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THE UNION SQCIETY

- o 1]
A Great Oxford Tragedy (SCT , 93

Miss Dobson was the toast of two hemispheres. She
hdd become an orphan in her 'teens, and her grandfather
had refused to have anything to do with her, because she
was the issue of a marriage which he had forbidden. So
she turned a Governess, wandered from house to house,
till she got into a family in which the eldest son, who was
an amateur conjurer, made love to her and explained all
the tricks. That night she stole his box, ran away from
the house, and after practising for a week became a
professional conjurer. She never progressed in the art,
but her popularity became tremendous on account of her
serpent-like beauty. In the music halls where she per-
formed the young men in the audience became scornful
of their sweethearts by their side. And when she said,
“« Will any gentleman in the audicnce be so good as to
lend me his hat?” the stalls rose to a man and rushed to
the platform. She became the fashion of the West End
during a season, and she commanded whatever terms she

asked for. At the close of the season she was invited to

Paris, and Paris fell prostrate at her feet. Never had a
woman triumphed in Paris as Zuleika did. All jewellers’
shops were emptied for presents to be given to her. All
other entertainments were stopped. The best painter of

- the day painted her portrait, and the best poet composed

a song about her beauty. For a whole month the fashion-
able youth of "Paris went mad over Zuleika. And when
her departure came, the city was in mourning. No wonder
that after this trumpb agents came from all the capital
cities of Europe and she moved in procession from city
to city. '

“In Berlin, every night, the students escorted her
home with torches. Prince Vierfunfsechs-Siebenachtneun
offered her his hand, and was condemned by the Kaiser
to six months’ confinement in his little castle, In Yildiz
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Kiosk, the tyrant who still throve there conferrved on her
the Order of Chastity, and offered her the central couch
in his seraglio. She gave her performance in the Quirinal,
and, from the Vatican, the Pope launched against her a
Bull which utterly fell flat. In Petersburg, the Grand
Duke Salamander Salamandrovitch {ell enamoured ol
her. Of every article in the apparatus of her conjuring-
tricks he caused a replica to be made in finest gold,
These treasures he presented to her in that great malachite
casket which new stood in the little table in her room
and thenceforth it was with these that she performed ber
wonders. They did not mark the limit of the Grand
Dukes’ generosity. He was for bestowing on Zuleika the
half of his immeasurable estates. The Grand Duchess
appealed to the Tzar. Zuleika was conducted across the
frontier by an escort of love-sick Cossacks. On the
Sunday before she left Madrid, a great bull-fight was held
in her honour. Fifteen bulls received the coup-de-grace,
and Alvarez, the matador of matadors, died in the arena
with her name on his lips.  He had tried to kill the last
bull without taking his eyes off la divina senorita.’”’

Her fame crossed the Atlantic and the great citics of
America vied in honouring her.

“ All the stops of that * mighty organ, many-piped,”
the New York Press, were pulled out simultancously as
far as they could be pulled in Zuleika’s honour. She
delighted in the din. She read every line that was print-
ed about her, tasting her triumph as she had never tasted
it before. And how she revelled in the Brobdingnagian
drawings of her, which, printed in nineteen colours,
towered between the columns or sprawled across them !
Therc she was, measuring herself back to back, with the
statue of Liberty ; scudding through the firmament on a
comet, whilst a crowd of tiny men in evening-dress star-

A Great Oxford Tragedy 05

ed up at her from the terrestrial globe ; peering through a
microscope held by Cupid over a diminutive Uncle Sam;
teaching the American Eagle to stand on its head; and
deing 1 hundred-and-one other things—whatever sugges-
ted iteelf to the fancy of the native art.........

«On her departune from New York, the papers -
spoke no more than the truth when they said shfa lr.md .‘ a
lovely time.! The further she went west—millionaire
Fdelweiss had loaned her his private car—the lovelier
her time was. Chicago drowned the echoes of New York;
inal Frisco dwarfed the head lines of Chicago. Like
one of its own prairie-fires, she swept the country from
end to end. Then she swept back and sailed for
England.”

Now her grandfather relented. Prompted by remorse
or perhaps curiosity, he invited the enchantress to spend
a week with him at Oxford before she revisited Paris-
He would have thought twice, nay a hundred times
before inviting her, if he had the slightest foreknowledge
of the conszquences of his invitation. But what had
been veiled from his vision had been revealed to the
busts of the Roman emperors which intersperse the
railings of the Sheldonian, and they perspired visibly
when the landau bearing Zuleika rolled past them to the
Judas College. :

Zuleika had never been in Oxford before. She par-
ticularly liked the place because it was a city of youths,
and of all the homage she received she loved youths’
homage best. Everywhere all youths fell prone before
her and asked her to walk over them. She was the em-
press and they were her bond slaves. But this bondage
was both her sorrow and her joy. For Zuleika had a
passionate heart and wanted to love. To be able to love
once—is that not better than all the homage of the world ?
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But how could an empress love one of her own slaves? Is
there a single youth in all Europe who would keep his
head over his shoulders and stand erect in her presence ?
Yes. She had hopes of that yvoung Duke of Dorset who
met her and her grandtather on horseback this afternoon
and never turned round to look at her. She would meet
him again tonight at dinner and see at close quarters the
stuff of which he was mad..

The Duke came punctually at 8 o’clock and the
Warden received him with the deference due to a patrician
bov. The other guests were an Oriel don and his wife.
The Warden said that his orphaned grand-daughter would
join them in a minute. And when he described her to the
Duke as one who devoted her life entirely to good works,
her appointed task being to induce delightful wonder in
men by performing conjuring tricks, the Duke cried,
“ Not Miss Zuleika Dobson ?.” Meanwhile the enchantress
descended on them.

“Tall and lissom, she was sheathed from the bosom
downwardsin flamingo silk, and she was liberally festoon-
ed with emeralds. Her dark hair was not even strained
back from her forchead and behind her ears, as an
orphan’s should be. Parted somewhere at the side, it
fell in an avalanche of curls upon one eyebrow. From her
right ear drooped heavily a black pearl, from her left a
pink; and their difference gave an odd, bewildering
witchery to the little face between.”

The young Duke had a horror of unmarried girls.

All his vacations outside Oxford were spent in eluding

them and their ambitious mothers or chaperons. But
now in Oxford itself, in the very centre of the sanctuary,
he was bewitched instantly and utterly. And that was

the beginning of his end—and also of all the under-
graduates of the University.
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Throughout dinner, pride and passion raged fiercely
in the breast of the Duke. He knew he was in love. He
had always fancied he was secure against that vulgar
peril. He was the Prince of dandies, never tired of
admiring his own perfections. He was nicknamed
“ Peacock ” at Eton and Oxford. But he was brilliant all
round. He carried away the highes: prizes and medals.
He was a classical scholar. He was fluent in all modern
languages. He was a good painter. He was recognised
as the best amateur pianist in England. He played polo,
cricket, racquets, chess, and billiards in the best possible
way. No wonder he was the idol of all the under-
graduates of his day, though he did not honour many of
them with his friendship. He was with them in all their
pranks, and once he went so far that the authorities
had to hold a special meeting and ‘send him down’
for the rest of the term. He was on this occasion
followed to the station by a long procession of
undergraduates. He went straight to London, and, as
he had nothing else to do, he strayed into the House of
Lords, where but a few wecks since he had taken his
seat. The Liberal Leader of the House was making a
speech in favour of a Socialistic Bill. When the minister
sat down, the Duke rose and made such a brilliant speech
against the Government that next day all England rang
with his name, and the Premier became so nervous that
he procured for him the sovereign’'s offer of a Garter.
Thus he had all the gifts of Fortune--rank, wealth, fame,

- beauty and character-—which make a young man courted

by all young women. But he had resisted all temptations
till he met Zuleika. Now, though he assumed an air of
indifference, and all his conversation was addressed to the
don’s wife, who sat on his other side, he was trembling

from head to foot beneath the gaze of the enchantress,
13 '
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She on her side was in a similar situation. Like the Duke
she was also in love for the first time. At last, after
traversing two continents and enjoying the homage of
mnumerable men, she has met the youth who would not
bow down to her and who would even snub her, as he
actually did, when she made any advances. But unlike
the Duke she was not struggling against the new ex-
perience.  She welcomed it and was in a trance of sheer
happiness. She noted cvery lineament of the Duke's
pale and perfect face and admired every mark of strength
and determination in his eyes. The Oricl don tried to
engage her in conversation.  But she was inattentive and
absent-minded. The dinner was at last over and the
ladies left the room. The Duke staggered up from his
chair felt a faintness come over him and was solicitously
attended to by the Warden. Then he marched into the
hall, snatched his hat and murmuring thanks ran away
from the enchanted place.

Neither Zuleika nor the Duke slept that night. Next
morning after breakfast, while the Duke like a true lover
was pouring the tale of his love in the cars of a fellow
undergraduate, Miss Dobson was announced. The poor
undergraduate was bundled out of the room and thelovers
met. The Duke threw all his dignity and pride to the
winds and passionately and abjectly confessed his love.
Like thousands of young men she had met before he fell
prostrate at her feet. Nay, more. He made th> fatal con-
fession “I began to be in love with you from the moment
I saw you.” So all the time she admired him for his
strength he wasonlya weakling. Zuleika was disillusioned.
If he was really in love with her, as he confessed, his
behaviour at dinner the previous night was infamous.
Her heart now turned into stone and she scorned the
man who was grovelling in the dust about her feet. The

e O«
A Great Oxford Tragedy 99

Duke tried to tempt her with his enormous riches. He
s ‘:‘”1" own about 340,000 acres. My town-residence is 1n
St. James’s square. Tanke'rton, of which ?/ou)rria‘y hﬁvies
scen photographs, is the Chl.Cf of my countxy-sTcis. i
4 Tudor house, set on the ridge of a valley. il\:ad yli
its park, is halved by a stream s0 narcow thath 1;1 eee
leap across. The gardens' are estradec{u;ﬁ)i)n E[‘;: s”o:l)re.
Round the house runs a wide paven_ .te1-1 aucﬁ.‘. ‘ lce‘u;hed
é]ways two or three peacocks trailing _th‘ulx sm?m 1
fcatliers along the balustrade, and stepping fmw sj;ngr’s
as though they had just becn unharness}ei1 dromn Juno's
chariot. Two flights of shallow steps lca,‘ ow to the
HJowers and fountains.  Oh, t!le g.ardens aleBth-l ° thé
There is a Jacobean garden of white rosej. f be. \:lecc}:les ¢
cnds of two pleached alleys, under a dome (1))1 1and W{th
4 little lake, with a Triton_of black marble, ‘ahi Jrith
water-lilies. Hither and thither, under the arc P ti,
oE water-lilies, dart gold-ﬁsh———tonguc-as of ﬂamfecxlril) ;Cel
dark water. There is also a }ontg};] strait alley o pp
JCW 2 and so on and so forth. .
} (wlhg p;or infatuated young man dld ngt 11(1'11?“7 h;\:
fast he was falling in the e-stlmatlon o_f‘ u el‘oar;S e
continued his description <?f his e.stateé, hlsfmanscl)re t,han
tenantry, his titles and his qualifications orlm e than
a couple of hours, and at last paqsed. for a rep y. auleila
looked up and ina sl(.wv, medltatlYe voice riPon (;f !
think that you are, with .the possible excejpr;et a
Mr. Edelweiss, the most awiu.\ _snob I have evn;’ thtthe
But the Duke was incorrigible. He thoutg 1t tha 1
dizzy heights to which he called Zule.lka Wgettc;g 12?2&
for her. So he tried to come down a lltfle;lf e1 0 L her at
length the story of his.great-.great-gr-an a: her who 1n
his old age married a dairy maid on his estate an
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her perfectly happy by building a beautiful dairy for her
and giving her facilities for continuing her old occupa-
tion. He, the present Duke, proposed to profit by his
ancestor’s example. He said :

“ Foryou would be built another outhouse--
hall wherein you would perform your conjuring-tricks,
every evening except Sunday, before me and my tenants
and my servants, and before such of my neighbours as
might care to come. None would respect you the less,
cgeing that 1 approved.”

“1 won't listen to another word!”
“You are the most insol

-4 neat

cried Zuleika.
ent person 1 have ever met, 1

happen to come of a particularly good family. [ move
in the best society. My manners are absolutely perfect.
If T found myself in the shoes of twenty Duchesscs

simultaneously, I should know quite wel] how to behave.

As for the one pair you can offer me, | kick them away—
so. [ kick them back at you. T tell yoy "

Thus rejected by the nymph the Duke turned fiercely
on himself. Within the last twenty-four hours the world
was completely changed for him. There was no going
back to his former state. He had burnt his boats, The
charm of Zuleika was irresistible. The more he saw her
the less could he control himself., No doubt he saw all
her weaknesses too.  He witnessed her fifth-rate perfor-
mance by which she bewitched one moonlight night all
the undergraduates of Oxford. He pitied them and pitied
himself. But all the same he bore on his shoulders the big
malachite box of tricks behind her like g willing slave.
And she showed her contempt for him by emptying from
her window a pitcher of cold water over hig head while
he stood sighing for her below. Now hatred, rage,
pride and love contended for mastery in his breast.
After a long and fierce struggle love won. The Duke
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resolved to drown himself in the river for the love of
Zuleika.

When his resolution was known to the: undergra-
duates they at once saw that dying for Zuleika was the
only adequate expression for the¥r love o_f the enchanf-
ress. Where the Duke of Dorset himself ‘falled they were
not likely to succeed. And without Zuleika what was life
worth ? Thus it came about that the next day when the
boat races were in full progress and elderly fellows
were betting whether Judas would bump.Magdalen o‘r
Magdalen would bump ]udas,_ and“ the .1'a11’1’ })vas pour-
ing in torrents, the Duke cried Zulelka. n a Ic?ud
voice and taking a deep breath allFl buryx‘ng his face
in his mantle plunged into the river. 'lher.e was a
confusion of shouts and screams. But the magic cry of
« 7uleika ” went straight to the heart of the youth assem-
bled there, and all of them leapt .emulously headlor{g
into the water with the name of their beloved on their
lips. The rain pelted, the thunder pealed, anq the barges
became empty. Here and there was a gllmpse of a
young head above water—-but only for an .{flst.ar?t. Pre-
sently some faces rose, they were al.l smiling pm sweet
death. For what is sweeter than to die for love:

Zuleika was a witness to this scene. As the down-
pour was heavy, she quickly glided away. She felt that

some recompense was necessary to the brave youths who

Jeaped into the fatal waters for her sake. She too would
take a plunge. So as soon as she' reached ho.me she
plunged into a warm bath scented W.lth Eau de Violettes.
That was the bath essence that Zuleika always used.
Next morning she ordered for a special train to take
her to Cambridge. | X. Y. Z.

P.S. The moral of this story is (I am afraid it will
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be lost on my fellow-undergraduates of  the Madras

University) that, like Tom Tusher in Thackeray’s Esmond
we should have our hearts in such perfect control (hat
not cven Venus could move them-—without a dowry.

e — e bt

A negro, on his death-bed, was being persuaded by
the priest to forgive his neighbour against whom he bore
@ grudge. After a good deal of coaxing, the dying man
sald - Well, if 1 die, it is all right and I forgive him.
RBut if I get well, that nigger must be careful 17

A farmer was being kept at bay by a dog which was
furiously barking at the manor-house gate. The gate-
keeper asked him not to be afraid. “MHaven’t you heard
the proverb ” he asked, “ that barking dogs never bite?”
The farmer hesitated a moment and said, “I knows the

proverh, and you knows the proverb, but does the dog
know it ?”

A Peep into Delhi

S you travel north, cither in the Grand ‘Tmnk

Express, the Punjab Mail, or the Peshawar Express
on your way to Delhi, you will be rudely brought to the
consciousness of a change in the atmosphere.. The
familiar half-clad Madrasi worker gives place.to his over
clothed brother in his long robes and inseparable
candals and with an enormous turban of all the colours
of the rainbow. The familiar respectful tone of the
Tamilian or Andhra gives place to the brusque nox}-
chalant, martial “ Kidhar Jana?”. The compartment is
crowded ; there is not even standing space, and you have
4 sensation of suspended animation—of asphyxia, In
the South even at the pilgrim centres you rarely m.ect
with such a rush of humanity. Every northern st.atlon
is a perpetual pilgrim cent{e. You ftry to. escape it all;
but you can't; and you sit literally sandwxch‘ed l?etween_
persons, longing to be free. At last the Iong-walted-fox
time comes: you hear the ponde.rous rumbling of the
carriage wheels, and slowly the train comes to a stop. ‘

With difficulty you climb down to the platform.oi
one of the biggest stations you have Selelwtl1e coxxyerglxlg
point of all the important railway lines of.Incha: 5jou
have come to the Mctropolis of the Indian Empire,
Ridding yourself of all the encumbrances of a weary
travel ybu take a tonga to the town. '

Next day you go sight-seeing. Flirst .of all you
drive up to see the historic ‘“Lal lela‘t ”- (Red
Fort), where lived the Moghul.Empe?or:.; within the
memory of our fathers. Opposite to it is the famou‘s
jumma Masjid—both standing monuments to the archi-
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tectural taste of Shah Jahan, apart from the Taj. One
of the fort gates, that which faces thedoor of the Jumma
Masjid, is closed. Tradition says that by the fort door
the Moghul Empcrors userl to issue forth in state and
enter the Masjid by the door (acing it a distance ot a
couple of furlongs. When the last Emperor was deposed
"in 1858, both the doors automatically closed, and they will
both be opened again only when the next Moghul Emperor
of India comes!

Entering the fort, you sce on the right the * Nawab-
at-khana’, now the War Memorial Museum, where relics
and reminders of the Great War are prescerved. Facing
this is the Palace separated by a green lawn. The
Palace gives you an impression of the extraordinary
architectural and sculptural skill of the artists of the
Moghul Period. The cornice and the wonderfully
carved figures on the walls and pillars are all orna-
mented with precious stones that gratificd the love of
barbaric splendour of oriental potentates. Here, in
the Diwan-i-khas, you sece the dais on which stood the
Peacock throne of old; here you see the vast halls once
{illed with the rush and bustle of an Imperial Court now

cast into the shade; herc you sec the biggest zenana of’

the Moslem world—the “ Rung Mahal,”- which once
enclosed the countless **boorkha-ed” (veiled) beauties
that catered to the Padsha’s varying moods, but is now
devoid of all signs of life and movement ; here, again,
you see the spacious baths, no more filled with water, no
more resorted to by the members of Imperial Harem! It
is all a picturusque ruin!

But one thing brings you suddenly to the conscious-
ness of life and gaiety—the sight of two mute but living
monuments. These are the two royal apartments pre-
served in all the gay and luxurious pomp of the ancient
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Moslem rulers. Enclosed on all sides by huge glass Wal.ls

these chambers preserve the final stages of the d()mestl.c

life of the last Imperial Monarch. They tell by their

mute rigidity tales that would fill volumes. There you

see the beautiful Persian carpets and pillows embroidered

in gold, all in regal red, on which reclined the Empe?or ‘
and the Empress a little before their final farewell. Beside

these you see the chess-board with a half-played game,-

chessmen scattered around, -the half-smoked “hf)okha,”

the spittoon, and many a similar tell-tale relic. All

these have been preserved, it 1s said, in exactly the same

position as they were in at the moment when. their .
[mperial master and his consort left them to shift for
themselves.

Passing on, you see the vast expanse \fvher.e the sub-
jects used to assemble to see the Emperor in his balcF)ny
above, surrounded by his courtiers, hearing complaints
and passing judgments. A little yonder you see the
Jumna bridge,- -a mighty one,—within the compass of the
fort. You pass on, and you see another museum, where
are preserved the relics of the ancient grandet}r of
the Imperious Moghuls--a gorgeous robe or a richly

‘embroidered pyjama or an autograph letter of queen.

