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Prize Rs. 50 for a correct solution, failing which for the nearest correct.

In each of the verses given helow, some words are omitted as
indicated by X XX. Each X stands for one letter. The words omit-
ted in each verse consist of tha sime letters, but rearranged (asi—Lead,
Lade, deal, dal2). The competitors have to find out such words from
the sense, rhyme etc. and send the verses duly completed. Capable of
only one correct solution.

The entrance fee for each set (3 verses) is 8 as. The solutions and the
fees must be addressed to The Manaver, Fred Nicholson Art House,
Alleppey. Th=1ast dav for the raceipt of entries is 25th October 1932.
The prize amount will be divided in case of ties. The decision of the
management must be accepted as final. The results will be published

on the 1st November.

1. I X XXX tostem the tide of vulgar thought.

Mad and ¥ X X X, with childish folly frrught.

Such follies X X X X the rays of truth divine,

And X X X X deeds do stain the life so fine.

To X X X X X his all in mad pursuits like sweeps!

Better to learn to X X X X X on roughs and steeps;

A fool, to soar like X X X X X in spheres on high,

He X X X XX no guide, bat ¢nds his life in a sigh.

3. The streams that X X X X X shall win my heartfelt thanks.
While in mv X X X X X I paint their flowery banks;
The rumbling sounds I hear, the storm that XX XX X.
X X X X X not mv love, but shakes me off my fears.
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The great remedy ior all kinds of Cough and Asthma. Thereis
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or awake. Whan the dis2azes are sovere the body is bedewed with
sweat, the face becoming pale, expression impossible, the respiratory
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intense dysphonia. When th> patient isinsuch a stage he feels the
world whirl 1ound him, let him take on2 dose of our MAHA SASA-
RiSTA and hzis sure to feel immanse relief. Our MAHA SASARISTA
is the specific for the constitutional cure of Counh and Asthma. We
generally advise our patients to use this medicine first of all. 3 bottles
are quite sufficient to destroy the disease to its very germ and to give
great reli>f and peac2 of mind

Price 8oz. phitl Re. 1-83 3 phials Rs.3-17. Postis: 0-11-0 & 1-9-0
SRI GOPAL TAiLA
The Wonderful Invigurator of the Nervous System

SRI GOPAL TAILA is the bast Nervine Tonic
br.ain, cheers the mind, removes all szminal weaknes
reign remedyf for sexual incapacity. It has the most exhilarating effect
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Where the Twain Meet.

By P. K. Govindaswamy, B. A. (Hons.)

such a moment that Rudyard Kipling uttered the

4 much criticised statement, “East is East and West is
West, and the Twain shall never mect.” Probably, never had
such words been used so unguardedly. They have heen contra-
dicted more than once with succass. And, if one peeps into the
beautiful garden of English verse, its aroma will dispel the false
notion. One of the 7reatest of English poets, one who contests
with Wordsworth the third place among the glorious galaxy of
Engolish poets, and who has become the pride and pet of the
Enczlish nation after his death, has enriched his poetry with the
thoughts and ideas already enshrined in the Literature of the
East. It may be a coincidence, remarkable indeed but never-the-
less 2 marvellous coincidence. For, far be it from our thoughts
here to insinuate tha: Shelley go¢ his ideas second-hand from the
East. 'That is next to impossible. Never, I believe, has it been
told of him that he knew the Eastern or Indian languaces: he must
‘have been the last man to take pzains to study them.

P. B. Shellev is one of those English poets who were far
ahead of their times; and he suffered for it long and bitterly, for
he was a social outcast One has to confess that the deep-lying
principles of the French Revolution, which had an European
vogue, did influence Shelley, and he gave them an abidinc place
in his poetrv. But with some of his occidental principles he
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blended harmoniously many ideas which reflect and reveal an ori-
ental mind. One notable thing in his career}is his advocacy of vege-
tarianism. This alone does not, however, prove his affinity to the
itast. Yet it does hava some connection. Vegetarianism prevailed
mostly in India and implied deeoly the sublime idea of Ahimsa.

But let alone his daily habits and convictions; what has his
lyrical poetry yielded to us? In Shelley’s nature poetry we sez
no author. Thz writer and ths written mix and minzle, unite
and dissolve into one indissoluble. This complate oneness of feel-
ing, this entirve self-identification with the subject, is rarely seen
elsawhere in English Postry. One is carried off onz’s feet when
one reals chadeszrintion of thaseenzry in* Promatheus Unbound .
Mountains and rivers, gliding glaciers and =erial forms, flit and
pass, cross anl recross before our raental vision. Scenes float
one after another in a coatinuous panoramic movement. The
metre and the rhythm mke the verse danc2 to ths movement
of the angelic fizures th:: glide imperceptibly before us. To
attempt quotation from this play ieans to tear a piece froma
well-drawn curtain, or to breik a part from a well-Gnished
work of art. Nowhere elsz do we find a parallel to i than in the
description of the snow-clad Himalavas in Kalidasa’s Kumnara
Sainbiavz and Meshadutha.

Again, Shelley’s harping vpon the thought of universal love
in every piece he wrote is a special feature to be noted. Thas
mutual loveis the only elfective panacsa for the thousands of
miseries that pester mankind, that until man leacns o respect,
to honour, to hzlp and io love man, there is absolutely no hope
for him of relemption from the d=ep abyss into which he has
fallen, had been the firm conviction of Shelley, who also like
Wordsworth heard “'the still sad music of humanity”, Social
warfare, fight batween nation and nation, opprossion of the poor
by the rich, of th= labourer by the capitalist, would he wiped of
the surface of tte carth, if only the se2ls of love can b2 s;)W}l
deep into human hearts. Humanity must improve at one stride
A general uplift of human mentality, sn altogother hishor phn';
of human thought and activities—that is what is requifé:’;‘ A‘r‘:
form here, a revolution there will not eradicate the ewl LO\V"’
alone is the talisman which can work this miracle. It is ”th:
tendril which twines the hearis of men in unity.:’ Sea v
passionately he addresses love: )

Life of Life thy lips enkindle

With their love the breath between them :
And thy smiles before they dwindic

Make the cold air fire ; then screen them
In those looks, where whoso gazes

Faints, entangled in their maze-.

how
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Also—
.. Love's very pain is sweet.
But its reward is in the world divine
Which, if not here, it builds beyond the grave.

It is “ the saviour and the strength of suffering man”. Isit
not again significant that Shelley has meant the name of * Asia’
to symbolise love? What does it mean? Can we not with legiti-
mat2 pride interpret that thz message of peace and love were
instinciively wafted to him from the East? Lven to-day every
religious function in 2 Hindu home concludes with a prayer for
universal welfare, Sarvc jenah sukhinobhavaniu, The letter is
there, but alas, the spirit is lost.

Shelley believed in the efficacy and imperishability of love.
If love is a weakness, he says,

Resist not the weakness,
Such strength is in meekness

and it opens the portals of the eternal. We s2e a curious anticip-
ation in his poztry of the sublim2 principle translated into action
by the greatest living manof the world to-day—Mahatma Gandhi.
According to the great patriot-saint of India, suffering is the
weapon to political calvation—suffering “without malice towards
the encmy. Gandhiji once soid that he fights not the Englishman
hut the sysiem of Enzlish rule. The following lines of Shelley
ving with an adi:1 meaning in our ears as we read thom now :—

To sufer woas which hope thinks infinite.

‘To forgive wrongs darker than death or night.

To deiv power which secems omnipotent

To love and to bear: to hope till hope creates

From its own wreck the thing it contemplates.

Perhaps the peop!: of the West may bring in the argument that
this principle of love i3 also one of the staples of Christian religion
which is greatly prevalent among them now. But was not
Christianity born and cradled in the East?

The literature of the REast, bristling with philosophic excurs-
ions,deals in a large measure with the unreality of the seen world
and the reality of the unseen one : what a paradox! This mys-
tery has baffled more than one scholar. Men of great learning,
who have explored new paths throuzh the uncharterd seas of
higher philosophy, bslieve that, afcer all, what we see around us
is only a broken and distorred reflection of a world more beautiful
and more sublime — a blissful world which is hidden from mortal
eves. Al this is Mayva, a magician’s make-believe. This oriental
concention, this Platonic idea, runs like a silken thread through
every work of Shelley. He says:—
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The one remains, the many change and pass:
Heaven's light for ever shines, Earth’s shadows fly ;
Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass,

Stains the white radiance of Eternity,

Until Death tramples it to fragments.

Again ha says in “‘Prometheus Unbound”’.
Death is the veil which those who live call life ;
They sleep, and it is lifted.

In the “ Sensitive Plant,” h= says.

'To own that life itself must be
Like all the rest a mockery.

Eternity is that staze of Nirvana from which thare is no more
change. It is, we believe, to this ultimate goal that the whole
creation moves after whirling round the chains of births and
deaths. Though we shuffle off this mortal coil and all that is visi-
ble about us, the soul that is the livinz atom, the drivins power
in man, does not perish. Eastern philosophy is never tired of
emphasisinz the imperishability of the Atman, the undying nature
of the soul: Atmana mriyate gatu. One soulis intimately connected
with another, and all these souls are but sparks struck off from {ha
One Flame which is never extinguishad. The oriin being the same,
the individual sparks feel an inevitable attraction to one anothar ;
an instinctive irrepressible powver draws tham together. Shelley’s
unshakable conviction that ths soul—the Atmin—is undyins and
eternal and that one soul is kindred to anothar gets brautifully
pathetic expre:sion in the last lines of his elezv on Keats:

I am born darkly, fearfu!, afar;

Whilst burning through the inmost veil of Heaven,
The soul of Adonais, like a star,

Beckons from the abode where the Lternal aro.

Apart from individual ideas and thoughts, the cumulative
effect and the general characteristics of his poetry have an Eastern
bent. People of the West have complained that Eastern Postry
is charged too much with the quality of reflection and that it is
melancholy. High seriousness and wistfulness, combined with
the highest flights of philosophic rapture, stamp it as a separate
species of literary art. Now Shelley’s poeiry is nothing if not
passionately reflective. Read his poetry anywhere, and ;ou s=~eL
that the mind behind is troubled with questions wh’ich it tries ;n
vain to answer. In fact, he was an ineffeciual angel beating his

wings in vain against the hard wall which conceals eternity from
our view,

America and Poetry”™

By Dr. James H. Cousins.

oy ,
’j f{fﬁggg ONTRARY to the generally accepted interpretations

gﬁipﬁél of the nature and character of the American people,
> vy

Professor Cousins advances a most interesting obser-
vation. ‘

“I have found a greater demand on myself, as a poet, in as

many months in America as I did in twice as many years before
elsewhere.”

Dr. Cousins does not deny that the great part of activity in
America is actuated by material consideirations. But he refuses
to accept what he regards as a temporary drive, as being a basic
characteristic of our people. He declines to term our activity
among the materials of life, an ism—materialism. There is no
deliberate philosophy about it, he thinks ; nothing but a natural
reaction to circumstances that will pass.

Even as such, we would expect the manifestation of material
activity primarily in our commercial system. Yet, states Pro-
fessor Cousins, ' the demand on me for poetry has come not only
from those whom we should expect to be interested in it, such as
students and teachers, but from business people and women liber-
ated from former domestic preoccupations.” 'These seem to be
seeking some hizher satisfaction than that which the ordinary
activities of life can give them, and they are finding it in poetry.

Formerly, people found such satisfaction in religion. But as
a result of the general intellectual upheaval that the modern era
has been and still is experiencing, the organized religions have
come into considerable disfavor as truth-revealers. It is natural
for people, in such circumstances, to turn to poetry, though they
themselves ¢o not know the reason why. Poetry at its highest is
the Poet’s intuitive reaction to the reality of the universe. It
interprets life both emotionally and intellectually, and with the
accompaniment of beauty contains the stuff of true religion
and philosophy. Its dogma assumes no authority save that of
the reader’s own response,

“Cnly in India havel found a greater demand for poctical
expression and appreciation than in America. But while in India
the expression of the aspirational! nature in poetry and music is

* Substance of an interview with Iir. James H. Cousins which appeared
in the New Yoerk Press.
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the most prominent and constant feature of the cultural life of
«the people, in America such expression is undoubtedly rivalled by
many diverting interests and circumstances.”

All through the Orient. Professor Cousins explained, life
moves to rhythmical sound. Clerks in Japan add up thzir figures
in a chant. Chinese coolies at the sea-ports chorus themselves up
and down the steamers’ gangways. The labours of the day and
the recreations of the cool night in India are accompanied by
song. But in modern America the creative lilt is lost in the ugly
and blatant noises of machinery. All honour, therefore, he says
to those who in America lift up their voices in poetry with the
prophetic optimism of a medow-lark on the edze of a roaring
ocean.

And especially would Professor Cousins give honour to the
school and college students of America who seek to answer the
impulse to creative expression in poetry, despite the distractions
inhe}‘ent in th:ir present environment. Most of his student-poets
in his now concluding year as guest-lecturer in the College of thé
City of ~ew York, have to travel long distances mainly by subway
to and from college. They have full schedules of study Th:ev
have a minimum of time for findinz the mental and en;otion:ﬁ
repose and poise in which poetry wells forih, When they do
express themselves in verss, th2 expression frequen-xly t(‘n(;s to-
wards mental clarity within a defined area, and towards dtl'*lma;-
energy. Thesz characteristics are excellent in their ow;x o
But the finest postical expressios is not merely a transcri ‘W:;y.
particular idea or feeling, but an interpretation in rhYthmiPLl of a
figurative speech of the poet’s poised and undistracied re;a wnd
to life. Transcript poetrcy is usually hard-edged. The poetpons(;
repose and balance takes its place in human memory beca\:yﬁ
allows something of ths constants of human naturn’m ex " 1E
themseives through the less closely woven texturesvof th(ylffib
and fee!ing- The best poetry is .nellow. Mellowness is not ; t
common is modern American poetrs . o0

But it will come, Professor Cousins affirms. Our educators
will recognise, some iime in the future, and the sooner the b:-:,ttc;
that cre{xtlve expression is at least as important as scientiﬁé
ohservation, and they will provide the necessary means for its
fulfilment. SFudents of science have their laboratories ang
necessary €duipment. Why should not the student-poets have
their times and places of conducive quietness and poetical sugses-
tiveness? asks Professor Cousins. They cannot be complé{oi&
isolated from the banalities of common activity. Contact wich
what is called‘hf_e is inevitable, perhaps necessary. But with-
drawal from 1t is equally necessary in order to reach the hasq
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poetical expression of the poet's emotional reaction to, and
contemplation of, life in its largest sense.

When an opportunity for poetical expression does present
iiself, we find certain students following the experimental ways
of Gerard Manly Hopkins and T. S. Eliot. But the tendency is
for a substantial majority of the younger student-poets to revert
to thz more usual versz-forms. Thisis Professor Cousins’ ex-
perience of thz student-poets in his own classes. The reading
public has recognized it in Nathalia Crane who expressed pro-
found wisdom in vers: at ths age of nine, and in George Dillon
whose first volume, publishzd shortly after his graduation year,
won him an immediate place as an authentic poet in the large
tradition.

We can understand this return to spacific form in poetry if
we realize the fact that design is a fundamsental nescessity in any
real entity. Deviations are not, of course, objectionable as such.
But, all elss bzins equal, desizn gives a greater elemsnt of
endurance.

Verbal design, Professor Cousins continued, is on= of the
inevitable norms of th2 verbal art of poeiry, in addition to the
invisible and inaudible designs of thousht and emotion. We may
have abnormalities and subnormalities in acceptable pozms. But
a complete reajunciation of form is impossible. Free-verse in an
absolute sense is a meaningless term. Th2 best so-calledl free-
verse has just as much verbal design, expressinz thought-design
and feeling-design, as strictly shapad versz. One sess this in Carl
Sandburg's " Monotone” and ' At a Window . In these pozms
arabasques of idea and fe2ling are rounded into architectural
entities. Emotional sincericy cannot escape thz necessity of
fizure, rhychm and pattern. Thesz both intensify and control
expression.

