiLya

Repining and sloth are the pleasures of weak kings. You

must give these up—and more—1I again assert you must give up

your present company.
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Binpusara
You mean—

Kavurinya

Yes, I mean the dancing girl who wag here but now.

BINDUSARA
Indulekhs, ?

KavTiLya
Yes, Indulekha.

BINDUSARA

But T love her. She is the mother of my child.

KAvuTILYA
My King cannot find time to love or indulge in selfish father-
hood.
BINDUSARA

What would you do with her and me then 9

KauTiLya

I would have her back at her ¢
singing, sleeping with thoge ] want to

from their close-guarded minds—and

estined work—dancing and
crush, thieving dear secrets

—

BINDUSARA : [Springs up]
Listen, man, I will pot have you ta))x 80

King_to_be__ I lOVe her“I, the

cacies of statecraft, show you the
greed, teach you to curb rebellion
with force. [ ghall have you w
when you have looked long enou
personal comfort is not the thip
I shall let you be King again 5

spurn friendship
and night, and,
8, to know that
end their lives.

gh behind the scene
g for which kings sp
0d 1o more May |
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BINDUSARA

Vain man, you forget you are a man—your limitations in your
affected abstractions—that encompassing your -constitution is a
greater constitution, one of love-—that to it each one of us must,
nay, will submit, as has my father, your complement, and even you,

some day.
KAUTILYA

Ah! Love—love—and meek religiosity—how long am I to bear
with this ? I who w2l not understand this prattle of weak fools ?

BINDUSARA

Aye you will—you will and a very short while hence, my friend !
You shall have some taste of this greater law. You shall see me
make this kingdom greater than you ‘ever did, and‘still remain a man,
and love and weep, and glory in my selfish’ fatherhood. You shall
see the ‘scenes behind,’ with which you threaten me, swept off, and
in their place true scenes, most open scenes established !

KAvuTILYA
[Gets up from the seat, slowly advances towards the Prince, and very
intently)
You mean ?

BINDUSARA

I mean that you will see me reign and yet be man. I mean
the woman whom you cast to the horrors of political harlotry and
espionage grown into her womanhood and truth, and reign with me.
I mean that the dear flower of our love, my child, succeed me to g
purer throne, if God vouchsafe you a length enough of existence.

KAUTILYA

The flower of your love! Your child ! Her womanhood ! What
I shall tell you now, I tell you not out of any sense of personal
triumph or hatred. I speak because I want to break the coils of
petty selfishness that bind vou. Do you remembezj how you came
upon this woman whom you love—-who bore your child ?
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BINDUSARA

I do, and I do know who brought her to the place from which
I dragged her.

KauTiLya
I—was it not ?

BiNDUSARA
Yes, you—and you shall pay for it.

KavuriLya

Now, now, let us not quarrel and get angry.
There is time enough for that. Do you know how I brought
her to that place?
BiNDUSARA

How should I know ? My mind is clean and cannot ever think
of all the vile persuasion you might have used—and she has ever
been silent upon it.

KavutiLya

She has cause to be—

BINDUSARA
What do you insinuate ?

KAvuTILYA

I don’t. T merely recollect aloud. She was even more beauti-
ful than she is now, and she was the most intelligent of all our girls
She could sing like the early wind in the bamboo grove, Shf;
danced like sun-beams on the ripples of the lake. Apnq I had need
of her, dire need. We were hard pressed—check-mated as it were
A vile man had the secrets I wanted —vita] secrets—and I was.
resolved to have them. I tried him all my ways and he was obhdy-
rate. At last I resolved to try this girl. And I bought her

BINDUSARA

Enough——don’t gloat over your sinister triumph. 1 knew o0
well you bought her,—poor misguided miserable .
. poverty-
thing she was! y-stricken
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Kavrinya
You err, my Prince. She was not miserable. She was not
poor. She might have been misguided. I did not pay my price in
money. I bought her with my manhood. '

BINDUSARA
What ?
KauTiLya
I bought her services with the yielding up of my celibacy. She
wanted that—nothing more, nothing less. She loved me. From
very early days she had loved me. She wanted me. I was her God.
And when she would have no other price, I gave what she wanted.
I am the father of her child-—not you, nor that poor dupe who parted
with his secrets. I do not excuse myself. I don’t defend my action.
There was no other course—and in & way she was beautiful. Her
mind, which I had trained, was the fruit I had hoped it would be.

BINDUSARA: [Springs up and catches hold of Kautilya by
the shoulders] ;

You—you—TI have borne with you enough. Swear that what
you said now is a lie; or, by all that's true, I will kill you, for even
you can be killed.

KAUTILYA : [ Quietly]
No, my Prince, I cannot be killed. I am Fact—and I never

tell an untruth but to my enemy or my tool, and you are neither yet.
Instead, I assert the child you thought was yours is mine. Now let

me sit here for a while. You must think over it.

BINDUSARA : [ Returns to his seat and sinks down.
He shuts his eyes. Prolonged pause.]

It is getting late, my Prince. The sun is almost down. I want
your decision. I must see the King once more before that cursed
priest comes back.

BINDUSARA: [Does not answer. Silence again. From far away
a song is heard—of girls and boys singing together.]
Love, Sweet Love!
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All-pervading, all-compassing,

Spirit of Life—breath of God,

Love, Sweet Love !

Scent of the flower, Light of the Star,
Sweetness of honey, Music of song,
Love, sweet Love !

KavuTiLya

Ah me!—There it goes again. Love~love—love—~fantasy-—

hllm.bl.lg‘. When will Fact be sung to like that ? Knowledge—
precision—never, by the throbbing flesh of man—Qh ge
1

Prince ! never !
BINDUSARA
Yes ?
KautiLya
Have you decided ?
BINDUSARA *
Yes.
KauriLya

And what is your decision ?

A!‘e (8] v .
ment ? Ready for the Kingship ? you cuared of your senti-

BINDUSARA

Yes, cured of my selfish jeal
, lealousy. Ready fo ;
Proud o.f my love for that poor woman agnd yher rchl:ll(}]’ Kgg}}ood.
Yes, decided t}.mt I shall yet give her happiness, and thj el
country of mine a breath of truth, and hc;nesty 1: ’Zaltlrc?ated
y and leisure

to love. That is my decision. You
. 0, unl
of looking at things. 8% 1nless you bend to my way

KauriLya

Is that so ?  But I will not go so easily,
1

I will see the woman again, my Prince, I tell you.

will put forth all m
away from you—aye, even claim my child, Y power to

take revenge, but because I care for thig S
all the kings on this earth.

wean her
Not to thwart you and

tate more than I do for
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BINDUSARA
And if you fail ?
KAUTILYA
When a fact is proved a failure or a lie, it ceases to be. That

is all.
BINDUSARA

God will it be so!
KAUTILYA

Aye, God! How easily these words leap to the mouths of men
when they are helpless in their impotence. God—Love—Justice—
Truth—poor maltreated words, deified to soothe unreasoning human
littleness. Aye, God will it so, when you with your littleness have
not the magnitude to will it as you want. You are not King
enough for me, my Prince. Even your father who is now courting
bald-headed priests never called on God when he was of your age.

BINDUSARA

Poor, misguided man !
KAUTILYA

Misguided indeed, in not heing guided by you. I go to see the
woman—the mother of my child. [Ewit]

SCENE V

[The dancing girl’s room. Rautilya reclining on a couch. The even-
ing sun shines in. The dancing girl stands wilh her back to a pillar, look-

ing at Kautilya. Kautilya looks intenily at her face.]
KAUTILYA
So, you believe you love him.
INDULEXKHA

Why believe ?—1 know.
KAUTILYA

So did you say about me, when you thirsted for my kisses.
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INDULEKHA [Flinching)

If you are a man you will not remind me of it !

KavumiLya

Because 1 am a man, I remind you of it.

I )
want you. T even love you. have begun to

INDULEKHA
Don’t abuse that sweet word.

' ' I don't know
with me. Is it again some poor wrete o et

h to be cheated ¢

KauriLya

No. I tell you I want you,

this Court and give you and our
grow into a good man,

I .want to take you away from
child a quiet life where ho will

INDULEKKHA
Our child ?

Kavrinya

My child, then. T am .

= : . getting old and T must o .

King is going away. So be kind to me Comeu:vitl;xuw rost.. The
' me,

INDULEKHA
But how can you leave the Court 9

KavTiLya
Ob, if they want me T shal

| be avaj
have a private life of my own. veilable, but 1 must from now

Do you consent ?

INDULERHA

How could I consent ? T te]] you [ love the Prince. He loves
. e lo

me. I have had my da i
y of passion ang
So I cannot come with you, S only =

thousand-fanged snake before T

weet love.

And as for my child, I shall trust a
trust you.

KAUTILYA
He is not yours alone.

He i i .
knows that, will he be ag fond 19 mine too—and if the Prince

of him ag he is ?
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INDULEKHA

God knows! But be assured, if you force me to it, I will
even tell him the truth and trust to his sweet clemency.

KavuTir.ya

I can be as sweet and kind as he.

INDULEKHA
Aye, to your dupes.
KAuTILYA
(Rises and goes near her) Indu, my love, listen to me. I
might have been a chariot. But do you know how tired a chariot
grows ? Perpetual work, with no thought of reward—do you know
how weary it looks after a time ? Is it for my own pleasure that I
have denied myself till I am almost marble-hearted ? Yow know
you loved me once—loved with a passion that even I could not
obstruct—and do you think such love evokes no response ? I tell
you from the day I held you in my arms, full of cynical triumphant
abandonment, you have been part of me. And see, dear, the future;
you with your matchless beauty and I with my brain can make our
child the greatest of all men. Think of it, don’t—

INDULEKHA

Don't force me. I may have to tell the Prince all my dark
story. I shall, before you try to take away my child. And he is

so kind!
KAUTILYA

Try his kindoess then and I shall try Chandragupta’s sense of

justice.
INDULEKHA

You call that justice, you—

KavuTiLYA
I have no time. I must be with the King ere that bald-pate

has him in his snare. [Goes out]
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SCENE VI

(Chandragupta’s chamber. The King reclining on g couch— Kautilya

sttting at the foot on a cushion,
; ed seat. ; .
either side.] Tuo girls fanning the King on

Kavrinya
But my terms are these,~—the Princ
pleasures—should be at my dis
respect till I tind he is fit to th

¢ should give up his
.posa,l absolutely——obey me in svery
1ok for himself ag a King.

CHANDRA

He is very tractable, Vishnugupta,

- He never yet has defied

KAvuTiLya

Too tractable angd prone to
assert himself or, rather, the Kin
the Man. He must deny his les

yield to hig sentiments. He must

g 10 him should agsert himself over
ser self.

CHANDRA
Have we not all along taught him to gq that ?

KavriLya
Teaching is one thing,

learning i
has effect till the pupil wifls gy

No teachi
to bo tanghy eaching ever

CHANDRA
Does he feel he wag compelled ?

Kavrinya
He does. He says we

killed hi
adolescence with onr codeg a °d his boyhood and maltreated his

nd rules.

CHANDRA
Oh God, forgive me!

But what ig th; .
where you differed with him 9 what is this particular instance

. . KauTinys
our Majesty must be alone before I speak of that
at.
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[The King signs to the attendants to withdraw. The girls lay down
the fans, join their palms, bow down and retore.)

CHANDRA
What is it ?
KauTiLya
The Prince, your Majesty knows, loves particularly a dancing
girl of the Court. He believes or rather believed he was the father
of her child. He wants them near him. They are not averse to
that either. 1In fact the woman too says she loves him, refuses to
part from him. But they must part before the Prince thinks

seriously of Kingship.

CHANDRA
Indulekha ?

KAUTILYA
Yes.

CHANDRA

"She is a sweet girl. I like her child too. Is he not Bindu-

sara's 7

KAUTILYA
No.

CHANDRA
Still he wants him?

KaAvuTILYA
I believe so.

CHANDRA

And the girl too loves him, loves him very much. Onpce I saw
them together, and the light in her eyes was like the setting sun
seen through a bank of lacy clouds.

KAvUTILYA

Your Majesty has turned poet.

CHANDRA
1 am getting old. :
KAuTiLYA
I realise it.
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CHANDRA
What do you propose ?

KAUTILY A
That your Majesty order him to give them up, and tell the girl
to quit the Court with her bastard.

CHANDRA

But how can I? I am seeing things as I never thought 1
would see them, as you will never see them.

KauTiLya

Don’t pity me, Sire. I am content with my shortsightedness.
So you will not interfere.

CHANDRA
Not that I will not—I cannot.

KauTiLya
Why ?

CHANDRA

- I ha.\re lost t.he power. I know the mightiness of love. There
18 no warring against it. Love’s way is the straightest.
KAUTILYA
Love again!

' ; I will not trouble myself or 'you with dissert-
ations. I will put the case in another way. That child is mine

CHANDRA
That child is yours !

KavuTiLya
Yes, T am the bastard’s father, [ begat it.

CHANDRA
How do you mean ?

KavuTiLya

I mean that woman once Was my mistregs, T
I claim & father's rights. I want the mother too

700

Will you now

he child is mine.

KAUTILYA PASSES b5

separate them ? Will you send them out of the Court, tell the
Prince that kings are not to take the leavings of other people ?
You cannot refuse me.

CHANDRA : [Rises up)

At last! Oh Vishnugupta, you are human after all. So you
loved once. You yielded to weakness once. You were a man !

KAUTILYA

No! I never was so stupid. I gave in conditionally. I
bought her services with a child. I shall not speak of it.

CHANDRA

And now she says she loves my son. And it is a question of
rivalry between the Prince of the realm and the Prime Minister. ‘
My God, I could laugh myself to death. But yours is the prior
claim. I shall investigate. I shall decide.

[The door opens, and the Prince and the dancing girl come in. Sﬁe
prostrates herself at the King's feet and gels up. He stands looking

at Kautilya with laughter in his eyes.]
INDULEKHA

I am a suppliant, your Majesty. I come to plead. A
mother, and a woman in love. I do not know what is right. I
will let everything rest in your Majesty’s hands. I shall abide by

your decision.
CHANDRA

My daughter, I know the story. I was acting the judge even
while you came in. Whom do you Iove ?  The child, Vishnugupta,

or my son ?
INDULEKHA

I love my child—which woman will not? I love my lord the
Prince—Oh—so much that if it is right that I must go away, I

simply shall—and I . . . .
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. (The doqr opens again.  Many voices sperking.  Two attendants usher

77? an old priest with a child in his arms—the Priest walks up to the Kin

sits down on the floor with the child in his lap, his clothes al] bload-stainedg],
THE PRIEST

He is dead. Poor lovely one. I rap with him in my arms
But I am too late. He is dead. [The dancing girl springs towards.
the priest, takes the child and sinks down.)

My child—my child—my love—Qh God!