A little apart from the Palace is the “ Moti Masjid ”
(Pearl Mosque), and the famous bath tub of pure
white marble, of about 20’ x 20 x 15, carved out of a

~ single block of stone.

Suddenly your eyes are arrested by a contrast! You
see something that does not look half so magnificent and
solid as all that you have been seeing,—something that |
looks like a mushroom growth of yesterday. It is the
residence of the present masters of the Indian world-—
the military barracks. At once your thoughts take a

turn. From the dull stupor of admiration and wonder
14
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into which you had fallen while gazing at the memorials
of a magnificent past you are awakened to the grim
realitics of a less majestic present. You think of the
cvanescence of human life, power, and glory, and con-
trast it with the permancnce of art and sculpture. The
Great Moghuls arc dead, but they live in theirart.  Today
the heavy thud of the iron-hoofed legions that thundered
across the Ileccan is never heard; the great Puritan
who led them is no more; the glamourof Akbar’s Court
that attracted the attention of the distant Western
capitals is no more! But theart they have left behind
is immortal.

With rather gloomy thoughts you bid adicu to the
once Imperial residence. You pass by the Jumma Masjid,
the emodiment of the sentiment of Islamic unity in
India, and enter the city itself. It is a dusty, congested,
tiny bit of habited land. The road leading to it is
about 12 to I5 feet in width, with a pair of rails running
along either side, on which moves an aluminium toy—\il{e
vehicle- the mockery of a train.  The streets are littered
with all sorts of rubbish, and cars and tongas try to find
their way through. AIll is rush, all is stink. In the
centre of it all is the notorious “ Chandini Chowk ” (Silver
Square), the scene of the massacre of Nadir Shah. All
around vou sec shops of varying magnitude managed by
austere-looking men with flowing beards, sitting with
calm and serene majesty on magnificent carpets. The
scene you see is typical of the Eastern Bazaar so admir-
ably portrayed in the Arabian Nights.

Just outside the city is the famous group of parks
called the “ Queen’s Gardens”, in the centre of which isa
statue of Queen Victoria. Facing it on the other side
of the road--the Queen’s Road—is the Delhi Railway
Station. There are numerous other parks and pleasurc
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resorts - like the one near the Fort named after King
Kdward- -so much so you never fcel the absence of the
Varina and the sea-breezc.

Leaving the city by the Kashmiri Gate - the gate of
4 former Delhi and passing by the statue of Sir A
Tavlor, dominating a fenced lawn, you come by the
never-ending Alipur Road to the old Secretariat, which
is now the Delhi University Buildings. A portion of it,
however, is the Army Head Quarters of India. To the
right is the Metcalfe House, the former Council Hall,
situated on the Jumna.

All this is Old Delhi, or the Delhi of popular
parlance. This is the place we usually associate in our
thoughts with Delhi: the mythical Indraprastha of Maha-
bharatha, the centre of Rajput chivalry at its best, asso-
ciated with Prithvi Raj, the capital of the Non-Hindu
Sultanate, and lastly, dating down into the last century,
the Imperial mistress of Moghul India. The year 1858
saw the end of Delhi as the capital of India. But in 1912
it was rchabilitated as the Imperial capital of an
Occidental Power claiming paramountcy over the whole
of India.

From Old Delhi you take a taxi to the famous
Kutub Minar, 238 feet in height. All the way long you
see ruined memorials of a glorious past—the un-
acknowledged chroniclers of the past age which has long
passed into history. Solitary amidst these ruins stands
tlhe tomb of Humayun, defying the fates, as it were. The
Minaret dominates the whole group of buildings cluster-
ing round it—the noble screen of arches,” the gateway
of Allauddin, etc., all bearing evidence to the grandeur
and solidity of Indo-Musalman style of architecture. The
Minaret is as sound as it was when it received its last
touches from the architect’s hands, except for the
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mischief which time, weather, and man have conjointly
wrought upon it. Only the topmest superstructure has
tallen in ruins; but the rest is intact. You COo up a
giddy height, and see around you stretched out below
an  epitome  of the world., 1In that vast expansc
below, you dimly discern the relics of the seven or
more Delhis of the past side by side, along with the
boastful attempts of the present infantile Delhi.

New Delhi -about six ‘miles off the old one is
built with an eyc to symmetry and stateliness. The
Assembly Hall, with its biggest dome in the world,
with its circular vastness, its galleries, the spcaker’s
throne, ctc., is a thing of beauty. At almost the centre
of the dome you see the replastering of that brick, which,
by a happy stroke of fate, missed its mark
the floor, in the course of a busy session.
see the Council ch

and fell on
Passing on you
amber, the Viceroy’s House, the official
quarters, the two huge blocks of Secretariat buildings,
and numerous others in immaculate white
minding you of the as yet unsullied
capital.

The Viceroy’s House has a royal approach. You
pass the War Memorial Arch at the entrance to the
Kingsway. and drive up along a straight road between a
double avenue of trees. The twin Secretariat blocks loom
large on either hand like fortresses, The Jaipur Pillar
rises straight before you, and in the distance amidst
all stands supreme the Viceroy’s House.

A flight of steps leads you to the porch
main entrance of the Durbar Hall g circular vastness of
75 feet in diameter. From its dark apd polished floor
groups of yellow pillars rise up to the dome, giving the
hall an impression of height as well ag breadth, that adds
immensely to its dignity. The Viceroy’s throne will be

forcibly re-
virginity of the new

and to the
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placed, I was told, directly opposite the x.nain floorway,
from where he can look far beyond the.]alpur Plll‘ar, and
down the straight broad sweep of ngsway, with the
Memorial Arch rising white above the thin haze of heat
that sets the road quivering in the sun. Aboye the hall
the interior of the dome makes a Wl?lte vault with an ope-n
top through which the blue evening sky appears more
ontrast.
bme};{ tchoenlt“llead of the two stair ways that flank the .hall
is the library ; from there you passon to tbe firax.zvm:.’;~
room and then enter the ball-room. If dlgnlty.lf the
appropriate attribute of the Durbar Hall,. grace 1‘5 tl?e
appropriate attribute of th(‘? ballroom. th. by crystal
chandeliers that hang in pairs down the m.lddle of the
room and the smaller lights mounted on smfer sconces
which by a concealed system tl}row a delicate I}ght
towards the ceiling, the interior is magically l?eautlful.
Outside the ballroom is the Courtya%‘d of pinkstone,
which to many will remain a most beautiful memory. In
the evening it seems to be lit up by a more subtle and
- i than all.
SOftiflV}llgx}:tyou go away from these, the character of the
rooms changes. The Viceroy's apartmen'ts, t}.le. (]ua}rtel‘s
of his staff, the guest chambers are snnphcxty. 1tse1'f.
There are about 54 rooms, all s.mall, the Viceroy's
sitting room itself being about the size of a snug study.
Before leaving the palace you go up the dome. The
view that you get from there is such as falls to the lot
of few to behold. It far surpasses that from the
Kutub Minar. Not only do you look down upon the
splendour of Imperial Delhi spread out below; you look
beyond it and see the mosques and fortresses of other
empires and other centuries, now mute. Far to the
north-east lies the Old Delhi of today: the domes of
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Jromma Muasjid, where Shah Jehan used to bend in priyer
nearly 300 years ago, tower white above the houses and
walls. The fort and citadel make a solid mass of red
stone \york. Due east stands Sher Shah’s rugeced fort-
ress. Further south is discernible Humayvun's tomb., To
the south-west s the great tower which Kutbuddin
Aj‘nak _bcg‘zm to buld four and twenty years before
King John met his barons at Runnymece, - a charter
n.ot of the liberties of the subjects, but of Imperia-
listic glamour and license.  Straicht below  is the
European Delhi of today ~the twin Sceretariats, the
hostels, the clubs, the houses, ete. All these and many
more make the horizon a procession of historic mile-
stones.

In your admivation vou feel inclined to liken this
new capttal, entombed in the heart of India, to a pearl
necklet of superb grandeur. The picluresque ruins that
meet your gaze all around, the clevating memorials and
sanctifying: surroundings of Emperors and  Princes, of
Islam and of Hinduism, make of New Dethia “ dream of
music to the inward car, a vision of delight for the con-
('k?l‘]l}_)li%ti\'c cve.”  You are unable to give expression to
your feclings; you bow down in decp reverence and
murmur {o yourself :

“ Ave Delhi immortalis morturii Salutaut.”

B. G. ACHIA.

The Insanity of True Genius

T here ave uten, some of wwhom at least, if they had their
owon wway, would end by shtting up i asylums all e
pocts, artists, and plilosophers, all the men and woien
who do not! care jor vioney, twho are bored by science,
and who ink that the veal jools are those cohe care for
the things of 1his world.” ~-8. A. BROOKF,

HE title of the essay will tell you, reader, that Tam

one of those provoking (not to say, insane) person-

ages described by Mr. Brooke, and I shall herein justify
myself and my cause.

Firstly, all those ‘genii’ described by Mr. Brooke, if
they think the rest of the world fools, must expect in
turn to be called fools by the rest of the world. That is
a law of Nature, as they should all know--and a very
sane law too. If Mr. Bernard Shaw thinks that the
whole of the present system of things is rotten, and that
it ought to be shattered to its foundations and rebuilt on
entirely new lines, why, the world thinks there is some-
thing wrong with Mr. Bernard Shaw, and that he ought
to be torn to picces and remade on entirely new lines,
And I would say the world is right. Only I would ask
it, in charity, to leave his beard alone.

Again, if the man of letters, or the artist, or the
philosopher is bored by business and science, the man of
business or of science is equally bored by literature, or
art, or philosophy. When a man declaims at all the joys
and pleasures of this world, when he stands on some
elevated post, at a safe distance away from the turmoil of
humanity, and cries out ‘ Vanity, Vanity, all is Vanity,’
you may be quite sure he has received some hard knocks
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at the hands of life. His head becomes so dizzy that he
raves as if he had a bee in his bonnet.

The philosophy of despair, like every other philoso-
phy, is the effusion of domestic discord. Socrates would
not have been so great a philosopher but for Xantippe.
Marcus Aurelius would not have been a sage but for
Faustina. And the philosophy of illusion, reader, is only
the philosophy of the fox who thought the grapes sour
because he could not taste them. The fox, that is to say,
the philosopher, gets his own back or thinks he does, by
calling all sorts of names the life which had treated him
so badly.

This same philosophy of ‘spleen’ is perceivable, as
a modern essayist points out, in the great poetic ‘genit’
who have painted autumn as old and dying --while in
reality it is a romping tomboy revelling in boisterous
gaiety. Autumn tempts the sage out with its deceptive
sunshine and suddenly drenches him to the skin with a
pelting shower; and the sage thereupon gets back to his
warm fireside and writes of the dying year and the
pensive beauty of autumn with a vengeance.

It is a curious fact, if not a downright irony of fate,
that of all the “ genii’ in the world, it should fall to the
lot of Charles Lamb to defend the sanity of true genius.
True genius, according to Lamb, is never insanc. His
arguments are very fine; but he, and all those who take
his side, have overlooked one vital fact—the fact that,
while nobody will deny that Lamb himself is a true
genius, nobody can deny that there were traces in him
of the vein of insanity in his family. His eccentric
behaviour and his frequent fits of morbid gloominess
which have found an outlet in some of his essays, and the
perversity of some of his criticisms —-all point to the fact
that at times he was insane.
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Reader, you are probably exasperated with me, and
echo Mr. Brooke’s sarcastic retort: ‘Then all men of
genius are mad, genius itself is a kind of madness” My
answer 1s, that though Mr. Brooke meant it sarcastically,
—and my firm belief is that he was mad (with rage) when
he said so—he expressed the profoundest sentiment that
he ever did. Thereby he incidentally proves another of
my propositions, that, when insane, we unconsciously
utter the sublimest thoughts and sentiments which we
would be incapable of in our sane moments, And, con-
versely (to speak mathematically), just when we are
serious and think we utter a profound truth, we utter the
most glaring and outrageous falschood. Matthew Arnold
must have thought that he was stating a serious and
profound axiom when he said that there was no relation
at all between the poet and the business man—and this
too in face of the glaring fact that Shakespeare’s father
(his nearest relation) was a butcher. Was ever anybody
so provoking?

“1If genius is madness,” continues Mr. Brooke in the
same frenzy, “ Hamlet was mad and the maddest man
that ever lived in England was Shakespeare, who made
Hamlet.” Now, gentle reader (and I want you to live up
to your reputation), Shakespeare may or may not be the
greatest genius of them all, but my firm belief is that he
is certainly the maddest of the lot.

Gentle reader, if you be gentle still, bear with me
patiently while I set forth my proofs of Shakespeare’s
madness. If you read the life of Shakespeare, you will
be surprised, nay, shocked to learn that he was infected
with a curious kind of madness. Leaving that alone, a
man could not have had so great a fascination for
insanity, and hence created so many mad men (and in my
opinion everyone of his characters is mad) without

13

)
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himself having a touch of Tom O’Bedlam. And to
crown all he has created one mad man who is so
supremelyv mad that he has maddencd all those who have
tricd to deal with his madness. What with one sct of eritics
calling the other set mad, and what with a few trying to
prove [Hamlet was really mad, though hLe was only
pretending to be mad, it drives any fellow mad, whether
he be originally sane or insane, genius or ingenious.
And so I say again, as orators do, that Hamlet is one
lunatic and Shakespcearce i1s another. ‘And you are a
third,” vou would say. May be I am, but, dear reader, if
you are under any delusion that you are perfectly sane, it
1s tirmse vou woke up and made a fourth.

After all, rcader, who 13 not mad in this world of
ours? In the present day world at least, there is no lack
of madness or of mad mcen. There is the man who
dragged a car tied to his teeth through the length and
breadth of Europe, and received universal applause. That
man is the best example of individual insanity. And the
applause he reccived is the bhest proof of universal
insanity. There was the woman who would ‘venture
neck or nothing’ and flew from England to Australia,
And then there are the minor fry—men and women whose
goal in life is to swim the English Channel and beat all
‘re-(:fn-ds. I’n this age, whi.ch has been rightly called the

Jazz Age’, people are animated by an insane rage, u
craze, to make one big leap into fame, and more often
than not, it proves their last mad leap. I too, reader, am
animated by that insane rage to leap into fame an
sanc enough not to hazard a 1?121(1 leaptj]cx;vll]);:11l\3;;;
probably land me on the Moon. 1 have pitched upon a
very easy, yet very original, device to have my name go
down to posterity. T mean to walk backwards round the
world,
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Another sign of the insanity of the present day
world, which 1is closely allied to the former, is the
indiscriminate magnanimity it shows in its appreciation
of merit. Somebody affirms that Miss Amy Johnson has
by her daring achievement secured for herself a perma-
nent niche in the Temple of Fame. Then what about the
first lady to swim across the channel? What about the
man who swain the Niagara in a beer-barrel? At thisrate,
reader, the Temple of Fame will very soon be overstocked
with nitches, and liklier than not, the wholc edifice will
topple down.

But the most conclusive proof of the insanity of the
present day world is the fact that, if a fellow says any-
thing perfectly sane and sensible, he is at once set down
as insane, as sure as you, reader, will set me down as the
maddest madcap that ever lived for all the truths that I
have enumerated in this essay. Truth is ever bitter,
unpalatable and provoking to those whom it does not
convert. Therefore considering all things, reader, am I
the madcap, or, are you?

E.C. ALFRED.



On Sportsmanship

\Y/J-IEN a4 person comes and slaps you on the back and

Y says—“ Come, be a  sport ’—what he means s,
“whatever principles you have, sacrifice them ; and what-
ever prejudices you have, forget them, and do this to
pleasc me, for the great end of life is pleasing others, at
whatever cost.”

I have always been surprised to see sporismanship
held up as a virtue to be cultivated by everybody, while a
little thinking could make one realize the deep cynicism
that lies bencath it. A sportsman is not supposed to
have any priaciples whatever, but is expected to chime in
with the majority, which means that life being very un-
certain, it is not worthwhile cherishing any principles.
And I do not know of any attitude to life which is more
cynical.

You are a teetotaller, on principles of hygiene and
morality, and you happen to stumble upon a convivial
gathering of your friends. If they looked upon you
as a Puritan who will not suffer cakes and ale to exist
because you are virtuous, would you not regard it as
unjust treatment? They will say you are not a sport,
which to them, is as much as to say you are a brute,
becausc you have got principles which vou will not throw
to the winds to please a few drunkards.

You have worked hard for your examination, in
which you would like to show your mettle, when suddenly
a troop of your class-mates come and give you the alter-
natives of going wilfully wrong in at least half the annota-
tions, or allowing them to copy from you, since they
themselves have not studied their texts. And they look
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upon you as an ill-bred creature, if you do not comply with
their request, in other words, if you act according to your
sense of duty and do not care to conciliate a few idlers.

You are a non-smoker, your sense of humour not
allowing you to torture yourself with tobacco-smell and
straightway your friends accuse you of taking an unfair
advantage over them with the other sex by keeping the
natural hue of your lips unstained, instead of sportingly
taking your chance with them. Or you are a vegetarian,
on the principle of kindness to animals or a sense of
cleanliness, and you are looked upon as piously paving
vour solitary way to Heaven, unmindful of your brethren
;vho arc tending the other way, and all because you do
not join a few heartless men in their unholy feasts of
« cannibalism with the heroic dish omitted.”

It is quite unnecessary to give more instances of how
sportsmanship and your sense of propriety often clash
together. You refuse to be a sportsman, when your
colleague asks you to be a sport and wink at his swindling
the money for which you are responsible. One, of course,
can understand being a sport on the playground, but why
it should be translated into other fields of activity, and
why people who have never handled a tennis racket or a
hockey stick should be required to behave in this hypocri-
tical fashion are inconceivable to me. On the play ground,
no doubt, the contending parties should shake hands over
a match, and a Referee has to be obeyed even when he is
grossly partial and unjust. For it would be a very sad
calamity, indeed, if every match meant half-a-dozen
broken noses and fractured skulls. But even here, success
sides the party which is sensible and does not care much
for sport, for an umpire would think twice before he
gives a man ‘out’ who has got a sharp tongue and ga
strong fist.
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And this is truc in life too. A sportsman never
succceds in ife. He may be loved and patronized, but is
never revired or looked up to. Shakespeare, who was a
perfect sportsman in hisattitude to life, was always treat-
cd only as an egual by his contemporaries.  But Milton, a
man who cared move for principles than tor sport, and
who could be unsportsmanly enough to complain of
baving [allen on evil tongues while he himself was prolific
in the use of scurrilous and vituperative language, was
respected even by his envmics and worshipped by his
friends.  Fistory reveals to us how kings lost their all by
their sportsmanlike bebaviour, and how others won by
bcing more practical.  Antony was speuding his time
i sport, which gave Octavius the upper hand. Julius
Caesar was a sportsman, and Brutus who had his princi-
ples easily struck him down., Henry V, if he had treated
Falstalf sportingly, would not be the glory of England
that he now is. Only one instance can be cited against
my proposition. Itmay beargued that if King Arthurhad
taken the sin of Guinivere 1n a more sporting tfashion,
the tragedy ol Lyonesse and the dissolution of the
Table Round could have becun averted. But  Arthur,
who had his principles, did not set much score by your
sportsmanship.