The selection of a verse-from is, of course, a matter for the
intuitive form-sense of the siudent-pozt. For practice, Professor
Cousins has ozrasionally askel his City Colleze students to write
a sonnet, But th» craaiive expression must, he holds, b2 l=ft frze.
The teachar may help the student-pozt to clarity mantally opaque
spots in his poem, where the poet’s inteation imay not have been
carried into full expression. He may help to clear obstructions
from the flow of the stream, and to readjust the placing of the
pebbles of words so that they may resonat> more truly to the
unheard melodies of the inner song. But any more drastic inter-
ference would turn the teachar himself into an obstruction.

Though himself a poet., Professor Cousins is not exclusive in
his aesthetical allegiance. He is a strong advocate of the inclusion
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of all the arts as inteiral subjects at all stages of education He
believes that ninety per cent. of the world’s troubles, both in ix.xdivi-
duals and nations, are due to frustrated impulse to creative expres-
sion. As curative agencies he:recommends art-crafts, and wisely
selected music. But while these aris embody distinctive qualities
(form in sculpture, appearance in painting, emotion in music)
the art of poetry synthesizes thase qualities, and adds the capacity
of expressing and conveying thought. Of course, the selection of
a form of expression by the studeat must be unforced. And it
must, in order to reach its highest artistic value and the artist’s
highest happiness, bethe expression of his full nature and environ-
ment, not an overworked repetition of a single phase,

This led us to the matter of the poetry of adolescence and sex.
Professor Couwsins rejects the psychological formula that art is
only the expression of sexual impulse. He recognizes, not merely
a sex-complex in art, but a creation complex in all life. The arts
are its finest expression. Given full scope in education, they will
normalize the neurotic and erotic phases of the creative impulse.
The Victorian “impure hush” on sex has been succeeded by an
equally impure “barbaric yawp . Neither represents the true
ratio of sex in life and art. A movement towards balance is,
Professor Cousins believes, now showing itself. The poatry of
the younger generation increasingly expresses the higher nature
of humanity. The bulk of a sixty-page book of poems by his
C. C. N. Y. students during ths year now ending, which hs hopes
will find publication, is significant in its dignified treatment of
other interests than sex. He believes that youth is realizing the
hollow sham involved in a spurious liberation that only Ieaas to
new s_laveries, and is searchinz for an intelligent discipline that
will give Fhe balance and control out of which rise true freedom
and happiness. The arts, said Professor Cousins as a last word
are the: best agents in this Girection, since their very nature i‘:
disciplined release into satisfying expression. Hence the nes :

! : d for
them in education. .

An American on Hindu
Culture & Yoga.

By Swami Jagadiswarananda.

‘ é RI Nilanagini Devi alias Miss Nilla Gram Cook, who is
an American of two and twenty years and a Master of
B! Aris of Athens University, Greece, formally embraced
Hinduism last November and has been enthusiastically received
with many conzratulations into the orthodox Hindu community
by the Sanatan Dharma Pratap Sabha of Kashmere and named by
the Brahmin priests Nilanagini after the first demi-god ruler of
that lJand. She made philological rz2;sz2arch in Greek and Sanskrit
iiterature, and when ninetesn years old delivered a course of
lectures in modern Greek before the University of Athens on
Pythagorean and Platonic Philosophy and its relation to Buddhism
and Hinduism.

Miss Nilla Cram Cook is a descendant of t great American
savants, Benjamin Franklin and John Adams, fathers of American
diplomacy. ‘‘Her great-great grand-fathers were the first pio-
neers {0 open un the land west of the Mississippi, and her family
estate still stands on the banks of that river on a site once sacred
to the Sauk Indians. The romantic history of these pioneers has
been told in the biography of her father, George Cram Cook,
“The Road to the Temple” by his wife, the well-known American
authoress and dramatist, Miss Susan Glaspell”. Nilanagini's
fither, the laze Dr. Georse Cram Cook took his doctor’s degrees
in Philology and Philosophv from the Universities of Harvard.
Hiedelberg and Geneva while yet a boy, and was at the age of 21
Associate Professor in an American University; a few years later
he retired from that career to devote himself entirely to a new
one. In 1914 witha group of literary friends he founded an
experimenial th2atre in New York, th2 Province Town-Players,
which subsaquently contributel more to tha development of
modern Theaatre than any other artistic experiment in America.

He then went to visit Grezze in fulfilment of a life-long
dream. There h=2 wrote his finest poetry and sowed the seeds of
a renaissance amon :st the Grezks by livinz in Delphi and prepar-
ing a revival of drama in the ancient Theatre His death in 1924
at the ase of fifty cut short his work. But Greece had paid him
honours similar to those she lavished upon Lord Byron who died
fizhtint for Greek national freedom 100 vears azo. In 1927 the
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ancient Delphic Festival was revived. The Pythian Games were
dedicated to his memory. Dr. George Cram Cook and his young
daughter. Nilanagini, who had once more returned :¢ Greece t;
complete her classical education, assisted in the production of
dramas of Aschylus in the ancient Theatre.

After her father’s death Nilanagini who loved, like her father,
everything Greek ardently worked for the revival of ths National
Peasants’ Arts and Crafts of Greece. She travelled through many
villages and islancs and establishad hand-looms in several con-
vents. For her work amonz thz Sisters of Charity she was diven
the Cross of Jerusalem by th2 Patriarch of the Orthodox Church,

After her father’s death the fire of venunciation cama upon
her, and she lived the ascetic mode of lif>. The study of phi-
losophy also enhanced it. As a neo-Pythagorean shz abstaineq
from all stimulants and animal food. At the age of twenty she
went into the convent of Saint John Chrysoston on the romantic
isle of Naxos in ths Aegean Sea, and for five months observed a
vow of silencz and other austerities. The Islanders and Sisters
of Charity exhibited many tokens of devotion to the young
American who renounced worldly wealth and prestige to sleep on
the hard floor of the mcnastery.

As her father dreamt of Grezce since boyhood, Nil
had dreamt of India. She writes in a recent letter to the
writer: “ Since childhood I have adored the risin
mother of the Sun, the East. When I was only I
to come to India. Whan fate did not allow
asign of my own unworthiness to touch tho
land, the spiritual parent of all humanity. Tdevoted the vears th
followed to a course of study that puritied me more and-w-](;;(\ L'?t
itself helped me, and I learnt the meanin’ of true broth;r}v od o
Universal Love which is the purest siream from tvhe‘otg“ ﬂm}
fountain. Only whan I had learn¢ that lezson by passinz 'thcmrah
many tribulations did the road to India open. So y(\\u mq r.ou{g
of my happine;s now thir [ am here in Indiat" From thy JrLI( v
14 she reszarded her studies and training in Greece z;n'l E,rl : Of
preparation for her pilarimaze to India, Amon: hér . :ﬂp; ‘S
was an Egyptian Sufi.  She was warmly receivad hy the ,LA‘NC};?“F
Palestine who appreciated her enthusiasm and love of vth .m]rb (i'
But she counted as her grearest friends and bannfa"t'tw ‘niqt.
heroes and sases of Sanskric literature who had ;hzw-ﬂ })1H F])
beauty of all spiritual endeavour. Leavins mtmy‘ o e ‘_hg
in Europe and America behind she came to India 1aqtp~?§-::umgfﬁ
ffaels more at home in the devout Hindu community ‘Li\l'l;] in }T
literary and artistic circle; she has left behind.  Since h-ﬂr cl(l)lmgni

f up wholly to spiricual .

anagini
present
Sun and th»
16 years old | tried
th2 journey, | took it as
soil of my true mother-

to India, she has given hersel rontisag
realisarion.
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" The simple Hindu lives with a consciousness,” opines the ardent
lover of India and her culture, “which a cultured Western mind
must go through intellectual throes to evolve.” * India preserves
intezrally th: heritage of an epoch of th: world far nobler than
our own,” reiterates the American savant. * Whoever seeks
knowledge by realisation, either from pulpit oratory or materi-
alistic thought, (the famous benefits of modern education),” she
says, " is in the West a fish out of water. But in India he can
recover from all early and engrafted materialistic superstitions
and realise the unity of science, religion, poetry and action—the
Unity which was the secret of the Universal Beauty of the heroic
ase.” "India has shown me, ”" she writes in a recent letter to
the present writer, "“the true beauty of ancient Greece. My
studies are now preparing an interpretation of Greek culture,
relicion and philosophy as a transplanted India. India has pre-
served in her very blood the beauty of nobler ages than our own.”

Nilanagini is now livin? as a Brahmacharini-—a sanyasini. She
has travelled many parts of India to study her present condition.
Worits of Swami Vivekananda, th: Gita and the Upanishads are
her constant companions now. Sh2 has been initiatel in the
Hindu mantras and meditation by a great Yogzi of Mount Abu,
and she has been practising them devoutly even at midnight, sun-
rise and sunset. As a necessary part of Yoga, she is engaged
occasionally in severe fast and does not take even fruits.

About Hindu Yoia she writes: * In Greek ompholos means
navel. Deiphi. the sanctuary of the Sun, was called the ompholos
of the earth. It was there that tha Pythian Priestess delivered
oracles to tha whole world. She hecame ‘asphyxiated’ in the
uncerground crypt of the Temple. 1 firmly believe that the
‘asphyxiation ' meant th2 stopping of the vital airs—the form of
pranayam which develops the psychic faculties. Thz Raj Yogis
bring the manthra up from the navel through Brahmarandhra.
Hatha Yoga concentrates all the forces in the navel.” “ My father
died in Delphi, and | have spent many vears of my life there. It
was from there that [ first read the Upanishads and first heard
the syilable Om. [ have given much thought to the subject.
Delphi is Delbhi, Arjun who on his western travels visited all the
Thirthas and undoubtedly established the Delphic rituals. Beneath
the City of Delphi was and still is the village of Krishaa and the
Bay of the Gulf of Corinth is the Bay of Krishna. Corinthus itself
is Cori-Indus, th2 people from the land between the Cori and Indus
rivers. a k m is, as you suggest, the root of * amen ’ and all other
svmhols in languages. The Greek for Master- the lord, the word
usad for Christ is kupios (kurins) which is a corruption of Guru,”




A Rishi of Ancient China.

By T. L. Vaswani.

meanings have besn given to this word. (1) Laotze
means the “Old-Young”. And true it is Rishis retain the spirit
of youth, in spite of age. A sage may live up to 70 years or &0
yvears. He was 70 years young or 80 years young. A fragrance
of the eternal youth is in the rishi or se2r. Lao-tze was a rishi.
Righitly was he so named: he was old, yet young. Old in experi-
ence: young in vision. (2) Lao-tze means the “Son of Lao,” Lao
being the name of his mother. His mother conceived him, we
read, at the sight of a falling star. ‘'‘Lao-tze,” thus means ‘‘the
son of Mother Lao”. Mothers make a nation. Mothzars build
up civilisation. And thz world’s great men have owed not a
little to their Mothers’ influences and inspiration.

We should like to know much of ithe life of this rishi of
ancient China. But only a few fragments remain. We read that
he was a man of many travels. He was eager to come in contact
with new types of culture, new types of sympathy. He was easer
to gather experiences. Experiznce is the foundation of philosophy.
Experience is our shastra. J.ao-tze was a man of vast experience.
We are told he travelled to india. I do not know. Yet true it
is India in those days (Laotze lived in the 7th Century B. C.) was
a spiritual leader of humanity ; and {rom far-off laads men came
as pilgrims to India. They came from Egypt. A story has i:
also that Pythagoras visited India. Thereis, at any rate, not a
little resemblance betwesn the teachins of India’s rishis and the
teaching of this great Greek seer; Pythagoras taught re-incarna-
tion and vegetarianism. And it seems 10 me there is resemblance
also between the teaching of Laotze and the wisdom of Indjan
sages. There are thoughts in Loatze which remind onc of the
Vedanta and discourses of the Buddha.

We also read that at an advarced age, laotze retivred 1o
mountains in the West. He retirad 1o meditate.  Meditation is
activity of the soul. Fe'lowship with Nature helps in building up
the Centre. of meditation. Lan-z2 was tired of ciiies. You
speak of t}lvilisation. I speak of “naturisation”. Nature's ins-
piration i needed to enrich life.  On th2 mountains in the West,
Laotze \x'r(?te that one book on which is built his rich repuiation.
The book 15 translated into English as “Th= Simple Way"".
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One section of that book has an auto-biographical value. In
this section, Lazotze gives a picture of himself and his attitude to
his environment. Let me quote some passages from that section.
He says:— “Alas! the bairenness of the age has not yet reached
its limit ! He adds: *“I am like an infant, forlorn as one who
has nowhere 1o lay his head.” Great ones come {rom time to
time; hut how do we trest them? We neglect them; we perse-
cute thera: they feel forlorn. 1 recall the words of Jesus:
“Fouxcs have their holes, and the birds of the air their nests; but
the Son of Man hath not where to lay his head.” Laotze proceeds:
“"Other men have plenty, while I alone seem to have lost all”.
“Yet,” hz adds, “I have reverence for the Tao”. And then comes
another beautiful thought:— “Those who know me are but few,
and on that account my honour is all the greater.” Laotze was
not a crowd-man. Loatze spoke to a few. The last line in the
section from which I am quoting is significant. Laotze says:
“The sage wears coarse garments, but carries a jewel in his heart’".
it is the Jewel of Wisdom. The rishi is poor, yet rich. Poor in
zoods of the weorld; rich in the Supreme Good. Wisdom is his
wealth,

The message of Laotze revolves round the one word: “Tan’”,
What is the Tac? Four-fold is Laotze's approach to this question.

{1y The Transcendental Tao.— Of Tao as the Transcendental
Principle who can sayv aught that is worth? “‘Nameless is That,”
says Lactze, “but I shall name it Tao’. And]I recall some of
those wonderful songs in the Upanishads in which the rishis
sound the note: “"Brahman is beyond name, beyond speech.”
Nameless 1s the Absolute. Brahman uttered is Brahman bruised.
God defined is God denied. In silence alone may be approached
the One-without-a-second, who is without nama and rupa (name
and form).”" The Transcendental Tao is the Root of all, the
Beginning of Heaven and Earth. '‘Before Heaven and Earth
came into being, the Tao is!” The Taois the ‘Unfathomable’. The
Tao is the "Ancient”. And in one of his luminous savings, Laotze
speaks of the Taoas ths “Mother of all things’'— so remindina
us of the vision of Hindu rishis who speak of Shakti:s ‘the
Mother of the universe’.

i2)  The Cosmic Tao:— The Tao is both Transcendental and
Immanent. Th2 universe, the cosmos, isa child of Tao, the
Mother. “All-pervading is the Tao,” says Laotze., Of the Im-
manent Tao and only of the Immanent Tao, may we know some-
thing. The Transcendental Tao is beyond experience. All we
know is on the plane ¢i relativity. Our knowledge is mentally
Yimited by what Einstein -- the sear of the Law of Relativity —
calls our “reference-mechanism™. The way to know the Cosmic
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Tao or the Tao as a physical manifestation is the way of
nature. Nature includes both Earth and Heaven. “The earth,”
says Laotze, *“‘takes its law from Heaven, and Heaven takes its
from Tao.” “But,” he adds, “the law of Tao is Itself.” Tao’s law
is its own Divine or Super-Divine Nature.

(3) The Ethical Tao:— This is the Supreme Good, the Sum-
mum bonum, the happiness men are seeking in vain in théngs of
the earth and sense-experiences.

(4) The Tao as the Way:— To attain the Supreme you must
walk the right way. It is not the way of complexity. It is not
the way of conventional, artificial life wa so often seek only to
earn sorrow and pain. The way of the Tao is hinted at by Laotze
in a variety of siznificant phrases. [t is named the © Way of
Heaven "; and this is ilefined as the way “to taks from those who
have too much, and to give to those who have too little”.  Much
of our misery is due to over-accumulation of the world’s goods.
A new Ethics of Distribution is needed.