[Bindysam h~astens to her and stands silent. Kautilya gets up and
stands staring at tie group. Chandragupta cries out," What is it 2 How did
it happen ? Is it the child ? ] ' T Hewa

THE PRIEST

I was coming into the Court of the Palms when a chariot
driven by soldiers dashed in, the horses uncontrollable. The child
with his friends was playing there. It was too quick. I jumped
but was too late. The horses trampled him. The wheels went
over him. My God, the pity of it! Sweet little thing! Is it her
child ?

BINDUSARA:  [To Kautilya)

[ With the unconscious form of the dancing girl in his arms)

You can go.
KauTiLya

Yes, I am going. [Walks away.]

CHANDRAGUPTA
Kautilya—Kautilya—listen !
[ Rautilya does not turn back. He goes out and cloges e door.)
. L] rl

[Curtain]
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Jago Patel

( From Gujerati Folk-lore)
By N. M. SHAH, M.Sc.

ey

The Dipavali holidays sent a thrill of joy into every heart.
The rains were satisfactory: it was a ‘bumper’ harvest. The
villagers were busy with various harvesting operations. The women-
folk moved merrily, helping their men. Round about the village of
Vadod were seen heaps of new corn. It was a scene of happiness
and joy. The farmers were delighted to see the fruits of their hard
labour ; the women were full of joy at the prospect of getting new
clothles and ornaments. Jago Patel's whole family was working hard
and sharing in the merriment.

It was a fine winter morning. The beautiful heap of new

millet was shining in the sun. An aroma peculiar to new corn was

filling the atmosphere. Jago Patel was meditating over his affairs.
His eyes were fixed on his heap of millet. Just then, the devil

entered his mind : “ Ah! we toiled and . . . toiled kard; this
whole heap is the produce . . . of our sweat .
hard labour . . . Welaboured day and night . . . oh!

in and out of season . . . And this Durbar will take

away his share without any trouble. " He paused a moment,

his big eyes still steadily fixed on the heap. Again the devil
began, “If I can take away one cart from the heap, so much will
be mine, it will be saved from the clutches of the Durbar. "

% % ® .

©)]

It was past midnight. The whole village was plunged in
deep slumber, when the Patel with the help of his brother and g
servant, filled his cart with millet. Like the Brahmins who

{
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are never careful about their stomachs when invited for a dinner,
the miser in Jago Patel worked and filled the cart much beyond
its capacity. The party started home with the Patel in front and
the Patel’s brother behind ; the servant was driving the cart.

As the party reached the boundary of the village, the axle of
the cart came ont of its position and the wheel stopped. The Patel
with his companions tried his utmost to replace it, but they could
not lift the cart on account of the excessive load. Tt was a very
critical moment for the Patel. He dared not approach anyone for
help, lest he be detected. Neither could he go back since 'tvhe dis-
tance that way was long, nor could the cart be emptied there. The
Patel was in a fix. What to do? As time passed on, his guilty
conscience began to weigh heavily on him : the fear of beine c;uuht
red-handed overtook him. And the idea of publichcens:re
made him more nervous. In such a bewildered state of mind Jago
Patel had to wait there for help from a chance passer-by ,if a:y
happened to come that side.

Gajabhai Gohil—-—that was the name of the village Durbar—
had stirred out early in the morn, as was his wount, for his
morning ablutions with a jug of water in hand. To protect himself
from the winter cold, the Darbar had covered his face, and his eyes
only could be seen. The Patel, as he saw him coming, thought, in
a frenzy of fear, “ This man being a traveller, cannc;t knohw ,the
secret.” And as the Durbar was passing by the cart, he hastily
. accosted him, “ Aye! just help me in setting this cart right.” In
the darkness and confusion, the Patel éould not recognise Ll:e Durbar
on account of the covering on his face; but the shrewd Durbar at
once recognised his Patel, and his long experience revealed the
nature of the secret. He said to himself, “ The Patel is cartin. away
his corn to evade the payment of revenue.” “ If,” he s:).id to
himself on second thoughts, “I am recognised, the Patel will
be in an awkward position—a man of Jago's type will be
ashamed to death.” So the Darbar, looking downwards to
conceal his identity, helped the party, and the Patel setting the
cart right drove home delighted. The Durbar also went his wa,
thinking, “All right, let it go; what's there ? . . . Th(; poob;
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fellows toil and toil . . . and if they try to take away a little
. what does it matter? . . . After all they are my
ryots . . . they are like my children K

@)

Six months passed. The incident was nearly forgotten.

Gajabhai had some some guests. The havaldar went to Jago
Patel's to ask for some cots and bedding. The Patel hesitated to
give them, so the havaldar exchanged some hot words. The Patel
lost his temper and said, “I do not want to stay in such a Durbar’s
place.”

“Who prevents you from leaving? Can’t you get a living
elsewhere ? Be quick,” replied the haughty havaldar.

This added fuel to the fire. The Patel was all anger. He
acted up to his words. At night he prepared to leave the place.
The Durbar was quite ignorant of the affair. Next day, the Patel
witlr his family and cartloads of luggage, passed by the Durbar’s
palace. The simple villagers tried to dissuade the Patel but he
became all the more resolute to leave. The whole affair reached
the ears of the Durbar, who came down and tried to calm the Patel,
asking the reason of this step.

“Durbar! Whatever we have got, we place at your disposal.
We keep for ourselves only torn bedding even in this winter; yet
your worthless havaldar harasses us. We can't tolerate it.” The
Patel spoke out his heart in an angry voice.

The Durbar calmly understood the position. He was very
much pained, and punished the impudent Aavaldar.

He told the Patel, “Well, now return and forget the past.”
But the Patel persisted. He could not be prevailed upon. “ Patel,
go as you will. But find such a Durbar as will help you in lifting
the cart of millet tn darkness,” the Durbar whispered in the Patel's
ear and went away to his palace.

The Patel could not utter a word. A cold tremor passed over
him. He murmared to himself, “ It was the Durbar in reality. He
helped me to steal his own share; to save my prestige, he forgave
me. What a generous heart! Never uttered a word of rebuke even in
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private! Ah! Can I find such a Durbar elsewhere ? What mag-
nanimity of mind!”

The Patel, full of gratitude to the Durbar and shame for him-
self, turned back the carts.!

g .

1 .la (o] Pa.tel 8 (lescelldants llVG even tOdaV m bhe same VIIIage I]llB incident
)

occurred within llvlng men].OIy' about SeVeﬂty ﬁve years ago. But it is Only one

among many. A similar incident i .
of Gondal. 18 algo related about Bha Kumbhayji, the Durbar
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An Epistle to a Martian

By C. L. R. Sastri, B.SC.

“ Human life has become a world-wide thing, but governments re-
main cramped and partial things. More and more people are coming to
realise this. Yet none of us know clearly how to change over to a more
comprehensive and securer way of running the world. . . . And it is
no good mincing matters when it comes to saying why we have not this
universal well-being at the present time. Most of our rulers and directors
are, to put it plainly, narrow-minded, self-centred, mentally indolent,
pompous and pretentious creatures of the past. They are unwilling to put
their minds through the humble and strenuous mental toil needed to raise
the standard of their work, and we others are fools enough to tolerate the
mismanagement. These ruling and controlling people have got enough for
themselves, they stick to the controls like barnacles, they live in relative
comfort and immense dignity, chiefly engaged in the defence of their own
con(;eit, and they do not care a rap what happens to the mass of us, and
the mass of us lacks the spirit, will and understanding to call them to
account. A t housand million human beings are leading lives of want,
limitation, humiliation, and toil ; scores of millions are in immediate danger
of the futile tortures of war, and these dull, self-protective folk, at the head
of things and in control of things, do nothing of what they might do, and
pose for our respect and admiration with infinite self-complacency.”—
Mr. H. G. Wells, in his article, * The Werld Fifty Years Hence, ” in John
O’ London's Weekly of October 17, 1931 (pp. 61-62).

My Dear Friend,
It is only recently that we have come to know of you; that is

to say, not of you exactly, for we have not yet located you, but of
the conditions of your planet, from which we naturally infer that you
also exist. It would be a fine thing if you did: for then we could
correspond with one another and compare notes in regard to our
different worlds. As it is, we know very little of yours, and you,
provided always that you are a living entity, and not merely a con-
jectural phantom, much less of ours; for it stands to reason that if
you knew anything of your brethren down here, you would long ago
have made known the fact. Taking things as they are, however, it
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pains me to think that you evince so little interest in our affairs,

while we are simply dying to know as much of yours as we possibly

can. Whereas you are as mute as a statue, we are literally panting

to shed a ray, for your behoof, on matters of this world. Not that
we have no business of our own to attend to.

altruistic, and we wouldn’t keep you in utter

But our nature is

darkness if, by an
chance, we could flood the chambers of your mind with lig"hty WZ

h‘ave our own affairs to mind, it is true, but we have just enough
time on our hands to cleanse the Augean stables of your ignomnfe
Of course, we have abundance of fun going on all around us: but.
we want you to share it with us. Adventure is in our blood .

. . ; and
though we have come into a vast inheritance, we want to explore

3
fresh woods and pastures new.’ We have not yet sat, like the
mythological gentleman, so long upon a rock that we ha’ve g;'own

to it : our limbs are still capable of movement, and we itch to sti
ourselves to some great achievement o

I

. Our earth is a curious planet, all things considered - and I
advise you strongly to cultivate an interest in it ,

a:ssure you, will not be thrown away. You will find it more inst

tive than your own paltry world. Excuge my irreveren oy ;“c’
compared to ours, your world cannot be but paltry ‘Andciil N
m‘ore ways than one. I do not here speak of bulk' at in
virtue in mere bulk. There may be no solidj .
may contain only a half-penny worth of bread
of sack. I mean that our world is a
Liveliness is its principal feature. Woe are so constituted th

cannot, for the lives of us, put up with the least dy] f"t 'we
Falstaff, we forswear thin potations. We abjure ¢ liess. like
Christ abjured the devil, to get behind us. W er ulness, as
even.at the risk of our lives; we thrive on if, ag a‘t‘: for fl?n,
parasite thrives on human blood. It is all very W"e]] ; e malam.a.l
c¥ass of men to hold the mirror up to & course of p| .Or].a'certam
high thinking. Let them lead such g life that h&vep:‘: iving a{]d
we have recourse to other ways.  Like Sydney Smiths ::::n fi(: t;te:
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bowl of salad, excitement forms the chief ingredient in ours lives.
We are made of the stuff that deplores the cankers of a calm world
and a long peace. “If I had been born a corsair or a pirate,”
thought Mr. Tappertit, “ I should have been alright.” Most of us

think so, too.
This craving for excitement, indeed, has become almost a

disease with us. We want to be in the thick of the crowd : the
more we jostle and are jostled, the more we like it. 'We would not,
if we could, miss even the least bit of fun: with us, it is ‘very
stuff o' the conscience.” The speed with which we are rushed is
simply incredible ; yet there are those who complain that it is very
slow. The truth of the matter is that our nervous organization is
in a state of utter derangement. That is why we want to drink in

excitement at every pore of our beings.

1T

- Recently, we had a war on. The peculiarity of it was that,
though originating only in the West, it ‘broke, as it were, 'its
birth's invidious bar, and spread, more suo, to almost all the nooks
and corners of the earth. This war, it need hardly be pointed out,
was in a class by itself : as Cowley said of Pindar, it formed ‘a vast
species alone. For folly and for frightfulness it had not its equal
in the innumerable wars that preceded it. Indeed, before it, the latter
were not wars at all; they were the merest playthings, the veriest
trifles. This particular war, on the other hand, was a war all through,
a war from top to bottom, a war that could not possibly have any
‘ damned nonsense’ about it. It allowed of no ‘asides,’ of no inter-
regnum, of no ‘unbending ' whatever, but was one pitiless thing
from beginning to end ; in the immortal words of old Mrs. Sarah
Battle, it consisted entirely of ‘the rigours of the game,’ and of
nothing else. Moreover, it was a war that was fought—at least on
one side—for righteousness, and for righteousness alone. The
‘ mailed fist’ was used, it is true, but it was used for no other pur-
pose than that of mercy. Ferocity there undoubtedly was, but only
for the greater enforcement of kindliness and charity among the
nations of the world. In short, it was, not to put too fine a point
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upon it, a war to end war. It was the last of its kind. It was
just the black cloud that presaged eternal sunshine. It W.&S if yo
will, the storm that, for ever afterwards, foreshadowed the tzainby .
in the sky. As the politicians phrased it, it was to have mad :l:v
| world sa,fe. for d'emocracy ": it was to have brought about the 'iong(j
:]:E:}ited Millepnium, it was to have made possible another Eden on
. Those of us that, with any regularity, followed the newspapers
during the four years of the war were simply amazed, were liferp 11
flabbergasted, at the marvellous moral purpose of, England : (}1,
France. The ‘Entente, as they were called, were, truth to t:ll
overflowing with the milk and ¢ream of human k;ndness The’
were righteous to their fingertips. They wore the white ﬂ;)wer o}fI
& blameless life. They—especially England—were actuated by no
me.rc&i.anary motives, were prompted by no considerations of 'emyire-
building. They joined the war—at least England did—'u::; to
succour Belgium and the other ‘ small ' nationalities just to p:'evont
the Huns—as the Germans were labelled, no ’doubt from an
excess of politeness—from overrunning an innocent and
pefa,ce-loving world. None could be more moral, none 1
saintly, none more self-abnegating, than Engla.nd7 and F ance
seeme.d. Never, in short, was there such a rage for right ].ra.nce
for fair-play, and for all the rest of the haman virtues : ti - 1V1“g’
phere was surcharged with their good qualities. To a.da.t t: “words
that Emerson used with regard to Burns' songs P fhe words
1

“the wind whispered them, the birds whist
and bulrushes hoarsely rustled them nay
framed and toothed to play them ; t;h’e ha.x;
cities repeated them, and the chimes of be

led them, the corn, barley,
the music-boxes at Geneva were
d-organs of the Savoyards in all
e ; lls rang them in the spires, ”
ng ana everybody conni i
according to England and Franze—th;v:\(riovavzdsx;z?lz(xi;nff :;e e
We were almost persuaded that the angels were on their si o ot
actually participating with them on the battlefield : B
doubt, (.:ould even point to circumstantial evidence i’
Oher\%blm and Seraphim were hovering over th'n
scanning ths daily situation as it unfolded itself 'e:h
!
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ready with his thunderbolts to extinguish, to annihilate, Germany the
moment the chances of war seemed to swing to her side. ~ All things,
then, in heaven and earth, promised well—for the ‘Entente'; and the
actual end, though disappointing in the sense that—for all this extra-
vagant display of righteousness—it robbed the saviour nations of a
‘ winged ' victory, in the sense that it brought forth no brilliant
denotiement, was still in favour of them—certainly not in favour of
Germany. And one did think that the Millennium which the war
was to usher in, would actually dawn sooner or later, sooner rather
than later: that, in the poet’s words, a new Jerusalem would be
built, not only ‘ in England’s green and pleasant land, but in every
land— whether ‘green and pleasant,’ or not. The world was led by
England and France, and no one had the temerity to doubt their -

sincerity.
11T

The world, in short, was in a fair way of being disappointed :
it E)ut itself right in front of deception. Human nature is not
metamorphosed suddenly, is not transformed beyond recognition,
merely at the listening of a few well-turned phrases, s few rounded
periods : it remains itself, no matter what happens, or fails to happen.
We should not judge men—or nations, either—as they reveal them-