While a sportsman ts something abnormal, a sports-
woman is nothing but a monstrosity. You cannot conceive
of marrying a colourless girl, who 1s ever forgiving cvery
thing done against her and similing complacently. You
want someone with likes and dislikes, teelings and emo-
tions, and not a thing of ice.  You want her to hate your
cnemies, and like your friends. And what a dull affair
would courtship be, if your lady-love wcre a sports-
woman ! No jealousics, no quarrels, no reconciliations !
One would rather pay court to the most ill-tempered girl
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in the world, than to a sportswoman, for one can be sure
of the feelings of the former but never of those latter whose
heart is unfathomable. But it is highly gratifying to
find that human nature is against a sporting attitude to
life. We notice, for instance, that a normal, healthy
boy does 1ot sincerely congratulate his neighbour who
has beaten him in an examination in which he himself
hoped to top the list. A normal man, again, is #ot tempt-
ed to grasp by the hand his rival who has defeated him
in an election, but would rather desire to go and
shoot him down. And I, personally, would certainly
love any one who Joves me, and hate any one
who hates me. I know that Christ has asked youto
forgive the person who boxed your left ear and show
him the right,but not even the most devout Christian
ever practises this. We regard the Christ who preached
this and in a way practised it by forgiving the wretches
who cast lots for his garments while he was suffering on
the cross, as a superhuman being. But the Christ whom
I love and follow is the Christ who cursed the fig-tree
which did not yield him any fruit.

V. GOPINATHAN.



My Neighbour’s Orchestra

I AM alway fond of music. But it is music that I am

fond of—not every straggling sound that creeps into
the air claiming to be music and merely jarring upon the
tympanum. [ can confidently assert that I have a car for
music, though my friend who assures me that I have two
ears, and rather long ones at that, considcrably over-
estimates my abilities. In all my life Inever missed asingle
musical entertainment, if I could secure frec admission.
Very few people know that [ actually own a gramophone,
but I do own it. The few people who have reason to
know are those of whom I regularly borrow plates and
pins. It isa sorry fact, but I never keep plates and pins
of my own. I am sometimes ashamed to think that I
take advantage of that peculiar relationship in which
some people are placed midway between our friends and
our acquaintances, and in consequence of which they
cannot very well refusc to lend us small articles and
cannot at the same time very heartily trust us with them.
But I cannot help it. [ love music too well to entertain
such nice scruples in these trivial matters. A few of my
more intimate friends have of late been trying to deprive
me of my gramophone and threatening to send it to the
Antiquarian Section of the British museum. The idea
has somehow got into their heads that my instrument is
far more aged than Edison himself. They refuse to be
convinced that they are committing a serious chronologi-
cal blunder. Moreover, I will never give up my gramo-
phone. It is almost the only comfort left to me in life. I
cannot live without music. But——I always find some diffi-
culty in trying to put up with my neighbour’s orchestra,

My Ncighbour's Orchestra i

I am sorry I have not been able to love my neighbour
as much as [ should. He has no doubt certain excellent
qualities. He has been always very generous to me, as
when he refused to take the money which I pretended to
offer for an umbrella of his that I had borrowed from
him and lost. But heis an exceptionally weak-minded
man, and I hate all weak-minded men. Of course, he
agrees with me in no ambiguous terms that the musical
propensities of his household are a tremendous nuisance
to the neighbourhood. Still he says he can do nothing to
rid the neighbourhood of them. He feels he is powerless.
He thinks he has no hand in the affair. I always tell him
that he has a hand, and that if the hand does not suffice
he should be careful to supplement it with a big stout
cane. But be is a cowardly creature. He can never be
induced to take a determined step. He lives in constant
dread of his wife and her seven sisters.

His wife and her seven sisters compose the orchestra.
It is surprising that all the seven sisters should live with

‘my neighbour’s wife and that my neighbour should

tolerate their ‘sisterliness’. But they do live here and he
does tolerate them. It sometimes looks almost as if it is
they who tolerate him, and not he who tolerates them.
These eight admirable women have a singularly erratic
notion that they were born to sing together. I never
heard any of them singing alone. Through the greater
part of the day, and late into the night, they sing with a
discordant unity, the eight of them ‘in full-throated
ease’. Day after day I hear the same monotonous songs,
and so does the whole neighbourhood, Day after day the
volume of their music increases without any appreciable
change for the better in the quality. I can always under-
stand the vanity of a woman, who has a melodious voice, in

occasionally thrilling the atmosphere with the rich strains
16



122 Lhe Presidency Collegse Magazine, Madras

of her music. Men would admire her gift, and she would
feel proudin the seeret knowledge of theiradmiration. But
in the present case I am sure the cight sisters know that
theirs are not exceptionally musical voices  even in com-
bination. If they sought the admiration of the male
population residing here, they should know that they
could achieve their object best by being silent. But I do
not accuse them of any such vanity., I do not think they
are particularly conscious of the male population in the
neighbourhood. I do not attribute their flights of song
to any Freudian instinct in them to attract men. On the
other hand, 1 really believe that the great defect with
them is their thinking too little of the existence of others.
They have a poor conception, if any, of the duty which
each individual owes to the society in which he lives. [t
gives them some pezculiar satisfaction, I believe, to live
this orchestral life, and they live it. They do not pausc
to think of its effect on others. They have not learnt to
appreciate the fact that a certain higher freedom for all
lies in curtailing isolated individual freedom. They un-
consciously carry the ¢ Natural Rights’ of Rousseau and
the philosophers of the French Revolution to their most
logical, or most illogical, limit. [n fact, my deep-rooted
objection to the orchestra in the next house may really be
not merely that it is too oppressive to the ear, but that it
ignores my existence altogether, not merely that it gets
on my nerves, but that it denies me my right to live in
peace and silence. And I have ever been a stickler for
what is due to me.

Some years ago this excessive desire on my part to
to be left in peace very nearly got me into a scrape. My
neighbour in those days was an old grim-looking Indian
Christian widow with an acid temper. She had an un-
married daughter aged about cighteen. The girl was
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reading in the Intermediate class, Her name was Lalita
~—a name which 1 had always counted among the love-
liest of names. But in this case the loveliness ended
only with the name. TFor Lalita had neither a lovely face
nor a lovely voice, and I honestly took no notice of her
as far as I could help it. She was, however, always
meddling with a harmonium and always making ¢ music’.
Her vocal ‘music’ was scarcely more pleasant to hear
than her instrumental ‘music’, and it was rather an
excruciating experience for me to observe her struggles,
while she tried to make the instrument and her voice
keep pace in a ‘song’. The effect was often so dreadful
that her ‘music’ kept reverberating in my mind ‘long
after it was heard no more’. On such occasions—and
they were many-—I nourished the as yet unfulfilled ambi-
tion of writing a parody of Keats’s poem in order to main-
tain that unheard melodies are more dreadful than the
heard ones. Omne day I was so furious, while Lalita was
struggling with her instrument, that I scribbled some-
thing for her benefit on a piece of paper and flung it at
her through the window. This did not attract her atten-
tion, but, as fates would have it, her mother saw me
flinging the missive, seized it greedily, and forthwith
began abusing me for making overtures to her innocent
darling. Women, like facts, can always speak for them-
selves-—but I remained silent. She knew no English
herself, and she would not show the paper to her daughter
for obvious reasons. She, however, ran with it to my
house to show it to my uncle, and to make him see what a
dangerous villain his nephew was. My uncle heard her
patiently, casting fiery glances at me every now and then,
called me ‘scoundrel’ and ‘ viper’ and finally asked for
the letter ¢ which the rascal wrote’ And all he found
there was the following acrostic :—
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‘Lalita, Lalita, stop that noise,

And make me keep my mental poise :

E’en Christ himself would change His mind

If He had acighbours of your kind ;

Think, then, of slighter men than He.

And stop infuriating me.

[ do not now remember how peace was finally res-

tored that day -but I suspect that to this hour Lalita
still believes T was once mad about her!

B, V. SUBRAHMANYANM,

When the bus began to move, the conductor said to
the young lady-— Your fare, Miss.’” The lady began to
blush. Once more he asked—* Your fare, Miss.” The lady
shyly replied—¢ Well, they do say at home that 1 am
rather pretty, but I see no reason why vou should say it
in public !’

Orange Blossoms
(A Short Story)

X gO, you're engaged to be married. Ave you?”

L The remark in itself was cynical and there
was a taint of cynicism in the way it was said, but it was
accompanied by a good humoured twinkle of the eyes
and an open smile of pleasure, The speaker was a lady
of twenty-four, or thereabouts, seated on a plain wooden
chair with a cherub-like baby gir] on her lap. She looked
more a girl than @ woman, was pleasant looking, and had
a piquant nose and a determined chin, the one indicating
her sense of humour and the other the strength and
seriousness of her character. The butt of this good-
humoured chaff was a girl, twenty years old, who was
seated on the edge of the chair opposite, nervously toying
with her engagement ring and blushing to the roots of
her hair. She was rather short and plump, and had 2
flat nose, but was pretty.in spite of that. The room in
which they were seated was small but well ventilated, and
had only one door opening into the hall where a little boy,
four years old, was playing with a wooden horse and
making a lot of noise, dragging it along on its back and
knocking its poor head against the floor for any little
misconduct.

“Well,” she lisped after a pauge, “Pm not the one to
say anything against matrimony. I've been married these
six years, you know. But mind I'm not advocating it for
you or anybody else’

“Really, Lalu, I cannot in the least understand you,”
replied the younger girl smiling. *“ You used to be sq
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romantic and so idealistic too. And now you've grown
very sceptical, you have !”

“Certainly not, dear. But, you must know, I've seen
life, and seen it with mv own eyes, and I find that it is
not all roses. If you were in my place, you won't say
that life is all ideals realised, and dreams come true.”

“I'm sorry. [didn’t mean to hurt you. You see,
always thought that yours was a happy lot. Why, wasn’t
yours a love match ?”

“ You thought that, did you? That was just like you
—to forget facts and live among ideals. Ideals are good,
Chemba, ideals are very good. But if you always go on
looking up at ideals, you will trip against realities and
fall flat on your nose.

“Why, I never even saw him once before our mar-
riage; and I certainly did not know what sort of man
he was. It was all arranged by mother when I was at
college in the Senior Intermediate Class. And when [
went home after the examination, she told me in the most
matter of fact way that 1 was to be married the next
month. Tt came like a bolt from the blue. [ cannot well
express the shock I received. T had never thought of
getting married. And their idea of arranging it all with-
out my knowledge! Why wasn’t I told ? Why wasn't |
consulted? T was the party most concerned in the affair.,
I told mother all these to her face, and stoutly refused to
get married. ‘T don’t want to get martied,’ T cried *and
I won't/

“It was no use. [ cried, I pleaded, I begged, and 1
rebelled. She came down on me with all her old-fangled
arguments. She’d always begin with ‘ Your father says,
as if I didn’t know that it was always father that said
whatever she had to say.

“She’d say ‘Don’t break your father's heart, Lalu.
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The sin of it will haunt you all your life and be your
curse.

“¢ Not that you won’t break your mother’s heart too.
But mother is a mere nothing--a tool.” As if I had lived
eighteen years with them, without knowing who played
the fiddle and who the accompaniment.

“ Then she’d come down on me with * We brought
vou up, fed you, clothed you, educated you, gave you all
%he luxuries you cnjoy, we lavished on you more than we
could afford. And now in this one matter you want to
go against your father’s wishes. Your father l.mows be'st
what is good for you, don’t he? You don’t think he will
do anything to bring you misery? Do you?’”

At this moment the child began to fidget. The
trinket with which she had been busy till now fell
down. The mother restored it to her hands, but the toy
no longer interested her, and she struggled to be let
down. So she was let down ; and the two women watched
her toddle up to where her brother was playing, and,
with easy mastery, take a prominent part in the game.
“ The masterful little kid,!” the mother remarked,
affectionately regarding her.

Then, after a pause, she resumed her tale.

“«But I don’t like it at all. 1 don’t want to marry.
I would cry impatiently.

“¢You are only achild, you don’t know what you are
talk}‘n‘gl all{DI(l)g\;:, and I ought to know what I'm talking

about.’ . . .
“ But it was no use arguing with her. Her will was

law, not because her will' was right, but because it was her
will. Once, when she was-away, I spoke to father about
it and sobbed till my heart ached.

“ ¢ Father, you know I don’t like this marriage. Why
do you force in me into it?’
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“¢ No, my child ; this marriage is entirely against my
wishes too. But you know how matters stand, don’t you?’

“¢But, father, you won’t et your only daughter: your
own dear, darling Lalu to be forced into a distasteful
marriage. Father, [ don’t want to go away from you, |
don’t want to marry. I will always live with you. Father,
say you won’t let me be forced into this marriage.

“ It can’t be helped, Lalu. T can't do anything.
Don’t cry about it, my own poor darling child, Take
things as they come, and always hope for the b
will all turn out well in the end.

“‘1 don’t want to marry, father. T don't.
kill myself, than marry.

“* Laly, you shonid’nt do anything rash. Yoy won'l.
Promise me you won’t. You know how painful this
marriage business is to your father. But, if you do any-
thing vash, Lalu, that will be the last stroke {or me. .It
will break my heart. It will kill me.

“And when mother came back, he tricd to argue
with her for my sake. But she wag adamant. And |
broke into open rebellion. ‘I won’t be dictated to by‘
you or anybody clse. I won’t marry !

“Thea she showed her fangs. My own mother did.
She drove me to distraction with her vindictive cupses
and cruel malicious forebodings of my future. The thing
went on for weeks, for months,  She worried me to deatl:
~-now threatening, now cajoling, now arguing and now
advising. [ could not stand it any further,
of sheer distraction, 1 4t last consented,

“The wedding went off very well, and] was sent
to my husband’s housc with everybody’s good wishes and
blessings -including mother’s,

“And it wasn’t long before I found out what sort
of man my husband was. We weren’t two months

est, It

U'd rather

And so out
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married, when one afternoon--a very hot afternoon—he
lay down to sleep and asked me to-syringe water from
time to time on the musk-root screens hanging near his
bed, so as to keep the air cool. It wasn’t much of a job,
and as he did not ask it in a commanding or arrogant
way, I accepted it without murmur, and kept on syringing
water from time to time. But I got sleepy, I suppose;
anyway, 1 don’t know how it happened, but I emptied
the whole of the syringe on his blissful sleeping self. He
woke up in a rage, snatched the pail of water I had been
using, and aimed it furiously at my retreating figure. Of
course, 1t went wide off the mark, and emptied itself full
on his clothes stand and completely drenched his office
clothes. T coulda’t help laughing outright. ‘ What a
fine marksman you are.” I cried. ‘I did it better than
you. He became completely incensed and looked so
like a bull about to charge that I got scared and ran
and hid myself in an outhouse. Aund I heard him
raving and moving about in the house searching for me.
At last he found me out, and emptied on my head the
bucket of water he bad brought and went away. And 1
stood there shivering in my drenched clothes, and heard
all my things flying one by one out of the house followed
by invectives enough to send me and my things straight
to—. Well, I crouched there for a long time, and at last he
called out gruffly to me to get in and change my clothes.
This was our first quarrel, and it opened my eyes to
the sort of person I was bound up with for good or ill.
At least one thing was certain. He had no sense of
humour.

“ From that time he began to murmur and to grumble
at everything, walking up and down in a most irritating
way, and turning things upside down. He’d say that I

was getting more and more lazy. That he’d never have
wo
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married me if he had known that | was such a disobedi-
ent creature and so on and so forth.

“ [ dare say he's not a bad sort as a man among men.
And I believe he was a perfect beau while at college. It
is all very pleasant to be chivalrous to the lady students
at college. Boys and girls meet there, spend a pleasant
time and pass out of each other’s life very soon, and no
harm is done to either. But for a plain wife to facc
realitics—Ah ! that is different story.

“ Often he’d say that 1 was not what he expected me
to be. That he had thought so much ot me and expected
so much from me. That he was greatly disappointed.
Bitterly disappointed. He was an idealist, 1 supposc,
Well-—so was 1, and so is cverybody. Men do have ideals
of what their wives should be, don’t they ?  [t’s the same
with we women too. But it’s one thing striving to come
up to your own ideals, and another thing expecting others
to come up to your ideals.

“ Sometimes the torrent of his abuse would flow for
hours together. First Tused to sit on the doorstep, and
cry unrestrainedly to ease my aching heart. But, after a
time, 1 got used to it; and I'd go through the ordeal with
as much indifference as if it were only a dull monotonous
song I had no taste for.

“ And sometimes he was so intolerable thatl seriously
contemplated running away to my father’s house. But 1
was sure the ignominy and shame of it would break my
father's heart. And I'd have to put up with continual
invectives from mother. It would be from the frying
pan into the lire. And, who knows, mother might drive
me back to my ‘ proper’ place.

“ QOnce, when we visited my parents’ house, he was s0
mild and gentle and loving that everybody thought that
I was a very lucky girl to get such a treasure for a
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husband., Mother actually told me so in private, and
congratulated me and prided herself on her judgment.
Well, I did not like.to shatter their illusion. But the
crowning stroke was yet to come.”

Now the little girl began to cry. IHer brother had
beaten her. The mother ran'up and foudled the child ; and
the boy ran laughingly away. She pressed the child to
her bosom and kissed her and spoke to her in baby
language till she was restored to her former spirits. Then
she let the child down to play alone, and came back to
her seat and continued.

“One day he came home sulky from the office,
kicked a chair which did not exactly stand in his way,
said I ought to keep things in their proper places, kept
throwing things this way and that, making a chaos of
the whole house, all the while grumbling and calling me
names.

“Tt was intolerable! I could stand it no more.
‘ What do you take mefor?’ I cried‘ A slave? A clothes-
horse?’

“That’s what you are! Dare you speak against me?
I'll teach you to do that again! [ will ”—and he—struck
me.” As she said so, she tried to and did smile; but
without her knowledge two silent drops ran slowly down
her cheeks and her voice faltered.

Chemba looked considerately away from her; and
Lalu’s face transformed to an unearthly pallor, and she
seemed to live the whole episode again.

“I didn’t shriek, didn’t cry. I simply stood my
ground, impassively. He struck me twice, and stopped
as if stunned by his own brutality, or my impassivity.
Then he walked furiously to his room and shut the door
with a bang.

“1 stood there, like one turned to stone, for a while,
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then quictly, as if in a dream, I ted the children, put them
to bed, and went up to my room, walked slowly up to my
bed and sobbed dry, tearless sobs, as T had never done
before in my life.

“‘To whom could 1 go? To whom could I tell my
sorrows? To mother? No. To father? Surcly he would
be sympathetic. But what’s the use? Why pgive him
unnecessary pain in his old age ? It was maddening, heart-
rending. This is only the beginning, I thought, and what
is to come God only knew. O God, why was I ever horn
in this cruel world to be tossed about like a toy from one
to another? No, I will not. Never will T endure all this
misery. Dl rather kill myself.” KILL!--T clenched my
hands.

“There was a handy knife on the table. [ jumped
up and grabbed it. Yes Pl kill myself. T will. But the
children! The thought made me distract with grief.
‘O God, please don’t let me kill myseif. Please God, for
my children’s sake. O God, make me kill myself. I
want to escape from this cruel world. [ will kill myself.
I will. My father! he can’t bear it, he will die. Shall T be
guilty of my father’s death? It will break his heart- he
will die. He does love me so.

“0O God don’t let me kill mysclf. Make me think
of the stain that the deed will leave on my children, the
black mark, the memory of my suicide that will haunt
them like a ghost all their life. Please do not let me
make them curse my memory. O God, what shall I do?
T will kill myself. I will. There is no better way. No,
[ won’t.

“¢«But what canIdo? Imust kill myself. [ must. But
the children! My dear little boy and my darling little
baby! What will the little thing do? Who will mother
it. The dear little children, what will they do after their
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mother is dead? No, I will not kill myself. 1 WILL
NOT. For the dear little children’s sake, I will endure
all his cruelty, and will live only for the darling little
things, loving them, and in their love will be my only
joy in this sordid world.” And I sank down exhausted on
the bed.”