Laotze also speaks of the Way as the “way of water.” for
" water benefits all, yet occupies the lowest place”. Tt is the way
of humility. *‘ He who exalts himself does not rise higzh,” sw-q
Laotze. And again: “The man of the highast virtue is 10w1v-‘;
How different this from the way of vanity and pride ang show !
" If we had sufficient knowledge,” says the Chinese sage, “to walk:
in the great way, what we should most fear would be wasteful
display”. Ths ' great way’ is the humble way, the simple way
the way of the “simple life”. It is also named the V\}ay of
Nature. For "“all things in nature work silently.  They fulfi]
their functions and mike no claim. '

Is it not the way of Jesus and Buddha and Krishng v The
way of Nanak ? The way of the Rishis and Saints 7 ** Of éuch as
the babes is the kinzdom of Hzaaven,” said Jesus, And ﬂ*"aix; .
“ Blessed are the poor in spirit.” Blessad, inde=d, are thaﬂnon:
egoistic, for they become cantres of God’s influence and in;pimt-
ion. [goism is waste of energv.  Einism is interfer-.oﬁco ‘
strife  * He that is empty, shall bz fillel, says Lantze. ' '

To be empty is to be Spirit-filled. To be empty is to be God-

pressed. To be empty is to be enriched with love. And love is of
Gol. Love is God. )

What a Master is he who takes hold of the Inner Life and
knows the secret of its hidd»n an:ings! [n journeyings, he fears
no danger. In strife, he fears no weapoa of war. No power c:u;
strike the Inner Life. What a Master is he, therefore, who into
the realms of death can bring the Inner Life !

1s

My First Photo.

By P. G. Sundara Rajan.

LY
i ‘?é:‘f ’ RIGGLING like a trodden worm, I slowly .opened my
‘"« X ,3 x sleepy eves. It was a pleasant sleep-—it always is
Mﬂ-&‘ﬂ when vou have got to get up. I looked at the clock
and let out a gasp. It was Seven! In one single caper I shook
off my slumber; and gathering the bedding in one mass, [ threw
it in a corner and ran to the tap in the court-yard.

Perhaps this strange behaviour needs a word of explanation.
That day, we had arranged for a group photo in the college. 1
had only thirty minutes before me to get to the college and stand
in the group. In my haste ] took the kolam powder mistaking
it for tooth-powder and reached the tap. A coating of ageless
moss bzneath the tap ook off the equilibrium of my none-too-
steady legs, and I went crashing down. But in a flash I was up,
and there were more flashes the next moment. For I had struck
the tap violently with my head in my endeavour to rise, and had
the unique, if a little unpleasant, opportunity of seeing stars in
davlight. | discovered another great scientific truth at this
moment. During the brief period of mental vacuity, [ distinctly
saw the world revolve round itself. Wondering whsther I should
rush out and shout “Eureka,” I cautiously backed a little and
rose with a hand on the newly acquired bump on the head, when
I heard a voice behind. 1t was the mischievous imp, my sister’s
son. This little rascal, I should explain, had a knack of turning
up at uncomfortable hours. ‘‘Uncle!” the fellow shouted, clap-
ping his hands, “‘once again that feat, Uncle, Do, Unclei” When
I was mentally discussing the desirability of kicking the fellow or
giving vent to my feelings, I suddenly remembered the photo.
The kolam powder had dissolved in the ether in ths crash.
Snatching some ash I managed to clean my teeth and ran upstairs
clearing half a dozen steps at a time.

I dressed myvself with the best of my wardrobe which includ-
ed a rose-coloured neck-tie- purloined from my uncle—and
a yvellow coat that | had inherited from my elder brother when
he outgrew its size. Applving a generous quantity of brilliantine
to my hair, I dressed it with care and sallied forth. I got into the
front seat of a bus which. wheiher scenting my hurry, or whether
due to the presence of a police constable—I don’t know which—-
reballed against the sacred iradition of buses by starting without
d(']ﬂ\k



646 THE SCHOLAR

Without a single accident we reached Royapettah—I was tra:
velling from Mylapore to George T o_wn—-where the drwgr not
only stopped the bus, but also .swltched‘ off the. engine. | I
registered anger. 1 waited five r’mnutes. ’ The bus dld. not move;
but my anger did. *‘ Look her=1" I shouted to tl}he )drxver‘ indig-
nantly, ** will you start or shall [" get dox.vn? o Presently, sir,
only two passangers wanted, sir, he rep‘l‘led.grmnmjz. Thf3 next
moment the conductor approachsl me, ©* Will you please go t(? a
back seat, sir > 'There are ladies, sir,”” hs ?‘xplmr?ed. seet‘}‘ung
with anger, I replied in words which meant, noth}ng doina. 1
looked behind to sez whethar another bus was coming. But my
eyes did not travel farther than a few fe.et. Besxc%e the cp:on'h‘l(‘:tor
were standing two young ladies dressel in the hzight of qu hion,
complete with handbag and giasses; ‘tmd they were looking at
me—so it sesmed to me—wiih smiling .faccs. Cliivalry won.
Straightaway [ jumped down and climbzd into a back seat.

The bus started as soon as the ladies were berthed. in the
front seat. In my chivalrous haste I had unwisely sat facing 'fh':
rear of the bus which had obvious disadvantage's. Th= rus.hxr%g‘
air soon disarranged my well-combed hair. [ trxefl to keep it in
position. But my right hand was entreacheld behind a gentleman
who seemed to have been moulded in one of th» F)reator's ton
generous moments. My left hand was imprisoned. in my pocket.
Moreover I did not want to focus thz attention of (')thers«espe-
cially the ladies—upon th2 miserable chaos of my cmffL}re. Yo'u
can imagine the mental state of a youth who.. ]ust‘ pno.r ‘{o his
being photozgraphed for the first time, finds himselt a victim of
such vicious circumstances. It was half-past seven when the bus
reached the Central. At once, another great tru‘ch‘ of' histo‘ric
importance dawned upon me. ] realised with irp.presswe miensity
that Napoleon must have b2en in a similar predicament when he
was awaiting re-inforcements a: Waterloo. The thought of the
great hero emboldened me. It hardened my character, so t.o say.
I resigned myself to Destiny. But I could not help flinching at
the fact that my hair was irretrievably disarranged, so much so
that the streak of bare skull where it was parced was completely
hlotted out, thus spoiling my capillary chart.

In due course, but in its own time, the bus reached th collzre.
I got down with a maximum of speed and ran to the quadrangle
where there were only chairs and benches. Thinking that the
photograph had been taken, [ approach=l in utter despair.
But fortune was on my side. It always is, vou know, with
men of Destinv. The photo had been delaved pending the arrival
of the staff. I felt that I should celebraie the occasion. [ took
two of my friends to breakfast in a ncarby restaurant. By
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the time we got back, everything was ready. Detecting an empty
chair at the edge of the row wherein the members of the staff
sat, I took my courage into my hands and dropped into it. After
all, it was the end of the year. What could the professors do if
they were offended at my audacity, as they seemed to be from the
way they looked at me? But unfortunately I reckoned without
a superior being, the master of thz occasion, one whom the staff
too had to obey for the time being. This person approached me
with an air which indicated, unmistakably, that I should abdicate.

“Will you please stand at the back-row, sir¢" asked the
photographer, “ You see, the symmetry will be spoiled if this
chair remains here.”” Meekly I obeyed him and went back as the
chair was taken away.  Ignoring the chuckles of some of my
friends, I elbowed my way throuzh a row by sheer force and
secured a place in the middle It was only then that I felt the
exertions of the day, both physical and mental. Inhaling a pinch
of snuff, I took out my handkerchief to wipe my nose and pers-
piring face

" Steady ! please,” sang out the man behind the staring camera.

At once I became rizid and held my breath. All of us looked
like a collection of sheepish dolls of mud for the fraction of a
szcond. Then on the word of release from the photographer,

we dispersed like a flock of crows and started for our respective
homes.

Cursing the dictatorship of the Camera-man, I wiped my face
and thought something ought to be done to end this slavery of
mankind to a single fellow with a box fitted with a single eye. 1
imagined myself orating against this autocracy from a public

platform at some future date, when my thoughts received a rude
shock.

“ Hullo! what is that on your coat ? An ornament ?"' accosted
afriend. Ilooked over myself. Thare on tha right side of my
coat, parallel to my left breast-pozket, was a little blot. On
closer investigation I found that it was a little bit of chutney
which I had unconsciously smugglad out from the restaurant. [
hastily wiped it and hurried home.

Well bezun, goes th2 saying, is hali-done. It is true. I have
found that things well bezun stay half-done. They do not pro-
ceed turither. In this case it was ill-done: witness th2 affair of
my photograph with special significance to my ‘crop’.

Two weeks passed. [ received a copy of the group photo.
Strangely enoughl wasnot found in the picture. My first thoughts

were about Spiritualism and Conan Doyle. But there was



648 THE SCHOLAR

smoething which scemed to transgress the limits of psychic pheno-
mena. For, in my place,orin the place where [ ought to have been,
there was another fellow with what seemed like a Charlie Chaplin
moustache and 2 handkerchief pzeping out of his right breast-
pocket!. The fellow had no neck-tie—rath:r an ill-equipped
fellow ; especially if h> ever wanted to commit suicide—at least
thare did not se2m to be onz. But there was one thins in common
between us. His hiir was also ruflad. I rush2d to the photo-
grapher and announced my opinion of his work. H2 listenad
patiently and explained.

“Itis your figure alright, sir. The necktie beinz rose-coloure od,
photographed as white, sir. Lizat colours always do, sir.”

“ Well ; now, look at me carefully,” [ commanded. He logked.
“ Do [ have 2 moustache "

“No."”

“Then how is it that there is one in the photo "

The fellow was non-plussed. "To mark my triumph, I tank q
pinch of snuff and looked at him like a mesmerist. His face
beamed.

“ Sir, did you use snuff at the time of the photo and forget to
wipe your nose ?” he asked.

1 did, owing to ‘his choosing the exact moment to expose
us—on the negative I mean.

But I had my trump card still with me and I played it,

**That is all right, my maa. How is it that the fisure in the
photo seems to have a handkerchief in his risht breast-pocket ?
My coats are not yet so far advancad in fashion as to have this
additional pocket.”

Before I finished my question it happened. By one of those
flashes of instintive recollection, I rem:mb2rel the blot of
chutney. Forthwith, I hurriel homs a sadder and a wiser(? ) man.

Jambavan in Yercaud.
By T. B. Krishnaswami

I
e
}Q :&% LL Salemis epic country. The Swetanadi is reminiscent
‘g&)@ of the Mahabharata and is reputed to owe its origin to
) the Archer-hero, Arjun, who with his bow-end scrat-

ched it into existence when he wanted to pour water in libation
to th2 Gods when performing some ceremony. He being Sweta-
Valana the river is called Sweta-nadi.

Ayodhyapatanam and Hanumatirtham are tell-tale and bear
blazoned broad upon their forefront their title to epic fame.
Hanumatirtham is believed to bubble over from a pot of Ganges-
water flung after quenching his thirst by Hanuman, the monkey-
general. into the bed of that dry river Pennar. Much nearer
Salem, on the Salem-Namakal road near about the spot where
another road branches off to Panamarathupatti, is the cleft of the
Golden Deer with th2 optical illusion by which Sita was deceived
and Rama and Laxman were drawn o from protecting her. At
Panamarathupasti itself, the epic is said to have repeated itself in
the Lankhadahanam of a hut where the local Ravana was sought
to be burnt up. The bleaching bones of Jatayu aresaid to form
the Chalk Hills of Salem. At Mcharajagadai and at Sankari, are
rock-cut bas-relief figures of Hanuman with a story more or less
lezendary connecting the spot with Hanuman. Jambavan, the
bear-ally of Sri Rama, is reputed to have found a home in Yercaud,
in Salem District, in the Bear's Cave, at the foot of the Shervaroyan

hiil.
II.

Yercaud is now one vast coffee Estate. From the days of
Cockburn and Fischer, the mountain slopes have borne their load
of coffec and silver-oaks to give shade to the coffee. Jack-trees
abound near human habitations, which are further recognised by
the abundance of plantains in many cases and of well cultivated
gardens and orangeries in others.

Shervaraya Perumal being Vishnu and having taken up his
ahode, He alone knows how long ago Jambavan, took up his at
the foot with a cool spring of clear and pellucid water in close
proximity and a number of jack trees to provide him with his
favourite fruit. A Champak tree with whose flowers he offered
worship is still said to survive, and perhaps is the one, one sees
ciose to old Mr. Norton'’s Bunualow, now Mr. M. D. Subbarava
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Iyer’s. Jambavan i i
. n is one of the Chiranjivis
: : ' s, one of th al
qu the'statcment is not to be accepted as so much pf Isl;lmlortals,
3 poetic truth, the Immortality being of ths kind z,mf tr}:}t?
2 which

Keﬂtsv “Ii"htin(.ale wa W o I)'
& M4 Qas endo ed' h\,

Hindus rarely kill a bear, for fear the old origi
igz?l:h;)uk,il‘(‘he at their hands and they incur th:;cr:ll?lf btehaéj Obf:p(l);
a Tahgsﬂ,dﬂ ,ire.r'e'is the story of the Brahmin clerk, Estate clerk
o e :hb, it is not clear, who rushed one night quite unwit-
Lingly Into {h et:.zrms of a bear and realising his awkward 'de
unhapy altemé li)ln, shoutc'ad out th.e Gayatri and Apatham apa};ar-
tharam al Ra":;c ytand W.lth frantic, violent and desperate empha-
sis on Ramam to remind Fhe bear, of its old time and ho .
ab ssocxatxo.n with th.at epic hero, but to no purpose, f e the
b;zz'nogﬁze:tl:sdskull with its powerful claws and sucke’d g;.f tli]'e
brain like a t n e;—cocoanut. . But it was believed, he was a ha 13
and written? an deseyrved.hns fate:n Stories of bear-hunt har
peen writter mrom man’s pom? of view, but at the Bear Cave o

' o ay read something of man-hunt from the é
'g(:n:; Zﬂ:x}el:;nazvsx‘ix;llbeagr o; tig;z]r intrudes on inhabited
. g ings, he who shoots down the wi i
:)snaahse}:;:l (;)1;1 zdbem:factor. He skins the brute, mour:,::dit: nllhma(i
on & ohield anc puts 1}111) t}le trf)phy for his fellows to admire “
o ever, wber en:n_tz]mds oots a tlge}' he is wedded to the carcas.s a
Ga[a.mishi-—.w'tlh eh to _wear his moustaches with side-Jo 1:
Galamish fac; ft t}grmmess of a bear and the general exL -S‘_
sion of the fac };) a Jaguar, B}xt when man seeks the bear m):tle's-
s im:mdingem ear ;afe-guardmg 'his own, mauls or mutilatm
the intr YerCaudm]lq, 3 ere is no admiration for the bear. The Beare's
e ot Yereau ?’ its floor coyered with human skins, a whitS
ot varie })i, ike the occasional human display of a Polal(re
bear's ski v:(ere pi;;??gtikzlizivrere x:lolled about by the little bears
such as Siva or Kali is represen?egnas (\)‘:::rlisn?ade ntoe marland,

even
ear’s
Viuﬂges

In
nd

When young bears grew . .

h,untin.g and there wa§ o ;))i;fi(,tﬂ;cz; \\,\;elfﬁ trained in man-
d hosmtgher and caused no small amount oLf derus than St Juli
whole villages and putting whole families to de;:h , :

whole herds of de.aer. Packs of wild dogs were k , even as he did
as tamed ar'1d tralped.dogs were kept ) by St ]ill)'t by the bear
o?'ertool\ bm_l, as 1t did the Saint, and he Went'u‘ t}I]anl;- Remorse
his abode.m.Slde t.he Shervarayan cave and 91 e ,111 and took
horne as it is believed to the bosom of the Ale(' a pious death,
presides over the fate and destiny of hears mighty Bear that

an
astation. sacking
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Years after, a bandit chieftain, taking advantage of the evil
reputation of the cave, occupied it and carried on his depreda-
tions in the plains, running off with the loot to the cave, and to
keep up appearances used to cover himself up in a bear’s skin
both for warmth and for frightening others off. As long as he
was single h2 maintained the secrecy of the abode, but when he
took his bride to the cave and later still, begot a daughter, the

mystery could not be kept up.