" gelves in a crisis: they obviously rise beyond themselves, but only

just for a moment or so: to sink back again, fathoms deep, in the
mire of their original, humdrum nature, so soon as the crisis passes,
80 soon as the great event subsides. As that eminent writer on

foreign affairs, especially French affairs, Mr. Sisley Huddleston,

puts it :

“ We do not judge the sentiments and morals of & community by its
behaviour in the evangelical camp ; we judge them by its conduct in every-
day life. "'t :

In Rabelais we have a fine couplet:

“ The Devil was sick, the Devil a monk would be:
The Devil was well, the Devil a monk was he!™

14 The Hague( Oonference and After, by Mr. Sisley Huddleston, The Con-

temporary Review, October., 1929, p. 418.
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1v

By the way, have you the breed of politicians among you? Is
the soil of Mars congenial to their growth? You see, we are strangely

ignorant of the conditions that obtain there. You must have wars
1)

no doubt ; just by way of recreation, if for nothing elve. We regard
Mars as the god of war; and you would he lacking in a sense of
humour if you were deficient in the chief article of your own pro-
duce. But, of course, stranger things have happened. Coming
back to my question, have you the race of politicians on your cir-
camambient heights ? If you have not, you have missed s rare
treat. Down here, they are more or less the staple food upon
which we thrive. You may, in case you do not stock the commo-
dity, require some sort of description of them. Well, tasks have to
be faced ; and though I am not a politician myself, and ¢
from inside knowledge, I shall try to convey to you as
impression of them as is humanly possible.

annot speak
accurate an

£

Politicians are neither fish, flesh, nor good red-herring : they
do not come under any exact definition. They are neither black
white, nor chocolate. They are not distingnishable by race ’
or creed. Several species of men (not much resembling one
are classed under politicians,—as mongrels, cur

» colour,
another)

_ 8, shoughs, water-
rugs, and demiwolves are all clept by the name of dogs
as.

Every
country possesses them, to a greater or lesser extent,

. . Their essen-
tial characteristics are the same everywhere and at all times, “

cannot wither, nor custom stale” their infinite variety. Without t:ge
life would become, in Hamlet’s words, * weary, stale, flat, and unpro-
fitable.” They have some common traits ; they are the devil’s finger
in the cauldron of affairs, stirring up strife between nations. Wars og\;ve
their existence mainly to them, Of course, they are full of soft words
In fact, if you are to believe them, they are the very milk and cream.
of human kindness; and, if they had their way, they would transform
the whole world into a paradise. The pity of it is that accolrdin

to them, the rest of the world is not actuateq by the sam; genérouﬁ
motives. Unfortunately, however, the shores of men’s minds are
nowadays washed by an unceasing tide of scepticism; and nobody's
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words, least of all the politician’s, are taken at their face-value.
Time was when they were regarded as sacred: you doubted them
at your owu soul's peril. But the well of people’s faith has comp-
letely dried up. They had given the politicians a very extensive
rope. But the politicians failed, and failed most miserably, in the
hour of their trisl. When they wanted the people’s help, they
paraded an interminable string of noble sentiments. The moment
that help was given, there was an end to their eloquence; some-
thing, apparently, had stuck in their throats. It proved, in the end,
to be only a put-up job; and the truth slowly dawned upon the
people’s minds. The politicians had once again played their
immemorial trick—and had succeeded. It was now the people's
tarn.

The much-boomed war ended—as wars have always ended. It
did not, as promised, pave the way to eternal peace. If anything,
it paved the way to even greater wars in the future. The wheel
had come full circle; and things remained just where they were—
much worse than they were. The wound was not healed: it was
intensified.

If you want me to sum up, in one word, the exact nature of the
world’s mind just wow, it is this: ‘Disenchantment’ We have lost
all illusions: the pendulum has swung to the other extreme. There
is no believing in anything or in anybody. The war has knocked
the bottom out of all Utopias. In the shifting sands of men's
minds, no structure of the human imagination stands firmly. The
centre of gravity has shifted—from intense belief to even more
intense disbelief. To the average man of today, things are simply
not.

Well, it has ever been so. We always feel that we have done
a mighty fine thing, and then, lo! the truth of it flashes upon us just
when our exultation is at its height. Something or other pricks the
bubble of our vanity—and everything is reduced to mere soap and
water. Do you fancy that our world has progressed much since,
first, it was sent rotating on its axis? Of progressin the real sense
there has been none. We have been groping in the dark ever since
the first man was creg.ted, or, as the evolutionists would have it,
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ever since the first man emerged from an anthropoid ape. Our feet
do n‘ot rest on any solid bottom. For s few days, & certain ‘epoch-
making’ discovery holds its sway, and then, like a fired rocket. falls
to the ground in many-coloured particles. ’

" Our little systems have their day:
They have their day, and cease to be.”

They make a slight sensation, and then disappear altogether
They are like the bird that flies out of the dark voiq inio tzl.
lighted banqueting hall and out into the void once more. In f :
most of our so-called discoveries are nothing ; sometime;s the -
even contrary to the truth. Finally, we come back to the : ?r:
from which we originally started. Woe are like the. revell PO“.‘
Mr. Ohesterton’s poem, who “went to Birmingham> b T
Beachy Head,” and in the end did not get to Birminghnm Yool
' You will have gathered from all this that we of this . earth li

in & world of make-believe, Down here, in Longfellow’s worg “XIG;
things are nof what they seem.” W are gl like magked f e’ 1
& pantomime: our real selves are hidden from s o
most who pretends most : all that is needed is ¢
your goods in front of you in g big enough
there are some that loathe this pretence,
practising it themselves : else, they would g
better done as others use ?” Apnd 80,
good fellows amongst us mingle thei
of human vanity.

view. He succeeds
o talk loud and push
barrow. (Of course,
But they cannot help
0 under. “Woere it not
even the still, small band of
r waters in the broad stream

addressed to the void. Do not, howe

ver, b . .
that I have exhausted all information r ) b under the impression

elative to our orb.

“ But there is mattar for a g
. econd rhym
And I to this would add another ta.le}.’” >

Yours inter-planetarily,
“HOMO SapiENg”
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Theatre Architecture in
Ancient India

By V. RaGHAVAN, B. A. (HONS)

Mr. G. Venkatachalam says in his article on “ Theatre Archi-
tecture "’ (Vol. I, No. 2. of the Theatre, page, 109): “Books are silent
as to the nature of theatre crafts in Ancient India. The assump-
tion is that Dramas and Musical Plays were enacted on temporarily
constructed stages amidst quiet cool groves or by the side of village
shrines. Though the names rangahhumi or natakasala connote
some sort of architectural structures, there is so far no evidence to
show the type and the details of constructive features. Tt is
possible that like in Ancient Greece theatres in India were mere
open-air theatres with no  permanent stage fittings or specially con-
structed buildings. Village dramas of today may give us some
idea of the stage craft in olden days.” Then on page 112, he again
says: “As noticed in the beginning of this article we are not certain
today of the nature of Indian stages in olden days, except the bare
information that like Greek theatres, they were open-air theatres
amidst sylvan surroundings or near village shrines. ”

These remarks are painful to one who has some acquaintance
with the Sanskrit texts on:Dramaturgy. The author above referred
to evidently knows no sources of knowledge on “ Theatre Architec-
ture ™ in Ancient India other than the therukkuftus—street-dramas
of the villages where benches serve as the platform and wooden
mortars (ural) serve as chairs, and the kuifambalam of the temples, ‘
as for instance in Malabar. Books are nof silent as to the nature of

‘the theatre crafts in Ancient India. There is ample evidence to show

that the names rangabhumi and natakasala cannote not ‘ some sort
of architectural structures,” but well-planned, well-built, decorated,

.beautiful theatres. The types and the details of const_‘ructive features
- of the Indian theatres in olden times may be known by a reference
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to the Sanskrit sources. This article proposes to examine the avail-
able Sanskrit texts on Theatre Architecture.

Dance and Music were highly-evolved Court arts in Ancient
India. They were not the folk-art to be shown on the streets or
near the village shrines. The palaces contained separate halls for
.IVatya. The Malavika Agnimitra of Kalidasa furnishes us the
information that the palace of the King had & chitrasaly (painti
hall) and a prekshagara (a hall for witnessing Natya). 1t is i nt:l?'g
Dprekshagara that Malavika's dance is presented, Tht;re can llr)l o
mistaking this place to be a mere hall or ‘some sort of archite : nol
stracture.’ It is a perfect natyasala, there being mention sfutlhae
green-room and the curtain. In act V of the Sakuntalg it i id
that Hamsapadika, the King's quondam sweethear ot
sangitasala. Saradatanaya in his work on Dr
prakasa, describes three types of theatres in the palace of th ki
each for the presenting of & different kind of dance. At th eb “_‘8"
ning of his work he says that he wrote the book on seeine ti{;l:-
different kinds of dramas presented by s pro‘prietorg . “'(51'
pivakara from whom he learnt the natyaveda. This Sarada: g
i3 assigned to A. D. 1175-1250. N arada’s Sangita-maka:::g:
a very old work on Music, describes one type of theatre, givin ita’
measurements, etc. The Vishnudharmottarq describes tw,ogt eg £
theatres. Lastly we have Bharata’s Natyasastra, the earlie:tp 5 ok
on Drama, devoting one whole chapter to Theatre Archit ‘:’or
Chapter 2. of the Natyasastra, gives three types of theatre - “"‘;
again divided into three kinds according to their sjze d gi o
measurement, etc, for each of these. #1 Bives also

The verses in Chapter II, of the Natyasastra are confuging i
some places. The great commentary on the Natyasastra b As lzg -
Abhinavagupta helps us a good deal in understandin sz ot
Dr. Keith's Sanskrit Drama, towards the end, contai s o
on stage architecture according to Bharata, but th
very meagre and sometimes mistaken aso, Miss Godavari V
Ketkar has produced a study of the Natyasastra, the use tY tmh' .
book, however, is little to those who do not knov; Marathi ? ; }ch
it is written. Still those who want to have ap idea of thel:y:e:lil;

716

t is singing in the
amaturgy, Bhava-

ns & small section
© account there is

THEATRE ARCHITECTURE 71

theatres in Ancient India may derive much benefit by referring to
the very useful diagrams of Bharata's theatres given by Miss Ketkar
in her book.

The sages request Bharata to speak of the theatre, it being the
first requisite in Nafya. Bharata says that the learned Visvakarman
devised three types of theatres according to the Sastras, viz., vikrashia,
ie, rectangular, chaturasra, i, square, and fryasra, ie., triangular,
Dr. Keith does not say what the wvikrashta means and wrongly
translates chaturasra as ‘rectangular’ Each of these three again
falls into three kinds according to size: jyeshtha, e, biggest,
madhyama, ie., middle-sized, and kaniyas, ie, small. Dr. Keith
misses this second classification.  Of these three, .e., biggest,
middle-sized, and small, Bharata for the sake of good acoustic effect
asks us to choose the middle-sized. A reading of the verses here
would give the idea that the biggest is for the Devas, the middle-

" sized for kings, and the small for the people. Bharata asks us not

to vie with the Devas and their very big theatres, because we mortals
must build with great trouble while they do things by mere wish. So
Bharata recommends the middle-sized theatre to us. Abhinava's com-
mentary here gives original interpretation. We are unable to decide
whether that is Bharata's idea, but Abhinava gives us additional in-
formation, namely, that if Bharata assigns the biggest theatre to
the Devas, it means that we should resort to the biggest to enact
such kinds of dramas as the Dima in which occur fights between the
Devas and the asuras and consequently much space is wanted. If
we have to enact the romances of a king's private life, the middle-
sized theatre is enough for our purpose. We must go to the small
theatre when we intend staging such plays as the monologue, Bhana
plays in which ordinary men and women are characters.

| The biggest measures 108 hastas or H4 yards; the middle-
sized 64 h or 32 yds, and the small 32 h or 16 yds. These
may be of the shape of a rectangle or square or triangle. Bharata
then picks out the middle-sized which he has already praised as
the best from all points of view and gives its dimensions, divid-
ing it into three according to shape, namely, rectangular,
square, and triangular. The rectangular should be 64 h. long,
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82 wide. This space should be divided into two, giving
two squares, 82)X32. The front square should be made into
the audience-hall. The other square should again be divided
into two halves of 16X32 each. Of these two portions, the
front half 16382 should be made into two halves measuring 8)<32
each. An eight-hastas square at the centre of the back half of these
two portions should be made into the rangasirsha. The front half
882 should have at the centre the rangapitha, i.c., the stage pro-
per, measuring 8X16 leaving at both the sides two verandahs of
8 h. squire. The portion measuring 16X32 remaining at the back
of the rangasirsha should be made into the nepathyagriha, the green-
room with two doorways. The bewildering nature of this part of
the natyasastra is plain when we see Abhinava giving numerous and
differing views all over the chapter. Here especially he gives three
other opinions of other scholars describing the measurements of the

green-room, the rangasirsha and the rangapitha in three different -

ways. Abhinava himself bewilders us by giving a measurement of
64X64 h, which will mean a square theatre, though Bharata is
speaking here of a rectangular theatre, 64X32 h. There should be
two doorways to the green-room. The rangasirsha is to be s little
higher, and here it is that the actors make offerings and puja before
the drama begins and wait during the drams when they have dressed
themselves up. Abhinava says that if the stage is imagined as a
man lying oo his back, this space called ‘the head of the stage’
will look like his head.

The chaturasra measures 82 h, on both sides. In this type the
rangapitha is smaller naturally. The entrance to the green-room
shouald be only one. In other respects, the construction of this type
should follow the instructions given as regards the rectangular.
Just as in the rectangular type, the stage proper is also rectangular
in the square type the stage proper is square. ’

Then Bharata describes a trysra—triangular theatre. The
speciality to be noted in its construction is that the rangapitha here

is triangular and has an entrance into the green-room at its back

angle, }

As regards the entrance gates to the sudience-hall, Abhinava
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says that they may be three, perhaps one on each side. In the
rectangular ‘the head of the stage’ is a little higher than the
‘stage proper ’ while, in the square, both are on the same level.