¢ Ma-a-a, something in my eye--my eye.” The little boy
now came running to his mother, crying and closing the
right eye with his hand. The mother drew him close to
her, opened his eve and blew such a blast as would have
sent his eye flying through the back of his head. ¢ There,
it’s gone !’ she said in the accomplished way of a conjurer,
and the boy went away perfectly satisfied.

The mother then resumed her tale,

“1 woke late next morning; and just when I was
between sleeping and waking I thought I felt a hand
passing over my forehead. I opened my eyes, and saw
him come up to my bedside with acup in his hand with
something steaming hot in it, and even at a distance
I felt an unmistakable burnt smell. He begged me
to drink, saying that I looked very ill. He did not apolo-
gise. He’s not that sort, you know. But only smiled
feebly, and said ‘I didn’t mean it, you know. Really, 1
didn’t. With that he stopped and again pressed me to
drink. And to please him I took the cup to my lips.
But my goodness, it smelt so disgustingly like burnt cork.
I felt like dashing the cup down. But he meant well,
you know, so I drank half the cup between clenched
teeth. He pressed me to drink all. ‘No, no, I said,’
I can’t drink any more’ and he didn’t compel me any
more.

“He told me afterwards that he had come up to my
room hearing the strange sounds, and fearing I had done
something rash to myself. He stopped transfixed at the
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door on secing me throw away the knife on the Hoor,
and he watched me, as one turned to stone, until |
stretched mysclf exhausted on the bed. e said that
he saw himself as the selfish, brutish creature that he
really was. Then he turned away his face from me and
said ‘ How you must hate me! But that doesn’t matter.
I deserve it all’ and he got up abruptly and walked
away-—without looking at me.

“This was no miraculous awakening of his, youknow.
He wasn’t rcally bad at heart. Ile was an idecalist, and
consequently an egoist. He could not possibly under-
stand that others, beside himself, had {eelings.

“Now, he’s still got the sceptre, but I've got the
power. Not like mother, you must not misunderstand
me, She has both the sceptre and the power. Father
has no illusion about it at all.

“Now, he generally makes himself a very useful hand.
He does almost half the household work before going to
office, and looks after the children when I'm busy, and so
on. Of course, we bave occasional misunderstandings.
But we get on the better for these.”

Then after a pause the younger girl asked, « Now,
about me? Say what have you been driving at.  Should
{ marry, ot should I not ?”

“*Marry by all means. But marry with open eyes.
Don’t have any ideals or illusions about matrimony.
You will be the better for it in the long run.”

C. F. ALFRED.

In the Footsteps of Sherlock
Holmes

¢« ;. YHECK your emotion and go on with your story”,
said Jai Sing to Raju.

“ It was only a few days ago,” said the young Raju,
“that I came to Madras to join the Law College. One
evening I met Mr. Vedachalam at the Acquarium. We
chanced to be drinking tea at the same table. He entered
into conversation with me, asked me who I was, where 1
came from, who my parents were, etc, He took a great
fancy for me, and, finally, before parting, invited me to
Jook him up in his house the next day. I entirely forgot
the invitation; but the very next morning I received a
letter from him reminding me of my promise.”

A change had come over Jai Sing’s features. His lips
tightened, his nostrils quivered, and his heavy tufted eye-
brows were drawn together in concentration. I feared he
would take up the case. We were on the eve of going to
Delhi, Lahore and Calcutta, where, at the express desire
of the panic-stricken Government, Jai Sing was going to
conduct investigations into the bombing of the Viceroy’s
train, and several other mysterious political crimes. Any
prolongation of our stay at Madras would have certainly
irritated the Government. But still it was impossible not
to feel sympathy for the young man who had so dramati-
cally entered with a pale, haggard face and confessed his
fear of being arrested for murder!

“1 was a little surprised,” continued Raju, “at the
sudden intimacy; I went to his house though, and had a
very nice time of it. Incidentally he asked me about my
people and when I told him about an uncle of mine who

’
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had gonc up to Northern Tudia while in his teens and was
not heard of tor the past twelve years, he was very much
surprised. “Oh, T kncew him very intimately, he declared,
“while I was in Lahore some years ago.” While we were
thus talking, we were interrupted by the receipt of a
letter at which he turned very pale.”

“One moment, Mr. Raju,” said Jai Sing, “did he turn
pale before opening the envelope or after it? ™

“He never opened it before me, sir. He turned pale as
soon as he glanced at the address written on the envelope.”

“Abh! that is ttuportant, pray, procced.”

“To my inquiry he replicd that there was absolutely
nothing except that he was not quite well. It scemed to
me that he desired to be alone, and so 1 took leave of
him pleading an engagement. Next day [ reccived a
letter from him requesting me to meet him at his house
at 10-30 p.m., when he promised to tell me all about my
uncle. He desired to be excused for fixing such a late
hour ; but he could not help it as he had urgent business
to occupy him all the rest of the day. I was very reluct-
aut to visit him at such a late hour, but my curiosity got
the better of my reluctance und I went. 1 entered, went
up the stair, and pushed open the door, when a terrible
sight met my cyes. My friend was lying in a pool of
blood. His face was twisted with great terror. A long
pointed blood-stained knife lay by the body. A terrible
wound in the neck showed where the the mortal blow was
struck.

“For amoment [ stood petrified. My first impulse
was to raise an alarm, when the danger of my own situa-
tion was brought back to my mind. T was a stranger in
the house. It was a late hour for an ordinary visit. I
found under such circumstances I would be suspected. 1
was conscious of foot steps coming towards me. [ hastily
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descended the stair, dashed into the street, and ran back
to my lodgings. This is the whole truth, Mr. Jai Sing. In
the morning my worst fears were realized when I read
the newspaper account. [ knew the danger I was in, and
hastened here, before it was too late, to consult the only
man who could save me.”

“¥You have acted wisely, “said my friend, *“ and now
tell me what the newspaper account is.”

Raju stretched forward a quivering hand and picked
up the morning edition of the “ Hindu” which lay upon
the table. He read the following short account under the
heading “Murder jn Kilpauk.”

¢ Mr. Vedachalam, aged about thirty-five, who led a
very reserved life was murdered last night in his
Bungalow. At about 10-30 p.m., hearing somebody on
the stairs, a servant went to see who it was, and saw a
young man dashing past him into the street. Suspicion
was aroused, and the servant going up discovered the
master of the house lying murdered. Alarm was raised
and the police were informed. The young man has been
identified to be a Law College student named Raju. A
warrant has been issued for his arrest.”

“ Can you vecollect anything,” asked Jai Sing, when
he had listened intently to the newspaper account, “that
struck you as somewhat strange either about Vedachelam,
or about his room ? ”.

Raju thought for a moment,

“Well, it might after all be a fancy of mine; but
when I glanced back on leaving his room after my first
visit, I think I saw him hastily lighting a candle though
there was sufficient light then, since it was only §-30 p.m.
Even if there was not, there were the electric lights which
he could easily have switched on. So it appeared to

me as rather strange.”
18
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Jai Sing knitted his eye-brows and sat in deep
thought.  Now there was a heavy clang on the stairs, the
door which had been closed burst open, and Iaspector
Dutt stepped in with the giant forms of two constables
looming large behind the doorway,

“Raju!” he said.

Our unfortunate client rose with a ghastly smile.
“Tarrest vou for the murder of Vedachelam of Kilpauk !”

Raju turned with a gesture of despair, and, after a
fast Desceching glance at us, walked out of the room
followed by the two constables.

“The casc is singularly interesting,” said Jai Sing,

“Inspector Dutt, you will do me a great service if
you will accompany me and my friend here to Kilpauk.”

“Mr. Jai Sing,” replied Dutt, “I don’t think it is
worth while to waste your valuable time on this case
which isso simple, We are competent enough to handleit.”

“Never mind, Dutt, my time is not after all so
valuable as to influence me to give up interesting cases.
As for simplicity, you must know, Simplicity often
conceals much complexity. So please oblige me.”

We got into a taxi, which Jai Sing had hired for g
few days, and in a few minutes reached the scene of
murder. [t was a fine bungalow situated In a spacious
compound with a garden in f{ront. The police had
already taken charge of the house. The owner lay
murdered upstairs in the sitting room close to his bed-
room, exactly as young Raju had described.

“AR!™ exclaimed Jai Sing, as he scanned the features
of the murdered man “I suspected as much.”

[ ventured to ask him what he suspected. But he
brushed past me with an impatient gesture to examine
the body more carcfully. From the pocket of the dead
man he drew out a letter,
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“ Here is the letter that made him turn pale!” said
Jai Sing as he drew it out of the envelope.

Very sorry I didn't get time enough to procivie
The things you needed. 1Vithin a fewe days Tl

Be going again to Pondichery when I shall

Cevtainly procure thei for you.

Dh.

Jai Sing’s eager face wore an expression of intense
and high-strung energy which showed me that the message
had opened up a stimulating line of thought. Finally he
handed it over to Inspector Dutt. “ What can you make
out of that? ” he asked. ,

“ There is nothing to make out; it is so simple. But
I don't see any connection betwcen the message and the
murder.”

“ Inspector Dutt, you will observe one or two curious
things about the letter., First a margin is left on either
side which is rather uncommon. Then the first words in
the four lines are not all in aline. The first two, viz,
“very” and “the” are alittle to the right of the last
two words “be”, and “certainly.” Are these not sug-
gestive ?”’

“It means the writer is a little whimsical and rather
careless. But these arc all trifies, Mr. Jai Sing.”

“It is exactly the trifles that matter, and now if you
will get me a candle 1 will show you what connection
there is between the trifles and the murder.”

Dutt glanced at me as if questioning the sanity of
my friend. Nevertheless he procured a candle. Jai Sing
drew out a match-box from his pocket, lighted the candle
and fixed it upon the table.

“Oune, two, three, “said he as he took the slip of
paper and waved it over the flame like a juggler perfor-
ming some wonderful trick, “and now look at it, quick!” -
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To our surprisc there were some new  w
in some greenish pink colour,

“Omit the original
ones "

rords written

words and read only the new

said Jai Sing with a triumphant smile.

Be very sorry [ didn’t get time cnough to procure ready
lo the things you nceded. Within afew days T will meet
be going again to Pondichery

when I shall vowr
certainly procure the m

for vou end
Dh.

“Be ready to meet your c¢nd” we read.

In a few seconds the new words faded and the
original was lcft.  “ Cobalt Chloride ™, said Jai Sing with
a smile answering our look of amazement. Before we
gave vent to our feelings of surprise, Jai Sing had turned
away to examine the windows, the doors and the floor.
Finally he returned to the table,

“Ah! hereis a nice time-picce “ exclaimed Jai Sing
taking one which was in the table ang examining it. 1
commend this remarkable thing to your notice, ” he
added turning to Inspector Dutt.

“I don't find anything remarkable
replied.

“The remarkable thing about t]
1t was not wound vesterday ”
up to confirm his words.

At this juncture Rangaswami, the
Questioned by Jai Sing he said he had been in the house
only for two weeks. He had been wandering without a
job, subsisting on the generosity of people whom he amused
by his powers of mimicry when he chanced to come to
Vedachelam’s house. Vedachelam took pity on him, and
engaged him as a domestic servant to attend on him
and to manage his house. His master was verykind to

about it,” he

e time-picce is that
said Jai Sing winding it

peon, entered.
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him. Rangaswami was very sorry for his death, especially
as he would again be forced to lead a hand to mouth
existence.

“Do you know when your master used to wind the
time-piece?” asked Jai Sing in an indifferent tone.

“ At g-30 every night, sir” he replied.

“Oh! Is that so?” said Jai Sing and turned to
examine the bed-room. There was nothing strange there
except the presence of a loaded revolver. Jai Sing then
asked Rangaswami to conduct us downstairs to the
servants’ quarters. As we descended and passed through
the room the same scrupulous care with which things
were arranged in the bed-room and the sitting room was
again visible. While passing through an apartment in
the servants’ quarters Jai Sing’s attention was arrested
by the sight of a coat hanging from a bracket.

“ That,” said the peon answering his look,” was gz
gift from my kind master, sir.”

“Did he give you this Parker's gold-case fountain
pen also?” asked Jai Sing drawing out one from one of
the pockets of the coat.

“No, Sir, he asked me to clean it yesterday. He
went out after giving it and did not return till about
8 r.M. Oh!I forgot all about it.”

Jai Sing questioned the servants. No additional
information was forthcoming, except that .they had ail
heard their master calling Rangaswami repeatedly twice
or thrice at about 10 o’clock. A few minutes after that
they saw Rangaswami returning from the master’s room,
Rangaswami himself confirmed their story explaining
that his master called him at 10 P.M. to give him as usua]
certain directions to be carried out next morning. It was
after 10-30 P.M. that they discovered the murder of their
beloved master,
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“Our investigation herc is at an ¢nd,” said Jai Sing,
“we will now go." We returned to our rooms in Hotel
Bosotto. Tt was about 10 A. M. when he reached there.

Jai Sing was very busy that day despatching tele-
grams, frequently going out and making inquiries.
Toward the evening he received some telegrams, letters,
and packages. Half an hour later a tall man dressed in
Gandhi cap and pure white khaddar emerged from Jai
Sing's room. e was of a dark complexion. In one
hand he carricd a suit-case, in the other a few books, 1
stared at the stranger not knowing how he had got into
my friend’s room.

“Don’t stare at me like that,” it was the voice of my
friend. “I am a member of the Swadeshi League; my
name is Varadiah. This suit-case contains different
specimens of Khaddar coating, shirting, and other Swa-
deshi articles. There is the Autobiography of Mahatma
(Gandhi, An Englishman’s reply to Mother India, Father
India, etc. Today, I am going to carry on an intense
Swadeshi propaganda. Mahatma Gandhi-ki-jai !” he
cried bursting into a spasm of merriment. He saw how
puzzled I was, but without offering a word of explanation
he passed out of the room glancing back at me with g
mischievous twinkle in his eye.

At about g o’clock in the evening, he returned, brush-
ed past me into his room, and after a few minutcs'emerg-
ed in his usual dress.  In spite of the high expectations
with which he bad started off, I could see he was dispirited.
He took a hasty meal and sank back into his chair.

“My dear old man” 1 ventured to ask, “ have you
met with any failure?™

“ Failure would have been better, but it is the success
of my investigations that baffles me!”

«“ 1 fail to catch the point,” said 1,
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« Of course, you know that the murdered man is the
long-lost uncle of the young Raju.”

“ Uncle l—"

«Y suspected it from the very first. Consider his
sudden fancy for the young stranger—a little too un-
common for a man who leads a very reserved life. His
surprisc when Raju mentioned his uncle's name, his
admission that he knew the whereabouts of the man
while he was in Lahore somce years ago—all thesc lent
weight to the suspicion. Add to this the resemblanf:e
between him and Raju. Of course, you overlooked it,
because you had no such idea of relationship, whereas I
could detect it because I looked for it. Why did he leave
lahore, come to Madras, change his name and.lead a
secluded life without even communicating with his
relatives? The secret message gave me a clue. Warning
before murder is characteristic of secret revolutionary
societies. It was clear that he had once belonged to such
a society and that he had in some way violated the laws
of the society. That explained why he lived m such a great
seclusion. On the one hand he had to fear recognition
by some member of the society, and on the other, if it
were known that once he was a member of such a society,
the government would watch his movements with a
suspicious eye. What then had he done twelve years
ago to merit the vengeance of the society ? 1 searched the
past records to note the important events that occurred
in Lahore twelve years ago. There were a few political
crimes, but that which attracted my attention was the
sensational murder of Commissioner Henderson in the
open streets at II A.M. Seven arrests were made, four
persons were found not guilty and acquitted, one of the
rest turned approver and gained his freedom, while the
other two were awarded twelve years’ rigorous imprison-
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ment.  One of them died in prison while the other was
acquitted three weeks ago. A brief description of t(he
approver made me doubt that he was none other than
Vedachelam. Supposing for a moment that Vedachelam
was the approver, and that the real murderer was the per-
son acyuitted three weeks ago Ieould fit every other fact
into the theory. The moetive of the crime was evident.
The man turned pale at the receipt of the letter because
he recognised the hand-writing.  The revolver in the bed-
room showed that he was expecting such an attack. To
verify my theory I telegraphed to the head-quarters of
the Lahore Police giving a full description ot Veda-
chelam. They identified him as the approver in the
sensational Lahore case. They also telegraphed to me a
brief description of the man acquitted three weelks ago
and directed me to onc of the Dailies published three
weeks ago for his photograph. After some trouble 1
procured it. The next difficulty was to find out the
man. The envelope in which he had sent the messave
hore the seal of the High Court Post Office. 1t was thel‘-.;_
fore probable that he lived somewhere in the neighbour-
hood. There arc two or three places in the vicinity
where strangers are likely to reside, the most likely place
being the Y.MCA. There was no use of asking . for
Dhulip—that is his name—since he would have changed
his name. How to search for him through all the
rooms of the Y.M.C.A. without a warrant ang with-
out exciting suspicion? Adoption of the Swadeshi dress
and the pretension of national propaganda was the
surest and safest way. This is a time of national ferment,
when swadeshi propaganda is carried on vigorously.
Such a disguise would therefore never excite sus-
picion. I darkened my complexion and put on
khaddar as you saw. I passed from room to room
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selling books, showing specimens of swadeshi arti-
cles and taking orders. In one of the rooms on the
second floor T met my man. He asked me many ques-
tions about the activifies of the Swadeshi league and
finally gave me an order for a few swadeshi articles.
Thus I managed to get a specimen of his handwriting.
Here it is, my friend, you will note that the handwriting
is identical with that of the secret message. T went to a
few other rooms to keep up appearances, descended and
made a few inquiries about him, when a trifling discovery
upset all my conclusions.”

“What is it? 7 I asked with great surprise.

“Tt is the indisputable fact that he was playing
cards with a few others last night between g-30 and 11
o’clock, that is, when the murder was committed!
I was entirely puzzled. On the one hand every instinct
seemed to point out Dhulip as the real culprit. On
the other hand it was quite evident he could prove an
alibi. Suddenly an idca struck me.”

“Jai Sing!” 1 exclaimed, “why should you think
the murder was committed after g-30 P.M.? It may have
bheen committed before 9-30 P.M.”

“My dear friend, that idea struck me in the very
beginning of our investigations. You recollect my
observation about the time-piece. It seemed to point out
to me that Vedachelam could not wind the time piece at
9-30 as usual, because he was murdered before g-30 p.Mm.
But theories, however probable, must give place to facts
and the fact is that he was alive at 10 P.M,, since he was
heard by the servants calling Rangaswami.”

“ The peon and the servants may have deliberately
lied.” I suggested.

“My dear man, you do little credit to the murderer,

Exercise your imagination a little, put yourself in the
19
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!)osiyion of the murderer and think whether you would
in his place pat yourlife in the hauds of all the habbi-
g servants, especially when all of them are strangers
toyou. No, no, your solution is untenable. | am sure
the servants have spoken nothing but the truth.”

) Ustill strongly suspected Dhulip, but it was quite
evident he could prove aw alivi! I could offer no other
suggestion to solve the mystery, Finally T retived to
sleep leaving fai Sing smoking hard with his hecavy dark
brows knitted up and his long nervous fingers drumming
the arms of his chair as he ty rned over in his mind every
possible solution of the mystery. Scveral times in the
course of the night, I heard him walking up and down
his room. In the twilicht of dawn he rushed intﬁo
my room.  When [ rose with a start, 1 couldsee by his
pale hollow face that he had not slept at ail.