“We cannot follow you into this jungle. Here take up your
auns and your money. We are quits.” -

“Don't be fools! Keep the guns with you for protection. |
capnot throw away my life, nor shall I imperil yours unnecessarily.
We owe a dutv to the sirkar and must hound out this dacoit .

Even if he is, he has knowledge of potent

“He is not here.
on his body will become invisible.

herbs and by rubbing the juice
We cannot fight such a foe
“Nonsense: there i3 no such thing:
folk. ™
“We are simnle {olk, but we know what is what; with one
curel: with annther wounds are healed:

you talk like simple

plant-juice head-ache is
}

2 third serves as a purgative: a fourth stops purgation.  We i
nonsense! Wise man, go your way and let us alone!” ", ;-_‘“%,‘,’E\R
- AR

. . ﬂ. -‘

“No: I shall not. Plants. herbs as medicine y/e;li;mw of, but

making a man invisible is all hosh! Come, take qb our weapons
€

and let us go forth.” i
L3
“ Y. no, we shan't,” ! i \

1 shall double vour pay and get youa nice 1‘e'w}1\‘d. ”
Ll .

The Police Officer thought he struck a weak g:k\o‘}xi,mi_n the, »%
d pressed-into é’pﬁ?&f‘

heart of the mountaineers whom he ha
service, to et at the dacoit Kandan. The response was™f -
one or two fellows Inoked hopeful, but the general out-lock was
sloomy.

“\We must go hack now.” they cried, particularly as the rain
was coming down in torrents.

We shall take shelter awhile against the rain, " replied Mull-
who was obstinate and would

“1f 1 don’t have my way, I shall

ings, the mule oi a Polize Olficer.
not hear of a cowardly retreat.

shoot down vou beggars,” he said using threat, but fearing he
might ruin his cause by so doing, velented and agreed to det back

that dav.
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Iv.

The Malayalis left quickly, before Mullings could change his
mind. Mullings himself lingered on; said he would smoke and
then follow.

Thulukka Kandan was the dacoit’s name. There are many
of the name to-day who follow peaceful occupations. Kandan
was so called as he came of a Hindu mother and a Mohamedan
father. But he himself took a Mohamedan wife and called his
daughter by a Hindu name, Malachi, as being born on the Hills.
Now Malachi, not suspecting any detectives in the vicinity, wan-
dered very near Mulling’s camp.

““Who are you ? Have you lost your way?” inquired Mul-
lings. ‘ Who are you? Have you lost your way ?"” asked Malachi
in return, which made Mullings pause and think.

They gazed at each other for some time, Mullings quite shame-
faced and blushing and she aplomb and with absolute self-posses-
sion. ““ You look like a King,”" sh2 remarked, “which is the nady
you rule over ?” Mullings had a notion of his own personal
charms and dignity, and just kept up the fancy, He would play
the King fora while. “ Yes, I amfrom Gundur nadu,” he ventured
at a hazard, that being the only nadu he knew of, and one which
had been brouzht under British control. The Collector of Salem
had issuel notices as to why the land should not be taken away
from the Pattaikirans; they would not appear before thy
Collector at Salem for fear they should be taken prisoners. Th v
property was forfeit by default by thz civilised : o
sition. Gundur had so passed out of Malaya
Mullings mentioned it as his nadu.

process of acqui-
li hands and so

After a while, takins courage he asked:

_ “Wor ik
go there with me?” id you like to

i . . .
Yes, if you will marry me according to Malayali rites
’

taking the consent of my father. aiter

As for my mother she is dead.”
“Who is your father, pray "

“Why, the Kinz of this nadu! Don't you know himv How
vou talk! As if any body could come here w '
of my father!”

“lTamsorry. Isyour father Tulukka Kandan 9

“Yes: he is sureto welcome you. Will vou marry me *" All
his past life flashed in a panoramic view; the home of his 'child-
hood; th2 intense love, but intense poverty of his pare;\ts“ his
early struggle to earn a day’s meal: his emigration to [nd{a'- hi§
enlistment as European Head Constable, and lastly his ho;;e ok

pramction in the service, if he could capture the dacoit alive. On

ithout the permission
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the other ‘side was the realisation of his infant dream to be a
King somewhere, give the law to a savage tribe and be wafted to
death in the smell and savour and sanctity of Royalty!

He agreed to go with her, resolved to have her, but not de-
termined about anvything else.

He saw befcre him a stately and majestic tigure, one of nat-
ure’s noblemen, in all the pathetic dignity of a dispossessed
monarch, with the aspect of a caged lion chafing azainst the bars.
Tulukka Kandan was about to shoot down Mullinss, but seeing
his daughter with him and seeing also the awe and regard that
Mullings bad for him, spared him, winking ouly to his body-guard
to be alert so that no mischief might come from .he white man.

Was this the dacoit he had come to hound out of existence,
a man who bore on his face and features the imprimatur of a line
of succession longer than that of the Popes? No, he would save
him, marry his daughter and keep him in comfort, out of reach
of the sirkar, and out of mischief as well. His Irish spmpathy
for fallen chiefs of his own land obsessed his mind.

V.
The sequzl is well-known.

Mullings marvied the girl and built [or her a house on the
site of the present Bear’s Cave Bungalow: the “old dacoit™
became a sanyasi and retired to the mountain-top: the heroic
raids, which his enemies called Dacoity, stopped and there was
peace. Mullings retired and amassed a large fortune, called his
estate Mullington as Mr. Campbell has called his estate Camp-
bellton, and when his Malayali wife died, died of a broken heart,
leaving behind him his daught>r, familiarly known as Gundur
Vellai. So quickly the estate fell into ruin, so quickly Lantana
bushes bhlocked up the path, that people * opening up” an estate
there thought they were the first that ever brust upon that
wild and unknown land. They forgot that old Mullings, shaggy
like a bear, the doven of the hills, the Jambavan of Yercaud, had
opened up that estate long ago. built a house for Malachi, where
had lived and flourished, ar rather lingered and perished, Gundur
Vetlai



Why I am Henpecked.
By An Incognito M. A.

(All the characters in the story including myself are purely
imaginary).

AN HAT I am henpecked is a grim fact,and any amount of
discussion as to its how and why is not going to help
B2-F8 me out of it. But there are two reasons why I write
this account. First, there isin mana strong urge to ruminate
even over the inevitable. Secondly, I want the future generation
of husbands to benefit from a knowledge of the pitfallsinto which
1 fell.

My wife is a standing illustration of the very wise saying,
‘A little learning is a dangerous thing.” And even this litttle
learning was given to her by me.

I did not marry my wife for her beauty or for her charm of
soul. In fact, I did not know why I married her. Fate, of course,
had reserved her for me. And thenl was already twenty-three
and was afraid of receiving no more bridal offers. Ina hurry,
therefore, I acceptel her. For the condition here is, ‘a bachelor
at twenty-three, alwaysa bachelor’. Society broadcasts imaginary
diseases in an unmarried youth of twenty-three and scares away
all fishers for bridegrooms.

My wife had nothing specially attractive in her. She had not
even the grace of 2 good name. Shz was called Kutti. She only
knew the Tamil alphabet. She had no music in her. Shewas not
positively ugly, but was brown-complexioned, chubby-facel, and
tolerably good-looking for a village girl.

I was then studying at College, and had a highly romantic
sense. I held very advanced views on the siatus of women in hom=
and society. I was very chivalrous and was an enthusiastic ex-
pf)nent of the equality of the sexes. To make a confession ai this
distance of time, my chivalry once led me into immense trouble.
There.: was a very shy girl student in my College, and with my pet
theories on the advantages of co-education, ] wanted to move
freely with her. Her house was on my way to CoVege, and
one day I stopped at her house and cried cut, ‘Miss Bala! Are
you coming with me?’ The result wasthat she complained to
the Prmcmi§1 about my unwanted attentions, and the Principal,
wlnho was'hlghly sceptical about the benefits of admitting girls
mto' boys’ schools, threatened to report my ‘conduct’ to the {Jni-
versity and have me debarred from attending anv college.
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Heaven knows with what difficulty I exiricated myself from the
situation.

But I was too young to give up my theories because of the
repulse I had at the hands of an unknowing lass. Kutti was no
mere college girl; legally and morally, physically and spiritually,
she was my bettér half, and I resolved at once to make her blos-
som out into an accomplished woman, a pride to the country
and a glory to her sex. '

My young wife, Kutti, was just like any village girl. She
thought that the husband was an ‘unapproachable,’ and ran head-
long at the very sight of mz. She had a horror of the august
mother-in-law and never sat in her presence. I did not like this,
and when I went to my father-in-law’s for Deepavali, I watched
for an opportunity to have a private talk with Kutti. She eluded
me for long most dexterously, but one morning when she went up-
stairstodry some vegetablesin the sun; I noiselessly strode behind
her and cried out ‘ Kutti?'. A stag would not have taken to its
heels at the barking of hounds more quickly than she at my
voice ; and down she ran helter-skelter, strewing the vegetables
on all sides. The news soon spread throughout the village, and
a score of nasty-looking girls began to mock at me.

I was undaunted. Another day I went out for a walk pro-
mising to return at 7 P. M. My father-in-law was away in the
bazaar, and my mother-in-law was about to go out on her sacred
mission of purposeless evening visits. I knew Kutti would be
alone in the house betwezn 6 and 7 P. M. 1 purposely returned
home at six and saw Kutti sitting in the back verandah. I went
there and caught hold of her. She could not escape, but she
began to scream. I silenced her with difficulty, and after recon-
ciling her to my presence, our lovers’ talk went on smoothly.

“ Kutti! I wish to change your name. I shall call you by the

~ name of Sujata... ... I also wish you to improve your

knowledge. I shall send you books and magazines ...... you must
part your hair in a slanting way. That is the latest urban fashion.
Your jacket must be shorter, too...... I shall send you hair oils,
scented soaps and ivory combs...... You must become a bright,
smiling beauty. ... .. You must also write me letters every week.
...... You must train your voice ......"”"

So ran my words in endless eloquence. We were in a fool’s
paradise. The harsh voice of my mother-in-law awoke us to the
fact that it was past seven. ‘Corpse! where are you? Why
did you not light the lamp?’ cried out my mother-in-law.
¢ Corpse ' was the mother’s pet name for Kutti.
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Sujata did not write to me very often, for the simple reason
that she could not. But letters rained on her from me—letters
full of poetic passages, alas, only not appreciated.

Two years after my first irterview. Sujata joined me at
Madras wher> I had secured a job. Madras is the ideal place
for young lovers. The wide sea-beach, the cinema halls, the
?roadway bezaar, are all inviting places for the romanti'cally
mclingd. No prying eyes of old crones prevented us from
sporting as we wanted. No fear of social scandal dissuaded us
from spending the evenings as we liked,

Rural hushands never address their wives by name. They
?mploy for this purpose weird monosyllables or meaningless
jargon as Hey, Adi, Dei, etc. But I called my wife only by
name. ‘Sujata’ rang through my house ceagelessly. 1 also
wanted her to call me by my name, but to this she. did not
assent, even in the worst days of my henpeckedness. Again
rural wives are in the habit of eating in the same léaf as tht“
husband. The idea is that as the husband and the wife form
;‘::d gvai;lts.oi; a c.(;mm};m Dfersonality. 2 common leaf or plate for

1l intensify their feeling of o j
tha.t this rural habit was hygienically urx;:::ﬁé afrclltnlx tgldh sms;z
a dxfferc?nt plate for her meals. 1 made her ge’t over ; : ‘;" s
in walking along with me on the roads. Our house - ynte‘?‘:
bef‘ch, but I engaged a rikshaw to take her thereWﬁ\sNzearfeve:
missed a good'ﬁlm or a talkie or a dance, or any oth. tert 'n‘-
ment that periodically makes Madras run wild “nade her
member of the Ladies’ Advance Club e
me:mbership cost me a good deal. ’
pairs of coloured slippers (the seve
colours), fashionable sarees and gol
subscribe for many journals and p

[ made her a
and to equip her for that
For I had to get for her seven
n golours were the rainbow
d-rimmed goggles, and had to
ay donations.

With all my love of
. romance, .
that time. I had taken the vov:':eoI e o man of sound ideals at

f swadeshi, h i
took cold baths at daw ; shi, had given up coffee,
n, m .
go to make perfection. and had in me many other trifles that

But .

control ol;fizewhten I 'am thirty-five, I am completely under the
respect. My wifr:; go}:'ernment. I have no autonomy in any
Because she want a:f ad a.proﬂresswe mastery over my soul.
me to take coff stco ee at intervals of three hours, she forces
rather Duragy ?ze 00. If 1 refuse, she resorts to Satyagraha (or

oonmyk aha) and declares g hunger-strike. And I have to
g knees bf:iore her—all in the hurey of the office hour-
and pr({(m}:smg abject obedience to all her injunctions request her
to break her fast. She finds fault with my shopping and says that
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women can manage a household better than men, with the result
that I pay my salary into her hands exactly on the pay-day. She
is now the Secretary of the Ladies’ Advance Club and has to be
at the Club before 5. P. M, i. ., bsfore I return from office. She
had the grace to beget a baby for me some years ago, and as a
baby is a nuisance at the Club. sh2 has engaged an evening nurse.
A smile from the wife, a word of sweet welcome from her, even
her mere presence at the doorway awaiting her lord, is a great
consolation to the husband returning from a day's hard work.
But Sujata—she calls herself Sujata Devi now—leaves home before
I come and returns home after I return from my evening stroll,
now solitary and wifeless. She has made me take to European
dress and crop my tair and shorten my name, because she now
wants me to be up-to-date. (How quickly does the world change!
There were days when I taught her fashion. But now she teaches
me!) And at night she compels me to play bridge with her. I
have always detested playing cards. But she has now learnt it
in her Club, and to gain practice she has made me go against my
principles.

In many and many a way am I pecked by the hen. 1f I dare
to cross her ever so little she forgets all her Clul-prestige and
becomes the wily Eve, shedding profuse tears, resorting to dark
corners, weeping loud enough to bring the neighbours running
to me. And immediately [ yield. [ do not say my wife ‘i3 a
shrew. She has really earned a nam? in the Club. and my friends
compliment me on having such a brilliant wife and on my chivalry.
(Alas! they little know that chivalry in many cases is mere
passion of the honeymoon day or mere subjection of the
subsequent ages.) Thereare moments whensheis reslly pretty. But
she is a queen and lords over me thoroughly. And my manhood
rebels—silently thouh—against this womanly tyranny. What
does it matter to me that my wife is famous at the Club, writes
to the journals, is well-known in the city, if she does not make
me happy ?

And in solitary hours of self-introspection my thoughts run
like this: *‘If only I had kept on the name of Kutti, if only ] had
continued to addréss her by Heys and Adies, if only I had made
her eat in my leaf, perhaps she would have been an ideal wife.
But my chivalry overran my discretion. In tryiny to devzlop
the woman in her I killed the wife in her.”



In the Nature of a Tragedy.

By Vas.

IR. RAMAMURTI was at loggerheads with his widowed
mother. At last, he found that even she could make
W him extremely vexed in life; and yet she had no valid
reason to do so, because she was not at all in the right, when she,
in her weeping rage, charged him with having become a victim
to the poisonous effects of ‘curtain’ lectures. He could bear all her
scoldings, either of him or of his wife, individually ; but to accuse
them both of conspiring purposely to bring her into unhappiness
into tears, and into a life of sleeplessness and foodlessness, was
beyond bearing point indeed. 8o he scolded her in return; ang,
on his part, charged her with wanton -attacks on his young and
innocent wife. From that morning the mother and son bore
cross-faces. ‘

In order to give a turn to his feelings, the doctor went out to
have a walk ;-and, whsn on his return home, his wife opened the
door for him, she was shivering.

* Why, wha is the matter ? Did the old hag tell you any-
thing ?,”" he queried.

“No—nothing. On the contrary, she has been stiffeningly
mute, since you went out. But here is a telezram which came
while you were out. ” Saying this, she handed it to him with a
timid mind and a shaking hand.