As regards the size and measurement and types of theatres in
general, Abhinava says that altogether eighteen kinds of theatres
are possible as spoken of in the Sastras. Bharata himself says at
the end of this chapter that there are many types of theatres and
that other types must be constructed by learned men applying the
instructions given above.

In » further chapter, Bharata says that we should resort to a
rectangular stage to present dances involving much to-and-fro
movements—gata-agata prackara, which are impossible on a stage
of smaller width. He' also says that in the square and the trian-
gular stages the chaturasra gati only is possible.

There is also elaborate treatment of the number of pillars in
the various portions of the theatre in each type, how and where
they should be raised and what auspicious ceremonies should attend
this stambhasthapana. Bharata dedicates four main pillars to the
four castes even as. portions of the whole theatre to the various gods
for the sake of protection. There is absolutely no warrant for
Dr. Keith to read here the idea that the dedication of the four main
pillars also apportions those four places in the audience-hall for the
four castes in the audience. Bharata speaks first'that a good plot
of ground should be ‘chosen and cleared of all grass, shrubs, bones,
skulls, ete. Music, puja and feast should attend the measurement-
ceremony. The erection of the walls is then described. The whole
hall must be richly decorated with wood-work, representing creepers,
birds, animals, etc. The walls must be decorated with beautiful
paintings of pictures of pleasure, of men and women and of creepers
and trees, after the walls have been made smooth and white with

chunam.

As regards the seating arrangements also, Bharata's theatre
was perfect. He says that the geating arrangements should be in
the form of a gallery—sopanakriti. The seats should be either of
brick or of wood. They should be one and a half feet high above
the ground, to give a good view of the rangapitha. The surface
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of the rangapitha should not be like the kurmapristha (high at the
centre and sloping on all sides like the back of a tortoise); or the
matsyapristha (high along the centre and sloping on both sides like
the back of a fish). It should be smooth . like the surface of a
mirror. Bharata says that the house shall be dvibhumi. This
term is interpreted variously. We may be tempted to take that the
house had two storeys and that thus box-seats were also provided
for in the ancient theatre. But Abhinava, after giving the opinions
of other scholars, quotes his own teacher's view and says that what
Bharata means by that word is that the seats should. be in gallery
form, rising from the pit to the height of the rangapitha. But the
real import of that term seems to be that the house contains two
bhumis, the raised platform for .the stage :and the pit for. the
audience. Bharata paid.due attention to the acoustic properties
of the theatre also. He says that 64 X 32 h. is the maximum
size for a theatre and that one should not exceed that measure-
ment. He praises the middle-sized alone among the three kinds
of houses. The reason he gives is this: “ Constructors ‘should
not. build a theatre of a greater size, for the Natya would besome
indistinet. If . the. hall should be. very big, the actor’s voice would
either become indistinet or bad on account of the necessity for the
actors to shout out. - The colour of the face or the tune of the véry-
ing rasa and bhava would become indistinct owing to the largeness
of the house. Therefore, of all halls, the middle-sized is the best
for here the instruments and songs would be heard begutifully well »
Again he says that the stage should be like g .cave ,;in 8 mount&in
without very large windows, so that there might be a clear and
audible sound effect. Even the windows shou]dvbe fitted with
apertured doors so that there might not be too much air. In this
connection we may observe that Dr. Keith's connecting this dicfum
of Bharata that the hall should look like s cave with the R&mgwah
Hill Cave once used for recitation, etc., is pointless.
| As regards permanent fittings, if we Ro through the further
chapters of the Nafyasastra, we see that in this respect also .the
Ancient Indian theatre was remarkably equipped. The 28rd Chapte
deals elaborately. with dress, masks, ornamented decofations,-r\pagntf
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ing and shading of faces, beards, etc. The introduction of birds
and animals according to the situation technically called Sanjiva is
described. Olothes, arms, and all sorts of accessories made of
stiffened cloth, wood, metal, mud and wax are then described.
Chapter 85 towards the end deals with the workmen, craftsmen,
artisans and artists attached permanently to a theatre or a dramatic
troupe, The garlander, goldsmith, painter, carpenter, washerman
and others are here mentioned.

The Vishnudharmottara mentions only two types of theatres.
It says: “The Natya should be presented only in a theatre, and a
theatre might be of two kinds, rectangular or square. The square
should be 1616 yds. The theatre should not be too small or too
big, for there would be congestion in a small one and the show
would become indistinct in a big one.” The measurement given
here for a rectangular theatre is not clear, the text being corrupt.
This work does not mention the triangular theatre. '

- Narada's Sangitamakaranda mentions only the square theatre.:
It gives a new measurement, that this square theatre should be
4848 yds. Thus according to Bharata this will perhaps be a
Jyestha type. Narads then adds that the nafyasala must be richly
painted with the eighty-four bandhas mentioned in the Kamasastra,
or more likely the dance bandhas of the Natyasastra, inlaid with
innumerable gems of ‘diverse colours and decorated with chowries,
flags and festoons. He gives the house four gates. In the centre
there should be a raised platform, beautiful and perfumed, a twelve-
yard square, in the middle of which the king's seat should be
arranged.

Chapter X of Saradatanaya’s Bhavaprakasa says that® the
palace of a king should have three kinds of theatres. This writer
omits the rectangular type and has in-its place the vrétta, circular
theatre. He opines that the king should have all the three types in
his palace, each for a particular kind of dance and audience. He
assigns to the circular theatre only the chifra variety of the misra
dance .z, the style in which both marga and desi are mixed. The
audience in this theatre should be only males, consisting, besides the

king, of proprietors sofnothemthe‘cber—-pam-mantapikae,: and -the =
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chief citizens. In the square type the audience consist of the
king, courtezans, ministers, merchants, commander of the army,
friends and the king's sons. Here all sorts of misra dance and
music could be conducted. 1In the triangular, the audience with the
king include the sacrificial priests, the preceptors, the king's harem
and the chief queen. The dance conducted in this theatre should
be of the marga style only.

The Swatattvaratnakara of Basavaraja says that King
Venkatappa built a theatre at Tkkeri. It describes the grandeur of
that theatre, worked in ivory and sandal and inlaid with precious
stones, having a garden around it, receiving enough light where it
was wanted and with special artificial lighting arrangements in the
darker portions. The whole house was beautified with paintings of
various themes on the walls that looked like mirror.

The Sangitachudamani, an unpublished work on Musie, seems to
have dealt with the theatre. We have two verses from it describing
yavanika (curtain) quoted in another available work on Poetics. The
verses say that there should be a thick and beautiful curtain in
front. Behind it, there should be two very thin and beautiful.
curtains looking just like thin mist. The first curtain is the front
‘drop’ which is removed as soon as the show begins. Behind the
mist-like curtain, the danseuse performs the dance called lasya.

Thus an examination of the Sanskrit works on D
and Music, gives us the certain idea that the words n
rangabhumi, far from being merely imaginary or repr
thing crude, represented beautiful theatres of various
fically planned and richly decorated. 1t is wrong to
rasikas and royal savants of old thronged by the hi
squatted on the street to witness the Sanskrit
Sudraka, and Bhavabhuthi, or to enjoy the, grace

and - sangita, the science of which has been
literature.!.

rams, Dance
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assume that the
ghway tree and
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ful art of abhinaya
perfected in a vast:

! The Silappadikaram (Tamil classic) describ
dance, more or less square in shape, Three Gurtai:: :r :1::;11 ﬂstlge intended for
ments are also given: We shall deal with it in o further uﬁ:leoned and measure-
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Literature and Democracy

By G. V. SUBBARAMAYYA, M.A. (Hons.)
( Lecturer, V. R. College, Nellore)

I

‘ When we remember Ruskin's warning against the mischief of
masked words’ which chameleon-like change their hue to suit the
whim and fancy of each individial, no apology will, I believe, be
needed for explaining the terms Literature and Dem:)crac tho’ h
f;hey are so familiar and widely current, ‘ Literature * ig ﬁere uﬁd
In the usual restricted sense of “elegant literature’ or ‘bell
lettres, & body of writing “that has claim to consideration oe t(:-
ground of beauty of form or emotional effect.” ‘Democracy' on ;
ses here the same comprehensive meaning which. Mazzinj Passe?;
when he' defined ‘it as “the progress of all, through all ung w;hl
leading of the best and the wisest.” The term is here us’ed as: ing
applicable to the whole community that observes the princi lemi
equality between man and man in the matter of g]] essential rj hlt) ° ot
of which follow as a corollary the democratic State with the iltis, O:
sovereignty vested in the community as g whole, and the dem m:'e
Grovernment meaning “the Government of the people, by th 001'&[10
for the people.” It necessarily implies on the neg’a,tiyve :_seopthe,
abolition of all special rights and privileges, the remo 1l ef ﬁ
artificial barriers between man and men, and :)n the o"’:i‘ ’ d
the emancipation of the poor, submerged humanity, postive side
It may be at once conceded that I, '
flourished mainly under the patronagete::tu;ien:; t::dpat o
Whatever drawbacks may be pointed out in the ancient in t?tOb!es.
of Monarchy, its one redeeming merit has been this » stl' oo
hOfnage always paid by kings to poets and scholafso " oo
Elizabeth of England and King Louis X1V of France to‘ Qutsen
but two striking instances, have eternally endeared t’hem '7‘;93‘3‘0“
mankind by their literary patronage. In our own 0°unt:; v;se::
: 1
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.hag been no royal Court without one or more poets adornming it.

The kings and nobility in India vied with each other in honour-

-ing men of letters, and especially the names of King Bhoja and Sri

Krishnadevaraya whose Courts held respectiveiy ‘the ‘ nine gems’
and the ‘eight cordinal elephants’—as the poets were called—are
for gver gratefully remembered by all lovers of literature. Nursed and
nourished by royal favour, literature had naturally an aristocratic
outlook. Every poem of note was dedicated to some noble patron;
and to an exaggerated praise of his person and pedigree went many
pages. Even in the body of the work, the poet sought to please the

" sovereign by throwing hints that the semi-divine hero of the

mythical story was but a magnified prototype of his patron. The
very episode chosen was made to appear but a thinly-veiled: glorifi-
cation .of some incident in the royal patron’s life. The Faerie
Queene ‘of Spenser was but a grand eulogy of Queen Elizabeth ; the
life and loves depicted ih the classical plays in Sanskrit, in the
Regtoration Dramu in English, and in the Prabandhic poetry in Telugu
are but idealised pictures of the life and loves in the Court. and the
barem. One famous Prabandham for instance, written by. Thim-
mana, a prominent Court-poet of Sri Krishnadevaraya, while osten-
sibly narrating the episode of Lord Krishna coaxing his favourite
consert Satya out of her jealous wrath, seeks, it is said, to argue Sri
Krishnadevarays himself out of an amatory quarrel with his queen.
The ‘cloud-capped towers, the seven-storeyed garden palaces, the
gorgeous domes and glittering minarets, the melting moonstone
pavements beside the meandering rivulets, the celestial gardens in
which the flowers and fruits of all seasens are.found together and
the breeze is ever gentle, ever wooing the coy creepers, and ever
stealing and wafting their fragrance, the chattering parrots, and
chirping pigeons, ‘the strutting swans and dancing peacocks, of
whose descriptions our old plays and poems are so full, were all, we

may be sure, only:the poetical transfigurations of aristocratic life in

its varied phases of. prosperity and happiness.
. It would mot however' be correct to-say-that literature, even

aristoeratic literature,: neglected wholly the democratic view-point.

Even while treating of kings snd Courts, the poets by harping on
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sentiments and emotions, by concentrating on the eternal verities
that confront all beings and by glorifying the basic principles of
humsan nature muy be said to have laid ‘well and truly ' the
foundations of Democracy. Such stories as King Cophetua begging
the hand of a beggar-maid, or the aged King Santanu allowing
himself to be rowed by a boat-maid into the Ganges of Love, or
King Dushyanta casually meeting an orphan-girl in a hermitage,
falling in love with her at first sight, marrying her then and there
in Gretna Green fashion and making her his queen-consort, could
have but one effect, that of minimising the distinctions of rank and
wealth and emphasising * universal human equality in respect of the
profound underlying essentials of man’s common nature” upon
which Democracy is ultimately based. There were, moreover, poets
even in ancient times, who more directly helped the democratic
movement by espousing the cause of the poor man. A Japanese
poet of the eighth century thus bewails the woes of poverty :

* Heaven and earth are wide, but for me they have become narrow ;
The sun and moon are bright, but for me they yield no radianoce. '
Is it 8o with all men or with me alone ? .
Born a man by the rarest of chances,

I am made in human shape like aﬁother,

Yet on my shoulders I wear a oloak void of padding

Which hangs down in tatters like sea-weed—

A mere mass of rags.

Within my hut, twisted out of shaps,

Straw is strewn on the bare floor of earth.

* * *® *

To erown all—cutting off the end, as the proverb has it

Of a thing that is oo short already— ’

Comes the headman of the village with his rod,

His summons (to forced labour) penetrates to my sleeping place
Such helpless misery is but the way of the world. "’ ‘

Here are three ancient Chinese poems anticipating.the care-
free exultant vein of Robert Burns, the two former of which glorify
the lot of the poor labourer while the last one eulogises the prover-

bially impecunious scholar. T give their English rendering in order
below : o
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TAE HUSBANDMAN'S SONG

“ Work, work ;—from the rising sun
Till sunset comes and the day is done
I plough the sod
And harrow the clod,
And meat and drink come both to me.
So what care I for the powers that be? ”

TEE PooR MAN

“ No scarlet-tagselled hat of state
Can vie with soft repose :

Grand mansions do not taste the joys
That the poor man’s cabin knows. ”

THE SCHOLAR

“ A scholar lives on yonder hill

His clothes are rarely whole to view,

Nine times a month he eats his fill,
Once in ten years his hat is new.

O wretched lot | —and yet the while

He ever wears a sunny smile. ”’

Even Shakespeare, who is said to be too aristocratic, pays to
the poor but honest labourer the following tribute which is all the
more striking since it is put into the mouth of a king:

* No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony,
Not all these, laid in bed majestical,

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave,
Who with a body filled and vacanb mind
Gets him ta rest, cramm’d with distressful bread ;
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell,
But like a lackey, from the rise to seb

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night
Sleeps in Elysium ; next day after dawn,
Doth rise and help Hyperion to his horss,
And follows so the ever-running year

With profitable labour to his grave.”

We should also recognise that the race of the Court-poets was
not wholly unrelieved by independent democratic authors like Milton
and Johnson in England, and Bhartrubari and Bammera Potana in
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our own country who openly raised their voice against the tyranny
of kings and nobles, and who would never sell their sacred Muse for
any consideration and never bend their knee to the mightiest
potentate. Both by their writings and by their personal example,
they undoubtedly accelerated the pace of Democracy.