“Good Heavens!™ he cried, “what a fool have 1
been! Come, quick, quick! We have already given the
birds time to fly away.” [ hastily put on some clothes
while Jai Sing phoncﬁ to the police. We got into the
taxi, and, before the first streaks of morning had tinged
the east, we were at Kilpauk. The watchman was roused.
Jai Sing almost ran through the corriders into the
servants’ quarters. He pushed open the peon’s room.
With the energy of a bull-dog he began to examine every
nook and corner of the room. He could get nothing
except a few scraps of paper, but as he scrutinised them
a triumphant smile lit up bis face. But it was only for
an instant. He turned to the sleeping Rangaswami with
a fierce expression on his face and waked him up.
Rangaswami rubbed his eyes, and stared in amazement
and apprehension, as he saw Jai Sing looking sternly at
him.

All of a sudden Inspector Dutt with two constables
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rushed into the room. Rangaswami’s face turned deadly
pale.

“ Arrest him,” said Jai Sing imperiously, “for the
witful murder of his master with the aid of another! His
accomplice, a middle-aged man with a handsome face and
a deep scar on his forechead was arrested yesterday and
has confessed everything !

With the energy of despair Rangaswami rose from
the bed and cried, “It is a lie! It is a lie! It is he who
murdered him! I only—only—." ‘

“Helped him!”, added Jai Sing. ‘ Inspector Dutt,
he has all but contessed that he is an accomplice in the
crime. You can remove the wretch to the gaol and
extort the full details of the crime. Meanwhile excuse me
since I have to seek the chief criminal.”

We hurried out, got into the taxi, and in a few
minutes reached the Y.M.C.A. It turned out as Jai Sing
had feared. The room was empty. A letter addressed
to Jai Sing lay upon the table. My friend tore open the
evelope and read :~
Sir,

Your name is as well known throughout India
as that of Sherlock Holmes in England. I have
always had a. profound respect for you and it has
not been diminished by what has happpened. All our
countrymen and myself in particular are very much
indebted to you for the earnestness and vigour with
which you are carrying on Swadeshi propaganda. Never-
theless I must warn you that your interference in the
affairs of our Socicety will force us, in spite of our admira-
tion for you, to remove you from our path.

b2l

Dh.
“That means,” said Jai Sing with a smile, “that he will
provide us with some more interesting work in future,”
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We soon returned to our hotel.

“The whole of last night 1 was haunted by the
thought,” said Jai  Sing  that cvening, “ that
curious detatls had come under my notice
been too  casily dismissed.  Suddenty  in the  grey
of dawn onc of then forced itsell on my mind. 1t
was the scecond letter which Raju received and the
Parker’sfountain pen found in Rangaswami’s coat. Was
it not rather strange that Vedachelam should invite Raju
again so urgently, and that too at such a late hour as
10-30 P2 He could have invited him next morning
or at any othcr convenient time. Did Vedachelam
himsell write the letter or was 1t written by somebody
else to prepare a trap for the young man and to ward
off suspicion from the real culprit?

SOMe
and had

If it was written by
somebody else, the incident of the Parker's fountain pen
was significant. The most vemarkable thing about a
fountain pen is that it is much more easy to imitate the
handwriting of the owner with it than with any other
pen. It was unlikely that a man so scrupulously careful
about all things as Vedachelam wus should have given his
cxcellent pen to the poen, who might spoil it, instead of
himself cleaning it. Rangaswami had therefore taken it
to imitate the handwriting of his master in writing a
letter to the young man to attract him to the scene of
murder so that he might be accused of the crime, It was
evident from the letter that Rangaswami had overheard
the conversation between Raju and his uncle. If the peon
had thus tried to ward off suspicion from the real culprit
by dirccting it against another it was clear that he kx-xew
all about the murder.  Was he the real culprit or was be
only a tool of Dhulip? But how could Dhulip be the
murderer when he could casily prove an alibi ? 1 racked
my brains with such questions when suddenly I recollect-
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ed another neglected detail, and in a flash I arrived at the
truth. It was the fact that Rangaswami possessed powers
of mimicry. It was possible that Vedachelam died before
10 P.M. Rangaswami may have gone to his master’s room
at 10 P.M. and imitated the voice of his master in calling
out his own name twice or thrice in order to create the
false impression that Vedachelam was alive at 10 P.M.
That explained why the servants did not mention having
heard him answer the summons. If he had after imitating
the voice of his master answered it in his own voice,
the voice coming from the same room would have e?ccited
suspicion. It also explained why the sc:rvants (.hd not
mention having seen him go up immediately after the
call was heard. 1f thesce deductions were true, it is possible
that the man in the Y. M.C.A. came and murdered Veda-
chelam before 9-30, and then returned and played cards
after that. Indeed 1 suspected the brain of Dhulip
behind all these schemes. It was, however, necessary to
verify the theory as far as possible. The peon before
actually writing the letter would have probably made
some attempts at imitating Vedachelam’s handwriting
with a specimen of 1t before him. I discovered by
examining those scraps of paper which I got from his
room that he had made such attempts before writing the
letter. You know what followed.”

It may be added that the confession of Rangaswami
in the gaol confirmed cvery word of my friend. He
admitted that he was an agent of Dhulip and that he
had entered Vedachelam’s household on purpose. The
police have so far failed to trace Dhulip. Jai Sing, how-
ever, believes that he will again come to grips with him
in his northern tour which he is about to undertake at
the instance of the Government.

MATHEW THARAKAN.



On a Cigaretlie

A simple sinfl
That Hghtly draws its byeath,
And feels its Yite in every put),
What should it know of earth ;

C’ [©atl the good and great things on our planct a
cigavette deserves the highest commendation in my
humble opinion.  But some of us abhor that harmless
thing and treat it as an untouchable. Others arc ready
to maintain that a cigarctte, with other evils, emerged
from Pandora’s Box. There is a good deal of truth in
this statement, though it scems absurd. May be that
the famous tobacconist, B. D. Karim, llew to Olympus on
Mr. H. G. Well’s Time Machine and petitioned to Hermes
10 include cigarettes in the list of evils (by way of adver-
fisement, 1 imagine). But this is certain, we have very
wrong notions about that angel who soothes the pains of
mortals. 1 am sure that the angel who emerged last out
of Pandora’s box was only an avatar of the vencrable
subject of this essay. For Hope is & wmisnomer for a
cigarette, and a cigarette is a misnomer for Hope.

Are you melancholy? The hope-reviving cigarette
alone will cure you. Have you failed to get a degree? If
so, let us walk to that crowded shop. Neither penny-
shockers, nor illustrated weeklies, nor even Douglas
Fairbanks can oust sullen gloom and e¢nnui. The mind-
mist vanishes only at the appearance of the tobacco-mist,
Sorrow never approaches a smoker. I fancy it is afraid
of being choked.

The delightful fumes possess a marvellous influence.
The moody and the morose are changed in an instant
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into rollicking optimists. Smoking bas made many
a youth wise and sagacious. The late lamented Lord
Birkenhead would never have been that smiling yet
stern, steady-minded yet energetic, politician we knew
him to be but for the long cigar he was so fond
of. He used to carry it between his fingers like a
magician’s wand. If Jeromc K. Jerome had not been
a diligent votary of smoking, the world might have
sadly missed ‘The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow’.
But for tobacco, Carlyle could not have written his
s French Revolution’ and Tennyson could not have
written his ‘Idylls of the King.’

I am pained to find that some people resort to the
assistance of a hand-kerchief, when I get into a bus with
my favourite Gold Flake artistically held between my
fingers. I am more pained when I get into a public
building and am confronted with the large letters of stern
mandate : “SMOKING STRICTLY PROHIBITED”. I
cannot really make out this groundless contempt towards
the most unselfish of things. A cigarette gives you
pleasure while you callously burn it to ashes. Therefore
I feel it is my bounden duty to light it whenever 1 can
and to bring to light its merits.

Do you want to enter Elysium? It is a matter of
four pies. Foracigarette undoubtedly gives you the most
ethereal of pleasures. Icannotconceivea merrier oceupa-
tion than puffing out ‘ innocuous blasts of curling smoke’
and watching them with ‘baby-wonderment’. When I
smoke I begin to forget ‘the weariness, the fever and the
fret of mortal existence’. Around me I create a miniature
nephosphere and mutter in a contemplative thsper,
“ What nonsense is all this bustle of the World
above it?” Iresemble a ‘pinioned angel’ wat the
pompous mobilisation of cloud armadas’. hen the

S
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fragrance of it! 1 inhale * the balmy smells of nard and
cassia, which the musky wings of the zephyr scatter
through the cedared alleys of the Hesperides.  And thus
gradually the “dewy-feathered Sleep "overcomes me. T am
quite certain that Epicurus would he panting in Tartarus
to return to owr world the world of luxurious smokers.

A Gold Flake gives the finishing touch to a modern
gentleman.  Smoking is the sine gua non of fashionable-
ness. A factory smokes; an engine smokes; a pumping-
station smokes.  They are all modern emblems of civili-
sation! If a man zcalously abstains from this habit, he
must be hunted out of socicty. 1 was mysclf sent to
Coventry in those days when T protested against the
“unholy " act of smoking! And T now feel it was a just
treatment.

I'may be allowed to state here a signilicant discovery
[ have made after a long devotion to tobacco. Mine is by
no means a Pickwickian discovery., mind vou. It is this.
There are more things in tobacco and opium than are
dreamt of in all our philosophies. For tobacco, like its
cousin opium, makes us realise that the world is an illu-
sion, while philosophy only teaches us the same thing in
a roundabout manner

S. RAJAGOPALAN,

The Tragedy of a Dog
(A Simple Story)

NCE upon a time the world was very yo.uncf. It was
so young that it is difficult for us at tl.us distance to
imagine how young it was. It had all t'he innocence and
gaiety of infancy. And in those happy tlfnes all birds and
animals and trees could talk,act and feel like any one of us.
It may appear strange to us now, but tha.t only sl.xows f)ur
limited vision. Wehave arcliable authority on this subject
in our dear old ZAsop and people of his kind. /Espp Fe11§ us
that animals at one time attained a d(_egree of cx_vxhsatlon
higher than ours, so much so, that wiseacres pointed out
that we ought to copy their ways, though, of C(?urse, man
in his pride refused to be thus tutored. Occasionally, of
course, a few never thought it degrading to profit by the
experiences of birds and beasts, and took constant
lessons in subjects like fidelity, industry, ar'ld Constaflcy.'.
All this it may be difficult for us to believe, but 1.t is
truth pure and simple. How the prese.nt state of things
came about it is difficult to say. But it seems probable
that on one fine morning animals and birds and trees rose
from their sleep and were astounded at the stupidity of
rhan, and were consequently struck dumb, and so they
remain. In course of time, however, man prog.resse.d and
came to be what he is today. Asop and his tribe, of
course, would deny it, if they came to life now. But
that does not matter, for Asop is as harmlgss as
one of his old lions. '
During those happy days when man was still un-
civilized he cultivated the friendship of a few animals,
20
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But after animals became dumb, an arrangement of
society similar to the feudal svstem came into existence.
Animals became the slavey of man, and man, as is usual
with him, tyrannized over them,

It was in thowe happy good old times that a dog
lived in a quict Httle hamlet which resembled the garden
of Eden (from which by the way be it noted our srand
parents had been driven out for civil disobedience.)  She
lived there with her two pups. She was now fairty old,
but in her own day she was a great heauty, and had much
reputation for it in the dog world. She hud heen married
some five or six months before. But sad to say her
married life had been a failure. For she had been
seduced by o notorious socicty dog or “love pirate’ as we
call him.  And he like a true philandercer deserted her in
a few days. The system of divoree was not much it
vogue o those days, since there was no need for it
Neither were therve any divorce courts to which she
could appeal. So she naturally had to fall hack upon
some one for support, especially because she had to feed
her two voung ones. After much hesitation and com-
punction of conscicnce shie sought refuge with a charita-
ble man of the locality. ler hatred of the dog world
was too great to allow her to scek help from her kind.
She was quite a misanthrope now. But she Joved her
young ones dearly.  Of course, she had much difficulty in
persuading her master to put up with her young ones.
In spite of her cloquence and the many bitter tears she
shed, the master argued that she had no right for the
children. A heart-rending silence was her only reply.
But it served the purpose, for the master’s heart was
softened.

Ouce this master, who by the way was as great 2
misanthrope as the dog, for his wife had jilted him, went
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to a neighbouring village and was not expected to return
(or some days. He provided for the dogs, by asking a
ncighbour of his, a greedy old woman, to feed them
and paid her in advance for it. Of course the woman
never fod the dogs atter the first two days. On the third
day, as there was no {ood, the pups became restless.
“Mother,” said onc of them “how cruel youare! Why
don’t you give us something to munch? A bone at least.
The mother could say nothing. Her pups little knew
that they were all dependent on some one else for food.
They began to cry and the mother could not contain her
tears. The old woman peeped out and laughed. The
mother-dog spat on her face and barked aloud, and in the
evening when the sun was low in the western sky, finding
that no food was likely to be forthcoming she thought
of sallying out. But she had too great a love for her
young ones to leave them without a word of advice.
Like the true misanthrope she was she told her pups how
wicked was the world outside and how indifferent to
their wants. But the pups would not listen to her, and
they cried louder than ever. So in the increasing gloom
of the sunsat she sallied forth to fetch her young ones
something. The pupsdanced for joy that something would
soou be forthcoming. )

A furlong from this house was another house
in this garden of Eden. It belonged to a rich man
who dwelt there. Towards that dwelling now hastily
ran the mother-dog. She entered it and found that
all was mirth and jollity there. It was evidently a
feast. Approaching the kitchen stealthily she smelt
some delicious meat. She saw a nice goose smoking on
the fire. And there was no one in the room. She felt a
temnptation to steal it. She had a conscience, no doubt’
but she had also pups to feed. So she ran in and seized
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the picce of meat and rushed out. She could not hold 1t
i her mouti and so dropped if. Hastily she picked it up
again and looking up saw the cook enter the room.
Theretore she ran away as fast as she could.
round she saw 2 huge male dog, and a man screaming
vouiently in pursuit of her. She reached her kennel at
last, but they were still in pursuit.  The poor dog’s hour
of trial had come.

The mother knew that, if she stayed there, the meat
would be discovered and her young oncs deprived of their
food. Moreover she did nwot like that her children should
see her fight a losing battle. So she dropped the meal
i front of her childven and ran back to mect her pur-
sucrs. The male dog soon rushed on her. They were now
engaged in a mortal combat, biting each o(licr licrcely.
§o.on the big dog got her by the throat., She almost
tainted, still the grip was not released. By this time the
man too came up and beat the poor dog mercilessly. She
fell to the ground and became uncdnsc-ious. But the
pups in the keunel were all happy and dancing for joy.

When she recovered her consciousness she was able to
see that the dog and the man were going away, the
man whistling a gay tune and patting his dog affecition-
i{\tcly. With great effort she dragged herself to her home.

‘ ! te, take yourshare.” The mother
has had her share alveady.  She was praf eding
the head. She fols dirss asop \.db p{otllsc]y blecd.mg‘ n
! ‘ | SHC Crept 1o and the children
innocently asked her, « What 1 (ine red jewe

. jewel you have

on your head, mother! Where did you get it?” They
;flt)llc%im:wo::;f;:t 1;} x}war’lt'. The mother could hardly
pres g 1€ was, however, happy that her
children werc happy. She felt her head reel. The
wound was severe, and she knew she was sinking. She

But turning
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suckled her young oncs now for the last time. She did not
want to die before their eyes. So she hastened away
from them towards a heap of ashes at some distance.
Her last thoughts were about the future of her children.
But she could do nothing now. With her broken head
she was past recovery. So she crawled along shedding
hitter tears and now and then casting a look backwards
at her young ones.

In the morning they found her dead on the heap of
ashes.

The reader may be inclined to laugh at this simple
story, because it is the story of a dog. But it is a true
story and we have parallels to it in human life every day.
Read for the dog a poor widow and see how grim the
tragedy becomes! A poor widow or an outcaste woman
unable to feed her children is tempted into a life of crime
and dies a dog's death. But the heights of emotional
sublimity and self-sacrificing love to which men and
women sometimes rise in low life are hardly ever
recognised.

M. N. MALLYA.
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THE BHAGAVAD GITA (Students' edition:  Text
and  Translation  with Introduction and  Notes
by D. 8. Sarma, a.a., Presidency  College, Madras.
Current Thought Press, Triplicane.

Price Cloth Bound Rs. 2-0-0. Paper Cover Re. 1-8-0.
Prof. Sarma has carned the undying gratitude ol all

carnest students of Hinduism by his lectures on the Gita,

his cdition of the Bhakti Sutras of Narada and, above all,
by bis very helpful ¢ Primer of Hinduism’. It is in the

Ntness of things thut he should <ive to the student world

his edition of the Gita as well, and we congratulate him

an the success of his achicvenient in this respect.

As the anthor has remasked in the delighttful preface,
this book hod its origin in . real want felt by people like
hisuself, who hiave in theiv charge many young men living
i College Hostels, When Tudian Wardens take a serious
view of their duties and want to look after the spiritual
wellare  of their wards, they are confronted with the
difticulty  of finding suitable text books. Prof. Sarma
has been attempting in the various books published by
him to supply this want.

Over and above the learned and accurate translation
written in chaste and flowing language the book has the
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extra merit of a lucid Introduction and suggestive and
helpful notes. The Introduction sets forth the import-
ance of the Gita not only to students of Hinduism but also
to all men who want to lecad a godly life. The age of the
Gita is discussed, but not from the point of view of a dry-
as-dust historian. The relative positien of the age in the
stream of mnatural history is fixed and the peculiar
features of the age in which the book took its present
form are set forth clearly. It 15 shown how there was
a grand revival of Hinduism in that age of expan-
sion when some great minds accomplished a synthesis
of culture. We particularly recommend to the earncst
student of the Gita the two sections called ‘ The Message
of the Gita’ and ‘The Synthesis of the Gita’ where it is
shown how the ultimate ideal of the Gita is “ fellowship
with God through service, through devotion and through
contemplation”, and how the author of the Gita takes up
the elements of older religions such as “ rituals, sacrifices,
popular forms of worship, scvere penances, ascetic ways
of life, and cast-iron rules of traditional ethics” and
criticises them in a spirit of sympathy and love and leads
them on to a higher level, to “a purer and more inward
and living religion.” 1t is also pointed out how the Gita
transcends mere ritualism or quietism, and the theism of
the Bhakti schuol and how the author takes up the words
and ideas current at the time but breathes a new spirit
into them as all great Teachers have done. The causes that
led to the popularity of Buddhism and later on to its decline
and the superior merits of the Gita when compared with
the religion of the Enlightened Oneas a code of life are well
explained. This interpretation of the Gita as a work of
grand synthesis obviates the need felt by partisans who
look upon it as a book extolling the merits of Karma,
Bhakti, or Jnana as the only path,
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In the translation the author has succeeded wonder-
fully in following the wie media and avoiding the Scylla
of literary finish without accuracy and the Charybdis of
philosophical accuracy devoid of form.  He had, as he
acknowledges in the preface, the invaluable advantage of
co-operation by two eminent scholars like Professors
S. Kuppuswami Sastriar and M K. Rajagopdla Aiyangar,

The notes are very  helpful and highly suggestive,
though brief. They not only draw our attention to the
different interpretations given by the great Acharyas to
important verses of the Gita, but also give in many places
the parallel passages from the Upanishads.  Moreover
short and appropriate extracts are given from the notes
of the two great modern commentators on the Gita,
Tilak and Aurobindo Ghose. Obscrvations on the Gita by
Mahatma Gandbi, who is the noblest living embodiment
of its teachings, would also be much appreciated.