* But why are you trembling like that ? "

“No, I am not trembling—am I?, 7 she said. "I am only
anxious to know what the wire is about—you know my brother is
dangerously ill in my father's house. I fear the worst news might
be in it, to svnchronise with my unhappiness here and now’—-
here she could not repress some tears.

Still, the doctor carelessly and leisurely passed into another
room to undress; but his eager wife followed him, and cried,
“ Why don’t you read the wire ? "—and then, hz had hardly run
through the whole of the news in it, before she broke in again:
“What is it ? Please do tell me at once—anvthing sorrowful? "

‘“No, no; nothing sorrowful,” he replied. “ On the other
hand, something happy. I am under orders of transfer from this
wretched place. Atter all, I have realised my wish.”

“ To where are you transferred ?
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* No matter where, sa it is away from this place. But it is
the very end of (our division of) the country. See how official
eccentricities work! When they direct a transfer of a Govern-
ment servant, they don’t mince in the matter of distance. ‘In this
case they couldn't possibly think of a longer distance for me to go
to, and so were content with this.”

“‘But orders are orders, and have to be obeyed, " said his wife.
*Surely so.”
“ And when are you to take charge there?’’ she asked.

“I am expected to do it forthwith—but I cannot obey to the
letter. I shall go from here in about two days.”

Dr Ramamurti felt now that he should make peace with his
mother. He went to her, and making his obeisance, he asked,
pardon of her, and then he explained the matter of his transfer.
““In two days we have all to move away,” he concluded.

To this proposal, however, his wife was not agreeable. For
more than one reason, she desired greatly to go to her father's
place, and she found this an opportunity to do so. It was already
a long time since she saw her parents, and ths latter were often
writing to her to go to th=m with hsr baby, whom they were
7ongmg to see. Further, she would otherwise bz going-away to a
distant place. to stay how long, nobody knew. H~»r brother, too
was very ill, and lastly, her mother-in-law here showed her sour
faces.

So it was arranged that Dr. Ramamurti should go to hlS new
place of life with his mo-hsr, while his wife and baby were to go
to her father’s place to live thare for a short time. Fo this effect
she and her husband wrote to her father and requested him to
send another brother of hers to take her.thsre. But their letters
became of no use, as next day that brother himself came to take
her and her child to his house tor a festive occasion. So that
day itself she went away. The next day, her husband also left
that place with his mother.

His mother was a superstitious woman ; and right from the
day that they reached tha new place, she saw, in all that happen-
ed, signs which she felt to augur unhappy incidents in. the family.

“ As we entered the house,” she said to her son some days
later, when her fears had grown enormously, ‘‘ the first sensations
I had were extremely bad ones—-the smell of burnt hair and a
weeping noise, proczeding from the next house, I think. And 1
gsaw that the first time you went out from this house on business,
a cat crossed your way. I have since noted many similar instan-
ces, and | am afraid of what may happen tous. I do not at all
like this place.”
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“ But, mother, we can neithar make nor unmake the future—
nor can cats and dogs. You are having too much of this super-
stition, mother ; and too much of anything is said to be good for
nothing. Further, I do not share your doubts and fears.”

" Modern science had decomposed his blood and removed from
it the element of superstition. That was how he himself felt. ** It
is all a baseless belief, causing you unnecessary worry,” he said to
his mother. * What will come, will come; what will not. will
not. The world cannot be what it is, if we are possessed of the
power to foretell all coming events.”

Yet, with all this logic his mother retained her old ground
which she said was made up of thought and experience. '

It was nearly a month since he had come tn this place
he had received but one letter from his wife and one frot;l his
father-in-law, in reply to the five he sent to the former and three
to the latter. * Out of sight, out of mind, " he reasoned. But th>
real reason of their seeming neglect came to light three éays laterv
when he received a letter from his wife stating that her sick bro:
ther breathed his last, after giving his parents and other near
relations many anxious days and wakeful nights. Sh> had also
asked him to go there in order to take her to hig p]acra.v But here
his mother was also extremely unwell and needed {xis constant'
presence; and somehow or other, her illness developed. rapidl
and seriously, and she expired in a week after she ﬁrst‘ begam)t:
unwell. So he telegraphed to his wife informing her of this sad
news. She decided to leave her father’s place at once, and h
father fortunately found that a friend of Dr, Ramamurt.i was ‘er
going with his family to Dr. Ramamurti’s place. With then: s.i(:
was arranged that Mrs. Ramamurti was to go. Ap additional
piece of luck was that the Captain of the ship in which they were

to go was g very intimate friend of this gentleman, th- friend of
Dr. Ramamurti.

and

It was a voyage of three days that thay had to undertake
and in spite of the fact that she had a friead to travel with in the
wife of her husband’s friend, Mrs. Ramamurti was completely out
of the ordinary, feeling very despondent, weak and tire. At
last. now she had a vague, but persisting regret at the thought of
the loss of her mother-in-law. For, she said to herself: ** After
all, human life is very short, and yet human bzings.are very cross
and sour with one another. Insteid of utilising this our short
existence in the best way by being good, kind and forgiving
and behaving properly, we run into rage and tear at one another
like baasts, as if one of us, at the expanse or loss of another, can
get or retain always that vague thing called happiness. Itisalla
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mirage that humanity sees in this happiness. Be good to ever so
small a thing, and you will never regret it, and be bad and provo-
king, you will surely have reason to regret it some day. I really
wish that I had made peace with my mother-in-law. Too late, too
late!” . :

Such were the thoughts which often crossed her mind
on the first day of the voyage. In her son, however, she
had great solace. In fact, he was the soul of the whole body. of
passengers. He was a brilliant child of two years of age, with a
sparkling activity and an intelligent se: of movements. In the
boat in which they travelled, he became the favourite and cons-
tant companion of the Captain. Though out of decorum as well
as dejection Mrs. Ramamurti did not always venture out, her son
always did on account of his activities. SR

Dr. Ramamurti’s friend and his other friends, including the
Captain, usedto meet and converse morning, noon and evening on
the little open space of the ship; whsreat the son of Dr. Rama-
murti used also to be present, because he would stray away in
search of play and would be taken hold of by the Captain.

It was on the third morning of the voyage (and the last) that
this little company met, for the last time as the Captain said,
“‘for this night we have all to land, and I regret that I will not be
able to meat you again as in this joyous company, as I .will have
to get very busy this noon and evening on account of the appro-
aching close of our pleasant voyage . Dr. Ramamurti's young
child was also in the company, having strayed into it, seeking
play, and the Captain looked at him with great pleasure, but
mixed with some sadness, for the kind-hearted Caotain found it
hard to part with the young hero of his heart. He decided to
devote the rest of the morning to the young fellow, and they in-
dulged in all sorts of fun and frolic. All of a sudden,- while the
boy was running after the Captain in a mock chase, he slipped on
a banana skin at the end of the ship and fell into the water. Hear-
ing the splash, the Captain turned and noticed the boy drowning.

Down he sprang, yelling an intimation to the rest of the company,

a little apart. It was all the work of a moment, and the friends
and the other passengers were there immediately, eagerly looking
out for the Captain coming out with the hoy. The ship which was
going at a very fairly great spead was at once stopped.

Great dismay prevailed, and when after nearly quarter of an
hour no trace of the Captain came out of the water, the people
there began to get more dismayed. The friend of Dr. Ramamurti
prepared to dive in his turn, but his wife intercepted and said:.
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wild animals, such as elephants, lions and tigers which roamed
about from one end to the other in unrestricted freedom and
wild fury, placed my life in immingnt danger at every moment
and even shook, at times, my resolution to go ahead.

After a series of thrilling adventures and hairbreadth escapes,
I clambered on all fours up the precipitous crags one over the
other and suddenly came upon an extensive meadow. Presently
my eyes grew dim; my head reeled; andin a moment I felt a
hissing and whistling sound piercing through my ears; and I lay
prostrate on the turf, lost in utter oblivion * * * * »* «

qu long I remained in that condition I had no means to
ascertam.. But when I regained consciousness, and slowly opened
my languid eyes, what was my wonder to find myself in the lov-

ing arms of an angelic sage who was fanning me and stooping
over me with evident satisfaction!

] I'looked ahead. The glassy waters of the Manasa Lake refle-
cting among its gentle ripples the variegated hues of the evening
sky, lay before me in one unbroken. sheet as far as the eye could
reach. Countless swars, some purely white and others of golden
col'our,' were seen sailing to and fro, sometimes sinking down and
swimming under water like tiny Torpedo boats, and often dipp-

ing their long and handsome necks and heads in it
i ] as tho -
ing at something there. ugh peck

Sages with faces beaming with spiritual lustre who wore
fror.n neck to foot fine and mysterious saffron robes, and who had
their plated ‘hair tied in knots kept erect just on the’ir h=ads were
seen advancing in batches for their evening ablutions umi prayers.
T13eu' golden colour and sanctified look almost made me involunt-
arily start frorq my position and prostrate myself at their feet
even from that distanc:; while the marked reverence with which

?ne and al}i of thefn greeted the sage standing by me, made me
infer that he Was either their leader or spiritual guru.

I rose up from where I was lying

holy feet of my saviour, kissed them and stood reverently before
him with both my hands folded. He spoke not a word ; but
smiled at me, and taking me py my arm, led me on to a small
hermitage clqse .by, and signed to me to sit down on the floor.
I obeyed as if in8dream; for,I must confess, I was all the

while shivering with the benumbing cold radiating from the
biting snow of the advancing qusk. ’

down; and touching the

The sage tOOkl frofm a corner of the hermitage an ointment
from a small vesse d° what material it was made I could not
even guess, it looked SO unique—and himself smeared it all over
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my fatigued, aching limbs. The touch of his holy hand pro-
duced a magical effect on me; for I felt that a current of welcome
warmth was coursing through the blood vessels of my body.
I then gulped in a beverage which he kindly offered me, and
soon found myseif overpowered by a feeling akin to drowsiness.
I dare'say I was not asleep, for I could dimly see several sages
gliding in, and could vaguely hear the chanting of the Vedic
hymns at the evening prayers at a distance. I must have been in
a state when one could see and hear, but could not definitely
grasp what was seen and heard.

1 longed to rise and to participate in the prayers, but my
limbs seemed paralysed. I made an effort to shake myself free
from the torpor which had overwhelmed me but in vain; and
I remained in the same state for some time more and could not
remember how or when I got immersed in undisturbed dream-
less sleep.

Ah1 that sleep, which led me on unawares to a temporary,
though pleasant, oblivion., which invigorated and refreshed me
and made me a new being the next morning,—the sleep which,
effacing all distinctions of castes and creeds 1eceives like a kind
mother in her all-embracing fond lap man, beast, bird, and all the
higher and the lower creations of nature, it is imposible for me
to forget even at this distant date,

I rose up early next morning much refreshed: and casting
my eves towards the east, remained lost in the pleasing con-
templation of the bewitching scenery which lay before me in
such confused harmony, and prolific variety. The numerous
Himalayan peaks rising slantingly one above the other and
decked by the golden rays of the early sun looked like a flight of
illumined steps leading up to the heavenly regions. Batches of
white clouds resembling a thousand fleets of manoeuvring aero-
planes were flying up and sweeping down, whirling round and
encircling the broad breasts of the giant rocks. T hey assumed
weird shapes and forms, and then vanished into the empty space
with baffling rapidity. The clefts which occasionally became
clear among the mass of moving clouds looked like the mysterious
gateways opening towards the starry garden of the ethereal
blue. Mpyriads of snow flakes dropping in intermittent stream
sparkled like the long pearl neckilace round the blue neck
of the Queen of the Mountain Nymphs, while the rippling
waters of engirdling rills glittering with the golden effulgence
of the morning sun twinkled like the embellished Uddyan worn
round her woody waist. Leafy branches of trees tossed up
and down by the soft wind rising from below, danced to the
whistling tunes, issuing from the hollows of the long clusters of
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" For Heaven'’s sake don’t. | won't allo

. . w vou. Inall probabilit

%)we_s ,have been lost, and I will not let a third —and that rl:yyl:::?
and’s—to be losf too "—and he was prevented from the attempt.

By this time Mrs. Ramamurti who heard the news fell into a
swoon, and was attended to by about half-a-dozen ladies.

. One of the crew, a plucky and experi

lmm_ediately, plunged into the water and, after Zn leel::;leaistsie:gm k?:;
persistent search, he came out with a broken arm with a wrist
watch on it. This was identitied as the Captain’s, but absolute}
no trace could be got of the young and brilliant child. He h K
reached the residence of the Mermaids. ¥

) It was midnight when this tragic voyage was completed, and
1t was only just before they landed that Mrs. Ramamurti i)egax
to show §igns of life But the blow to her was too terrific to bel
borne with any amount of courage, and notwithstanding her
husband’s greatest care and the assistance of medical men and
nurses, she collapsed in three days of her arrival. "

* ’ #* * *

Here Ramamurti awoke suddenly from his b
im S ed. It was 7 A,
He had slept far into the day, because he was studyinga fo:\ }I:Iq

“What a horrid dream—in the
Wi nature of a tragedy - "
’rrmfs;ed - Oh, I see?t [ was deeply moved by the sad andytragl;g
riple Tragedy which happened to a Mr. Todd, as published ;
the paper yesterday—that caused my dream.” "

Rambles Among the Himalayan
Peaks. |

By P. G. Krishna Aiyar, B. A, L. T.

4 OUNTAIN-climbing had always a fascination for me.
Y The wonderful experiences of those who had attempted
A it before often haunted me, and seemed to beckon to
me to venture an expedition to the unexplored regions of the
higher crowns of the Himalayas. I read sevaral books on the
subject with considerable eagerness and gathered much useful
information for the purpose from a variety of sources. The
latest book on Himalayan Expedition which I had ordered
was placed in my hands, just after my noon meal. [ opened it at
once, and soon became absorbed in reading its delightful pages at
one stretch. . :

The elaborate preparations one has to make before starting
on such an hazardous expedition baffled me and even dissuaded
me, for a time, from cherishing the idea. But the firm resolve,
and the self-denying spirit of the earlier pioneers goaded me on
and irresistibly allured my mind hour after hour; and I finally
decided to start on the adventure without further cogitation.

My preparations for climbing up the snow-clad mountain
were severely modest and simple. A few clothes, a light blanket,
two or three small utensils, a pen -knife, a walking stick pointed
at one end, a few religious books, and a pocket book and pencil,
were all that my humble konapsack held for my projected
expedition.

I hud for some time past cast away the kinds of food I used
to relish before;and had been practising a rigorous course of
austerity for the purpose. And I had become almost inured to
living vupon fruits, roots and water.

With these preparations and equipment, I started one fine
morning on my venture undeterred by prospective obstacles,
and undaunted by the terrible presentiments of those who were
dear and near to me.

The ascent began in short stages for the first few days, but
getting accustomed to it more and more, I continued to climb
up with comparative ease. through narrow gorges, trackless for-
ests, thorny shrubs and pointed debris. Nights were really very
fearful; for the darkness around seemed in some places so dense
that I thought I could often roll it upin huge piles. And the
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bgmboos afar; and the sweet fragrance wafted on the gentle

wings of the infant breeze mingling with the odorous incense

burnt at the sacred fire and at the altars arrested the mind

gt]xd carried it away for a moment into the regions. of supreme
iss.

Suddenly the conch was blown and bells rang, and I saw the
sages living around. hastening for the common prayer under the
hoary peepul tree, close by. I stood blank for a moment, when my
saviour aud master beckoned to ms to follow him. I didso and
soon found myself in the assembly of the holy men who had begun
chanting Vedic hymns and prayers, I stood listening and then pray-
ed for long in that company with my mind purged of all ignoble
. thoughts, and filled with higher and nobler devotion and piety.

The common prayer having come to an end in about half an
hour, each one departed, and I too followed my saviour
with whom I continued tolive and under whose guidance I
began to practise Yoga and penance, for I felt as though
by intuition that he was my chosen Guru. Day by day my
training grew from stage to stage until at last [ found that I could
control my senses, regulate my breath, and utterly lose myself in
profound contemplation for hours and days together with little
or no effort whatsoever. I felt that mine had become transformed
into a new soul. The comparatively short time within which
higher spiritual evolution became possible in my case astonished
even my master who had already been struck with the innate
powers and the pronounced bent of my mind. Suffice it to say
that [ soon bacame the bsst among his disciples, leading a life
of unruffled peace and piety.