Moreover, if we trace the aristocratic literature to its origins,
we find it taking its rise in a mass of folk-lore, primitive ballads,
crude songs otc., floating loosely among the general community and
floating down across Time without beginning. The most ancient
classics in the West, the Iliad and Odyssey of Homer, are now
regarded on all hands as but artistic compilations of numerous
stories in prose and verse handed down by hoary tradition,
popularised by wandering minstrels and mendicants, and widely
prevalent among the people at that time. I venture to think that
the most ancient Indian epics, the Ramayana of Valmiki, the Maha-
bharata of Vyasa and the Bhagavata of Suka, are also of like nature.
These varieties of popular literature have not at all been supersaded
by their off-spring, the ‘belles-lettres, but have persisted alongside
of the latter down to our time. Indeed while the elegant literature
has been accessible only to the cultured few, these have given
solace and inspiration to the multitude. The ballads and kirtans
recited by our wandering minstrels, and some of the ditties
sung by our women-folk in marriages and other festive
occasions bear on them evident signs of their being as old as the
language or the race. Itis a wonder how oral tradition has pre-
served them so long.

From the foregoing, it is clear that Literature, aristocratic as
well as popular, and Democracy have been inextricably interwined
and mutually helpful from their very origin. Even confining
‘Democracy’ to politics, one will not be far wrong in asserting
that literature and men of letters have on the whole exercised a
profound influence in the direction of political democracy. The
most striking instance in this connection is the influence of
English literature on India. How much to the spread of this
literature the democratic movement in Indis is indebted, even
the extreme nationalist will, I believe, readily acknowledge.
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Milton, Burns, Shelley, Byron, Swinburne, Carpenter, Shaw and
Wells are names to conjure with among all protagonists of the
Indian democratic movement. That men of letters have often
wielded great power in the State is amply illustrated in history.
Demosthenes and Ciero had the most potent voice in the gover-
nance of Greece and Rome during their life-time; Milton was the
confidant of Cromwell; Ibn Al Mutazz, a famous ninth-century poet
of Arabia, was the son and Secretary of Caliph Al Mutazz; Han
Yu, a Chinese poet of about the same period, was a statesman of the
first rank; the famous trio in Japanese literature of the eighteenth
centary, Haku Seki, Kiuso and Motoori were, it is well-known, con-
stantly consulted by the Government; to crown all, two great poets
in India, Bhoja and Krishnadevaraya, were themselves kings. It
can be further proved that great movements towards national
emancipation, of which political democracy is but a part, owed their
inspiration chiefly to men of letters.

_ Martin Lather, the great German writer and translator of the
Bible, was the founder of Protestantism ; Rousseau was the prophet
of the French Revolution ; Montesquieu, though erroneously repre-
senting the English Constitution, got the United States to accept
his plan of separation of the Judiciary, the Legislature and the
Executive; Tolstoy by his teachings paved the way for Bolshevism;
a Burmese author U. Awbatha by his fine trauslations, from the
Pali, of the great Jatakas of Gauthama has revolutionised the life
and thought of people and made the race what it is today; and our
poet Tagore, every one will agree, is the father of the modern
Indian Repaissance.

Besides the work of individual authors, there was one event
in the realm of authorship that made for Democracy. It was the
discovery of the art of printing. This at once made it possible for
any number of copies being brought out with incredible ease and
rapidity and broadcasted among the public. This wide dissemi-
nation of knowledge instilled pew taste and kindled new aspirations
in the common people. It thoroughly woke them out of their
‘ pathetic contentment’ and made them intensely dissatisfied with

‘their existing lot; it revealed to them their high destiny and their
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inherent strength to achieve it. The inevitable drift of it all could
only be towards Democracy.

Now let us consider how in its turn the movement towards
Democracy affected Literature and its votaries. One common feature
of the earliest literature in all countries is its metrical form. Nay,
even purely non-literary subjects such as the positive sciences and
law were written in verse. In pre-Islamic Arabia, for instance,
while the poet was the wise man, magician and tribal oracle, while
poetry was all in all, prose was never written and was indeed not
held to be of sufficient importance to merit such an honour. In
Ancient India, all sciences and arts, not to speak of literary works,
were composed exclusively in verse. The later emergence of prose

is directly traceable to the democratic influence. The verse-form -

that satisfied the small section comprising priestly scholars, and
even helped to keep up their exclusiveness, would not do for the

growing circle of lay public who had not proceeded much further

than the ‘three R's’ but wanted an intellectual pabulum suited to
their tastes. They naturally demanded an easier and less cumb-
rous medium which came nearer to oral speech, and the result was
the evolution of Prose. Moreover, the privileged few in Courts,
academies or monasteries could afford leisurely flights in the fairy
realms of Romance or supra-mundane sphere of Epic or Tragedy.
But to create interest in the busy multitude, the author had to treat
of themes not far removed from the scene of their daily labours
and thus arose Fiction. ’

Another craze of the literate public was for news of all kinds
and for articles handling in a popular way matters of current
interest. This resulted in the birth of Journalism.

While thus the impact of Democracy upon the world of letters
has given prominence to Prose, Fiction and Journalism, the great
classics of antiquity have gradually fallen into disuge, Still they
adorn the book-shelves and their names are uttered with reverence
But they have ceased to be studied and appreciated by the ublic.
They are no longer a live forpe in the modern world, The Eeasox;
is not far to seek. The average reader today is 80 much engrossed
in problems of the moment that he has no eye for the immgacu]a,te
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form, and elaborate technique, the subtle suggestion and high
imagination of the classics. He is so utterly lost in the trees that
he cannot see the wood. He readily hugs the ‘literature of the
hour’ in preference to the ‘literature for all time.’

The problems created by Democracy have so much dominated
the minds of men that they could not but have profound reactions
on Literature. To some one of these problems every literary piece,
like everything else in the world, has perforce to be connected, and
its value as literature is just in proportion to its success in solving
the particular problem. The solution it proposes is its ‘ message’
and art is meaningless without this ‘message.” Bernard Shaw once
characteristically declared himself superior to Shakespeare ou the
ground that he had a clear-cut explicit message to the world while
Shakespeare had none. This strikingly brings out the change in
literary values wrought by problem-breeding and problem-hunting
Democracy. Pure idealism and disinterested art count for nothing ;
instead, only realistic propagandist literature pays. It is not open

propaganda either, for even today men refuse to be lectured to and

sermonised in literature. So the modern author seeks to achieve

his object by a show of relaxation and amusement.

The advent of Democracy has had its effect also on the literary
style. The formal beauties such as choice diction and rhetorical
fourishes have lost their attraction and on the other hand & plain,
familiar, matter-of-fact expression is now quite satisfying.

The worst evil of uncultured Democracy seeking to assert
itself in literature has been a morbid love of sensation. Sensation
today carries the palm over quiet beauty; for every single reader of
Homer or Shakespeare or Tagore there are, I fancy, a thousand
readers of Miss Mayo. There was a time when reading from some
classic formed part of the day's routine for an educated person. But
today, with true Democracy, the mania is for the newspaper, the
detective novel or the sentimental short story. It is no wonder
that those accustomed to the strong wine of sensational literature,
should have no stomach for the mild draughts of pure classics.

Now with regard to the literary profession, the first effect of
Democracy has been a complete break-up of the old order. Along
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with the regime of kings and nobility, their patronage of letters
also came to an end; and there was no ready substitute to make up
for the loss. Authors were thrown upon their own resources and
for a while endured stark misery until the place of the noble
patrons was taken by the literary public. The woes of authors
during this snterregnum are strikingly illustrated by the plight of the
‘ Grubstreet scribblers’ so unkindly exposed in Pope's Dunciad. This
twilight of transition we in India, and especially in our Andhra
Desa, do not seem to have yet passed. Here we have no cultured
public worth the name hungering for literary fare, and the only
literary patrons of today, barring a very few anachronisms of old-
fashioned aristocracy, seem to be our Text-book Committee and
Boards of Studies! Democracy, in other words, has yet to vindicate
its cultural pretensions in this land.
The way in which Demos treated authors has been sometimes
curious and even baffling. No doubt instances are not altogether
lacking in which it gave immediate recognition and all due encour-
agement to deserving merit, and its evaluation has been upheld by
Time. The Poems of Tennyson and the Gitanjali of Tagore, for in-
stance, were fortunate in winning from the literary public instant re-
cognition for their authors as poetic stars of the first magnitude.
But such instances have been few and far between. Too often has
Demos perversely worshipped false gods, and rejected the true. In
either case, Time has vindicated Truth and set right the popular
judgment. Alexander Pope was regarded by the public of his age
as the greatest poet of all time, even greater than Shakespeare! But
Wordsworth was greeted with, “ This will never do!” Tn the realm
of Fiction, Sterne was admired in his day as the most original
genius while George Eliot in her time was slighted as a laboured
writer. Too often Demos began by ignoring or decrying & great
genius but gradually allowed itself to be wheedled or compelled
into admiration. From Milton to Bernard Shaw, we find a host of
writers like Grey, Wordsworth, Keats, Browning, etc., for whom early
popular negligence or disfavour was ultimately transformed into
adoration. Swift in the eighteenth century, Carlyle in the
nipeteenth century, and Bernard Shaw in our own time are thfe
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curious instances of great writers whose utter disregard of popular
favour and open chastisement of Demos, gradually won for
them esteem and admiration from that very Demos. How
one can by patient and assiduous courtship wear out popular
prejudice and win due recognition is proved by the instance of
& recent writer, W. H. Davies. His magnum opus, a tragedy
in blank verse, was rejected by one publisher after another;
then by going out on tramping expeditions, he gathered enough
money to get his first poems printed. But the journals to
which they were sent for review paid no heed to them. Now
taking the matter into his own hands, he went about with
copies of his poems in hand making personal appeals, which not only
brought him money but secured reviews in the leading papers and
his literary position was at once established. At times public
opinion was also diametrically opposed to the critical and scholarly
estimate. For instance The Sight That Failed of Kipling failed
indeed with the critics but was warmly applauded by the public.
On the other hand, while the critics gave George Grissing high praise
as a literary artist, the public gave him the cold shoulder.

It will not, on the whole, be far wrong to conclude that while
Literature both directly and indirectly contributed. to the consum-
mation of Democracy, the latter though it has occasionally shown
sound sense and judgment in discovering and apprecisting literary
genius, has yet to prove itself an infallible guide in estimating true

worth, especially in original writers.

II

Having so far outlined the historical relationship between
Literature and Democracy, I shall now deal with their present
position and future prospect, relative to each other. There are
those who take a pessimistic view and say that at present they both

~ .are drifting apart and must sooner or later come to grief. Accord-

ing to them, Literature is now s spent-up force; it has lost its
vigour and freshness; its high pretensions have been completely
discr;dited; it mo longer pays; its goft flageolet is scarcely audible
in the deafening roar of Industrialism; it has almost ceased to
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count in the work-a-day world ; it is a relic of the sentimental past

and should seem & piece of anachronism in modern Jife,
I completely dissent from the above view. While it is a fact
that one kind of literature, the classies, has almost fallen into disuse
L]

it is not at all true that all literature is now losing ground

Especially the essay, the short story, the novel, the drams and even

occasional verse are far from being underrated, Making allowance
for temporary aberrations of popular whim ang caprice
public nowadays are not slow to appreciate a,chieveme’n
above fields; and when once a writer becomes g

the modern public, the royal patronage of old ig g nothing before the

golden harvest of modern popular authorship. Thig jg amply illus-

trated by the amazing fortunes of Kipling, Shaw, Woells Edgar
Wallace, Conan Doyle and other i , ’
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subject to the same diseases, healed by the same means, warmed
and cooled by the same winter and summer as a Christian is ?”
Now, if ever, is being burnt into our souls the truth of Burns's song,
“A Man's & man for &' that” and especially his saying:

*“ Rank is but the guinea-stamp
Man is the gowd for a’ that.”

The war-weary democracies of today fed up with aggressive
nationalism and economic exploitation, and finding themselves
between the devil of Dictatorship and the deep ses of Communism,
are turning not to the harangues of politicians nor to the fallacies of
economists but to the pages of Tolstoy and Thoreau, of Rabindra-
nath Tagore and Romain Rolland. Shelley was content to claim
that “poets are unacknowledged legislators”; but one may now
assert that they are no longer unacknowledged in that capacity.

There are also pessimists who hold that Democracy has been
tried and found wanting, that it is fast crumbling under the pro-
blems of its own making, that being tied to the wheels of economic
Tndustrialism, it is cutting itself adrift from cultural influences, and
that sooner or later it must give place to Dictatorship or Communism,
either of which is essentially undemocratic. Democracy runs coun-
ter to the old-world conception of the fitness of things. Like the

Prince of Tagore's story, it has entered our ‘ Kingdom of Cards’ and
is shaking us upside down and outside in. The right to err and to
suffer in consequence ig implicit in Democracy, though not of course
intended by it. But if we believe in the truth of our organic
existence as human society, we must needs have faith in Democracy,
For, as Prof, John Dewey observes, “Democracy approaches most
nearly to the ideal of all social organisation, viz., f.hat in which
the individual and the society are organic to each other. The
individual embodies and reslises within himself the spirit and will of
the whole organism. The individual is the society concentrated;
he is the localised manifestation of its life.” .

Is the gulf really widening between Democracy and Literature P
It hes been already shown how Democracy is in the last resort
seeking and finding proper guidance in Literatare, In its tura,
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Democracy is also giving a new orientation to Literature by
persuading it to leave off its old moorings, to come out of its
‘splendid isolation.” The world of letters is no longer a fool's para-
dise, nor are the men of letters mere epicureans of delicious fancy.
Its old aristocratic trappings Literature has long outworn. And
Democracy bas taught Literature that it will not do for the Muse to
be merely ‘riding the Pegasus,’ or angel-like ‘beating in the void her
luminous wings in vain.’ She must come down to the hard earth,
and play the guardian angel for the whole of mankind. She must
prove herself the ‘friend, philosopher and guide’ to even the low-
liest and the lost. She must cease to be the Court-maiden toying
with kings and hanging on their favours, but must turn to the forlorn
suffering humanity and bring to them the salvation which she alone
can. Literature that is purely ‘aery-faery’, that is merely ‘sound
and fury signifying nothing’ or that is simply a weaver of pretty
fancies, a dresser of dainty sentiments, a juggler of jingling sounds,
is certainly at a discount today; it is not wanted; it has no place
in the economy of Democracy. On the other hana, the crying need
of the day is a literature that fills the dried-up channels of modern
existence with the flood-tide of a new life, a literature that brings
home to the bosoms and businesses of men the beauty and utility of
Faith, Hope and Love, literature that riding on ‘the coursers of the
air’ clears it of all mistrust and misunderstanding by proclaim-
ing everywhere the message of ‘peace on earth and goodwill
among men,’ & literature that by raising the minds of even the
bumblest out of their mean surroundings and making them
dwell, for & time at least, on the grand or lovely aspects of Nature
and Truth, makes their lot less insufferable. To perform this fune-
tion Literature must undergo a great change. By its simplicity and
ease of manner it must make itself accessible to all. By its trans-
parent sincerity and disinterestedness, it must inspire universal
confidence. By its sweetness and beneficence, it must endear itself
to everyone. Like a limpid irrigation-channel, the current of Litera-

tare must be ‘of the earth, earthy ’ and at the same time wear the

hues of heaven ; it must not only feast the mind but help to fill the
belly. In a most practical manner, it must stead humanity of to-
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day in all their vital necessities. In short, Literature must breathe
the democratic spirit through and through; it must become the

very soul of Democracy.