Two general impressions arce left upon us by a careful
study of the author’s presentation. One is that the author
has found the book to be a real guide in his own life and
wants it to be so used by all, especially by students for
whom it is particularly intended. Sccondly, the author
seems to have a deep and abiding faith in the efficacy of
the Gita as a potent influence in bringing about a much
necded reform in the present day Hinduism. Ttself a
product of such a Renaissance centuries ago, it is bound,
if properly used, to bring about another Renaissance in
India such as we actually sce going on around us. The
Gitanot only did have asplendid past and was a solace and
guide to countless millions for thousands of years, but it
is going to have a still morc glorious futurc in India and
elsewhere. It is an epitome of Sanatana Dharma, an
embodiment of eternal spiritual verities applicable to
all places and times and to all conditions of men and
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things. Itis bound to become a gospel for humanity
at large.

Having said so much about the good features of this
edition I would not, I hope, be misunderstood if 1 pointed
out some minor defects. Pages at the top do not con-
tain indication of the chapters and verses dealt with,
and therefore the task of reference is rendered unneces-
sarily difficult. A subject index would have enhanced the
value considerably, and surely students have a right to
expect a good bibliography for further study. But, in the
words of our great poet, these are like the moon’s spots
drowned in the bright effulgence around them. We hope
all earnest students of the Gita would find Prof. Sarma’s
presentation as helpful and attractive asI have certainly
found it to be.

S. K. YEGNANARAYANA AIYAR

SIX LECTURES ON THE RECONSTRUCTION OF
RELIGIOUS THOUGHT IN ISLAM: by Sir
Mohammad Igbal. Lahore, 1930.

These lecturcs which were delivered in Madras not
long ago to a large and cultured audience are now
published in the form of a book. The author hopes there-
by to satisfy the need of the modern mind for a scientific
form of religious knowledge. He feels certain that
the rapid progress of science will soon sound the death-
knell of materialism and strangely reveal many unsus-
pected points of harmony between science and religion.
His lectures are scholarly and cannot be easily appreciated
by persons who fight shy of serious philosophical specula-
tions.

The relations of Philosophy and Religion, Reason and

Faith, Thought and Intuition, both in their historical and
2
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logical setting, arce surveyed in the first lecture for the
purposce ol pointing out that they spring from the same
source and necessarily complement cach other by taking
diffcrent routes. The intellect o the logical under-
standing by itself “only waylays the living heart of man
and robs it of the invisible wealth of life which can be
grasped in its wholeness only by intuition—a mystic
power present incvery person in a smaller or larger
measure.”  The rapid survey, undertaken in this chapter,
of the genesis and cevolution of Islamic Rcl.i:-.:ion an'(_l
Philosohhy reveals at once the influence ot Hellente
thought and its contribution to European philosophy
and science.  Islam came out of its conflicts with Judaism
and Christianity with a clear postulation of its idcal that
in the domain of knowledge, scicentific or religious,
a complete separation of thought from concrete experi-
ence is neither possible nor desirable.

After a stationary lifc of five centurics there seems
to be now an Islamic Renaissance, and our author,
while welcoming the new spirit, is legitimately afraid
that 1its contact with modern European civilisation
might arvest the true inwardness of Islam and its
culture. In his practical sagacity this enthusiastic re-
former feels that the only successful way to counteract
Zu.ltl-lsl.anll(“m()VClnCl-ltS.iS to undertake a philosophic
discussion of the ]).EISIC tdeas of this simple yet grand
message -to humanity, which in its zeal for unity and
unwersalxty. 'does ngt tolerate any kind of dualism
bel.'wecn spiritual life and the world of matter, He
points out.that t}lc z.lwakcning of the empirical spirit with
a concomitant fecling of reverence for the actual and
regurq 1‘01“ the contribution of the senses to the under-
standing of the beauty and harmony of the universe is no
mean achievement of the Quran. His analysis of mystic
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experience and his specification of its four main charac-
teristics of immediacy, unanalysable wholeness, intimate
association with a unique other Self and incommunicabi-
lity form a noteworthy contribution to the literature of
mysticism.

In the second lecture, which is a highly technical and
critical review of the different historical and scholastic
endeavours to reconcile philosophy and religion and to
give logical arguments for the existence of God, known as
the cosmological, ontological and teleological proofs, the
lecturer reveals his intimate acquaintance with the
wide range of philosophy, ancient, medieval and modern,
including that of the up-to-date thinkers like Bergson,
Whitehead, Russel, Einstein and Alexander. He ultimate-
ly comes to the conclusion that Keality is a rationally
directed creative life which is theorised by Philosophy but lived
by Religion.

The highly monotheistic and personal conception of
God and our inseparable relation to Him, the significance
and utility of individual and congregational prayer, and
the dynamic nature of the universe as a perennial creation
are some of the topics clucidated in the third lecture.
Tt is pointed out that the protest against the belief of
Incarnation in any form and opposition to every kind of
symbolic worship arc the cardinal features of Islam.

Inthe fourthlecture the important problems of human
individuality, freedom and responsibility are discussed
with a view to establish that man with all his faults is the
chosen representative of God on earth and that he is the
trustee of a free personality. The discussion is suggested
by a distinction made in the Quran between Khalg
(creation) and Amir (direction), the latter concept ex-
pressing God’s relation to man and the former His

relation to the external world. Divine guidance and
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direction are righthy distineuished from Fatadism which
salion to the soul of Islam. The state of swipense of
some Kind keown as Barzakh, between death and reur-
rection, of all heings, even, birds and animals, is largely
a detail of dopmia, which is contrasted with Nietzsche's
well-argued-out doctrine of cternal recurrence.  The
chapter ends with the highly sugeestive speculation that
fell, for Trom being a pit of everlasting torture, is “a cor-
rective expericnce which may make a hardened ego once
more sensitive to the Hving breeze of divine grace ™ and
that the cternal ercative unfolding of life, which is one and
continuous, with its c¢ver fresh illuminations from an
[nfinite reality, hecomes richer and richer with the further
opportunitics aftorded by Heaven, which is certainly nota
holiday.

The fifth lecture on the Spirit of Muslim culture deals
with a detail which is, however, held by some ortho-
dox Muslims to be not a whit less in significance than the
universally recognised ideas of monotheism. And that is
the belict in the finality of the institution of prophet-
hood, The history of the Prophet’s time, his mission
and the work of his successors up to modern times
no doubt show the different phases of the triumph of
Islam. And the psychological analysis of religious con-
sciousness undertaken to justify the confidence in the
great prophet is likely to be acceptable only to people
who believe in the possibility and cfficacy of revelation.
But the argumentative efforts to put a full stop to divine
patronage or to establish a special choice in any form of
a messiah or a prophet will not satisfy disintercsted
logical minds.

In the concluding lecture the assimilative spirit and
the dynamic outlook of the Quran are emphasised and a
new message is delivered enjoining the Muslims to spread
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all liberal movements in favour of greater freedom and
of the betterment of life as a whole. Islam hasin itsvery
structure the principle of life and movement, an elan
vital known as Ljtihad. The powerful example of modern
Turkey in breaking away from many of the shackles of
dogma and superstition without prejudice to the essen-
tials is approvingly cited, not, however, without the
caution that sometimes reform and liberalism have a
disintegrating tendency which must be scrupulously
avoided, for to the true Muslim the soal of Islam isa
universal spiritual democracy with the whole of the
earth for its mosque.

Sir Mohammad Igbal deservers all praise for this
comprehensive study of Islam bringing out, by frequent
references toand quotations from the Quran and the say-
ings of great men and thinkers, its logic, ethics, ontology
and theology as well as its pragmatic guidance in the
understanding and solution of many practical problems
of politics, sociology and education. While serving to
awaken his co-religionists from spiritual stumber these
lectures will certainly stimulate by comparison and con-
trast many parallel trains of thought in the minds of
the non-Muslim readers also.

N, SRINIVASACHARIAR.
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College Notes
There were very few changes in the stalf during
acting Principal, Mr. R M. Statham, was transforred as the Prineipal
of the Teachiers' College, Saidapat, and in his place Mr. W, 1, Smith
was posted as Principal and Professor of Chemistry,

this term. QOur

Korly in Novem-
ber when Mr. T'y<on, the permanent Peincipal, roturved [from leave,
Mr. Smith’s services were placed at the disposal of the Government of
India, and he left Madras for Delhi. In place of Mr. 1. K. Daraiswamy
Aiyar, who i on foreign service as  Professor of
Annamalai University, Dr. Kallukaran

as Profesxor of fconomics of this (ollogo,

[Seonomies of the
has been appointed to act

We have great pleasure in recording here that one of our di.\:tin-
gnished ‘old hoy«', Sir C. V. Raman, has been awarded the Nobel Prize
frr 1930 in recognition of the value of his rexvarches in Physical
Science.  Aun excellent sketeh of his carcerand of the ro
have made him famous is written by his friond and classamate, Mr, V.
Appa Rao, who is now the Additional Professor of Pirysies in this
College, and is published elsewhore in this issue of the magazine.

We are also glad to record that as many as five of our ‘old hoys'
have come out successful this year inthe [. (0 &, exawination in London
in addition to the three who had passed in Delli.
given below:--

(U Mr. 1. M. Subramanian
(2) ., D Padinanaban
(3) . V.Natarajan
(4) ,, K. Srinivasan
(5 . M. Thirumala Aiyangar
We heartily congrafulate them all on their succ

searches which

Their names aro

£ss,
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The Union Society

A debule between the past and the present students of the College
was held on Tuesday the 8th August. There was a very large
audience and the debate proved exceptionally interesting. Mr.,
S. K. Chettar L0.5., an old student of the Cnllege, moved that “1In
the opinion of this House the nodern craze for speed is daplor-
able . Wis speech was characterised by great humour aud vivacity
and it evoked frequent peals of laughter from the audience. It s
only in the modern world that men desire speed for the sake of speed.
We have been taugsht to believe that time is money. Deaths by acci-
dents have become very [requent. The craze for speed even iu silly
things seewms ridiculous. Recently an attempt was made to establish a
record of the speed with which walnuts could be pushed into the nose.
ffat ladies, who had mno other bnsiness, have been attempting to
break the record in swimming the Knglish Channel. Hunting and
Horse-racing were other items in which many persons interested them-
selves. The craze {or speed affected the psychology of men and women
in a strange way. The speaker read an extract from a newspaper
about a lady who lived in a glass-case and dressed a horse in the
trousers of her hushand. Finally the craze for speed was the result of
a psychological fact, viz, internal disharmony or divorce from spiritual
peace, which is static rather than dynamic. The ancients belioved in
meditation and contemplation, whereas the moderns attempt to annihi-
late the soul by resorting to tremendous speed. FFrom our modern
flight from tranquillity a return to peaceful calm is quite essential,

Mr. J. Rama Rao in supporting the motion said that the modern
craze for speed had resulted in want of leisure which alone could make
us turn our attention to literature and to the manifold beauties of
Nature,

Mr. M. Venkata Varadiah in leading the opposition said that life
being so short and the world being so vast we could not enjoy the
pleasures and the manifold beauties of the different parts of the world
without speed. The desire to break records was not actuated by selfish
motives, but by the highly altruistic motive of paving the way for
future generations.

Among others who spoke special mention may be made of Professor
Franco, who vied with Mr, 8. K. Chettur in humour and vivacity and
W hose highly interesting speech evoked continuous peals of laughter
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from the andicnce, Mention iy also bo mnde of Mr. 1, K, Wariar
whore " thought-provoking " speeeh was very mueh approci
The rexoluiion was put to vote by Mer, Mallva,

ated.

the president, and
was carried. The Seeretarvy, Mr. Mathew Tharakan, thanked the past
students, especially Mreo S, Ko Chettur, for cosoporating with the sty-
dents of the College tn makivg (he function a succese, The moeting
then torminated,

A special mieeting of the society was hold when Mr. Statham, the
Principal of the ' liege, delivered an interesting, instructive and
humorous speech on 7 My Experiences of a tour throughoeut Indjn.”
There was a very large gathering inclading wany professors. Mr.
Mallya presided.  The Locturer narrated his experiences in Punjab,
Bengal and other puris of Northero India and also in Southern India.
He mentionad the vavious historic places ywonumoents, temples ate,
which he had visited and gave lis hmpressions vezarding thew. The
custums, manuers ete. of the people in different parts of India were
humorou=ly deseribed. With a fow remarks from the chalr and the
uenal vote of thanks the meeting terminated.

On 89 30 a farewell meeting was avranged in honour of Principal
Statham  on the eve of his transfer to Teacher's Colloge, Saidape!.
There wos a very large gatbering including almaost all the professors.
Mr. Negesh Madlza, the president, remarked that Mr. Statham was one
of the best principals that the College over had. On behalf of the
mewhers of the Union Society Mre. Mathew Tharakan read an address.
He regretted that Meo Statham, who had taken very keen interest in all
the wetivities of staddents, should depart after he had won the hearts of
all by his kindness and courtosy aud his ungrudging willingness t)
help the studentsin all miatters. The members of the Union Socicty
were greatly indebted to him for the keen interest he had evinced in
itx activitios and for the help he had rendered on all occasions. Mr
Statham in his veply thanked the wmewmbers of the Union Society for
tho honour they had done him, and then the function terminated.

At the beginning of the second term enthusiastic electioneering,
cheeriul canvarsing and merry manifestos warked the elec.uon of the
Lich touk placy on 17-10-1930. Mr. D. Romalinga Reddy
Mr. K. J. Mathew Tharakan, the Secretary for
ared President for this term. The following

Sceretary w
was declared elected.
the last torm, was decl
are the membors of the Committee :— | |
(1) Representative of the lady-studonts . Miss K. K. Lecla.
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(2) » ., Philosophy Asssociation ¢ Miss K. Janaki.

(3) " ,»  English Honours Association : Mohamimad Aslam.
{4) " ,. Historical Association : Miss Sarvojini Rajan.
(5) . . FPhysics Association : W, J. Jobn.

{6) " ,» Mathematics Association : Kasinath Misra.

(M) " . Sanskrit Association : G K. Seshagiri.

(S) . ,. Chemical Association : K. Sundaresan.

(9) " , Natural History Association : P. G. Dowie.

An interesting and novel feature of the activities of this term was
the oratorical contest that took place on 3-11-1930 at 4-10 P.M. The
preliminary contest was held on Friday the 3lst of October, when the
competitors were asked to speak on the subject, ** Social Reform should
precede Political Reform.” Each competitor was given five minutes
to speak on the subject. Mr. Franco and Mr. Swaminathan who acted
as judges selected nine speakers from among the competitors for the
final and decisive coutest, which took place on November 3rd, at 4-15
P.M. It was a very large gathering of students that heavd the orations
of the nine competitors on the subject—" The primary need of India is
mass education rather than University education.” The maximum time
allowed to each speaker was seven minutes. Mr. W, E. Smith (Princi-
pal), Mr. T. Suryanarayana, Mr. D. S. Sarma and Mr. Franco who acted
as judges of the contfest decided in favour of Mr. K. K. Wariar.
Mr. Mathew Tharvakan, the FPresident, was greeted with cheers when
he announced the result to the audience. The pleasant function came
to a close with a hearty vote of thanks to the judges proposed by the
Secrotary, who in the course of his speecl: expressed the hope that
oratorical contest would be one of the permanent features of the activi-
ties of the Union Society in the years to come.

That there is a feeling of esprit de corps among the students of
Madras is borne out by the fact that as many as five colleges (The
Presidency College, The Mohamedan College, The Law College, The
Christian College, The Pachaiappas College and the Loyola College)
sent their representative speakers to participate in the inter-collegiate
debate that was held under the auspices of the Union Society on the
6th of November 1930. Mr. Venkaia Varadiah of the Presidency
College moved with characteristic vehemence the resolution * That,
in the opinion of this House, Man contributes more to the progress of
humanity than Woman.” With his usual eloquence Mr. B. K. Sarvo-

thama Rao of the Law College opposed the resolution. Speaker after
22
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speaker opposed the re~olution with the result that when ihe Prosident
Mr. Mathiew Tharakan put it to vole, it was dofented hy wmajority
The debate was on the whole & great sucepss, and. without making any
invidions distinetion, it may be pointed out that M. A. 1L Krishna-
swami of the Christion College arrested the attention of the nudienen
by Bis bmpressive speech.  Tho Secretary  expressed  his profound
thanks to the speakers of the ovening and to the Principalz of the
several Colleges i the city who had readily sgereed to send thelr
representutive speakers to participate in the debite,

Au inderesting lecture was delivered by Mrs. Yiensman under the
aunspives of the Union Saciety on 1viday the 21st of Noventher 1930,
Mr. Mathew Tharakan yre-ided. The sabject of {he lecture was
" Students and their pact in Sociad Reform” Mhe imperative necessity
for the amelioration of the lot of the depressed ¢hsse< and the aroat part
that students can play in the orwiication of the many socin evils
that sully the falr name of Indin formel the key-nofe of her
speech.  She concluded with the apperl, "L lhope and trust that every
nne of you here will remember that you have a clear duty in the
reconstruction of our suciely and in the restoration of aur counlbry 10
the proud pedestal that she onee oecupied in the cotuity of nations.”
The distinguished speaker was garlanded by Miss. Loola, the vepresen-
tative of the lady-students of the college.  The Sceretary in proposibg
a hearty vote of thanks to Mrs. Hensman appeaied to his fellow
students to endeavour exrnestly o translate all thut they had heard
that evening iuto uselul action.

The Mathematical Asseciallion

The activities of the term commenced oy Thursday the d1st
October, with a lectuve by Rao Behadur P, V. Seshu lyer on
‘ Lebesque's Theory of Integration.™ The speaker after explaining
clearly the fundumental peinciples of Liebesque’s Theory of Integration
brought home to the nudience the contrast between the above Theory
of Integration and that of Ricmann. Among the many illustrations
he gave the most striking one perhaps was his comparison of the
Theories of Lebesque and Riemann with the overy-day problems of
the collection of fncome-tax and land-revenue respectively.

Prof. T. Suryanurayana in his presidential vemarks said that.
though in its application to the ordinary problems Lebesgque's Theory
is rather laborious und roundabout, yet it is quite general,
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Next there was a lecture on the 5th November, by Dr. R.
Vaidyanathaswamy on the * Pure »s Applied ” aspects of Mathematies,
with Prof. X. Ananda Ran in the chailr. In the conrse of the lecture
the speaker very ably traced the inter-relations of Pure Mathematies,
Applied Mathematics and Logic and emphasiced the philosophic
unity of these three branches of higher sfudy,

On Friday the 24th November, the Tercentenary of Kepler, the
ereat astronomer, was celebrated, with Mr. G. A, Srinivasan in the
chair. Me. M, N. Venkateswaran spoke on “Jchn Kepler and his
work.”” His speech was supplemented by a short lecture hy Mr. R. I,
Devate on * The contribution of Kepler to modern astronomy.” The
President made a few remarks about the Physicist in Kepler and
brought the proceedings to a close,

The Physics Association

T.ate in the last term, we had a lecture by Mr. K. Setu Rao on
the “ Source of Stellar Energy.” Mr. R. P. Padhi presided.

During the first week of this term, the first number of the Physics
Association Magazine was published. It is very gratifving to note
that members have taken much pains to make the Magazine a great
success anhd it is hoped that the same enthusiasm will be shown in the
succeeding issues also, In this connection we have to express our
heart felt thanks to Mr. C. Ramaswamy M.A. (Hous), the editor, for the
interest he has taken in the work.

Our Annual Exhibition was opened by His Excellency, the
Governor of Madras, on the 3vrd Nov. 1930,  Among the many interest-
ing exhibits was the model of an aeroplane constructed by Mr. 8. Nata
Rajan, which was very much appreciated by the public. Our Wireless
Transmission and Receplion was a complete suecess.