A few months elapsed ; and the day dawned for the great
dance of Siva on Mount Kailas. The entire region was astir
with early preparations to ba present in time at the function,
which usually began in Ithe evenirg with lighting time. The
description I had heard of it had whetted my expactant curiosity
beyond measure; and when my master consented to take me
also with him my joy knew no bounds.

We started, as we thought, sufficiently early to reach the
distant Mount before dusk; but had to hurry on and on across
the weary mountains, valleys, and rivers before we could come
within sight of our destination. The sun was then sinking in
the west, and the great Mount ‘Kailas’ which, a few moments ago,
looked as though bathed in molten silver, shone like the Mount
‘ Mahameru, ’ a golden * crown of glory . Myriads of starry lights
shedding the rainbow colours were glowing on all sides, and 1
could see even from that distancs th> perfect arrrangements
made for the function.
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At last we reached close to tha great * Thandava” Amphi-
theatre and were surprissd to see that it had become full to
over-flowing with the celestial spectators and that thousands
upon thousands were standing in rows (one behind the other)
even on the outskirts, whare with considerabls dxfﬁculty we
managed to secure an elevated corner. ;.

The great Bheri was sounded, followed by a flourish of the
conches. The gentle murmur which pervaded the thin air at
once died away in solemn silence. A halo of dazzling resplendence,
indicating the slow approach of Lord Siva to the superbly deco-
rated and raised hall in the centre, became visible at some
distance. The whole assembly involuntarily stood up as one
man, and pressed on in one surging mass to catch the first
glimpse of the Celesiial Dancer. Presently rushed forth with
his legions of Bhoothaganas the great Nandhi, cane in hand,
to clear the way. The crowd veered round, each row pressing
back the one behind it with irresistible force.

Wholly unconcerned with what was happening around, I had
raised myself on the tips of my toes and fixed my eager eyesin
the direction from which the celestial lustre was streaming. The
blinding effulgence presently grew in intensity and seemed as
though a thousand suns had begun to blaze and swirl simultane-
ously in the stellar sphere. I strained my aching eyes and tried
to gaze on, but felt the task impossible. In utter despair I closed
my eyes and raised my folded palms to my head in silent prayer
for strength to ses the master Dancer. A thundering applause
announcing the appearance of the Almighty on the illuminated
Mantap rent the air. My heart leaped in exultant joy,and with
one supreme effort I opened my eyes wide. Alas! the pleasing
vision had vanished!!! The buok I was reading lay open on my
heaving breast. And I found myself drowsily lounging on my
good old easy chair again.



A Village Romance,

By R. Kuppabhattan, B. A. (Hons.)‘

A N Tennur, as in all little towns, little “affairs of the
heart” are magnified by the townsfolk into big epics
L fitted out with a heroine and a hero whom Valmiki or
Homer might have envied and a villain sufficiently blackened to
lose his real identity. The one that was now on the anvil and
was being adorned with episodes and sundry embellishments was
concerned with two apparently unconnected events, the disappear-
ance of a virtuous servant-maid and the resignation of a post-
man. At first the incidents escaped the vigilant eyes of the
scandal-loving townsmen, for even in such small towns a post-
man is not such a high dignitary as his resignation should loosen
the tongues of idle newsmongers, and servant-maids leaving ser-
vice, without so much as giving notice, is not an uncommon
eccurrence. . Bat the readers would not want epics; they would
have the bare facts. Here they are.

In order to trace the history of this romance to the roots, let
us refer our memory back to a summer day some three months
prior to the disappearance of the two individuals. In the pelting

white heat of the midday sun everything in Tennur seemed to *

have gone to sleep. But there was the postman with his screech-
ing slippers—the solitary figure on the deserted road— making his
daily rounds. But for the bundle of letters held under his arm,
one would have hesitated to label him a postman, for there was
much dignity about his carriage and the demeaning Khaki—the
livery of the post office—was conspicuous by its absence. Venu
entered Ramaswami Pillai’s house and finding the door closed,
knocked on it impatiently. After a spell of silence, he heard the
approach of footsteps and a modest ‘who’ greeted his strained
ears. The door was unbarred and an angelic form, richly endowed
with all feminine graces, with an alluring modesty of mien, pre-
sented itself. For a few seconds his eves were glued to her
slightly averted face, and then impressed with the awkwardness
of thesituation, handed the letters to her. 'I'he apparition vanished
out of sight. Venu with bz2ads of perspiration on his facs, aud
his lips half-opened, stood dazed and rooted to the spot till the
bolt went home and the music of her jingling ornaments
died away. Then he turned away with leaden footsteps ‘“‘sighing
like a furnace’’,

Surely, the gold-tipped arrows of Cupid were more overpower-
ing than the fiery shafts of Apollo! After going a few paces, Venu
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turned back. In his confusion he had not delivered all the
letters at Ramaswami Pillai’s house. It made his heart light with
joy at the prospect of seeing the beauty. But lo! it was the
haggard form of the servant Minian with his patriarchal beard
that greeted his eyes.

From that day forwards the postman began to nourish a

- strange partiality for the street in which Ramaswami Pillai resided.

It seemed to him to be more convenient to return along that
street after delivering the letters, though it meant an extra half a
mile in the burning sun. For the sight of Padmavati was to him
Manna dropped from the heavens in the desert of his weary beat.
From the garrulous Minian he learnt how Padmavati got stranded
in the household—an orphan girl widowed shortly after her
marriage—and how beginning life as a servant girl merged, as it
were, into the family by her ingratiating manners and upright-
ness of conduct. Minjan, whose rigid ideas of the discipline of
the underworld of servants never approved the special tr,eatment
accorded to her, grumbled that the good old days of dutliul ser-
vants and stern masters were over. But even he could not stint his
praise of the “naughty hussy.” as he loved to call her, for her
refined manners and close attachment to the family.

Days passed, and on the bright countenance of Venu. aparklhg
ere now with the vigour of youth and happiness, lines
werry b2gzan toappsar. At length the long expected OF ,
came. His dear Padma whom he was adoring in his' imag
met him on the threshold to receive the letters. But the:
of her drove away all his resolution formed through long days of
patient waiting, as bright sunshine scatters away snow. Aftera
minute of awkward sileacs he reached for: his breast poehdt, ‘and
took out a letter that had lain there for a number of days.

" It was a2 mom:ntous day for Padma. It was the first letter in
her life. The event caused a flutter within her. Wmng
who in the wide friendless world could have written to her, she
looked for the postmark. Strange to say there was none, Curi-
ousity raised to the highest pitch, she tore it open, and scarcely
had she begun reading when she was stunned with astonishment,
Blood rushed to her face in a tumultuous gush, and she was trans-
ported into that state in which the two opposites, pain and joy,
appear liks twin sisters devoted to each other. Could she believe
her eyes? The postman was making love to her ! He was telling
her that happisess was almost foreign to his life, having had to
cast his lot with the half-mad woman who had brought him into
this miserable world. Till then he had found solace in his minist-
rations to hisimbecile mother done more with an over-flowing love
for her than from a sense of duty. But now he sorely needed one
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who could love him dearly. He besought her to be the lamp of
his home radiating light and warmth all around. How could
she spurn his appeal ? :

From that moment she began to see him with a woman's eye-
He was an eligible young man with a graceful form and noble
manners. But she was not yet conscious of the effect of his path-

etic appeal. But inwardly the revelation of his love struck a reci- -

procal chord in her heart, and some inscrutable force beyond
the regions of conscious working led her to the front door every
day as the postman was passing along the street. But she would
not call it love.

She was not Iong in this state of self-deception. Venu had
asked for a reply. Instead, he had been getting daily glimpses of
her which was too poor a consolation for his hungry heart. One
day finding the occasion favourable he made bold to speak to her.
She half-suppressed a rebellious smile and stood bashfully, her
eyes fixed to her toes. But her silence was more vocal than
speech. He looked at her little black eyes and found a new world
with the promise of love, happiness and prosperity. Things all
around him seemed to recede farther and farther, and the whole
world vanished from his view. He was transported into those

dizzy heights of isolation, where in the ecstasy of joy man catches

a glimpse of the Eternal Joy, momentary as the lightning in the
rumbling sky. In the height of this happy vision, his hot
passion-strung arms clasped her to his bosom. She remained {or
a moment in his close embrace, hypnotised by his eyes now gleam-
ing with a strange powerful light. Love tuned the two souls
to unison and in that moment of supreme forgetfulness they
lost the bezarings of their surroundings. In another moment the
spell was over. The joy of the previous moment left a sting

behind. True to her feminine nature, an extreme feeling of.

revulsion came upon her. She wriggled out of his clasp and
shot out of his way like a frightened deer. The head of
Minian popped up from the interior, and put end to the drama
at the doorway.

So the mad romance at that unromantic hour of the noon
had not been without a spectator. The huddled form of Mmu.m
flung in the corner near the granary had seen the whole of it.
Passion was far from Minian’s heart mnow. He had turned
extremely devotional and could at any moment reel off pages of
villiputhurar’s Bharatam. But he had had an escapade in the
army which ended in the faithlessness of the woman he fldored.
That chapter of misery and unhappiness was crowned with the
joss of the little boy the adulterous woman had left with him. He
had watChed the exhibition of love with little interest and prayed
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that the young man might not come to grief like himself. So
cofitrary to this nature he kept his lips sealed.

Rangan, the son of Ramaswami Pillai, was home for the holi-
days. He was fond of riding. One day while riding a high-
mettled horse he had a fall which fractured one of his limbs. He
was in a delirious fever for some days. One day, lying stretched
on his bed in the upper floor, he bawled out for a cup of coffee.
All the servants were engaged and there was some delay. Woearily
he closed his eyes. Strange are the whims of fancy. In an instant
a vision floated before his mind's eyes. He dreamt he was in
Paris studying medicine, and that the landlady’s daughter was mak-
ing love to him over his morning cup of coffee. The wall of imagi-
nation on which this picture was being painted suddenly rent a-
sunder as a gentle sound awakened him. There was an angelin a
fine-coloured saree with a cup of coffee, cooing bashfully. Was
he dreaming? No. It was only Padma who looked doubly
beautiful after his dream. Captivated by her charms he regarded
her fixedly over the edge of his cup. Unable to meet his scorch-
ing, lustful gaze she averted her face and covered her mouth with
the hem of her saree, while her other hand went about needlessly
adjusting her saree. When she vanished out of sight, he tried to
capture in his imagination her full form, tender and supple as a
lotus-stalk and her act of feminine modesty.

One evening Padma was in the back-garden gathering flowers,
and contrary to custom Rangan’s sister was not there, The time
was most propitious to Rangan to carry out his plans. He stole
into the garden and was soon by the side of her. So abandoned
was she to the pleasure of plucking the flowers that she did. not
notice Rangan while the latter was drinking in her beauty with
rapturous delight. In a sudden caprice he pounced behind her
and held her face in his hands. Startled to find that it was no
prank of Rangan's sister, she screamed outright. Rangan let her
go and attempted to pacify her. But Padma's body tingled with
shame and her mouth was choked with indignation. She hastily
rushed inside. Rangan with great alacrity pounced forward and
held her at bay. He took her in his arms and covered her lips
with kisses. She struggled from his arms, and with dishevelled
hair and disordered dress ran into the house as if for her very life.

This indiscretion of Rangan decided Padma’s course of action.
Next day Padma requested her mistress permission to stay a few
days with one of her relatives. Though surprised by this unusual
request, she readily gave her permission. But days grew into
mounths and Padma did not return. The postal authorities had
also sustained a loss. The trusted Venu had handed in a resign-
ation some mor:ths since.



in. the choice between peacetul co-operation and threatening
sword the agents of peace in 1919 honoured the .League of
Nations at least as an apology for the unnversahsmg of the new
concept of nationalism. It constituted into an organ of reference
which would ordinarily be capable of transcending the fiat of a
given individuatl State. It is a machanism that enabled the nations
to cultivate the habits of international co-operation and to pool
their experience to cut a common solution. Without ceasing to
be Enghshmen or Americans, they have now learned to adapt
their concept of Nationalism to fit into a richer- perspective of
Internationalism extendmg with cheerfulness over the whole
world.

When the modern political reformers realise the unifying
process of getting a liberal vision of the universe quite different
at every point from that which they saw in a system of isolated
and independent communities, they would throw over-board the
old mercantile theory of * balancs of power’’ and substitute in
its place the doctrine of the “agents of peace and amity ”.
Americans would not decide single-handed that Philippines are
unfit for Self-Government, and so would India be permitted to
appeal beyond the decision of the English Parliament to the
general will of the nations represented in the League system.
There is no good allowing the fancy of one nation to make war
upon another as faithful descendants of the system of trial by
battle. These interndtional disputes should be ranked as quest-
ions referable to, and must be decidel by, an international
tribunal.

The root of patriotism is expresszd in the determination to
preserve. national independencz amidst other political entitise,
like the stars in heaven supportinz themselves, by the mutual
forces and attractions of each other. Here the right to manage
one's own affairs does not include the claim to manave the affairs
of other nations. Unless the big Nation States determine to
co-operate, instead of to compete, th= small States will cease to
possess effective independence. Even the brief, yet feverish,
interval since the Peace of Versailles has shown that the newly
organised States of Europe are forcel to be reducel into satel-
lites of the bigger Powers, in their hasty search for methods and
paths of survival. If this beastly process develops unchecked,
armaments and alliances and the structure of economic weap-
ons of warfare, would in seeking national safety, destroy the finer
fabric of culture and civilization. The spiritual life of Europe
belongs not to Caesar or Napoleon but to Christ. The civilization
of India has been more influenced by the example of the Buddha
and Ram Das than by the inroads of Chengis Khan or the spies of
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Akbar. It is the truth that the nations have now to learn if they
wish to survive.