" Indeed the liaison that is fast developing between Literature
and Democracy is the most hopeful sign of the times. The leading
writers of today such as Tagore, Romain Rolland, Yeats, ‘A. E,,’
Wells, Shaw and Masefield, are all ardent democrats and humanita-
rians. On the other hand, the present-day leaders of democratic
movements in the world such as Annie Besant, Mahatma Gandhi,
Kemal Pasha, Macdonald, etc., are themselves the finest products of
literary culture and fervent worshippers at the shrine of the Muse.
Democracy is opening up ‘ fresh fields and pastures new ' for Litera-
ture. The material thus furnished is most promising, for it lends
itself best to original imaginative treatment. Democratic life today
is throwing up real tragedies and comedies, real epics and romances
compared with which the tragedies and comedies, the epics and
romances of old Literature almost sound insipid. ‘Orestes’ and
‘Hamlet’ can hardly match the colossal tragedy of poverty and un-
employment at the present day. The ‘ Alchemist' and ‘ Volpone’ are
not half so comical as the peace-pacts and disarmament conferences
of today. Coming nearer home, which comedy or tragi-comedy can
overwhelm us with so much humour and irony as the tidal wave of
‘Sarads marriages ' that overtook us a year or two ago? ‘Iliad’ and
¢ Paradise Lost’ must pant in vain for the ‘high seriousness’ of the
present-day struggle between Man and Machine. ‘ Orlando Furioso’
and the ‘ Faerie Queene’ must indeed blush with modesty before the
romance of our radio and aeroplane. With such themes as these
Literature need not suffer because kings grow scarce. Authors
who have grasped this truth, who have learned to shed the old-
world mythology and grapple instead with this new material, need
have no misgivings sbout their success; indeed they are the best
guarantee for the future of both Literature and Democracy.

No one need wonder that the two are nowadays approaching
each other for mutuaal inspiration ‘and support. This is as it ought
to be. For, in the first place, they both own a common -origin,
nemely, faith in the essential goodness of human nature and in the
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equé,lity, if not identity, of the soul in all human beings. Secondly
they are bred on the same fare—the milk of human kindness, and
the honey of idealism. Thirdly, they are, alike in most respects
mutually inseparable and indispensable. If there is anything in
creation that is truly democratic, it is Literature. The world of

letters has been aptly styled a republic. Worldly rank and privilege
have no place here; only

* Sense and worth, o'er a’ this earth
Bear the gree and a’ that.”

Here is no monopoly for any caste or creed, for any class or
community. It is the common possession of all.

Literature breaks through all barriers of nationality and langu-
age and fulfils itself by appealing to the best in all men. Nay, one
touch of true Literature makes all humanity kin. On the other
hand, if there is anything that forms the raison d’ etre for Literature,
it is Democracy. It constitutes the Millennium consciously or
unconsciously aimed at by all men of letters; it provides the most
favourable conditions for the realisation of the highest ideals-set
forth in Literature.

Without the vital breath and dynamic impulse of democratic
‘motif,” Literature would become anmmic and soon die of inanition.

On the other hand, without the humanising influence and harmonis--

ing ‘soul-force’ of Literature, Democracy would soon degenerate
into & cock-pit of class-warfare and perish, involving the whole
mass of mankind in its ruin. So the want of either will mean
disaster to the other and to humanity.

Born of the same Mother, bred on the same diet, possessing the
same features, these twins, Literature and Democracy, have been for
too long straying from each other, the one in the vacuum of Unreality
and the other in the quagmire of Materialism. In their mutual
alliance and co-ordination lie the well-being of each and the salva-
tion of humanity. “The love of Literaturs,” says Beeton, “ is one
of the most marked characteristios of advanced civilisation, and it

exercises an important influence on practical life, on the destiny of
nations, and on the progress of ages.

738

As civilisation becomes

93
LITERATURE AND DEMOCRACY

int
diffused, the Literature of & country coz.nes more and m:}:?n mbo
Sympatliy with ordinary life. Nor does Literature lose anything by

. i those
being thus brought into contact with common life. For thos

ful which speak to the feelings
works are ever the best and most useiu AP

and sympathies of the great mass of the people.

and too long have Literature and Life been completely alienated from
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How 1 Played——Desdemona,

By S. NARASIMHAM, B.A, BL!

The title no doubt seems to
ha'.s been ever the weakness of :x:nr.)res&‘llzpt::\l::ltbUtfpresumpﬁon
will ho.wever serve as an excuse for any flaws in n): os II:;y attempt
expre.ssxo.n. It bas long been my earnest desire to erith lments. or
and 1ts. interpretation of the play acted. 1 am not h On]';ctmg
hypereritic to carp and ecriticise the author piecemeal : er; lhe the
not he conforms to the sacred Unities or whether h'. et pr or
Icelandic or outlandish derivation. It is my endetwls mords h?‘ve
out how I interpreted the different roles and what actinou}: oo
to'me and to my understanding of the author. It negd &: orought
said tl}at the actor is more in tune with the author tha: th ey be
emerging from a closet, and their relationship is more i : ECh'Ol‘“'
devotional: Now let me pass on to say how I 'n e
Desdemona. Interpreted

Desdemona has not many line
scrappy sentences here and theZe. ;ett (;101:!“&3?3.;, Wihe. ha:‘ a few
form, figure and character! You have to learn about Vll)s“”‘ o
less from herself and more from others. Brabantio int dGSdemona,
her, even in his excitement, with a beautiful deascriptionrzf uces us to

*“ A maiden never bold

Of Spirit so still and qui ‘
quiet, that .
blushed at herself.” at her motion

and Othello gives an ‘unvarnish '

.his W?Oing and how he won her. e’.(l‘ih:al:ho;): ftli]tZr:hofleDcoume o

i3 built upon this fabric of conceit. One has known : esdemons

when she enters the Council Chamber. The few er thoroughly

utters 1‘191‘9. and there are the full expressions of her vsvor;ii - B.he

her traits in every letter. How surcharged with 1(1):1' ;(::li:tt:
?

1The writer is a talented
South Indian
Shakespeare are of great interest.— The Editor Roton
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sweetness and innocence are the seemingly meagre lines of, “T hope
my noble lord esteems me honest,” and “ Alas, what ignorant sin

have T committed ?” And one always feels a thrill while acting

“ No, as I am a Christian

If to preserve this vessel for my Lord
From any other foul unlawful touch
Be, not to be a strumpet, I am none. ”

Such is Shakespeare's delineation of the lovable character of

Desdemona. Her very name has an aroma and & softness about it.

It is just like the master-painter, bringing out his subject in clear
relief, with a few strokes of his brush here and there, and where we

expect them, with no strokes at all, which suggest however far more

than the strokes themselves.
Just as it is the art of the dramatist to introduce his heroine

it is as well the art of the actor to think
The first stroke is said

PS

in an arresting situation,
out his first entrance before the footlights.
to be half the battle, and the actor who thinks out the situation and

makes capital out of it, will have always a prepossession in his
favour to start with.

Well, the situation yields to such an entrance for Desdemona.
To digress a little, but not without purpose, I have seen many
actors and actresses impersonate this character both on the normal
stage and on the screen, but I have never yet found one who
appeared, from the outset, with the fatal handkerchief. She is, as

we all know, married and when you read the lines of Othello in Act

ITL, Scene 4,
“Phat handkerchief

Did an Egyptian to my mother give

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

I did so and take heed on it.”

and read them not alone but along with Emilia's in Act IIT,

Scene 8,
“ Phis was her first remembrance from the Moor

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

to Kiss and talk 0.”
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the ounly way of interpreting the character seems to me that
Desdemona always has with her the fatal handkerchief, till she
Io§es it in Act III, Scene 3. Else, what is the meaning df'her
bringing it in that scene just for the purpose of losing it? It looks
so artificial and unnatural.

To resume, Iago is asked to fetch Desdemons to the Council-
hall. 'We are not told by any references in the play that she is
informed of the cause of her summons. It ig but natural for
Desdemona to be surprised at first at the scene that confronts her
on arrival, though she could have half suspected it. She takes in
at a glance the situation and nerves herself up to brave it through
She ig tossed about by a wave of corflicting emotions She;
must first try to reconcile her old father, with g Pa.ra:l]e]ism
and a plea, but the old man, as old men are ig obdurat
and will not budge. He will not even allow hiS’on] S, e
to live with him during Othello's absence whap h.Ye ug ::
the Turkish wars. So Desdemons, “hitherto hig dagol::e ’
cannot but renounce her fathor ang take to the home of ;18' \ r(,i
casting aside all - thoughts of her father's roof a derk'ord’
ness, in fature. In fact, Brabantio drops out altogeth nft 113: ;
scene, save for casual and ° casualty ’ references to ﬁim % aAe: 1\9‘7
Scene 2, and Act V, Scene 2. Evidently, he never ace utls thc .1' ,
branch but he will die of grief a]} the same. S D dep oo
her last look at her father in tha Scene, with o8 emona takes
only to daughters, hoping ne : " &n anguish known

PIDE never more to crogs har father's thresh-

old and throwing in her lot with 0
thello f
becomes subdued to the very quality of her lo:; ever. Her heart

Desdemona’s love is of g ver .
Y peculiar order g d J
an equal .stt:angeness. It is not the ordinary pagsi n fOthe]los of
girl, but it is like that of g tendril twinj o o & ransway

ecstasy and admiration, 18 round a big tree in

. " Bhe loved me for th

da
and I loved her thag @ dangers I had passed,

she did pity them,
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out a second thought and avows in open Council and before her

father '
“Phat I did love the Moor

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

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.”

That these incidents were, however, common and not out of the
ordinary run of things, is apparent from the fact that the Duke and

“others take the matter rather very coolly and in fact approve of her

choice.
* Othello is far more fair than black.”

From that time forth, her life becomes entirely subdued to the
very passions of her lord. Othello is a Moor after all, changeable
in his wills and inclinations, and African jealousy is a by-word for
its cruelty. She becomes the unconscious and the hapless victim of
the jealous hand of her lord.

I have to say a few words regarding a certain plan in the art
of Shakespeare. One always finds in his plays words strewn here
and there, either with a double meaning or suggesting the very
opposite, and sentences auguring the future, albeit they are used by
the characters unconsciously. Such evidence we find in plenty in
this play. For instance in Act III, Scene 3, where Desdemona
pleads for Cagsio describing him as

* One that truly loves him (Othello)
That errs in ignorance and not in cunning,”

she is only unconsciously drawing a picture of contrast between
Cagsio and Tago and it almost seems she even turns to Iago for
approval of her correct judgment. We see the first Senator saying
in Act I, Scene 3, itself “ Adieu, brave Moor, use Desdemona well,”
and Brabantio, with a “judgment most maimed and imperfect”
saying

“ Look to her, Moor, it thou hast eyes to see,

She has deceived her father and may thee.”

We see Iago himself expound to Othello, the very keynote of

the play, “As men in rage strike those whom they wish best.”
But more than these, which are but faint, we see Desdemona herself .
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in Act ILI, Scene 3, sealing her doom in an unwitting speech, * For
thy solicitor shall rather die than give thy cause away.” How the
words uttered with laughter in carelessness turn later into a
terrible truth! We have again in Act IV, Scene 2,

* Prithee, tonight
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets remember.”
* Unkindness may do much

And his unkindness may defeat my life
Bat never taint my love, ”

and there is the willow song.

The word ‘sheets’ is ominous and a reiteration of that by the
actor or actress will add to it.
last, to learn the end of the play.

The scenes that follow, save the last, I have not much to say
upon, for it would be a weary task to take up every line of the play
and discourse upon it, as to its potentialities for acting. That
depends upon the imagination and virility of the impersonator, to
portray the passion displayed in all its intensity and naturalness,
But one thing I can say and that is this, The more Othello sus-
pects the fidelity of his wife, the more importunate is Desdemona’s
pleading for Cassio. The pleading however is in all simplicity and
artlessness. It is as vehement as it is sincere,
course and the end of the play will be justified. T
Desdemona is a sacrifice and no murder,

One really need not wait to the

Then only the
he strangling of

and things must lead to it,
The vehement pleading clears away the little doubts that lurk in

Othello’s breast and he hastens without pause to the bed
‘put out the light’ of Desdemona for ever.
Let me come to the last scene,

chamber, to

which opens with sweet repose
and quiet and ends with a terrible tragedy too much to endure.