At an ordinary meeting of the Association Mr. P. A, Gopala-
krishnan gave us an interesting lecture on “ Wireless Waves and
the upper Atmosphere” Dr. Parameswaran., who presided on the
nceasion, was glad to note that students took real futerest in the
subject of Wireless and its many unsolved problems,

The next meeting of the Association was held on the 13th Nov.
1930 when Mr, G, P. Krishnamurthy M.A., L.T., delivered a lecture on
“ The Maintenance of Tuning Forks”. He had been working on this
subjeo tfor the last three months and we thanked him heartily for telling
us all his experiences,
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The Chemical Society

On Jrd Sentember 1930, a paper was read by Mr. P. 8. Lakshmi-
naravanan of the final vear Honours on the * Use of Liquid Air in the
Blast furnace,” with Mr. K, . Viraraghava Alyar in the ehair. The
lecture was very inleresting and was well attonded.

The most fmportant of cur activities last term was our excursion
to DBavngalore and other plices of scientific interost. A party of
twenty of us feft Madras on the 156h Septomber and visited Kolar izold
fields first.  Onr seeretaries and the treasurer accompanied ne, We
descended into the mines by the shafts and saw the mining and recovery
of zold from theore. The physical as well as the chemical processos
in the metallurgy of gold were explained to us, Next we visited
Bangalore, where we staved at the St. Joseplh’s College Hostel, Among
the places we saw were the Indian Institute of Science, the Sandal Qjl
Factory, the Mysore Soap Factory, the Bangalore White Lead Syndi-
cate and Jewoll Filters. We left Bangalore by bus for Sivasamndram
and saw the majestic and awe-inspiring Cauvery Fall<, and the Hydro-
electric station, Hrom Bangalove the party went to Mysore, While
in Mysore we visitod the Chamundi Hills, the Krishnarajasagara
(Kannambadi) Head-works and Sirangapatam, where Tippu's palaces
and tho Roeking Bridge are situated. We were shown vound a
portion of the Maharajah’s Palace including the Durbar Hall, the
Picture-Gallery and the Armoury. The party paid a visit to the
loecal Znological garden, reputed to be the best of its kind in India.
The last place we visited was Bhadravathi where the Bhadravathi Iron
and Bye-Products Works invited our attention. The huze blast furnace
and the magnificent casting at nizht were really a grand sight.  The
party left Bhadravathi on the 24th and arrived in Madras on the 26th
morning.  The tour was a phenomenal success and had a highly edu-
cative valuo.  Wa hope to arrange for more excursions of this kind
during the Christmas holidays,

On the 18th November Mr. Lakshminarasimhun, read an interest-
ing paper on “ Catalysis in Organic Chemistry.” Dr. B. B. Dey presid-
ed. The paper was very much appreciated and was supplemented by
a fow speeches,

We hope that in future more members will come forward with
their papers.

The members of the Chemical Society ware at home to the new
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graduates of our department on Friday the 22nd August 1930, at 4-15
P.M. Dr. B. B. Dey presided on the occasion. Messrs. A. Srinivasan
and T. Swaminathan proposed the toast of the new graduates, which
was duly responded to by Messrs. D. V. Reddy. (&. 8. Siddappa and
others. With a happy speech from the president the function came to
a close,

The Philosophical Association

The Inaugural Address of the Association was delivered on the 19th
of August by Miss Mc Dougall, Prineipal, Women’s Christian College.
The subject of the address was ““ Greek Thinkers of the 5th century
B. C.” Prof. I. N. Menon presided. A receptibn was given to the new
Philosophy Graduates of the College on Friday the same week. On
26th of August a debate was held on “ Religion or Morality,” with
Dr. Seshagiri Rao as the observer. Mr. Krishna Sasiry opened the
debate. Messrs, Lingam and Venkataswami and Miss Mathiaparanam
took part in the discussion. Our Professors, Messrs. Sankara-
narayanan and Srinivasachari, also spoke. The debate was inte-
resting and lively; it went on till a late hour in the evening,
On the 17th of September Miss Ghose addressed the Association
on “ The Student’s New religion of the Age,”” under the president-
ship of Prof. I. N.Menoun. The address was characteristic of a
sincere social worker. On 22nd of October Dr. Seshagiri Rao ad-
dressed the Association on “ The Croess, the Crescent and the Flute,”
when Prof, D. 8. Sarma presided. As the president aptly remarked, the
speech was a passionate exhortation for a constructive synthesis of all
that is best in the three great religions of the world,

The members of the Association were at home to Prof. I. N. Menon
on 30th November to bid him farewell on the eve of his departure to
Jochin as the Director of Public Instruction. Mr. P. Sankaranaraya-
nan, the Vice-President of the Association presided on the oceasion.
After a group photo and light refreshments, the gathering was treated
to fine music by the lady students., The members of the staff and the
students made complimentary speeches referring to the amiable and
loving qualities of their Professor, to which Mr. Menon replied in
feeling terms, After a few remarks by the chairman the meeting
dispersed.
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The Fnglish Honours Association
One of the most delightful evenings was spant when the members
of the Associntion entertained the graduates of the ve

arat a Garden
Party on the 23rd August. * Fyson Park " was then a scena of splen-
dour, with artistic decorations, flower-pots and brilliant arches and
many coloured lights.  The function was a greut suceevs,

The literary activities of the Associution have beon quite brisk
usual; meetings were hold fortnightly aceording to the
tendance was always good. Two essavs

as
rales, and at-
weoroe read and  fwo dis-

The essays had distinet
literary merit and the discussions were always lively.

The following were the subjeets of the Ilssays 1-=
(1) " Nature Poctry in Keads”
Fssayist: Mr. M. N, Mallva,
Critic : ,, V. Gopinathan.
(2 The Comedy of Manners”
[issayist: Mr. Muhammad Axlam, A,
Critic @ ,, R. Gopalan. B.A,
The following were the subjoets discussed :—

cussions held during the perind nndar roport

(1Y Who represents frue womanhood— Dosdemona or {magen 9
Opener: Mr. M. Venkatavaradiah
(2) The lunalie, the lover and the peot
Are of Tmagination ol compact.”
Opener: Mr, K. Venkatraman,

An extraordinary meeting of the Association was held on
Monday the 17th November, when a debate between the past
and the present students wax held. Mr, V. K. Aivappan Pillai,
the president, was in the chair. The ochairman weleomed the past
students on bhehalf of the Association. Mr, P, .

Sundaram moved
“that there is everything in a name—a name isx of supreme impor-

tance. Among the past
students Mr. M. G, Nilakantan and Mr. B. K. Sarvothama

"

The debate was very lively and interesting.
Rao rpoke
supporting the motion. The following present students opposed the
motion :—Messrs M. N. Mallva, Sarangapani, Venkatraman, Ramunni
Moenon, 8. Ramaswamiand 5. V. Lawrence. The chairman in his con-
cluding remarks thanked the past students for the interest they took
in the Association.

With a vote of thanks proposed by the zecrefary the meeting cx

Lme
to a close.
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The Sanskrit Association

Our aclivities in this ferm commenced with a lecture Ly Me.
Ramakrishna Bhatt on “'The Religion of the Gita” under the
presidency of Prof. D, 8. Sarma on t're 30th October 1930, The lecturer
painted oub that the (ita contains the yuintessence of all Upanishadic
teachings aud it lays emphasis on ahimsa, truthfulness and non-attach-
went to the feuits of action. The leeture was supplemented by the
spaeches of Messrs, B, N. Krishnamurthy, Nagarvaja Rao, C. R. San-
karan and D. Ramalinga Reddy. Prof. D. 8. Sarma in winding up
the meeling counded a note of warning to the students of Sanskrit
literature that they should guard themselves against the danger of
approaching the Gita with the spirtt of a scholar. He exhorted them
to approach the book with humility. The apparent contradictions on
the surface which tronble the soul of a scholar will disappear, when he
applies its teachings to actual life. The Gita is neither too rigidly
orthodox, nor is it in any way heterodox. It is an epitome of all the
Upanishads, and at the same time it is so original as fo be called a new
Heripture. The Gita preaches an inward revolution and not an outward
change., With the usual vote of thauks the mesting came to a close.

Qur next weeting was held on the Vth of November 13830 when
Prof. V., Venkutakrishna Rao of the Madras Christian College, address-
ed us on ‘The treatment of Natore in Kalidasa,” with Dr. A, Sankaranin
the chair. Thelecturer brought howme to the audience the potency of
Nature under the poets’ enchanting influence. Kalidasa's graphic des-
cription of Nature makes the reader realise that Natureis a force to
be reckoned with seriously in poetry. Itisthis{eature alone that invests
much of the poetry of Kalidasa with its supersensuous charm. Sur-
rounded as the poet was by the exquisite and euthralling Himalayan
grandeur with its beauntiful landscapes and rivers, and steeped as he
was in Aryan culture which imboed him with a spiritual outlook of
life, Kalidasa endeavoured to interpret the spiritual message of Nature
in his poems. He made Nature vibrate with human joys and sorrows.
His poems suggest that Nature is aglow with life and throbs in sub-
lime sympathy with its kith and kin of the animate world, The
chairman wound up the meeting with a few remarks,

The Andhra Bhashabi Vardhani Samaj

A business meeting of the above Samaj was held on the 1st Auguat
when the following office-bearers were elected for the year 1930.31,
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Frosedent - Mr 'l Suryanaravana
oo Prosident —=Dr. B V. Seshagiri Rao Naidu

Secpefaries W, Venkata Subramanyam
R. V. R, Sitarama Swamti
Reprosendtatives - ~(Hons elasses) D Viswanatha Reddi

(IV elass) G VL Lak<hmang Rao,

(HT elassy A Satydhiraja Roo

(Ut elass) DL Ramakeishna Bao.

(I class) No Ramuaravana Roedds
(Loly studenls” Lepresculatice) Miss Savadanbal,

The Insugural Address of the Samnj was delivered by Raja Panu-
gantl Parthasaratlorayanimeae on tho 13th August. In the course
of his speech he =aid that thirty years ago he was one of the organisers
of the Samaj under the auspices of which hie had now the ‘;]eglsxll*e of
speaking. e was glad to find that the Samaj was progressing well
and wisbied it all prospority. Mr. Seshiagiri Rao Naidn, the Vige-Presi-
dont, advised the secvotaries to work with vigour and enthusiasm and
to rest the Bamoj on a more stable busis.  The Prosident, Mr. Surya-
narayana, asked the members to translate into action what the Rajah
Bahib bad said. With a vote of thanks proposed by the secretary the
mecting terminated.

The growing prosperily of the Sainaj is evidenced by the fact that
for the first time in the history of the Samaj, wo were able to give @
reception to the Audhra graduates of the year on the 24th of August
After light refreshiments the guosts were treated to a variety entertain-
ment. Mr. Ramnarayana Beddi sang  a fow songs and Mr.
M. N. 5. Ham recited some comic passages from *Kanya Sulkam.” After
the President’s introductory vemarks the Seeretary welcomed the gra-
duates on behalf of the Association. Mr. 1. Madhusudana Rao
replied on behalf of the graduates, The function came to a close with
a vote of thanks proposed by the secretary.

An ordinary mecting of the Samaj was held on the 4th of Novem-
ber when Mr. Sreeramulu spoke on * Bhagavad Gita and Varnashrama
Dharma ™ with Prof D. 8. Sarmain the chair. Thespeaker maintained
that the Gita emphasised Varnashrama Dharma based on birth. But
the president differed from him and said that the Gita accepted the
social system of ancient India and gave it a profoundly spiritual mean-
ing by connecting Dharma with vocation and character as well as birth
and by makipng it only a means to an end, viz,,Yoga or Union with God.
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On the 14th of November Miss Adipudi Vasundhara Devi M.A.B.3c.
(London) spoke on ‘Life in Western countries, with Dr. T. V. Seshagiri
Rao Naidu in the chair. She said that English home life though freer
than in India is hedged in by salutary restrictions. The middle class
families have several social customs like us. She pointed out that the
English, both men and women are always active. They have a belief
that the span of life is diminished if they remainidle for a moment.
And so we find even old people engaged in some activity or other,
The president thanked her on behalf of the Association. With a
vote of thanks proposed by the secretary the meeting came toa close.

Malayalee Association

The Inangural Address of the Association was delivered last term
by Rev. Father John Palocaran, Principal of the St. 'Thomas’
tollege, Trichur. THe spoke very eloquently on “ Madras Univer-
city and Malavalam Literature ™. The University had been
of great use in many ways in the development of Malayalam
literature. But he pointed out that there was still scope for the
University to be of greater use to Malayalam Literature, especially
in the matter of research. After a few remarks from the chair, the
Secretary thanked the speaker for his higbly interesting and eloquent
speech. .

Under the auspices of the Association on the 13th November
Mr. M. Govinda Pillai, Senior Professor, Law College, Trivandrum
delivered an interesting and humorous speech on “The Ideals of Kerala
Woman-liood ”* Dr. Parameswaran presided. The speaker deprecated
the modern tendency among women, especially educated women, to
discard the ideals of ancient Kerala womanhood and to copy blindly
the fashions and manners of the West. If the present tendency to
imitate the West were to gain ground he was suve that the purily,
the joy and, above all, the charm of home life would vanish., Dr.
Parameswaran agreed with the speaker in thinking that all Western
customs were not worthy of imitation. He however, was of opinion
that western education had done immense good. He did not think that
Western education was responsible for the desire to imitate the West.
He pointed out the desire {or aping the West was day by day decreasing.
For instance, many years ago the lady students thought it essential to
come in western dress to the Presidency College, hut today no Mala.
yalee girl comes to the College in European costume. The Secretary

%3
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thanked both the speaker and the  president and the funection
terminated.

Under the anspices of the Ascociation, a mecting was held
on the 27th of November, with Mrs, Swaminadhan in the chair.
Mr. V. Gopinathn Menon moved a  resolution that * Modern
civilization is defrimental {o the social conditions in Malabar.” Mr.
C. K. Raghavan Nambiar opposed the motion, which wae put to votae
and lost.  The president, inher coneluding remarks, spoke aeainst the
motion, After the nzunl vote of thanks, the meeting terminnted.

On Monday (1-12-30) evening the members of the Ascociation were
at home to Prof. 1. Naravana Menon, President of the Assoeiation, on
his departure to Cochin as Director of Public Tnstruefion. After a
group photo and light refreshments, the members adjourned to the
Colleze Hall where a meeoting was held with the Hon., Justice
Pandalai in the chair. The President in his introductory remarks
spoke very highly of Mo Menon, Prof. Xiyaran Pillai, speaking next,
paid a giowing tribute to the amiable character and endearing nature
of Mr. Menon and described him as the wortliy son of a worthy father
—the ex-Rajah of Corhin. Some of the members also expressed
their feelings at their separation from Mr, Menon. Mr. 1. N. Menon in
a moving speech thanked the members of the Association, of which
he sAid he would cherish happy mewmories. At the close of his speech
he announced his intention of instituting a prize for proficiency in
Malayalam in the name of his futher. The president in his concluding
remarks wished all success and prosperity to Mr. Menon, With a vote
of thanks from the Secretary the furction came to a close,

The Muslim Association

The Inauzural Addross of the Association was delivered by
Mr. M. Ratnaswami C.LE. (member, Public Services Commission), with
Khan Bohedur Abdur Eahim Sabib in the chair.  Speaking on * The
Recent pregress in the Islamic countries ™ the learned speaker gave
an interesting account of the progress made economi('ally,sr-cial]y'nnd
politically by Afghanistan, Persia, Iraq, Syrin, Turkey and Egypt
since the great war. He eniphasised the great part played by women
in the advancement of civilisation and culture in these countries.
The meeting terminaled with a few remarks from the cliair,

On Friday the 12th September the Association gave a " send off”
to Mr. R, M. Statham, the President of the Accociation on the eve of
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his departure from the College. Mr. V. K, Aiyapan Pillai presided on
the occasion. Afterlight refreshments the mewmbers of the Association
eulogised the gualities of the head and the hearvt of the guest of the
evening and expreased their rogret at his departure from their midst.
Mr. R. M. Statham thanked them for the honour they had done him.
After a few remarks from the chair the meeting terminated.

An ordinary meoting of the Association was held at the beginning
of this term under the prexideny of Mr., V. K. Aiyapan Pillai, when
Me. S. M. Fossil spoke on * Hindu-Muslim Discord, its Causes and
Cures.” The meeting tock the turn of a discussion. Messrs. Aslam,
Sankaran and Naga Raja Rao were amoung those that spoke. Mr.
Aiyapan Pillai thanked Mr. 8. M. Fossil for his instructive specch and
the meeting terminated.

The Association celebrated the * Prophet’s Birthday ™ on Saturday
the 8th Novembsar. A meeting was held in the evening at 5 P.M. under
the presidancy of Mr. K.C. Viraragava Iyer. Messrs. S. M. Fossil, Aslam
and Ausar spoke on “ The Life and teaching of Prophet Mohammed.”
The meeting was followed by a dinner at 8 P.M. arranged for the
occasion. Special arrangement was made for vegetarian guests,.

The Presidency Ceollege Dramatlic Club

The Club began its activities early in August with the election
of the office-bearers and the framing of rules {or the Association. The
following were eiccted as office-bearars for 1930-1931.

President : Prof. P, ¥. S. Sastri.
Iice-Presidents : Prof. T. Franco.
. V. K. Aiyapan Pillai.
,» K.Swaminathan.
Sceretartes : Mr, V. Venkatavama Ayyar.
. G. K. Seshagiri,
Committee Members: Mr. Y. G, Doraiswami.
,, M, Nagesh Mallya.
., C.K. Raghavan Nambiar.
» A.N.Kalyanasundaram.
,» K. Ramaswami (English Association
Representative.)
o« O. P. Rangaswami, M.AL.T., (Sanskrit
Association Representative.)
The Club presented Oscar Wilde's “The Importance of being
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Marnest,” 4 trivial Gaitedy {or seri

Novembor in tha colleyo theatre, under the kingd pitronage of Mr. and
Mes, Fysou on the fiest evoning, and Jol My 454 Mrs. Dixoan on the
sceond night.

OUs people " on tho Fih and 1oth

The play was writ

tenin the IHHB L e
bery of tha perind.

and s a rative ou the snob-
IEis admise

vedly o ditlisun one t
regard to the fact that it is full of W

All the fun in

rathor thay oy wh
a kind of beautityl

grave unction.
they did not

» produece having
Hde's sparkling wit and woll-

the play depends on what the
At they (o,

balanced cadenves,
characters sny The whaote dialogue is
3

honsense ™ 4ad Fequires

st e said
‘rattie througls lves  remarkably
well, The performanc LoEroat suecess angd olicited high
praise from evan mexpected quarteps, The make-up of the actors,
tostumes, and the sotting of the stage were all perfect
and showed thut even details hag been attonded to with scrupulous
care. T'he pavts of Algy and Wm'thing, the
dered very successiully by Massrs
respectively., My, Nagesh Mally
Was, as usual, characte
role of Lady Brack we
suporh and exhibited

to be spoken with
to the credit of the actors  that

but acqnitteq thomse
¢ Wwas vote

the chaice of

two idle baehiolors, were ren-

. Nages<h Mallya and Sambamurthi

ais an " old bird" on the stage and
rixcicqlly easy and n

atural.  The very difticult
I was pla

ved by Mr, Seshuageivg
a peealiar grase
stoady and punetuated with of
banterging between Alg

the Wagnerian arriv

. His acting was
anl dignity

aracteristic puyves,
y aund W(’n'chmg over the ¢
al of Lady Brae

tHis talk was clear,
The preliminary
ucumber sandwiches.
k woll with her fajr daughter, and
hor cross.examination of Worthing as the possible son-in-law sent the
house repeatedly into peals of laughter, The ' bunburying * adventures
of Algy narrated with & seeming realisiy were peculiarly amusing.
N. P. Chandrasekharan g the " showed a perfect
osvary of techmige. er the restored hand-
bag produced a very goud impression on the audience,

Me C. K. Raghavan Nambiar ang Mrv Y. G, Doraiswami as Miss
Fairfax and * dear little Cicely " deserve g be congratulated on their
performance. The sudden friendship, the inevitable quarrel and the final
reconciliation between

the two gicly o vVividly portrayed by them
elicited frequent applause from the audience, On the whole the perfor-

mance exhibited a very higi standard in q]) Tespocts.
The success of the play iy due entirely ¢, the ungrudging effurts of
Mr. R. M. Statham whao ay the chief direotor conducted all the rehear-

‘pritmeval spinster
Miss Prism’s rhapsody oy
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sals in the midst of his inultifarious dutjes.