The aspirations of indian Nationalism fall into a nobler
channel worthy of encouragement with a view to’ increasing the
sum total of inter national peace and amity. ~ The future psdce
of the Empire largely depends upon how far the instinct of
affection for British nationality would refuse to combine with the
instinctive hatred for the non-Whites of India. India as a nation
whose title to rank amongst the great Powers of the world wes
formally recognised when she subscribsd her name as one of the
signatories to the Treaty of Versailles, and as an original mem-
ber of the League of Nations. The_ wider out-look and inter-
national prestige so gained, perhaps kindled a new spirit of
patriotism which shifted its angular visioti to a h:gher level. The
British Raj in India is still an enlightened monarchy Its politi-
cal springs are divine and intact, and its pomp and paraphernalia
are not less blooming. A new Constltutxon is being hatched with
great structural alterations by which Indian "’ elément is oﬁér&l
effective room for rapid expansion. Higher public services “dre
steadily Indianized, and Indians are furthsr drawn to responsible
and efficient participation in the political affairs of the people
India’s industrial development has also be-n substantmlly great
to her to play the role of a-leadinz economic power in the
tropics. The cry for popular and vernacular educatlon has
awakened even rural lethargy supersedmg in several urban units
the old rage for Western forms of University laurels. Natnon&l
consciousness of the ne-d to establish a closer and organic affinity
between the education of the youth and the social and economlc
fabric of the race, has become widespread. The rerharkable
experiments conducted by Sir Rabindranath Tasofe Bolpur and
that of the Gurukula University at Kangri run by Prof. Rama
Deva and other national institutions seek to revive the spirit of
intellectual and physical training of the ancient Hindu age. ' Side
by side with this regeneration and renaissance of ancient culture.
Western Science had found plenty of ardent desciples in Sir J. C.
Boseand Prof. C. V. Raman in the most advanced form of research
and in the application of scientific knowledge to practical purpos-
es of material progress. These signs of prozress towards a better
understanding and closer association in varied aspects of public
life, are invigorated by the impact of modern ideas of democratic
self-government and national ambition. A new ideal of Indian
Nationhood, impatient of foreign domination in the autocratic
form to which the British Maharaj has great resemblance, has
been further inspired by the study of British political evolution
and its marvellous successes in her own fruitful soil. Indian



Freaks of Freedom
By N. Mahadeva lyer, M. A. Dip. Econ.

pf HE idea of Nationalism always implied that the sovere-
Ba'd ign right of governing a determined political entity
=== involved a symbol of prestige and power. But the
rights of various Nation States do not merely consist in protect-
ing their own interests at the expense of those of other nations,
The exercise of one’s own dominant attitude is a narrow politics
of power that denies all ideas of rights in the relations between
the different sister States of the whole world. Itis a truism that
the denial of rights abroad between the various pacts of humanity
reflect the entire absence of such rights at home. The concept
of Nationalism as interpreted by European thinkers, like Mazzini
and Bismarck, exercised a great influencs in the development of
the political consciousness of Europe during ths nineteenth
century. But their idea of ‘reconstruction’ of the European
State system into a certain number of homogenous national states
identical in extent, population and culture, is less acceptable gs g
solution for the problem of the twentieth century. The so-called
pacts of humanity electrifying the thoughts and feelings of citizens
can develop even in outer-European circles on either side of the
Pacific. Pure tradition of Mazzinism endeavoured to exterminate
the rival populations in order to establish their own personal
claims to carry out the mission of God, while the Bismarckian
conception of an artificial uniformity created by blood and iron
depended upon the assumption that the members of the superior
or dominant nationality should desire to impose their own type
on the rest. Similarly, the modern English imperialists tried for
some time to apply th= idea of national homogeniety to the poli-
tical fabric of the British Empire. But ths idealists amonz them
soon realised that a homogeniety of the Whites, brought up in
the atmosphere of hard industrialism and commercialism,
did not yet exist in other remote parts of the Empire ; still they
persuaded themselves into the belief that it would come by the
effective and peaceful advertisement of Anglican culture. But
this imperial egoism had no psychological foundation. It was
rather ba:sed upon the coasciousness of national variation than
upon national homogeniety. The Hindu in India is isolaied
from the world outside the British Empire by almost an un-
brigedgeable moral chasm. The study of the world politics
of the nineteefltf'l century was built upon the doctrine that
the racial variations were in the long run not easily chliterated
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by education and would tend towards divergence rather thap:
assimilation. . oo , ‘

The practical problem of race relationship presents tb,-da'.;f
a quite different aspect of special politics. The internatiora]
science of Eugenics would perbaps indicate that the varjous
races of the European and non-European spheres, should aim,
not at exterminating each other, but should endeavour to encour-
age the inter-racial influences with a view to improving every
pact of the world. In this respect, during the last few years,
the politicians of the West have shown signs of a new humility
towards the remote parts of the East. A liberalised view of
Nationalism measures the interest sought to be realised in terms
common to all people, affected by the habit of living in close
proximity. When the separateness of the spiritual entity of the
different nations is recognised, we should not be oblivious of the
fact of * togetheredness ™ between the nations. As soon as what
England does affects India, the area of intersecting activity must
give rise to a solution jointly planned by England and India.
English politicians vaguely sympathise with the ambition and
desire of the Indian progressives for national deliverance and
internal reform. Yet the limitations of English political practice
may at times bring about intellectual tragedy. For two or
thrze generations the ordinary English Liberal postponed any
decision on Indian politics because he believed that England was
educating the inhabitants of a vast agricultural country towards
the realisation of Self-Government and that in ripe moment each
villager would be honoured with a seat in the Indian Legislature.-
But now the enlightened Britisher is obstructed by serious
forces and counteracting tendencies of inter-communal problems
and differences which cou'd not bz easily overcome by Western
methods of standardisation. BuF when once the problem con-
cerning liberalization of the Indian Pact is deﬁ.ned, the unit of
reference cannot be conﬁned.to two contending nations only.
Logically argued, the foundation pf an .approa.ch to the' common
e Rational Good is decidedly inter-national and
Anything to the contrary is absolutely profitless
Therefore, the power that the nations may
f activity with other nationalities and
rce born of coercion over others. For
rder based upon compulsion can never
eve.ry one ];nowsi,t\?:itn ﬂiI:lef or evoke the genuine desire to res-
permanently ma . the lesson of Ireland and India
pectable obedience. That 1s the | )
ithin the greater Pact of the British Commonweglt . Orders
within & i i ilt must carry with them the
promulgated and relationships bui _ 1ol Th
palatable assent of the interests they wield and influence. There

problems of th
cosmopoilitan.

and undesirable.
exert must be that born 0

not indeed the power or fo
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Rationalists have heard of the great patnotu: movements of the
West in the nineteenth century, more especially Italian Risorgi-
mento, which lieralded the national unification and freedom of
Italy, or the revolt of the Levantine Greeks as the protagonists of
classical culture against the barbarian west. Educated Indians
have been moved by Mill on Liberty as well as the fervid orations
of Burke, the works of Herbert Spencer, the poetry of Words-
worth and Milton. As nationalist agitators, they worshipped at
the shrine of Garibaldi and’ Mazzini, Lenin and Mussolini. In
these spiritual quests, the Benevolent Despots had sown the seeds,
the soil had been fertile and the harvest is now not far off. In
spite of the apparent obstacles peculiar to Indian social environ-
ment, the political advancement of the people would proceed on
the same lines as those of other sister tribes that have gained
self-governing Dominions. It is, therefore, just pride to predict
that through carefully appointed stages and delegzation of in-
creasing powers and responsibilities, Indians would acquire the
practice of Self-government, and India would ultimately qualify
herself to take her rank among the autonomous communities in
the “Commonwealth of Free Nations”. In that magnificent
edifice, the link that ropes up all the self-governing States would
be a fundamental community of national ideals, which would
reduce to absurdity the idea of war and defence. Parallel achieve-
ments in France and other Federal powers would modernize the
_relationship between the different national Governments, on
the basis of mutual good-will and trustworthiness. Asthe desire
and opportunity for active co-operation in the promotion of
general culture for the common folk emerge, the patriotism of
war turns backwards, and a genuine and unshakeable internation-
alism grows out of the freaks of freedom.

—— o o .
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‘Among My Books 'ﬂ

By R. Bangamswanu . -
Sir S. Radhakﬁslman '

1o

. o
1,

Q) HE Madras University Act of Sir A. P. Patro was an
Bayl . ill-devcloped child of the Legislature. Some people
= ® predicted, even at the time of its birth, that it would be
born a corpse. But it belied all expectations and came out alive,
an amorphous, uncouth body with superfluous limbs. Certain
parts of it, like the Council of Affiliated Colleges, were later en

‘chopped off, and the function of the remzining ones were. more

clearly determined. Still one feels that everything is not alright
with the Madras University. The Academic Council, with more
of academic spirit for discussion and less of business instinct.
carries on a large volume of talk in its meetings about the utility
of which doubt is rightly entertained. Last year it discussed
elaborately the merits of Murugan the Tiller as a text-book. This
year very recently the discussion turned on The Heart of Hindustan,
a collection of essays by Sir S. Radhakrishnan, contributed origin-
ally to well-known journalsin Indiaand inthe West, and published
by the * distinguished publicist of South India’ Mr. G. A. Natesan.
Not oniy the matter of the book was criticised by some members
as unsuitable for the B. A. students of the Madras University,
but it was also a matter of surprise for one of the members how.a
book written by an Indian could be prescribed ! . e

This has led me to make a study of the book i in questnon and
also its author. Sir Radhakrishnan is a product of the Madras
University, one of its M. A's. He was for somhe time a professor
in the Presidency College, Madras, where his erudition and
geniality were admired and appreciated. But it was left to
Calcutta to discover Sir Radhakrishnan’s genius in all its ampli-
tude. Hejoined the Calcutta University some years ago, and it
may be that Sir Radhakrishnan’s excellent brochure on Rabindra-
nath’s philosophy contributed its own quota to the early recogni-
tion of his great merits in Bengal. But the fire of genius was in
him, and it only wanted ar opportunity to light the world. His
two volumes on Hindu Philosophy, the Philosophy of the Upani-
shads, the Hindu View of Life, and other works and articles gave
him a world-wide reputation as one of the foremost thinkers and
writers of the present day, while his European tour, his speeches
and foundation-lectures confirmed and consolidated his taste to
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fame. The Government now op2ned its eyes in full and saw
and acted. A Knighthood was conferred upon him and the
Andhra University made him its Vice-Chancellor.

What was it in Sir Radbakrishman’s speschds and writings
that captivated the thinking minds of the West? It is not mere
scholarship. There are pandits innumsrable who are better versed
than he in the metaphysical subtleties of the Hindu ethico-
spiritual system. The charm of his universal popularity lies in
the original method of philosophic exposition no less than in
his easy command of the intricacies of the Enzlish language. He
tries to construct a common platform for all faiths. And that
is precisely what is expected of a philosophic thinker like him.

It is not sufficient if you have fine ideas, but they must be
expressed in a language that is at once intelligable and graceful.
And this gift of simple and chirming expression Sir Radha-
krishnan possessses to a remarkable degree. Encomiums have
been paid by eminent critics of thz West to his “trenchant style,
full of the stab of arresting seatenc2s,” his perfect Enzlish,
his style ‘“‘vivid and arresting, made picturesque with apt illu-
strations and metaphor, and crystallising into epigramatic
phrases.” But that which strikes me most in his style is the
luxuriance of his well-chosen adjectives and alluring alliterrations.
The Heart of Hindustan exhibits all these characteristic traits.

The Heart of Hindustan isa book of unusual fascination.
To the lover of letters it has much to offer by way of apt quot-
ations, biblical and poetic. There is not in it the aridness of dry

metaphysical reasoning, intersected by logical definitions and’

scientific terms calling ‘ halt ' every now and then. You do not
find anywhere hair-splitting distinctions or dull didactic details
which loose afl. -hold on the average mind. On the other hand,
we get a few glimpses into the fundamentals of Hinduism,
Christianty, Buddhism and Mohammedanism. Sir Radhakrishnan
takes carc to point out the common elements in these systems,
and indicates the right wpirit for all faiths in the future.

About Sir Radhakrishmen’s contribution to philosophy, I hope
to say something in a separate article. But suffice here to note
that while his views may be looked at with alarm by the ultra-
orthodox members of society who are opposed to all change, his
views will find acceptance in the minds of those libaral Indians who
look forward with great eagerness to the coming dawn of a new
era when religion will, without being looked nponas an unwanted
superfluity, be regarded as a matter of spirit and not of form, as
a living necessity for the storm-tossed soul and not a blind
formula to be mechanically practised.

The Bruges Conference

HE Second  Conference in Bruges, Belgium, called
together by the Union Internationale pour le Pacte
=t 4 Roerich for introducing into life the defence of artistic

and scientific treasures terminated on August 9th. The Confer-

ence took place under great enthusiasm and was. concluded with

a series of projects for introducing the Roerich Pact in the whole

world. Besides the already existing International Union of the

Roerich Pact, the city of Bruges has plared at the Union’s dis-

posal a separate building for the inauguration of a Roerich Foun-

dation for Peace, Art and Science. The eighteen splendid paint-
ings of Prof. de Roerich, which were on exhibition during this

Second Conference, dedicated to monuments of bsauty of the

world, will form the nucleus of the Roerich Foundation Museum.

For this Museum many other valuable exhibits have been pro-

mised as donatio.is.

Amongst the people, who participated closein the discussions
and activities of the Conference have to be mentioned the Presi-
dent of ths Union, C. Tulpinck, the representative of thz City of
Paris, Councillor Brunessaux, the Consul-General of France, the
Hon. Leon Guermonprez, who had been officially delegated to
represent the French Government, the Duke of Argyll, Mr.
Murry —delegates of Great Britain, the well known Professor of
International Law, Baron de Taube, the Delegation of the Ro-
erich Institutions. The Confererice was greeted in the name of His
Majesty King Albert of Belgium and by a message froif the Belgian
Prime Minister. Amongst messages and greetings received, one
cannot omit to mention the highly sympathetic message of Marshal
Lyautey, of the President of the Court of International Justice in
The Hague, and Honorary Protector of the Union Internationale
pour le Pacte Roerich, Marquis M. Adatci,. letters from Rabindra-
nath Tagore, Sir Jagadis Bose, Prof. Sir C. V. Raman, from the
Director of the School of Arts and Crafts in Lucknow, A. K.
Haldar, the Maha Bodhi Society, Maurice Maeterlinck, Scnator
Copeland of New-York, and numerous Women’s Leagues and
scientific organizations of America, as well as from other repre-
sentatives of the world of culture. Having taken a series of
practizal measu.es for the near future, the Conference closed its
session with the firm conviction that the noble Roerich move-
ment has been firmly established and will find world adoption.



" “My Baby.

PPN =
' . St. Immaculate.
. ::& - “?1’“ ‘

Tell me, my baby | what secret is thine,
That brings the proud worldings so quick to thy snare
To stand at thy feet in soft worshipful air,
And dance to the tunes of thy fancies so fine!
While helpless adoring in fear and surprise
And listing thee charmed by thy nothingness sole,
We hear the soft whispers of viewless pure soul
That shoots out its rays through thy supple wee guise !

3

The swan and the serpant aye dance to thy glee,
The wolves and the witches do nurse thee alike ;
The good and the evil to thee are alike,
. .And trammels of earth are all far off from thee.

N 4

The savants in dusty rolls see not thy craft,
Nor sages in silence illumined and free,
The secret His mercy has breathed into thee
To float down life cruel thy shining wee raft.

5

Is Purity all then the soul of thy charms
That blossoms oft into thy luminous smiles
Of absolute love, e’ er wayward beguiles
The heaven and earth, and their fury disarms?
R BN | P. M. Hari.

Is India Self-Supporting ?

- Yes, if you support

Home Industries

. * P . T . N 5 M -
. e .

The Madras Pencil Factory,
Post Box 86, MADRAS

A Guide to Elementary Mathematics

BY
N. G. Srinivasa lyer, M. A, L. T,
AND ' -

N. G. Venkatanarayana lyer, B. A. -

Rao Bahadur P. V. Seshu lyer |. E. S. (Retd) says:—

M vererees It is well conceived and executed......... It is written in chapters
in accordance with the main topics of the S. S. L. G, Syllabus............ A
good number of sum$ from the S. S. L. C. papers of Madras, Cochin,
Mysore and Travancore are worked in detail as models, and a large
number of exercises are given for students to work from............ It is
a good supplement for the ordinary text: books. It is well got up and

priced cheap.”
Price Re. 1--4—0
Far copies please apply to:
V. RAMANA & Co., P.C. MONEY,

or
Cathedral, Madras. P. O. Peruvemba, via P alghat,

w



PIECE GOODS! ' PIECE GOODS!

V. K. R. VENKUIER & BROS.,

WHOLESALE & RETAIL CLOTH MERCHANTS,

BIG BAZAAR, PALGHAT

A Firm of Ovér 50 Years' Standing.
Wholesale Business A Speciality.
Wholesale Ratzs for Retail Dealings:

Terms Strictly Cash Prices Maderate & Cheap
Two of our Junior Partners § A’lkinds of Mulls, bleached &
have just returned from their - unbleached, dhoties & veshties,
tour to Upper Indian textile Cotton, Woollen & Silk Shirt-
markets such as Cawnpore, ings, Coatings & Banians, Silks,
Karachi, Ahmcddd and Imitation _Silks, Fancies, Ties
Calcutta with fresh s:ock of & Collars, Shawls & Mufflers,

a good many varieties. % Oilcloth, Canvas, etc.,

ONLY SWADESHI
GOODS IN STOCK

Use “ZENITH” Watches.

FAVRE LEUBA’'S
SANDOW LEVER SCR:W CASE WATCHES

ARE THE BEST
Book s0u- o lers to-dcy for

WATCHES, TIME-PIECES, CLOTKS, OPTICAL GOODS,
LEOPHONE TALKING MACHINES, COLUMBIA
AND HIS MASTER'S VOICE REC)HRDS

M. Jamal Mohamed & Son,

SULTANRPET. PALGHA [
Repairing A Spociality. Charges Moderate.
We alsn undzrtake to repair typea-writers.