The sleep is symbolic of the purity of Desdemons. There is noth-
ing to perturb her. The transient sleep is soon to
into the eternal. There ig g lingering smile op

while she sleeps, for she sleeps the sleep of the
Othello enters the scene writhing in jealousy and

passion. Look at the mental juxtaposition of the
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worser halves. Desdemona has gone to bed having done her nigllxlt’s
prayer like a true Christian. Obviously, she has not renou;ced.l e:
religion, as she renounced her father. the wa.kes up at the si end
approach of Othello. It may not be a wild con]?cture tl.m.t ;r g;(;)of
fairy whispered to her in her sleep that dapger 18 st.andmg 8 ](:a, 0

her. “She feels, she fears.” Her frame quakes Zvnth a.n' un nov;x’x’
tremor. She wakes up with a start and ca-lls Who. i8 thereI

But she finds her lord with folded arms stfa.ndlng at a dxstan(ze. t’hu
the dimness of the night, nay light, she is not able to.percexve :
surging passions within his breast. The start softens ;lnto1 da s;v:e;e
address, and an invitation to her bed. How s.oon ; ou 4 sho be
disillusioned ? She is bewildered and past her wits whea she

“If you bethink yourself of any crime,

ioit for it straight.”
Her mit?;ll:;b apoplexed and her tongue paralysed hwh:x; she
43 would not kill thy soul.” She does not find her tongue
“malk you of killing ?” Shde :;uml:)llesl :snsi :st:.x:x;n;::
i ituation an e help

throsgh b?t Sh: :E::s:: :;19: :il:tf:::ss of Othello and his unrelent-
ot e be(IomeYet: the dying woman will clutch at & straw. She
in‘g chamelter('l nd ask for the cause. There are no witnesses to
B P aeuce She appeals to Heaven and the heav.enly
L herTrnEZaver;s do not come down to us on such occasions.
She is denie(;5 even the last wish of & condemned soul, tllllat of ;:Z;

ing her last prayer. She is smothered to death when she oug
e smo't;her?d ;ltt:; kla:.]x‘:esi.rony and oft a sacrifice. It haa? been
I":he ;esdemona. But she is unblemished eve.n in her
py WIb d. She will not guit this world with the sin of even
g ; (.11 thought in her mind. She dies a willing. and a
S yl death. The innocents are not afraid of 'it. Her
1 rayer, that v.vas hushed ere it was born, was that [foste-
it ) }I: Sl,d ,'udge of her rightly, and that her lord should realise at
oo ‘0“ J ther that she was innocent. She would not bet.ra,y
e ven thor “ Nobody, I myself,” and take the crime

745

hears,
easily to exclaim,

pOWOI’S.

most peacefu

her lord even then but say



100 ' TRIVENI

‘upon herself. Such is her glorious end. Her last lines, “ Nobody,

“

I myself, farewell, commend me to my kind lord, Oh, fare-
well,” as all last words are, are tremendous in their import
and significance. The whole thing seems to be addressed to

"« Emilia, as the lines are printed, generally interpreted, and acted. But

to me, they are capable of greater refinement and interpreta-
tion. Her final leave-taking must be with her lord, and in
such a way as to bring home to him her spotlessness. He must
reflect upon this at some later time and chafe himself for his
rash act. So, as she is addressing Emilia, with a death-like
paleness and stare, “ Nobody, I myself, farewell,—commend me
to . . .” her eyes turn round and she beholds Othello standing
before her, immaculate and implacable. She puts out her hands in
pathetic appeal and mumbles out to him, “ My kind lord, " intending
to convey to him his ‘unkindness’ and that he has not after all
proceeded upon just grounds, as was his vain boast, and with a
choke and a cry she sinks into her bed, with her last “ Oh, farewell,”
to her lord, a lifeless figure pale as her smock, and cold ags h;r

chastity, reminding her lord of his own beautiful sentiment, some-
time ago expressed in

“ If she be false, O, then
Heaven mocks itgelf.”

_ 3
The Collective Man of \
Ancient India

(A Theory of the Production of Indian Ard)
By S. RaMAN KUTTY MENON

Across the rivers and seas all over the world huge bridges
have been built. A bridge is much more than what it looks above
the surface of water. It has its foundations hundreds of feet
below the mud of the river bottom. Huge granite stones in count-
less number or thousands of sand bags are deposited underneath,
to satisfy the hunger of the mobile mud. On their back rest the
artistically laid out pillars and girders. But these stones are once
for all buried and forgotten in the chilly blackness of the earth.
Even so do the great architects, sculptors and painters of India
live in their native land. They work and suffer and glide off the
face of the earth, without leaving behind a name. But to them we
owe all our visible glory.

QCenturies of accumulated wisdom had taught our ff)rqfa.thers
that the highest satisfaction of the soul could be attained only
through self-effacing suffering and sacrifice for the sake of the
common good, which they called the performance .ot' Dharma.
The individuals that comprise & Nation have varying degrees
of success, fortune and happiness in life. But .the Nation possesses
properties which the individual does not retain. The .culture, the
character, the thought-structure, nay tl.le heart, the mind and the
goul of the Nation remain constant entities, unaffected by the chaos
of individual idiosyncrasies. The paradox is that a.lth?ugh the
Nation is built of individuals, the Nation thinks af:d acts mdepe.and-
ently of individuals. Thus Slocombe’.s description of Gandl?x as
*incarnating the very soul of India’ is not merely an emotional

utterance but a grim gcientific truth. - . e
If the Nation has got an individuality, then will not this indi-
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Yidua]ity express itself in thoughts and actions ? The Nati hich
is better called ‘the collective man,’ existed in Ancientl;md'w ch
today exists in Soviet Russia. The German Nation ha.::l l? o

shm-vn a marked individuality. The huge rock architoct& Wayz
India and the Hindu religion itself are striking creatio u': 1(:

collective man of India. Not one man built or conceived e o l:
temples ; not one man founded the Hindu religion. Th o th

work of the collective giant. ' oy are the

. Under the service of the collective man of Ancient Indj
artists voluntarily gave up their individuality and cater du: Ou-r
tastes. The collective man was their earthly God, and ° -0 bis
him was the execution of Dharma. Such implicit ol;edienser:we ’
co]le.ctive man, harnessed to the superb qualities of self-dece' lo "
sacrifice and self-immolation on the part of the individ mla’ e
our collective man a very formidable giant, He built u o ;‘m?de
tsmbr'acing all the Universe and all natural phenomens, P g.re lp.;lon
imagination could easily conceive of a Brahman witho;zt b ls'gl?nt
or end, without joy or sorrow. cgining
Even this highly religious collective giant could not

t.he wtzl principle governing the Universe, viz, the passio 0f oren,
tion. * Creation itself is both an act of homage and a ; 01: e
the Divine origin of the Universe.” Creative ener - Bctlol.l o
vent to either by procreation or by creative thoy hiy c;\; be glven
of Sankara or Faraday clearly indicates how crea,téi;ve.e " history
completely diverted along an intellectual channe] F: el‘dg Y (fa.n l?e
to have .excla.imed that he forgot to marry. For (;ur coll? ':y is said
procreaf,xor? was out of question, since that business wa ective man,
by the individuals. He, therefore, created things of thes' conflﬂcfed
thfa,t stagger intelligent humanity; but not satisfied witl:mag.'matwn
things he tried his hand on the weighty things of th e shtless
became an architect, a great temple-builder. ° carth. He

. B : .
was not satisfied with a few pieces of granite ut being a giant, he

. e and several i
of lumber for his building, as we are wont to, but fr:mcsl:)ll)il; ;?;;t

sides he carved whole templ
ples. He was not exaspe
- . t
conce?tl?ns of Time. For a century or two, he cou]pd r:f:oidby ?ﬁr
on building the same thing. Thus arose the groat cave.temp]ge:mogf

48.
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India, the Ellora caves, the Elephanta Caves, the rock-temples at
Trichinopoly and & thousand others. None but the collective man
could have built them; the individual is incapable of even conceiving
them. Even granting that the individual could conceive of such
giant dimensions, a realisation of his own limitations—his short
period of life, his crude implements and tools, and the feeling of non-
possession and non-enjoyment of the thing he creates—would make

~ him drop any idea of its execution. Again it is psychologically im-

possible for a man to work if he feels that he cannot even see the
fruits of his labour. Hence the conclusion that the collective man
alone could have built our giant architecture and sculpture. Our
historians say that they were built by kings. That will carry no
conviction since the limitations mentioned with regard to the indi-
vidual apply to kings also. The simple unsophisticated people of
the localities where these temples stand, tell us that they were
created by Gods. That really carries the spirit of the truth.

. When the collective man determined to build a giant architec-
ture, he summoned wholesale the artisans of the land. Summoned
by duty, they all flocked together to execute the will of the giant.
Each artisan sat, gnawed and withered on & chink of the giant
excavations. Generations of artisans poured in before the structure
could be completed. Such was the will of the collective man.
Individuality being an unwanted commodity, any one individual
could be succeeded by anmother or his progeny without bringing
detriment to the work. Thus the collective man built his caves.

What must have been the structure of the society that could
have so whole-heartedly responded to the will of the collective
man ? This is the crucial and most important question to be solved.
Did that society or nation possess unity ? Absolute and harmonious
unity must have existed in Ancient India between the various
castes, communities, and religious sects. This is substantially
proved by our architecture and sculpture. That a higher kind of
unity was prevalent in the India of those days is proved by our
sculpture. Look at the stone images of the Buddha found all over
India. All these images, it must be noted, have identical shape
and convey the same ides. At the same time, the creators of these
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images lived in different parts of the country—-thousands of miles
separating them——without any possible means of communication
between one another, Even now the Panjabi seldom collides with
the Malayalee, and, if the Panjabi and the Malayalee produce the
same identical symbolic images, then it means that there is unity of
thought, ideas and ' emotions between the two. The word
‘ symbolic ’ is important since the stone image of a real cow created
by an Indian scalptor will certainly resemble that created by s
Peruvian, and yet there may not be any unity of thought or idea
between them. The observation with respect to the image of the
Buddha applies equally to other images, of Siva for example,
Hence, there was a fundamental unity of thought in Ancient India.
And everybody will admit that the supremest unity is the unity of
thoughts, ideas and emotions. This is the crowning achievement
of a Nation, and it may justly be claimed for India that she did
achieve this.
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“ Saffron and Gold”

He had no kith or kin,

He had no homa or hearth,
Disease and dire famine

His somrades were on earth.

They said he had some gold,

And that he soon must change,

And so his dear life hold ;

He didn’t ; strange | passipg strange !

Hs fell in wakeless sleep,

They shed soft sorrowing tears,
And said in topes hushed deep,

* He killed, he killed his years!"”

Ah surprise ! sight sacred |
When they his palm unfold

1 is & saffronad thread

Whence gleams a plate of gold.!

0 sighs, choke not the breath!
O tears, crowd not the eyes!
Borne on the wings of Death
Two souls in Paradise

Have met ; wedded again
Waddad as star to star;
In Love's celestial {ane
Their lamps undying are.

MANJERD 8. ISVARAN
dsst. Editor, ' Triveni®

1The \d
\%‘ #ymbol of wifehood,
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Reviews

[We shall be glad to review books in all Indian languages and in
English, French and German. Books for Review should reach the office at
least SIX WEEKS in advance of the day of publication of the Journal].

SANSKRIT

The Mahabharata, Southern Recension.— [Critically edited by P.P.S.’

Sastri, B. A. (Oxon); Vols. I & 1I, Adi Parvan ; Price Rs. 6/ per set or
Rs. 4/ per volume; published by Vavilla Ramaswami Sastrulu & Sons,
Esplanade, Madras.]

Indologists have beon aware for some time now of more than one
recension of the Mahabharata. Dr. Burnell and following him Prof.
Winternitz bad called attention to the Southern recension even as early
as 1898. No apology is therefore needed for this publication of a eritical
and definitive text of that recension. We hasten to congratulate the
enterprising publishers as much for their commendable venture as for their
discriminating choico of an editor. Professor Sastri discusses in detail
the available 1nanuscript material and the outstanding features of the
Southern recension. So far as the Adi Parvan is concerned, he would
appear to bo on firm ground in making out over half-a-dozen distinctive
characteristics of that recension. These are the omission of the Brahma-
(Ganesa Episode, the enumeration of chapters, of stanzas and verses
definitely varying from that of the Northern version, the transposition of
the Yayati and Sakuntala Episodes, the omission of the Nalayaniyo-
pakhyana, the inclusion of the incidents of the antar-dvipa-prakaranra, and
so on. The distinctive features are fully supported by the representative
manuseripts so carefully chosen by the editor for the constitution of his

text. Nob even a quarter of a verse, it is elaimed, hag been a.d;i?ddmithp-dm-

the sanction of the available manuscript material.

The text thus constituted will, we have no doubt, pr thentie
and consequently valuable to scholars in their assessment o orth of
the critical edition of the Bhandarkar Oriental Institute, bbor, we
find, corresponds in its general features, more closely to th s consbi-
tuted in the Southern recension.

The South has contributed not a little both to thel q(ment and
to the preservation of Sanskrit Literature and it would ’ extremely
probable that the much fuller Boutbern recension of theyz, . .. o
also the more authentic one. The usual prejudice of 1,1 criticism is
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against longer recensions, but both textual and historical considerations
impel us in the opposite direction in the present case. The Southern
recension does not always sin by inclusion, the omission already mentioned
of the Ganesa Episode is significant ; that it has a greater sense of logical
8equence in the arrangement of its episodes is not evidence of a later dawn-
ing of the logical sequenne; other things being equal, it is prima facie
evidence of authenticity. There is fuller support both for its enumeration
of verses, etc., and its episodes, from such early writers as Nannayya of
the eleventh century, the translator of the Makabharata into Telugu. Dion
Chrysostom is reported to have referred ss early as the first century A.D.
to the hundred thousand verses of this epic. In the epic itself there is
unmistakable reference to this number of verses in more than one place.
The only legitimate conclusion would seem to be that drawn by the able
editor, that the original Mahabharata must have approximated to the
1,00,000 verses than to any lesser number. The value of the Southern
recension will thus be patent.

In the constitution of the text, a single manusecript which appeared on
all considerations to be most trustworthy, has been serupulously adhered to
throughout. The footnotes contain variant readings but are not cumbered
with them, only such readings being chosen as can be of value to the
critical scholar, because of their greater charm or intelligibility. The very
elaborate tables of contents and indices will prove of inestimable value to
the scholar, while the handy and attractive get-up will commend the
volumes to all who venerate the Mahabharata. The quick succession in
which the first two volumes have come out, holds out a very reasonable
assurance of the work being completed at no distant date. It is to be
hoped that the publishers will meet with the encouragement they so richly

deserve, -

' ENGLISH

Tl Problem of Federalism—Two volumes : By Sobei Mogi. [With a
~~prefaciby H. J. Laski, pp. 1144. Price 36 sh., the set. Allen and Unwin.]
M1 Sobei Mogi’s two volumes on The Problem of Federalism are a
timely Rublication for us in India. Here we have an exhaustive and
acaura-ﬁe urvey of the growth of the doctrine of federalism from the earliest
times to Yo present day. Mr. Mogi takes up every thinker who has made
any cont\gtion to federal theory, and states his views with completeness
and olarity In all the recent discussions of this very important subject
in Indis, O notices an alarming tendency to neglect the theory of feder-
alism a.ltO‘S er. We are told that theories and precedents are no use
when the liar conditions’® of India require institutions which are not
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the less desirable because they run counter to them. The latest report of
the Federal Structure Committee really goes much further and denounces
any attempt to criticise its proposals in the light of theory. With very
great respect to the talented and wise lawyers and statesmen who assisted
in the formulation of the Round Table Conference Scheme, it is submitted
that the only test of the soundness of institutions must be their essential
validity in relation to ascertained human experience which alone ripens
into canons of political seience, in due time.
The idea of a composite state has a history which reaches back into

classical times. We are however very much more concerned with the
particular form of composite state known as the Federal State, and the
most distinguishing characteristic of this type of state is that it is based
upon Law strictly so called. Almost every writer whose views Mr. Mogi
has collected in his tomes is agreed about this. When the Indian Princes,
for instance, say that they would safeguard their sovereignty by reserving
the right to re-enact national laws 80 as to make them applicable within
their territories, they are suggesting something which ig essentially outside
the doctrine of federalism. And a careful study of the views of German
thinkers, particularly of those who advocated the Genossenschafistheorie,
would reveal the great difficulties that exist in reconciling the orthédox
notions of sovereignty with the facts of modern federalism. Is it true to
say that the component states of a modern federal state are sovereign in
the real sense of that term ? Is even the national government sovereign ?
It is said that there is a division of soveréigu ty. But a striotly
logical analysis, based upon well-accepted canons of law would show
that neither the states nor the national government are possessed of
sovereignty in & federal state. This confusion arises because the -
qistinction between sovereignty and the exercise of sovereign powers
is overlooked. The highest authority in the state, whose will knows
no superior, i the sovereign. And in modern demooratic states, it
is the people who are acknowledged to possess this power. It n;edﬂ
no logic nor law to understand that sovereignty in this vie ally
rests with whoever has the amending power in the state. The oon u}w
is the expression of the will of the sovereign, and has to be oonfc piafisa -
by the national and state governments. It is thus futile fo o od to
preservation of sovereignty under a federal system for the eompo: fim the
thereof : the very fact of federal integration consumes individual b parts
ties so a8 to create a single all-embracing sovereignty. Wh h"“‘:n.
state and national governments to do is to administer % o for
sovereignty under the authority conferred by the conatitutio rp: wo_r;' 0‘ '
real discussion of this important theoretical aspeot of the 10,,.:: ' g::

proceedings of the Indian Round Table Conference. * On s
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these and several other very important questions were the first to demand
the attention of the wise men who sat in Weimar to determine the
destinies of Republican Germany.