His gonial temperament,
his suave manners and his wijse

aund persusasive suggestions had a
remuarkable effect on the actors and contributed not a little to the
success of the performance. The thanks of the Club are also due
to our kind and geunerous Principal, Mr. Fyson, who gave the Club a.n
individuality of its own and helped it by financial grants to en.al?le it
to function. The formation of a Clab like the present ons was entxre.ly
his idea, and it must gratify him to see that the Club has now on its
rolls about 60 members and is in possession of funds and property to
the extent of about Rs. 800.
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Crickel.

Two features of this terus cricket weve the tour we wmade to
Nyderabad and the disturbance coaused hy the weather in ouv activi-
tiox. 1n view of the fact that we are havineg two rounds in our {uter-
Colleginte fixtures, our programme is heavy and as many matches due
for this torm have beon cilled off. The thivd term will be a busy
sgason for as,

On 6-9-30, the Vetorinary Coliege visited us and eollapsed for a
meagre total of 64, G. Partha arathy, Po S, Rumachandran and C. D,
Parthasarathy returning an analysis of 5 for 12, 4 for 27 and 1 for 8.
This total we cleared for the luss of a single wicket, thanks to the ag-
crossive cricket of IS, Jramachandran who was unheaten with 45 and
Krishnamoorthy who hitup a good I8, including a ¢ix.

it is a matter for regret that B. V. Ramanujam, who was a tower
of strenglh to us, had to malkehis exit from our colloge team. We takeo
this opportunity to wish him "Good Latek.”

[tis no exaggeration to say that it was mainly due to the initiative
taken by Mr. R. M. Statham that we wore able to make the annual
four. We are very much obliged to him for his kindness in sparing
much of his time for us and for jeining the team in Secunderabad. He
was a sourco of inspiration and we owe our unbeaten vecord mostly to
his encouragement.

Mr. U, K. Krishaaswamy <ould nol make the tour this year.
Mr. P. R. Subramaniam, the manager of tho touring side, had so arran-
ged things that everything went off well and the tour proved a success.

Messts. Jaganathan, C. R. Venkatasubban, M. A. Rajagopal,
Kauniah and B. V. Ramanujam, and Balachandran the old stars who

assisted us in this tour deserve our heartfelt thanks. We are grateful
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to them for enabling us to fly the banner of the Presidency College as
high as ever.

The tour was a wonderful success in svery way. G. Parthasarathy,
our popular Captain, again stood ont as our potential hatsman. Our
first mateh with tha Osmania University College resulted in a win  foe
us. They put up a totalof 179 raus to which we replied with 200 runs,
towards which Kanniah., C. D. Parthasarathy and (. Parthasarathy
seorad respectively 54, 36 and 34 Jagupathan's bag included 7 victims
for 73 runs and (i, Parthasarathy’s 3 for 50.

The second gane with the Seunnderabad tinion was another
sweeping victory for us, G. Parthnsarathy, M.A. Rajagopal, P. 8.
Ramachandran and Jaganathan who took respectively 4 for 20, 2 for
29, 2 for 34 and 1 for 42, aceounted for their dismissal for 157. Ventur-
ing out in turn Raman ajam and Jaganathan aignalled 130 for the first
wicket, the latter claiming a substantial 75 and the former a well play-
ed 55. Krishnamoorthy heralded the victory by hitting up a busy 21,

The next game with the Nizam's Ccllege was another victory for
us, G. Parthasarathy adding one more feather to his cap by contri-
buting a polished and unfinished 48 to the side’s total of 143, others to
do their bit being Jaganathan who score 27 and Ramachandran who
knocked a 26. They were dismissed for 111 runs. G. Parthasarathy,
Jaganathan and Ramachandran respectively claimed 4 for 36, 3 for 48,
and 2 for 25.

The game with the Hyderabad club, whick is the best local side
gaing, proved indecisive. They ran up to a total of 221. Jaganathan
as usual returned an analysis of 7 for 104 and G. Parthasarathy did his
little bit by dismissing two men and conceding 61 runs. We were
forced to play against the clock and Venkatasubban heroically held
the fort by remaining unbeaten for 37. Wa wound up with 113 for 6
wickets,

The next engagement with the Railway Recreation Club, a much
roputed side, was aclean wash out. We registered 102 runs for the loss
of 4 wickets, Jaganathan and Venka tasubban again acquitting them-
selves well for 43 and 26 respectively. Further game was not possible.

Thus we wound up our tour with an unbeaten record.

Coming now to the routine of Inter-Collegiate fixtures, we met the
Fngineers next and shattered them for a paltry 37, G. Parfhasarathy
did most of the damagoe by accounting for seven dismissals. €. D,
Perthasarathr bagged the rest of the wickets,
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The Duncan Memorial tournament is bound to
this year also, as we have a fairly large number
look forward to a keen contest.

prove s success
of entries and we

Tennis.

We could not conduct regnlar piay in our covrts, owing to the
spell of rainy weather this term, which went even to cyclonic extra-
vagances. But last week we were able o hegin our .Challonge-Cup
tonrnament—Doubles and Singlos. The first teams to play for (i(nlbl?s
were the Loyola and the Christian in which Mr. Narayanan and pﬂr;-
ner of the former college had a hard-won victory over Mr. Pillai ‘and
partner who put up a strong fight for Christian. In singles, Mr
Pillai had an easy victory over Mr. Savoor (Loyola). The rest r')f thc;

natches had to be postponed, since the term had nearly

come to a
close,

Hockey

With regard to the Hockey activities this term, we have had
a successful tourin Secunderabad. The combined Hockey and Cricket
tean left Madras on the 18th morning by the Waltair passenger for
Secunderabad. We had a jolly time throughout our journey. On our
arrival at Secunderabad the next morning we were given a hearty wel-
gnme by Mr. Jaya Rao one of the local sporting enthusiasts, Mr
Rachavan, Sports Secretary of the Nizam’s College, and some oth‘ers. .

Our first encounter was with the Secunderabad Svorts Union on the

very day of our arrival. We were greatly handicapped by the hard

gravel grounds to which we were unaccnstomed as well as the fatigue

of the whole nights’ journey. In spite of it we put up a good show

The forward line showed an extraordinary combination
understanding. The half-backs were quite alert and combined ver

well to keep the opponents at hay. The full-hacks wore in théirf l\;
colours and the goalie in good humour, We were able to defeat ol:n
first-met opponents with a good margin of 5 |
to shoot 3 of the gounls and the rest w

and good

goals.  Bidappa managed
ere scored by Jaganathan
Our next match was with the Nizam’s College. It was an exciting

game and the opponents were well reinforced by their well-known
Cambridge blue aud an old student,Mr. S. M. Hadi. They were t};:ﬁwt
to score but we were not slow in equalising before thell.m]flﬁme The
next half of the match was very keenly contested and very ex.ciﬁm,
But our Captain, Madhavan, increased the score by combined cﬂ'or‘;
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with Jaganathan who gave him a clear pass from the wing. - The last
fow minutes of the game showed an increment of two mere goals
shot by Kasim and Ramachandrayya respectively.

The local teams were very eager to have a game with us. We
thought it our duty to give them a chance. Though we had a cricket
match we proposed to give a game to the Jolly Eleven, one of the
leading teams in Secunderabad. The Secunderabad Bulletin said “Tt
was one of the fastest and most exciting games of Hockey, which the
loeal public had ever witnessed.” During the first half we were down
by 2 goals. Our backs played a sterling game. But their forwards
were quicker than they expected. Our custodian effected many a
quick clearance. Sugunan and Hanumantha Rao our Hocky Secretary,
proved their worth. The made many quick clearances from the ring.
Madhavan making a fine recovery shot the first goal. The last few
minutes were exciting and the game was faster. At the last moment
Bidappa scored a spectacular goal thus equalising the game.

We met the Usmania college in our next encounter. The home-
sters were better in fact, but lacked in the essential point of the game—
practice. By the interval we were down by one goal. In the next half,
being in good spirit and speed we notched the first goal through Rama-
chandrayya. In the end two more goals were shot, thus ending with a
victory.

Our match with the combined college was a well deserved defeat
for us. They wore really a well selected team and we were hard
pressed from the very beginning. C. D. Parthasarathy piayed a
remarkable game keeping his position, and saved many a risky
chance. The last whistle left us with the first defeat, 1: 2 goals. The
last fixture in our touring programme was with the city college which
had to be abandoned on account of the heavy rains. We were very
sorry not to have given them a game though both the sides were very
enthusiastic about having one. Before we conclude our touring
activities, it is with pleasure that we make mention of the splendid
hospitality shown to us by the people there. Mr. Jaya Rao, whose
name has to be particularly mentioned, did ailin his power from the very
begining towards our comfortable stay there. Mr. Raghavan helped

_us towards our co-operation with the students of the various Colleges.

The special feature that made the tour a successful and a pleasant
one was the kind co-operation of our then principal Mr. R./M. Statham,

who had come down to spend a few days with us. We should think
24
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that s A _
r.l 1t ”mm of our vietories were due to the encourapement that he was
ZIVING us \Vh(‘HHVHI‘ WO ware (]()W‘]"l]“lll't(‘,(], “’U I(!ft S(‘/("Und(frﬂhﬁ'ld

on the Lst of Octobor bringing along with us many a happy memory of
our stay there, - ‘

.Th" colleca havine reopened afier the vaeation we were faced with
the ”'“’"“'g“”“h”-’l“" tonrnament,  Wa were groatly handieapped by the
M.)'.}“‘m"” of Bidappa, Waplaved the first intor collesinte mateh with the
Xian cailepe when we beat them by 6 goals to nil. Keishnamurthi Row,
our new aceqoisition, justified his inclusion by opening the score.

- In the second ronnd we met the 1ngineers who beat us by 1:2.
16 wanie was very dutl and the ground was bad. In a way the gameo
was 1ateresting in the splashes and the falls we had to encounter.

rheﬁhr:\'t‘ half of the mateh left us drawn 1:1, while the second half
sent us 2:1. Our baeks plaved a very loose game while the forwards
did not make use of their chance.

) Wo met tho Lawyers in the 3rd round and had an easy walk over
in spite the absence of W, Hanumantha Row, our secretary. TLe
zround was bad hut in spite of it our forwards combined well and
scored five goals, wheveas the opponents found our net only twice.

It was with the Medicoes that we had toface a hard and tough game.
Having plaved on their grounds to their advautuge, they beat us hy
4 rronls. Tho Half-backs played a very shabby game while the for-
wards Incked a good understanding. G. Parthasarathy ourcentre Half-
back tried his best in ¢pite of his partners’ poor display,

We took the field next against Pachaiappas whom we beat hy 2 to
nil., ;

Recently we played with the Loyola College. The ground was very

bad, the players half coloured. The mateh ended with a win to Lovolas
R R as,.

Madras having witneszed 2 heavy rain for the last one mo 1
were noi able to conduct our Panagal tournament accordine anih we
fixtures. Ouly one maotch was plaved between lhe”li‘n '.”" to  the
Loyolas leaving the victory in the hands of the latter ) f\*}neers and
finish the tournament before the Christmas vacation i © hope to
permits, as vacatton it the weather

As these notes are going to the press we are alad t
Bidappa has come and has joined the colleze, We hope ‘to h: vo e that
of the Panuual tournumsnts in our own hands /"\It‘th \ave the Taurels
are very sorry to hear that our ‘B’ team has been dzf‘\“"lme time we
Law Colleze by a narrow margin of 2 goals. Though the oo Dy the
tho youngsters are to be congratulated on the splendid ‘-‘f’_“;ere defeated
up against one of the strong teams, We hope that the ight they put
Wxn;z standard of the game and improve a lit(tlo mot W(}mld keep up
; At they ",&‘ tey for a chance to get into the (‘,()]lcge }‘E’anxt yoar
&

LY
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Results of Competitions

The following are the results of the competitions
announced in the last issue of the Magazine :—

(1) The prize for the best story is not awarded.

(2) The prize for the best essay (in the lighter vein)
is awarded to C. F. Alfred.

(3) The Senior prize in the Sri Gargi Memorial
Competition is awarded to 'T. Balakrishnan.
Nine students sat for this examination. All
of them have passed. Their names are given
below arranged in the order of merit :-

(1) T. Balakrishnan First Class

(2) V. C. Raghavasimhan Second Class
(3) M. Nagesh Mallya y

(4) S. Ambikaipagan "

(5) I. Parthasarathy ,

(6) S. Jagannathan .

(7) M. N. Venkateswaran ”

8) R. Sundaram .

(9) K. V. Sankara Wariar ”

D. S. SARMA,

Editor.

A Rare Combination
OF
Health, Delicacy and Cheapness
AT

Ananda Vilas Hindu Restaurant,

PYCROFT’S ROAD, (opp. Victoria Hostel)
TRIPLICANE, MADRAS
Run on the most up-to-date and hygenic lines!
Everything is a speciality Here!!
Prompt and satisfactory execution of orders
to cater for Tea-parties, Picnics, etc. etc. !!!

K. A. PITCHU IYER,
Proprietor,
ANANDA "VILAS,

[
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P. VARADACHARI & Co..

8, LINGA CHETTY STREET, MADRAS

OUR OWN PUBLICATIONS
INTERMEDIATE EXAMINATION 19311932

l. Mucaulay's Johnson, Goldsmith and selections

from History of Kngland. lidited with Text

and Notes by I'. R. H. Peck, M.a., (1932) 112
2 Minor Poenes (1932). Notes by J. Conor, B.A, {Lon.) 0 12
3. Notes on lissays and Lissayists by Prof. . Rama-

nathan, M.A., (1931—1932) o112
4. Uthorough quide on the above by Prof. Bhatta-
charya .. 1.0

5 A short History of Rome by Prof, 1. R. Sesha

Iyengar, M.A. 2-0-0 and cloth 2 4
6. A Handboosk of Industrial History by V. Ranga-

charya, M.A. 1 8
Y. A Handbook of Logic by R. Ramanujachari, M.A. ... 2 0
8. Infermediale Algebre by V. Balakrishna lyer,

M.A. . 112
9,  Hundbook of Boty by K. Rangachariar, M.A. 5 0

10.  &lementary Chemical Theory by Viraraghava
Sarma, B.A. .. 1 1

B.A. DEGREE EXAMINATION 1931—1932

{. Fssentiols of fndian Logic. Annamblati’s Turla
Sturgrahae by Prof. 8. Kuppuswami Sastri, M,A,, LES, 2 132

By Prof. TR L Peck, M.A..

1. Lectures on Shakespeare’s Hamlet (1931) .1 12
2. Lectures on Much Ado About Nothing (1931-1932) I 4
3. Lamb’s lssays of Klia—Text and Notes (1931 —32 212
Notes alone .. 114
4. Lectures on Plays for general Reading (1931) ... 1 12
5. Notes on Newman Literary Selections (1931-32) ... 1 12
By Prof. P. Ramanalhan, M.A.
1. Modern Poetry for 1931 Pt ¥ (Text and Notes) and
Notes on Third Book of Modern Poetry 3 8
2. Modern Poetry for 1932 2 8
3. Notes on selections from Johuson (1931) 1 8
4. Notes on Burke's selections (1932) 112
5. Notes on Selected Essays of M. Arnold (1831) 112
6. A critical guide to Scott’s Bride of Lammermore
and Rowola (1932) i 8
7. A critical guide to non-detailed texts (1931) 2 0
1. Milton’s Paradise Lost Book II (1932)
by Turner M.A, e 102
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BOOKS

FOR UNIVERSITY STUDENTS
IN ALL SUBJECTS

including

STUDY-HELPS

by popular editors in English,
History, Economics, Science,
Mathematics &c. |

ALSO

General Literature, Prize Books,
Cheap and Standard Fiction

FROM THE SPECIALISTS

ROCHOUSE & SONS,

583, PYCROFTS ROAD,
TRIPLICANE P. O., MADRAS

Main Office: 292, Esplanade Row, Madras

-



Trust & Treat

“NORTHLAND’' is the name

Gradually acquiring good fame
Playing most amazingly the game
No one clse could excel the same.

All new consignments in our care
Opportunity is always rare
Make haste in selecting your requirement

You will positively win the Tournament.

Concession to students is a speciality

THE NORTHLAND SPORTS WORKS,

Now at (Adjacent to Elphinstone Talkies)

185, Mount Road,
MADRAS

PHONE 3575

N E RAMAKRISHNA
LUNCH HOME

(NEXT TO PACHAIAPPAS COLLEGE)

CATERERS

OF

HIGH REPUTE

FOR ALL SOCIAL FUNCTIONS
AT HOMES & GARDEN PARTIES

AND

The Chosen Pleasure Resort
~ of the City’s Elite.
COMMODIOUS ACCOMMODATION

COURTEOUS ATTENTION
PROMPT SERVICE

M



BOOKS ON RELIGION :

PY D. S SARMA
Professar, Presidency College, Madras -

R,

7,

A

THE BHAGAVAD GITA (Students’ Edition)
Wrapper Rs, 18 Cloth Bound ... 2 O
0 4

THE GOSPEL OF LOVE (Narada Sutras)
INTRODUCTION TO THE BHAGAVAD

GITA
THE GITA AND SPIRITUAL LIFE
Wrapper Rs. 1—2 Boards ... 1 8
A PRIMER OF HINDUISM . 1Ot

Some Press Opinions on the “ Primer "

** A book like the present one supplics a real want and should be in the
hands of every school boy."——The Hindu, 3dudras. '

¢ Tgxis is one of the best handbooks on Hindu religion that we have come .
across. ' — The fndian Social Reformer, Bombay.

o Professor Sarma l_)y_succcss[ully attempting this task in his Primer 9f
Hmdmsr'n has done a distinct service to the cause of religious instruction i
schools.”— The South Indian Teacher, Madyas.

A brilliant little volume written in a simple dialectical form......It ought to
be in the hands of all those who want to understand what Higher Hinduism is...
......Heads of Hindu institutions who desire to introduce religious instruction in
schools and colleges cannot wish for a more suitable text book. But it is more
than a text book and will appael to all classes of readers,

The Pioneer, Allalabad,

_ Professor Sarma deserves the thanks of all students of Hinduism for
bringing out this able exposition of the cardinal features of that great religion...
... ’The book deserves to be translated into all the vernaculars of the country......

The Iducational Review, Madras.

In the form of questions and answers of the simplest type the main princi .

ples of Hinduism are beautifully set out in this Primer................On the wholt
the book is a masterly production.— 7%e Malkratia, Poona.

This small book of 150 pages contains much that should be of interest At
the present time............ The gencral reader will be, perhaps, surprised to find
that the * poor heathen’ for whose conversion he from time to time subscribes
his shilling is far better provided for than is civilised Europe.

Tie New Age, London,
The book...is an excellent Primer on Hinduism written in the form of 3

dialogue......We recommend the book for being prescribed as a  text-book 10
schools and even in colleges for the junior coursc.

The Servant of India, Poona.

Copies can be had of :
THE CURRENT THOUGHT PRESS,

Pycroft's Road, Triplicane, Madras

-

B e s

Prigted at the Current Th ought Press, Triplicone, Madras and
Publ.shed by tb« Editor, * The Presidency Collige Magazind . Madras,
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