National Insuranze Company, i td.

Head O°fice : —Natisaal Insurance Building,
7. COUNCIL HOUSE STREET, CALCUTTA
New Policizs Issued in 1931 for over Rs. 1,32,33.000,

Showinz an increase over th= ]
New Business figure for 1930 of f 16°547,

Claims p+ii up to end of 1931 over Rs. 90,00,000.
Invested Funds amount to ov.¢ Rs. 1,75,00,000.

LOW RATES LIBERAL CONDITIONS
NEW TABLES NEW BENEZFITS

Fire & Accident Risks

COVERED BY
Natnonal Fire & General Insurance Company, Ltd.,

Natisnal Insurance 3 _ildin 1,

7, Council House Street, CALCUTTA
For particulars & agencies, please write to:

R. G. DAS & Co., ‘The Branch Secretary.

or Madras Branch.
Managers. 113, Armenian St. Madras




The Most Up-to-date & Handy Volume of

MAHABHARATHA

REVERED AS THE FIFTH VEDA BY SAGE VYASA

From latcst complete manuscribts con'amnir g all the 100,000 :tanzas
af Vyasa in full—not muttlated as in other Editions

NOW AVAILABLE
Adiparva in 2 Volumes, Sabhaparva in 1 Volume

Crown Octavo _ Now Out
Virataparva Volume Will be ready shortly.
Price per set (18 volumes) Rs. 72.

" volume Rs. 4.
Posta-e¢ Extra. -

EDITED BY

Prof. P. S. Sastri, M. A,, PR. D, Madras.
PUBLISHED BY

V. Ramaswarni Sastrulu & Sons,

PRINTERS, PUBLISHERS, BOOK -SELLERS
282, Esplanade, MADRAS, E.

Telegrams:— “CRAYOUNS” Est'alichd in 1y 2
THE NATIONAL CRAYON WORKS,
KUMBAKONAM (S. INDIA)

Manufacturers of high class Crayon chalks, white d

billiard chalks, Tmages of Hindu Gads, Blotters, Pen~rac=1‘<: I«F[(():loured,
Me lalists, Coertificate Ho'de.s, Government Supp]ier; E:‘tc.
Awarded Gold Medal at the-All India Industrial and Agriculrural

Exhibition, Poona City, 1927 and the Educatio 1 Fxh his: .
D. H. School, Tirupathi, 1928 “Fo: CRAY HNS Fxbition, . M.

For particulars please apply to:— “THE MANAGER™
PATRONISE SWADESH|
by purchasing your suppl:es of stationery and
all other Indian-made articles from
the newly opened
DHARMASASTA SWADESH] STORES,
TATTAMANGALAM

P; jetor:
roprietor T p Ganapathy Iyer.

| My Scientific System of Graduated

Physical Culture.

IT IS FREE—This will show you some of
my remarkahlz achizvzmzats in Health-build-
in r exercis s, many pages with nice photo-
graphs of myself and a number of my pupils.
Rea¢ what they say about my svstem. Don't
take my word for it. ‘L his book will be an
impetus, an insriration to every young man.
AllT ask is th price of postage 2 annas.
Remember ihis does not oblizate you in any

. — way, so d: n't de'ay one minute. This may
bz the tuinun, o 1ac in vour life. Mail your order at once—now while
it is on your mind.

PROF. M. V. KRISHNA RAO.

Ootacamund, (S. India).

Craduated Physical Culture
FOR LADIES

SENT FREE

This valuablz hooklet will show you how to acquire Health,
Strencth and Beauty by following my system of exercises for only
10 minures daily.

Send one anna stamp for postage to—

MRS. M. PRABHAVATHI KRISHNA RAO.
Ootacamund, (S. India).

Wanted Physical Directors.

We will “ive you most Scientific & Educational training in Physi-
cal Culture through corresponcence and confer upon you the desree
of Bach-lor of Phvsical Education by granting vou an authoritative
diploma to work as Physical Culture Director.

Aprly for Prospectus with one anna stamp to—

THE CORRESFONDENCE COLLEGE OF FHYSICAL EDUCATION,

Cotacamund, (S. India).




TRI-COLOUR

1 T e / T, ._4..: e - ; o - R I

e DN _ PRIZE BOOKS
e = 1% | 7 For Schools & Colleges . 2
Sl L ‘ GIFT BOOKS
POPULAR FICTION |
STANDARD LITERATURE
COLLEGE BOOKS
and Study Helps:

Misimum Cosv, B
NearExecurion &
Promet Deciveny |

R

M.C.APPASWAMY CHETTY & C¢

Puorosrarnens Process Encravers & Dractas v Process Marcaars
N2E4. Savaamutiy Streer Mawnaor Maouas.

First Edition ! ATTENTION ON NEW BOOK

SECRET OF SEXUAL LOVE

or HAPPINESS OF GENTS & LADIES
(wit" loving photo).

An extraordinary wond rful and practical wo -k thut
explains the secret of happiness, advice for young boys and f’
girls, how Pregnancy takes plice, und what is Love and
Lust. It is a well known fact that the happiness of an indi- ;
vidual depends to 1 very large extent upon his or her !
knowledge of Sexual Science. [llustrited and very inte-
resting to read. English Edition,

Price per copy Re. 1 -0-0
Available from: - KAMALA TRADING CO.,
P'ook-Sellers & Publishers,
17, Nommalwar Street, M DRAS

e AT e :

from the specialists

MALAYALAM TYPES

from 11 to 28 points.
Cast on best Engl'sh metal.

- MADRAS

4

Get your stocks from

THE SCHOLAR PRESS,
PALGHAT

THE MADRAS TYPE FOUNDRY.

CAMBRIDGE EXAMINATION3

Excellent postal tution for Cam-
bridge S2nior und Junior. Bri liant
results last year. Concessioas to
deserving pupils.

For prospectus applv to:

THE MANAGER.

Foreign Universities’ College.

Kizh. Ambur, Tinnevelly Dt.

ROCHOUSE & SONS,

PUBLISHERS & BOOKSELERS.

MADRAS




0 S S
THE MELARKODE BANK,

Head Office: ALATUR

Kalpathy
Branches: Saltanpet’ - PALGHAT

Big Bazaar
Working Hours for Big Bazaar Branch :.2-30 P. M. to §-30 P. M.
For the convenience of the Merchants and others in Big Bazaar

a new Branch, has been opened and is functioning.

Banking business of every kind is done. Cheques on the Imperial
Bank, Madras, Bombay, Calicut, Trichur, Cochin and Coimbatore will
be issued at a small commission as also on the Indian Bank at Cochin,

- Madras, ete. .
. . ‘ M. N. Ramaswamy Aiyar,

Managing Proprietor.

The Madras Sports Works,
Variety Hall Road,

CO/IMBATORE
Madras Office . SHARMAN & CO., Mount Road, Madras.

Suppliers of Games Materials to most of the Schools,
Colleges and Clubs of this Presidency.

Every Sportsman knows that in the quality of our goods, the
reasonableness of our priccs and the effieiency
of our service we simply defy competition.

Readers of THE SCHOLAR are requested to patronise the

only firm' of actual sporting goods manufacturers
capitalised & manned entirely by South Indjans

P. K. Sitaram, 5. a.

Manager.

New Confidence, New Life, New Endurance.
Life To-day requires **Nerve” not *“Nerves.” The difference
between the two, ‘Nerve’ & *Nerves' is this: 1. *Nerve®
means nerves full with life power. 2. *Nerves' mean weak
nerves. Weak nerves or nerve pains are often the result of -
over-strain and brain fag. In curing all such sympfoms that
general nervous debility gives rise to, nothing in. India

can give you more results than VAIDYARATNA PANDIT
D. GOPALACHARLU'S ’

JEEVAMRUTHAM

The Best Energizer known since 1898 as
A Great Preventer of ills and Promoter of Good Health.
Can be taken by all without distinction as to age, sex & season.
Available in two sizes at your chemist for Rs. 3~4 & Rs. 1-12,
Agents at Palghat:— Messrs. S. NATHAM & Co.

Wil sl AYURVEDASRAMAM,

Post Box 287, MADRAS
PRACTICAL LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY SCIENCE & HYGIENE — TAMIL

(for the use of Lower Secondary Classes)
By M. S. SUBRAMANIAN, Teacher, Secondiry School, VIRAVANALLUR
Forms I, II and III, 12 as. each. Classes IV and V, 5 as. each.
Pronounced to be the best in the market.
gir P. S. Sivaswami Iyer, K.CS.I, CLE, says:—

The subjects included in the books are well chosenn and have been dealt wit’
clmrly........................I will recommend your books both to my Boys’ School at
Tirukatupalli and the National Girls’ High School at Mylapore.

Mr. S. K. Devasikamani, B.A,, L.T., Headmaster, Bishop Heber High
School, says:— The books are the best in the fisld at present,
For Copies apply to.-—THE AUTHOR

ASTOUNDING TREATISES
ON HINDU RELIGIOUS LITERATURE
Dealing with
Fractical Religious Philosophy and Science of Yoga
(In English with Sanskrit quotations)
MAHABHARATA or KARMAYOGA Rs. 4—-8—-0
2. VILIFIED VEDAS VINDICATED
Highly Critical & Constructive. Rs. 5—0—0
3. SANDHYA VANDANAM,
The Practical Philosophy of Hinduism. Rs. 2—0—0
4. THE RAMAYANA or GNANA YOGA In the Press.

Apply to the Author: K. Narayana Aiyar, B.A,,
Cotton Hill, TRIVANDRUM

ury
.
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WANTED CANVASSERS

-

for securing orders for 1932 Calendars-
pictures printed in art paper in tri-
colour. Our pictures are an asset to

those who love picture framing.

Can earn mtly Rs 75 per month X x
x X as commission by active workers.

Full fange sample pictures sent on request together
with our price list and terms for a sum of Re. 1—8—0 which
amount should be sent by Money Order. No. V. P. P. allowed.

4dpply to :— INDIANA TRADING CO.,
‘ Post Box No. 7814,

| CALCUTTA
IS YOUR BUSINESS DULL ?

At a cost which is negligible, book a space in

VICHITRA

Bengal’s Leading Literary Journal

RABINDRANATH TAGORE is contributing serially a profusely
illustrated account of his recent travels in Persia and Iraq from
Sravan 1339.

SARAT CHANDRA CHATTERIJEE’S SREEKANTA (Vol. IV),
running from Falgoon 1339. '

At least 15,000 people read VICHITRA every month throughout
India, Burma and Ceylon. Even in this dull market we are increasing
our business. We shall help you to increase yours.

Annual Subscription Rs. 6-8.
New subscribers may commence their subscription from
any issue last year.

VICHITRA-NIKETAN,

27/1, Fariapooker Street, Calcutta.
Tel. B. B 2744,

i THE SCHOLAR PRESS

PALGHAT

" IS THE BEST HOUSE FOR

GOOD PRINTING

WHETHER

such as such as

Letter-heads, Magazines,
Invitation letters, O'R Books,

Visiting cards, Booklets,
Reports & Notices, Note

Art printing. Account Books.

‘ and - and
|
L

LAW BOOK BINDING A SPECIALITY !

Re. 1—4—0 a Volume.
Rs. 10 a Set.

Gilding free and finish up-to-date.

N B.— Contract work accepted from places outside Palghat, and
proper arrangements made for tramsport of books,
necessary charges being met by customers.




DRAKSH.ASAVA

(THE BEST BODY & BRAIN REFRESHER)

' (Refrésbihg, Invigorating and
Appetising Drink).

Removes all kinds of physical, nervous

and natural debilities. Improves blood and
creates true vitality.

Further, this is useful in cough, pthic’s,

~ ,,,,4’ : -}? insomnia of old pecple, loss of sleep, indiges-
‘sclared by

7
} “"@;ﬁ;}g&c‘fﬂ“‘“ tion, acidity, sudden fainting, constipation.

In
BomBAY.

one word, this is useful in all debilities and
gives youthful complexion to either sex,

Sub-Agents in the Southern Side :—
CALICUT: N. S. Balan Brothers, Chemists & Druggists.
TELLICHERRY : Messrs. M. G. & Sons, Commission Agents.
BADAGARA: Dr. K. Vydiar & Co., Chemists.
TRICHUR : Messrs. Kuttan & Co., Chemists & Drugmsts
ALLEPPEY : Nanji Mathradass Esq.
TRIVANDRUM : Andrew Zavier Esq., Puthanchanta.
PALGHAT : S. Natham & Co., Chemists & Druggists
VADAKKANCHERY: K. R. Harihara Sastrigal, Esq.-
COIMBATORE: Messrs. D. S V. & Sons, Chemists & Druggists..
POLLACHI: .The Empire Pharmacy
MANGALORE: Messrs. Shah Company, Diamond Building.
CANNANORE: The Gokhale Book-Derot & Trading Co.
COCHIN: Cochin Swadeshi Stores, New Road.

116 lbs, Rs. 2 1 Ib., Re. 1-9-0 15lb., As. 14.

DAMODER & CO

NO. 78, CHINA BAZAAR ROAD,
G. T., MADRAS.

, THE SCHOLAR

THE PREMIER HONTHL¥ JOURNAL OF MA‘LABAR
Editor :~ E. H. PARAMESWARAN, M.A.. L.T.
Subccuptaon Rs. - 3 a year aud aumu 4amy~‘é h

ADVERTISEMEN‘T TARIFF -

—

For a year, For single insertioi"t‘.‘
Full page Rs. 80 Rs.8 .
Half page Rs. 45 Rs. 414 -
Quarter page Rs. 25 Rs. 23§

Separate rates for specml positions.

BUSINESS NOTICE R
1. The Scholar will be published before the éﬁd,vé.f every

month.
2. Contributions for publication in the magaznne are - iﬁv
ted on topics of general interest. Rejected contributions -will
not be returned unless stamps are enclosed to cover the postagg.
3. All communications relating to the magazine should Ye
addressed direct to the Office and not to any individual by name.
4. Subscribers are requested to quote their subscribers’
number when writipg to the Office: otherwise, unnecessary
delay may be occasioned owing to the dxfﬁculty of seatchmg
out the correct address. S
5. Advertisers who are desirous of changing their running
advertisements are requested to send in their change of matter
before the 5th of every month. v
6. The Scholar reserves to itself the right to accept or
refuse any advertsement-which it does not approve, and in no
case will accept any advertisement which contains any objec-
tionable matier ; it also reserves to itself the right to alter or
delete words or phrases which it considers object.onable.

7. Sample copies will be sent on applxcatxon when accom-
panied by stamps for two annas. o

For all other information please apply to: THE MANAGER,
v The Scholar, Palghat.



SREE

Mahalakshmi Tile Works,

TH ENOOR—PARLI!

[l BN
o G

Proprietor :— E. N. A. 8. NARAYARA IYER

—

SUPPLIES ALL SORTS OF
TILES. BRICKS. FLOORING
TILES, ROOFING TILES,

HOURDIES. ETC.

(NG ION

BEST QUALITY ! MODERATE PRICES !

ANNOUNCEMENT

THE
SCHOLAR ANNUAL, 1932

PUBLIZAT.ON IN CCTCB:R

faaas 0 - - Y

W.th September The Scholar completes the seventh year
of its ex'stence and, in accordance wth our practice in previous
years, the frst number of the new volume will be an extra-
ordinary number.

It wlll contaln a larger number of features than usual, and
bes'des numerots p'ctures, views, stor'es, dramas, poems and
contribut’ons in lighter vein, it wll also have a number of
compet.t'ons carry.ng pr.zes.

The 1932 Annual wll thus be a star number and provide
a favourable and sultable opportunity for advertisers, who, it is
hoped, will patronise it in large numbers.

A s'ngle copy wlll cost annas twelve, but those who register
the’r names in advance wll get a concess’'on of annas two a
copy. This concess'on, orig'nally intended only till October Ist,
w'll now be extended tll October 15. As usual, subscribers
will get the’r Annnal Copy free as also new subscribers who
begin the'r period from the Annual, i.e., from October 1932,

Therefore, register your names with

THE MANAGER,

THE SCHOLAR,
PALGHAT
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