We recommend Mr. Mogi’s able and interesting survey confidently to
students and publicists. In India particularly, we repeat, we stand to
gain by a study of this book. It will smooth the work of Round Tablers,

- who flounder because they do not, dare not, base their attitude upon proven,

sound theory. Politics is a difficult science, and great men have laboured
to give it perfection as Mr. Mogi's marvel of industry has shown. It were
unwise to reject their testimony.

N.D.V.

The Kadamba Kula.—By George M. Moraes, M.A. [With a Preface
by the Rev. H. Heras, 8.J., Bombay. B.X. Furtado and Sons. 1931.
Price Rs. 15.]

This is a valuable contribution to the study of one of the least known
dynasties of South India. The Kadambas, who were little more than a
name a few years ago, before they were actually noticed by Drs. Fleet and
Dubreuil (see Fleet, Dynasties of the Kanarese Disiricts ; Dubreuil, Ancient
History of the Deccan) have been studied thoroughly and systematically by
the author. Consequently his task was not merely a study of a family
that had received till now. only slight notice in the general history of
South India, but one involving. the preparation of a complete history of
Western Karnataka (called Kuniala in ancient Sanskrit literature) from
the beginning of the fourth century A.D. down to the middle of the
fourteenth century, s.e. roughly for a period of 1000 years.

The Kadambas were in their own days an influential dynasty that
played an important part in the history of the Dekkhan. Mayurasarma
or Mayuravarma, as he is also called, the founder of this royal line, emex-
ges from the mist of the early centuries of the Christian era as a vigorous
personality, and appears to have availed himself of the confusion caused by
the southern expedition of Samudragupta to carve out for himself an
independent kingdom and to throw off the Pallava yoke slowly. He was
followed by a succession of capable rulers who strengthened and consoli-
dated this principality and augmented the influence of the family. In
course of time, however, this family split up into a number of branches,
which ruled in various parts of the Dekkhan and of the Konkan till the
middle of the 14th century, when these different Kadamba kingdoms were
absorbed in the newly founded Vijayanagara Empire.

The work is divided into 8 parts, an arrangement which has much in
its favour, being most suited to the nature of the subject. In the I part
the author outlines the pre-Kadamba history as a necessary baokground
to' view Kadamba history in its true perspective. He passes in rapid
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review all the dynasties that held sway in the Dekkhan from the begin-
ning of historic times down to the rise into power of the Kadamba family.
This is followed by an illuminating discussion on the origin of the
Kadambas which leads him to coneclude that they were an indigenous
dynasty. Part II deals with the history of the early Kadambas, the
Kadambas of Banavasi as they are more popularly styled, to which is
appended a note on Kadamba chronology. This part is crowded with
an interesting account of Kadamba glory ranging from 345 to 607 A. D.
16 is rather unfortunate tbat the author has not incorporated the evidence
furnished by the newly discovered rock-inseription of Mayurasarms, known
a8 the ‘Chandravalli inscription * edited by Dr. M. H. Krishna of the
Mysore Archeological Department in the latest Mysore Archeological
Report, which, though not interfering in any way with the chronology
adopted by him, would have gone a long way in confirming hisg hypothesis'.
It may be observed in this conneection that the period assigned to the
Chendravalli inscription (250 A. D.) by Dr. Krishna would mark only its
inner limit while its upper limit would extend to 350 A. D. or even later
than that. In fact 250 A. D. may apply to the first two lines of the
inscription while the last line exhibits paleographical features indicating a
later age, say a 100 years later. After all one cannot be sure of precise
dating in the realm of palmography. There is hardly anything preventing
us from accepting the author's starting date for Mayurasarma
346 A. D., and other chronological details thad the author discusses ,h
seem to support this,

The III part is concerned with a blank period in the history of the
Kadambas lasting for almost 250 years (607-974 AD.) when KZ.da,mba
glory suffered a temporary ‘ eclipse’ and Banavasi, their capital, changed
many hands. At first it was oaptured in about 607 A.D, by the 'Chalulf 8
Pulakesin IT and remained for about 150 years under Chalukyan domin!;-
tion. In about 754 A D. the Chalukyas surrendered it to the Rashtrakutas
of Manyakheta who retained it for nearly 220 years, after which peri 1(11 it
fell into the hands of the Chalukya Taila in 974 A.D, who countelt)leno 1
his supporters Irivabedanga-deva, the founder of one of the K&Zmog:
b%‘a,nches, known as the Kadambas of Hangal. Parg IV deals witl?n:he
history of the Kadambas of Hangal. The author postulates the th
that the Kadambas joined the Chalukyas in their opposition the f org;
the Rashtrakutas and were rewarded for their help by Chaluk ° T e.lru ’ oh
the restoration of their kingdom that they had lost in 607 A Dya e
conjecture indeed. The history of the Hangal Kadambag n.m.
to 1347 A.D. The last king in this line wag Purandarg.r h
defeated by Marapa and his territory seized by Harihara I :lfafw 'O wasf
the Vijuyanagara Empire. Part V deals with the Kadamb;s oi 8:;-&9;;0
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started about the same time as the Kadambas of Hangal. Their sway
came to an end in 1340 A.D.

Part VI speaks of a few minor Kadamba dynasties that were scions of
the main Kadamba line. They are :—(1) the Kadambas of Bayalnad that
cowe to power in the 11th century ; (2) the Kadambas of Belur, also 11th
eentury. These people had frequent connections with the Gangas; (3) the
Kadambas of Bankapur connected with the Hangal Kadambas, also coming
to power in the 11th century ; (4) the Kadambas of Ucchangi, who eclaim
direct descent from Mayurasarma himself. Their sway ranges from the 10th
to the 12th century ; (5). the Kadambas of Nagarkhanda, also claiming direct
descent from Mayurasarma and holding sway from the 11th to the 15th
centuries ; (6). the Kadambas of Kalinga that are heard of in the present
Mandasa Zamindari (panchapaira vishaya) in the 11th and 12th centuries
as vassals of the Bastern Gangas. Parts VII and VIII are devoted to
Kadamba internal history and geography. Three appendices, one on the
Kadamba lion, another on Kada.mba.vnumisma,tics and the third on some
unpublished Kadamba inscriptions, add to the V&II}G of the v.vor]f, .

It is nob correct to say that the Kadamba lion, granting it was their

rrowed from the Pallavas (p. 877), for we do

i bol, was bo
dynastic sym what we know is

not “know if the lion was their dynastic symbol at a,.ll;
that the Pallavas employed the lion a8 a motif of architectural orna,men.ta.-
tion in which form it has continued down to the prasen.t t.la.y. Judging
however from the Pallava copper-plate grants we t:mt‘i that it is & bull that
is often figured in their seals and consequentl'y it is easy to’sa.y that the
bull was the Pallava dynastic symbol. A.gg.m the author's statement
about the Pallava gopuram (p. 305) needs revision as "Ne 'do no?; know of a
gopuram in the time of the Pallavas. The author’s 1‘ntfanlnon 'becomes
clear if instead of the term gopurim h(a u;g;)ﬁhe word ' vimana,’ a term
i lsewhere (p. .
th'll]?l:] ; ha:rl:sie: :(:Tlec;z-zp with plans and other illustrations quite
helpful efo:'v its study, the letter-press being indeed a credit to Messrs.

i blishers.
Furtado & Sons, its pu T N. RAMACHANDRAN

Raladarshan—A Picture Album [Printed and published by B Rawal,

bad. Price Re. 1-4-0J. _
Ahmzc::&i:teresting collection of pictures that calls for indulgence rather

than oriticism; the authors are pioneers of modern Gujarati art and.are
to be judged by the promise rather t;ha..n their a,ct'ua.l perfomfa.nce.. Amidat
much that is immature and diffident, 18 an unmistakable smcenty .moved
_to intimate, if imperfect expression. Hfare a.nfl there, the olassicism of
early Indian piotorial art obtrudes itself in subjects where one would least
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expect them, but the bulk of the pictures are inspired by the Rajput
* primitives’ whose naive artlessness they share; the musio is that of the
double-flute and not that of the Satatantrica. The inequality of talent and
performance is in some measure retrieved by the magnificent background
of ' Ajanta Darshan’ by Mr. R. M. Raval and the dainty silhouette of
‘ Abhimanyu and Uttara’ by Kanu Desai. The last in partioular is &
very creditable piece of work which the young artist has good reason to be
proud of.
K. V. RAMACHANDRAN

Venkataramani : Writer and Thinker—By Manjeri 8. Isvaran.
[Printed and published by the People's Printing and Publishing House,
Ltd. Triplicane, Madras, Price Re. 1].

I read this clever book with great interest hecause it represents, to
my mind, a very succeseful adventure in literary criticism, the subject of
which, Mr. Venkataramani is, in Mr. C. R. Reddy’s words " one of the
most brilliant writers of English in all-India.” Mr. Isvaran in the
opening pages of his book deals at some length with Paper Boats, a collec-
tion of essays which has deservedly earned high praise from English
literary critics and it may be interesting to note what is Mr. Isveran's
considered opinion of the book. He says, “ The title Paper Boats may be
misleading in that it is fanciful and figurative, when the sketches the book
contains are not fragile as flowers or evanescent as dreams but real port-
raits of South Indian life and character in their serio
humane and humourous aspects.

- on their native waters absorbing the delicat
then skimmed over the rough tides of the A
reached the distant ports of England g
oorded bales’ they found not strange an
cameos of Indian life and character,”

Murugan, The Tiller to a very search
ment of the characters, Meenakshi,
brilliant. His evaluation of Kandan,
tion and I quite agree with him when
edvance on Murugan, The Tiller.

us and vivacious,
The Paper Boats floated awhile
e odours of jasmine and lotus,
nglo-Saxon sea, and when they
nd the Englishmen ' undid the
d fragile flowers but gleaming
The author, later on, subjects
ing analysis and his assess-
Sita, and Kedari is particularly
The Patriot is done with discrimina-
he says that this novel is a distinet
In the second part of the book, the
ms to Mr. Venkataramani's ideas re-

garding the decentralisation of the functions of the government and the

rivival of the village life in all its o
far these mystic theories are pract
Isvaran does nat discuss,
What adds greatly to th
ed mind that Mr, Isvaran h

icable in this mechanised world, Mr.

@ charm of the book, is the highly well-inform-
88 brought to bear on his subject. Hig style
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ncient glory and splendour. But how

| humorous pen. His essay ' On &
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is lambent and bright ; his literary sense sharp and uever'a.t. any time
fanciful or extravagant; his analysis extremely ca.refu.l, judicious a:nd
exhaustive; and while I was reading this book, the feeling was .gtowuﬂxg
upon me that the book was by one who had rea.‘d very, very widely Mm
general, and particularly in English literature. I sincerely aongr.atula:te T,
Isvaran on his bold bid for a place in the front’ rank of .Indla,n hte.mry
critics, which he has actually secured and I hope he v.vxl! fol‘l‘ow this up
with other successes. My tip to the Indian reading public is, Hereafter
you must watch him ! ”
A.D. MANI

And All That—By K. Iswara Dutt, Assistant Editor, The Leader,
Allahabad, [Published by the author—Price As. 12.] . '
In his preface to Sparks and Fumes, the author conc.ludes with thl's
cheerful assurance: * I hope erelong to greet the public with a book of this
kind or a book of another kind.” True to his words he has come out n?w
with a book, indeed of another kind. Here in this sleflder volume with
its quaint title, is gathered all that has struck Mr. Dutt’s fancy and sense
of humour. Like the inimitable Mr. A. G. Gardiner wl?om perha?s he has
taken for his model, he contrives to present his‘ subjects studied from
singular, fresh points of view. His essay on the Plea!sures of Unemll)lloy;
ment,” delightfully free from seriousness, is yet not without .a. touch o
truth. It is & fact which goes home when the writer well-mgy deplores
that we in India cherish no love for hobbies. The ‘va.lue_ of fhls “remmi]:,
we can hardly exaggerate. He goes on to o-bserve in this vel?, t ]t;) the
average Indian whose seriousness is staggering, tfhe Mahatma's ta :llig z |
hand in s game of cards when he has aslice of le'lsure frox’n the pl:ocee ;:%
of the Round Table Conference, would seem like Nero's fiddling while
Ro i i ." LT R £]
meS:n:;]tiI;: gma,y be said, however, by way of eriticism. In‘1 .t:.l;mi
the English language for a medinm the author has probably de;meb 1 e{s
to allude chiefly to English places and events. Thus perhaps he brings in

Ludgate Hill and Monte Blanc, whioh may well be given up for' more

familiar names in Indis. The writer asks quite confidently in one of his

essays, " who that knows Mr. Baldwin will doubt that he prefers his pipe

to his Premiership ? "’ It is rather amusing that he so readily .ta..kesb;.t for
granted that all the world must be aware f’f Mr. Baldwin's being ha
notorious smoker. But, the outstanding merits of the sketchel: ougdt
surely to drive, whatever imperfections there may be, to ﬁhe. !)ao ground.

Mr. Iswara Dutt, we may say, wields rather a.satmoa.l than a
o Tuft of Hair’ shows him the master of
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pungent observation, that he is. His censure is like & smart gt
whose cut is ag sure as it is sharp. 8 °°l! blade,
We welcome this frail but brave ‘ flotilla,” as the writer callg ‘it
pleasure. The volume is picturesquely got-up. » With
K. Savitm;
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